

Diapered Descent

A CEO's Blackmailed Sissy Regression into Humiliating Bliss

A ruthless CEO discovers his company's secret ABDL division and is blackmailed into becoming their ultimate sissy mascot, enduring public diaper checks and forced orgasms during board meetings. As his resistance crumbles, he finds twisted ecstasy in his regression. The story culminates in a company-wide expo where he's paraded in frills and leaks for all to see.
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Chapter 1: The Hidden Files

Victor Hale stormed through the executive wing of HaleTech Tower. His polished loafers clicked like gunfire on the marble floors. At forty-five, he was the unchallenged king of his silicon empire—ruthless, brilliant, unbreakable. Billions in revenue. Competitors crushed underfoot. No one crossed Victor Hale.

Tonight? Different. His private server had glitched. Encrypted files spilled open like forbidden fruit. "ABDL Division." What the fuck? Adult Baby Diaper Lover? HaleTech peddled AI chips and quantum drives, not... fetish diapers?

He jabbed the elevator button. Floor 42. HR. Lisa Voss's domain. She'd explain. Or else.

The doors hissed shut. Victor's reflection stared back—tailored suit, silver temples, jaw like granite. Arrogance fueled him. This was a prank. A hack. Heads would roll.

Confronting HR

Ding. Doors parted. He marched past trembling assistants.

"Voss!" His roar shook cubicles.

Lisa Voss looked up from her desk. Mid-forties, sharp bob haircut, red lips curled in a predator's smile. HR queen. Ruthless in her own right. She leaned back, legs crossed in a pencil skirt.

"Mr. Hale. To what do I owe the pleasure?"

Victor slammed a tablet on her desk. The screen glowed with file names: "Pampers Profit Projections." "Diapered Demo Models." "Sissy Regression Protocols." He exploded.

"Explain this shit. Now."

Lisa's eyes flicked to the tablet. No flinch. She sipped her coffee. Black.

"Curious, aren't you? Sit."

"Stand." Victor loomed.

"HaleTech doesn't make baby pants for perverts. Who authorized this? Budgets? Profits? I want names."

She chuckled. Low, throaty.

"Sit, Victor. Or I start typing your resignation speech."

Insolence. He sat. Hard.

"Talk."

Lisa tapped her keyboard. A projector hummed to life. Wall-sized screen flickered.

"ABDL Division. Our best-kept secret. Launched three years ago. Underground lab, Sublevel B3. Zero overhead from main ops. Pure black-market gold."

Victor sneered.

"Fetish crap? We're not a sex shop."

"Profits say otherwise." Charts bloomed.

"Two hundred million last quarter. Diapers infused with HaleTech nanos. Self-cleaning. Arousal-triggered thickening. Regression serums via smart fabrics. Customers? Elite pervs. Billionaires begging for our 'Little Loser' line."

Victor's gut twisted. Nanos in diapers? His tech?

"Impossible. Audits would've caught—"

"We own the auditors." Lisa's smile widened.

"You signed off on 'discretionary R&D' two years back. Drunk at the gala. Remember?"

He didn't. But the numbers lied not. Revenue streams funneled through shells. Untouched. Massive.

"Who runs it?" Victor's voice dropped. Danger edged in.

Lisa stood. Heeled boots clicked as she circled him. Perfume sharp, like victory.

"Me. And a team of... enthusiasts. But you're not here for a tour. You're here because you dug too deep."

"Deep?" Victor rose, towering.

"This ends tonight. Division shuttered. Files purged."

Her laugh sliced air.

"Too late, Victor."

She snapped her fingers. Screen shifted. Video footage. Grainy. Ten years old. A wild party. Victor, younger, sloshed on whiskey. Stumbling into a diaper prank setup—some frat-boy bullshit from a client event.

There he was. Pants yanked down. Thick, crinkly diaper taped around his hips. Frills and all. Laughing idiots cheering. "Baby Vic!" Flashbulbs popped. He posed, oblivious, thrusting hips. Then—piss. Warm flood. Sagging bulge. Mortified roar as he clawed it off.

Victor's face burned.

"Fake. Doctored."

"Raw footage." Lisa paused it on his soaked crotch. Yellow stain vivid.

"Pulled from archives. Your own security cams. Never surfaced. Until now."

He lunged for the remote. She danced back.

"One click, Victor. Emails to every board member. Stock plummets. 'CEO's Diaper Secret.' Front-page scandal."

Rage boiled. But beneath? First crack. Humiliation flushed his cheeks. Neck hot. That night—blurred memory. But the video? Undeniable. His dick, taped in padding. Leaking like a fool.

"Blackmail?" He growled.

"You wouldn't dare."

"Try me." Lisa leaned in. Breath hot on his ear.

"Join us. Or leak. Your empire? Crumbles."

Victor paced. Mind raced. Board meeting tomorrow. Investors. He could bury it. Lawyers. NDAs. But the video? Viral poison. Iron-fisted Victor Hale, pissing his diapers? Career suicide.

"What's 'join' mean?" Voice steady. Barely.

Lisa's eyes gleamed.

"Observe. Firsthand. Division meeting tonight. 9 PM. Sublevel B3. See the profits. The product. Then decide."

"Observe." He spat.

"I'm not playing mascot."

"Just watch." She shrugged.

"Buy time. Call it due diligence."

Arrogance flickered. He could infiltrate. Expose from inside. Crush it.

"Fine. 9 PM. But this changes nothing."

"Perfect." Lisa reached under her desk. Zipper rasped. She hefted a bulky bag. Pink vinyl. Locked with a biometric pad. HaleTech logo twisted into a pacifier emblem.

"What's that?"

"Your observer kit." Keychain dangled. Her thumbprint scanned. Click. Bag unzipped partway. Peek inside: thick diaper, pristine white, powdered scent wafting. Prints of rattles and blocks. A bottle. Lube packet labeled "Regression Gel."

Victor's stomach dropped.

"The fuck?"

"Standard entry." Lisa zipped it teasingly.

"Strip to observe. Diaper up. No exceptions. Ensures... commitment."

Humiliation surged. Cheeks flamed hotter.

"Wear that? Here?"

"Privacy screen." She nodded to frosted glass.

"Or walk out. Video drops in ten."

Mind whirled. Bluff? Test? He could bolt. Fight. But the flush—the shameful heat pooling low—betrayed him. Curiosity? Dread? Something darker stirred.

"Fine." Voice cracked. Just once. He snatched the bag.

"Meeting. Then I shut you down."

Lisa's smirk deepened.

"See you at B3, baby."

Descent into Sublevel B3

Victor stormed out of her office, bag thumping against his thigh. Clock ticked toward 9 PM. No time to change elsewhere, no escape.

Elevator plunged to sublevels. The locked diaper bag mocked him—he'd glimpsed the contents, but her thumb only unzipped it fully for the meeting.

Panic gnawed as B3 doors loomed. Frosted. Humming with secrets. Arousal twitched unbidden. The video's shame replayed. His leak. Public eyes.

He swiped his CEO keycard. Doors parted.

Inside: Wonderland of perversion. Lab techs in lab coats over lingerie. Conveyor belts churning padded panties. Test dummies—mannequins in frilly dresses, diapers sagging with simulated loads. Air thick with baby powder and moans.

A woman approached. Busty blonde, name tag: "Nurse Nina." Clipboard in hand.

"Mr. Hale? Lisa prepped us. Observer?"

He clutched the bag.

"Yes. Where's the meeting?"

"First, protocol." Nina's gloved hand extended.

"Bag, please."

Victor hesitated. Eyes darted. Ten staffers glanced up. Smirking.

"Now." Her tone brooked no argument.

He handed it over. Humiliation clawed deeper. Flush spread to his chest.

Nina thumbed the lock. Zipper purred fully open. Diaper extracted. Massive. Crinkly.

"Undress."

"Here?" Voice hoarse.

"Screen." She pointed to a booth. Mirrored. Safe?

He stepped in. Stripped. Suit folded neatly. Boxers last. Cock twitched half-hard. Betrayal.

Outside, murmurs. "CEO's packing." Giggles.

Nina slid the diaper under the curtain.

"Powder yourself. Thoroughly."

He complied. Talc dusted his shaft. Cool. Shameful thrill. Tapes ripped. Padding engulfed him. Snug. Bulky. Crotch ballooned obscenely.

"Pretty!" Nina inspected as he emerged. Hand patted the front. Victor jolted.

"Good boy. Meeting this way."

Waddle. Unavoidable. Crinkle echoed. Staff stared. Some snapped pics. His empire's elite, eyeing his padded shame.

The Division Meeting

Conference room. Oval table. Twenty faces. Suits mixed with fetish gear. Lisa at head. Smirking.

"Sit, Victor." She patted a booster seat. Elevated. Diaper visible.

He sat. Squish. Audience chuckled.

"Meeting starts." Lisa clicked remote. Holo-screens ignited.

"Q3 Profits: Up 40%. Sissy Mascot Program: Beta success. Demo?"

A stage lit. Volunteer shuffled out. Man in his thirties. Dressed as toddler girl—pink dress, bonnet. Diaper peeking. Massive.

"Subject 47." Lisa narrated.

"Resistant at first. Now? Regressed bliss."

Techs wheeled in a machine. Probes. Vibrators.

"Initiate check."

Subject whimpered. Dress lifted. Diaper untaped. Exposed. Semi-hard cock glistened. Ass plugged.

"Public inspection." Lisa's voice casual.

"Core product feature."

Crowd leaned in. Victor shifted. His own diaper warmed. Arousal leaked pre-cum into padding.

Probes inserted. Subject bucked.

"Nooo—please!"

Moans turned ecstatic. Machine whirred. Diaper re-taped over throbbing mess.

"Forced O. On command."

Victor gripped the table. Horror? Envy? His cock strained against tapes.

"Victor?" Lisa's eyes locked.

"Thoughts?"

"Profitable." He rasped.

"But insane."

"Join the demo?" A tech leered.

"No." Snap. But flush betrayed.

Meeting dragged. Demos piled. Diaper checks. Regression hypnosis via earbuds. Orgasm triggers synced to board votes. Profits soared on screen.

Victor's mind fractured. Arrogance eroded. Each crinkle a reminder. His bulge tented. Wet spot forming?

"Break." Lisa announced.

"Victor, private word."

Private Booth Confrontation

Booth again. She entered. Locked door.

"Impressed?"

"It's... lucrative." Admission burned.

"Blackmail holds." Her hand cupped his diaper front. Squeezed. He gasped.

"Feel that? Nanos activating. Arousal thickens padding. Leaks? Permanent."

He throbbed.

"Stop."

"Observe more?" Fingers teased tapes.

"Or expose now?"

"More." Desperate. Time. Control.

"Good baby." She patted. Left him leaking.

Back to meeting. Demos intensified. A "mascot" paraded—exec in full sissy kit. Crawling. Begging for changes. Crowd orgasmed him remotely. Cum squelched in diaper. Cheers.

Victor's resistance cracked wider. Cock pulsed. Edge of release. Shameful ecstasy beckoned.

Meeting wrapped. Lisa shoved the locked diaper bag into his arms.

"Take this home. Mia will text instructions tomorrow. Or video drops."

Victor fled to his Bentley, diaper crinkling with every waddling step, world tilting. Bag heavy. Secrets heavier. Pre-cum sticky in the padding. What unlocked next?


Chapter 2: First Fitting

Victor Hale gripped the steering wheel of his matte-black Bentley until his knuckles whitened.

HaleTech Tower loomed behind him, a glass monolith piercing the night sky.

His phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number: Sublevel B3. Now. Or those files go viral.

He snarled, tires screeching as he peeled into the underground garage.

Elevators hummed past forbidden floors. Sublevel B3. No one went there. Officially.

Arrival at Sublevel B3

The doors slid open to dim fluorescents and a sterile corridor.

Padded walls. Faint scent of baby powder and latex.

Victor's jaw clenched. This ends tonight. I own this company. I'll bury them.

A door hissed at the end of the hall. Pink neon sign: DreamWeave ABDL Labs.

He shoved it open.

Blinding white lights. Racks of frilly dresses, towering stacks of adult diapers in every pastel shade.

Machines whirred, printing custom prints—cutesy animals, swirling patterns.

Two women turned. Smirks on their faces.

"Victor Hale. Right on time."

The tech whiz stepped forward. Karen, mid-thirties, pixie cut dyed electric blue, lab coat over a vinyl corset. Tattoos of pacifiers snaked up her arms. Her eyes gleamed with predatory glee.

Beside her, Mia. Designer. Curvy, raven hair in pigtails, skirt hiked to show thigh-high stockings. She twirled a measuring tape like a whip.

"Our VIP mascot. Finally."

Victor's voice boomed.

"What the fuck is this? Hidden division? Blackmail? I'll have you both in cuffs by dawn."

Karen laughed, sharp and digital.

She tapped a tablet. A screen flickered to life—grainy footage from the hidden files. Victor's face in those secret ABDL docs. Lace panties. Diaper prototypes he'd dismissed as "niche fetish crap." But there he was, caught sniffing one late-night.

"Those files? Just the appetizer," Karen said. "We own you now. Strip."

Victor's blood boiled.

"You psychotic bitches. This is treason."

Mia sauntered closer, heels clicking. Her perfume—vanilla and musk—hit him like a drug.

"Treason? You're the one who greenlit our budget last quarter. Signed off on 'innovative wearables.' Now suit up. Or CEO Hale becomes Sissy mascot on every dark web forum."

He towered over them, six-foot-three of tailored fury.

But the elevator pinged behind him. Locked. No escape. Play along. Get proof. Crush them later.

"Fine."

Victor yanked off his tie. Jacket hit the floor. Shirt buttons popped.

He stood in boxers, chest heaving, muscles rippling under boardroom bronze.

The Fitting Begins

Karen circled him.

"All of it. Naked, Daddy."

His fists balled.

"Don't call me that."

Mia giggled.

"Oh, we will. Now drop 'em."

Boxers slid down. Victor stood exposed. Cock twitched involuntarily in the cool air.

The women appraised him like meat.

"Impressive," Mia purred, snapping a photo with her phone. Flash blinded him. "But not for long."

Karen grabbed a rolling cart. Metal clattered.

She wheeled over a changing mat—thick, crinkly, cartoon prints of bunnies and blocks.

"On your back. Legs up."

Victor's mind raced. Fury. Pure fury. But his body betrayed him. A flush crept up his neck. Arousal stirred. No. Fight it.

He lay down stiffly. The mat was warm, yielding.

Mia's hands were on his ankles, lifting, spreading. Exposed. Vulnerable.

His cock hardened against his will, bobbing free.

"Look at that," Karen cooed.

She powdered her palms—thick clouds of lavender-scented talc. "Big bad CEO getting stiff for his diaper."

"Shut up," Victor growled.

But his hips bucked slightly as her fingers ghosted his thighs.

Mia measured him. Tape snapped around his waist, his length.

"Thirty-four inches girth needed. Extra thick for leaks."

She winked. "And this?" Her nail traced his shaft's underside. Precum beaded.

Victor hissed.

"Don't touch—"

"Shh."

Karen sprinkled powder directly on his groin. Soft, relentless dusting. It coated his balls, his thickening cock.

Sensations exploded—silky, invasive. He throbbed harder, veins pulsing.

"Feel that?" Mia whispered, rubbing it in. Circles. Slow. Her breath hot on his skin.

"Your new uniform. Absorbs everything. Even your pride."

Victor's teeth ground. Bastards. I'll fire them all. But his cock wept, slick trails mixing with powder. A leak—his own—trickled down.

Locked and Diapered

Karen unfolded the diaper. Massive. White base, pink waistband, padded core thicker than his fist. Prints: cartoonish teddy bears peeking from the edges.

"DreamWeave Elite. Holds ten wettings. Sensors track every drop. Streams to our app."

She slid it under him. Victor's ass settled into the fluff.

Mia pulled the front up. His erection tented it obscenely.

"Problem," Mia teased.

She pressed it flat—once, twice. Friction shot lightning through him.

"Can't tape with this poking out."

Karen dangled a device. Tiny cage. Pink plastic, heart-shaped lock.

"Chastity solution. Keeps our mascot focused."

Victor's eyes widened.

"No. Fuck no."

"Yes."

Karen's fingers wrapped his shaft. Squeezed base. Cold lube dripped.

She threaded him in—ring first around balls, tube over cock. Click. Locked.

Humiliation surged. Confinement. His arousal trapped, straining uselessly.

A dribble escaped the cage tip, soaking into the diaper.

Mia taped it up. Front panel pulled snug. Tapes ripped—left, right, top, bottom. Immovable.

Crinkly prison hugged every curve.

Victor sat up. The bulk forced his thighs apart. Waddle-ready.

He stood, suit pants barely zipping over the sag.

"Mirror," Karen commanded.

Full-length panel. Victor stared. Power suit atop a diapered bulge. Obscene.

"Perfect," Mia said.

She adjusted his tie. "Now walk."

He paced. Crinkle. Crinkle. Each step broadcast his shame.

A warm spurt leaked—arousal piss—from the cage. Absorbed instantly.

"Leaks already," Karen noted, checking her tablet. "Sensor confirms. You're wetting for us."

"It's not—" Victor flushed crimson. Body traitor.

Mia snapped more photos. Flash. Flash. Victor mid-crinkles. Cage outline visible.

"Blackmail gold. Board sees these? You're done."

Fury cracked.

"You won't. I own you."

Karen leaned in. Her lips brushed his ear.

"Wrong. You leak for us now. Tomorrow's board meeting. Wear it under your suit. We'll monitor every squirm."

Victor's heart hammered. Board meeting. Twenty execs. His empire.

"Or these go public."

Mia hit send—test email to his own inbox. Attached: him diapered, caged, leaking.

Defiance flickered. Fight. But the diaper hugged him. Warm. Secure. His cage throbbed denied. A twisted thrill sparked deep.

"Fine," he spat. "One meeting."

Karen grinned.

"Good baby. Walk out crinkling. Feel it all night."

Victor stormed to the door. Crinkle. Squish. The bulk shifted with each step.

Elevator ride home loomed—endless minutes of secret shame.

He paused at the threshold.

"This changes nothing."

Mia blew a kiss.

"Oh, it changes everything. See you tomorrow, Sissy CEO."

Doors hissed shut. Victor waddled to his Bentley. Sat heavy. Diaper compressed under him.

A fresh leak warmed his cage.

Board meeting. Tomorrow. The thought terrified. Aroused.

What fresh hell awaited?


Chapter 3: Boardroom Bulge

Victor Hale straightened his Armani tie in the executive elevator, fingers trembling just enough to betray him.

The mirrored walls threw back his image: the forty-five-year-old titan of tech, silver hair slicked to perfection, jaw set like granite.

HaleTech's king. Untouchable.

Except now, beneath the tailored slacks, a crinkling monstrosity hugged his loins—the extra-thick diaper Lisa had forced on him in Sublevel B3 last night.

Padded prison. Printed with cartoonish teddy bears peeking over the waistband.

His cock nestled in its humiliating embrace, the remote-controlled vibe she'd wedged against his prostate a ticking bomb.

This ends today, he vowed silently. Pitch the merger. Fire her ass. Bury the files.

But his bladder twinged, full from morning black coffee.

The diaper promised mercy—no leaks visible. Yet the bulk chafed. Every step rustled.

His empire waited. No room for weakness.

The Pitch Begins

The elevator dinged like a guillotine. Doors parted on the 50th floor.

The boardroom stretched before him—floor-to-ceiling windows framing the city skyline, polished oak table seating twelve power brokers.

They rose as one, chairs scraping like applause.

"Victor," CFO Marcus Jenkins boomed, hand extended. "Q3 numbers are fire. Merger will seal it."

Victor clasped hands, masking a wince as he sat. Diaper compressed. Soft crinkle.

He coughed to cover.

"Damn right, Marcus. Let's make history."

Laptops snapped open. Projector whirred to life.

Lisa Kane slid into the seat at his right, her black sheath dress clinging like liquid sin. Red lips curved. Green eyes sparkled with malice.

She was thirty-two, sharp as a stiletto, HR director by title—blackmailer by trade.

"Looking stiff, Victor," she murmured, voice velvet over razor wire.

Her knee brushed his under the table.

"Diaper feeling snug?"

"Shut it," he hissed through gritted teeth. "Pitch starts. Play along or you're gone."

Her laugh was a whisper.

"Oh, I'm playing, Daddy. You? You're the toy."

Victor ignored her. Stood tall. Clicker in hand.

"Team, QuantumCore merger isn't just smart—it's domination. Their AI patents plug our gaps. Revenue jumps 40%. Competitors? Dust."

Slides flashed. Graphs spiked green. Nods rippled around the table.

VP Sales Elena Vasquez leaned in.

"Breakdown on integration costs?"

"Minimal," Victor shot back. "Synergies cover it. Watch."

He clicked. Numbers danced. Confidence surged.

For a moment, he was king again.

Humiliation Under the Table

Then Lisa's foot hooked his ankle. Slow drag up his calf. Signal.

Her breath hot on his ear:

"First check. Lift your shirt—now. Show me it's dry."

Victor's blood iced. Board eyes on charts. Jenkins scribbled. Elena typed.

He kept talking, voice steady as steel.

"Post-merger, market cap hits 200 bil. Unrivaled."

Left hand casual. Shirttail tugged free from belt. Lifted slow, discreet—barely six inches.

Exposed the diaper's waistband. White padding puffed over slacks. Teddy bears grinned mockingly.

Lisa's gaze dropped. She inhaled sharp.

"Perfect," she breathed. Nodded. "Good baby. Tape lines pristine. No sagging yet."

Victor dropped the shirt. Heart jackhammered. Tucked tail back in.

"Questions?"

No one noticed. Relief flickered—then died.

Her phone screen glowed under the table. Fingers danced. Buzz.

The vibe ignited. Low hum, buried deep in diaper hell. Against his prostate.

Victor's words faltered.

"...integration timeline accelerates—ngh—Q4 rollout."

He gripped the table. Cock twitched. Stiffened against padding. Pre-cum welled, instant slick.

The board droned on, oblivious.

"Risks?" Jenkins pressed.

"None," Victor growled. Sweat beaded temple. Buzz pulsed rhythmic. Edging. Building.

His hips shifted involuntary. Crinkle faint. Fight it. King. Not her bitch.

Lisa leaned closer. Perfume choked him—sweet, cloying.

"Feel that, sissy? Your first public edge. Hold the cum. Or soak it."

Rage exploded inward. He wanted to grab her throat. Slam her skull on oak.

But the vibe ramped. Prostate milked. Shaft throbbed, trapped. Forbidden heat coiled. No. Yes. Thrill pierced fury. Body betrayed.

Elena chimed:

"Victor, your color's off. Sure you're good?"

"Fine," he snapped. Voice thick. "AC's weak. Continue."

Clicked slide. Voiceover blurred. Cock wept pre-cum. Diaper warmed, absorbing shame. Slick squish now with every clench.

Lisa's hand invaded under tablecloth. Bold. Palmed the bulge. Fabric stretched.

She squeezed vibe deeper.

"Leaking already? Naughty boy."

Victor bit cheek. Copper tang.

"Projected EBITDA—explodes."

Laughter from table. They thought triumph. He fought orgasm.

Buzz spiked. Waves crashed. Pre-cum gushed—hot flood. Soaked front panel.

Diaper swelled heavy. Leaking into the core. Soiled. Marked.

His empire's king, pissing pre in baby pants. Rage twisted with ecstasy. Hate her. Crave this.

Pitch peaked.

"Vote now. All in?"

Ayes thundered. Applause erupted.

Victor stood—shaky. Diaper sagged wet. Sloshed subtle. Pants tented faint—danger.

But angles hid. He nodded.

"Done. Execute."

Execs buzzed, packing. Lisa rose graceful. Clapped loud.

"One more thing before break, team."

Victor's gut knifed. Don't.

The ABDL Bombshell

Her smile owned the room.

"HaleTech's ABDL Wellness Division—secret gem till now. Adult Baby Diaper Lover tech. Regression therapy for peak performance. Victor's championing full rollout. Expo next week. He'll mascot it live."

Silence. Then gasps. Jenkins choked coffee.

"ABDL? Diapers? Victor?"

"Stress relief revolution," Lisa purred. "Victor tested personally. Results? Explosive."

Eyes locked on him. Elena smirked.

"You? In... diapers?"

Victor's throat dried. Diaper leaked more—cum trail now mixed pre. Sticky hell.

He forced grin.

"Innovation demands boldness. Back it."

Cheers swelled. Confusion morphed excitement.

"Genius!" "Stock skyrockets!"

They filed out, chattering.

Door latched. Solitude.

"You fucking—" Victor lunged. Grabbed Lisa's arm. Slammed her to table.

"Promotion? Public? You're fired. Files burn. Now."

She twisted lithe. Knee drove his wet diaper. Pain-pleasure spike. Vibe maxed. Roared.

Victor crumpled, gasping. Cock convulsed. Cum jetted. Thick, endless ropes. Flooded padding. Overflow trickled thigh.

Bliss ripped him. Moan escaped—babyish.

"Fire me?" Lisa straddled him. Pinned wrists. Phone flashed. Pics of ruined face, blissed eyes.

"You're the mascot, Victor. Expo parade: frills, leaks, forced 'O's for crowd. Company-wide."

He panted. Cum cooled clammy. Rage ash. Thrill reigned. Diaper squelched under ass. More.

"Clean up," she commanded. Tossed wipes. "Next phase: pink upgrade. Mia and Karen waiting Sublevel B3 tonight. They'll drag you if needed."

Aftermath and Surrender

Victor Hale's loafers echoed like accusations as he paced the boardroom post-chaos. Cum dripped slow in the diaper, cooling to sticky shame.

Lisa lounged on the table edge, legs crossed, phone in hand. Her dress rode up—tease.

Victor glared, fists clenched.

"You think this is game?" His voice low thunder. "I built this company from code scraps. Billions. You? A mid-level snake."

Lisa slid off table. Sauntered close. Finger traced his tie. Down to bulge. Pressed. Squish.

Victor flinched.

"Snake? I'm the evolution, Victor. ABDL Division was your oversight. We blackmailed you to fix it. Now? You're the face. Leaking star."

Flashback hit—Sublevel B3. Her hands stripping him. Powdering his ass. Taping the diaper. Vibe shoved deep.

His protests melted to moans. First orgasm then, forced. Regression seed planted.

"Delete the pics," he growled. "All of them."

She laughed. Scrolled gallery. His face in frills. Diapered poses. Boardroom bulge now added.

"These? Insurance. Expo Friday. You'll waddle stage, skirt up, checks for 500 employees. Leak on cue."

Victor's cock stirred traitorously. Wet padding cradled it. Thrill-pain mix.

"I'll expose you. Board will—"

"Board's hooked." Lisa waved phone. "I showed teasers pre-meeting. They saw profits in 'wellness.' Jenkins wants stock bump. Elena? Curious tester."

Liar. Or was she? Jenkins had clapped hardest. Elena's smirk lingered. Victor's mind reeled. Empire cracking.

"Change me," he demanded. "Here. Now."

Lisa's eyes lit.

"Beg, sissy."

Rage flared. But need won.

"Please... change Daddy's messy diapee."

She smirked victory. Locked door. Blinds down. Table cleared.

"Pants off."

Victor obeyed. Slacks pooled. Diaper exposed—sagging, yellowed front from pre, white globs of cum streaked inner. Vibe buzzed low—tease.

She untaped slow. Cool air hit skin. Cock bobbed hard.

"Look at this mess." Wipe dragged shaft. Tingle. "Public edge did this? My ruthless CEO, cumming in meeting."

"Yes," he admitted. Shame burned. Thrill surged.

Fresh diaper slid under. Powder dusted. Vibe reinserted—slick push. Tape sealed. Snug again. Clean hell.

"Dismissed," she said. "Rest up. Mia and Karen expect you in the sublevel lair tonight. Pink frills await."

He dressed. Crinkle new. Walked out—king in disguise. But inside? Sissy awakening. Rage and ecstasy fused. Leaks awaited.

Phone buzzed as elevator dropped. Unknown number—Lisa's work. Boardroom pics teased to press. HaleTech CEO's diaper secret? Reporters sniffing. Head to Sublevel B3 now, sissy. Or they swarm.

Victor's blood froze. Lisa's trap snapped shut. Evening descent to pink hell imminent—Mia and Karen's grips closing in. Dragged if he resisted.


Chapter 4: Pink Upgrade

Victor Hale stumbled into the sublevel lair, wrists zip-tied behind his back.

Lisa's iron grip propelled him forward, her nails digging into his arm like talons.

The boardroom humiliation still burned—his diaper sagging under the table, executives oblivious to the wet bulge.

Lisa's remote buzzed him twice during Q&A.

He clenched through presentations, sweat beading on his forehead.

Now? Dragged back to their pink-lit dungeon straight from the executive elevator.

Captured and Stripped

"Look at you, leaky boy."

Lisa's voice dripped honeyed venom.

She shoved him onto the padded changing table.

Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting shadows on racks of frilly horrors—diapers thicker than mattresses, gowns embroidered with bunnies, locks gleaming like chrome promises.

Victor's cheeks flushed crimson.

"You bitch. Untie me. This ends now."

Lisa laughed, a sharp bark.

Her tablet glowed in the dim.

"Ends? Oh, Viccy. You leaked in front of the board. Big no-no."

She tapped the screen.

Victor's phone, confiscated in the elevator drop, lit up on a nearby charger. Synced. Always synced.

Lisa peeled off his slacks.

The sodden diaper peeled free with a wet schlop.

Cool air hit his shamed skin—shriveled cock twitching despite the rage.

"Pathetic," she purred.

She powdered him roughly, talc clouding the air.

"Time for your pink upgrade, Sissy Vic."

He bucked.

"Fuck you! I'm Victor Hale. CEO. Not your—"

Zip-tie snapped under her shears.

But freedom lasted seconds.

Lisa pinned his arms.

She unfolded the monstrosity: a frilly pink diaper, thicker than the last, adorned with white lace ruffles and cartoon hearts.

Plastic crinkled like thunder.

Inside the front pouch? A gleaming steel chastity cage, Bluetooth-ready, dangling open like a trap.

"No."

Victor's voice cracked.

"Not that."

"Yes, that."

Lisa yanked it up his thighs.

The padding engulfed him—plush, unyielding, forcing his legs apart in a perpetual waddle.

She fitted the cage snug around his shaft—cold metal biting tender skin—then threaded the lock through reinforced tabs.

Click. Padlocked.

The key dangled from her necklace, nestling between her cleavage.

Locked and Regressed

Victor thrashed.

The table creaked.

"Unlock it! You can't—"

Lisa slapped a ruffled pacifier gag across his lips.

Silicone nipple forced between his teeth.

Straps buckled tight behind his head.

"Mmph!"

His protests muffled to babyish gurgles.

Drool already beaded at the corners.

"Adorable."

Lisa cooed, clipping white ruffled socks to his thighs—ankle socks with pink bows, garters snapping into the diaper's lace edges.

She tugged them high, framing his hairy calves like a fetish doll's.

Next: a matching bonnet, ribbons tied under his chin, forcing his silver hair into childish curls.

Victor glared, eyes wild over the paci.

His cock stirred traitorously against the cage's bars.

Thick padding compressed it, teasing without mercy.

Lisa synced the app.

Victor's phone chimed: Denial Mode Activated. Sissy Vic's Cummies: LOCKED.

"Here's the deal," she said, holding it up.

"This app rules your orgasms now. Bluetooth cage vibes for good girls. Shocks for bad. One wrong move? No cummies for a week."

She grinned.

"Beg for it, Viccy. Use your big boy words. Or... well."

She patted his locked crotch.

The padding squished softly.

Cage hummed faint—test pulse.

"Mmmph! Nnnooo!"

Victor shook his head.

Drool slicked his chin.

But the humiliation gnawed. Boardroom eyes on his bulge. Now this. His empire crumbling in crinkles.

"Not begging? Fine."

Lisa wheeled over the enema station—a bulging bag of pink fluid, tube coiled like a serpent.

"Punishment for leaking. Messy time, baby."

Victor's eyes widened.

"Mmmph! Stmmph!"

Punished and Broken

Lisa lubed the nozzle.

She hoisted his ankles high, diaper flap unzipped just enough.

Cold gel kissed his hole.

Victor bucked wildly.

The nozzle breached—no mercy, two inches deep.

Fluid gushed. Warm, insistent.

His gut bloated instantly.

"Feel that, Sissy?"

Lisa stroked his belly.

It swelled like a balloon.

"Hold it. Or leak again. Worse this time."

He clenched.

Sweat poured.

The paci muffled whimpers.

Cramp hit first—a twisting knife.

Then pressure. Unbearable.

His caged cock throbbed, app humming faintly. Tease mode.

Lisa checked her tablet.

"Timer: ten minutes. Beg incoherently if you want mercy."

Victor's resolve shattered.

"Pweeease! Nnnno mowww! Messy! Bad!"

Drool sprayed.

First verbal submission. Pathetic gurgles from a billionaire's throat.

Lisa clapped.

"Oh, Sissy Vic's talking baby talk! Good girl."

Cramp peaked.

He lost it.

Gush. Mess exploded into the pink diaper.

Hot, mushy shame filled the padding.

Squish. Spread.

The lock held firm—no escape.

Aroma bloomed, thick and humiliating.

Victor's face burned nuclear.

But his cock—traitor—leaked pre-cum into the mess, straining the cage.

App detected it.

Vibration kicked in. Low buzz against his tip.

"Look!"

Lisa pointed.

"Humiliation boner. Hands-free edging."

He writhed.

Mess smeared with every twist.

Paci gag choked sobs.

Socks ruffled.

Bonnet slipped.

Lisa leaned close, breath hot on his ear.

"Cum for me, Sissy. Show how broken you are."

Buzz intensified.

Cage milked him.

No hands. No friction. Just shame. Mess. Pink frills.

Victor's hips bucked involuntarily.

"Mmmph! Cwummmmy!"

Orgasm hit like lightning.

Rope after rope spurted into the soiled diaper and cage.

Hands-free. From pure humiliation.

His body betrayed him utterly—CEO reduced to shuddering sissy, eyes rolling back.

Lisa unlocked the flap.

Wiped him clean with baby wipes, cooing.

"Such a good messy girl. But locked again now."

Fresh powder.

Tabs sealed.

Click. Padlock reset.

She synced the app.

Orgasm Logged: Humiliation Trigger. Reward: Tease Mode 24/7.

Victor sagged, paci still in, breath ragged.

Twisted ecstasy lingered—a dark thrill in the regression.

He hated it. Craved it.

"Next?"

Lisa untied the gag, but left the rest—pink diaper, socks, bonnet.

"Slacks over that for now, princess. Company lunch awaits. Waddle pretty. Mia's watching."

She snapped photos.

Victor's blood froze.

The executive cafeteria. All eyes.

His pink prison barely contained under the slacks. Crinkle primed for betrayal.

Phone buzzed as she shoved him toward the elevator. Unknown number—Lisa's work. Smile for the camera, sissy. Lunch leak or reporters get pics.


Chapter 5: Lunchtime Leak

Victor Hale pushed through the cafeteria doors at precisely 12:05 PM. Peak hour. Executive wing's finest crammed tables—VPs stabbing quinoa, interns scrolling feeds, Derek from Sales laughing too loud.

The air smelled of grilled salmon and ambition. Victor's slacks swished unusual. Skirt-like flare at the hems, courtesy of Lisa's pink upgrade from the sublevel lair that morning. Beneath? Bulky diaper.

Thick padding forced his thighs apart. Each step crinkled soft betrayal. Urine from morning coffee sloshed warm.

Eyes on the Waddle

Eyes hit him first. Receptionist's double-take. Then Carla's stare from the salad bar.

"Victor? You... okay?"

"Fine."

Grunt. Tray snatched. He loaded random—chicken, greens, no dressing. Heart pounded. Waddle pronounced. Bulge sagged visible under thin fabric.

Whispers spread like fire. "See the diaper walk?" "No way, Hale?"

He ignored. Headed for corner table. Solitude.

Public Demo

"Lunchtime mascot!" Lisa Voss's voice sliced. Head table. She waved like a queen. Mia beside her, remote glinting.

Fifty heads swiveled. Silence fell. Victor halted.

"Lisa. Private word."

"Public demo."

She rose. Red power suit. Cleavage lethal.

"Table. Now."

Security loomed. Two giants. Gripped his arms.

"Hey!"

Pushed him center. Main table—oak polished, laden with plates. Glasses clinked as he climbed. Awkward hoist. Diaper squished loud. Laughter erupted.

Lisa circled.

"HaleTech innovation: sissy mascot. Victor's diaper check. Lights!"

Phones rose. Flashes popped. Screen above kitchen flickered on. Live feed.

"Turn it off!" Victor's voice cracked.

Slacks zipper rasped. Lisa yanked. Pants pooled ankles. Diaper exposed. Massive. Pink plastic shiny. Front yellowed heavy. Bunnies, rattles, "Mommy's Little Leak" printed bold.

Gasps. Cheers.

"Boss is babied!" Intern's voice pitched high.

Victor cupped crotch.

"Don't—"

Lisa spun him. Face down ass up. Table edge dug ribs. Diaper ballooned. She patted. Sharp smack. Squish-squish-squish.

"Wet as promised. Team, inspect."

Crowd surged. Barricade of security kept order. Hands extended.

Carla first. Palm flat on padding. Rubbed circles.

"Oh my god, it's real. So squishy."

Victor tensed.

"Carla, stop."

But vibe activated. Mia's remote. Low buzz. Prostate kissed. Cock swelled in wet embrace.

"Nngh."

Derek next. Two slaps.

"Heavy load, Vic. Overflow soon?"

Laughter. More hands. Linda VP squeezed tapes.

"Tapes tight. Good crinkles."

Pat-pat-pat. Rhythm built. Victor's hips twitched. Humiliation boiled. But pleasure mounted. Raw, visceral. Defiance waned. He needed the checks. Craved group tease.

Diaper Change Spectacle

Lisa leaned close. Breath hot on ear.

"Soggy sissy. Time for change."

Tapes ripped. One by one. Crinkle-tear. Diaper peeled. Cool air rushed bare skin. Ass cheeks spread. Hole winked. Cock bobbed free—veins pulsing, head slick.

Whistles pierced.

"Look at that locked clitty!" "Vibing hard!"

Mia cranked remote. Buzz roared internal. Victor arched. Table creaked.

"Fuuuuck! Close!"

Edge. Perfect denial. Hump air. Precum drooled on oak.

Lisa wiped methodical. Wipe dragged shaft. Teased frenulum.

"Clean baby."

Powder shaken liberal. White dust clouded. Scent baby-fresh. Fingers probed crack. Lotioned hole around vibe.

New diaper ready. Extra-thick. Unicorn horns, rainbow tails. She lifted legs. Powdered thighs. Cock folded back. Vibe buried deep. Front panel taped snug. Sides pulled tight. Final pat sealed.

Victor exhaled. New padding hugged perfect. Dry. Bulky. Secure.

"Perfect mascot." Lisa pulled slacks up. Bulge obscene. Zipper strained.

He slid off. Legs bowed. Waddle extreme. Staff applauded.

"Leak test!"

Boardroom Intrusion

Warmth trickled. Vibe tricked bladder. Fresh leak. Squish under slacks.

"Already?" Derek laughed. Phone filming.

Pats resumed. Sitting now. Hands from all sides. Under table gropes. Rubbing tapes. Squeezing cheeks. Victor ate salad fed by Lisa. Bite by bite.

"Open, baby."

Moans escaped. Craving owned him. Defiance gone. Twisted ecstasy ruled.

Doors slammed open. Board invasion. Harlan Crowe front. Ten suits. Fury etched.

"Harlan—" Victor started.

Screen looped change. His moans broadcast. "Pat me... more!"

Harlan blanched. Phones buzzed. Videos leaked beyond cafeteria.

"This ends," Harlan growled.

"Or begins," Lisa said. "Full integration. Victor paraded. Chastity contract at five. Nursery. Sign or leak everything."

Board huddled. Whispers tense.

Harlan turned.

"Agreed. Full commitment. Heels and skirts tomorrow. Nursery. Five sharp."

Victor's cock throbbed yes. Crave peaked. He nodded faintly, diaper heavy with fresh shame. Mia's text buzzed instantly: Nursery. Five minutes. No delays, princess.

Cliffhanger hunger gnawed.


Chapter 6: Chastity Contract

Victor Hale's heels clicked down the sublevel corridor. Pink frills peeked from under his skirt—tailored slacks now swapped for a pleated abomination. Lunchtime leak still cooled against his skin. The diaper clung heavy, swollen with shame. Mia's text burned: Nursery. Five minutes. No delays, princess.

Arrival in the Nursery

He pushed the door. Fluorescent lights buzzed. The ABDL division waited.

Lisa lounged on an oversized rocking chair, legs crossed, clipboard in hand. Mia hovered nearby, holding a steaming bottle. Ten techs in lab coats grinned. Diaper stacks towered. Lockers gleamed with chastity cages.

"Welcome back, Vicki," Lisa purred. Her voice sliced like silk over steel.

"Lunch was delicious, wasn't it? Everyone loved your little show."

Victor's cheeks burned. Cafeteria eyes. Whispers. The floodgates bursting mid-salad. Bottle-fed by Lisa. Bite by bite. Moans escaping.

"This ends now," he growled. But his voice cracked. Diaper squished. Knees buckled.

Lisa snapped her fingers. Mia lunged. Zip-ties snapped on his wrists. Techs swarmed. Skirt hiked up. Pink diaper exposed—soggy, yellowed tapes peeling. Gasps echoed.

"Look at that mess," Mia cooed. She powdered his nose like a toddler's.

"Time for a fresh start. And something... permanent."

Permanent. The word hit like ice water. Victor thrashed.

"Untie me! I'm the CEO!"

Lisa held up the clipboard. Gold-embossed pages. HaleTech ABDL Division: Sissy Mascot Contract.

"Sign this, Vicki. Embrace your role forever. Or resign. Effective immediately. Your empire? Gone. Files viral by dawn."

Victor's mind raced. Resign? Billions evaporated. Stock plunge. Prison for embezzlement lies they'd plant. Board huddled post-lunch, Harlan's fury echoing. No. He was Hale. Unbreakable. But the denial gnawed. Boardroom buzzes. Lunch leaks. Cravings twisted deeper.

The Caging and Contract

"Strip him," Lisa ordered.

Techs pounced. Blouse ripped. Sash shredded. Naked except the sodden diaper.

They untaped it. Cold air kissed his shamed groin. Semi-hard cock twitched—traitor. Mia wiped him clean. Lotion slicked his balls.

Then the cage. Pink plastic prison. Ring snapped around base. Tube locked over shaft. Click. Key dangled from Mia's necklace.

Victor gasped. Pressure immediate. Throb trapped.

"What the fuck—"

"Full feminization next," Lisa said. She waved at a rack.

Baby dress unfurled—lavender chiffon, puffed sleeves, lace collar. Petticoats rustled. White tights. Mary Janes with heart buckles.

"Dress the mascot."

They forced his legs up. Tights rolled on smooth. Fresh diaper crinkled underneath—extra thick, printed with teddy bears. Locked cage bulged the front. Plastic pants snapped tight.

Dress dropped over. Hem fluttered mid-thigh. Sash tied in a bow. Wig perched—blonde curls bouncing. Lipstick smeared cherry red.

Victor stared in the mirror. Not a man. A doll. Sissy Vicki. Cage pinched as arousal swelled. Denied. Building.

"Perfect," Lisa breathed. She thrust the contract forward. Pen in his bound hands.

"Sign, princess. Or walk out naked. Resign on the street."

His hand shook. Internal war raged. This is insanity. Fight. Lawyer up. But the cage hummed. Emptiness ached sweet. Regression pulled. Twisted ecstasy. Boardroom throbs. Cafeteria flood. He craved the next denial.

Pen scratched. Victor Hale became Vicki Hale. Initials bloomed across clauses. Permanent sissy duty. Public diaper checks. Forced orgasms—locked only by division key. No escape.

Lisa snatched it.

"Sealed. HaleTech's ultimate mascot. Welcome to forever."

Cheers erupted. Techs popped champagne—baby bottles fizzing pink. Mia shoved one in his mouth. Nipple warm, sweet milk flooding.

"Drink up, baby girl."

Victor suckled. Bound to the changing table. Milk dribbled down his chin. Cage strained. Throb denied. Division circled. Phones out. Snaps flashed.

"First toast!" a tech yelled. "To Vicki's locked clitty!"

Laughter boomed. Another bottle jammed in. Gulp after gulp. Belly swelled. Diaper warmed—he peed without thought now. Natural. Addictive.

Descent into Submission

Lisa leaned close. Her breath hot on his ear.

"Feel it, Vicki? The contract binds you. But the cage? That's addiction. Beg for release soon. We deny. You break sweeter."

Internal monologue screamed. God, yes. The pinch. The build. No peak. Pure edge. He hated it. Loved it. Craved it.

Bottles emptied. Three down. Burps forced out. Mia patted his diaper.

"Who's a good girl? Full tummy, full diapee."

Techs untied him. He wobbled in heels. Dress swished. Cage tugged with every step. Urgency built. Arousal leaked pre-cum into the diaper padding. Trapped.

"Please," Victor whispered. First plea. Voice small.

"Unlock me. I need..."

Mia giggled. Key dangled.

"Need what, princess?"

"Orgasm," he gasped. Face aflame.

"Denied too long. Let me cum."

Lisa smirked.

"Contract clause seven: Orgasms by division approval only. Denied."

The turning point hit. Victor—Vicki—collapsed to knees. Hands pawed the cage.

"Please! Mistress Lisa! I'll do anything!"

Division howled. Phones captured the plea.

"First denied orgasm beg!" a tech chanted. "Mascot's hooked!"

Humiliation peaked. But so did the high. Denial's fire scorched sweet. No fight left. Only submission.

Prep for the Spotlight

Lisa hauled him up.

"Celebration's over. Time to shine."

She snapped her fingers. Mia wheeled out a rack. Sparkly black maid dress—frilly apron, thigh-high hems, expo-ready upgrade.

"Investor dinner tonight. Bigwigs incoming. Vicki serves. In this."

Victor's eyes widened. Dinner? Investors? Locked, dressed, desperate. The cage throbbed harder. Techs stripped the lavender dress. Black maid outfit clamped on—frilly apron cinched tight, pink padding bulging under the lacy hem.

He tugged at the black maid frills hugging his thighs.

What fresh hell awaited?


Chapter 7: Investor Inspection

Victor Hale tugged at the black maid frills hugging his thighs.

The penthouse dining room glittered—crystal chandeliers, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city sprawl.

Eight investors in tailored suits sipped vintage Scotch.

HaleTech's future hung on their checkbooks.

Victor's role? Diapered waiter.

Pink padding bulged under the lacy apron. Chastity cage throbbed from last night's "upgrade."

Mia's remote app hummed in her pocket.

Lisa oversaw from the head table, red lips curled in command.

Serving Under Scrutiny

"Smile, sissy," Lisa whispered as Victor approached with a silver tray.

"These men control billions. Serve perfectly—or leak for real."

Victor's cheeks burned.

He balanced champagne flutes, heels wobbling on the polished oak floor.

The diaper crinkled loud—Pampers Maximus, triple-thick, sprinkled with Mia's "calming powder."

His cock strained against the cage, denied for days.

Investors' eyes locked on him.

One, grizzled tycoon Harlan Voss, smirked.

"Evening service, Hale?" Voss boomed.

Laughter rippled.

Victor forced a bow, frills fluttering.

The tray trembled.

"Champagne, sirs?"

Victor's voice cracked—deep baritone twisted into submissive squeak by Lisa's training app.

He poured, bubbles fizzing.

A hand shot out—Voss's meaty palm groped Victor's apron. Squeezed the diaper bulge.

"Authenticity check," Voss growled.

Fingers probed the tapes.

Victor froze.

Padding squished—remnants of lunchtime shame.

Guests chuckled.

"Feels real enough," another investor, sleek financier Kai Ren, said.

He yanked Victor's skirt hem up.

Pink plastic gleamed under lights.

"Wet already? Eager boy."

Victor's gut twisted.

"N-no, sir. Just... service."

He backed away, tray clattering.

Lisa's eyes gleamed from across the table.

Her phone glowed—remote denial activated.

The cage buzzed low, teasing his tip.

Edge. No release.

"Refill my glass, pet," Lisa purred.

Victor scurried.

Heels pinched.

Diaper sagged heavier with each step.

Investors dug into filet mignon, oblivious to the real stakes.

HaleTech's ABDL division needed this cash infusion.

Victor? The live demo.

The Inspection Escalates

Tray down.

Pour.

Harlan's hand struck again—slapped Victor's padded rear.

Whap.

Crinkle echoed.

"Bend over. Full inspection."

Victor glanced at Lisa.

She nodded, thumb circling her phone.

Buzz intensified.

His balls ached.

"Y-yes, sir."

He bent, skirt riding up.

Investors crowded.

Fingers everywhere—tugging tapes, patting the front.

Kai pinched the cage through plastic.

"Locked up tight. Good boy."

Laughter boomed.

Victor whimpered.

Prostate toy—Lisa's latest implant—vibrated faintly.

Denial mode: build pressure, no peak.

"Straighten up," Lisa snapped.

"Clear plates. And hold it. Or explode."

Victor nodded, stacking dishes.

His gut churned.

Morning formula—laxative-laced slushie from the nursery—gurgled.

Pressure built.

He waddled to the kitchen pass-through, dishes clinking.

Mia waited there, clipboard in hand.

"Performance review," Mia said.

She hiked his skirt.

Cold wipes invaded the diaper.

"Mess incoming? Perfect timing."

She smeared lube on his hole.

Remote clicked.

Prostate toy ramped to pulse.

"Please... not now," Victor hissed.

Investors visible through the door.

Mia grinned.

"Waiter's duty. Serve and suffer."

She patted his bulge.

"Leak pretty for the money men."

Breaking Point and Pitch

Back to the table.

Victor's steps shortened—bow-legged from bulk.

Harlan waved him over.

"More Scotch, frills. And squat for us."

Victor poured.

Then squatted—diaper spreading wide.

Investors peered.

Voss prodded with a fork.

Poke.

Padding dented.

"Damp. Boy's excited."

Fork dragged across tapes.

Victor clenched.

Gut cramped.

Buzz surged—cage milking pre-cum into the diaper.

Slick warmth spread.

Lisa leaned in as Victor refilled her glass.

"Feel that? Denial edge. One wrong move, you mess. Say it."

Victor's lips trembled.

Investors bantered stock tips.

"What, Mommy?" he whispered.

Her eyes flashed.

"Hold it."

"Hold it... Mommy."

The word slipped.

Twisted thrill shot through him.

Regression deepened.

He craved it now.

Clink.

Glass filled.

Victor straightened—too fast.

Laxative hit.

Hot push in his bowels.

He gasped.

Diaper warmed.

Squish.

Voss sniffed.

"Smells like success. What's cooking back there, waiter?"

"Nothing, sir!"

Victor spun away.

But Harlan grabbed his wrist.

Pulled him onto his lap.

"Authentic service means full access."

Harlan's fingers dove under the apron.

Ripped open a tape.

Rrrrip.

Cool air hit Victor's skin.

Mess smeared—thick, unstoppable.

Investors whooped.

"Look at that! Sissy's filling up!"

Kai snapped photos.

Flashbulbs popped.

Victor squirmed on Harlan's knee.

Prostate toy hammered.

Cage leaked.

Orgasm denied—edged to insanity.

Lisa stood.

"Gentlemen, HaleTech's new mascot. Regression tech—irresistible. Invest now. Billions in fetish markets."

Voss groped deeper.

Fingers squelched in the mess.

"Sloppy. I like it. Ten mil wired tonight."

More hands—patting, probing.

Victor moaned.

"Ahh—stop!"

But hips bucked.

Twisted ecstasy.

Mess spread.

Diaper sagged to his knees.

"Clean him up, Mia!" Lisa barked.

Mia dragged Victor to the sideboard.

Wipes out.

Harsh scrub.

Investors watched, forks paused.

"See the potential?" Lisa pitched.

"Expo next week. He'll parade for thousands. Your logos on his frills."

Kai nodded.

"Twenty mil. But make him dance.

Dance of Descent

Victor, freshly taped—mess contained in new diaper—curtsied.

Hips swayed.

Buzz peaked.

He leaked pre-cum rivers.

"Thank you, sirs."

Harlan slapped his ass.

Whap.

"Dance, baby."

Music pulsed from hidden speakers.

Victor twirled—frills flying.

Diaper peeked.

Investors cheered.

Phones out.

Viral gold.

Lisa pulled him close mid-spin.

"Whisper it again."

"Yes, Mommy."

Victor's voice broke.

He meant it.

Descent complete.

Deals sealed.

Checks promised.

Victor collapsed into a chair—mess cooling, cage throbbing.

Investors filed out, slapping his padded rear.

"Prime investment," Voss said.

Door shut.

Lisa smirked.

"They bought in big. HaleTech saved."

Victor's eyes glazed. The wetness clung cold now, a sloppy reminder.

Mia's grip yanked him forward from the shadows.

"Time for training, Sissy Vic. No more big boy games."


Chapter 8: Regression Training

Victor Hale's heels scraped the sublevel nursery floor. Black maid frills swished against his thighs. Investor eyes still haunted him—probing his bulging diaper during toasts, laughter masking their stares. The wetness clung cold now, a sloppy reminder. Mia's grip yanked him forward.

"Time for training, Sissy Vic. No more big boy games."

Karen waited in the nursery core. Oversized crib gleamed under pink lights. Hypnosis speakers hummed low. Restraints dangled from bars. Victor's cock twitched in its chastity cage. Locked since the chastity contract. Aching.

"Please," he muttered. Voice cracked. Not a plea. A whimper.

"Strip him," Karen barked.

Mia's fingers ripped lace panties down. Diaper tapes tore free. Soaked padding plopped to the floor. Victor stood exposed. Shriveled cock strained metal bars. Pre-cum glistened.

Karen smirked.

"Look at that tiny clitty. Begging already."

They shoved him into the crib. Bars clanged shut. Lock clicked. Victor rattled them. Futile.

"This is insane. Let me out."

Karen hit play. Speakers blared: "Sissy Vic loves diapers. Sissy Vic needs diapers. Wet for Mommy. Leak for everyone." The chant looped. Victor's head buzzed. He clamped hands over ears.

Initial Regression

Mia loomed with the new diaper. Thickest yet. Prints of smiling pacis and rattling blocks.

"Lift, baby."

Karen pinned his ankles. Mia powdered his groin. Slow circles. Victor bucked.

"Stop! Feels... wrong."

But his hips arched. Craved the puff. Mia taped it snug. Bulk forced legs apart. Instant waddle enforced.

"Regression starts now," Karen said.

She straddled the crib edge. Gloved hand slipped into the diaper waistband. Fingers grazed his cage. Victor gasped.

"No touching there. Contract says—"

Karen squeezed.

"Contract says you obey. Edge time, Vic. Hours of it."

Her palm stroked the cage. Relentless tease. Victor's balls throbbed.

"Ahh! Fuck... please."

The tapes chanted louder: "Sissy Vic loves diapers. Sissy Vic leaks on command." Words wormed in. His mind fogged. Diaper crinkled under him. Soft. Secure. No, he thought. Fight it. But his body betrayed. Humps against her hand.

Mia giggled.

"He's humping like a puppy."

She fetched the toy chest. Oversized rattles. Plush blocks. A vibrating paci.

"Playtime reinforces."

Karen edged faster. Thumb circled the cage tip. Pre-cum slicked her glove. Victor writhed.

"Gonna... cum!"

She stopped. Pulled away.

"Denied. Babies don't cum."

Sweat beaded his brow. Crib mattress squished wetly—his own leak from the investor inspection. Speakers droned: "Wet for Mommy. Sissy Vic loves diapers." Victor's resolve cracked. Diapers feel... good? No. Lie. But the bulk hugged him. Safe. His hand drifted down. Pressed the front. Squish. Warmth spread unbidden. A dribble escaped.

Karen noticed.

"Oh? First voluntary squirt?"

Victor flushed crimson.

"No! Accident."

She dove back in. Edged him mercilessly. Twenty minutes. Thirty. Balls screamed blue.

"Beg, Sissy."

Victor sobbed.

"Please, Mommy Karen. Let Sissy cum."

The name slipped out. Unprompted. Tapes laughed in his skull.

Mia dressed him mid-torment. Puffy pink dress with layers of petticoats. Flared out like a bell. Matching bonnet tied under chin. Lacy mittens locked his fists. Ankle socks with bells.

"Perfect expo mascot," Mia cooed.

She spun him. Dress lifted. Diaper flashed—thick, pristine white against ruffles.

Victor's mind swirled. Sissy Vic. Diapers. Thoughts regressed. Big CEO words faded. Toys called. He grabbed a rattle from Mia's hand. Shook it. Jingles soothed. Karen edged harder.

"Toy play breaks you faster."

Victor suckled the vibrating paci. Buzz hummed through teeth. His free hand patted diaper. Soft. Mine.

Deepening the Break

Hours blurred. Edge. Deny. Chant. Toy. Repeat. Karen's glove shone with his desperation.

"Count the denials, baby. Ten? Twenty?"

Victor babbled around paci.

"Fwenty-fife, Mommy."

Regression gripped. Bladder twinged. Hold it. But tapes whispered: "Leak for everyone." A spurt. Hot. Voluntary. He froze. Eyes wide. I did that. Wanted to.

Karen clapped.

"Turning point! Sissy's wetting on purpose."

She ramped the edging. Fingers danced. Cage rattled. Victor humped air.

"More! Wet more!"

Gush. Diaper swelled. Front yellowed. Squishes echoed. Mia checked. Snapped the waistband.

"Good baby. Heavy already."

Victor's thoughts dissolved. Diapers best. Sissy Vic leaks. No shame. Ecstasy. Toys piled around. He stacked blocks one-handed. Tower toppled. Giggled. Karen denied again. Peak crashed short. Tears flowed.

"Mommy, pwease!"

"Tomorrow," Karen purred. "Leak for the team. Whole company watches at the all-staff assembly."

She withdrew. Left him locked, leaking, edged to insanity. Crib bars loomed. Tapes looped eternal.

Victor curled fetal. Diaper mushy hug. Leak tomorrow. For everyone. Craving burned brighter than hate.

Karen flicked the nursery lights low. Pink glow pulsed like a heartbeat. Victor rattled mittened fists against bars. Bells jingled pathetic.

"Mommy... out?"

Karen leaned close. Breath hot on his bonnet.

"Babies stay cribbied. Dream of leaks."

She hit record on the overhead cam.

"Smile for blackmail reel two."

Mia's heels clicked away. Toy chest locked. Victor alone with chants. "Sissy Vic loves diapers. Sissy Vic needs to leak." Looped infinite. His diaper cooled. Wet weight comforted. Why fight? Thoughts baby-fied. CEO Hale? Ghost. Sissy Vic real.

Midnight edged near. Bladder nudged again. Hold? No. He pushed. Warm flood. Sigh escaped. Paci bobbed. Good baby. Cage throbbed ignored. Regression rooted deep.

Dawn cracked sublevel vents. Karen returned. Coffee steam in hand. Mia trailed with fresh supplies.

"Morning check, Sissy."

Crib unlocked. Victor blinked sleepy.

"Up, Mommy?"

Karen hauled him vertical. Diaper sagged overnight loads. Tapes imprinted permanent.

"Inspect," Mia ordered.

They laid him on changing table. Straps snapped ankles, wrists. Dress hiked. Diaper untaped. Soaked core peeled free. Victor's clitty winked from cage. Shriveled. Desperate. Karen probed.

"Three wettings. Voluntary?"

Victor nodded.

"Yeth, Mommy. Sissy wikes."

Mia's eyes gleamed.

"Psych break confirmed. Time for uniform two-point-oh."

New diaper. Even thicker. Assembly edition. Shiny plastic shell. Prints of company logo twisted ABDL—HaleTech paci emblem. Powder dusted. Lotion massage. Victor cooed.

"Tickwes!"

Full Regression Training

Karen restarted edges. Glove slick now with lube. Slow pumps on cage.

"Hold still, baby. Training intensifies."

Victor bucked.

"Cumming! Pwease!"

Deny. Again. Tapes blasted: "Edge for Mommy. No cummies in diapers."

Toy play escalated. Mia introduced the rocker. Oversized rocking horse. Diaper hole in seat. Mounted him facing mirror.

"Rock. Crinkle. Chant. Watch yourself regress."

Mirror showed frilled mess. Bonnet askew. Drool on paci. Victor rocked harder. Horse vibrated low. Synced to edges.

Karen knelt behind. Hand in diaper back. Probed rear. Lube finger circled pucker.

"Full regression. Every hole."

Victor yelped.

"No! Dirty!"

But hips pushed back. Finger breached. Prostate milked. Clear drops leaked from cage.

"Mommy! Feews good!"

Hours ground. Rock. Edge. Finger. Deny. Deny. Toys rotated. Rattle in one mitt. Plush bear hugged.

"Bear loves wet Sissy," Mia whispered.

Victor babbled agreements. Mind mush. Diapers forever. Leaks best.

Lunch skipped. Only bottle. Karen nipple-fed. Rocking him cradled. Warm milk mixed formula. Diuretic spike. Bladder begged. "Hold? No." Mid-suckle, he wet. Flooded fresh diaper. Karen felt sag.

"Voluntary again! Progress."

Afternoon pivot. Mia's frill assault. Dress upgraded. More layers. Crinoline itched delicious. Thigh-highs with garters snapped to diaper tapes. Bonnet fluffed. Makeup: rosy cheeks, glossy lips.

"Assembly princess," Mia said.

Mirror lied. No CEO. Pure sissy.

Karen edged marathon. Ninety minutes nonstop. Victor screamed.

"CUM! SISSY NEEDS!"

Peak shattered. Dry orgasm ripped. Body convulsed. No spill. Just waves. Tears. Laughter.

"Again? Pwease!"

"Save it," Karen denied. Pulled glove. Slick strands stretched.

"Build for team leak."

Victor's craving peaked. Unprompted grab for crotch. Squeezed wet padding.

"Diapee mine."

Thoughts pure baby. Wet now. Spurt. Grin.

Turning point locked. Voluntary king.

Evening loomed. Assembly prep. They paraded him nursery loop. Waddle practice. Frills bounced. Bells chimed.

"Leak on cue tomorrow," Karen coached.

Victor nodded eager.

"For team! Sissy Vic weaks!"

Crib relock. Tapes final chant. Victor dreamed diapers. Leaks. Crowds.

Sublevel hummed assembly prep. Hammers echoed distant. Victor's training climaxed. Karen strapped him to high chair. Tray locked. Bottle propped.

"Feed and edge."

Glove under bib. Stroke. Suck. Wet. Cycle vicious.

"Swallow truth serum," she said.

Formula truth-spiked.

"Admit cravings."

Victor gulped.

"Sissy Vic wuvs diapees. Weaks vountary. Toys make happy."

Unprompted. Real.

Mia prepped toys assembly-style. Oversized rattle mic'd. Jingles broadcast. Plush HaleTech bear with voice box: "Leak time!" Victor hugged. Nuzzled.

Edge peak. Karen vibrated cage key. Buzz torture.

"Beg release."

Victor wailed.

"No! Sissy stays caged. Leaks instead!"

Regression pinnacle. Voluntary wet. Massive. Chair pooled.

Karen untied.

"Perfect. Thoughts?"

Victor beamed.

"Diapees best. No big boy. Onwy Sissy."

Turning point etched. Craved diapers free-will.

Dress rehearsal. Mia spun him runway. Frills exploded. Diaper peeked. Transparent cover teased yellow core. Layers of ruffles cascaded to mid-thigh, heart-shaped padding ballooning his rear. Mega-thick. Double-stuffed.

"Team will cream," she said.

Karen final deny. Pulled to brink. Left shaking.

"Save squirts for leak show."

Victor's final hour pre-cliff. Karen monitored cam. He patted diaper. Soft. Pushed fingers mitt-bound. Squish wet. Giggle. Rattle nearby. Shook solo. Jingle joy.

Tapes looped victory: "Sissy Vic leaks for team tomorrow."

Mind regressed total. CEO ashes. Sissy phoenix.

Bladder nudged. Leak now? Practice. Gush. Perfect.

Turning voluntary eternal.

Crib bars his kingdom. Frills his crown. Diaper throne.

All-staff assembly whispered promise. Two thousand team eyes await leak spectacle. Karen locked the crib one last time, pink frills exploding around his mega-thick padding, Mia's vibrating tormentor humming low in his chastity cage—teasing endless.


Chapter 9: Team Tease

Victor Hale's heels stabbed the auditorium floor.

Spotlights stabbed back—blinding white beams slicing through HaleTech's all-staff assembly.

Two thousand employees packed the seats.

Engineers. Marketers. Coders.

All eyes locked on the stage. His stage.

Pink frills exploded from his sissy dress.

Layers of ruffles cascaded to mid-thigh, heart-shaped padding ballooning his rear.

The diaper inside? Mega-thick. Double-stuffed.

Regression training's gift—Mia's vibrating tormentor locked in chastity, humming low now, teasing his traitorous cock.

Stage Spotlight

He clutched the microphone stand.

Legs wobbled.

Crib confinement's haze lingered—Karen's tapes looping Sissy Vic leaks for team today.

Bladder nudged full from overnight "practice."

He fought the urge. Not yet.

"Th-thank you all for coming."

His voice cracked.

Crowd murmured.

Phones lifted.

Flashes popped.

Mia strutted onstage.

Black latex catsuit gleamed.

Whip coiled at her hip.

"Ladies and gentlemen!"

Her voice boomed.

"Meet your new mascot. Victor Hale. Our diapered delight!"

Cheers erupted.

Whistles pierced the din.

Victor's cheeks burned nuclear.

The diaper crinkled loud—amplified by his mike.

His cock twitched against the vibe. Locked. Denied. Dripping pre-cum into the padding.

"Victor has a speech prepared."

Mia smirked.

Hand slapped his padded ass. Crack!

"Tell them how much you love your new role."

He swallowed.

Spotlight sweat trickled down his spine.

"I... I've learned so much."

Words tumbled.

"HaleTech isn't just tech. It's family. And I'm... I'm the baby."

Laughter roared.

A front-row intern yelled,

"Show us the diaper, baby Vic!"

First Diaper Check

Mia's eyes sparkled.

"Excellent idea! Volunteers for the first check?"

Hands shot up. Chaos.

Mia pointed.

"You. You. And you!"

Three staffers bounded onstage.

Karen—blonde, severe bun.

Jamal from engineering—tall, grinning.

Lisa—curvy, red lipstick smirking.

Victor's knees buckled.

"P-please. Not here."

Mia shoved him forward.

"Bend over, sissy. Let the team tease."

He bent.

Frills flipped up.

The diaper loomed—pink plastic gleaming under lights.

Cartoon prints winked: rattles, bunnies, locks.

Crowd oohed.

Karen knelt first.

Gloved hands patted the front.

"Oof. Heavy already."

Squeeze.

Victor yelped.

Cock surged in its cage.

Vibe pulsed—low buzz turning wicked.

Bladder twinged.

"Feel that?"

Jamal laughed.

Backed up.

Fingers prodded the crotch tapes. Squish.

"Wet boy! Who's a leaky baby?"

"Not... not wet."

Victor whimpered.

Lie.

Regression milk from training sloshed inside.

Warm shame spread.

Lisa circled.

Slapped his rear. Whap!

"Saggy! Needs a change."

She yanked a tape loose.

Crowd gasped.

Cool air kissed his skin.

Padding peeled.

His caged cock bobbed free—purple, straining, a pearl of pre-cum dangling.

Flashes exploded.

Phones captured it all.

Victor's world spun.

"No! Stop!"

Mia yanked his hair.

"Speech time, baby. Continue."

He straightened.

Dress fell.

But the damage? Done.

Cock throbbed naked under frills.

Vibe remote in Mia's hand.

She thumbed it—medium buzz.

His hips bucked involuntarily.

"I... um... value every employee."

Words slurred.

Buzz climbed.

Crowd chanted: "Leak! Leak! Leak!"

Team Tease Escalates

Jamal grabbed the mike.

"Check number two! Volunteers?"

More hands.

Mia nodded.

Five now. Tech bros. Admin girls. A janitor with a mop grin.

Victor froze.

"Can't... too many."

"Team tease!"

Mia crowed.

"Spread 'em, sissy."

They swarmed.

Hands everywhere.

Patting. Prodding. Pinching.

Karen retaped the front—too loose.

Bulge poked out.

Jamal wedged fingers in the leg bands.

"Tape check! Secure?"

Rip!

A side tape gave.

Diaper sagged.

Lisa laughed.

"Flood incoming!"

Vibe hit high.

Victor's speech died.

"Ahh—family... oh god..."

Pre-cum flowed.

Cock wept openly.

Crowd smelled it—musky desperation.

Cheers swelled.

Bladder screamed. Hold... leak for team.

"Look at him hump!"

A coder yelled.

Victor ground air.

Hips rolled.

Shame flipped.

Heat bloomed.

Not pain. Pleasure.

Twisted ecstasy clawed up his spine.

Mia's whisper in his ear:

"Cum for them, mascot. Ruin it. Then leak."

He tried to fight.

Speech droned:

"Innovation... th-thrusts us forward..."

But the vibe owned him.

Hands mauled.

A volunteer's finger grazed his cage. Click.

Buzz maxed.

Orgasm ripped—ruined. No peak. Just spasm.

Thick ropes spurted into sagging diaper.

No relief. Just dribble.

Agony-ecstasy mix.

Bladder surrendered.

Hot piss gushed—practiced flood.

Diaper overflowed—cum and urine mixing.

Warm torrent raced down thighs.

Frills soaked.

Puddles formed under heels.

He howled.

"Yesss! Leaking for the team!"

Crowd exploded.

"He leaked! Baby Vic leaked!"

Victor collapsed to knees.

Tears streamed.

Regression victory—tapes fulfilled.

Volunteers high-fived.

Mia pulled him up.

"Speech finale?"

Gasping, wrecked, he grabbed the mike.

"Th-thank you."

Voice broke.

Sobs hitched.

"Thank you all... for making me... your baby."

Tearful bow.

Applause thundered.

Standing ovation.

Phones recorded every drip.

Viral Threat

Mia's phone buzzed onstage.

She glanced.

Smile vanished.

"Media alert."

Victor blinked through tears.

"What?"

"Someone leaked footage. Investor dinner. Boardroom bulge. Your pink debut."

His gut dropped.

Exposure widened. Not just staff. World.

Cliffhanger grin from Mia:

"Next stop? Live stream. Or we go viral. For real."


Chapter 10: Midnight Meltdown

Victor Hale collapsed onto the penthouse rug.

Midnight shadows clawed the walls.

HaleTech Tower's glow mocked him through floor-to-ceiling glass.

The all-staff assembly replayed in his skull—two thousand eyes devouring his pink frills, the stage lights exposing every crinkle, every sag.

His diaper throbbed. Swollen. Soaked from the finale "leak demonstration."

Team Tease had broken him live. Cheers still echoed.

Descent into Desperation

He clawed at the nursery-print padding. Thick. Unforgiving.

The chastity cage bit deep—tiny pink prison locking his cock in futile rage. No escape. No hardness. Just a desperate nub straining against steel.

"Fuck," he growled.

Voice cracked. Alone. Finally alone after Mia's cleanup crew dragged him home.

Penthouse silence screamed. No staff. No spies. Just him. And it.

Victor rolled onto his belly. Humped the rug. Savage bucks.

Diaper squished wetly against the floor. Friction teased. Promised.

His hips ground harder. Faster.

"Come on... please..."

Sweat beaded on his silver hair. Muscles flexed under black maid frills—Mia had left him in the full getup, lacy remnants clinging to the pink bulk.

His ass cheeks clenched, pushing the cage forward. Nothing. The steel laughed. Denied.

He whimpered. Actual whimper.

Victor Hale, silicon emperor, reduced to dry-humping carpet like a bitch in heat.

The assembly flashed: employees chanting "Sissy leak! Sissy leak!" as he flooded onstage.

Twisted heat bloomed in his gut. Not shame. Hunger.

He thrust again. Diaper rasped. Cage pinched. Pre-cum leaked inside—wasted, trapped.

"Why... won't... you..."

Hips bucked wildly. Rug burned his belly. No release. Just building ache. Balls swelled heavy, untouched for weeks.

Minutes blurred. Sweat soaked the frills.

Victor's breaths came in pants. Face mashed into the rug.

"I need it. God, I need to cum."

Admission clawed out. Truth. The resistance? Crumbling.

He pictured the expo. Company-wide. Paraded. Leaking for all.

His cock twitched in vain. Hump. Grind. Squish.

The diaper's bulk cradled him now. Soft. Mocking mommy.

"More," he moaned.

Rocked faster. Edge of madness.

Lisa's Intrusion

Door clicked.

Victor froze. Hump stalled mid-thrust. Heart exploded.

"Who's there?"

Voice shrill. Pathetic.

High heels stabbed the marble. Click. Clack.

Lisa emerged from shadows. Sublevel queen. Black latex catsuit gleamed under penthouse lights. Whip coiled at her hip. Red lips curled.

"Bad baby. Humping alone?"

Her voice dripped honeyed venom. Eyes locked on his splayed form—ass up, diaper hiked, cage bulging the front.

Victor's face burned.

"Get out. This is my penthouse."

He scrambled up. Diaper sagged between thighs. No dignity.

Lisa laughed. Sharp. Cruel.

"Your penthouse? Sweetie, we own you. Files. Memories. That viral assembly vid?"

She tapped her phone. Replay flickered: Victor on stage, frills flying, piss gushing. Employee roars.

"Two thousand shares already. Internal servers lighting up."

He lunged. Grabbed her wrist.

"Delete it!"

Rage boiled. But his body betrayed—cage throbbed at her scent. Leather. Power.

She twisted free. Slapped his face. Sting bloomed.

"Kneel, sissy."

Command sliced air. Victor dropped. Instinct. Diaper crinkled loud. Knees hit rug. Eyes down.

"Good girl."

Lisa circled. Heel prodded his cage through padding. Poke. Prod.

"Midnight meltdown? Pathetic. But honest."

She crouched. Fingers traced the diaper tapes.

"So wet. So desperate. Humping like a needy pup."

Victor's breath hitched.

"Lisa... please."

Not a demand. Beg.

Surrender and Release

She smirked. Unpeeled the tapes. Slow. Deliberate.

Cool air kissed soaked skin. Diaper flopped open. Chastity cage gleamed—pink, tiny, locked. His balls hung purple, swollen. Cocklet strained.

"Look at this mess. Ruined by your own leaks."

Her gloved hand cupped them. Squeeze. Gentle. Electric.

He gasped. Arched.

"Unlock it. Let me—"

"No."

Lisa's grip tightened. Rolled his balls. Thumb circled the cage slit. Pre-cum beaded.

"You've earned manual milking. First full cum since the boardroom."

Her free hand unzipped her catsuit. Cleavage spilled. Nipples hard peaks.

Victor's world narrowed. Her touch. Magic.

Gloved fingers danced. Tugged the cage base. Milked from behind. Prostate tease.

"Feel that, Vicky? Sissy prostate. Your new cum factory."

He bucked into her palm.

"Yes... fuck, yes."

Moans ripped free. No shame. Pure need.

Her other hand pinched his nipple through frills. Twist. Pull. Pain-pleasure spike.

"Look at me."

Lisa yanked his chin up. Eyes met. Hers: predatory glee. His: broken bliss.

"Say it. You're ours."

Hips jerked.

"I'm... yours."

Prostate throbbed under her press. Build raced.

"Louder."

Finger plunged—gloved tip breaching his ass. No warning. Hook curled. Rubbed that spot.

"I'm yours!"

Victor howled. Body convulsed. First squirt hit her glove. Thick ropes. No cage block. Full orgasm exploded. Sissy bliss. Waves crashed.

He leaked endless—prostate milk, pent-up fury. Diaper soaked it up below.

"Oh god... Lisa!"

She milked relentlessly. Every drop.

"That's it. Submit. Our mascot. Expo star."

Glove slicked white. Victor shuddered. Collapsed. Emptied. Alive.

Panting. Drenched. He stared up. Acceptance dawned. Warm. Twisted. No fight left.

"Thank you."

Lisa wiped her glove on his frills. Stood.

"Reward for submission. But training's just starting."

She tossed a fresh diaper—thicker, expo edition. Rhinestone "Leak Queen" front.

"Change yourself. Then kiss my boots. Seal it."

Victor crawled. Taped it on. Crinkle sealed fate.

Knelt at her feet. Lips pressed black leather. Kiss. Lick. Devotion.

"Yours."

Viral Seal

Her laugh echoed. Phone buzzed.

"Perfect. Now, expo rehearsal tomorrow. Full parade in the warehouse. But first..."

She hit send. Internal alert pinged HaleTech servers. Victor's boot worship—kiss cam live-streamed in HD.

"Rehearsal teaser. Gone viral internally. Enjoy the notifications, sissy."

Victor's phone erupted. Messages flooded. Employees buzzing. Holy shit, CEO boot-licker!

Cliffhanger dread hit. Warehouse rehearsal? Viral already?

His cage twitched anew—in the massive, ballooning diaper that would parade him tomorrow.


Chapter 11: Rehearsal Ruin

Victor Hale's crib float rumbled across the sublevel warehouse floor.

Spotlights blazed down like interrogation lamps.

The mock expo stage pulsed with mock cheers from fifty HaleTech volunteers—engineers in lab coats, marketers clutching clipboards, all grinning like wolves.

His heart jackhammered.

Pink frills exploded around his thighs, the massive diaper beneath ballooned like a parade float all its own.

Midnight meltdown's boot kiss still burned his lips—Lisa's viral teaser flooding his phone with employee jeers.

Rehearsal dread clenched his gut.

Tomorrow: real expo. Ten thousand staff. Live-streamed. No escape.

Mia strutted beside the crib, remote in hand. Leather skirt hugged her hips like a vice.

"Smile for your fans, baby Vic! Practice run starts now."

She flicked the switch.

Float wheels whirred louder, crib bars rattling.

Victor gripped the oversized pacifier dangling from his collar.

Chastity cage bit deep—three days denied, balls aching blue from team tease edging.

"Go on, mascot," barked Lena, the ABDL division head.

She waved from the control booth, headset gleaming.

"Parade time. Wave those chubby fists."

Victor's cheeks burned nuclear.

Forty-five-year-old CEO of billions. Now? Sissy in a rolling bassinet, thick padding forcing perpetual waddle.

Diaper crinkled thunderously with every shift.

Volunteers catcalled.

"Look at the boss baby!"

"Bet that thing's already soggy!"

He forced a wave.

Float lurched forward.

Spotlights tracked him.

Mia climbed aboard, straddling the crib's edge.

Fingers danced over his frilly romper, pinching the diaper's waistband.

"First check: dry or desperate?"

Snap. Snap.

Tapes ripped open.

Cool air hit his skin.

Victor whimpered, cock twitching in its prison.

Volunteers leaned in, phones flashing mock recordings.

"Damp," Mia announced. "But not messy yet. Time to fix that."

Victor's gut clenched.

"No—Mia, please. Not here."

She laughed, sharp as shattered glass.

"Babies don't beg. They fill up."

Her hand plunged into the diaper bag on the crib rail.

Thick suppository gleamed under lights.

"Open wide, or we pause for a spanking demo."

He obeyed.

Gel slid down his throat, bitter fire.

Volunteers hooted.

Float rolled on, circling mock expo floor—booths lined with ABDL prototypes: vibrating pacis, self-changing stations, AI-monitored cribs.

Bowels twisted.

Pressure built fast. Too fast.

"Feel it coming, sissy?" Lena's voice boomed over speakers.

"Mess for your audience. Make it good."

Sweat beaded on his brow.

Float hit center stage.

Spotlights fused him in place.

Volunteers formed a semicircle, eyes hungry.

Mia tugged romper higher, exposing pink padding fully.

"Push, baby. Show them your talent."

Victor shook his head.

Defiance flickered—one last spark.

"I... won't."

Mia's remote buzzed.

Cage vibrated low, teasing his tip.

Pleasure knifed through denial.

Muscles betrayed him.

Gurgle escaped.

Hot mush erupted into the diaper.

Sagging weight bloomed between his legs.

Stench hit—rank, unmistakable.

Volunteers cheered like Super Bowl overtime.

"Messy mascot! Yeah!"

"CEO dump—smells authentic!"

Victor sagged against crib bars, shame flooding hotter than the load.

Beneath? Twisted throb.

Fullness pressed cage, edging without mercy.

Mia patted the bulge.

"Perfect load. Now parade it."

Float lurched again.

Victor waddled in place, legs bowing around heavy sag.

Each roll smeared it warmer, wetter.

Volunteers followed, chanting: "Leak it! Leak it!"

Lena killed the music.

"Change station next. Team, positions!"

Public Change and Group Edge

Float docked at glowing booth: mock expo's public diaper changer.

Hydraulic arms whirred.

Two volunteers—burly engineers in HaleTech polos—hoisted him out.

Victor dangled like ragdoll, mess squelching.

They plopped him on transparent table.

Spotlights pierced every angle.

"Public change activated," booth's AI purred. "Smile for the cams."

Tapes ripped.

Soiled diaper peeled back.

Gasps rippled.

Victor's caged cock bobbed, leaking pre-cum despite horror.

Mia wiped slow, deliberate.

"Look at this drippy girl. All that denial, and you're weeping."

"Please," he gasped. "Let me cum. Just once."

She smirked.

"Not yet. Group fun first."

Mia nodded to Lena.

Rehearsal amped up.

Volunteers stripped to undies—men in bulging briefs, women in lacy thongs.

Twenty circled booth.

Phones out.

Lena hit play: hypnotic chant looped.

"Edge with baby. Edge with baby."

Mia's remote synced them.

Chastity vibes hummed unison.

Engineers stroked through undies, moans syncing.

Marketer ground against booth glass, tits heaving.

Victor's cage ramped to max—buzzing hell.

Hips bucked.

Orgasm coiled, white-hot.

"Group denial drill!" Lena barked. "Edge to explosion—then stop!"

They hit brink together.

Victor screamed, balls screaming for release.

Pre-cum drooled from cage.

Engineer grunted, fist pumping furiously.

Marketer shuddered, fingers buried deep.

Collective gasp peaked.

"STOP!"

Vibes died.

Silence crashed.

Victor thrashed, insanity clawing.

"Fuck—please! I need it!"

Volunteers panted, denied blue.

Mia powdered clean ass, taped fresh padding tight.

Thick. Absorbent.

"Good baby. Builds character."

Yanked romper down, frills fluffing.

Back into crib.

Float didn't move.

Lena strode over, mic in hand.

"Turning point, Vic. How's it feel? Ready for real expo?"

Victor lay there, diaper pristine but ache volcanic.

Mess memory smeared mind.

Edge-of-insanity denial rewired him.

Twisted ecstasy surged.

Craved it. Needed spotlight.

"Yes," he whispered.

"Louder!" Mia slapped padding.

"YES!" Victor roared. "Put me in the expo! Parade me! Make me leak for everyone!"

Volunteers erupted.

Lena grinned.

"That's our mascot. Rehearsal over—real show's tomorrow eve."

Warehouse lights dimmed.

Victor's crib rolled to storage, denial throbbing like heartbeat.

Eve of expo. No turning back.

Night Lock-In and Bonus Demo

Float locked in.

Mia leaned close.

Whisper chilled: "One last twist before dawn."

Victor's world narrowed to crib's pink canopy.

Engine cut, echoey silence.

Volunteers dispersed, buzzing post-edge high.

Body screamed—cage torture device, fresh diaper mocking dry fluff.

Mess residue clung despite wipe-down.

Suppository's fire simmered in gut, promising more.

Mia hopped off, remote twirling.

"Eager baby now, huh? Begged for spotlight like pro."

Victor clutched bars, silver hair matted sweat.

"It's... all I want. Expo. Them seeing me."

She arched brow.

"CEO to crib slut in ten chapters flat. Impressive descent."

Lena joined, clipboard snapping shut.

"Rehearsal metrics: 98% engagement. Mess quality: 10/10. Denial hold: perfect. Primed, Vic. Tomorrow: full expo. Main hall. Ten thousand square feet. Ten thousand staff. Booth crawls. Crib parade loop. Live changes hourly."

Cock twitched.

Insanity's edge sharpened thrill.

"Do it. All of it."

Lena's eyes gleamed.

"Role-play check: convince me expo-ready."

Sat up, frills rustling.

Voice pitched high, babyish.

"Pway wif Vic-Vic! Messy baby wants big show! Goo goo!"

Mia's laugh barked.

"Holy shit. Internalized."

"Internalized and eager," Lena said. "Lock him in overnight. Final prep dawn."

Wheeled float to sublevel nursery annex—cavernous mock expo wing.

Booths: prototype displays with writhing mannequins in ABDL gear.

Crib docked at central "mess station."

Hydraulic lifts hummed.

"Suppository round two," Mia announced.

Dosed him, gel sliding slick.

"Keeps authentic."

Pressure instant.

Victor squirmed.

"Already? Fuck—"

"Language, baby." Lena triggered station.

Arms lifted mid-crib, romper hiked.

Volunteers trickled back—curious stragglers.

"Bonus demo: forced messing parade."

Float reactivated.

Slow roll through booths.

Bowels cramped.

"Can't hold—"

"Then don't." Mia patted. "Mess mobile."

Lost it.

Second load heavier, hotter.

Diaper sagged low, dragging thighs.

Squish every bump.

Stragglers filmed.

"Boss bombing!"

"Smear it good!"

Float circled booth one: vibrating highchair.

Demo bucked, paci buzzing.

Cage synced—vibe matching rhythm.

Edge clawed back.

Booth two: self-wetting station.

Sprays misted padding, amplifying mess.

Volunteers chanted.

"Fill! Leak! Repeat!"

Booth three—public powder puff—denial hit fever.

Mess smeared cheeks.

Cage leaked steady.

"Cum—god, let me—"

"Group sync!" Lena called.

Stragglers formed.

Remotes out.

Vibes hummed collective.

Engineer gripped bulge.

Marketer fingered lace.

Victor bucked in crib, parade rolling.

Edge built.

Moans swelled.

"Almost—"

"Deny!"

Crash.

Pleasure snuffed.

Howled, tears streaking.

Insanity loomed—mind fracturing baby bliss.

Change station.

Transparent table.

Volunteers swarmed.

Mia wiped languid, fingers grazing cage.

"Dripping faucet. Expo milks this dry—figuratively."

Fresh diaper taped.

Ultra-thick.

Parade frills: booties, bonnet, rattle bracelet.

Float rolled.

Waved, cooed.

"Vic-Vic weady!"

Lena nodded.

"Turning point nailed. Begs for it now."

Grand Finale Rehearsal

Mock expo peaked: "grand finale rehearsal."

Float center stage.

Spotlights fused.

Volunteers full circle—thirty now, stripped aggressive.

Lena's voice:

"Group orgasm denial—expo sim."

Remotes maxed.

Bodies writhed.

Engineer's fist flew.

Marketer screamed tease.

Hips pistoned padding.

Orgasm crested—insane, shattering.

"STOP!"

Blackout.

Convulsed, dry heaves pleasure.

Mind snapped.

"EXPO! Spotlight me! Please!"

Volunteers collapsed, panting.

Mia sealed crib.

"Locked till dawn. Dream leaks, baby."

Lights out.

Float stilled.

Curled in darkness, denial volcano.

Mess ghosted skin.

Eve of real expo.

Mia's dawn twist? Fresh hell loomed.


Chapter 12: Expo Eve Ecstasy

Victor Hale thrashed in the crib, sleep a denial torment.

Dreams replayed rehearsals: messes multiplying, denials stacking.

Cage throbbed merciless.

Fresh diaper—from Mia's dawn twist—crinkled under him.

Rehearsal Ruin's blackout lingered.

Volunteers' collapse.

His shattered plea: "EXPO! Spotlight me! Please!"

Sublevel warehouse hummed alive.

Dawn's glow cracked the gloom.

Crib float rumbled forward.

Spotlights blazed down like interrogation lamps.

But no mock expo stage this time. No cheering volunteers.

Just shadows and Mia's smirk.

His heart jackhammered.

Pink frills exploded around his thighs.

Massive diaper ballooned like a parade float all its own.

Float Lockdown

Float parked in expo bay.

Real crib—gold-plated bars, synced to main hall fireworks.

Victor waved weakly to empty seats, imagining thousands.

Sweat soaked his frills.

Diaper sagged heavy, fresh leaks from the torment.

"Lockdown," Mia said.

Straps bit wrists, ankles, waist.

"Sleep it off. Expo eve."

But her eyes flicked to her phone.

"VIP board confirmed. And... one more."

Victor babbled, voice hoarse.

"Who?"

"Anonymous bidder. Paid millions for private crib time post-parade."

Fear spiked through the haze.

Bidder? Who knew his descent? Competitor? Ex-wife?

Crib sealed.

Warehouse dimmed to noon-eve twilight.

Heart raced.

Parade. Messes. Changes. Denials. Board eyes. Bidder's grip.

Twisted ecstasy owned him.

But the bidder's shadow loomed darkest.

Hours blurred.

Midnight struck.

Sublevel hummed—expo prep frenzy outside.

Victor lay strapped, diaper cooling to clammy weight.

Dreams twisted: crowds cheering leaks. Vibes eternal.

Dawn cracked.

Alarms blared.

Lisa Voss burst in.

Fresh black latex catsuit gleamed.

Stiletto heels stabbed concrete.

Whip coiled fresh-oiled in her gloved fist.

"Rise, princess. Expo Eve prep."

Princess Transformation

She unstrapped him.

Hoisted to feet.

Black maid frills from investor night swished against thighs—now swapped for pink princess upgrades.

Diaper squished—overnight leak confirmed.

She inspected.

Snapped waistband.

Peeled it away with a wet schlop.

Urine-soaked padding hit the floor.

Volunteers catcalled from the shadows.

"Look at that tiny clitty!"

"Soggy sissy CEO!"

Victor whimpered.

Naked except the chastity cage—pink plastic prison, locked tight since chastity contract.

Cock strained futilely.

Precum dribbled.

Lisa circled, crop tapping her thigh.

"Final upgrade, pet. Ultra-thick for the big show. No leaks till we say."

Techs rolled forward a massive changing station.

Hydraulic lifts whirred.

They unfurled the monster diaper.

Triple-layered boosters.

Prints exploded—pastel unicorns, rattling pacis, "Mommy's Little Leaker" in glitter script.

Plastic crinkled like thunder.

They pinned him down.

Wipes chilled his groin.

Powder puffed clouds.

Tape hissed—tight, unyielding.

Bulge swallowed his hips.

Thighs forced apart.

Waddle guaranteed.

Victor gasped.

"Too thick. I can't walk."

"You'll mince."

Lisa smirked.

"Now, the gown."

Enter the princess masterpiece.

Yards of taffeta and satin.

Bubblegum pink.

Corset bodice cinched his waist to wasp-thin.

Petticoats ballooned the skirt—knee-length fluff hiding the diaper's bulk but amplifying every crinkle.

Lace-trimmed bodice plunged low, exposing smooth chest (waxed that morning).

Puffy sleeves.

Tiara sparkled atop forced curls.

White stockings gartered high.

Mary Janes with two-inch heels locked on.

He stared in the mirror rig.

A fetish doll.

CEO no more.

Sissy mascot primed.

Oath of Surrender

Lisa remote-clicked.

The vibe activated—buried deep in his ass, maxed since rehearsal.

Low buzz first.

Victor's knees buckled.

"Ahh! Lisa, mercy!"

"Save it."

She hauled him to the crib float.

Strapped him in anew.

Float hummed alive.

Warehouse doors sealed.

"One last mercy before the expo. Earn it."

The float rolled slow laps.

Spotlights tracked him.

Volunteers parted.

Tension coiled.

His mind fractured—resistance dust after rehearsals.

Cravings burned now.

Regression ecstasy.

Lisa climbed aboard.

Straddled his lap.

Latex creaked.

Her crop traced his cage.

"Eve expo, five hundred employees. HaleTech's elite. They'll poke your padding. Vote on your leaks. Parade you on this float through the expo hall. Our ABDL division's crown jewel. You?"

"Yours."

Victor's voice cracked.

Diaper rustled under her weight.

"Oath time, Vicky."

She ground down.

Vibe ramped—medium pulse.

His hips bucked involuntarily.

"Repeat after me. I, Victor Hale—"

"I, Victor Hale—"

He panted.

Buzz drilled deeper.

"—surrender my empire to Lisa Voss."

"—surrender my empire... to Lisa Voss."

Shame twisted into thrill.

Cage throbbed.

Her gloved hand cupped the diaper front.

Squeezed the thick padding.

"Good girl. Louder. I'm HaleTech's sissy bitch."

"I'm HaleTech's... sissy bitch!"

Echoes bounced.

Volunteers whooped.

Vibe hit high.

Victor arched.

"Fuck! Please!"

Lisa leaned in.

Lips brushed his ear.

"One mercy orgasm. Cement your loyalty. Cum for Mommy. Leak for the expo."

She unlocked the cage.

Key glinted.

Pink plastic sprang free.

His cock—hard, desperate—slapped against the diaper's inner padding.

No escape.

She taped it shut fast.

Locked.

Cock trapped in padding hell.

Vibe maxed—relentless throb against prostate.

"Feel it build, baby."

Her fingers danced over tapes.

Poked the waistband.

"Ultra-thick. You'll soak it tomorrow. But tonight? Mercy squirt."

Victor moaned.

Hips ground up.

Diaper crinkled furiously.

Volunteers circled closer.

Phones out.

Recording.

"Louder, sissy! Oath complete!"

"I swear loyalty! Lisa's pet forever! Ahh—"

Ecstasy hit.

Prostate milked dry.

Cum spurted into padding.

Wave after wave.

No hands.

Just vibes and her command.

He leaked—pre-urine mixing with seed.

Diaper warmed instantly.

Swelled.

"Yes! Leaking already!"

Lisa crowed.

She hopped off.

Remote killed the vibe.

Victor slumped, spent.

Padding sagged wet.

Volunteers swarmed.

Hands patted his bulge.

"Soggy already! Expo-ready!"

"Twist and shout, Vicky!"

He panted.

Mind surrendered.

Total.

No fight left.

Only twisted bliss.

The leak excited him.

Cravings locked in.

Eve Tease Parade

Lisa hauled him up.

Float idled.

"Perfect. Now, eve tease. Walk the warehouse. Show your wetness."

Heels clicked.

Diaper waddled him forward.

Thick padding forced bow-legged mince.

Gown swished.

Crinkles broadcast every step.

Volunteers trailed, chanting.

"Sissy leak! Sissy leak!"

Spotlights followed.

Mirrors everywhere—reflecting his ruin.

Tiara slipped.

Curls bounced.

Cum cooled sticky inside.

Urine trickle teased more out.

Another leak.

Gown hem dampened.

"Stop!"

Panic flickered.

But thrill overpowered.

He wanted this.

Lisa blocked him.

Eyes bored in.

"Anticipation maxed? Five hundred at dawn. Parade starts."

Victor nodded.

Drool escaped.

"Yes, Mommy."

She smiled.

Victory.

"Wheel him to staging. Let it stew."

Techs pushed the float.

Warehouse blurred.

Exhaustion crashed.

But arousal simmered.

Loyalty oath sealed.

Mental surrender absolute.

Parade Ignition

Float positioned at expo bay doors.

Massive steel sliders loomed.

Beyond: expo hall.

Murmurs seeped through—five hundred HaleTech souls gathering pre-dawn.

Volunteers flanked.

Final makeup—glossy lips, blush cheeks.

Tiara reset.

Paci clipped to gown.

"Suck if scared," Lisa said.

He did.

Rubber soothed.

Engine growled.

Crowd roar built.

"HaleTech! HaleTech!"

Lisa hit intercom.

"Sissy mascot incoming! Doors opening in 3... 2..."

Victor trembled.

Diaper warmed—excited leak brewing.

Oath echoed in skull.

Surrender complete.

Doors groaned wide.

Spotlights blasted.

Five hundred faces turned.

Gasps.

Cheers.

Phones flashed.

Victor leaked fully.

Gown hem darkened.

Vibe surged.

Parade began.

But then—a voice cut through.

Deep.

Authoritative.

Not employee cheer.

"Stop that float. Now."

Security parted.

A man strode forward.

Tall.

Silver hair.

The real board chairman.

Victor's silent partner.

Eyes locked on the sissy CEO.

"Victor Hale? What the actual fuck?"


Chapter 13: Parade of Shame

Spotlights exploded across the HaleTech Expo main stage. Thunderous applause shook the rafters. Ten thousand employees packed the arena—engineers in hoodies, execs in suits, interns snapping selfies. Banners screamed: HaleTech ABDL Division: Innovation in Regression!

Victor's crib float rolled center stage. Frilly pink princess gown billowed like a surrender flag. Wheels creaked under the weight of his shame—heavy from Eve's ecstasy floods, mega-thick diaper ballooned like a parade float all its own.

His padding bulged obscenely. Thick, soaked bulk sagged between his thighs. Vibes hummed low inside—post-rehearsal torment from Mia's remote app.

The crowd's roar hit like a tidal wave. Victor's heart jackhammered. No more mocks. This was live. Real eyes. Real phones. His empire watching its king crumble.

The Grand Entrance

Mia strutted onstage in latex catsuit glory. Microphone gleamed.

> "Ladies and gentlemen of HaleTech! Welcome our ultimate mascot! The man who built this empire... now rebuilding it one leak at a time! Give it up for Sissy Vicky!"

The arena detonated. Cheers morphed to chants: Sis-sy! Sis-sy! Sis-sy!

Victor's cheeks burned nuclear. He tugged at gown ruffles—layers of lace exploding from his chest, hips flaring wide. Stockings gartered to frilly bloomers. Paci clipped to collar, bobbing like a noose. His cock twitched in its chastity cage, trapped against the vibes' relentless pulse.

Mia leaned into the crib bars. Her breath hot on his ear.

> "Smile for the masses, baby. Expo's peak hour. You're the star."

She flicked the remote. Vibes surged to medium. Victor gasped, hips bucking involuntarily. A wet squelch echoed from his diaper—fresh leak spurting.

The jumbotron magnified it all. Ten-foot Victor writhed in HD glory. Crowd gasped, then howled. Phones flashed like paparazzi hell.

Live Diaper Check and Leak Demo

> "First up!"

> Mia boomed.

> "Live diaper check! Who's ready to see if our CEO's been a good girl?"

Hands shot up. Roars peaked.

Mia yanked the crib gate open. Latex gloves snapped on. She hiked Victor's gown—frills flapping wild. Bloomer tapes ripped free.

The diaper loomed: mega-thick, Disney princess print warped by yellow stains. Sag lines deep from Expo Eve's ecstasy floods.

Mia patted the front. Squish. Loud.

> "Ooh, heavy already! Who's got the vote app? Rate her sogginess! Dry: thumbs down. Soaked: thumbs up!"

Phones buzzed alive. Arena screens tallied votes. 87% Soaked! Graphics exploded: cartoon baby bottle filling yellow.

Victor's world spun. Exposure peak. Thousands judging his piss.

He babbled around the paci—

> "Pwease... nooo..."

—but it came out mushy, babyish. Crowd ate it up. Laughter crashed like waves.

Mia grinned shark-like.

> "Consensus: drenched! Time for the leak demo. Watch this, HaleTech!"

She grabbed a stage prop—oversized baby bottle, glowing blue with "special formula." Forced the nipple past Victor's paci.

> "Drink up, Vicky. Show 'em how you hydrate."

He gulped reflexively. Sweet, salty flood hit his throat. Mia's remote clicked. Vibes maxed. Prostate toy whirred to life.

Victor's eyes bulged. Bladder spasmed. Gown hiked permanent now, diaper exposed to the masses. A hiss built—loud, unmistakable. Warmth bloomed front to back. Padding swelled visibly.

Jumbotron zoomed: trickle lines racing down the plastic.

Crowd chanted: Leak! Leak! Leak!

Votes poured in again. Mia checked her phone.

> "Interactive twist! Crowd votes on vibes: Low for tease, High for blast-off!"

92% High! Screens blared. Vibes roared nuclear.

Victor thrashed in the crib. Cage strained. Locked cock leaked pre-cum into the mess. Ecstasy clawed up his spine. Regression joy—pure, twisted bliss. No fight left. Just baby haze.

> "Pwease... Mama... moooore!"

He babbled it. Real. Gown rustled as he humped air.

First orgasm hit like lightning. Body seized. Diaper crinkled frantic. Ropes of cum spurted useless into padding—milking around the cage. Crowd screamed approval.

Mia laughed into the mic.

> "Number one down! Who's counting? Our sissy hit peak already!"

Crowd-Voted Orgasms

Victor panted, drool slicking his chin. Gown soaked at the hems from splash-back leaks. But vibes didn't stop. They pulsed patterns now—crowd-voted rhythms. Slow build. Tease hold. Sudden spike.

Engineers in row three whooped.

> "Make her dance!"

Mia nodded. Crib motors whirred. Float spun slow, parading Victor's sagging diaper 360 degrees. Backside tapes strained—mess peeking at edges.

He waved limp, frills flapping.

> "Tank oo... wuv oo awl!"

Laughter boomed. Phones captured every babble. Jumbotron split-screen: Victor's blissed face versus diaper close-up, swelling fatter.

> "Vote two!"

> Mia yelled.

> "Vibe pattern: Wave or Jackhammer?"

Jackhammer wins 76%! Vibes hammered relentless.

Victor's second peak built fast. Hips grinded the crib mattress. Bloated diaper chafed thighs raw. Ecstasy fogged everything—regression complete. He was theirs. Mascot. Toy. Leaking sissy star.

> "Nnngh! Cumming... baby cumming!"

Words slurred. Orgasm two ripped through. More spurts. Padding turned mush. Scent wafted—piss, cum, baby powder. Crowd sniffed it, noses wrinkling in delight.

Mia wiped mock sweat.

> "Two for two! But wait—VIP section votes override!"

Spotlights swung to the golden front rows. Execs and investors leaned in, phones glowing.

One suit—last week's investor—stood.

> "Make it beg!"

Votes flipped. Interactive Beg-Off!

Mia yanked Victor's paci.

> "Speak, sissy. Beg the crowd for your third."

Throat raw, Victor croaked.

> "Pwease... HaleTech... buzz Vicky moooore! Need cum in diapee! Wet fow you!"

Arena thundered. Vibes obeyed—nuclear wave. Third orgasm crashed harder. Body arched. Gown tore at a seam, frills exploding loose. Diaper audibly sloshed now, tapes barely holding.

He babbled nonstop.

> "Wuv diapees! Wuv weaks! Vicky good giwl!"

Pure joy. No shame left. Just electric haze, cock milking endless in its prison.

Mia high-fived stagehands.

> "Peak exposure achieved! But don't stop voting—expo demo ain't over!"

Float rolled laps around the stage perimeter. Crowd reached out—fingers snapping pics inches from the bulge. One intern tossed a plushie. It bounced off his gown.

Victor caught it. Hugged it. Vibes teased low during the lap—building tension. Fourth peak loomed.

His mind fractured. Flashes: boardroom power suits. Crushed rivals. Billions. All ghosts now. This was power—raw, visceral. Worshipped in wet surrender.

The Final Vote and Collapse

Back center stage. Mia announced:

> "Final vote! Ultimate humiliation: Leak on command or hold for denial?"

Leak wins 89%! She poured another bottle. Victor chugged. Bladder screamed. Vibes synced to his desperation—pulses matching the building pressure.

Hiss erupted. Massive. Diaper ballooned to cartoon limits. Tapes popped one. Padding sagged to knees.

Jumbotron caught the flood in slow-mo: golden rivers soaking frills.

Crowd aped. Victor's fourth orgasm detonated. Screams echoed his—babyish wails into the mic. Cum flooded the ruin.

He collapsed, twitching. Regression nirvana. Babbling gibberish praises.

Mia bowed to the chaos.

> "That's our sissy! HaleTech's pride! But the night's young—afterparty awaits in the VIP lounge!"

Float rolled offstage to thunderous ovation. Victor lay spent, diaper sagging heavy between frilly thighs. Parade leaks cooled sticky against his skin. Vibes hummed low, teasing his caged clit. Expo screens teased: VIP Afterparty Next.

In the wings, Mia whispered to Lisa.

> "Ready for phase two? He's primed."

Victor's blissed eyes fluttered. What fresh hell?


Chapter 14: Afterparty Avalanche

Spotlights dimmed to a sultry crimson glow.

The HaleTech Expo arena pulsed with afterparty frenzy.

Ten thousand employees swarmed the VIP lounge—engineers chugging craft beers, execs toasting deals, interns snapping pics of the main attraction.

Victor Hale's crib float anchored the dance floor.

His princess gown dripped with confetti. Diaper sagged heavy between frilly thighs. The parade leak cooled sticky against his skin. Vibes hummed low, teasing his caged clit.

Lisa Voss sauntered onstage.

Black latex catsuit hugged her curves like a second skin. Microphones crackled.

"Ladies and gentlemen! Our eternal sissy mascot—Victor Hale—needs his afterparty pampering! VIPs only! Who's first?"

Hands shot up. Cheers erupted.

Lisa yanked Victor from the crib by his paci-gag leash.

He tumbled onto the padded stage, ass up, gown flipping to expose the bulging pink diaper. Crinkles echoed like thunder.

"Sowwy, Mommy!"

he lisped through the gag, cheeks flaming.

"Pathetic,"

Lisa purred.

She ripped the paci free.

"Time to play, baby."

VIP Pampering Begins

First VIP: Brock Harlan, burly sales director. Six-foot-four, tattooed arms bulging from his shirt.

He scooped Victor like a ragdoll.

"My turn, princess. Let's check that mess."

Brock's paws yanked the gown higher. Fingers probed the diaper tapes. Squish.

"Soaked already? Naughty girl."

He tore the tapes with a rip. Cool air hit Victor's raw skin. The crowd oohed.

Brock's laugh boomed.

"Look at that tiny clitty twitching in its cage!"

Victor whimpered.

"Pwease... no..."

Brock ignored him. Hoisted Victor over one shoulder, bare ass skyward.

"Spanking time first."

Palm cracked down. Smack!

Victor yelped. Fire bloomed across cheeks.

Smack! Smack!

"Count 'em, sissy!"

Brock growled.

"One! Two! Thweee!"

Victor sobbed.

Ten spanks later, his ass glowed cherry red.

Brock dumped him on a changing station—plush, spotlit for all to see.

Wipes swiped cold. Baby powder puffed clouds.

A fresh diaper crinkled open—extra thick, printed with dancing teddy bears.

Brock pinned Victor's ankles high.

"Spread 'em, baby."

He slathered lotion on Victor's caged cock, teasing the lock. Vibes buzzed to life remotely.

Victor bucked.

"Ahh! Nooo!"

"Not yet, princess."

Brock taped him up snug. Patted the front.

"Perfect. Who's next?"

Tormentors Take Turns

The line snaked around the lounge.

Mia, Victor's original tormentor, shoved forward. Her nurse uniform strained over D-cups.

"My baby needs nursing."

She straddled his chest, popping a bottle nipple into his mouth.

"Suck."

Warm formula flooded his throat. Victor gulped, eyes watering.

Mia ground her hips on his fresh diaper.

"Feel that? Mommy's wet for her leaky boy."

Her hand slipped between her thighs, rubbing through latex panties. Victor's cage strained. Vibes pulsed harder.

Around them, VIPs circled like sharks.

A cluster of female execs—Jenna, Kira, and Sloane—grabbed ropes from the prop table.

"Denial games!"

Jenna crowed.

They bound Victor's wrists to the changing station legs. Spread-eagle. Gown hiked permanent. Diaper on full display.

Kira dangled a key on a chain.

"This unlocks your clitty cage. Beg for it."

Victor thrashed.

"Pwease, Miss! Unlock me! I need to cum!"

Sloane smirked.

"Not without permission."

She straddled his face, skirt up, no panties.

"Earn it."

Her pussy smothered him. Victor lapped desperately, tongue diving into slick folds.

Sloane moaned, grinding.

"Good girl... deeper!"

Vibes ramped to edge. Victor's hips jerked. Pre-cum leaked into the diaper padding.

Jenna worked the remote. Buzz. Stop. Buzz. Stop.

"No cummies till we say."

Victor's muffled cries vibrated Sloane's clit. She shuddered, squirting on his chin.

"Approved! But only denial!"

They untied him. Passed him like a party favor.  

Next: Derek Voss, CFO. Bald, muscled, in a silk robe.

"Powder my bitch."

He flipped Victor onto all fours. Shook a rattle in his face.

"Shake your ass, baby."

Victor obeyed, diaper rustling.

Derek yanked the back tapes. Exposed hole winked. Lube squirted cold.

"Time for plug train."

Victor's eyes widened.

"No, Daddy! It's too big!"

Derek chuckled.

"All plugs are big for sissies."

He pressed a girthy pink plug—vibrating, beaded. Victor's ring stretched. Pop. Inch by inch sank in.

Vibes synced with the cage. Dual torment.

Victor howled, drool stringing from his lips.

Derek taped the diaper shut.

"Keep it in, or spankings double."

Orgy Ignites

The orgy ignited. VIPs swarmed. Hands everywhere.

A marketer duo—twins Lena and Lila—double-teamed him.

Lena nursed his bottle while Lila bounced on his diapered lap.

"Ride the crinkle, sis!"

Lila giggled.

Her ass cheeks clapped on the padding. Victor's cage throbbed. Mess brewed inside—pressure building from the formula flood.

Lisa watched from the throne-like DJ booth. Whipping boys and girls into frenzy. Bass thumped. Bodies writhed.

Victor bounced between them like a beach ball. Spankings rained. Fingers probed tapes.

"Squishy!"

"Leaky!"

"Messy princess!"

Hour blurred. Victor lost count of changes.  

Diaper five: unicorn prints, extra absorbent. Wearer: a VP engineer, Raj.

"Innovate this, boss."

Raj wired smart sensors to the padding.

"Leak trigger vibes. Messes send alerts to my phone."

He taped Victor up. Sensors pinged instantly—Victor's bladder surrendered. Warm flood. Vibes exploded.

"Ahhh!"

Victor arched.

Raj grinned.

"Data gold. You're our beta tester forever."

Bliss cracked his resistance. No more CEO. Just sissy. Cravings surged.

"Mowe! Pwease, change me again!"

Crowd roared approval.

Lisa leaped down.

"Listen to her! Our mascot's breaking!"

She claimed him. Dragged to center stage. Spotlights reignited.

"VIPs! Form a circle! Climax orgy!"

Eternal Vow

Fifty elites encircled. Victor on his back, legs hoisted by pulleys. Gown shredded away. Bare except the diaper mountain.

Sensors blared—mess incoming.

Lisa knelt.

"Time to crown you eternal."

She produced the tiara: diamond-encrusted, bedazzled with pacis and bottles. Slid it on his brow.

"Victor Hale, do you vow eternal service as HaleTech's sissy mascot? Public checks? Leaks? Orgasms on command?"

Heart pounded. Expo eyes burned from the shadows. No escape. But... ecstasy. The regression rush.

He nodded.

"Yes, Mommy! Fowevew!"

"Public vow!"

Lisa commanded.

Victor screamed it.

"I, Victowia Hale, vow etewnal sewvice! Diapewed! Wifey! Fowevew HaleTech's sissy!"

Thunderous cheers.

Lisa hit the master remote. Vibes maxed. Plug inflated. Sensors overloaded. Mess exploded—hot, uncontrollable. Diaper ballooned. Bliss detonated. Victor's cage allowed a ruined squirt, soaking the padding. Waves crashed. Body convulsed.

"Cumming! Messy cummies!"

VIPs descended. Changes in relay. Spankings overlapped. Denial edged survivors. Messes overflowed—Victor's, theirs. Cum, squirt, leaks mingled. Orgy peaked. Bodies piled. Victor drowned in it.

Dawn crept through arena windows. Bodies slumped.

Victor curled in his crib float, fresh diaper taped snug by Lisa herself. Tiara crooked. Plug hummed low, a constant whisper of surrender. Princess gown in tatters around him.

She kissed his forehead.

"Good girl. Sleep now. Big morning announcement."

His eyes fluttered shut. Embraced the haze. Sissy forever.

But as sleep claimed him, Lisa's phone buzzed. Company-wide alert prepped. Victor's new role: permanent expo fixture. World premiere.

What fresh hell awaited?


Chapter 15: Sissy Sovereign

Dawn's first light crept through arena windows, bodies slumped in afterparty wreckage. Victor Hale curled in his crib float, fresh diaper taped snug by Lisa herself. Tiara crooked. Plug hummed low, a constant whisper of surrender.

She'd kissed his forehead.

"Good girl. Sleep now. Big morning announcement."

His eyes fluttered shut, embracing the haze. Sissy forever.

But sleep shattered with the buzz of alarms. Company-wide alert primed. Victor's new role: permanent expo fixture. World premiere.

The Broadcast Announcement

Crimson spotlights throbbed like a heartbeat. The HaleTech Expo afterparty reignited at dawn's edge—ten thousand employees crammed the VIP lounge, hungover but rabid, champagne swapped for coffee, bass thumping residual.

Victor's crib float bobbed at center stage. Pink princess gown clung to his sweat-drenched skin from the night before. Frills exploded outward, already soaked and sagging. His fresh diaper bulged promisingly—heavy with first-morning leaks, the Expo parade's shame fueling endless drips. Vibes hummed low in his chastity cage, teasing his shattered cock to throbbing agony.

Mia Voss leaned over the crib bars. Her black latex catsuit gleamed under the lights, freshened for the kill. Red lips curled.

"Look at you, Sissy Sovereign. Expo crushed it. Stock's up 300%. But we're not done. Time to make it eternal."

Victor's eyes glazed. No fight left. Just twisted hunger.

"More," he whimpered. Voice high, broken.

The crowd—revived by caffeine and spectacle—howled approval.

Lisa climbed the float, white lab coat over leather corset. Clipboard in hand.

"Company-wide broadcast in T-minus five. Victor announces ABDL as core brand. Live to every screen. Every phone. The world watches."

Victor squirmed. Diaper squished wetly—morning urges hitting fast. His princess crown tilted, rhinestones dripping fresh sweat.

"Please... make it official."

Lisa smirked.

"Beg properly."

"Pwease, Mommy," he lisped. Thumb slipped into his mouth.

Crowd erupted—chants of "Sissy! Sissy!" shaking the rafters.

Mia's remote buzzed. Vibes spiked. Victor arched, gown hiking up. Exposed padding glistened under lights.

"Yes! Official! Forever!"

Countdown blared.

"Five... four..."

Screens flickered alive. HaleTech Tower's facade lit up outside—giant face of Victor Hale, pre-regression suit-and-tie glory. Billions watched via livestream. Investors. Partners. The globe.

"Three... two..."

Victor's heart exploded. No terror. Pure rapture. This was him now.

"One. Broadcast live."

Cameras zoomed. Victor yanked the pacifier from his lips. Megaphone mic hovered. He stood—wobbly in sky-high heels, frills flouncing. Diaper peeked, soaked and proud. Ten thousand live eyes. Millions online.

"HaleTech family!"

His voice boomed, high and fervent. No trace of the old CEO growl.

"Tonight... we redefine innovation!"

Crowd thundered. Mia flanked him, hand on his padded rear. Squeeze. Squish.

"ABDL isn't a division. It's our core!"

Victor thrust his arms wide. Gown sparkled.

"Regression tech! Diaper AI! Sissy bliss for the masses! I—Victor Hale—am your Sissy Sovereign!"

Gasps online spiked. Stock ticker rocketed. Employees chugged coffees, filming every crinkle.

"I've descended. Embraced it. Wet. Locked. Leaking for you!"

He hiked his gown. Diaper bloomed—pink plastic, swollen tapes straining. Flashbulbs popped.

"This is HaleTech's future. Buy in. Join the nursery!"

Lisa nodded from the wings. Remote in hand. Vibes ramped to medium. Victor bucked on stage.

"Nngh! Feel it! The ecstasy!"

Mia whispered hot in his ear.

"Tell them your truth."

Victor's eyes rolled.

"I was king. Now? Your pampered princess. Blackmailed into bliss. No regrets. Sign the contract. Lifelong slavery!"

Screens split: Victor's frilly form beside HaleTech charts. Revenue projections tripled—ABDL wearables, regression apps, global nurseries.

Crowd surged.

"Sovereign! Sovereign!"

The Resolution Parade Begins

He dropped to knees. Crawled to crib edge.

"Who's ready for the final parade?"

Roars deafened. Lisa hit the float controls. Crib lurched forward. Parade ramp extended—glittering catwalk through the lounge, looping the arena floor.

"Resolution parade begins!"

Mia announced.

"Witness the sealing!"

Victor's crib rolled. Employees parted like seas. Hands groped frills. Fingers poked his bulge.

"Leak for us, boss!"

He did. Warm gush flooded his diaper. Sagging tapes groaned.

"Yes! Watch me surrender!"

Drums pounded. Confetti rained—diaper-shaped sparkles. Victor stood again, waving like royalty. Crown straight. Gown hiked permanent. Every step crinkled broadcast worldwide.

Online comments flooded: Holy shit, it's real! Buying stock NOW. Sissy CEO hottest merger ever.

Contract and Parade Escalation

Back onstage, the contract waited. Golden scroll on a velvet pillow. Lisa unfurled it.

"Victor Hale. Sign for eternity. Voluntary. Lifelong mascot. HaleTech owns your regression. Body. Orgasms. All."

No hesitation. Marker in trembling hand. Victor scrawled his name—loopy, lispy script.

"Forever yours."

Stamp slammed. Cheers exploded. Vibes hit high. Victor collapsed, humping the crib mattress.

"Ecstatic... slavery!"

The parade rolled on. Final lap. Arena lights pulsed. Employees lined the barriers—high-fives turning to slaps on his rear.

"Good girl!"

"Wet that padding!"

Mia's voice crackled in his earpiece.

"One more leak. For the brand."

He clenched. Released. Diaper overflowed. Warm trickle snaked down heels. Crowd licked lips. Phones captured the shine.

Float halted center arena. Massive screen replayed his signing. Victor panted, eyes feral.

"Triumph... complete."

Sealing the Sovereign

Lisa approached. Syringe gleamed—final serum dose.

"Seal the Sovereign. No turning back."

Needle pricked his thigh through gown. Fire surged. Regression locked permanent. Cravings eternal. Cock strained in cage, denied.

Mia cranked vibes to max.

"Cum for your empire."

Victor's world shattered. Body convulsed. Dry orgasm ripped—no release, just waves of twisted rapture. He screamed—high, girly wail echoing globally.

Crowd chanted. Screens froze on his blissed face.

The crib float idled under strobing lights. Victor's chest heaved. Gown plastered to skin, every frill limp with sweat and spill. The serum burned sweet—brain fog thick, baby thoughts dominant. No old Victor. Just Sissy. Sovereign.

Employees swarmed closer. Engineers in hoodies palmed his diaper.

"Feels full, boss. Good announcement."

An intern giggled, snapping close-ups.

"Viral already. #SissySovereign trending."

Victor cooed.

"Thank you... family."

Thumb back in mouth. Suckled loud.

Lisa vaulted the crib bar. Stethoscope out. Pressed to his padding.

"Heartbeat racing. Arousal peak. Perfect for brand launch."

Mia synced her tablet. Global stats scrolled: HaleTech app downloads exploding. ABDL pre-orders crashed servers.

"We're at 500% growth. Victor's parade sealed it."

He beamed, lisping around thumb.

"Pway more?"

Crowd laughed. Float lurched into motion again. Second lap. Ramp snaked through beer tents, past VR nursery booths demoing regression sims. Employees tested headsets—grown men moaning in virtual diapers.

Victor's crib rolled by. He waved, frills fluttering. A marketer tossed a teddy. He clutched it. Hugged tight.

"My baby!"

Flash. Leak. Vibes pulsed random. He bucked mid-wave.

"Ooh!"

Online feed cut to split-screen: Victor's soaked bulge vs. stock ticker green arrows.

Float slowed to afterglow cruise. Victor sprawled in crib, teddy clutched to soaked chest. Gown hiked, diaper tapes loose—padding peeking like a badge. Employees pressed close, breaths hot.

"Feel it, Sovereign," a coder murmured, gloved hand cupping bulge. Squish echoed mics.

Victor moaned.

"Wet good. Wike it."

Lisa circled, scanning vitals.

"Serum stable. Regression 100%. Cravings permanent."

Mia synced broadcast finale. Screens worldwide showed Victor's face—blissed, lisping.

"Core brand cemented. Parade triumph."

He sat up. Frills rustled.

"Wead contract again?"

Lisa obliged. Voice amplified.

"'Victor Hale surrenders autonomy. Diapered 24/7. Public use for promo. Orgasms at company discretion.' Signed voluntary."

Crowd oohed. Victor nodded fervent.

"Yes! Wifelong!"

Victory Laps and Eternal Seal

Third lap kicked. Float dove into expo floor chaos. Booths hawked prototypes: smart diapers with leak alerts, vibe apps synced to meetings, regression pacis with subliminals.

Victor waved from crib.

"Buy! Be baby!"

A VP tossed prototype cage—smaller, pinker.

"Upgrade, sir!"

He snatched it. Held high.

"Next wevew!"

Leak spurted unbidden. Diaper groaned fuller. Heels kicked air.

"Fuwl!"

Vibes danced—low-high-low. Tease torture. Cock wept pre in cage.

Mia leaned in.

"Voluntary contract means you beg for more."

"Pwease!"

Victor cried. Mic caught it. Viral clip.

Online exploded: CEO begging diapers? Genius marketing.

Crib rocked gentle now. Post-parade hush fell, broken by murmurs. Victor panted, crown askew, lipstick smeared from thumb-sucking. Diaper cooling to clammy weight—parade leaks maxed. Gown transparent in spots, nipples hard peaks.

Mia vaulted in. Straddled his lap. Latex creaked.

"Sovereign speech gold. Billions pouring in."

He nuzzled her cleavage.

"Mommy pwoud?"

"Very."

Remote twirl. Vibes fluttered butterfly.

"Contract voluntary—say it."

"Vowuntaly! Wifelong diapew swave!"

Lisa joined, heels clicking. Syringe two-pack.

"Booster serum. Locks bliss receptors."

Prick one: arousal amp. Victor humped Mia's thigh instinctive.

"Nngh!"

Prick two: dependency spike. Mouth watered for bottle.

"Milky?"

Crowd chuckled, filming.

Victory lap—slow savor. Employees lined double, palms up for high-fives. Victor slapped, each contact jolting vibes.

"Soggy Sovereign!"

intern teased.

"Squish check!"

engineer called.

Victor spun. Bent. Patted rear. Squish! Mic amplified. Laughter boomed.

Online metrics: 75 million views. Stock at all-time high. ABDL brand core.

Back altar, contract holo pulsed. Victor traced clauses finger.

"'Fowced owgasms in meetings.' 'Pubwic pawades weekwy.' Mmm."

Signed again—redundant flourish.

Drums finale. Float stormed arena heart. Confetti storm. Fireworks spelling SOVEREIGN.

Victor climbed bars. Towered over mob.

"HaleTech! Youw Sissy Queen! Wet! Wocked! Wuv it!"

Vibes inferno. Third dry climax built. Muscles clenched. Diaper clenched with him.

Mia yelled over roar.

"Cum on command!"

"Now!"

Lisa barked.

Rapture detonated. Victor shrieked—girly, global. Body thrashed. No seed. Pure torment-ecstasy. Collapsed in heap, cooing.

Crowd worshipped. Chants eternal.

Screens replayed peaks: announcement, signing, leaks, orgasms.

Brand triumph absolute.

Lisa mic drop.

"Descent complete. Transformation total."

Float idled in glory. Afterparty apex. Victor's world spun hazy—serum cocktail thick as nursery fog. Every breath crinkled. Diaper a swamp, tapes epic fail. Gown shreds barely covered.

Mia pinned him down. Kissed hard.

"Perfect Sovereign. No resistance. Rapture rules."

He suckled her finger.

"Mowe pawade?"

"One last loop. Cement it."

Controls whirred. Final lap—slow burn. Arena throbbed personal. Employees bolder now, hands slipping under frills.

"Open wide!"

coder yelled, tossing paci.

Victor caught. Popped in. Nursed loud.

Leak voluntary. Warm rush.

"Mmmph!"

Vibes synced crowd chant. Pulse-pulse-pulse.

Lisa broadcast encore.

"Watch resolution close-up!"

Screens zoomed diaper tapes. Strain. Sag. Squish cam live.

Victor stood mid-lap. Hiked gown full.

"Wook! Youw bwanded baby!"

Fingers worldwide screens. Stock surged again.

Lap end: altar redux. Victor prostrate.

"Weaf me vow."

Lisa read aloud slow.

"'Sissy mascot duties: daily leaks, vibe obedience, public orgasms.' Voluntary eternal."

He kissed each line.

"Mine!"

Stamp thunder. Holo fireworks.

Climax lap. Pyros mega. Arena quake.

Victor center stage vibe. Fourth dry O brewing.

"Pwease... wet me..."

"No,"

Mia denied. Dial down. Tease amp.

He begged air.

"Ecstatic swavery!"

O crashed denied. Edge hell—heaven.

Float parked triumphant. Lights dim. Intimates gathered—Mia, Lisa, core team.

"Contract turning point,"

Lisa declared.

"Lifelong. Signed blissful."

Victor nodded. Tears joy.

"Yes!"

Global screens faded his face: crowned, leaking, rapt.

Triumph sealed.

But private mic crackle. Mia:

"Afterparty phase two. Crib gangbang tease. Investors inbound."

Victor's cage twitched. Final hook:

"Weady!"

Edge eternal. What penetrated the Sovereign next?


Still craving more? 


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

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

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

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane
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