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Chapter 1: Exposed

Soren’s office smelled of expensive leather, black coffee, and the faint metallic tang of his own rising panic.

He sat behind the wide walnut desk on the forty-second floor, reviewing Q3 projections with the same predatory focus that had closed three eight-figure deals that month. The charcoal Tom Ford suit hugged his slim frame perfectly - sharp shoulders, narrow waist, the kind of tailored masculinity that made junior execs sit straighter when he walked into a room. Underneath, hidden against his smooth-shaven cock and balls, was the one secret he allowed himself: a pair of delicate black silk panties, the waistband cutting just enough into his hips to remind him who he really was when the boardroom lights dimmed.

The knock came without warning.

Two sharp raps. Then the door opened.

Vesper stepped inside like she owned the air itself.

Thirty-six, statuesque, bronze skin glowing under the recessed lighting. Her midnight hair was pulled into a severe chignon that exposed the elegant column of her neck. The charcoal silk dress she wore clung to every curve - full breasts, narrow waist, hips that swayed with deliberate, predatory grace. Amber eyes swept the room once and settled on him with clinical detachment.

“Mr. Hale,” she said, voice low and velvet-smooth. “I hope I’m not interrupting.”

Soren leaned back, forcing the arrogant smirk he used on difficult clients. “Vesper. The consultant from Apex. I wasn’t expecting you until next week.”

“I prefer surprise audits.” She closed the door behind her with a soft click that sounded far too final. In her manicured hand she carried a slim black portfolio. “Especially when the subject matter is… delicate.”

She crossed the room without asking permission and set the portfolio on his desk with a crisp slap. Printed photographs spilled out in a fan - high-resolution stills of his secret life. His apartment at 2 a.m. Soren on his knees in front of the full-length mirror, thick pink diaper taped snug around his waist, frilly white lace panties pulled down just enough to show his caged cock leaking into the padding. Another shot: him sucking a pacifier while humping a stuffed bear, eyes glassy with shame and lust. A third: the collection of locks, plugs, and sissy outfits laid out like trophies on his bed.

Soren’s stomach dropped through the floor. His mouth went dry.

“Where the fuck did you - ”

“Doesn’t matter,” Vesper cut in, calm as still water. She circled the desk slowly, heels clicking on the polished floor. “What matters is that I have copies. Cloud backups. Timestamps. Everything. Including the little video where you beg an anonymous voice on the internet to call you a pathetic diapered sissy while you ruin your night-time padding.”

She stopped behind his chair. One warm hand settled on his shoulder, nails lightly scraping the fabric of his suit jacket. Soren could smell her perfume - something dark, expensive, with a hint of musk that made his traitor cock twitch inside the silk panties.

“You’ve built quite the empire on projection, Soren. Ruthless. Hyper-masculine. Untouchable.” Her breath brushed his ear. “And all it takes is one email to the board, to your biggest clients, to that pretty little fiancée you keep parading at galas, and it all collapses. Poof.”

His heart hammered against his ribs. He tried to stand. Her hand pressed him back down with surprising strength.

“Sit.”

The single word carried the weight of absolute command. He stayed seated.

Vesper moved in front of him again, perching on the edge of his desk. The silk of her dress rode up just enough to show the smooth line of her thigh. She opened the portfolio properly this time and slid a thick, cream-colored contract across the polished wood.

“Read it. Aloud. Every clause that applies to you.”

Soren’s hands trembled as he picked up the document. The paper felt heavy, expensive. The header read “Private Rehabilitation and Reconditioning Agreement” in elegant serif font.

“I… I can’t - ”

“You can. And you will. Or I press send before you finish your next sentence.”

He swallowed hard. His voice came out hoarse.

“Party One, hereinafter referred to as the Subject - Soren Hale - agrees to surrender all personal autonomy for a minimum period of ninety days to Party Two, Vesper, for the purposes of comprehensive behavioral modification, feminization training, and incontinence conditioning…”

The words burned his tongue. Each paragraph grew more explicit. Full-body depilation. Permanent hair removal options. Chastity devices. Diaper protocol. Mandatory regression. Public exposure at Vesper’s discretion. Financial penalties escalating into the millions if he broke the terms. Medical-grade monitoring. Total bodily control, including induced incontinence and forced sexual response.

By the time he reached the final page, his face was burning. His cock, the treacherous thing, had thickened inside the silk panties, pressing painfully against the fabric.

Vesper watched him with those amber eyes, lips slightly parted. A faint flush had crept across her bronze cleavage. She was enjoying this - visibly, physically. One manicured finger traced slow circles on her own thigh as he read.

“Initial here,” she said when he finished, sliding a sleek black pen toward him. “And sign on the last page. In blood-red ink, if you like. It suits the occasion.”

Soren stared at the contract. His mind raced through escape routes - denial, lawyers, counter-blackmail. Every path ended in ruin. The photos were too clear. The video too damning. And beneath the terror, something darker stirred. The same sick heat that had made him buy that first pack of adult diapers two years ago. The shame that made him cum harder than anything else in his polished, controlled life.

His hand moved almost without permission. He initialed every marked section. Then signed his name in a shaky scrawl at the bottom.

Vesper’s smile was slow, feline, and deeply satisfied. She took the contract, folded it neatly, and slipped it back into the portfolio.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

Soren flinched at the word, but his cock jumped.

Vesper stood, smoothing her dress. “You will tell your assistant you’re taking an immediate, indefinite sabbatical for ‘personal health reasons.’ Your calendar is already cleared. A car will collect you from your apartment at 7 a.m. tomorrow. Pack nothing. Everything you need will be provided. Or rather - ” her eyes flicked down to the obvious bulge in his trousers, “everything you deserve.”

She leaned down until her lips were inches from his. Her breath smelled of mint and something sweeter.

“Tomorrow the estate gates close behind you, Soren. No more boardrooms. No more power suits hiding silk panties. Just thick, crinkling diapers, pretty dresses, and my voice telling you exactly how much of a pathetic, leaky little sissy you’re going to become. Your body will betray you at every step. And you’re going to thank me for it with every shameful orgasm.”

She straightened, collected the portfolio, and walked to the door. At the threshold she paused, looking back over one perfect shoulder.

“Sleep well tonight. It will be the last night you spend in a big-boy bed for a very, very long time.”

The door clicked shut.

Soren sat frozen behind his executive desk, silk panties soaked with pre-cum, heart racing, cock aching, the printed evidence of his destruction still scattered across the mahogany like fallen leaves.

Tomorrow the estate gates would close behind him.

And real training would begin.


Chapter 2: Smooth

Soren stood naked under the merciless clinical lights of the estate’s preparation room, the air cool and sterile against his newly exposed skin. The drive from the city had been silent, the blacked-out car gliding through iron gates that had indeed closed behind him with a heavy electronic thud. Now he was here - Vesper’s private medical-style facility, a sprawling compound of white walls, polished tile, and the faint scent of antiseptic mixed with something sweeter, almost powdery.

His slim, sharp-cheekboned body trembled. Pale skin that usually hid beneath tailored suits was on full display, every faint vein and delicate bone structure glaringly obvious. His cock, half-hard despite the terror, twitched between his legs, the black silk panties long since confiscated at the door.

Vesper moved around him like a sculptor inspecting marble. She had changed into a crisp white lab coat over her silk blouse, the hem of the coat brushing mid-thigh, unbuttoned just enough to reveal the deep bronze cleavage beneath. Her midnight hair remained in its severe chignon, amber eyes sharp and hungry. A pair of black latex gloves snapped into place over her long fingers with deliberate, erotic precision.

“Arms up, Soren. Or should I say… the girl we’re about to reveal.”

He obeyed, raising his arms above his head. The position made him feel even more vulnerable, ribs visible, cock lifting slightly as blood rushed south.

Vesper started with his underarms. Warm shaving cream was applied in slow, sensual swirls, the brush teasing the sensitive skin. Then the razor - sharp, gleaming - glided over him in long, careful strokes. Each pass left a trail of perfectly smooth, pink-tinged skin. She worked methodically, rinsing the blade in a stainless steel bowl of hot water, the sound of water trickling obscenely loud in the quiet room.

“Such delicate skin,” she murmured, voice velvet command. “It marks so easily. Bruises like a peach. Perfect for what’s coming.”

Soren’s breath hitched as she moved to his chest. The razor scraped over his pectorals, removing the sparse hair that had once made him feel masculine. His nipples hardened under the cool air and the occasional flick of her gloved finger. When she pinched one lightly, a soft whimper escaped his lips.

She smiled, eyes darkening with visible pleasure. “Already singing for me. Good.”

Lower now. His stomach. The trail of hair leading down to his groin disappeared under steady, unrelenting strokes. Vesper knelt gracefully, her lab coat parting to reveal smooth bronze thighs. The razor danced around his cock, which had stiffened fully now, bobbing shamefully with every heartbeat. She cupped his balls, lifting them gently to shave beneath, the blade whispering so close he could feel the cool metal.

“Hold still, little one. Wouldn’t want to nick this pretty clit you’re so attached to.”

The humiliation burned hotter than the razor’s edge. Pre-cum beaded at his tip and she wiped it away with a clinical thumb, then licked it off her glove while holding his gaze. The sight made his knees buckle.

“Delicious. Fear and arousal taste the same on you.”

His legs were next. She had him lift one foot onto a low stool, exposing the sole, the ankle, every inch of calf and thigh. The razor left him baby-smooth, skin glistening with residual cream. When she reached the sensitive crease where thigh met ass, Soren gasped, cock leaking steadily now.

“Turn around. Hands on the table. Bend forward.”

He did, presenting his ass like an offering. Vesper spread his cheeks with both gloved hands, exposing the tight pink pucker. Shaving cream was applied generously, cool and slick. The razor moved in careful, intimate strokes, removing every trace of hair around his hole. She even shaved the small of his back, the dimples above his ass, until he was completely, humiliatingly bare from neck to toes.

Every pass of the blade sent shivers through him. His skin prickled with dread and unwanted heat. The vulnerability was overwhelming - naked, smooth, exposed under lights that left no shadow, no secret.

Vesper stood, peeling off the gloves with a snap. New ones replaced them. She circled him again, running her bare hands over his freshly shaved body. The contrast of her warm palms against his cool, sensitive skin made him moan.

“So smooth,” she whispered, tracing a fingernail down his spine. “Like a doll. My little porcelain sissy.”

She squeezed his ass cheeks, spreading them again to inspect her work. A single gloved finger circled his hole teasingly, not penetrating, just promising.

“Not yet. Soon.”

Soren’s cock throbbed painfully, untouched, dripping onto the tiled floor. He was trembling harder now, legs weak, the clinical lights making every inch of his smooth, pale body glow pink with embarrassment.

Vesper stepped back, admiring her work. A faint sheen of sweat glistened on her bronze cleavage, her nipples visibly hard beneath the silk blouse. She was aroused - deeply, visibly. The power, the transformation, fed something primal in her.

“Almost done,” she said, voice husky. “One last area. Sit on the edge of the table and spread your legs wide. Wider. Good girl.”

He perched there, thighs splayed obscenely, smooth balls and cock on full display. Vesper applied more cream, then shaved the last stubborn hairs around the base of his shaft and the sensitive skin behind his balls. The razor moved with agonizing slowness, each stroke exposing more tender, hairless flesh. When she was satisfied, she wiped him clean with a warm, damp cloth, patting gently like one might a baby.

Soren’s entire body felt raw, hypersensitive. Every breath of air felt like a caress. His cock stood rigid, veins prominent against the now-bare skin, the head flushed dark and glistening.

Vesper removed her gloves once more. This time her bare fingers wrapped around his shaft, giving one slow, torturous stroke from base to tip. He bucked involuntarily, a broken whimper escaping.

“Please…”

“Please what?” she asked, amber eyes gleaming. “Please stop? Please continue? Your body already knows what it wants, Soren. It’s dripping for its new life.”

She released him, leaving him edged and aching.

Then she turned to the stainless steel table beside them. There, folded neatly under the lights, waited the first diaper - thick, white, printed with faint pastel patterns that made his stomach twist with humiliating recognition. The padding looked impossibly bulky, the tapes strong and plastic-backed. Beside it lay a bottle of baby powder, a container of rash cream, and a small tube of lubricant.

Vesper’s smile was slow, predatory, satisfied.

“The first diaper waits folded on the table like a sentence.”


Chapter 3: Caged

Soren’s freshly shaved skin still tingled under the harsh clinical lights of the preparation room, every nerve ending exposed and screaming for touch. The smooth, pale expanse of his body felt alien - too soft, too vulnerable, like a blank canvas waiting for Vesper’s cruel brush. His cock throbbed untouched, the bare skin hypersensitive after the razor’s kiss, pre-cum already beading at the flushed tip and dripping in slow, shameful strands onto the tiled floor.

Vesper circled him slowly, her white lab coat unbuttoned to reveal the black silk blouse clinging to her full breasts. The fabric stretched taut over her hardened nipples, betraying her arousal as clearly as the faint flush across her bronze cleavage. Amber eyes drank in his naked, trembling form with visible hunger.

“Hands up, little sissy.”

He obeyed before his mind could protest. Cold steel cuffs clicked around his wrists, attached to an overhead bar that descended from the ceiling with a soft mechanical whir. His arms stretched high, elongating his slim torso, lifting his sharp cheekbones into sharper relief. The position forced him onto the balls of his feet, ass pushed out slightly, cock jutting forward obscenely. He was completely helpless, smooth body on full display, every delicate line of his bone structure highlighted like a doll awaiting dressing.

Vesper stepped closer, her heels clicking with deliberate authority. In her gloved hands she held the first pieces of his new uniform: delicate black lace panties, matching bra, and a small, gleaming metal chastity cage.

“Such pretty things for such a pretty girl,” she murmured, voice velvet and low. She held the panties up first, letting the sheer lace catch the light. The front was barely there - a tiny pouch of translucent fabric edged in frills. The back was a thong cut that would disappear between his smooth cheeks. “These will hug that smooth little clit of yours so nicely.”

She knelt gracefully, lab coat parting to reveal strong bronze thighs. The scent of her perfume - dark musk and something floral - mixed with the sterile air as she guided his feet into the leg holes. Slowly, torturously, she pulled the lace up his legs. The fabric whispered against his freshly shaved skin, sending electric shivers racing up his thighs. When the panties reached his groin, she paused, cupping his heavy, smooth balls in one warm palm.

“Look how they hang now. So soft. So exposed.” Her thumb stroked the sensitive skin behind them, making his cock twitch violently. A thick bead of pre-cum stretched downward. Vesper caught it on her gloved finger and brought it to her lips, sucking it clean with a soft, appreciative hum. “Mmm. Still tasting like fear and need.”

She stretched the lace pouch over his erection, forcing the rigid shaft down and back against his body. The delicate fabric strained, the frills tickling his bare skin as she adjusted the waistband high on his hips. The thong slipped between his cheeks, nestling against his newly smooth hole. The sensation was maddening - soft lace caressing every hypersensitive inch, the slight pressure keeping his cock bent in a humiliating curve.

Soren’s breath came in short gasps. “Fuck… it’s too tight…”

“It’s perfect,” Vesper corrected, standing to admire her work. The panties framed his caged future beautifully, the lace doing nothing to hide the outline of his throbbing cock. She ran her hands over his hips, squeezing the smooth flesh. “Already leaking into your pretty panties like a good girl.”

Next came the bra. She fastened the delicate black lace around his chest, the cups empty and slightly padded to create the illusion of small, perky breasts. The straps bit gently into his shoulders, the underwire pressing just enough to remind him of his new shape. Vesper adjusted the fit, her fingers brushing his nipples until they pebbled hard under the lace.

“See? Even your little tits know what they are.” She pinched one through the fabric, rolling it between thumb and forefinger. Soren moaned, hips jerking forward involuntarily. The movement made the lace panties rub against his trapped cock, drawing another helpless spurt of pre-cum that soaked the front.

Vesper’s eyes darkened with pleasure. A faint sheen of sweat glistened on her collarbone. She was breathing heavier now, clearly deriving deep, sexual satisfaction from each layer of his emasculation.

With his wrists still cuffed overhead, she retrieved the chastity cage. The device was small, pink-tinted metal with a short tube and a tight ring. A tiny heart-shaped lock dangled from her fingers.

“This is where your old life ends, Soren. No more big-boy cock. Just a pretty little clitty locked away for Mommy Vesper’s amusement.”

She knelt again, pulling the lace panties down just enough to free his straining erection. The cool air hit his bare skin like a slap. Vesper coated the ring with a slick of lubricant, then worked it behind his smooth balls, stretching the sensitive sac until the ring snapped into place at the base. The pressure was immediate - tight, unyielding, forcing his balls forward obscenely.

Soren hissed through his teeth as she aligned the tube over his cock. The metal was cold, clinical. She pushed his erection down, forcing the swollen head into the short tube. The fit was cruelly snug; the cage compressed him relentlessly, bending his shaft into submission. No matter how hard he throbbed, there was nowhere to grow.

“Almost there,” she cooed, voice husky. “Just one more click.”

The lock clicked shut with a final, metallic snap that echoed in the room. The sound sent a jolt straight through him - permanent, irreversible. His cock strained futilely against the pink metal, the heart lock resting prettily against the lace panties. A single drop of pre-cum squeezed out the slit at the end of the tube, trickling down the metal and soaking into the black lace below.

Vesper stood back, admiring her work. Soren hung there in the cuffs, smooth body glistening under the lights, dressed in delicate black lace bra and panties, cock cruelly caged, the heart-shaped lock swinging gently with every shuddering breath.

“Beautiful,” she breathed. One hand slipped between her own thighs for a moment, pressing against the silk of her dress as if soothing an ache. When she withdrew her fingers, they glistened faintly. She brought them to his lips. “Taste how wet this makes me. Your surrender is the best aphrodisiac.”

He licked obediently, the salty-sweet tang of her arousal flooding his tongue while his own trapped cock pulsed in denial.

Vesper finally uncuffed his wrists, letting his arms drop. The sudden freedom made him sway. She steadied him with strong hands on his lace-covered hips, then guided him toward the padded examination table.

“Lie back, arms above your head again. Legs spread.”

He complied, the lace whispering with every movement. The bra cups shifted against his chest; the panties hugged his caged clitty and framed his smooth ass. Vesper secured his wrists once more to rings on the table, then fastened soft cuffs around his ankles, spreading his legs wide in stirrups. The position left him completely open - lace panties stretched tight, caged cock on humiliating display, smooth hole winking between his cheeks.

She retrieved a small bottle of lubricant and a medium-sized silicone plug, black and tapered with a flared base. The toy gleamed under the lights.

But first she leaned over him, amber eyes locking onto his. Her breath was warm against his ear.

“The plug comes next and he already knows he will leak.”


Chapter 4: Taped

Soren lay bent over the padded examination table, wrists secured to the far edge, ankles spread wide in the stirrups. The delicate black lace panties had been pulled down to mid-thigh, framing his smooth, pale ass like an obscene gift. His caged cock hung heavy between his legs, the pink metal tube glistening with fresh pre-cum that had leaked steadily since the heart-shaped lock clicked shut. Every shallow breath made the lace bra shift against his chest, the empty cups a constant reminder of the sissy shape Vesper was molding him into.

His freshly shaved hole twitched in the cool clinical air, still slick from the generous coating of lubricant Vesper had worked in with two gloved fingers. The stretch had been slow, deliberate, her digits scissoring and curling until he was whimpering and pushing back despite himself.

Vesper stood behind him, lab coat open, silk blouse clinging to the swell of her breasts. A faint sheen of sweat highlighted her bronze collarbone. She held the medium silicone plug in one hand - black, tapered from a narrow tip to a thick middle, ending in a wide flared base designed to lock everything inside. In her other hand, a generous squirt of clear lube glistened on her gloved palm.

“Such a greedy little hole already,” she murmured, voice velvet-smooth and dripping with satisfaction. “Look at it winking for me. Your body knows what it needs even if your arrogant mouth still wants to pretend otherwise.”

She pressed the slick tip of the plug against his entrance. The cold silicone made him gasp, muscles clenching instinctively. Vesper didn’t rush. She circled the rim slowly, spreading the lube in teasing strokes, letting the pressure build until his hole fluttered open again.

“Relax, baby girl. Push back like the eager sissy you are.”

Soren’s face burned with humiliation, but his hips betrayed him, rocking minutely. The plug’s tip breached him with a wet pop. He moaned low in his throat as the tapered length sank deeper, stretching the smooth ring of muscle. Vesper twisted it gently, working it in inch by inch, the increasing girth forcing his walls to yield. The fullness was overwhelming - thick, unyielding, pressing insistently against his prostate with every subtle movement.

“Feel that?” she cooed, voice husky. One hand reached beneath him to cup his caged cock, giving the metal tube a light squeeze. Another thick bead of pre-cum oozed out, dripping onto the padded table. “Your little clitty is drooling. Every time I push, you leak. Pathetic.”

She pressed deeper. The widest part of the plug stretched him open, burning sweetly. Soren’s toes curled in the stirrups, a broken whimper escaping as the flare finally popped past his rim and settled inside. His hole clenched greedily around the narrower neck, trapping the toy deep. The base sat flush against his smooth cheeks, a constant, heavy reminder.

Vesper gave the base a firm tap, sending jolts of pleasure-pain through his core. His caged cock jerked, another spurt of pre-cum splattering the table.

“Good girl. Plugged and leaking like a proper little slut.”

She left the plug buried and retrieved the thick medical diaper from the side table. It was enormous - plush white padding with reinforced leak guards, a faint pastel pattern of tiny bears and rattles printed across the front. The plastic backing crinkled loudly as she unfolded it, the sound echoing obscenely in the sterile room. The scent of baby powder and fresh plastic filled the air.

Vesper slid the open diaper beneath his hips, lifting his plugged ass with effortless strength. The cool, padded surface kissed his smooth skin. She powdered him generously, the talc cloud rising in sweet-scented puffs that clung to his shaved balls and the base of the plug. Her gloved hands rubbed the powder in thoroughly, massaging it into every crease, teasing the sensitive skin around his caged cock until he was panting.

“Such soft skin. Perfect for keeping you rash-free while you soak and mess like the infant you’re becoming.”

She pulled the front of the diaper up between his legs. The thick padding compressed his caged cock and plugged ass, forcing the plug even deeper. Soren groaned as the bulky material molded around his groin, the leak guards hugging his thighs. Vesper smoothed the padding down firmly, then brought the tapes into place.

The first tape ripped loudly from the landing zone. She pulled it tight across his hip, sealing the diaper with clinical precision. The second tape followed, then the third and fourth, each one cinched harder than the last until the diaper was taped snug and unyielding. The plastic shell creaked and crinkled with every tiny shift of his body. The bulk between his legs was immense - he could feel his thighs forced apart, the heavy padding swelling outward in a ridiculous, babyish bulge.

Vesper ran her hands over the finished product, pressing and squeezing the front. The padding compressed with a loud, humiliating crinkle, squishing against his caged clitty and driving the plug against his prostate.

“Look at you,” she whispered, leaning over his bent form. Her breath was hot against his ear, her full breasts brushing his back through the silk blouse. “Taped into your first thick diaper like a helpless little sissy baby. Plugged. Caged. Pantied and braded. Your arrogant executive cock is gone. All that’s left is this puffy, crinkling shame between your legs.”

She gave the diaper a firm pat, the sound sharp and plastic. Soren’s hips jerked, the plug shifting inside him, forcing another helpless leak of pre-cum into the thirsty padding.

Vesper’s own arousal was unmistakable now. Her nipples strained visibly against her blouse, and when she straightened, one hand trailed briefly between her thighs, pressing against the damp silk of her dress. The sight of his total reduction clearly thrilled her on a deep, sexual level.

She finally released his wrists and ankles, helping him stand on shaky legs. The diaper forced his stance wide, the heavy bulk swaying between his thighs with every movement. Each step produced a loud, unmistakable crinkle. The plug shifted relentlessly, rubbing his prostate and making his caged cock strain futilely against the metal tube.

Vesper stepped back to admire her work, amber eyes glowing with dark satisfaction.

“Tomorrow that diaper will be used whether he wants it or not.”


Chapter 5: Egged

Soren stood in the center of the estate’s sleek private office, the thick medical diaper crinkling loudly with every slight shift of his weight. The bulky padding forced his smooth, shaved thighs apart in a humiliating waddle, the plastic shell warm and snug against his caged cock and plugged ass. The black silicone plug nestled deep inside him, a constant, heavy presence that pressed insistently against his prostate with every breath. Over the diaper, Vesper had forced him back into his charcoal Tom Ford suit - the same sharp, hyper-masculine armor he had worn in boardrooms for years. The trousers barely concealed the massive bulk between his legs; the jacket hung normally, but the waistband of the diaper peeked just above his belt if he moved wrong. Beneath the crisp white shirt, the delicate black lace bra whispered against his chest, and the matching panties were long gone, replaced entirely by the crinkling prison taped around his hips.

His face still burned from the morning’s transformation. Pale skin smooth as a doll’s, sharp cheekbones accentuated by the faintest hint of nervousness. He looked every inch the ruthless ad executive on the surface - until he took a step and the diaper betrayed him with a loud, childish crinkle.

Vesper lounged in a leather chair across the room, legs crossed, designer silk dress hugging every curve of her statuesque frame. Her midnight chignon was perfect, amber eyes gleaming with predatory amusement as she held up a small, sleek remote-controlled vibrating egg. The toy was smooth white silicone, slightly larger than a golf ball, with a thin retrieval cord and a wireless receiver.

“Time to prepare for your emergency video call, Soren,” she said, voice velvet command laced with dark delight. “The board is waiting. Quarterly projections. You wouldn’t want to disappoint them, would you?”

She rose gracefully and approached him, one hand sliding possessively over the front of his suit trousers. She squeezed the bulky diaper through the fabric, the padding compressing with a muffled crinkle that made Soren’s caged cock twitch helplessly inside its pink metal prison.

“On your knees. Ass up.”

He obeyed, dropping to all fours on the soft rug. The suit trousers stretched tight over the massive diaper bulge, the plastic backing creaking. Vesper knelt behind him, unzipping his fly with deliberate slowness. She tugged the trousers and diaper down just enough to expose his plugged hole, the thick padding bunching around his thighs.

“Such a good girl already,” she murmured, giving the base of the plug a teasing tug. Soren moaned as it shifted inside him, grinding against his prostate. Fresh pre-cum leaked into the diaper’s thirsty core. Vesper pulled the plug out slowly, the wide flare stretching his smooth ring until it popped free with a wet sound. His hole gaped for a moment, slick and twitching, before she pressed the vibrating egg against it.

The egg was generously lubed. She pushed firmly, twisting as she fed the toy inside. Soren’s breath hitched, back arching as the smooth silicone stretched him open again. The egg slid deeper than the plug, settling heavily against his prostate with a fullness that made his toes curl in his polished dress shoes. Vesper seated it with two fingers, ensuring it was lodged perfectly, then tugged the thin cord until it lay discreetly along his crack. She pulled the diaper back up and taped it even tighter than before, the fresh tapes ripping loudly as she sealed the egg deep inside the bulky padding. The suit trousers followed, zipped and belted until, from the outside, he looked almost normal - except for the slight, unavoidable waddle and the constant soft crinkle when he moved.

Vesper stood, smoothing her dress. A visible flush colored her bronze cheeks, her nipples tight points beneath the silk. She clearly derived intense sexual pleasure from orchestrating his public torment.

“Sit at the desk,” she ordered, gesturing to the large monitor already logged into the secure video call. “The meeting starts in three minutes. I’ll be right here, watching every second.”

Soren lowered himself into the executive chair, wincing as the thick diaper compressed beneath him, squishing the egg harder against his prostate. The crinkle was deafening to his own ears, though the microphone was muted for now. On screen, the board members appeared one by one - stern faces, expensive suits, the same colleagues who had once feared his sharp tongue.

Vesper settled into an armchair just out of camera range, legs elegantly crossed, remote in her manicured hand. Her amber eyes never left him.

The call began. Soren cleared his throat, forcing his most confident executive voice.

“Good afternoon, everyone. Let’s dive straight into Q3 projections…”

He launched into the prepared slides, voice steady at first. Numbers, charts, market analysis. The familiar rhythm of domination helped him focus - until Vesper pressed the remote.

A low, powerful buzz erupted deep inside his diaper.

The egg came alive against his prostate, vibrating in rhythmic pulses that sent white-hot pleasure shooting through his core. Soren’s voice faltered for a split second. His caged cock surged painfully against the metal tube, trapped and leaking furiously into the thick padding.

“Apologies - signal glitch,” he managed, gripping the edge of the desk. Beneath the suit, the diaper crinkled softly with every involuntary clench of his ass. The egg’s vibrations traveled through the bulky padding, muffled but relentless, massaging his sensitive gland with merciless precision.

Vesper watched with parted lips, one hand resting lightly on her own thigh, slowly stroking the silk. Her breathing had deepened, the flush on her chest spreading. She increased the intensity.

The vibrations ramped up, a strong, steady hum that made Soren’s thighs tremble under the desk. His smooth, shaved skin prickled with sweat beneath the suit. Pre-cum flowed freely now, soaking the front of the diaper in warm, sticky patches. He could feel the wetness spreading, the padding growing heavier between his legs.

“On slide twelve,” he continued, voice tighter now, “we see a twelve percent uplift in digital engagement if we pivot the campaign toward - ”

Another spike. The egg buzzed harder, pulsing in irregular patterns that kept him off balance. Soren’s hips rocked minutely in the chair, the motion producing faint crinkles that he prayed the microphone didn’t pick up. His prostate throbbed under the assault, pleasure coiling tight and dangerous in his belly. The chastity cage prevented any real erection, turning every sensation into pure, frustrated need.

One of the board members asked a question. Soren answered on autopilot, words mechanical while his mind fractured under the vibrating torment. Sweat beaded on his forehead. His sharp cheekbones flushed pink. Beneath the professional facade, his diaper was growing warm and damp at the front, the egg’s relentless buzzing milking more and more pre-cum from his denied cock.

Vesper’s eyes were half-lidded with arousal. She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, the movement slow and sensual. A soft sigh escaped her as she watched him struggle - the powerful, arrogant ad executive reduced to a leaking, diapered sissy trying desperately to sound in control while a toy buzzed mercilessly inside his padded ass.

Ten minutes in, the first uncontrollable spurt escaped him.

It wasn’t piss yet - just a hot, involuntary gush of pre-cum triggered by a particularly vicious pulse of the egg. The wetness bloomed across the front of the diaper, soaking the padding and making it swell noticeably. Soren’s voice cracked mid-sentence. He coughed to cover it, shifting in his seat. The squish was audible to him alone, the heavy, warm bulk shifting between his thighs.

Vesper smiled, slow and satisfied, and dialed the remote higher.

The egg thrummed at maximum. Soren’s entire lower body trembled. His hole clenched rhythmically around the vibrating intruder, prostate singing with overstimulation. Another leak - then another. The diaper grew heavier, the absorbent core drawing the wetness inward while the plastic shell kept everything trapped against his skin. The crinkle had turned into a soft, constant squelch with every tiny movement.

He was losing control in front of the entire board, and the shame only made the egg’s torment sweeter. His caged clitty pulsed uselessly, milked relentlessly by the vibrations and the growing wetness.

Vesper leaned back, one hand now subtly pressing between her own thighs, clearly riding the edge of her own pleasure as she orchestrated his public humiliation.

The meeting dragged on. Soren answered questions through gritted teeth, face flushed, body betraying him with every buzz. The diaper between his legs grew soaked and heavy, sagging slightly under the suit trousers. The egg stayed buried deep, vibrating without mercy, forcing more and more shameful leaks from his helpless body.

By the time the call finally ended with polite goodbyes, Soren was panting, thighs clenched, the front and crotch of his thick medical diaper thoroughly drenched.

Vesper stood, remote still in hand, amber eyes dark with lust and triumph.

“The egg stays in until the diaper is soaked.”


Chapter 6: Leaking

Soren sat rigid in the executive chair, the thick medical diaper already heavy and warm between his thighs from the steady leak of pre-cum forced out by the vibrating egg. The charcoal Tom Ford suit still looked impeccable from the chest up, but beneath the polished oak desk, his smooth, shaved legs were spread wide to accommodate the massive, swelling bulk. The vibrating egg thrummed relentlessly against his prostate, its powerful pulses traveling through the soaked padding in waves that made his caged cock strain uselessly inside the pink metal tube. Every heartbeat sent another helpless spurt of clear fluid into the thirsty core, turning the front of the diaper into a warm, squishy mess.

On the large monitor, the board meeting continued. Colleagues in crisp suits filled the grid of video tiles, discussing Q3 strategy with the same cutthroat precision Soren had once wielded like a weapon. Voices overlapped - market forecasts, competitor analysis, aggressive pivot recommendations. Soren’s own video feed showed only his flushed face and sharp cheekbones, the confident executive mask barely holding.

“...and if we double down on the digital transformation vertical, we could see a fifteen-point lift by Q4,” said Marcus from Finance, leaning forward. “Soren, you’ve been quiet on the risk assessment. Thoughts?”

Soren opened his mouth to respond, but Vesper’s thumb brushed the remote in her lap.

The egg surged to a higher intensity.

A deep, buzzing throb exploded inside his plugged ass, grinding directly into his prostate with merciless rhythm. Soren’s thighs clenched involuntarily, the thick, soaked diaper crinkling and squelching loudly under the suit trousers. His hole fluttered around the vibrating intruder, milking it helplessly.

“I… I agree with the pivot,” he managed, voice tighter than he intended. Sweat beaded along his hairline. “But we need to watch the supply chain exposure - ”

Another spike. The egg pulsed in erratic bursts, fast then slow, teasing and punishing. Soren’s caged clitty jerked inside the metal prison, leaking another thick ribbon of pre-cum that soaked further into the already damp padding. The warmth spread, the absorbent core growing heavier, sagging between his legs. His smooth, hairless balls felt swollen and sensitive, pressed tight against the wet material.

Under the desk, his thighs began to shake.

Vesper watched from her armchair just off-camera, legs elegantly crossed, silk dress riding high enough to reveal the smooth bronze skin of her thighs. Her amber eyes were half-lidded with open lust, lips parted as she drank in every tremor of his humiliation. One manicured hand rested on her own lap, fingers pressing subtly against the damp spot forming on her silk panties. The sight of the once-ruthless ad executive desperately trying to sound professional while helplessly leaking into a thick diaper clearly aroused her to a visible, sexual degree.

“Supply chain looks stable,” another colleague interjected. “But let’s talk talent retention. Soren, your team has been burning out. Any thoughts on restructuring?”

Soren gripped the edge of the desk, knuckles white. The egg buzzed harder, a constant, punishing hum that made his prostate feel swollen and overstimulated. Pressure was building low in his belly - not just arousal, but something deeper, more urgent. A hot, liquid fullness that had nothing to do with the pre-cum already flooding the diaper.

His bladder, ignored since the long morning session, began to throb in time with the vibrations.

“I… we should consider…” His voice cracked. He coughed, trying to cover it. “Incentives. Performance bonuses tied to - ”

The egg hit maximum.

A violent, unrelenting pulse slammed into his prostate. Soren’s eyes widened. His thighs shook harder, knees knocking together under the desk. The thick diaper squished wetly between his legs as his muscles clenched and failed.

No. Not here. Not now.

But his body betrayed him completely.

A hot, uncontrollable spurt of piss escaped his caged cock, flooding the front of the diaper in a sudden, shameful gush. The warmth bloomed instantly, soaking the padding in a wide, spreading patch. The absorbent core drank it greedily, swelling thicker and heavier between his smooth thighs. Another spurt followed, longer this time, the hiss of liquid muffled by the thick layers but unmistakable to his own ears. The diaper grew sodden, the plastic backing growing warm and slick against his skin.

Soren’s face flushed crimson. His sharp cheekbones burned as he fought to keep his expression neutral on camera.

“ - bonuses,” he finished weakly. “Structured around key metrics.”

Marcus frowned on screen. “You okay, Soren? You look a little flushed.”

“Fine,” he rasped. “Just… long morning.”

Under the desk, the wetting continued. He couldn’t stop it. The egg’s relentless vibrations massaged his prostate, relaxing his bladder muscles against his will. Another powerful stream jetted out, flooding the diaper with hot urine. The padding swelled dramatically, sagging heavily between his spread thighs. The leak guards strained, the plastic shell creaking as it expanded. Warm piss pooled briefly at the crotch before the core absorbed it, turning the entire front and seat of the diaper into a heavy, squishy, piss-soaked mess.

His thighs trembled violently now. Every tiny shift produced a loud, wet squelch and crinkle. The soaked padding rubbed against his caged cock and plugged hole, the vibrating egg still buzzing away deep inside, forcing more and more liquid shame from his body.

Vesper’s breathing had grown audible. She uncrossed her legs, then crossed them again, pressing her thighs together rhythmically. A soft, satisfied hum escaped her throat as she watched him disintegrate in real time - the arrogant executive reduced to a shaking, wetting sissy in a flooded diaper while his colleagues debated strategy mere inches away on the screen.

Another long, uncontrollable gush. Soren bit his lip hard enough to taste blood, stifling a whimper. The diaper was thoroughly soaked now, the bulk massive and warm, sagging obscenely under the suit trousers. Piss continued to trickle out in weak, helpless spurts, each one triggered by a fresh pulse of the egg. The scent of urine mixed faintly with baby powder, trapped inside the plastic prison, filling the air around his lap with humiliating proof of his loss of control.

“Any final thoughts before we wrap?” asked the CEO on screen.

Soren could barely form words. His bladder was still emptying in slow, defeated dribbles. The egg buzzed on, merciless. His caged clitty throbbed in the warm, wet mess, denied and dripping.

“Looks… solid,” he managed, voice hoarse. “Approve the pivot.”

The call ended with polite nods and goodbyes. The moment the screen went dark, Soren slumped forward, panting, thighs still shaking. The diaper between his legs was a disaster - swollen to twice its size, sagging heavily, the plastic warm and slick with his own piss. The egg continued its low, teasing buzz, keeping him on edge, milking the last weak dribbles from his exhausted bladder.

Vesper rose slowly, setting the remote aside. She approached the desk, hips swaying with graceful predation. One hand slid under the desk to press firmly against the front of his soaked diaper. The padding squelched loudly under her palm, warm urine shifting inside the saturated core.

“Such a good girl,” she purred, voice thick with arousal. Her bronze cheeks were flushed, nipples hard points beneath the silk. “Wetting yourself like a helpless baby right in the middle of your precious board meeting. Feel how heavy it is? How warm and squishy?”

She squeezed again, forcing another weak spurt from him. Soren whimpered, hips twitching.

Vesper leaned close, lips brushing his ear, amber eyes dark with promise.

“Vesper promises the mess will be far more humiliating.”


Chapter 7: Painted

Soren’s legs trembled as Vesper dragged him by the wrist across the polished tile floor of the preparation suite. The thick medical diaper, now thoroughly soaked with his uncontrollable wetting, sagged heavily between his thighs with every shuffling step. Warm piss sloshed inside the swollen padding, the plastic shell creaking and squelching obscenely. The vibrating egg continued its low, insidious buzz deep inside his plugged ass, pressing relentlessly against his overstimulated prostate and forcing occasional weak dribbles from his caged cock. The charcoal suit jacket still hung from his shoulders, but the trousers were unzipped and shoved down to his knees, exposing the massive, yellowed bulge of the flooded diaper.

His smooth, shaved skin glistened with a sheen of nervous sweat. The delicate black lace bra remained fastened around his chest, the empty cups shifting with each breath.

Vesper’s grip was firm, her statuesque frame moving with slow, tailored grace. The silk of her dress clung to her full breasts and flared hips, the fabric slightly damp between her thighs from her own visible arousal. Amber eyes burned with dark hunger as she pulled him toward the large, illuminated vanity mirror at the far end of the room.

“Time to see the real you, little sissy,” she murmured, voice velvet command. “No more pretending behind expensive suits and sharp words. Just a painted, diapered doll for Mommy.”

She pushed him down onto the padded stool in front of the vanity. The soaked diaper compressed beneath him with a loud, wet squish, piss shifting warmly against his smooth balls and caged clitty. Soren stared at his reflection - flushed face, sharp cheekbones, wide eyes still carrying the ghost of his former arrogance. The contrast with the heavy, sagging diaper bulging between his spread thighs made his stomach twist with humiliating heat.

Vesper stood behind him, her bronze hands resting on his shoulders. She reached for the array of cosmetics laid out on the vanity like surgical instruments - foundations, concealers, eyeshadows in soft pinks and lavenders, long false lashes, glossy lipsticks, and blushes in baby-girl shades.

“Eyes forward. Watch every second.”

She started with foundation, dabbing the creamy liquid onto his pale skin and blending it smoothly with a soft sponge. Each stroke erased the last traces of his masculine edge, creating a flawless, porcelain canvas. The vibrating egg pulsed higher for a moment, making him gasp as another dribble of piss leaked into the already saturated padding.

“Such delicate bone structure,” Vesper cooed, her breath warm against his ear. “Perfect for makeup. You were made for this.”

Concealer followed, hiding the faint shadows under his eyes. Then highlighter along his cheekbones, making them appear even sharper and more feminine. She applied a soft pink blush high on his cheeks, blending it until he looked like a blushing doll. Soren watched in horrified fascination as his face transformed - his sharp features softening into something undeniably pretty, vulnerable, and infantile.

Eyeliner next. Vesper’s steady hand drew perfect winged lines, then layered on thick mascara that made his lashes flutter dramatically. Soft lavender eyeshadow on the lids, blended into shimmering pink at the inner corners. False lashes were glued on, long and fluttery, turning his gaze into something wide-eyed and doll-like.

Every touch of the brushes sent shivers through him. The soaked diaper squished wetly beneath his ass, the egg buzzing steadily, keeping his caged cock leaking in weak, shameful pulses.

“Open your mouth, baby.”

She painted his lips with a glossy, bubblegum-pink lipstick, layering it thick until his mouth looked plump, shiny, and obscenely fuckable. A touch of gloss on top made them gleam under the vanity lights.

Soren barely recognized the face staring back at him - pretty, painted, utterly sissified. The makeup turned his arrogant executive features into those of a helpless, blushing baby girl.

Vesper wasn’t finished.

She lifted a long, platinum-blonde wig from its stand - silky, with soft curls and straight bangs that framed the face perfectly. She fitted it carefully over his head, adjusting the cap until it sat snug. The synthetic hair cascaded around his shoulders in bouncy waves, completing the transformation. The pretty blonde locks contrasted sharply with his smooth, pale skin and the heavy, piss-soaked diaper still bulging between his legs.

“Beautiful,” Vesper breathed, her voice thick with arousal. She ran her fingers through the blonde curls, then slid her hands down to squeeze his lace-covered chest. “My pretty little doll.”

Now came the dress.

She selected a frilly baby-doll sissy dress from the rack - powder-pink satin with white lace trim, short puffed sleeves, and a full, poofy skirt that barely reached mid-thigh. The bodice was fitted with delicate bows and ruffles, designed to accentuate the padded bra. Vesper helped him stand on shaky legs, the soaked diaper sagging even lower, piss still warm against his skin. She removed the suit jacket and shirt, leaving him in just the lace bra, the flooded diaper, and the blonde wig.

The dress slipped over his head. The satin whispered against his smooth skin as she zipped it up the back. The short skirt flared out dramatically over the massive diaper, the hem lifting slightly to reveal the yellowed plastic peeking underneath. White lace ankle socks and glossy pink Mary Jane shoes completed the humiliating outfit.

Soren stared at the mirror in stunned silence.

A pretty, painted sissy stared back - blonde curls, heavy makeup, frilly pink baby-doll dress, and the unmistakable bulk of a thoroughly soaked diaper forcing her thighs apart. The vibrating egg continued its torment, making the heavy padding squish and crinkle with every tiny movement. His caged cock throbbed uselessly inside the warm, wet mess, the pink metal tube hidden beneath layers of padding and satin.

Vesper stepped back, admiring her creation with obvious sexual pleasure. Her bronze cleavage rose and fell faster, nipples visibly hard beneath the silk dress. One hand trailed down her own body, pressing lightly between her thighs as she took in the sight of the once-ruthless executive completely remade.

“Look at her,” she whispered, voice husky. “No more Soren the ad tyrant. Just a leaky, painted sissy baby ready for her next lesson.”

She took his manicured hand - nails now painted matching pink - and led him away from the vanity, the frilly skirt swishing, the soaked diaper squelching loudly with every waddling step.

The changing table waited in the center of the adjacent room, brightly lit under clinical spotlights. Thick leather restraints were already laid out across the padded surface - wrist cuffs, ankle straps, and a wide waist belt - ready to hold him completely immobile for whatever came next.

Vesper’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile as she guided him toward it.

“The changing table already has restraints laid out.”


Chapter 8: Mess

Soren lay strapped helplessly to the padded changing table, the bright clinical lights glaring down on his fully transformed sissy body. The frilly pink baby-doll dress had been lifted and pinned up around his chest, exposing the massive, piss-soaked medical diaper that sagged heavily between his spread thighs. Thick leather restraints held his wrists above his head, another wide belt cinched tight across his lace-covered waist, and his ankles were locked into stirrups that kept his smooth, shaved legs splayed wide and vulnerable. The platinum blonde wig framed his heavily made-up face - fluttery lashes, glossy bubblegum-pink lips, rosy blush glowing on his sharp cheekbones. Every shallow breath made the satin dress rustle and the soaked diaper squish wetly beneath him.

The vibrating egg continued its low, insidious buzz deep inside his plugged ass, pressing relentlessly against his prostate and keeping his caged cock leaking steadily into the already saturated padding.

Vesper stood beside the table like a goddess of ruin, her white lab coat open over the clinging silk dress. Her bronze skin glowed under the lights, full breasts rising and falling with visible excitement. Amber eyes devoured every detail of his humiliation as she adjusted a small IV bag hanging from a stand. The clear tube snaked down to the port she had inserted into the crook of his arm earlier.

“Just a mild laxative cocktail, baby girl,” she had purred while injecting the dose. “Enough to make sure your first messy accident is truly memorable.”

Now, twenty minutes later, the cramps were beginning.

Soren’s painted lips parted in a soft whimper as the first sharp twist hit his stomach. His smooth belly tightened visibly under the lace bra and the waist restraint. The thick, warm piss in the diaper sloshed as his hips twitched involuntarily.

“Please…” he whispered, voice high and breathy through the glossy lipstick. “I can’t… not like this…”

Vesper’s manicured hand stroked his bare thigh, just above the yellowed leak guard of the diaper. “You can and you will. Your body doesn’t belong to you anymore. It belongs to the diaper. And to me.”

Another cramp rolled through him, stronger this time. His hole clenched hard around the still-vibrating egg, the silicone toy shifting deeper and grinding against his prostate. A fresh spurt of pre-cum joined the piss already soaking the front of the padding. The pressure in his bowels built rapidly, a heavy, urgent fullness that made his thighs tremble in the stirrups.

Vesper leaned closer, one hand resting possessively on the swollen front of his diaper. She pressed gently, squishing the warm, wet mess against his caged clitty. The crinkle of plastic mixed with the wet squelch of urine.

“Feel that? All that warm piss you couldn’t hold during your important meeting. Now your tummy is going to give the diaper something even thicker. Something much more shameful.”

Soren’s painted face flushed deeper pink beneath the makeup. Sweat beaded on his forehead, smudging the carefully applied foundation slightly. His glossy lips trembled as another powerful cramp seized his guts. He tried to clench, to fight it, but the vibrating egg and the laxative were merciless. His smooth, shaved hole fluttered helplessly around the toy.

“I… I’m gonna… oh god…”

Vesper’s amber eyes sparkled with dark delight. She was visibly aroused, nipples stiff against the silk, a faint damp spot visible on the front of her dress where her thighs pressed together. Her breathing had grown heavier, each exhale a soft, satisfied sound as she watched the once-arrogant executive reduced to a strapped-down, made-up sissy baby fighting a losing battle against her own body.

The explosion came suddenly.

A deep, guttural groan tore from Soren’s throat as his bowels surrendered. The first thick, mushy wave of mess pushed out hard against the vibrating egg, forcing the toy to shift and grind brutally against his prostate. The hot, soft load burst into the seat of the diaper in a wet, crackling rush. The padding expanded instantly, the heavy mush spreading across his smooth ass cheeks and filling every crease. The smell - earthy, humiliating, unmistakably messy - rose immediately, trapped beneath the plastic shell.

Soren’s eyes widened in horror behind the false lashes. “No - no, please - ”

But his body wasn’t finished. Another powerful cramp hit, and a second, even larger explosion followed. Thick, soft shit flooded the diaper in heavy, squelching bursts. The mess pushed the vibrating egg deeper, the relentless buzzing turning the filthy act into unbearable, shameful pleasure. His caged cock pulsed wildly inside the metal tube, milking thick ropes of pre-cum into the already ruined padding as the warm, mushy load continued to pile up.

The diaper swelled dramatically. The seat ballooned outward, the plastic backing stretching tight over the growing mass. Heavy, squishy lumps pressed against his plugged hole and smooth balls, the mess spreading upward toward the front with each helpless push. Every movement of his hips produced loud, wet squelches and crackles as the soft shit mixed with the piss-soaked core.

Vesper watched with parted lips, one hand now openly rubbing slow circles between her own thighs. A low moan of pleasure escaped her as she observed the transformation - the pretty blonde sissy strapped down, frilly dress hiked up, face painted like a doll, helplessly filling her diaper with a massive, noisy mess while the egg buzzed away inside the filth.

“That’s it, baby. Push it all out for Mommy. Fill that thick diaper like the helpless little infant you are. Feel how heavy it’s getting? How warm and squishy between your pretty legs?”

Soren’s painted cheeks burned with shame. Tears of humiliation pricked at the corners of his eyes, threatening to ruin the mascara. Another long, uncontrollable push sent more soft, mushy waste surging into the overloaded diaper. The seat sagged heavily, the mess spreading wide and thick, coating his entire bottom in a warm, sticky layer. The vibrating egg continued its torment, forcing his prostate to sing with unwanted pleasure even as the disgusting smell grew stronger.

He came then - shamefully, helplessly - his caged cock spasming inside the pink metal tube. No real release, just a ruined, pulsing orgasm that milked more cum and piss into the filthy, overloaded padding. The combination of piss, cum, and thick shit turned the diaper into a warm, heavy, squelching nightmare between his spread thighs.

Vesper let out a soft, throaty laugh of pure satisfaction, her own thighs trembling as she rode the edge of her arousal.

“Such a good, messy girl,” she praised, voice husky. “Look at the state of you. Painted, frilled, and completely destroyed in your first real messy diaper.”

She reached for the tapes of the ruined diaper, her fingers tracing the plastic landing zone with deliberate slowness.

She peels the tapes slowly, smile widening.


Chapter 9: Pegged

Soren lay on the changing table, his frilly pink baby-doll dress still hiked up around his chest, the heavy, ruined diaper sagging obscenely between his spread thighs. Thick, warm mess squished against his smooth ass and caged cock with every tiny shift, the plastic shell stretched tight over the massive load. His painted face - glossy pink lips parted, false lashes wet with humiliated tears - stared up at the clinical lights as Vesper slowly peeled the tapes open one by one. Each loud rip echoed through the room like a sentence being pronounced.

The stench of his own fresh shit rose thick and unmistakable as the front of the diaper was folded down. The seat was a disgusting disaster: soft, mushy brown mess coated his smooth cheeks, filled every crease, and clung in heavy clumps around the base of the still-vibrating egg buried deep inside him. Piss and cum had mixed with the filth, turning the entire padding into a warm, sticky slurry.

Vesper’s amber eyes gleamed with raw lust as she surveyed her work. Her bronze cheeks were flushed, nipples diamond-hard beneath the silk of her dress. She peeled off her lab coat, letting it drop to the floor, then reached behind her back to unzip the dress. It slid down her statuesque body, revealing full, heavy breasts and the black lace thong that was visibly soaked at the crotch.

“Such a filthy little girl,” she murmured, voice thick with arousal. “Look at the mess you made. But Mommy isn’t done playing yet.”

She removed the vibrating egg with a wet pop, leaving his hole gaping and slick with lube and traces of his own mess. Soren whimpered, the sudden emptiness almost worse than the fullness. Vesper wiped his hole roughly with a baby wipe, cleaning just enough to prepare him, then reached for the spreader bar.

Cold steel clicked around his ankles, locking his smooth, shaved legs wide apart. The bar was adjustable; she cranked it until his thighs were stretched obscenely, ass lifted slightly off the table, hole completely exposed and vulnerable. The restraints at his wrists and waist kept his upper body pinned. He could only twitch and moan in the frilly dress, blonde wig disheveled, makeup slightly smeared from sweat and tears.

Vesper stepped into the thick black leather harness, buckling it around her hips with practiced ease. The strap-on that jutted forward was massive - eight inches of thick, veined silicone, realistically shaped with a pronounced head and heavy balls at the base. She coated it generously with lube, stroking the shaft slowly while holding his gaze.

“Watch me get ready to fuck you, baby. This is what your new life is for.”

She climbed onto the table between his spread legs, the harness creaking. One strong hand gripped his hip while the other guided the fat head of the dildo to his messy, twitching hole. She rubbed it teasingly against the slick pucker, smearing lube and remnants of his accident.

Soren’s painted lips trembled. “Please… it’s too big…”

Vesper smiled, slow and predatory. “You’ll take every inch. And you’ll thank me for it.”

She pushed forward.

The thick head breached him in one steady thrust, stretching his already-sensitive ring wide. Soren cried out, a high, broken moan that echoed off the walls. The dildo sank deeper, inch by veined inch, forcing his walls open until the heavy silicone balls pressed against his soiled skin. The fullness was overwhelming - far thicker than the plug or egg - grinding directly against his prostate with brutal precision.

Vesper groaned in pleasure as she bottomed out, her own clit rubbing against the base of the harness with every movement. “Fuck… listen to those pretty sounds. Your moans are making me so wet.”

She began to fuck him in earnest - long, deep strokes that pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in. The spreader bar kept him perfectly open, unable to close his legs or escape the relentless pounding. Each thrust made the heavy mess in the torn-open diaper squish and smear beneath him, the filthy padding rubbing against his caged cock and smooth balls. The wet, obscene sounds of silicone sliding into his hole mixed with the squelch of his own waste.

Soren’s broken moans filled the room - high, desperate, feminine from the lipstick and wig. “Ah - ahh - fuck - Mommy - please - ”

Every cry seemed to spur Vesper on. Her hips snapped harder, full breasts bouncing with each powerful thrust. She gripped his lace-covered waist, nails digging into the fabric as she railed him. Sweat glistened on her bronze skin. Her moans grew louder, rawer, as the base of the strap-on ground against her swollen clit.

“Yes… that’s it… sing for me, sissy. Let me hear how broken you are.”

She angled her thrusts to hammer his prostate mercilessly. Soren’s caged cock leaked continuously, the ruined orgasm from earlier building into another helpless, dry spasm. His painted face contorted in overwhelming pleasure and shame, blonde curls sticking to his sweaty forehead. The frilly dress rustled with every brutal fuck, the spreader bar rattling as his body jerked.

Vesper’s pace quickened, her own orgasm rising fast. She leaned down, pressing her heavy breasts against his chest, lips brushing his glossy pink mouth.

“Come on, baby girl. Milk Mommy’s cock with your slutty little hole.”

She slammed in deep and ground her hips in tight circles, the thick dildo stirring his insides. Soren’s voice cracked into a keening wail as another ruined climax ripped through him, his caged clitty pulsing uselessly while his hole clenched rhythmically around the invading shaft.

That was all Vesper needed.

Her orgasm crashed over her with a loud, throaty cry. “Fuck - yes - coming - !” Her hips stuttered, body shuddering as she rode the waves of pleasure, grinding hard against the harness while she stayed buried to the hilt inside him. Her amber eyes rolled back slightly, full lips parted in raw ecstasy as she came loudly, unashamedly, from the sound of his broken moans and the sight of his total surrender.

She stayed inside him for long moments, panting, before slowly pulling out with a wet pop. Soren’s hole gaped, red and twitching, traces of lube and mess glistening around the rim.

Vesper unbuckled the spreader bar and released the restraints with deliberate care. She helped him sit up on the edge of the table, legs dangling, the torn-open, filthy diaper still hanging from his hips. His painted face was a mess of smeared makeup and glassy eyes, the blonde wig askew.

She cupped his chin, forcing him to meet her satisfied gaze.

“You took Mommy’s cock so well. Such a perfect little fucktoy already.”

Then she guided him to his feet. The heavy, messy diaper sagged even lower, the mess shifting disgustingly with every wobbly step. Vesper led him across the room, one arm around his waist, until they stood before a large white door decorated with soft pastel motifs - little stars, teddy bears, and alphabet blocks.

She reached out and pushed it open.

The nursery door swings open for the first time.


Chapter 10: Locked In

Soren’s legs were still trembling, weak and rubbery from the brutal pegging he had just endured on the changing table. His hole throbbed openly, stretched and sore, leaking a slow trickle of lube and traces of his own mess down the insides of his smooth thighs. The frilly pink baby-doll dress hung crookedly around his waist, the satin fabric stained and rumpled. His heavy, torn-open diaper sagged obscenely between his legs, the warm, mushy load of shit squishing with every shaky step as Vesper guided him forward. The platinum blonde wig was disheveled, curls sticking to his sweat-damp forehead, and his heavy makeup was smeared - glossy pink lips smudged, mascara running in faint black streaks beneath his false lashes.

Vesper kept one strong arm wrapped around his waist, her statuesque body pressed close. She had slipped back into her silk dress, but the fabric still clung damply to her curves from her own powerful orgasm. Her amber eyes glowed with deep, sexual satisfaction as she led the broken sissy across the threshold.

The nursery door swung open fully, revealing a pastel wonderland of forced regression.

Soft pink and baby-blue walls glowed under warm, dimmed lights. Large alphabet blocks and cartoon animals danced across the borders. A massive wooden crib dominated the center of the room, its bars painted white with delicate floral accents. The mattress was thick and padded, covered in a soft plastic sheet printed with smiling teddy bears. Above it hung a mobile of pastel stars and moons that turned slowly. In one corner stood an oversized rocking chair upholstered in white lace. Shelves lined the walls with neatly folded diapers, stacks of frilly onesies, bottles, pacifiers, and plush toys. The air smelled sweetly of baby powder, lavender, and the faint underlying scent of plastic and talc.

Soren’s painted face flushed deeper with fresh humiliation as he took it all in. This was no longer a medical suite. This was a nursery built for total, permanent infantalization.

“Welcome home, baby girl,” Vesper purred, voice velvet and low. “Your big-girl life ends the moment that crib rail goes up.”

She scooped him up effortlessly into her arms, cradling his slender, smooth body against her full breasts. Soren whimpered softly, the messy diaper squelching loudly between his legs as she carried him deeper into the nursery. His weak legs dangled uselessly, the spreader bar long since removed but the memory of being held open still burning in his muscles. The warm mush shifted and smeared with every step she took, pressing the filthy load more thoroughly against his plugged and pegged hole.

Vesper laid him gently but firmly onto the changing table attached to one side of the crib. She made quick work of the ruined diaper, peeling the tapes completely and wiping his soiled bottom with thick baby wipes. The cool cloths dragged across his sensitive, freshly fucked hole, making him gasp and twitch. She powdered him generously, the sweet cloud of talc rising and coating his smooth skin, then slid a fresh, triple-thick nighttime diaper beneath his hips. This one was even bulkier - extra plush padding with reinforced leak guards and a faint pastel print of little ducks.

She taped it snugly, pulling the tapes tight until the diaper hugged his caged cock and sore hole in a thick, crinkling embrace. The bulk forced his thighs apart once more, the heavy padding swelling outward in a ridiculous, babyish mound.

Next came the onesie.

Vesper selected a soft, pastel-pink ABDL onesie from the shelf. It was made of thick, stretchy cotton with short puffed sleeves, a wide snap crotch, and delicate white lace trim around the leg openings and neckline. Embroidered on the chest in curly letters were the words “Mommy’s Leaky Little Princess.”

She worked it over his head, tugging the soft fabric down his smooth torso. The material hugged his lace bra and the thick diaper, stretching slightly over the massive padded bulge. Vesper’s hands lingered as she smoothed it into place, her fingers tracing the swollen front of the diaper through the cotton.

“So cute,” she whispered, voice husky with renewed arousal. “All locked away in your pretty onesie like the helpless infant you were always meant to be.”

She positioned him on his back in the center of the crib mattress. The plastic sheet crinkled loudly beneath him. Soren’s painted eyes were glassy, his body still trembling from the pegging and the overwhelming regression. Vesper lifted his legs high, snapping the crotch of the onesie shut one pop at a time - four strong plastic snaps that sealed the thick diaper inside its cotton prison. Each snap echoed with finality, locking the bulky padding firmly against his body.

The onesie was tight enough to compress the diaper slightly, making every crinkle and squish even more pronounced. The short sleeves and leg openings left most of his smooth, shaved limbs exposed, emphasizing how small and helpless he looked.

Vesper raised the tall crib rail with a smooth, mechanical click. It locked into place with a heavy, resounding thud that made Soren flinch. She tested the rail, shaking it firmly - unyielding. There was no escape. The top of the crib could be locked down completely if she chose, turning it into a full enclosure.

She leaned over the bars, her full breasts pressing against the railing as she looked down at her creation. The pretty blonde sissy lay there in the pastel nursery, frilly pink onesie snapped shut over a massively padded diaper, makeup still faintly smeared, blonde curls splayed across the pillow. His legs kicked weakly, the thick diaper forcing them into a permanent frog-like spread. The onesie crotch bulged obscenely, the snaps straining slightly over the bulk.

Vesper reached through the bars and stroked his cheek with one warm finger, tracing the glossy pink lips.

“You’re safe now, baby. No more boardrooms. No more power suits. Just soft blankets, thick diapers, and Mommy’s rules. Your body will learn to need this. To crave the crinkle, the warmth, the helplessness.”

She dimmed the lights further, leaving only the soft glow of the mobile turning slowly overhead. The gentle lullaby music began to play from a hidden speaker - soft chimes and twinkling notes that wrapped around the room like a lullaby for the damned.

Soren’s chest rose and fell rapidly, the onesie stretching with each breath. His caged cock twitched inside the fresh, thick diaper, still sensitive from the earlier fucking. The soreness in his hole reminded him constantly of Vesper’s thick strap-on and the loud, ecstatic way she had cum while buried inside him.

Vesper straightened, her silhouette tall and commanding against the pastel backdrop. She blew him a kiss, amber eyes dark with possessive satisfaction.

“Sleep well, my little princess. Morning feeding will be from her breast.”


Chapter 11: Nursing

Soren woke to the heavy, warm squish of a thoroughly soaked diaper between his legs. The thick nighttime padding had done its job overnight, swelling massively and sagging heavily inside the snapped-shut pink ABDL onesie. The cotton crotch was visibly stained a darker pink where his uncontrollable nighttime wetting had leaked through in several warm patches. His smooth thighs were forced wide apart by the bulk, and every tiny shift produced a loud, soggy crinkle and squelch that filled the pastel nursery.

The mobile above the crib turned slowly, playing its soft lullaby, but the gentle music did nothing to soothe the deep, throbbing ache in his caged cock or the soreness in his freshly pegged hole. His painted face felt sticky, the previous day’s makeup smudged and flaky. The platinum blonde wig had shifted during the night, curls tangled against the pillow. He whimpered softly, kicking his legs weakly against the crib bars, the onesie stretching tight over the massive, piss-heavy diaper.

The nursery door clicked open.

Vesper entered carrying a silver tray, her statuesque form wrapped in a sheer black silk robe that barely contained her full breasts. The robe hung open just enough to reveal the deep bronze cleavage and the dark, already-hardened nipples. Her midnight hair was loose for once, cascading over one shoulder in soft waves. Amber eyes swept over the crib with visible hunger as she set the tray down and lowered the rail with a smooth mechanical click.

“Good morning, my leaky little princess,” she purred, voice velvet and thick with morning arousal. “Look at you. Already wet and heavy before the sun is even fully up. That diaper must be absolutely flooded.”

She reached through the bars and pressed a firm hand against the front of the onesie. The soaked padding squished audibly under her palm, warm urine shifting inside the swollen core. Soren moaned, hips twitching involuntarily as the pressure pushed the heavy mess against his caged clitty.

Vesper unfastened the four plastic snaps at the crotch of the onesie one by one, each pop loud and deliberate. The thick, yellowed diaper was revealed - sagging heavily, the plastic backing glistening with condensation from the massive overnight wetting. She didn’t change him yet. Instead, she lifted him effortlessly from the crib, cradling his padded bottom in one arm as she carried him to the large white rocking chair in the corner.

She settled into the chair, arranging Soren across her lap so his head rested in the crook of her arm, his heavy, wet diaper resting against her thigh. The sheer robe fell open completely, exposing her large, perfect breasts. The dark nipples were already pebbled and leaking tiny beads of milk - she had been preparing for this moment.

“Time for morning feeding, baby girl.”

From the tray she retrieved two small, silver nipple clamps connected by a delicate chain. Soren’s painted eyes widened as she opened the first clamp.

“These will help you nurse properly,” she explained, voice husky. “Every suck will tug on your pretty little nipples and remind you who owns them now.”

She fastened the first clamp onto his left nipple through the thin fabric of the onesie, the spring-loaded jaws biting down with sharp, stinging pressure. Soren gasped, back arching. The second clamp followed on the right nipple, the chain dangling between them. Every tiny movement sent a jolt of pain-pleasure straight to his caged cock.

Vesper guided his glossy pink lips to her right breast. “Open wide, princess. Drink from Mommy.”

He obeyed, latching onto the stiff nipple with a soft, wet sound. The first pull of milk flooded his mouth - warm, sweet, and strangely intimate. As he sucked, the chain between the nipple clamps tugged sharply, sending sparks of sensation through his chest. His own nipples throbbed in time with each swallow, the clamps biting harder the more eagerly he nursed.

Vesper moaned softly, one hand cradling the back of his blonde head, the other resting possessively on the massive, soaked diaper between his legs. She rocked the chair slowly, the motion making the heavy padding squish and slosh against her thigh.

“That’s it… good girl. Suck harder. Milk Mommy’s tit while your diaper gets even wetter.”

Soren’s cheeks hollowed as he nursed with increasing desperation. Warm milk flowed steadily into his mouth, spilling slightly from the corners of his painted lips and dripping down his chin. Every swallow tugged the clamps, making his trapped cock leak fresh pre-cum into the already flooded diaper. The combination of the warm milk, the stinging pull on his nipples, and the heavy, squishy weight of his piss-soaked padding created a haze of helpless, regressive pleasure.

Vesper’s free hand slipped inside the open crotch of the onesie and pressed firmly against the front of the diaper. She rubbed slow, circular motions over the swollen padding, squishing the warm urine against his caged clitty and sore hole. The crinkling plastic and wet squelching sounds filled the nursery alongside her soft, aroused moans.

“Mmm… feel how heavy you are? All that piss you couldn’t hold through the night. And you’re leaking again already, aren’t you? Such a pathetic, nursing baby.”

She switched him to her left breast, guiding his lips to the other leaking nipple. The chain between the clamps pulled taut, sending a fresh wave of stinging pleasure through both his clamped nipples. Soren whimpered around her breast, sucking harder, milk dribbling down his chin and onto the lace trim of the onesie.

Vesper’s hips rocked subtly beneath him, grinding her own wet pussy against the sheer robe as she watched him nurse. Her breathing grew heavier, full breasts heaving with each deep moan.

“Look at you… painted lips wrapped around Mommy’s tit, clamps biting your pretty nipples, thick wet diaper squishing between your legs. This is what you were born for. Not boardrooms. Not power. Just soft, warm milk and endless, crinkling shame.”

She pressed harder on the diaper, forcing another weak spurt of piss from his exhausted bladder. The padding swelled even further, the leak guards straining as the warm liquid spread. Soren’s caged cock pulsed uselessly inside the mess, the nipple clamps tugging with every eager suck.

Vesper’s own pleasure built visibly. Her thighs trembled, a soft, throaty groan escaping as she rocked him faster. She came quietly but intensely while he nursed, her free hand slipping between her legs to rub her swollen clit through the soaked silk. Her breast heaved against his mouth as the orgasm rolled through her, milk flowing more freely into his hungry mouth.

When she finally eased him off her nipple, his lips were glossy with milk, cheeks flushed beneath the smeared makeup. The nipple clamps still bit into his chest, the chain glistening with drool and milk. His onesie was now stained with fresh spills across the chest, and the diaper between his legs had grown impossibly heavier, sagging heavily against her lap.

Vesper stroked his tangled blonde curls, amber eyes dark with possessive satisfaction.

“Such a good nursing girl. You’ll stay in that wet diaper a little longer. Important visitors arrive tomorrow.”


Chapter 12: Paraded

Soren stood trembling in the center of the pastel nursery, dressed in nothing but the stretched pink ABDL onesie. The four crotch snaps had been left deliberately undone, allowing the heavy, overnight diaper to sag openly between his smooth, shaved thighs. The thick padding was massively swollen, dark yellow stains blooming across the front and seat where his nighttime wetting had soaked through hours ago. Warm piss still sloshed inside the saturated core with every tiny shift of his weight, the plastic backing creaking and the wet padding squishing audibly. The bulky mass forced his legs into a wide, infantile waddle, the leak guards digging into his soft skin.

His platinum blonde wig was brushed into soft curls that framed his heavily made-up face - smudged bubblegum-pink lips, running mascara, and rosy blush that only deepened the humiliated flush on his sharp cheekbones. The delicate nipple clamps from the morning nursing session still bit into his tender nipples, the silver chain swaying between them with every shaky breath. The onesie’s short sleeves and leg openings left most of his pale, hairless body exposed, emphasizing how small and helpless he looked.

Vesper stood beside him, one possessive hand resting on the small of his back. She had changed into a sleek black pencil skirt and a crisp white blouse that hugged her full breasts, the top buttons left open to reveal deep bronze cleavage. Her midnight hair was once again pulled into its severe chignon, amber eyes gleaming with dark excitement.

“Stand up straight, princess,” she commanded softly, voice velvet. “Important visitors deserve to see what a perfect little sissy baby you’ve become.”

The nursery door opened.

A tall, elegant woman in her early forties stepped inside - Dr. Elena Voss, one of Vesper’s most trusted confidantes. She had sharp features, olive skin, and piercing green eyes. Her tailored navy dress clung to an athletic figure, and she carried a small leather medical bag. Her gaze swept over Soren immediately, taking in the sagging, piss-heavy diaper, the undone onesie, the nipple clamps, and the painted, doll-like face.

“Oh my,” Dr. Voss murmured, lips curving into a slow smile. “She’s even prettier than you described, Vesper.”

Vesper guided Soren forward with a gentle push to his lower back. “Go on, baby. Say hello to Auntie Elena. Show her your pretty diaper.”

Soren’s glossy lips parted, but only a soft, humiliated whimper escaped. His thighs trembled as he took a few waddling steps. The heavy diaper swung pendulously between his legs, the soaked padding squelching loudly with each movement. Piss shifted and leaked further into the already overloaded core, a fresh warm trickle escaping down the inside of one thigh.

Dr. Voss circled him slowly, heels clicking on the nursery floor. She reached out and lifted the front of the onesie higher, fully exposing the ruined diaper. Her fingers pressed firmly into the swollen front, squishing the warm, piss-soaked padding against his caged cock.

“Absolutely flooded,” she observed clinically, though her voice carried clear sexual interest. “How long has she been in this one?”

“Since last night’s nursing,” Vesper replied, pride evident. “She wet herself multiple times while sleeping. And she’s still leaking now, aren’t you, princess?”

Soren nodded weakly, cheeks burning beneath the makeup. Another involuntary spurt of piss escaped him as Dr. Voss continued to knead the heavy diaper. The squish was obscene, the plastic crinkling wetly as the warm urine redistributed.

Dr. Voss tugged the chain between the nipple clamps, making Soren gasp sharply. “And these? Still on from feeding?”

“Yes. They help her nurse so eagerly,” Vesper said, stepping closer so her breasts brushed Soren’s shoulder. “Watch this.”

She reached down and gave the front of the diaper a firm pat. The heavy padding slapped wetly against his caged clitty, forcing another helpless dribble from his bladder. Soren moaned, knees buckling slightly. The onesie rode up further, fully exposing the sagging, yellowed diaper and the smooth, pale skin of his thighs.

“Turn around, baby. Show Auntie your messy little bottom.”

Soren obeyed on shaky legs, turning slowly. The back of the diaper was even more swollen, the seat heavily discolored from overnight use. Dr. Voss ran her hand over the bulging plastic, squeezing the warm, squishy mass.

“Still clean back here, but not for long I suspect,” she commented. “The regression is progressing beautifully. Look how naturally she waddles now. The bulk has already retrained her gait.”

Vesper smiled, clearly pleased by the professional approval. She guided Soren back to face their visitor, then reached around to cup one of his clamped nipples through the onesie, giving the chain a light tug. Soren whimpered, his caged cock twitching uselessly inside the flooded padding.

“Would you like to check her cage, Elena?” Vesper offered.

Dr. Voss didn’t hesitate. She slipped two fingers inside the open crotch of the onesie and pulled the front of the diaper down just enough to expose the pink metal chastity tube. The heart-shaped lock gleamed. Soren’s caged clitty was swollen and leaking, the slit at the end glistening with fresh pre-cum mixed with piss.

“Perfectly secure,” Dr. Voss noted, giving the cage a gentle flick. “And so desperate. She’s been leaking steadily since I walked in.”

Vesper’s hand slid down to join hers, both women now openly fondling the front of his soaked diaper while he stood exposed between them. The dual attention made Soren’s painted lips part in soft, broken moans. His thighs shook, the heavy diaper swaying and squelching as more warm piss trickled out uncontrollably.

“Look at her tremble,” Dr. Voss said, voice low and aroused. “Such a perfect little exhibitionist baby. Does she know why I’m here?”

“Not yet,” Vesper replied, her own nipples visibly hard beneath the white blouse. “But she’ll find out soon enough. Tomorrow’s session will be very thorough.”

They continued to inspect him for long minutes - lifting the onesie, squeezing the sodden diaper, tugging the nipple clamp chain, commenting on every detail of his regression. Soren stood there, exposed and paraded, the heavy, piss-heavy diaper on full display, his painted face burning with shame while his body betrayed him with fresh leaks and helpless twitches.

Finally, Vesper guided him back toward the changing area. Dr. Voss followed, setting her medical bag down on a side table.

Vesper’s amber eyes met Soren’s glassy gaze, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her lips.

“The medical tray is already prepared.”


Chapter 13: Pumped

Soren lay strapped to the padded exam table under the merciless glare of bright overhead lights. The pastel nursery had been transformed into a clinical theater for the afternoon. His pink ABDL onesie was completely unsnapped and pulled up to his chest, exposing the heavy, piss-saturated overnight diaper that still sagged obscenely between his smooth thighs. Thick leather restraints held his wrists above his head, a wide belt pinned his waist to the table, and his legs were locked high and wide in cold metal stirrups, knees bent and spread until his plugged, sore hole and the bulging yellowed diaper were completely on display.

The platinum blonde wig framed his heavily made-up face, the bubblegum-pink lipstick slightly smeared from nervous biting. False lashes fluttered as he panted, the silver nipple clamps still biting into his tender nipples, the chain draped across his lace-covered chest.

Vesper stood at the head of the table, her white lab coat open over a tight black silk dress that hugged every curve. Dr. Elena Voss assisted on the other side, both women moving with calm, professional grace that only heightened the humiliation. A large medical tray had been rolled beside the table, loaded with gleaming equipment: a three-liter enema bag filled with warm, soapy solution, a long thick nozzle, tubing, a bulb syringe, and several tubes of lubricant.

“Such a perfect position for her first deep clean,” Vesper said, voice velvet-smooth and dripping with arousal as she addressed Dr. Voss. “Watch how her little hole twitches already. She knows what’s coming.”

Soren whimpered, trying to close his legs, but the stirrups held him open mercilessly. The heavy diaper squished wetly beneath his ass, the warm piss shifting with every frightened breath.

Vesper snapped on a pair of black latex gloves with deliberate slowness, the sharp sound echoing in the bright room. She picked up the thick enema nozzle - a long, ribbed silicone shaft nearly an inch thick at its widest, with an inflatable bulb near the base to seal everything inside.

“First we prepare the patient,” she narrated for Soren’s benefit, her amber eyes locked on his painted face. “Legs nice and wide so Mommy can see every cramp, every desperate clench.”

Dr. Voss dimmed the main lights slightly, leaving only the bright surgical spots focused on Soren’s exposed bottom. She handed Vesper the bottle of thick lubricant. Vesper coated the nozzle generously, then reached between his spread thighs and pulled the front of the soaked diaper down just enough to expose his smooth, hairless hole. The pink metal chastity cage bobbed helplessly, still leaking.

Two gloved fingers circled his pucker, spreading lube in slow, teasing strokes. Soren gasped as one finger pushed inside, then two, scissoring him open while the women watched.

“So tight still, even after that hard pegging yesterday,” Vesper cooed. “But not for long.”

She withdrew her fingers and pressed the thick nozzle against his entrance. The ribbed tip stretched him open as she pushed steadily inward. Soren moaned loudly, the sound high and feminine, as inch after inch disappeared into his ass. The inflatable bulb popped past his rim with a wet sound, seating deep. Vesper squeezed the small hand pump attached to the bulb, inflating it until the seal was airtight and the pressure made his belly flutter.

“Sealed perfectly,” she announced, giving the protruding nozzle a gentle tug that made Soren whimper. “Now the fun begins.”

Dr. Voss hung the large enema bag from an IV stand, the warm soapy water glowing amber under the lights. Vesper opened the clamp.

The flow started slow at first - a gentle, warm rush flooding into Soren’s bowels. He felt it immediately, the liquid filling him, stretching his insides. His painted lips parted in a soft gasp.

“There we go,” Vesper narrated, one gloved hand resting on his lower belly. “Feel that warm water rushing in, baby girl? Filling up your tummy like the helpless infant you are. Mommy’s going to pump you so full.”

The bag continued to drain. The pressure built steadily. Soren’s smooth belly began to distend slightly, rising under the onesie as the enema filled him.

The first cramp hit like a fist.

“Oh - fuck - ” he cried out, back arching against the restraints. His hole clenched hard around the inflated bulb, but the seal held firm. The warm solution churned inside him, forcing deeper.

Vesper smiled, eyes dark with lust. She rubbed slow circles over his swollen belly. “First cramp already. Good girl. That means it’s working. Feel how your tummy is tightening? All that soapy water sloshing around, cleaning you out for Mommy.”

Another powerful cramp rolled through him. Soren’s thighs trembled violently in the stirrups, the heavy wet diaper swaying beneath his lifted ass. He tried to push the liquid out, but the inflated nozzle and bulb trapped everything inside. A desperate, high-pitched whine escaped his glossy lips.

“Listen to those pretty sounds,” Dr. Voss murmured, clearly aroused as she watched. “She’s fighting so hard already.”

Vesper increased the flow slightly. More warm water surged in, the bag gurgling softly. Soren’s belly grew visibly rounder, the pressure unbearable. Cramp after cramp tore through his guts, each one stronger than the last. His hole fluttered uselessly around the sealed nozzle, the inflated bulb pressing relentlessly against his prostate and turning every painful spasm into a sick mix of agony and unwanted pleasure.

“Second big cramp,” Vesper narrated, voice husky. “Feel it twisting deep inside? That’s your body trying to expel what Mommy put there. But it can’t. You’re going to hold every drop like a good baby. Look at your tummy - so full and tight. Just like a little pregnant sissy.”

Tears leaked from the corners of Soren’s eyes, smearing the mascara further. His caged cock strained painfully inside the soaked diaper, leaking steadily as the enema massaged his prostate with every cramp. The heavy piss padding squished and sloshed beneath him, the combination of fullness in his ass and the warm, wet weight between his legs pushing him toward the edge of sanity.

“Please - Mommy - I can’t hold it - ahh!”

A particularly vicious cramp made his entire body seize. His belly gurgled loudly, the soapy water churning audibly inside him. Vesper pressed down gently on the distended mound, forcing the liquid even deeper. Soren screamed - a broken, feminine wail - as another wave of cramps hit.

“Yes, that’s it. Scream for us, princess. Let Mommy hear how much it hurts and how much your pathetic little clitty loves it.”

Dr. Voss leaned in closer, one hand trailing over his clamped nipples, tugging the chain lightly while Vesper continued the slow, relentless flow. The enema bag was nearly empty now, the last of the warm solution draining into his overfilled bowels. Soren’s belly was noticeably swollen, tight and round, every cramp making the skin stretch visibly.

Vesper finally clamped the tubing and removed the bag, but left the inflated nozzle buried deep.

“Three full liters,” she announced proudly. “And not a single drop has escaped. Such a strong, obedient tummy.”

Soren panted harshly, sweat glistening on his pale skin, the onesie damp with it. His hole burned around the thick, sealed nozzle. Every tiny movement sent fresh cramps rippling through him. The heavy, piss-soaked diaper continued to squish beneath his lifted ass, a constant humiliating reminder of his lack of control.

Vesper stroked his swollen belly with both hands, pressing and kneading as she leaned down to whisper against his ear.

“You’re doing so well, baby. Holding all of Mommy’s special medicine like the perfect little sissy. We’re going to keep you like this for a while. Let those cramps really work.”

She gave the inflated bulb a teasing squeeze, forcing another desperate cry from his painted lips.

Dr. Voss smiled, adjusting the lights to keep the focus on his distended belly and exposed, plugged hole.

Vesper’s voice dropped to a soft, possessive purr as she continued rubbing his aching tummy.

“The overnight diaper will hold every drop.”


Chapter 14: Swollen

Soren lay on his back in the oversized crib, the tall rails locked firmly in place, the soft pastel mobile turning lazily overhead with its gentle lullaby. The nursery was dark except for the soft glow of a nightlight shaped like a smiling moon. His pink ABDL onesie had been snapped shut over the fresh triple-thick nighttime diaper Vesper and Dr. Voss had taped onto him after the long, agonizing enema retention.

The diaper was monstrous - three ultra-absorbent layers stacked together, the padding so thick it forced his smooth thighs wide apart even while lying down. The plastic shell crinkled loudly with every shallow breath, the leak guards high and tight around his waist and legs. Already the front was beginning to bulge noticeably from the residual soapy water that had finally been allowed to release in a long, humiliating flood while he was still strapped to the exam table. The warm, slightly cloudy mess had been wiped away, but the memory and the lingering cramps kept his belly fluttering.

Now, deep inside him, two toys tormented him without mercy.

After the enema had been expelled and he had been thoroughly cleaned, Vesper had worked a large, inflatable vibrating plug back into his sore, stretched hole. The thick silicone bulb had been inflated until it locked firmly behind his rim, pressing heavily against his prostate. On top of that, the smooth white remote egg had been pushed in alongside it, nestled right against the plug’s base. Both toys were now locked in place by the triple-thick diaper, the thick padding compressing them deeper with every movement.

The onesie’s crotch snaps strained over the massive, bulging diaper, the cotton stretched taut across the swollen front.

Vesper had activated the toys on a random, unpredictable pattern right before lowering the crib rail and locking it for the night. Low rumbles, sudden spikes, long teasing builds followed by abrupt cut-offs. The combination of the deep, throbbing plug and the egg’s precise prostate stimulation kept him in a state of constant, aching denial.

Soren’s painted lips parted in soft, broken whimpers as another cycle began. The plug swelled slightly with its internal inflation mechanism while both toys buzzed to life at medium intensity. The vibrations traveled through the thick padding, muffled but relentless, grinding against his swollen prostate and sending white-hot sparks of pleasure through his caged cock.

His hips twitched helplessly. The triple-thick diaper crinkled and squished as he tried to rut against the air, the heavy bulk shifting between his spread legs. The pink metal chastity cage kept his cock trapped in its short tube, the heart-shaped lock bouncing lightly with every desperate movement. Pre-cum leaked steadily from the slit, soaking into the thirsty inner layer of the diaper and adding to the growing warmth.

“Oh… please…” he whispered to the empty nursery, voice high and feminine from the lingering effects of the makeup and constant regression. “I can’t… I need…”

The toys suddenly ramped up. The egg pulsed in sharp, rapid bursts while the plug vibrated in deep, rolling waves. Soren’s back arched off the crib mattress, a loud, desperate moan tearing from his throat. His clamped nipples - Vesper had left the silver chain on - tingled and throbbed in time with the torment. The pressure in his denied cock built rapidly, the familiar edge of orgasm rising fast.

He was so close.

The toys cut off completely.

Soren sobbed, hips bucking uselessly into the thick diaper. The sudden denial left him trembling, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes and smudging the mascara further. His caged clitty pulsed angrily inside the metal tube, another thick spurt of pre-cum soaking the padding.

Minutes passed in aching silence. Then the cycle began again - slow build this time, the plug inflating and deflating rhythmically while the egg hummed at a maddeningly low setting. Soren’s smooth belly, still slightly tender from the enema, tightened with every throb. The triple-thick diaper grew warmer and heavier as more pre-cum leaked out, the absorbent core drawing the sticky fluid deep.

He lost track of time. The night became an endless loop of rising pleasure and cruel denial. Each time he approached the edge, the toys would either stop dead or shift to a teasing pattern that kept him hovering just below release. His moans grew louder, more broken, filling the dark nursery with high, girlish cries.

“Mommy… please… let me cum… I’ll be good… I’ll do anything…”

The thick diaper crinkled constantly as he writhed, the plastic shell stretching over the bulging padding. The toys pressed the heavy bulk firmly against his caged cock and swollen balls, turning every vibration into a full-body torment. His hole clenched rhythmically around the inflated plug, the pressure against his prostate driving him insane with need.

Another brutal cycle hit. Both toys went to maximum at the same time. The plug vibrated so hard it felt like it was fucking him from the inside while the egg buzzed directly on his most sensitive spot. Soren screamed, legs kicking against the crib bars, the onesie snapping tight over the massive, bulging diaper.

He was right there - orgasm crashing toward him like a wave.

The toys died instantly.

Soren wailed, tears streaming down his painted cheeks. His entire body shook with frustration, the triple-thick diaper now warm and damp not just from pre-cum but from fresh, helpless dribbles of piss forced out by the overwhelming stimulation. The heavy padding sagged even more, swollen and squishy between his spread thighs.

He cried softly in the dark, hips still twitching, the toys remaining silent for a long, cruel stretch. Just as he began to calm, they started again - gentle, teasing pulses that kept him aching and desperate but nowhere near release.

Hour after hour the pattern repeated. By the time the soft morning light began to filter through the nursery curtains, Soren was a trembling, sweat-damp mess. The triple-thick night diaper was massively swollen, the front and seat bulging heavily from hours of constant leaking and dribbling. The onesie crotch was stained darker where the padding had pushed against the cotton. His blonde wig was tangled, makeup completely ruined, and his voice was hoarse from hours of desperate, denied moaning.

The crib rail clicked and lowered.

Vesper stood over him, fresh and beautiful in a soft white silk robe that clung to her curves. Her amber eyes drank in the sight of her destroyed little sissy - flushed, trembling, diaper massively swollen and warm, body still twitching from the all-night torment.

She reached through the bars and pressed a hand firmly against the front of the bulging diaper. The padding squished wetly under her palm, years of pre-cum and piss making it heavy and soggy.

“Poor baby,” she cooed, voice thick with arousal. “All night with your toys locked inside that fat diaper, edging you over and over. Look how swollen you are now. Both your tummy and your diaper.”

She gave the front a slow, deliberate rub, forcing another weak spurt from his exhausted caged cock. Soren whimpered pathetically, hips lifting into her touch.

Vesper leaned down, her full breasts brushing the crib rail, lips close to his ear.

She promises release only when he begs in the pail ritual.


Chapter 15: Pail

Soren knelt on the soft pastel rug in the center of the nursery, the thick triple-thick overnight diaper sagging heavily between his spread thighs. The massive padding was warm, swollen, and stinking - hours of denied edging, constant leaking, and helpless dribbles of piss had turned the core into a heavy, squishy mess. The pink ABDL onesie remained snapped shut over it, the cotton stretched tight and darkened with stains across the crotch and seat. His platinum blonde wig was messy, curls sticking to his sweat-damp forehead, and his makeup was a ruined mess of smeared pink lipstick and black mascara tracks down his flushed cheeks.

In front of him stood the diaper pail - a tall, white plastic container with a foot pedal and tight-sealing lid. The lid was open, revealing the source of the thick, pungent odor filling the nursery: the previous night’s heavily used diaper, still warm and rank with his own massive messy explosion from the enema release. The stench of stale piss, soft shit, and days of regression clung to the air, sweet-powdery baby scent fighting a losing battle against the raw, humiliating reality of his accidents.

Vesper stood behind him, towering and elegant in a sheer black silk robe that hung open to reveal the full curves of her bronze breasts and the dark, hardened nipples. In her manicured hand she held a powerful wand vibrator, its thick head already buzzing softly. Her amber eyes burned with dark hunger as she watched her creation tremble.

“Kneel up straighter, princess,” she commanded, voice velvet and low. “Hands behind your back. Press your face closer to the pail. I want you to smell exactly what you’ve become.”

Soren obeyed with a broken whimper, lacing his fingers behind his head. The motion pushed his chest forward, making the silver nipple clamps tug sharply on his tender buds. He leaned forward until his nose was only inches from the open pail. The stench hit him full force - earthy, acrid, unmistakably his own filthy mess. His stomach twisted even as his caged cock twitched inside the swollen diaper.

Vesper pressed the buzzing wand firmly against the front of the onesie, right over the massively bulging padding. The powerful vibrations traveled instantly through the thick, warm layers, grinding against his trapped clitty and the base of the still-locked vibrating plug and egg deep inside him.

“Tell Mommy every sensation,” she ordered, slowly circling the wand over the heavy diaper. “Describe exactly what you feel while you smell your dirty diaper. No holding back. If you stop talking, the vibrator stops.”

Soren’s painted lips trembled. The wand buzzed harder, sending deep, relentless waves through the soaked padding straight to his prostate.

“It… it’s so heavy,” he whispered, voice high and shaky. “The diaper… it’s swollen and warm between my legs. I can feel all the piss from last night… sloshing every time I move. The padding is squishy and thick… pressing against my cage… my clitty is leaking so much…”

Vesper smiled, pressing the wand harder. The vibrations intensified, making the entire bulky diaper tremble and crinkle loudly.

“More. Louder. Smell the pail while you talk.”

Soren inhaled shakily, the rank odor filling his nose and making his eyes water. “It smells… bad. Like my mess. Like shit and piss and… and me. The old diaper is right there… all brown and mushy… I can see it… and it’s my fault. I made that mess… I filled it like a baby…”

The wand buzzed faster. Soren’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, the thick diaper squishing wetly. His caged cock strained desperately against the short metal tube, pre-cum flooding the already saturated core.

“Oh god… the toys inside me… the plug is pressing so deep… vibrating against my prostate… and the egg… it’s buzzing right on it… every pulse makes me leak more… I’m so close… please…”

Vesper kept the wand moving in slow, teasing circles, never letting the pressure stay constant enough for release. “Keep going, baby girl. Tell me how it feels to be kneeling here in your stinking diaper, smelling your own filth while Mommy edges you.”

Tears slipped down Soren’s ruined cheeks. “It’s humiliating… I’m kneeling like a dog in front of the pail… my legs are spread because the diaper is too fat… every breath makes it crinkle and squish… the smell is making me sick but my clitty keeps leaking… the vibrations are so strong… they’re milking me but I can’t cum… I’m right on the edge… my hole is clenching around the plug… it feels so full… so dirty…”

The wand suddenly ramped to maximum. Soren cried out, a loud, feminine wail echoing through the nursery. His thighs shook violently, the heavy diaper swaying and sloshing between his knees. The combination of the powerful vibrations, the deep prostate torment from the locked toys, and the overwhelming stench of his own used diaper pushed him right to the brink.

“I’m gonna… I’m so close… please Mommy… let me cum… I need it… I’ll do anything…”

Vesper pulled the wand away instantly.

Soren sobbed, hips humping the air desperately. The thick diaper crinkled loudly as he rutted uselessly, the denial crashing over him like ice water. Fresh piss trickled out in a helpless spurt, adding to the warm, heavy mess.

“Again,” Vesper commanded, pressing the wand back against the bulging front. “Describe it all over. Smell deeper this time.”

Soren leaned closer to the pail, almost pressing his nose into the open container. The stench was thicker now, clinging to his nostrils. He spoke through broken gasps as the vibrator resumed its torment.

“The diaper… it’s so warm and heavy… I can feel every layer soaked… the outer plastic is tight and crinkly… inside it’s all mushy and wet against my skin… my balls are swimming in it… my clitty is throbbing so hard in the cage… the heart lock is bouncing… the plug is locked so deep… it’s rubbing my prostate with every buzz… the egg is right there too… they’re working together… making me leak constantly… I’m dripping so much pre-cum… the smell from the pail… it’s my shit… my big messy accident… I pushed it all out while strapped down… and now I’m smelling it while you edge me… it’s so shameful… I’m such a pathetic diaper baby…”

Vesper kept him there for what felt like hours. She brought him to the edge again and again - sometimes fast and brutal, sometimes slow and teasing - while forcing him to narrate every filthy detail. The stench of the open pail never faded. His voice grew hoarse from describing the weight of the diaper, the squish of the padding, the deep vibrations tormenting his hole, the constant leaking, the burning shame of his regression.

Each time he begged for release, Vesper pulled the wand away, leaving him sobbing and humping the air in his stinking, swollen diaper.

By the time she finally stepped back, Soren was a trembling, broken mess - kneeling in front of the diaper pail, face flushed and tear-streaked, the massive overnight diaper sagging even lower, warm and heavy with fresh leaks. His body shook with denied need, the locked toys still buzzing softly inside him.

Vesper crouched down, cupping his chin and forcing him to meet her satisfied amber gaze. One hand stroked the front of his ruined diaper possessively.

“You’ve been such a good girl today,” she murmured, voice thick with arousal. “Tomorrow he signs the permanent papers.”


Chapter 16: Owned

Soren knelt in the center of the pastel nursery on the soft rug, the heaviest diaper yet taped around his slim hips. The nighttime monstrosity was easily quadruple-thick - layers upon layers of ultra-absorbent padding stacked so high that the plastic shell strained outward in a ridiculous, balloon-like bulge. The leak guards rode high on his waist and cut deep into his smooth thighs, forcing his legs into a permanent, waddling spread. The white plastic backing was printed with faint pink teddy bears, but the front and seat were already beginning to discolor from the constant, helpless leaks that had soaked the inner core during the long night of denial. The thick padding pressed heavily against his caged cock and the still-locked vibrating plug and egg buried deep inside his hole.

His pink ABDL onesie had been removed entirely. He knelt completely exposed except for the massive diaper, the platinum blonde wig brushed into perfect curls, and the remnants of his heavy sissy makeup - glossy bubblegum-pink lips, long false lashes, and rosy blush that only deepened the humiliated flush on his sharp cheekbones. The silver nipple clamps still bit into his tender buds, the delicate chain swaying between them with every trembling breath.

Vesper stood before him like a queen, statuesque and commanding in a tight black silk dress that hugged every curve of her bronze body. In her manicured hands she held a sleek black clipboard with the final, permanent contract. The pages were thick cream paper, the text elegant and merciless.

“Today is the day, princess,” she said, voice velvet-smooth and dripping with possessive lust. “No more temporary training. No more ninety days. You sign this and you belong to me completely. Body, mind, and every shameful accident for the rest of your life.”

She placed the clipboard on the floor directly in front of his knees, along with a sleek black pen. The top page read in bold serif letters: “Permanent Ownership and Total Regression Agreement.”

Soren’s painted lips trembled as he stared at the document. His caged cock throbbed painfully inside the heavy diaper, the heart-shaped lock cold against his swollen skin. The vibrating plug and egg hummed at a low, teasing setting, keeping him constantly on edge.

“Read the key clauses aloud while you sign,” Vesper commanded. “Every single one. I want to hear you surrender.”

With shaking hands, Soren picked up the pen. His voice came out high and broken, the voice of the sissy he had become.

“I, Soren Hale… formerly known as an ad executive… hereby surrender all rights to my body and autonomy to Vesper… permanently. I consent to full feminization… permanent hair removal… chastity… and total diaper dependence. I will wear thick diapers at all times… I will use them without control… I will regress completely… and I will thank my Owner for every humiliating accident…”

He signed the first page with a trembling scrawl, the pen scratching loudly in the quiet nursery.

Vesper’s amber eyes darkened with visible arousal. She stepped closer, one hand resting on the back of his blonde head while the other reached down to press firmly against the front of the massive diaper. The padding squished wetly under her palm.

“Keep reading, baby girl. And keep signing.”

Soren continued, voice cracking as fresh pre-cum leaked into the thirsty core. “I consent to regular enemas… public exposure… medical play… and permanent nursery lockdown. My orgasms… will only be permitted while I am messing or wetting… and only at my Owner’s discretion…”

He signed the second page. Then the third. Each signature made the reality sink deeper. The heavy diaper crinkled loudly as his hips twitched from the low vibrations of the toys locked inside him.

When he reached the final page, Vesper took the clipboard and set it aside. She stood over him, towering and beautiful, then slowly lifted the hem of her silk dress. Beneath it she wore nothing. Her smooth, bronze pussy glistened with arousal.

“Final signature comes with your mouth, princess. Sign it properly.”

She guided his glossy pink lips to her wet folds. Soren moaned as he began to lick and suck eagerly, tasting her sweet, musky flavor while the toys inside him buzzed higher. Vesper groaned softly, hips rocking against his painted face as he signed the last line with his tongue.

When she finally pulled away, her thighs were trembling and her eyes were glazed with lust.

“Now you’re mine. Completely. Irrevocably.”

She pushed him forward onto all fours, the massive diaper swaying heavily beneath him. The plastic crinkled and the padding squished as she positioned him perfectly - knees wide, back arched, ass presented. Vesper retrieved the powerful wand vibrator from the side table and pressed the thick buzzing head directly against the front of the enormous diaper, right over his caged clitty.

“Time for your reward, baby. Your first orgasm as my permanent property. But you’re going to make a big, messy one while you cum. Fill that heaviest diaper for Mommy while I watch.”

She turned both the internal plug and egg to maximum. The sudden, brutal vibrations slammed into his prostate like a hammer. Soren cried out, a loud, broken feminine wail as the toys went wild inside him. The wand buzzed violently against the thick padding, grinding the heavy, swollen mass against his trapped cock.

The pressure built instantly.

Vesper’s free hand reached beneath him and began to rub slow, firm circles over his lower belly, pressing down on the tender area still sensitive from yesterday’s enema.

“Push for me, princess. Fill your permanent diaper while you cum. Let it all out. Big, messy, humiliating pushes.”

Soren’s body obeyed before his mind could resist. A deep, powerful cramp twisted through his guts. He groaned around the overwhelming pleasure, hips bucking as the first thick, soft wave of mess exploded into the back of the massive diaper. The warm, mushy load pushed out hard, spreading across his smooth cheeks and filling every crease. The quadruple-thick padding expanded dramatically, the plastic shell creaking as it struggled to contain the sudden heavy mess.

At the same moment, the combination of the brutal vibrations, the wand grinding against his cage, and the humiliating act of messing pushed him over the edge.

His orgasm hit like a freight train.

Soren screamed, a raw, high-pitched cry of pure release as his caged cock spasmed violently inside the pink metal tube. Thick ropes of cum jetted out in powerful, explosive pulses, soaking the front of the already heavily used diaper. The warm cum mixed with fresh piss that gushed out uncontrollably as his bladder surrendered completely. The mess in the back continued to surge - another long, wet, crackling push that ballooned the seat of the diaper outward in a heavy, sagging bulge.

Vesper moaned loudly in sympathy, clearly aroused beyond measure as she watched her permanent sissy destroy the heaviest diaper yet. She kept the wand pressed hard, milking every last spasm from his ruined orgasm while he kept pushing more soft, mushy shit into the back.

“That’s it… good girl… fill it… cum and mess for Mommy… every drop belongs in your diaper now…”

Soren collapsed forward onto his forearms, sobbing and shaking as the orgasm rolled on and on, his body emptying itself completely into the massively swollen diaper. The plastic shell stretched tight, the quadruple-thick padding now warm, heavy, and bulging obscenely in both front and back. The stench of fresh mess rose thickly around them, mixing with the sweet baby powder scent of the nursery.

Vesper finally pulled the wand away and turned off the internal toys, leaving him panting and destroyed on the nursery floor. She stroked his tangled blonde curls tenderly, then leaned down to kiss his smeared pink lips.

“You’re home now, Soren. My perfect, owned little diapered sissy.”

She stood, smoothing her dress, and looked down at the trembling, thoroughly used creature at her feet - massive diaper sagging and stinking, body marked by clamps and makeup, eyes glassy with total surrender.

The gates stay locked. Diapers forever.
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