
        
            
                
            
        

    
Diapered for Mommy

A Dark MDLB Ageplay Erotica Story of Nursing Dependency, Maternal Regression, and Permanent Surrender


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Weight of Competence

Jasper slumped into the leather chair of his minimalist apartment, the city lights bleeding through floor-to-ceiling windows. Another fourteen-hour day. Courtroom victories tasted like ash now.

His tie lay crumpled on the floor. Shirt unbuttoned halfway. Shoulders knotted so tight they burned.

He stared at the laptop screen. Cursor blinking on the discreet portal.

Maternal Regression Therapy. Private. Discreet. For high-achievers who needed to let go.

His thumb hovered. Heart hammered.

He clicked.

The video call connected.

Eris filled the frame.

Statuesque. Olive skin glowing under soft lamplight. Auburn hair pinned in a flawless chignon. Slate-gray eyes calm, unblinking, piercing straight through the screen.

She wore a silk blouse the color of cream, buttons straining gently over full breasts. A single pearl necklace rested in the hollow of her throat.

“Good evening, Jasper,” she said. Voice low alto. Soothing. Commanding without effort. “I’ve been expecting you.”

He swallowed. “How - how did you know my name?”

A small smile curved her lips. “Your profile. And your eyes. They told me everything before you spoke.”

Jasper shifted. His cock twitched unexpectedly in his slacks.

“I’m not sure why I’m here,” he muttered. “Work. Stress. Thought maybe… talk therapy or something.”

Eris leaned forward slightly. The movement made her breasts shift, heavy and maternal.

“You’re not here for talk therapy, little one.”

The words landed like warm honey and cold steel.

He froze.

Her gaze never wavered. Those slate eyes saw the courtroom shark, the exhausted man, and the secret boy beneath both.

“Tell me about the weight you carry,” she said softly. “The competence that’s crushing you.”

Jasper’s mouth went dry. He wanted to lie. To end the call.

Instead, words spilled.

“Fourteen hours today. Closing arguments. Judge loved it. Clients cheered. And I felt… nothing. Just empty. Like I’m performing. Always performing.”

Eris nodded once. Slow. Understanding.

“And when you’re alone? What do you crave when no one is watching?”

His cheeks burned. Cock stirred again, half-hard now.

“I… don’t know.”

“You do.” Her voice dropped. Tender. “You crave safety. Warmth. Someone who decides everything so you don’t have to. Someone who holds you. Feeds you. Takes care of every messy, helpless part of you.”

Jasper’s breath hitched.

Her eyes softened, but the dominance remained. Maternal. Absolute.

“Imagine it, Jasper. My lap. My arms around you. My voice telling you you’re good. That you don’t need to be brilliant tonight. Just my baby.”

His cock throbbed fully now. Pressing against his zipper. Pre-cum already dampening his boxers.

He crossed his legs. Tried to hide it.

Eris noticed. Of course she did.

A knowing smile. “Your body is honest even when your mouth isn’t.”

“I’m twenty-eight,” he whispered. “A defense attorney. I argue for a living.”

“And you’re exhausted from it.” She tilted her head. “Tell Mommy what you really need.”

The word Mommy hit him like a gut punch. Heat flooded his face. His cock jerked.

“I… I want to stop thinking,” he admitted. Voice cracking. “Just for a little while. To be held. To not decide anything.”

Eris’s expression melted into pure nurturing warmth.

“That’s my good boy. Admitting it is the first step.”

She described the program. One-week trial contract. Gentle regression. Nursing. Comfort. Boundaries that would slowly dissolve his adult armor.

Jasper listened, mesmerized. Her voice wrapped around him like a blanket.

Every word painted pictures. Her full breasts against his cheek. Warm milk on his tongue. Thick padding between his legs. Crinkling softly with every shift.

His hand drifted to his crotch without thinking. Palmed the hard bulge through fabric.

Eris saw that too.

“Touching yourself already?” she murmured. No judgment. Only approval. “That’s okay, sweet boy. Mommy likes when her little ones get excited thinking about surrender.”

Jasper groaned softly. Rubbed harder.

“Slow down,” she commanded gently. “Not yet. Save it for when you’re with me.”

He obeyed instantly. Hand stilled.

The power of that simple instruction terrified him. Aroused him more.

They talked for over an hour. She asked about his childhood. His need for control. The secret fantasies he’d buried under briefs and billable hours.

He told her everything. Words tumbling out like he’d been waiting years.

Eris never interrupted. Just listened with that penetrating maternal gaze.

By the end, Jasper’s cock ached. Balls heavy. Mind foggy with longing.

“Tomorrow afternoon,” Eris said finally. “My private residence. Two o’clock sharp. Wear something comfortable. No need for the lawyer armor.”

Jasper nodded. Heart racing.

“We’ll do an in-person assessment. See how your body responds to Mommy’s care. No pressure. You can walk away anytime.”

But her eyes said otherwise. Once he stepped inside, the pull would begin.

“Will you come, Jasper?” she asked. Voice like velvet over steel.

He hesitated only a second.

“Yes… Mommy.”

The word slipped out. Natural. Forbidden. Delicious.

Eris’s smile bloomed. Warm. Possessive.

“Good boy. Mommy will be waiting.”

She ended the call.

Screen went black.

Jasper sat in silence. Chest heaving. Cock straining painfully against his slacks.

He unzipped. Freed himself.

Thick. Veined. Head glistening with pre-cum.

He stroked once. Twice.

Pictured Eris’s full breasts. Her calm gray eyes. The nursery she’d hinted at.

His hand moved faster. Grip tight.

“Mommy…” he whispered.

Orgasm hit hard. Cum spurted across his stomach in thick ropes. Hot. Messy.

He gasped. Shuddered.

When it passed, the emptiness returned. But now it had a shape.

A craving.

He cleaned up. Collapsed into bed.

Sleep came slow. Dreams filled with soft cradling arms, warm bottles, and the crinkle of something thick and protective between his legs.

The next afternoon waited.

Terror and anticipation twisted together in his gut.

He would go.

He already knew he couldn’t stay away.

Eris had seen him. Really seen him.

And the seed of regression had taken root deep inside.

Jasper trembled under the sheets. Cock twitching again at the thought.

Tomorrow he would step into her world.

And nothing would ever be the same.


Chapter 2: The Ink of Surrender

Jasper stood on the wide porch of the elegant Victorian home, heart hammering against his ribs. Tailored suit felt too tight, too adult, too wrong for what he was about to do.

The heavy oak door swung open without a sound.

Eris filled the frame. Statuesque. Olive skin luminous in afternoon light. Auburn chignon perfect. Slate-gray eyes warm yet commanding.

She wore a fitted silk blouse in deep burgundy, buttons straining over her full maternal breasts. A pencil skirt hugged her hips. Stockings whispered as she moved.

“Welcome home, Jasper,” she said. Voice low alto. Soothing. “Come inside, sweet boy.”

He stepped over the threshold. Door closed behind him with a soft click. Final.

The house smelled of vanilla, warm milk, and something faintly powdery. Nursery-sweet beneath elegant furniture.

Eris took his hand. Her grip firm. Maternal.

“Let Mommy show you around before we talk business.”

She guided him through sunlit rooms. Polished hardwood. Heavy drapes. Every surface immaculate.

Then the nursery wing.

Thick carpet swallowed their footsteps. Soft pastel walls. A large crib with high bars. Changing table padded thickly. Shelves of diapers, powders, creams. Bottles lined neatly. Pacifiers in glass jars.

Jasper’s cock stirred in his slacks. Unbidden. Humiliating.

Eris noticed. Smiled serenely.

“Your body already knows what it wants.”

She led him to a private study. Dark wood desk. Two chairs. A thick folder waiting.

“Sit, little one.”

He sat. Suit jacket suddenly suffocating.

Eris settled opposite him. Crossed her legs. Skirt riding up slightly to reveal the lace top of her stocking.

“The contract,” she said, sliding the folder across. “One week. Full regression trial. You surrender adult autonomy to Mommy. I decide everything. Meals. Bathroom privileges. Clothing. Sleep. Pleasure. Everything.”

Jasper opened it. Pages numbered. Clauses explicit.

Clause 1: During the trial week, Jasper relinquishes all decision-making authority to Eris.

Clause 2: He will address her exclusively as Mommy.

Clause 3: No adult clothing inside the home. Only approved little attire.

Clause 4: All bathroom functions will occur in diapers provided by Mommy. No exceptions.

Clause 5: Nursing and feeding sessions mandatory. Multiple times daily.

Clause 6: Physical intimacy at Mommy’s discretion, including full sexual use of his body for her pleasure and his conditioning.

His cock throbbed reading that one. Pre-cum leaked.

Clause 7: Attempts to resist or reclaim adult control will result in immediate correction and extended regression time.

Clause 8: At the end of the week, he may choose to leave or extend. But Mommy will decide if he is ready.

Jasper’s hands shook as he read.

Eris watched. Calm. Patient. Eyes missing nothing.

“Any questions, baby?”

He swallowed hard. “It’s… very detailed. The sex part - ”

“Necessary,” she said softly. “Your cock belongs to Mommy during this week. I will ride it. Use it. Milk it when it pleases me. You will learn that pleasure and surrender are the same thing.”

Jasper’s breath caught. Cock fully hard now. Straining visibly.

Eris reached across. Placed her hand over the bulge. Squeezed gently.

“See? Honest boy.”

He groaned. Hips twitched.

She withdrew her hand. “Sign if you want this. All of it. One week of being Mommy’s little boy. No pretending to be the big strong lawyer.”

Jasper stared at the signature line. Pen trembling in his fingers.

Memories flashed. Courtroom. Clients. Deadlines. Empty victories.

He wanted none of it. Not right now.

He signed.

Page after page. Initials. Full signature.

Ink of surrender.

When the last page was done, Eris took the contract. Placed it in a drawer. Locked it.

She rose. Walked around the desk.

Pulled him to his feet.

Her arms wrapped around him. Full breasts pressed against his chest. Soft. Warm. Maternal.

“Good boy,” she murmured into his hair. “Such a brave baby, signing away his big-boy rights.”

Jasper melted against her. Cock pressed to her thigh through fabric. Throbbing.

Eris’s hand slid down. Cupped his ass. Squeezed.

“So tense. Mommy will fix that soon.”

She guided him to a wide, comfortable chair. Sat first. Pat her lap.

“Come here, little one. First proper feeding is coming. But first, let Mommy hold you.”

Jasper hesitated only a second. Then climbed into her lap. Legs dangling. Head against her shoulder.

Her scent enveloped him. Warm skin. Subtle perfume. Milk-sweet promise.

Eris rocked him gently. One hand stroking his hair. The other rubbing slow circles on his back.

“You’re safe now,” she whispered. “No more courtroom. No more decisions. Just Mommy’s baby.”

His cock ached against her hip. He shifted. Rubbed unconsciously.

Eris chuckled softly. “Greedy boy. But not yet. Feeding first.”

She unbuttoned her blouse slowly. Silk parted. Revealed a lacy nursing bra. Full, heavy breasts spilling over.

One cup lowered. Nipple dark. Erect. A bead of milk already forming at the tip.

Jasper stared. Mouth watering.

“Open,” she commanded gently.

He obeyed.

Eris guided his head. Latched his mouth onto her nipple.

Warm milk flowed. Sweet. Thick. Filling his mouth.

He suckled. Greedy. Eyes half-closed.

Eris moaned softly. Pleasure evident in her voice.

“That’s it, baby. Drink Mommy’s milk. Let it make you soft and helpless.”

Jasper nursed. Cock leaking steadily now. Fabric damp.

Her free hand slipped between them. Unzipped his slacks. Freed his throbbing cock.

Thick. Veined. Head slick.

She stroked slowly. Base to tip. Thumb circling the sensitive head.

Jasper whimpered around her nipple. Suckled harder.

Milk dribbled down his chin.

Eris’s hips rocked subtly beneath him. Her own arousal building.

“Such a good little sucker,” she praised. “Mommy’s cock is so hard already. Leaking for me.”

She pumped him faster. Tight grip. Wet sounds filling the room.

Jasper’s hips bucked. Suckling frantic.

“Come for Mommy while you nurse,” she whispered. “Show me how much you need this.”

Orgasm crashed through him. Sudden. Violent.

Cum spurted across her hand. Thick ropes. Hot. Messy.

He cried out around her breast. Body shuddering.

Eris milked every drop. Then brought her cum-covered fingers to his lips.

“Clean Mommy’s hand, baby.”

He licked obediently. Salty. Mixed with milk taste.

When he finished, Eris kissed his forehead.

With the contract signed, Eris smiled serenely and told him the real work begins after his first proper feeding.


Chapter 3: Cradled for the First Time

Jasper perched awkwardly on the edge of the oversized velvet sofa, feeling too large and too small at once in the softly lit parlor. His signed contract still burned in his mind. Adult clothes suddenly alien on his body.

Eris sat beside him. Serene. Commanding. Silk blouse still partially open from the earlier nursing, full breasts heavy and tempting.

“Come here, baby,” she said softly. Patted her lap. “Time for your first proper bottle.”

Jasper hesitated. Heart racing. Cock already half-hard again from the memory of her hand.

She didn’t wait. Strong hands pulled him across her lap. His long legs draped over the armrest. Head nestled against her shoulder. Back supported by her arm.

Too big. Too obvious. Yet the position felt dangerously right.

Eris reached for a thick cashmere blanket. Wrapped it around them both. Cocooning him in soft warmth. Trapping his body against her full curves.

“There we go,” she murmured. “All safe and warm for Mommy.”

Her free hand stroked his tousled chestnut hair. Slow. Soothing. Fingers gentle on his scalp.

Jasper’s breath hitched. The weight of her breasts pressed against his cheek through silk. Her scent - warm skin, milk, faint powder - filled his lungs.

Eris lifted a large baby bottle from the side table. Glass. Full of warm milk. Nipple thick. Latex. Designed for adult mouths.

“Open wide, little one.”

He parted his lips.

She slid the nipple in. Warm milk flowed as she tilted the bottle.

Sweet. Creamy. Filling his mouth steadily.

“Suck, baby. Nice and slow. Let Mommy feed you.”

Jasper suckled. Eyes fluttering half-closed. The rhythmic pull calmed something deep inside him.

Eris rocked gently. Blanket rustling. Her hand never stopped stroking his hair.

“Good boy. Drinking every drop like a proper little baby. No more big-lawyer decisions. Just milk and Mommy’s arms.”

His cock stirred fully now. Pressed against her thigh through his slacks. Hard. Aching.

She felt it. Smiled against his forehead.

“Already excited from a simple bottle? Mommy’s baby is so needy.”

Her free hand slid down. Palmed the bulge. Rubbed slow circles through fabric.

Jasper moaned around the nipple. Suckled harder. Milk gulped louder.

Eris unbuttoned his slacks with one hand. Expert. Calm. Freed his throbbing cock.

Thick shaft. Veined. Head flushed dark and leaking pre-cum in steady beads.

She wrapped her fingers around him. Slow stroke from base to tip. Thumb smearing the slickness.

“That’s it. Nurse while Mommy plays with her favorite toy.”

Jasper’s hips twitched. Suckling frantic now. Bottle half-empty.

Eris pumped him steadily. Tight grip. Wet sounds mixing with his greedy nursing.

Her own breathing deepened. Breasts rising and falling against him. Nipples hard under silk.

“Feel how hard you are for Mommy? Leaking all over my hand like a helpless little boy.”

She twisted her wrist on the upstroke. Squeezed the sensitive head.

Jasper whimpered. Milk dribbled down his chin.

Eris leaned down. Licked the stray drops from his skin. Tongue warm. Possessive.

“Messy baby. But Mommy loves messy.”

She stroked faster. Blanket shifting with the motion. His cock sliding through her fist. Slick. Hot.

The bottle continued tilting. Milk flowing. Filling his belly with warm heaviness.

Jasper felt fuzzy. Mind softening. Adult edges blurring.

Eris’s voice dropped to a husky whisper. “Tomorrow you’ll learn to suck something else for Mommy’s approval. Something thick and wet between Mommy’s legs.”

His cock jerked hard in her hand at the words.

She chuckled softly. “Yes, baby. You’ll tongue Mommy’s pussy until she comes. Then maybe Mommy will ride this eager cock and fill herself with your cum.”

Jasper moaned loudly around the nipple. Suckling desperate.

Eris pumped him relentlessly. Grip perfect. Pace building.

“Come for Mommy while you finish your bottle. Be a good boy and spill for me.”

Orgasm slammed into him. Sudden. Deep.

Cum erupted in thick ropes. Splattering across her hand, his stomach, the edge of the blanket.

He cried out. Body shuddering in her lap. Milk still flowing into his mouth.

Eris milked every pulse. Slow strokes drawing out the pleasure. Then brought her cum-coated fingers to his lips.

“Clean up, little one. Taste what Mommy made you do.”

He licked obediently. Salty cum mixed with warm milk on his tongue.

When the bottle finally emptied with a soft gurgle, Eris set it aside.

She cradled him closer. Blanket tucked tight. Hand stroking his softening cock gently. Teasing the last drops.

As the bottle empties she whispers that tomorrow he will learn to suck something else for Mommy's approval.


Chapter 4: The Pacifier's Embrace

Jasper woke in the guest room with the faint taste of warm milk still coating his tongue. Soft morning light filtered through heavy curtains. His body felt heavy, strangely comforted, a strange mixture of shame and comfort lingering in his chest.

The cashmere blanket from last night still wrapped around him. His cock rested soft against his thigh, sticky from dried cum.

He shifted. Adult slacks gone. Only his shirt and boxers remained, provided by Eris after the feeding.

Shame burned his cheeks. He had come so hard in her lap. Suckled like a baby. Signed everything away.

Yet his cock twitched at the memory.

The door opened quietly.

Eris stepped in. Fresh silk blouse in soft ivory. Skirt hugging her curves. Auburn hair pinned perfectly. Slate-gray eyes serene.

“Good morning, my little one,” she said. Voice warm alto. “Did baby sleep well after his bottle?”

Jasper sat up. Face flushing. “I… yes, Mommy.”

The title slipped out naturally now. Dangerous. Addictive.

Eris smiled. Approving. “Such a good boy remembering already. Come. Bath time, then pacifier training on the couch.”

She helped him up. Led him to the luxurious bathroom attached to the nursery wing. Marble tub filled with warm water and lavender bubbles. Steam rising.

Clothes stripped away efficiently. His slim body exposed. Sharp cheekbones flushed. Tousled chestnut hair messy. Cock half-hard again under her gaze.

Eris undressed him completely. No shame in her movements. Only maternal possession.

Into the tub he went. Water enveloping him.

She bathed him. Soft washcloth gliding over his chest, arms, back. Down to his cock and balls. Soaping gently. Stroking his shaft until it stood fully erect, throbbing in the warm water.

“Mommy’s favorite toy,” she murmured. “So responsive already.”

Jasper leaned back. Eyes half-closed. Letting her wash every inch. Including the cleft of his ass. Finger circling his hole teasingly but not entering.

Clean. Powdered lightly after. Wrapped in a thick towel.

Back to the parlor couch.

Eris sat first. Pulled him into her lap again. Blanket draped over them.

From a side table she produced a large adult pacifier. Thick silicone nipple. Shield decorated with soft pastel patterns. Attached to a ribbon.

“Open, baby.”

Jasper parted his lips.

The pacifier slid in. Filled his mouth. Silicone pressing against his tongue.

“Suck gently,” Eris instructed. “Nice and steady. This is your new calm. When you suck, you let go of big-boy thoughts.”

He obeyed. Suckling rhythmically. The motion soothing. Mind quieting.

Eris’s hand stroked his hair. Forehead kisses landed softly. Warm. Rewarding.

“Now, let’s recite your new rules while you suckle. Mommy will help you remember.”

She began. Voice calm. Steady.

“Rule one: You call me Mommy at all times. No exceptions.”

Kiss to his forehead.

“Rule two: Inside this house, you are little. No adult decisions. Mommy decides when you eat, sleep, play, and potty.”

Another kiss. His cock stirred against her thigh.

“Rule three: Diapers are for all bathroom needs. No big-boy toilet after tonight.”

Jasper whimpered around the pacifier. Suckled harder. Shame and arousal mixing.

Eris felt his hardening cock. Slid her hand down. Wrapped fingers around the shaft. Slow strokes.

“Good boy. Getting hard from the rules. That’s exactly right.”

Stroke. Kiss. Suck.

“Rule four: Nursing and feeding multiple times a day. You will suck Mommy’s breasts and bottles whenever Mommy says.”

Her grip tightened. Pumped him steadily. Pre-cum slicking her palm.

Jasper’s hips rocked subtly. Pacifier sucking noisy now. Wet pops.

“Rule five: Mommy may use your body for her pleasure. Your cock, your mouth, your tight little hole. All belong to Mommy.”

She twisted her wrist on the upstroke. Thumb pressing the sensitive underside.

Jasper moaned loudly around the thick nipple. Eyes fluttering.

Kiss after kiss rained on his forehead. Cheeks. Nose.

“Rule six: Obedience brings rewards. Resistance brings correction and thicker diapers.”

Her strokes quickened. Blanket shifting with the motion.

Jasper suckled frantically. Cock throbbing in her fist. Balls tightening.

“Come for Mommy while you suck your paci,” she whispered. “Show me how much you love your new rules.”

Orgasm hit fast. Cum spurted across her hand and his stomach in hot pulses. Body jerking in her lap.

Eris milked him through it. Slow. Thorough. Then brought fingers to his lips, pulling the pacifier aside briefly.

“Lick clean, baby.”

He did. Tongue swirling over her cum-smeared fingers. Salty taste mixing with silicone.

Pacifier returned. Suckling resumed.

Eris continued reciting rules between kisses and gentle strokes to his softening cock.

Hours seemed to pass. Pacifier training extended. His jaw ached pleasantly. Mind floated in warm submission.

She fed him another small bottle midway. Held it while he suckled around the paci occasionally swapped.

By late afternoon, Jasper felt fuzzy. Adult Jasper distant. Little space creeping in.

Eris rocked him. Praised him endlessly. “Such a perfect little sucker. Mommy’s good baby.”

His cock hardened again under her occasional teasing touches. But she didn’t let him come again. Edged him gently. Built the need.

As evening approached, she finally removed the pacifier.

Jasper’s lips felt swollen. Empty without it.

Eris kissed his forehead one last time. Long. Tender.

Then she stood, helping him up.

“Bath time again, sweet boy. A proper one before bed.”

She led him back to the tub. Stripped the towel. Ran fresh warm water.

This time she joined him. Naked now. Full maternal curves on display. Heavy breasts. Wide hips. Smooth olive skin. Dark nipples erect.

She pulled him between her legs in the tub. Back to her chest. His head resting on her breasts.

Soaped him again. Thoroughly. Fingers exploring his cock, balls, and sliding between his ass cheeks. One finger pressing lightly against his hole. Teasing entry but not pushing in.

Jasper whimpered. Cock rock hard again. Floating in the water.

Eris washed his hair. Massaged his scalp. Whispered more rules. More praise.

When they were both clean, she dried him carefully. Powdered his groin and ass generously. The scent sweet. Babyish.

She dressed herself first. Fresh silk.

Then looked at his pile of adult clothes.

Eris announces that big-boy underwear will no longer be necessary after tonight's bath.


Chapter 5: First Crinkle

Jasper stood naked and vulnerable on the thick towel atop Eris’s wide bed, skin still damp and warm from the bath. Water droplets traced down his slim chest, over sharp cheekbones flushed with embarrassment, and along the length of his half-hard cock. The adult clothes were gone. Big-boy underwear already discarded in a pile by the door.

Eris returned from the nursery closet carrying a thick white diaper. Crinkling loudly in her hands. The plastic backing loud and unmistakable.

She placed it beside him. Then the supplies. A tube of thick white cream. A shaker of sweet-scented baby powder. Wipes. Lotions.

“Lie down, baby,” she said softly. Voice calm alto. “On your back. Legs up for Mommy.”

Jasper’s heart hammered. Cock twitched visibly. Shame burned hot in his face, yet his body betrayed him, thickening further under her serene slate-gray gaze.

He obeyed. Stretched out on the towel. Knees bent. Legs lifted high.

Eris positioned herself between his spread thighs. Full breasts swaying gently beneath her fresh silk blouse as she leaned over him. Auburn chignon perfect. Olive skin glowing.

She unfolded the thick diaper. The loud crinkle filled the room. Plastic rustling. Padded interior soft and inviting.

“First diaper for my big boy who signed away his potty rights,” she murmured. “Mommy is going to make you so safe and padded.”

Cool cream touched his skin first. Eris squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers. Smoothed it slowly over his cock and balls. The slick sensation made him gasp. She coated every inch. Massaging the cream into his shaft until it stood fully erect, veined and throbbing, head flushed dark.

“Such a stiff little cock already,” she praised. “Mommy’s cream feels good, doesn’t it?”

Her fingers worked lower. Between his ass cheeks. Spreading the protective barrier cream around his tight hole. One fingertip circled the puckered ring teasingly, pressing just enough to make him whimper.

Jasper’s hips jerked. Pre-cum beaded at his slit.

Next came the powder. Eris shook the container liberally. Sweet talc scent filled the air. White clouds dusted his groin, his balls, the crease of his ass. She rubbed it in gently with her palm. The soft powdery feel contrasting the slick cream.

The diaper slid underneath him. Thick. Bulky. Crinkling loudly as she adjusted it.

“Lift your bottom higher, little one.”

He did. Bottom raised. Exposed.

Eris brought the front up between his legs. The padding pressed firmly against his hard cock, trapping it upward against his belly. The plastic outer layer loud and crinkly as she smoothed it.

Tapes fastened one by one. Loud rips. Snug pulls. She made it tight. Secure. The diaper hugged his hips and ass perfectly. Thick between his thighs, forcing them slightly apart.

The crinkle was constant now. Every small shift produced loud plastic sounds. Humiliating. Arousing.

Eris ran her hands over the padded front. Pressed gently on the bulge where his cock strained against the thick padding.

“Feel that, baby? Your first crinkle. No more big-boy underwear. This is what you wear now. Thick. Noisy. Safe.”

Jasper moaned. Hips rocking subtly. The padding rubbed against his creamed cock with every movement. Friction muted but insistent.

Eris leaned down. Kissed his forehead. Then lower. Kissed the padded front right over his trapped erection.

“So perfect in your diaper. Mommy’s little boy.”

She helped him sit up. The diaper crinkled loudly beneath him. Bulk forcing his legs wider.

Then she pulled him back into her lap on the edge of the bed. His padded bottom settled against her thighs with a loud crinkle. Thick plastic rustling between them.

Eris wrapped her arms around him. One hand stroking his hair. The other resting possessively on the front of his diaper. Rubbing slow circles over the bulge.

His cock throbbed inside the padding. Leaking steadily now. Cream and powder mixing with pre-cum.

Eris pulls him back into her lap and tells him his body will soon learn what diapers are truly for.


Chapter 6: Warmth Unbidden

Jasper sat in Eris’s lap again, thickly diapered, trying desperately to maintain some fragment of dignity. The bulky padding forced his legs apart in an unmistakable infantile sprawl. Every tiny shift produced loud, humiliating crinkles that echoed through the softly lit parlor.

Eris cradled him close. One arm supporting his back. The other resting possessively over the front of his diaper. Her full breasts pressed warmly against his side through silk. Auburn chignon perfect. Slate-gray eyes serene and knowing.

“Shhh, baby,” she murmured. “Mommy has you. Just relax into the padding.”

Jasper clenched. Jaw tight. Bladder full and aching from the two large bottles she had fed him after diapering. Warm milk still sloshing heavily in his belly.

He tried to hold it. Tried to cling to the last shred of adult control. A defense attorney didn’t wet his pants. Or his diaper.

But the pressure built. Insistent. Unrelenting.

Eris rocked him gently. Hand rubbing slow circles over the thick padded front. Pressing the crinkly plastic against his half-hard cock.

“You’re fighting so hard, little one,” she whispered. “But your body knows what it needs now. Let go for Mommy.”

A small spurt escaped. Hot. Wet. Soaking instantly into the inner padding.

Jasper gasped. Eyes widening in horror and shameful arousal.

Another spurt followed. Longer this time. Warmth spreading between his legs. The diaper growing heavier. Soggy.

He couldn’t stop it.

The flood came. Long, hot stream after stream. Urine gushing uncontrollably into the thick padding. Soaking the absorbent core. Turning it warm and swollen against his skin.

Loud hissing sounds mixed with the crinkle as the diaper filled. The plastic swelled outward. Heavy. Saturated.

Jasper whimpered. Face burning crimson. Cock hardening fully inside the warm, wet mess. Pressing against the soggy padding.

Eris held him tighter. Hand pressing firmly on the front of the diaper. Feeling the warmth spread beneath her palm.

“That’s it, sweet boy,” she praised softly. “Such a good baby. Letting all that warm pee go right into your diaper for Mommy. No more fighting. No more big-boy toilet. Just wet padding and Mommy’s arms.”

She rocked him through every pulse. The stream seemed endless. His bladder emptying completely. The diaper sagging heavily between his thighs. Warm. Squishy. Utterly soaked.

Jasper trembled. Tears of humiliation pricked his eyes even as his cock throbbed desperately inside the wet prison.

Eris kissed his forehead. Then his flushed cheeks. Voice tender yet commanding.

“Look at you. So helpless. Body betraying you already. Mommy can feel how heavy and warm your diaper is now. And your little cock is so hard from it. Leaking pre-cum into your own pee.”

Her hand rubbed the soggy front more firmly. Squelching sounds joined the crinkle. Wet padding squishing against his erection.

Jasper moaned. Hips rocking involuntarily. Grinding into the warm, soaked mess.

Eris slipped her hand inside the waistband. Fingers finding his slick, urine-soaked cock. Stroking slowly through the wetness.

“Feel that, baby? Your first involuntary wetting. And it made you so excited. Mommy’s good little pisser.”

She pumped him steadily. Wet sounds loud and obscene. Cream, powder, and fresh urine mixing into a slippery mess around his shaft.

Jasper’s breath came in short gasps. Suckling instinctively at nothing. Mind floating between shame and overwhelming arousal.

Eris increased the pace. Gripping tighter. Thumb circling the sensitive head with every stroke.

“Come for Mommy in your wet diaper,” she commanded gently. “Show me how much you love surrendering like this.”

Orgasm crashed over him. Violent. Deep.

Thick ropes of cum spurted into the already saturated padding. Mixing with his piss. Hot pulses soaking further into the core.

He cried out. Body shuddering hard in her lap. Cock jerking wildly in her fist.

Eris milked every drop. Slow, thorough strokes until he was spent and trembling.

Then she withdrew her hand. Brought her cum-and-urine-smeared fingers to his lips.

“Clean Mommy’s hand, little one. Taste what your body did for me.”

Jasper licked obediently. Salty. Bitter. Humiliating. Arousing.

When he finished, Eris held him close again. Rocking slowly. Praising him endlessly.

“Such a brave baby. First wetting and you came so hard from it. Mommy is so proud. Your body is learning already.”

Jasper nestled against her breasts. Wet diaper heavy and warm between his legs. Crinkling with every breath. The shame lingered, but so did a deep, forbidden comfort.

Eris stroked his hair. Kissed the top of his head.

After long minutes of quiet holding, she shifted him gently in her lap.

Eris announces it is time for his very first change on the nursery table.


Chapter 7: Laid Bare

Jasper lay on the raised changing table in the softly lit nursery, legs elevated, exposed and trembling. The thick, soaked diaper sagged heavily between his thighs, warm and squishy from his involuntary wetting and the cum he had spilled into it. Bright overhead light bathed his slim, naked body in a clinical glow. Sharp cheekbones flushed deep red. Hazel eyes wide with humiliation.

Eris stood beside the table, sleeves rolled up on her silk blouse, serene slate-gray eyes missing nothing. A fresh thick white diaper waited beside her along with wipes, cream, powder, and lotion. The nursery smelled of baby powder and warm skin.

“Legs up higher, baby,” she said softly. Voice calm alto. “Mommy needs full access for your first proper change.”

Jasper obeyed. Knees bent and pulled back toward his chest. Bottom lifted. The heavy wet diaper fully on display. Loud crinkle as the tapes were peeled open one by one with deliberate rips.

The front panel folded down. Cool air hit his urine-soaked skin. His cock, still semi-hard and coated in a sticky mix of piss, cum, and leftover cream, twitched visibly. Balls drawn tight.

Eris’s hands worked efficiently yet tenderly. She used warm wipes first. Heated cloth gliding over his groin. Gentle strokes cleaning every trace of his accident. One wipe after another. She parted his ass cheeks, wiping thoroughly between them, circling his tight hole with slow, intimate care.

“So messy, little one,” she murmured. “All that warm pee and cum mixed together. But Mommy will make you clean and fresh again.”

Jasper whimpered. The warm wipes felt too good. Too exposing. His cock hardened fully under her touch, standing rigid against his belly. Veined shaft glistening.

Eris noticed. A small smile curved her lips.

“Already excited for your change? Such a needy baby cock.”

She applied fresh cream next. Thick white dollops squeezed onto her fingers. She smoothed it slowly over his erection. Massaging the protective barrier into every inch of his shaft, around the flushed head, and down to his balls. Her touch deliberate. Clinical. Yet laced with maternal affection.

Fingers slid lower. Cream worked into the cleft of his ass. One fingertip pressed lightly against his puckered hole, circling, teasing entry without pushing inside. Jasper gasped. Hips twitching involuntarily.

Powder followed. Sweet-scented clouds dusted liberally over his cleaned skin. Eris rubbed it in with gentle palms. The soft powdery feel contrasting the slick cream made his cock throb harder. Pre-cum beaded at the tip and dripped down the shaft.

The fresh diaper slid underneath him. Thick padding crinkling loudly as she positioned it. She brought the front up between his spread legs, pressing the bulky material firmly against his aching erection. Trapping it upward.

Tapes fastened snugly. Loud rips echoed in the nursery. She pulled each tape tight, sealing him into the clean, dry padding. The diaper hugged his hips perfectly. Thick between his thighs. Forcing them apart in that unmistakable infantile stance.

Eris ran her hands over the front. Pressing the crinkly plastic. Feeling the hard bulge of his trapped cock beneath.

“So pretty in your fresh diaper, baby. All clean and protected again.”

Jasper lay there panting. Legs still elevated. Fresh padding crinkling with every shaky breath. His body ached with unspent need. Cock straining desperately inside the new diaper.

Eris lowered his legs gently. Helped him sit up on the edge of the changing table. The thick diaper rustled loudly beneath him.

She stepped closer. Full maternal curves inches from his face.

After taping him into a fresh diaper she unbuttons her blouse and tells him it is time to nurse.


Chapter 8: Milk and Ownership

Jasper sat on the edge of the changing table, fresh diaper crinkling loudly beneath him, his cock still achingly hard and trapped against the thick padding. Eris stood before him, slate-gray eyes dark with maternal hunger.

She unbuttoned her silk blouse slowly. One button at a time. Silk parted to reveal full, heavy breasts barely contained by a lacy nursing bra. Olive skin flushed with arousal. Dark nipples already pebbled and leaking tiny beads of milk.

Eris reached behind her back. Unclasped the bra. Let it fall away.

Her breasts spilled free. Large. Maternal. Heavy with milk. Nipples erect and glistening.

“Come here, baby,” she whispered. Voice husky. “Time to nurse properly from Mommy.”

She pulled him off the table and into her arms. Cradled him against her bare chest. His head nestled in the warm valley between her breasts. The scent of her skin - warm, sweet, faintly milky - filled his lungs completely.

Jasper trembled. Fresh diaper rustling as she carried him to the wide rocking chair in the corner of the nursery.

Eris sat first. Arranged him across her lap. His padded bottom settled heavily in the crook of her arm. Head supported. Mouth inches from her leaking nipple.

“Open wide, little one.”

She guided his mouth. Latched his lips firmly around her right nipple.

Warm milk flowed instantly. Sweet. Thick. Flooding his tongue.

Jasper suckled. Greedy. Eyes fluttering shut. The rhythmic pull soothed him even as his cock throbbed painfully inside the clean diaper.

Eris moaned softly. One hand cradling the back of his head. The other stroking his hair.

“That’s it… suckle deep, baby. Drink Mommy’s milk. It’s all for you.”

Her hips shifted beneath him. Breasts swelling with each pull. Milk coming faster now.

Jasper nursed harder. Cheeks hollowing. Soft wet sucking sounds filling the nursery. Milk dribbled from the corners of his mouth, trickling down her breast.

Eris’s breathing grew ragged. Her free hand slid down between them. Slipped beneath her skirt. Fingers finding her own slick pussy.

She was soaked. Lips swollen. Clit throbbing.

While Jasper suckled helplessly at her breast, Eris began circling her clit. Slow at first. Then faster. Two fingers dipping inside her dripping cunt. Thrusting in time with his nursing rhythm.

“Such a good boy,” she gasped. “Sucking Mommy so perfectly. Making Mommy’s pussy wet.”

Her fingers plunged deeper. Wet, obscene sounds mixing with his greedy suckling. She ground her palm against her clit with every thrust.

Jasper whimpered around her nipple. Milk flooding his mouth. His own cock leaking steadily into the fresh diaper. The padding growing damp again from pre-cum.

Eris’s thighs trembled. Breasts heaving. She pinched her nipple with her free hand, spraying a fine mist of milk across his face as he continued nursing the other.

“Fuck… baby… your helpless little mouth is going to make Mommy come.”

Her fingers fucked her pussy harder. Faster. Curling inside to hit that perfect spot. Juices coating her hand and dripping down her thighs.

Jasper suckled frantically. Instinct taking over. Tongue flicking her nipple. Drawing more milk. More pleasure.

Eris arched. Head thrown back. A low, shuddering moan escaped her lips.

Orgasm crashed through her. Violent. Deep.

Her pussy clenched hard around her fingers. Walls pulsing. Hot juices squirting onto her hand and the chair beneath them. Body shaking as wave after wave rolled through her.

She cried out. Hips bucking. Breast pressed harder against Jasper’s face.

He kept suckling through her climax. Milk flowing freely as her body surrendered to the powerful release triggered by his helpless nursing.

Eris rode the pleasure for long moments. Fingers still buried deep inside her spasming cunt. Breasts quivering.

When the tremors finally eased, she gently pulled his mouth from her nipple. A thin string of milk and saliva connected his lips to her breast before breaking.

She looked down at him. Eyes soft yet possessive. Cheeks flushed. Breath still ragged.

Jasper’s face was wet with her milk. Lips swollen. Diaper crinkling as his hips rocked subtly against her thigh, desperate and leaking.

Eris stroked his cheek. Kissed his forehead tenderly.

As she recovers she whispers that the nursery crib has been prepared for her baby.


Chapter 9: The Nursery Door

Jasper clung to Eris as she carried him down the hallway, dressed only in a fresh diaper and a soft onesie that snapped snugly between his legs. The thick padding crinkled loudly with every step she took. His slim body felt small against her full curves. Hazel eyes wide, heart pounding.

Eris moved with unhurried grace, auburn chignon still perfect, silk blouse buttoned loosely over her heavy breasts. One arm supported his padded bottom, the other cradled his back. She kissed his temple softly.

“Almost there, baby. Mommy has a special place for you tonight.”

They stopped before a door he had not yet seen. Pale wood with a soft pastel lamb carved into it. Eris turned the knob.

The nursery door swung open.

Soft pastel walls glowed in warm lamplight - gentle blues, creams, and pale yellows. Thick, plush carpet swallowed sound. The air smelled sweetly of baby powder, lavender, and warm milk.

Jasper’s breath caught.

In the center stood the crib. Tall wooden bars painted white. High sides. A thick, padded mattress covered in soft sheets printed with tiny stars. Mobile hanging above with plush clouds and stars turning slowly.

To the left, the changing table he already knew - raised, padded, with shelves stocked full of thick diapers, creams, powders, and wipes.

A large rocking chair sat in the corner, wide enough for both of them. Shelves lined with bottles, pacifiers, and soft toys. A tall dresser filled with onesies, footed sleepers, and more padded clothing.

Everything scaled for an adult baby. Everything ready for total surrender.

Eris carried him inside. The door clicked shut behind them.

“Welcome to your nursery, little one,” she murmured. “This is where Mommy’s baby sleeps now. Safe. Contained. No big-boy worries.”

She set him down on the changing table first. Snapped open the onesie. Exposed the clean diaper she had put him in after nursing.

Jasper lay back. Legs lifted automatically. Fresh powder dusted over his groin again. The sweet scent rising.

Eris worked quickly but tenderly. Checked the padding, then added a thick booster pad inside for the night. The extra layer made the diaper even bulkier. Crinkling louder as she taped it securely.

His cock stirred again inside the padding. Still aching from earlier.

She snapped the onesie back into place. The soft cotton stretched tight over the swollen diaper, making the bulk even more obvious. Legs forced apart.

Eris lifted him again. Carried him to the crib.

The side rail lowered with a soft click.

She laid him down gently on the mattress. The padded surface cradled his body. Sheets cool and soft against his skin.

Jasper looked up. The high bars surrounded him. The mobile turned slowly overhead. Stars and clouds spinning in lazy circles.

He felt tiny. Helpless. Exposed despite the thick diaper and onesie.

Eris leaned over the rail. Stroked his tousled chestnut hair. Her full breasts brushed the top rail.

“Mommy’s baby looks so perfect in his crib.”

Her hand slid down. Rubbed the front of his diaper through the onesie. Firm circles over the bulky padding. Pressing his hardening cock against the thick layers.

Jasper whimpered. Hips lifting. Crinkle loud in the quiet nursery.

Eris smiled. Serene. Possessive.

She reached for a large pacifier from the nearby shelf. Slid it between his lips.

“Suck, baby. Nice and steady.”

He obeyed. Silicone nipple filling his mouth. Suckling rhythmically.

Eris’s hand continued rubbing his diaper. Slow. Teasing. Building the ache.

His cock throbbed. Leaking into the fresh padding. Pre-cum mixing with powder.

She leaned closer. Kissed his forehead. Then his cheeks. Whispered praise between each kiss.

“Good boy. Safe in Mommy’s nursery. No more adult bed. No more choices. Just crib and diapers and Mommy’s care.”

Jasper suckled harder. Eyes heavy. The rocking motion of her hand and the gentle turning mobile lulled him.

Eris finally withdrew her hand. Adjusted the soft blanket over him. Tucked it snugly around his padded form.

She raised the crib rail. The latch clicked loudly into place. Secure. Unyielding.

The bars locked him in.

Eris latches the crib rail and tells him tonight the diaper will be extra thick because babies sleep very wet.


Chapter 10: Morning Heaviness

Jasper woke in the crib to the unmistakable heavy, swollen bulk of a thoroughly used overnight diaper. The thick padding sagged heavily between his legs, warm and sodden. Every tiny shift produced a loud, squelching crinkle. The extra booster pad had done its job too well. His night had been very wet.

He lay there blinking up at the slowly turning mobile. Stars and clouds blurred through sleepy eyes. The high wooden bars surrounded him like a cage of pastel safety. Onesie snapped tight over the massively swollen diaper, forcing his thighs apart.

Shame flooded his chest. A grown man - a defense attorney - waking in a crib with a piss-soaked diaper. Yet his cock stirred inside the heavy mess. Hardening against the warm, urine-logged padding.

The nursery door opened softly.

Eris stepped in. Fresh silk blouse in soft rose. Skirt hugging her hips. Auburn chignon flawless. Slate-gray eyes warm with maternal satisfaction.

“Good morning, my sleepy baby,” she cooed. Voice low and soothing. “Did you sleep well in your crib?”

Jasper nodded around the pacifier still plugged in his mouth. Cheeks burning.

Eris lowered the crib rail with a click. Reached in and lifted him effortlessly. His heavy, sagging diaper squished loudly against her arm as she carried him to the changing table.

She laid him down. Legs elevated high. The soaked diaper on full display - tapes straining, plastic darkened with urine, bulk swollen to twice its size.

“Such a heavy diaper,” Eris murmured approvingly. “Mommy can tell her baby had a very wet night. That’s exactly what we want. Your body is learning to let go even while you sleep.”

She peeled the tapes open one by one. Loud rips. The front panel dropped away, releasing a wave of warm, ammoniac scent mixed with baby powder.

Jasper’s cock sprang free. Slick with urine and pre-cum. Fully erect. Veined shaft glistening. Head flushed dark.

Eris used warm wipes. Thorough. Intimate. She cleaned every inch of his groin, wiping the sticky mess from his shaft and balls with slow, deliberate strokes. Then between his ass cheeks, circling his tight hole.

“So messy for Mommy,” she praised. “All that pee while you dreamed. No control at all. Just a helpless baby bladder emptying itself into thick padding.”

Her touch lingered. Fingers stroking his hard cock under the guise of cleaning. Pumping slowly. Smearing the mix of fluids along his length.

Jasper whimpered. Hips twitching. Fresh pre-cum leaking from the tip.

Eris applied generous cream next. Thick white dollops smoothed over his erection. Massaging it in. Coating his balls. Then lower, working the slick barrier around and just inside the rim of his hole.

Powder followed. Sweet clouds dusted liberally. Rubbed in until his skin felt soft and baby-smooth.

She slid a fresh thick diaper underneath him. This one even bulkier than last night’s. Added another booster pad for good measure.

“See how your body is changing already?” she said softly while taping him snugly. “Waking up soaked. Cock hard from it. Soon you won’t even wake up when you wet. You’ll just let go like a real baby.”

Tapes fastened tight. Loud crinkle as the new diaper hugged his hips. The padding forced his legs wide again. Onesie snapped back into place over the massive bulk.

Eris lifted him off the table and carried him to the rocking chair. Settled him in her lap. His heavy padded bottom resting against her thighs.

She rocked him slowly. One hand rubbing the front of his fresh diaper in firm circles, pressing the crinkly plastic against his throbbing cock.

Jasper moaned. Suckled harder on the pacifier. Hips grinding subtly into her hand.

Eris smiled. Kissed his forehead.

After long minutes of gentle rocking and teasing, she reached into the pocket of her skirt.

She produced a small vibrating plug. Sleek black silicone. Tapered. With a flared base and a tiny remote in her other hand.

Eris held it up so he could see. The plug glistened with a light coating of lube.

She produces a small vibrating plug and tells him it will help him stay relaxed and open for Mommy.


Chapter 11: The Gentle Buzz

Jasper lay on the changing table again, freshly cleaned but far from empty inside. His freshly powdered skin still tingled from the thorough wipe-down. The thick night diaper had been stripped away, leaving him completely naked and exposed under the soft nursery lights. Legs elevated high, knees pulled back toward his chest, bottom lifted and vulnerable.

Eris stood between his spread thighs, serene and composed. Silk blouse hugging her full breasts. Her slate-gray eyes fixed on his tight, puckered hole with calm possession.

The small black vibrating plug rested in her palm, sleek and tapered, already glistening with clear lube. In her other hand she held the tiny remote.

“Relax for Mommy, baby,” she murmured. Voice low and soothing. “This little plug is going to help you stay nice and open. It will remind you constantly who owns every part of you.”

Jasper’s breath hitched. His cock stood rigid against his belly, leaking a thin string of pre-cum that dripped onto his powdered skin. The humiliation of being so exposed made his hole clench involuntarily.

Eris coated her fingers with more lube. Two digits circled his entrance slowly, pressing gently but insistently. The cool slickness made him gasp.

“Shhh. Good boy. Let Mommy in.”

One finger pushed inside. Slow. Deliberate. Sliding past the tight ring of muscle until it was buried to the knuckle. She curled it gently, stroking his inner walls.

Jasper moaned. Hips twitching. The intrusion felt foreign yet strangely comforting in its helplessness.

A second finger joined the first. Scissoring carefully. Stretching him open. The wet sounds of lube filled the quiet nursery.

Eris worked him patiently. Twisting. Thrusting shallowly. Preparing him.

When she was satisfied, she withdrew her fingers. Picked up the plug.

The tapered tip pressed against his hole. Cool. Firm.

“Breathe out, little one.”

Jasper exhaled shakily.

Eris pushed. The plug slid in inch by inch. Slow. Relentless. His ring stretched around the widest part, a brief burn that melted into full, heavy fullness as the base seated itself snugly against his cheeks.

The plug nestled deep inside him. Pressing firmly against his prostate. Making his cock jerk and leak even more.

Eris patted the base gently. “There we go. All nice and full for Mommy.”

Jasper whimpered. The constant pressure made every small movement send sparks through his body. His hole clenched around the intruder. The fullness impossible to ignore.

Eris reached for the fresh diaper. This one even thicker than before - extra padding, extra boosters. She slid it underneath his lifted bottom. The loud crinkle echoed.

She brought the front up between his legs, pressing the bulky padding firmly over his straining cock and the plugged hole. The base of the plug pressed deeper as the diaper molded around it.

Tapes ripped loudly. She pulled them tight. Snug. Secure. The thick plastic hugged his hips and ass, trapping the vibrating plug firmly in place. The padding swelled outward, forcing his thighs apart in that permanent baby sprawl.

The diaper crinkled constantly now. Every breath, every tiny shift produced loud plastic sounds. The plug shifted subtly inside him with the movement, pressing on his prostate and keeping his cock rock-hard and leaking inside the padding.

Eris ran her hands over the front of the finished diaper. Pressed down firmly on the bulge where his erection strained.

“So thick and crinkly with your little plug inside. Mommy can feel how excited you are.”

She helped him sit up on the edge of the table. The added bulk and the plug made sitting awkward and deeply humiliating. The diaper rustled loudly beneath him.

Eris leaned in. Kissed his forehead. Then his swollen lips around the pacifier she had slipped back in earlier.

Her hand slipped into her skirt pocket.

Eris smiles and slips the remote into her pocket, promising to test it during his afternoon playtime.


Chapter 12: Controlled Play

Jasper sat on the nursery rug surrounded by oversized blocks and stuffed animals, plug still seated deeply. The thick diaper crinkled loudly beneath him with every small shift of his weight. His legs splayed wide, forced apart by the bulky padding. A large coloring book lay open in front of him, fat crayons scattered around. The soft onesie stretched tight over the massive diaper, snaps straining between his legs.

Eris sat in the rocking chair a few feet away, legs crossed elegantly, remote control resting casually in her lap. Her slate-gray eyes watched him with serene amusement.

“Color nicely for Mommy, baby,” she said softly. “Big pretty pictures. Stay focused.”

Jasper picked up a blue crayon with trembling fingers. His cock throbbed painfully inside the thick, padded prison. The plug pressed heavy and full against his prostate, a constant reminder of ownership.

He tried to concentrate. Drew a shaky circle. The crinkle of the diaper seemed deafening in the quiet room.

Eris’s thumb moved on the remote.

A low, gentle buzz started deep inside him.

The vibrating plug came to life. Soft pulses against his prostate. Slow. Teasing.

Jasper gasped. Crayon jerked across the page, leaving a wild scribble. His hole clenched around the toy. Pleasure shot straight to his cock, making it leak steadily into the padding.

“Focus, little one,” Eris chided gently. “Mommy wants a nice picture.”

The vibration intensified. Stronger, steady hum. The plug buzzed harder against that sensitive spot inside him.

Jasper whimpered. Hips rocking involuntarily. The thick diaper rustled and squished with the movement. His cock strained desperately against the absorbent core, pre-cum soaking through.

He tried to color. Hand shaking. Lines went crooked. Colors bled outside the lines.

Eris smiled. Increased the intensity again.

The vibrator surged. Fast, relentless pulses. Buzzing deep and strong, massaging his prostate with merciless precision.

Jasper moaned loudly. Dropped the crayon. Both hands gripped the front of his diaper, pressing down as if he could stop the building pressure.

His balls tightened. Cock throbbed on the edge of release. The need to cum overwhelming.

“Please… Mommy…” he begged around the pacifier still in his mouth.

Eris turned the setting down to a low, teasing buzz.

“Not yet, baby. Good boys finish their coloring first.”

Jasper panted. Body trembling. He picked up the crayon again. Tried to draw. Every nerve ending screamed for release.

The vibration climbed once more. Higher. Faster. The plug buzzed violently inside him, sending wave after wave of prostate stimulation through his body.

His hips bucked. Thick diaper crinkling wildly. He ground against the padded floor, desperate for friction that the bulky layers refused to give.

Pre-cum flowed freely now. The inside of the diaper grew slick and warm around his aching cock.

Eris watched calmly. Legs crossed. One foot swinging lazily.

“Such a squirmy baby. Look at you trying so hard to be good while Mommy plays with your little hole.”

She edged him relentlessly. Bringing the vibrator to the brink of orgasm, then dialing it back to a faint tease. Over and over.

Jasper’s coloring page was a mess of frantic scribbles. Tears of frustration and overwhelming pleasure pricked his eyes. His cock felt ready to explode, trapped and denied inside the thick, crinkling padding.

Minutes stretched into what felt like hours. The plug buzzed at varying intensities while he struggled to stack blocks, to color, to play like a good little boy.

Every time he got close - hips jerking, moans turning desperate - Eris lowered the setting. Leaving him panting and aching on the edge.

His diaper grew damper. Not from wetting, but from the constant leak of pre-cum. The padding squelched softly with every desperate rock of his hips.

Eris finally stood. Walked over to him. Crouched down gracefully.

She cupped his chin, lifting his flushed face.

The vibration stopped completely.

She finally turns it off and informs him that tomorrow they will take his training outside the house.


Chapter 13: Wrist Ribbons

Jasper knelt at Eris’s feet in the nursery, freshly changed and aching from denied pleasure. The thick diaper crinkled loudly with every tiny shift of his weight on the soft carpet. His cock throbbed painfully inside the bulky padding, still leaking from the long afternoon of teasing vibrations. The plug remained seated deep inside him, a constant heavy fullness.

Eris sat in the wide rocking chair, legs slightly parted. Silk blouse already unbuttoned, full heavy breasts bare and flushed. Dark nipples erect and glistening with a faint sheen of milk.

“Such a needy baby,” she murmured. “Come closer.”

Jasper crawled forward on his knees. The thick diaper forced his thighs wide, making movement awkward and humiliating. Crinkle after crinkle filled the quiet room.

Eris reached for the soft velvet-lined wrist cuffs. Pale pink ribbons with delicate buckles. She guided his arms behind his back.

“Hands together, little one.”

The cuffs clicked shut. Soft velvet hugged his wrists snugly. Not painful, but completely secure. His arms now pinned behind him, shoulders pulled back, chest thrust forward. Utterly helpless.

No hands. No way to touch himself. No escape from the aching need.

Eris smiled serenely. “Perfect. Now Mommy can feed her helpless baby properly.”

She pulled him up between her spread thighs. His face level with her breasts. The thick diaper pressed against the front of the rocking chair as he leaned in.

Eris guided his mouth to her left nipple. Latched him firmly.

Warm milk flowed instantly. Sweet and thick.

Jasper suckled greedily. Cheeks hollowing. Wet nursing sounds loud in the nursery. Milk dribbled down his chin onto her breast.

With his wrists bound behind him, he could only use his mouth. Head bobbing slightly as he nursed. Completely dependent on her for balance and support.

Eris moaned softly. One hand cradled the back of his head, fingers threading through his tousled chestnut hair. The other slipped between her own thighs, lifting her skirt.

Her fingers found her slick pussy. Already soaked. Swollen lips parted easily as she slid two fingers inside herself.

While Jasper nursed helplessly at her breast, Eris began fucking herself. Slow, deep thrusts. Her palm grinding against her clit with every stroke.

“That’s it, baby… suckle hard for Mommy,” she gasped. “Your helpless little mouth feels so good.”

Jasper whimpered around her nipple. Milk flooding his mouth. His own cock strained desperately against the thick diaper, trapped and untouched. The plug shifted inside him with every small movement, pressing on his prostate and driving him mad with denied pleasure.

Eris increased the pace of her fingers. Wet, obscene sounds mixing with his greedy suckling. Juices coated her hand and dripped onto the chair.

She switched him to her other breast. Fresh milk sprayed lightly as he latched on. He suckled harder, desperate, tongue flicking the sensitive nipple.

Eris’s breathing turned ragged. Hips rocking up to meet her own thrusting fingers. Breasts heaving against his face.

“Fuck… good boy… Mommy’s going to come while her baby nurses so sweetly…”

Her fingers plunged faster. Curling inside her dripping cunt. Palm slapping wetly against her clit.

Jasper kept suckling frantically. Arms bound tight behind his back. Body trembling with his own unbearable need. Cock leaking heavily into the diaper, the padding growing warm and slick.

Eris arched suddenly. A deep, shuddering cry escaped her lips.

Her orgasm hit hard. Pussy clenching violently around her fingers. Hot juices squirting onto her hand and the seat beneath her. Body shaking as wave after wave rolled through her.

She pressed his face harder into her breast. Milk flowing freely as she rode the intense climax.

Jasper moaned loudly around her nipple. The sound of her pleasure and the helpless position pushing him closer to the edge without any direct touch.

When her tremors finally eased, Eris gently pulled his mouth from her breast. Milk and saliva glistened on his swollen lips.

She looked down at him with dark, possessive eyes.

“Mommy’s turn to take care of her baby now.”

Eris helped him stand on shaky legs. Turned him around. Bent him forward over the arm of the rocking chair. His bound wrists rested against the small of his back. Thick diapered ass presented to her.

She unsnapped the onesie. Peeled the front down. Exposed the bulky diaper.

With quick, practiced movements she opened the tapes. The heavy padding dropped away, revealing his aching cock - rock-hard, veined, dripping strings of pre-cum - and the base of the plug still seated deep in his ass.

Eris wrapped her hand around his shaft from behind. Tight grip. Slick with his own leak.

She stroked him slowly at first. Then faster. Her other hand reached between his cheeks and pressed the base of the plug, pushing it deeper, grinding it against his prostate.

Jasper cried out. Legs trembling. Arms useless behind his back.

Eris pumped his cock relentlessly. Fast, firm strokes. Thumb circling the sensitive head on every upstroke.

“Come for Mommy, baby,” she commanded. Voice husky. “Come while you’re all tied up and helpless.”

The combination of her skilled hand, the deep pressure on the plug, and the long hours of denial sent him over the edge.

Orgasm exploded through him. Violent. Shattering.

Thick ropes of cum spurted from his cock in powerful pulses. Splattering onto the nursery floor, the chair, and Eris’s hand. His hole clenched hard around the plug with every spurt.

He screamed around the pleasure. Body jerking helplessly. Knees nearly buckling.

Eris milked him through every wave. Draining him completely until only weak dribbles remained.

When he finally sagged, spent and trembling, she gently removed the plug. Cleaned him with wipes. Taped him back into a fresh, thick diaper.

Then she uncuffed his wrists. Pulled him into her lap on the rocking chair. Wrapped her arms around his exhausted body.

After both reach shattering climaxes she tells him tomorrow will be his first full day living exclusively as her baby.


Chapter 14: Twenty-Four Hours

Jasper woke in the crib knowing the entire day would be spent without any adult clothing or responsibilities. The thick overnight diaper hung heavy and warm between his legs, thoroughly soaked from hours of unconscious wetting. The high bars surrounded him like a gentle prison. Soft pastel light filtered through the nursery curtains.

Eris appeared at the rail moments later, serene and immaculate in a cream silk blouse and fitted skirt. She lowered the side with a soft click.

“Good morning, baby. Today is your first full day as Mommy’s little one. No big-boy clothes. No decisions. Just feedings, play, naps, and wet diapers.”

She lifted him out. Carried him straight to the changing table. The sodden diaper squelched loudly as she laid him down and elevated his legs.

Tapes ripped open. The heavy, yellowed padding dropped away. Warm wipes cleaned his skin thoroughly. Cream smoothed over his cock and ass. Powder dusted liberally. A fresh ultra-thick diaper taped snugly into place, even bulkier than yesterday.

The morning feeding followed in the rocking chair. Eris bared both breasts and cradled him close. He nursed greedily from one nipple while she stroked his padded front, then switched sides. Milk filled his belly. His cock hardened inside the fresh padding.

Mid-morning playtime on the nursery rug. Oversized blocks and soft toys scattered around him. Eris sat nearby, watching. His thick diaper forced his legs wide, crinkling constantly as he tried to stack towers. The plug from yesterday remained out, but the constant bulk between his legs kept him in a fog of regression.

Half an hour in, the urge hit. Jasper shifted uncomfortably. Tried to hold it.

Eris noticed immediately. “No fighting, baby. Let it happen. Babies don’t ask.”

The warmth came unbidden. A long, hot stream flooded the diaper. Hissing softly into the thick core. The padding swelled, growing heavier and warmer against his skin. He whimpered, face burning, but his cock twitched hard inside the mess.

Eris praised him softly. “Good boy. Letting go so easily already.”

Lunch was another bottle in her lap, followed by a short nap in the crib with the side rail locked high. He woke to another change - the diaper even heavier now, soaked through. Fresh cream, powder, tapes. Crinkle. Back to the rug for more play.

Afternoon brought structured “ tummy time” on a soft mat. Eris guided his hands to bright rattles while she rubbed his back. Another urge built. This time he barely fought it. Warmth spread again, slower, deeper. The diaper grew sodden once more. Eris changed him promptly on the table, her hands lingering on his erection, stroking him through the cleaning until he leaked pre-cum onto the fresh padding.

Evening feeding was different. Eris sat on the edge of the changing table, skirt hiked up, no panties. She guided his mouth to her smooth, slick pussy.

“Lick Mommy while you’re still in your wet diaper, baby.”

Jasper obeyed. Tongue sliding between her folds, tasting her arousal. He lapped at her clit while she held his head gently. Her juices coated his chin. Meanwhile, she reached down and unsnapped his onesie, freeing his cock from the diaper. She stroked him firmly as he ate her out.

Eris came first. Shuddering, thighs clamping around his head, hot nectar flooding his mouth. Moments later she pumped his cock faster and he exploded, thick ropes of cum spurting across the changing table and onto the front of his open diaper.

She cleaned him, reapplied cream and powder, and taped him into yet another fresh thick diaper.

Dinner was pureed food from a spoon while he sat in a high chair she had brought out, bib tied around his neck. More milk afterward. Another short nap.

By late afternoon the cycle repeated: play, another involuntary wetting - this one while trying to crawl after a rolling ball - immediate change, more nursing. Time blurred into a haze of crinkles, warm milk, soft praise, and the constant heavy bulk between his legs.

Each change left him cleaner but more deeply conditioned. Each wetting came easier. His adult thoughts grew quieter, drowned in the rhythm of bottles, naps, and Mommy’s voice.

As the sun dipped lower, Eris carried him to the rocking chair for one final long nursing session. He suckled slowly, exhausted and floaty, while she rocked him and stroked his hair.

As night falls Eris mentions a short trip into town is scheduled for tomorrow to test his discretion.


Chapter 15: Hidden in Plain Sight

Jasper stood in the nursery, heart hammering, dressed in loose adult clothes over an extra-thick diaper with a remote egg pressed firmly against his prostate. The bulky padding hugged his hips tightly, forcing his thighs slightly apart. A soft onesie snapped beneath his khaki trousers and button-down shirt, the thickest diaper Eris could find hidden beneath. The vibrating egg, smooth and egg-shaped, nestled deep inside him, its flared base locked securely against his hole.

Eris adjusted his collar with calm fingers. Slate-gray eyes serene.

“Remember the rules, baby. Outside you may speak like an adult, but you stay in your diaper. No bathroom breaks. And Mommy controls the egg. Be good.”

She slipped the small remote into her purse. Took his hand. Led him to the car.

The drive into town felt endless. Every bump in the road pressed the egg deeper. Jasper shifted in the passenger seat, the thick diaper crinkling softly under his trousers. His cock already half-hard, trapped against the padded front.

They parked near a quiet bookstore. Eris took his arm as they walked inside. The shop smelled of old paper and coffee. Soft classical music played. Only a few customers browsed the shelves.

Jasper tried to act normal. Picked up a book. Flipped pages with trembling hands.

Eris stood close behind him. Her voice low. “Such a big boy pretending to read.”

The remote clicked in her purse.

The egg buzzed to life. Low, steady vibration against his prostate.

Jasper gasped. Knees nearly buckled. The sensation shot straight to his cock, making it swell instantly inside the thick diaper. Pre-cum leaked into the padding.

He gripped the shelf. Tried to breathe normally.

Eris smiled sweetly. “Find anything interesting, darling?”

The vibration intensified. Faster pulses. Deep, relentless massage.

Jasper’s thighs trembled. The bulky diaper rustled faintly under his trousers. His cock throbbed painfully, leaking steadily. He bit his lip to stifle a moan.

An older woman passed nearby. Jasper forced a weak smile. Nodded politely.

The egg surged higher. Violent buzzing. Grinding mercilessly on his prostate.

Pleasure built fast. His balls tightened. Orgasm threatened. He was going to cum right there in the bookstore aisle, thick diaper filling with his own mess while strangers walked past.

Eris turned it down at the last second. Left it at a teasing hum.

Jasper panted softly. Face flushed. Cock aching on the edge.

They moved to the café section. Eris ordered herbal tea for herself and a warm milk for him in a to-go cup. They sat at a corner table.

He sipped the milk through a straw, trying to look calm. The egg buzzed again. Medium intensity. Constant.

His diaper grew warmer. Not from wetting yet, but from the steady leak of pre-cum soaking the front.

Eris leaned forward. Voice soft. “Mommy can see how hard you are. Does the egg feel good pressing on that special spot while you sit here like a big boy?”

Jasper nodded shakily. Gripped the table edge.

The vibration climbed. Higher. Faster.

He shifted in his seat. The thick padding squished softly. The egg buzzed relentlessly against his prostate, sending waves of pleasure through his body.

A young barista walked by. Jasper forced himself to smile. Inside, he was falling apart.

Eris increased it again. The egg vibrated at maximum. Brutal, rapid pulses.

Jasper’s hips jerked involuntarily. A small spurt of pre-cum flooded the diaper. He was so close. Right on the brink in public.

People chatted nearby. Pages turned. No one noticed the desperate man in loose clothes fighting not to cum in his secretly soaked diaper.

Eris finally dialed it down. Then off.

Jasper slumped slightly. Breathing ragged. Sweat beading on his forehead.

They browsed a little longer. Eris activated the egg twice more - once while he paid for a book, once while they walked back to the car. Each time pushing him right to the edge without mercy.

By the time they reached the car, Jasper was soaked. Not just from pre-cum. Halfway through the drive home, the pressure in his bladder became too much. Sitting in the vibrating aftermath, he lost control. A long, hot stream flooded the thick diaper. Warmth spread rapidly. The padding swelled, growing heavy and squishy between his legs. The egg pressed even deeper in the soggy mess.

He whimpered softly. Face burning with shame.

Eris reached over. Rubbed the front of his trousers. Felt the swollen, warm bulk.

“Good boy. Wetting like a proper baby even outside.”

Back home, soaked and shaking, Eris tells him his adult clothes will be removed permanently after tonight.


Chapter 16: No More Resistance

Jasper stood naked in the nursery, all adult clothing already boxed away, mind growing softer with each passing hour. The last traces of his tailored suits, shirts, and underwear had been sealed into cardboard boxes that morning. Eris had carried them out of sight while he watched, trembling. Now only diapers, onesies, and the soft pastel surroundings remained.

He felt smaller. Lighter. The sharp edges of the courtroom lawyer had blurred into something warm and fuzzy.

Eris guided him to the crib. Lowered the rail.

“Today we practice real baby time, little one. Long crib time. No big-boy thoughts. No fighting anything.”

She helped him lie down on the thick mattress. Snapped him into a soft onesie over an ultra-thick nighttime diaper - extra boosters, extra padding. The bulk was enormous. It forced his legs wide apart and lifted his bottom slightly off the sheet.

The side rail clicked up. Locked.

Eris dimmed the lights. Turned on the mobile. Soft stars and clouds turned slowly overhead. Gentle lullaby music played from a hidden speaker.

“Mommy will check on you often. Just rest. Let everything go.”

Jasper lay there. The thick diaper cradled him. The nursery felt safe. Cocooning.

At first he tried to hold his bladder. Old habits. He clenched. Shifted. The crinkle sounded loud in the quiet crib.

Eris returned after twenty minutes. Sat beside the rail. Stroked his hair through the bars.

“No more resistance, baby. When you feel the urge, you let it happen. That’s what the diaper is for now. Mommy expects you to wet. Often.”

She kissed his forehead and left again.

The urge built slowly. Jasper breathed through it. Then stopped fighting.

Warmth spread. A long, steady stream flooded the padding. No clenching. No panic. Just release. Hot urine soaked into the thick core, swelling the diaper between his legs. The padding grew heavy. Warm. Squishy.

He sighed. The release felt good. Natural.

Minutes later another wave came. He let it go without hesitation. More warmth. More swelling. The diaper sagged heavily.

Eris returned. Lowered the rail. Ran her hand over the front of the onesie.

“Soaked already. Good boy. No fighting at all.”

She changed him right there beside the crib. Fresh thick diaper taped on. Back into the crib. Rail up.

The cycle continued.

Nap. Wake. Wet. Change.

Each time the urge came, Jasper simply let go. No more clenching. No more shame-filled struggle. Just warm, comforting release into the thick padding. His mind drifted further. Adult worries faded. The lawyer who once commanded courtrooms now lay in a crib, happily wetting himself without a second thought.

Eris fed him bottles through the bars. Warm milk. He suckled sleepily. Nursed from her breast when she joined him on the wide rocking chair, onesie unsnapped, thick diaper exposed.

During one long afternoon stretch, he wet twice in a row without ever fully waking. The heavy, swollen diaper grew massive between his legs. When Eris finally changed him, the padding was yellowed and sagging heavily.

“See how easy it is now?” she whispered while powdering his skin. “Your body knows it belongs in diapers. No more resistance. No more control.”

She stroked his cock slowly as she cleaned him. He hardened instantly, leaking pre-cum onto her fingers.

But she didn’t let him cum. Just edged him gently while taping him into another fresh, extra-thick diaper.

Back into the crib.

More crib time. More soft music. More mobile turning.

Jasper floated. Wet again. And again. Each release easier. More complete. The heavy, warm bulk between his legs became comforting instead of humiliating. His cock stayed semi-hard most of the time, enjoying the constant soft pressure of the soggy padding.

By evening his mind felt deliciously soft. Thoughts simple. Babyish. The need to fight had vanished entirely.

Eris lowered the rail one final time for the night. Helped him out. Laid him on the changing table.

She changed him slowly. Warm wipes cleaning every inch of his skin. Generous cream smoothed over his cock and around his hole. Sweet powder dusted thickly. The fresh diaper slid underneath him - the thickest yet.

She taped it snugly. Ran her hands over the crinkly front. Pressed gently on the bulge of his hardening cock.

Eris changes him slowly and asks if he is ready to beg for the final contract.


Chapter 17: The Only Words Left

Jasper knelt at Eris’s feet in nothing but a onesie and a very wet diaper, tears of overwhelming need in his eyes. The thick padding sagged heavily between his spread thighs, warm and thoroughly soaked from hours of effortless, unresisted wetting. The onesie stretched tight over the massive swollen bulk, snaps straining. His cock throbbed hard inside the soggy mess, leaking steadily.

Eris sat on the edge of the rocking chair, silk blouse open, full heavy breasts bare. Slate-gray eyes soft yet commanding as she looked down at him.

“Tell Mommy what you need, little one,” she said gently. “Use your words. All of them.”

Jasper’s voice trembled. Tears slipped down his flushed cheeks. The last fragments of his adult self crumbled away.

“I… I don’t want to be Jasper anymore,” he whispered. Voice small. Broken. Desperate. “I don’t want to be the lawyer. I don’t want courtrooms or decisions or big-boy clothes. I want to be your baby. Only your baby. Forever.”

Eris’s hand stroked his tousled chestnut hair. “Keep going, sweet boy.”

“I renounce everything,” he sobbed. “My name. My job. My control. My adulthood. Please, Mommy… I need to stay in diapers. I need to wet them without thinking. I need bottles and cribs and your milk. I can’t go back. I don’t want to go back. Please let me be your permanent baby boy.”

The words poured out faster. Raw. Helpless.

“I want to nurse every day. Sleep in the crib every night. Have my diapers changed by you. Never wear big-boy underwear again. Never make choices again. I belong in padding. I belong helpless. Please, Mommy… keep me like this forever. I’m begging you.”

Fresh tears fell. His hips rocked subtly, grinding the wet diaper against his aching cock.

Eris smiled serenely. “Such beautiful words. Show Mommy how much you mean them.”

She guided his head forward. He leaned in, mouth latching desperately onto her left nipple. Warm milk flowed instantly. He suckled hard. Greedy. Frantic. Wet nursing sounds filled the nursery as milk flooded his mouth and dribbled down his chin.

Eris moaned softly. One hand cradled the back of his head, pressing him deeper into her breast. Her other hand slipped beneath her skirt, fingers finding her slick, swollen pussy.

While Jasper nursed with desperate hunger, Eris began pleasuring herself. Two fingers slid deep into her dripping cunt. She fucked herself steadily, palm grinding hard against her clit.

“That’s it, baby… suckle like you’ll never stop. Mommy’s permanent little boy. No more Jasper. Just my helpless, diapered baby.”

Jasper whimpered around her nipple. Suckled harder. Milk sprayed lightly as he drew deeply. His own cock pulsed inside the saturated diaper, rubbing against the warm, soggy padding with every desperate rock of his hips.

Eris’s fingers moved faster. Wet, obscene sounds mixed with his frantic nursing. Her hips rocked up to meet her thrusting hand.

“Good boy… begging so sweetly while you nurse. Mommy’s pussy is so wet for her baby.”

She switched him to her other breast. Fresh milk gushed as he latched on. He suckled even more desperately, tears still streaming, body trembling with total surrender.

Eris’s breathing turned ragged. Fingers plunging deep and fast into her clenching pussy. Juices coating her hand and dripping down her thighs.

“Fuck… yes… Mommy’s going to come while her baby begs to stay little forever…”

Her body arched. A deep, shuddering cry tore from her throat.

Orgasm crashed through her. Violent. Shattering.

Her pussy spasmed hard around her fingers. Hot juices squirted onto her hand and the chair. Thighs quivering. Breasts heaving as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her.

Jasper kept nursing through her climax. Suckling frantically. Milk flowing freely as her body shook with release.

When the tremors finally eased, Eris gently pulled his mouth from her nipple. His lips were swollen, glistening with milk and saliva. Tears still wet on his cheeks.

She cupped his face. Kissed his forehead tenderly.

Eris produces the permanent contract and tells him tomorrow he will sign it while experiencing the deepest release of his life.


Chapter 18: The Final Signature

Jasper lay across Eris’s lap in the nursery rocking chair, wearing the thickest diaper yet. The massive padding swelled enormously between his spread thighs, already heavily soaked from multiple effortless wettings throughout the morning. The plastic shell crinkled loudly with every tiny shift of his body. A soft onesie stretched tight over the bulky mass, snaps straining between his legs.

His mouth latched desperately to Eris’s right breast. Warm, sweet milk flowed steadily as he suckled with deep, rhythmic pulls. Eyes half-closed. Mind soft and floating.

Eris rocked them both slowly. One arm cradled his back. Her free hand rested possessively on the front of his massively swollen diaper, rubbing slow, firm circles over the crinkly plastic.

The permanent contract lay open on the small table beside the chair. Pen waiting. Ink ready.

“Today is the day, baby,” Eris murmured. Voice low and soothing. “You’re going to sign away the last of your adult life while Mommy makes you come harder than you ever have. Then you’ll be mine forever. My eternal baby boy.”

Jasper whimpered around her nipple. Suckled harder. Milk dribbled down his chin onto her bare breast.

Eris reached for the contract. Held it where he could see it while continuing to nurse.

“Read the words with Mommy.”

Her voice was calm as she recited each line:

“Jasper renounces all adult identity. He will be known only as Mommy’s baby. He surrenders all decision-making, all responsibilities, all rights to adult clothing, adult bathroom use, and adult autonomy. He consents to permanent diaper use, permanent crib sleeping, permanent regression under Mommy’s complete control. He belongs to Eris as her property for the rest of his life.”

Jasper’s eyes filled with tears of overwhelming need and joy. He nodded frantically around her nipple. Milk sprayed lightly as he suckled with desperate hunger.

Eris smiled serenely. “Good boy. Now sign while Mommy takes care of that aching little cock through your soaked diaper.”

She guided his trembling right hand to the pen. Placed the contract on the wide arm of the rocking chair.

Jasper’s fingers shook as he gripped the pen. His mouth never left her breast. Milk continued flowing down his throat.

Eris’s hand pressed harder on the front of his diaper. Rubbing in firm, deliberate strokes. The thick, warm, urine-soaked padding squelched wetly under her palm. She ground the soggy mass against his throbbing cock, the friction muted but relentless through the heavy layers.

Jasper moaned loudly around her nipple. Hips rocking helplessly. The massive diaper crinkled and squished with every desperate movement.

“Sign, baby. First line.”

He scrawled his name. Messy. Childlike. The pen slipped slightly from the pleasure.

Eris increased the pressure. Her hand moved faster. Kneading the soaked padding. Squelching sounds loud and obscene as she worked the heavy, warm mess against his straining erection.

“Next line. Full surrender.”

Jasper signed again. Tears slipped down his cheeks. Milk flooded his mouth. His cock pulsed wildly inside the saturated core, leaking fresh pre-cum into the already drenched padding.

Eris rocked them steadily. Her own breathing deepened as she watched him sign away his life. Her fingers found the edge of the diaper through the onesie snaps and pressed directly on the bulge of his cock, rubbing the slick, piss-wet padding against his sensitive head in tight circles.

“Almost there, little one. Last signature. Permanent baby.”

Jasper’s hand trembled violently as he signed the final line. The pen dropped from his fingers onto the contract.

The moment the ink dried, Eris’s hand moved with purpose.

She rubbed him hard and fast through the thick, soaked diaper. The wet padding squelched and crinkled wildly. She ground the heavy, urine-logged mass relentlessly against his cock and balls, focusing firm pressure right on the head.

“Come for Mommy, baby,” she commanded softly. “Come while the contract makes you mine forever. Fill your permanent diaper.”

Jasper cried out around her breast. Body arching. Suckling frantically as the orgasm built like a tidal wave.

Eris didn’t stop. Her palm pressed and rubbed without mercy. The soaked padding provided slick, warm friction that pushed him over the edge.

The climax hit him like lightning.

Shattering. Deep. Soul-emptying.

Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock in powerful, endless pulses. Spurt after spurt flooded into the already saturated diaper, mixing with his piss. His hole clenched. Body convulsed in her lap. Milk sprayed from Eris’s nipple as he suckled through the violent release.

Eris kept rubbing him through every wave. Milking every drop. Draining him completely until only weak, twitching dribbles remained and his mind went blissfully, perfectly empty.

When the last shudder finally faded, Jasper sagged against her. Mouth still latched loosely to her breast. Eyes glazed. Face slack with total surrender.

Eris set the signed contract aside. Looked down at her baby with pure possessive love.

With the contract signed and his mind blissfully empty, Eris kisses his forehead and whispers that the real work of forever has only just begun.
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