
        
            
                
            
        

    
Diapers Forever

A Dark ABDL Erotica Story of Forced Regression, Maternal Ownership, and Messy 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 Contract

The Contract

Soren Voss sat ramrod straight in the leather wingback chair, the sharp lines of his tailored charcoal suit cutting a figure that still screamed control. At twenty-eight, he had spent the last decade carving his name into the cutthroat world of corporate law, but tonight the armor felt paper-thin. His steel-gray eyes, usually sharp enough to eviscerate opposing counsel, flicked restlessly across the sleek mahogany desk that separated him from Thalia Voss - no relation, though the shared surname had once made him smirk in the waiting room. Now the irony tasted like ash.

The office was a study in quiet power: floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline at dusk, walls lined with leather-bound volumes that probably cost more than his monthly retainer, and the faint, expensive scent of sandalwood and something sweeter - vanilla, maybe, or warm milk. Everything designed to soothe and disarm. Everything except the woman behind the desk.

Thalia leaned back in her high-backed chair, statuesque and utterly composed. Thirty-six years old, with flawless olive skin that glowed under the soft lamplight and raven hair coiled into a perfect chignon that not a single strand dared escape. Her amber eyes - piercing, unblinking - fixed on him with the calm intensity of a predator that already knew the outcome of the hunt. She wore a tailored silk blouse the color of deep burgundy, the top button undone just enough to reveal the elegant line of her collarbone and the subtle swell of full breasts beneath. Her heels, black and lethal, clicked once against the floor as she shifted, the sound echoing like a gavel.

“You look tired, Mr. Voss,” she said, her voice low and velvet-smooth, never rising above a murmur. “Exhausted, actually. The kind of exhaustion that no amount of scotch or gym hours can fix.”

Soren’s jaw tightened. He hated how accurately she read him. “I’m here for results, Ms. Voss. Not analysis. Your program promises total reset. Control regained through… unconventional means. I read the brochure.”

Thalia’s lips curved into the faintest smile, the kind that didn’t reach her eyes. “The brochure is polite. What I offer is surrender. Complete, structured regression. You hand me the reins of your adult life, and I mold what’s left into something… simpler. Something that no longer needs to pretend.”

He shifted in his seat, the fine wool of his trousers suddenly feeling too tight across his lap. A ridiculous reaction. He was here because his life was fracturing - panic attacks in boardrooms, nights where sleep refused to come, the gnawing certainty that one more case would break him. The wellness program had been pitched as extreme mindfulness, isolation therapy, total detachment from his old identity. But the fine print, the part he’d skimmed in his desperate 3 a.m. scrolling, spoke of diapers, regression, maternal dominance. He’d told himself it was just marketing shock value. Now, under her gaze, it felt dangerously real.

Thalia slid a thick manila folder across the desk. The contract. Heavy vellum pages, crisp black ink, her signature already elegant at the bottom of each section. “Read it carefully. Every clause. This isn’t therapy with training wheels, Soren. Once you sign, there is no halfway. You belong to the program - and to me - for the duration. Your body, your schedule, your bodily functions. All of it.”

His fingers brushed the edge of the folder. The paper was cool, expensive. He opened it, scanning the legalese that had once been his native tongue. But the words blurred. Instead, he felt her eyes on him - those amber depths boring straight through the arrogant facade he’d worn like a second skin. She didn’t blink. Didn’t look away. It was as if she could see the frantic pulse at his throat, the way his cock twitched once, traitorously, beneath the zipper of his suit pants.

Heat crawled up the back of his neck. What the fuck was that? He wasn’t some nervous intern. He’d negotiated multimillion-dollar deals with men twice his age. Yet here he was, half-hard from nothing more than a woman’s steady stare.

Thalia watched the flush creep across his sharp jawline with visible satisfaction. Her own thighs pressed together beneath the desk, a slow, secret throb building between them. She loved this part - the moment the proud ones realized their control was already slipping. “Paragraph seven,” she murmured, her voice dropping even lower. “Full relinquishment of adult clothing and possessions upon arrival. You will enter my estate wearing nothing that belongs to the old Soren Voss. Everything will be provided. Everything.”

He swallowed hard, flipping to the page. The language was clinical yet merciless: “Participant agrees to immediate and total infantilization protocols, including but not limited to mandatory diapering, enforced continence training (or lack thereof), corporal discipline, and sexual reprogramming under maternal authority.” His cock gave another involuntary twitch, thickening against the fabric of his boxer briefs. The betrayal of his own body made his stomach clench with equal parts shame and dark, unwanted arousal.

“Paragraph twelve,” Thalia continued, leaning forward slightly. The movement caused her silk blouse to shift, the soft fabric whispering against her skin. “I retain the right to inspect, touch, and control every inch of your body at any time. Resistance will be met with restraint - physical, chemical if necessary. Pleasure will be granted or withheld according to my judgment. Your orgasms, should they occur, will belong to me.”

Soren’s breath hitched. He could feel the weight of her gaze like fingers sliding down his spine, then lower, cupping the growing bulge between his legs. His steel-gray eyes flicked up to meet hers, trying to reclaim some shred of defiance. “This is… extreme.”

“It is necessary,” she replied calmly. “You came here because you’re breaking, Soren. The competent lawyer, the self-reliant man - he’s exhausted. He wants to be taken apart. He wants someone stronger to decide when he eats, when he sleeps, when he pisses and shits like the helpless little boy he’s always secretly been.” Her amber eyes never wavered. “And look at you. Already getting hard just from reading the words.”

His face burned. He wanted to deny it, to stand up and walk out. But his cock was now fully erect, straining painfully against his tailored trousers, the head leaking a small, shameful bead of precum that soaked into the fabric. He could smell his own arousal mingling with the sandalwood in the air.

Thalia’s smile deepened, slow and knowing. She uncrossed her legs with deliberate grace, the click of her heel punctuating the moment. “Go on. Sign it. Or leave. But if you walk out that door tonight, you’ll spend the rest of your life wondering what it would have felt like to finally let go.”

Soren’s hand trembled as he reached for the fountain pen she offered. The nib was heavy, cool. He scanned the final page again - the one that sealed it. “I, Soren Voss, of sound mind and consenting adult status, voluntarily surrender all adult autonomy to Mistress Thalia for the duration of the program. I consent to forced regression, permanent loss of potty privileges during treatment, sexual use and humiliation, and any and all acts deemed necessary for my complete breakdown and rebuilding.”

His cock throbbed harder. The words should have repulsed him. Instead, they sent a dark thrill straight to his balls, tightening them, making his shaft pulse with need. He hated how right she was. How badly some buried part of him craved exactly this - being stripped, controlled, reduced.

The pen touched the paper.

He signed.

The scratch of ink on vellum sounded obscenely loud in the quiet office. Thalia watched every stroke, her own breathing subtly quicker, nipples visibly hardening beneath the silk of her blouse. When he finished, she took the contract back, her fingers brushing his with electric contact. She blew gently across the wet ink, then set it aside to dry.

“Very good, baby,” she whispered, the endearment slipping out like a promise and a threat all at once.

Soren’s breath caught. The word landed low in his gut, making his trapped erection jerk again. He was leaking steadily now, the front of his underwear slick and warm.

Thalia stood, towering over the desk in her heels. She rounded it slowly, each step measured, until she stood beside his chair. One manicured hand reached down and cupped his chin, tilting his face up to meet her unflinching amber gaze. Her thumb stroked along his lower lip.

“You felt that, didn’t you?” she murmured. “That little twitch when I called you baby. Your cock knows what your mind is still fighting. Tomorrow, when you arrive at the estate, everything changes. No more suits. No more control. Just thick, crinkling diapers taped tight around your waist, and my voice telling you exactly what a helpless little boy you are.”

His mouth went dry. He could picture it too clearly - the rustle of plastic, the humiliating bulk between his thighs, her hands smoothing powder over his shaved skin. His cock strained harder, aching.

Thalia’s free hand drifted lower, hovering just above the obvious tent in his trousers without touching. Close enough that he could feel the heat of her palm. “I can smell how excited you are. How ashamed. That’s only the beginning.”

She released his chin and stepped back, returning to her seat with that same graceful authority. The contract lay between them, ink now dry and permanent.

Soren sat there, breathing ragged, his once-impeccable posture cracking just a fraction. His steel-gray eyes were wide, pupils blown with a mix of fear and forbidden lust.

Thalia smiled as the ink dried. Tomorrow the nursery doors would close behind him for good.


Chapter 2: Stripped

The heavy oak doors of Thalia’s private nursery estate swung shut behind Soren with a soft, final click that echoed through the grand foyer like a prison gate locking. Sunlight filtered through tall arched windows, casting warm golden pools across polished hardwood floors and pastel walls adorned with subtle, childish motifs - faint lambs and clouds that felt both innocent and mocking. The air carried the unmistakable scent of baby powder, warm latex, and something faintly sweet, like talcum and milk. His tailored charcoal suit suddenly felt like a costume, too sharp, too adult for this place.

Thalia stood a few paces ahead, her statuesque frame silhouetted against the light. The same burgundy silk blouse hugged her curves, paired today with a sleek black pencil skirt that ended just above her knees and those lethal heels that clicked with quiet authority on the floor. Her raven hair remained perfectly coiled, amber eyes calm and unflinching as she turned to face him. In her hand she held the thick manila folder containing his signed contract.

“Welcome home, little one,” she said, her voice low and velvet-smooth, never rising. “Hand me the contract.”

Soren’s heart hammered against his ribs as he stepped forward, the soles of his dress shoes sounding too loud. His steel-gray eyes darted around the space - the wide changing table visible through an open doorway to the left, stacks of thick white diapers neatly arranged beside bottles of powder and lotion, a large crib with high rails in the corner of the adjacent room. Everything was scaled for an adult, yet unmistakably infantile. His fingers trembled slightly as he passed her the folder.

Thalia took it without comment, placing it on a small antique side table. She studied him for a long moment, her piercing gaze traveling slowly from his perfectly knotted tie down to the polished leather of his shoes. “You’re still wearing all of it. The suit, the shirt, the underwear, the socks - every last stitch that belongs to the old Soren Voss. That ends now.”

He swallowed hard, his mouth dry. “Right here? In the entrance?”

“Yes.” Her tone was matter-of-fact, calm as still water. “Strip. Everything off. Fold each piece neatly and place it in the bag I provide. Your adult life is being bagged and sealed away forever. You will never wear any of it again.”

A flush crept up his neck. His cock, already half-hard from the drive over and the memory of her gaze in the office, twitched traitorously inside his boxer briefs. He wanted to protest, to cling to some shred of dignity, but the contract burned in his mind - every clause he had signed under her unflinching stare. Reluctantly, his hands rose to the knot of his tie.

Thalia watched with cool pleasure, arms crossed beneath her full breasts, pushing them up slightly against the silk. She said nothing as he loosened the silk tie and pulled it free, the fabric whispering as it slid from his collar. He folded it with mechanical precision, the way he once folded legal briefs, and set it on the small table she indicated. Next came the jacket, shoulders shrugging out of the tailored wool. The crisp white dress shirt followed, buttons popping open one by one to reveal the lean, toned chest beneath - sharp jawline matched by a runner’s build, faint definition along his abdomen from years of stress-fueled gym sessions.

Each layer removed made him feel more exposed, more vulnerable. The cool air of the estate kissed his skin as the shirt joined the pile. His nipples tightened from the chill and from the weight of her amber eyes tracing every inch of newly revealed flesh.

“Faster,” Thalia murmured when he hesitated at his belt. “No dawdling. Your adult clothes are no longer yours.”

His fingers fumbled with the buckle, the metallic clink loud in the quiet space. The belt slid free, coiled neatly, and added to the growing pile. Then the trousers, zipper rasping down, the fine wool pooling at his ankles. He stepped out of them, folding them with shaking hands. Now he stood in nothing but his black boxer briefs, black socks, and polished dress shoes. His erection was unmistakable now - thick and straining against the thin fabric, the head already leaking a small wet spot that darkened the material.

Thalia’s lips curved in a faint, satisfied smile. She could see the conflict in his steel-gray eyes: arrogance warring with exhaustion, resistance melting under the heat of unwanted arousal. “Shoes and socks first. Then the underwear. I want to see everything.”

Soren kicked off the shoes, the leather thudding softly. Socks followed, leaving his bare feet on the cool floor. His hands hovered at the waistband of his briefs, thumbs hooked under the elastic. His heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his cock, making it jerk visibly.

“Take them off, Soren,” Thalia said softly, stepping closer. The click of her heels made his stomach flip. “Show Mommy what she owns now.”

The word “Mommy” hit him like a spark to dry tinder. His cock throbbed hard, a fresh bead of precum soaking through the fabric. Shame burned his cheeks, but his hands obeyed, shoving the briefs down his lean thighs. His erection sprang free, bouncing heavily against his lower abdomen - seven inches of rigid, veined flesh, the circumcised head flushed dark and glistening at the tip. His balls hung tight and full beneath, shaved smooth from a nervous grooming session the night before.

Completely naked now, he stood shivering in the entrance hall, arms instinctively moving to cover himself before Thalia’s calm voice stopped him.

“No hiding. Hands at your sides. Let me look.”

He forced his arms down, exposing everything. The cool air teased his leaking cock, making it twitch and bob. Thalia circled him slowly, her gaze clinical yet hungry, taking in the sharp lines of his jaw, the smooth planes of his chest, the narrow waist flaring to lean hips, and the proud, betraying erection that refused to soften.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, stopping behind him. One warm hand rested lightly on his shoulder, then trailed down his spine, making him arch involuntarily. “Such a handsome, tired boy. All that adult pretense stripped away. No more suits to hide behind. No more control.”

Her fingers brushed the curve of his ass, then lower, cupping one cheek possessively. Soren’s breath hitched, a soft, involuntary sound escaping his throat as her touch sent sparks straight to his cock.

Thalia moved to a nearby cabinet and retrieved a large black trash bag. She held it open. “Bag them. Every piece. Neatly folded. This is the last time these clothes will ever touch your skin.”

One by one he placed the items inside - the tie, jacket, shirt, trousers, belt, socks, shoes, and finally the damp boxer briefs, the crotch stained with his precum. The bag grew heavy with the remnants of his old life. When it was full, Thalia sealed it with a twist tie and set it aside near the door, labeling it simply “Adult Belongings - To Be Destroyed.”

Soren stood naked and shivering, his erection still raging, the head now slick and shining. His steel-gray eyes flicked toward the open doorway to the nursery proper, where the changing table loomed. Stacks of thick, white disposable diapers sat neatly arranged beside containers of baby powder, wipes, and lotion. The sight made his stomach twist with a potent mix of dread and dark excitement. His cock gave another hard throb, leaking a thin string of precum that dripped slowly toward the floor.

Thalia noticed, of course. She stepped close again, her silk blouse brushing his bare chest as she reached down and wrapped her fingers lightly around the base of his shaft. Not stroking - just holding, claiming. The warmth of her palm made him gasp.

“Look at you,” she whispered, amber eyes locking onto his. “Already dripping like a needy little boy. Your body knows what your mind is still fighting. Tomorrow you’ll wake up in one of those diapers. Thick, crinkling, taped tight around your waist so you can’t pretend anymore.”

Soren’s breath came in shallow pants. He wanted to pull away, to reclaim some dignity, but her touch felt too good, too commanding. His hips twitched forward involuntarily, seeking friction, but she held him still.

“Not yet,” she said calmly. “First, we prepare you properly. But for now… naked and shivering, he realizes the diaper stack on the changing table is for him.”


Chapter 3: Smooth

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Smooth

Soren lay completely naked on the padded changing table, the bright overhead lights flooding the nursery with clinical clarity. The surface beneath him was soft yet firm, covered in a waterproof vinyl sheet that already smelled faintly of disinfectant and sweet talcum. His lean body stretched out under Thalia’s unflinching gaze, every inch of his once-impeccable adult form exposed - sharp jaw clenched, steel-gray eyes wide with a storm of humiliation and forbidden arousal. His cock, still traitorously hard from the stripping in the entrance hall, rested heavy against his lower abdomen, the flushed head glistening with a steady leak of precum that trailed down the veined shaft.

Thalia moved with deliberate grace around the table, her statuesque figure casting a long shadow over him. The burgundy silk blouse clung to the full swell of her breasts, the fabric shifting softly with each breath. Her raven hair remained perfectly coiled, amber eyes calm and piercing as she adjusted the bright lamp above, ensuring every detail of his body was illuminated. She wore thin latex gloves now, snapping them into place with a sharp, professional sound that made his stomach twist.

“Legs apart, baby,” she murmured, her voice low and velvet-smooth, never rising. “Wide. I want full access. No hiding anything from Mommy.”

Soren’s breath hitched. Resistance flickered in his chest - he was a lawyer, a grown man, not some helpless infant - but his body obeyed before his mind could catch up. His lean thighs parted, knees bending slightly, exposing the heavy sac of his balls and the tight pucker of his ass. The cool air kissed his most intimate skin, making his erection twitch visibly, another bead of precum oozing from the slit.

Thalia smiled faintly, pleased. She wheeled over a stainless-steel tray laden with tools: a fresh razor, shaving cream, warm water basin, aftershave lotion, and a large container of baby powder. “Every trace of adult hair goes. Chest, underarms, legs, cock, balls, and that pretty little hole between your cheeks. You will be completely smooth, like the helpless baby you’re becoming.”

She started at his chest, lathering the shaving cream in slow, circular motions. The cool foam made his nipples harden into tight peaks. The razor glided over his skin with clinical precision, scraping away the sparse dark hair in long, smooth strokes. Each pass left behind tingling, hypersensitive flesh. Thalia worked methodically, her gloved fingers occasionally brushing his nipples, sending jolts straight to his throbbing cock.

“Such a good boy, staying still,” she praised softly, her amber eyes flicking up to watch his face. “Look at you leaking already. Your body loves being prepared for its diapers.”

Soren’s jaw tightened, a low groan escaping despite himself as the razor moved lower, across his abdomen. The sensation was maddening - vulnerable, exposed, every nerve ending waking up under the bright lights. His cock jerked when she reached the base, the shaft bobbing heavily as she lathered the trimmed pubic hair.

“Hold still now,” Thalia warned calmly. “This is delicate.”

She gripped the base of his erection firmly with one hand, pulling it upward and away from his body. The firm hold made him gasp, hips bucking once involuntarily. The razor descended in short, careful strokes, stripping away every hair from the root. The cool blade scraped along the sensitive underside, then around the flushed head, removing the last traces of his adult masculinity. His balls were next - tight and drawn up - lathered generously before the razor glided over the wrinkled skin, leaving them smooth and pink.

Soren’s breathing grew ragged. The tingling was intense, his freshly shaved skin burning with heightened sensitivity. Every tiny hair removed made him feel smaller, more infantile. His cock, now completely bald, stood rigid and leaking profusely, the veins standing out starkly against the smooth shaft.

“Turn over,” Thalia ordered softly.

He obeyed, rolling onto his stomach, ass raised slightly as she positioned him on all fours for better access. The position was degrading - knees spread, back arched, face pressed into the padded table. Thalia’s gloved hands spread his cheeks wide, exposing the tight ring of his hole. Warm lather was applied generously, the foam dripping down to his smooth balls. The razor worked carefully around the sensitive pucker, scraping every trace of hair until the area was baby-smooth.

“Perfect,” she murmured, her voice thick with quiet arousal. She could feel her own nipples tightening beneath the silk blouse, a warm slickness building between her thighs as she watched his humiliation. “All smooth and pink for Mommy.”

She wiped him clean with warm, damp cloths, the soft fabric stroking over every newly bare inch. Then came the aftershave lotion - cool, soothing, with a faint baby-fresh scent. Thalia massaged it in thoroughly, her fingers lingering on his cock and balls, stroking the smooth skin until he was whimpering softly, hips rocking helplessly against the table.

But she didn’t allow release. Instead, she rolled him onto his back again and reached for the large container of baby powder.

“Time for the clouds, baby.”

The lid clicked open. Thalia shook the bottle generously, sending thick white plumes of powder cascading over his chest, dusting his smooth nipples and abdomen in fragrant clouds. The sweet, powdery scent filled the air, thick and infantile. She continued downward, powdering his smooth cock and balls until they were coated in a fine white layer, the excess puffing up in little bursts with each shake. His erection, now dusted white, looked obscene - rigid, leaking, utterly babyish.

“Lift your bottom,” she commanded.

Soren raised his hips, and she slid a thick changing pad beneath him. More powder rained down between his cheeks, coating his smooth hole and the crevice of his ass. The clouds of baby powder billowed around him, settling on his freshly shaved skin like fresh snow. The scent was overwhelming - pure, childish, humiliating. His tingling skin absorbed the softness, every nerve ending alive and screaming with sensitivity.

Thalia’s breathing had grown heavier, her amber eyes dark with lust as she watched him squirm under the powdering. One of her hands slipped between her own thighs for a moment, pressing against the damp heat of her pussy through her skirt, but she kept her face composed, voice steady.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “All smooth and powdered like a proper little baby boy. No more adult hair. No more pretending. Just soft, sensitive skin ready for its first thick diaper.”

Soren lay there, freshly shaved skin tingling fiercely under the bright lights. The baby powder clung to every inch of his body - chest, underarms, legs, cock, balls, and ass - leaving him coated in the sweet, unmistakable scent. His erection throbbed painfully, the powdered shaft glistening with precum that mixed with the white dust into a sticky mess. Shame burned through him, hot and deep, yet his body betrayed him completely, hips twitching with need.

Thalia set the powder bottle aside and reached for the stack of diapers on the nearby shelf. She selected the thickest one, unfolding it slowly.

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.


Chapter 4: First Crinkle

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

First Crinkle

Soren lay powdered and exposed on the padded changing table, the bright nursery lights casting every humiliating detail into sharp relief. His lean, freshly shaved body gleamed under a fine layer of sweet baby powder, the scent thick and cloying in the air - pure, infantile, inescapable. Every inch of him was smooth now: chest, underarms, legs, the once-proud cock and tight balls, even the sensitive pucker between his cheeks. The tingling from the shave lingered, making his skin hypersensitive to the cool air and the soft vinyl beneath him. His steel-gray eyes stared up at the ceiling, heart hammering, as Thalia stood beside the table with calm, deliberate grace.

She held the thick diaper in both hands, the white plastic shell rustling loudly even before she opened it fully. The material was premium - extra bulky, with high-rise leg cuffs, a wide absorbent core, and loud, glossy backing that promised to announce every movement. Thalia’s amber eyes flicked over his body with visible satisfaction, lingering on the half-hard cock resting against his powdered lower abdomen. A thin string of precum still connected the flushed head to his smooth skin, evidence of his body’s unwilling betrayal.

“Lift your bottom for Mommy, baby,” she said softly, her voice velvet and commanding, never rising above a murmur.

Soren hesitated, jaw clenched, the arrogant lawyer inside him screaming to resist. But his hips rose anyway, driven by the contract, by the dark thrill coiling low in his gut, and by the way her piercing gaze pinned him in place. Thalia slid the unfolded diaper beneath him with practiced ease, the plastic backing crinkling sharply as it made contact with the changing pad. The sound was deafening in the quiet nursery - loud, plastic, unmistakably infantile. It sent a jolt straight through him. His cock twitched, thickening further despite the shame flooding his cheeks.

The diaper was massive between his legs, the thick padding brushing the backs of his thighs as he lowered his hips onto it. The material was warm from being handled, slightly cool on the plastic exterior, and already the bulk forced his smooth legs apart in a slight, bow-legged sprawl.

Thalia took her time. She didn’t rush the taping like some hurried nanny. Instead, she smoothed the front panel slowly upward, letting the crinkling plastic drag across his powdered skin. The front of the diaper rose over his cock and balls, enveloping them in soft, cushioned warmth. The absorbent core pressed firmly against his half-hard shaft, the pressure making it throb and leak another bead of precum into the soft inner lining.

“Feel that?” she murmured, her olive-skinned fingers adjusting the leg cuffs with deliberate care. Each tug produced another loud crinkle, the plastic whispering and crackling as she tucked the material snugly around his lean thighs. “That thick padding between your legs. That’s where your cock belongs now. No more adult underwear. No more control over when or where you go. Just diapers. Forever.”

Soren’s breath came in shallow pants. The sensation was overwhelming - the soft powder mixing with the crinkly plastic, the way the bulky material forced his legs wider, the constant noisy rustle with every tiny shift of his hips. His cock, trapped now inside the diaper, hardened fully against the padding, the head rubbing slickly against the inner lining. Shame burned hot through his chest, but the arousal was stronger, darker, making his balls tighten and his hips give a helpless little rock.

Thalia noticed everything. A faint flush colored her own cheeks, her full breasts rising and falling a little faster beneath the burgundy silk blouse. She was visibly aroused by his slow descent, the way his competent facade cracked with every loud crinkle. One of her gloved hands lingered on the front of the diaper, pressing the padding gently against his erection, feeling it pulse beneath her palm.

“Good boy,” she praised calmly. “Look how your little cock is enjoying its first diaper. Leaking already, making the inside all warm and wet before you’ve even used it properly.”

She folded the left side panel over first, pulling it tight across his waist with a long, deliberate tear of the landing zone tape. The loud rip and subsequent crinkle echoed through the nursery. Soren gasped, the tight tape cinching the diaper snug around his hips, compressing the bulky padding firmly around his cock and balls. The plastic shell molded to his body, the high waistband sitting just below his navel, making him look unmistakably infantile.

The right side followed, another sharp rip of tape, another symphony of crinkling plastic. Thalia adjusted and readjusted, smoothing her hands over the front and sides with slow, possessive strokes. Each pass produced fresh waves of loud, embarrassing noise - the glossy backing crackling and rustling, announcing to the entire room that a grown man was now taped into a thick baby diaper.

Soren’s face burned crimson. He could feel the bulk, the way the diaper forced his thighs apart, the constant noisy reminder with every breath. His cock was rock-hard inside the padding now, trapped and throbbing, rubbing slickly against the absorbent material with every involuntary twitch. The powder made everything soft and slippery, heightening every sensation.

Thalia stepped back slightly to admire her work, amber eyes dark with lust. She ran her hands down the front of the diaper one final time, pressing firmly over the prominent bulge of his erection. The padding compressed, squeezing his cock deliciously, and another loud crinkle filled the air.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “All taped up in your first thick diaper. Feel how heavy and bulky it is between your legs? That’s your new underwear, Soren. Your only underwear from now on.”

She continued patting and smoothing, her fingers tracing the leg cuffs, ensuring every seal was tight. The plastic crinkled endlessly under her touch, a relentless soundtrack of his regression. Soren’s steel-gray eyes were half-lidded now, breathing ragged, caught between resistance and the shameful pleasure building low in his belly.

Thalia leaned closer, her raven hair framing her face as her breath ghosted over his ear. “No more toilets for you, little one. No more adult bathrooms. When you need to go, you’ll do it right here - in your diaper. Wet and messy like the helpless baby you are. And Mommy will be right here to change you… or leave you in it.”

Her hand pressed down harder on the front of the diaper, right over his throbbing cock, rocking the bulky padding against him in slow, deliberate circles. The crinkling grew louder, more frantic, matching the pace of his shallow gasps. Pleasure spiked through him, his hips bucking weakly into her touch despite the humiliation.

But she stopped just as he neared the edge, pulling her hand away with calm authority.

“Not yet,” she said softly. “You’ll learn to earn your pleasure. Or lose it entirely.”

Soren whimpered - a small, broken sound he hated immediately - as the thick diaper settled heavily between his legs, warm and crinkling with every tiny movement. His powdered, smooth skin tingled inside the plastic prison, his cock half-hard and leaking steadily into the padding despite himself.

Thalia patted the front firmly. He will not be allowed to use a toilet again.


Chapter 5: The Flood

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

The Flood

Soren waddled slowly down the wide, sunlit hallway of Thalia’s nursery estate, each step accompanied by a loud, humiliating crinkle that echoed off the pastel walls. The thick diaper Thalia had taped onto him hours earlier felt impossibly bulky between his lean thighs, forcing his legs into an awkward, bow-legged gait. The heavy padding swayed and rustled with every movement, the glossy plastic shell rubbing against his freshly shaved, powdered skin. Inside the warm, cushioned prison, his cock - half-hard and still leaking intermittently - rubbed slickly against the soft inner lining, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through his body with each waddle.

Hours had passed since the diapering. Thalia had kept him moving constantly - first a long, deliberate tour of the estate, then simple “baby exercises” like crawling on the nursery floor and standing from a squat while she watched with calm, piercing amber eyes. No bathroom breaks. No toilet access. Every time he asked, her response was the same: soft, velvet-smooth, and utterly merciless.

“Babies don’t use toilets, Soren. You signed the contract. Your bladder belongs to Mommy now.”

His desperation had built steadily, a heavy, aching pressure in his lower belly that grew worse with every crinkling step. The denial was deliberate. Thalia had fed him bottle after bottle of warm, slightly sweet liquid - water mixed with electrolytes and a mild diuretic she hadn’t bothered to hide. Now the urge was overwhelming, a constant, throbbing need that made his smooth balls tighten and his cock twitch inside the already-warm padding.

He tried to hold it. God, he tried. His steel-gray eyes were wide with concentration, jaw clenched, lean muscles tense beneath his naked torso. He was still completely bare except for the massive diaper, the high waistband sitting just below his navel, the leg cuffs snug around his thighs. Every waddle made the plastic crackle loudly, announcing his infantile state to the empty hallway. The bulk forced his cock upward, the head constantly brushing the front of the diaper, keeping him in a state of frustrated, denied arousal.

“Please…” he whispered hoarsely, stopping in the middle of the corridor, thighs pressed together as much as the thick padding allowed. His hands instinctively moved toward the front of the diaper, pressing against the crinkly plastic in a futile attempt to hold back the flood. “I need to go. Just let me use the bathroom. One time.”

Thalia stood a few paces away, statuesque and composed in her burgundy silk blouse and black pencil skirt, heels clicking softly as she approached. Her raven hair remained perfectly coiled, amber eyes watching him with cool pleasure. She could see the strain in his sharp jaw, the way his lean body trembled, the subtle rocking of his hips as he fought the inevitable.

“No, baby,” she said calmly, her voice never rising. “You’re not using a toilet ever again. Not while you’re mine. Let it happen. Let the diaper take it all.”

Soren’s breath came in short, desperate gasps. The pressure was unbearable now - a hot, insistent fullness that made his bladder ache and his prostate throb with dark, shameful need. He tried to clench, to hold on just a little longer, but his body was exhausted, broken down by hours of teasing denial and the constant crinkling reminder of his new status.

It started as a small, involuntary spurt.

A hot rush of piss escaped his cock, soaking instantly into the absorbent core right at the front of the diaper. The warmth spread rapidly, the padding swelling as it greedily drank up the liquid. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming - wet heat blooming against his smooth, powdered skin, the once-dry interior turning slick and heavy. Another spurt followed, stronger this time, and then the dam broke completely.

Soren moaned helplessly as the flood came in a powerful, uncontrollable gush. Hot urine poured out of him in a steady, hissing stream, soaking the front of the thick diaper instantly. The padding expanded, growing heavier and warmer between his legs as it absorbed every drop. The plastic shell crinkled and stretched with the added weight, the leg cuffs puffing out slightly as the wetness wicked backward toward his ass. He could feel it all - the warm, shameful wetness enveloping his cock and balls, the way the soggy padding sagged heavily, the unmistakable squelch as he shifted his weight in a desperate, waddling attempt to stop the flow.

But he couldn’t stop. The piss kept coming, wave after wave, flooding the diaper until the absorbent core was saturated. Yellowish wetness showed clearly through the white plastic at the front, a dark, obvious wet patch spreading across the crotch and up toward the waistband. The smell of warm urine mixed with the sweet baby powder, creating a thick, humiliating aroma that filled the hallway.

Soren’s face burned with shame, his steel-gray eyes glassy as the last spurts trickled out. His cock, now fully hard again inside the soaked padding, throbbed against the heavy, wet material. The warmth and the wetness combined into a perverse, irresistible pleasure - the slick slide of wet padding against his smooth shaft, the heavy sag between his legs, the loud, squishy crinkle with every tiny movement.

Thalia watched the entire process with visible arousal. Her full breasts rose and fell faster beneath the silk, nipples visibly hardened. A faint flush colored her olive cheeks as she stepped closer, her heels clicking authoritatively. One manicured hand reached down and cupped the front of his sagging diaper, squeezing the soaked padding firmly. Warm urine squelched audibly under her palm, the plastic crinkling loudly as she massaged the heavy, wet bulk.

“Good boy,” she praised softly, her voice thick with lust. “Such a big flood for your first time. Look at how soaked you are already. The diaper took it all like a proper baby diaper should.”

Soren whimpered, hips rocking involuntarily into her touch. The wet padding compressed around his erection, squeezing deliciously, sending sparks of shameful pleasure through him. His cock pulsed inside the soggy mess, leaking fresh precum that mixed with the urine.

Thalia smiled at the obvious wet patch. The plug comes next.


Chapter 6: Vibrating Shame

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Vibrating Shame

Thalia’s nursery changing room smelled of warm urine, sweet baby powder, and the faint metallic tang of arousal. Soren lay on his back on the padded table, the heavy, soaked diaper sagging between his spread thighs like a warm, shameful weight. The front of the plastic was visibly yellowed, the dark wet patch spreading from crotch to waistband, the absorbent core swollen and squishy. His lean, powdered body glistened under the bright lights, cock still half-hard and trapped inside the soggy padding, pulsing with every embarrassed heartbeat.

Thalia stood beside him, statuesque and perfectly composed in her burgundy silk blouse, the fabric stretched across her full breasts. Her amber eyes gleamed with quiet hunger as she peeled open the soaked diaper with slow, deliberate movements. The tapes ripped loudly - sharp, final sounds that made Soren flinch. The front panel folded down with a heavy, wet squelch, releasing a rush of warm, piss-scented air. His smooth, hairless cock sprang free, flushed dark and glistening with a mixture of urine and fresh precum. The shaft twitched visibly in the cool air, the head shiny and swollen.

“Look at the mess you made,” Thalia murmured, her voice low and velvet-smooth. She ran two fingers through the drenched padding, lifting them to show him the glistening wetness. “Such a helpless little boy already. Flooding your very first diaper like you couldn’t hold it for another second.”

Soren’s steel-gray eyes were glassy with shame and lingering desperation. His face burned crimson, but his cock betrayed him completely, bobbing upward and leaking another clear bead that rolled down the smooth shaft. Thalia wiped him thoroughly with cool baby wipes, the soft cloths stroking over his cock, balls, and the sensitive skin between his cheeks. Each pass made him twitch and whimper. She powdered him again generously, thick white clouds of talc dusting his freshly cleaned skin until he smelled overwhelmingly of baby.

But she didn’t tape a new diaper on yet.

Instead, she reached for a small black velvet bag on the tray. From it she withdrew a sleek, black silicone plug - medium thickness at the base, with a flared T-shaped handle and a hidden motor inside. The toy was designed for long wear, with a gentle curve meant to press directly against the prostate.

Soren’s eyes widened. “Wait - Thalia - ”

“Mommy,” she corrected calmly, coating the plug liberally with clear lubricant. The gel glistened obscenely under the lights. “And no, baby. You don’t get to wait. You signed away control of every hole. This is going inside you now.”

She positioned his legs higher, knees bent and spread wide, strapping soft leather cuffs around his ankles and securing them to hooks on the sides of the changing table. His ass was lifted and fully exposed, the smooth, powdered cheeks parted naturally. Thalia’s gloved finger circled his tight pucker first, spreading lube in slow, teasing strokes. The cool gel made him clench involuntarily.

“Relax,” she whispered. “It will feel so much better if you don’t fight it.”

The tip of the plug pressed against his hole. Thalia applied steady, relentless pressure, twisting gently as the silicone breached the tight ring. Soren gasped sharply, the stretch burning sweetly as the plug slid deeper. The widest part popped past his sphincter with a soft, wet sound, and then the toy settled fully inside him, the flared base nestling snugly between his cheeks. The fullness was immediate and intense - pressing firmly against his prostate, making his cock jump and spurt another thin rope of precum onto his powdered abdomen.

Thalia stepped back to admire the sight: her once-arrogant lawyer now strapped down, freshly powdered, cock leaking helplessly, with a thick vibrating plug buried in his ass. She picked up the small wireless remote, her thumb hovering over the buttons.

“Time to learn what real desperation feels like,” she said softly.

She clicked it on to the lowest setting.

A deep, humming vibration bloomed inside Soren’s ass. The plug buzzed steadily against his prostate, sending rhythmic waves of pleasure straight to his cock. His shaft hardened instantly to full, aching erection, the smooth head flushed dark and drooling. The sensation was maddening - too gentle to let him cum, too strong to ignore. His hips bucked against the straps, the motion making the plug shift and press harder.

“Oh fuck - ” he groaned, head falling back against the padded table.

Thalia watched with cool pleasure, her own thighs pressing together as she felt a warm throb between her legs. She increased the intensity by one notch. The vibrations grew stronger, pulsing in slow, teasing patterns. Soren’s cock throbbed visibly in the air, the veins standing out, the slit gaping open as precum flowed freely down the shaft and over his smooth balls.

She edged him mercilessly.

For the next hour she played with the remote like a conductor with an instrument. Low buzzes that made him whimper and leak. Sudden spikes that brought him right to the trembling edge, his balls drawing up tight, his cock twitching wildly - only for her to drop the intensity back down just before he could spill. Every time he begged, her response was the same calm denial.

“Not yet, baby. You don’t cum until Mommy says. This is training. Your body is learning who it belongs to.”

Soren was a wreck. Sweat beaded on his sharp jaw and lean chest. His steel-gray eyes were desperate and unfocused, mouth open in constant soft moans and broken pleas. The plug buzzed relentlessly inside him, massaging his prostate with cruel precision. His cock was purple with need, the head shiny and swollen, strings of precum connecting it to the growing puddle on his abdomen. The straps held him wide open, completely helpless under the bright lights while Thalia stood beside him, occasionally stroking his inner thighs or pressing lightly on the base of the plug to drive it deeper.

“Please - Mommy - please let me cum,” he finally sobbed, the word slipping out for the first time in a broken whisper. “I can’t - I’m so close - ”

Thalia’s amber eyes darkened with lust. She leaned down, her silk blouse brushing his chest, and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead while simultaneously cranking the remote to a brutal, fluttering pattern.

“You’ll stay right there,” she murmured against his skin. “Edging helplessly in your shame. Feeling that plug buzz inside your tight little hole while your cock drips like a desperate baby.”

She kept him there for long, agonizing minutes - right on the razor’s edge - until his entire body trembled and tears of frustration pricked the corners of his eyes. Only then did she finally switch the remote off completely.

The sudden silence and stillness were almost worse. Soren’s cock continued to throb angrily in the air, denied and leaking, every nerve screaming for release that wouldn’t come.

Thalia finally reached for a fresh, thick diaper. She slid it beneath his raised hips, the loud crinkle cutting through the heavy breathing in the room. She powdered him once more, then taped the new diaper on with the same slow, deliberate care as the first - loud rips of tape, endless plastic rustling, the bulky padding compressing his aching erection firmly against his body.

When he was securely taped in again, she unstrapped his ankles and helped him sit up. The fresh diaper felt even thicker after the torment, the plug still buried deep inside him, a constant heavy presence that shifted with every movement and promised more torture to come.

Soren sat on the edge of the table, freshly changed but already desperate again, lying strapped to the table no longer, yet the need still burned fiercely through every inch of him. His steel-gray eyes met hers, dazed and submissive.

Thalia smiled, tucking the remote into the pocket of her skirt. Tomorrow she will take him outside with something even worse inside.


Chapter 7: No Holding Back

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

No Holding Back

Soren knelt on the soft, padded floor of the nursery playpen, wrists lightly bound behind his back with soft pink ropes that Thalia had tied with deliberate, unhurried care. The bonds were loose enough not to cut circulation, yet tight enough to remind him constantly that he had no control. His lean, naked torso gleamed under the warm nursery lights, freshly powdered skin still tingling from the last change. Between his spread thighs bulged the thick, crinkling diaper she had taped onto him only an hour earlier, the glossy white plastic already warm from his body heat. Deep inside his ass, the vibrating plug continued its merciless work - set to a low, pulsing rhythm that kept his prostate humming and his cock half-hard and leaking steadily into the soft inner padding.

His stomach had been cramping for the last twenty minutes.

Thalia had made sure of it. After the long edging session on the changing table, she had fed him a large bottle of warm milk mixed with a potent laxative and fiber supplement, then another smaller bottle of prune juice. She had cooed softly the entire time, holding the nipple to his lips while her amber eyes watched every reluctant swallow. “Drink it all, baby. Mommy wants you nice and full.”

Now the consequences were building fast. Sharp, rolling cramps twisted through his belly, making him whimper and shift on his knees. The thick diaper forced his thighs apart, the bulky padding rustling loudly with every tiny movement. His steel-gray eyes were wide with panic and shame, jaw clenched as he tried desperately to hold back the inevitable.

“I… I can’t - ” he gasped, voice strained. “Thalia - Mommy - please, not like this. Not while I’m tied.”

Thalia sat in a comfortable rocking chair just outside the playpen, legs elegantly crossed, her statuesque frame relaxed yet radiating quiet authority. The burgundy silk blouse clung to the full curves of her breasts, nipples visibly hardened beneath the thin fabric. Her raven hair was still perfectly coiled, but a faint flush had crept across her flawless olive skin. She watched him with undisguised arousal, one hand resting lightly between her own thighs, pressing subtly against the growing dampness in her skirt.

“You don’t get to decide anymore, little one,” she said calmly, her voice low and velvet-smooth. “The contract is clear. No holding back. When your body needs to mess, you mess. Right there in your thick diaper where it belongs. Mommy wants to see it happen.”

Another vicious cramp hit Soren, doubling him forward as much as the wrist ropes allowed. A deep, gaseous pressure built low in his gut, pressing insistently against the buzzing plug. The vibrations only made it worse - massaging his prostate and intensifying the urgent need to push. His cock, trapped inside the diaper, throbbed harder, the head rubbing slickly against the powdered padding as fresh precum leaked out.

He tried to clench. He tried so hard. Sweat beaded on his sharp jawline and trickled down his lean chest. His smooth, hairless balls tightened, and his hole fluttered around the invading plug. But the laxative was relentless. The pressure mounted, unbearable, until - A long, wet fart escaped first, loud and bubbling against the plug. The sound was mortifying, muffled slightly by the diaper but still clearly audible. Soren’s face burned crimson.

Then the mess came.

It started as a sudden, unstoppable surge. His hole opened despite every effort to resist, and the first thick, warm log pushed out heavily into the seat of the diaper. The sensation was overwhelming - hot, soft, and spreading instantly against his smooth skin as it squished between his cheeks and around the base of the plug. Another cramp hit, and more mess exploded out in a messy rush, the warm, mushy load filling the back of the diaper with a series of wet, crackling sounds. The plastic shell bulged outward noticeably, the heavy mass sagging and shifting with every involuntary push.

Soren moaned loudly, a broken, humiliated sound that mixed shame with dark, unwanted pleasure. The warmth of his own mess enveloped his ass, the thick, sticky load pressing firmly against the buzzing plug and forcing it even deeper against his prostate. Each fresh wave of mess made the diaper grow heavier, the padding swelling and squishing audibly. The smell - earthy, pungent, unmistakably dirty - began to seep through the diaper, mixing with the sweet baby powder in a thick, humiliating cloud.

He couldn’t stop. Wave after wave pushed out of him, soft and uncontrollable, filling the seat of the diaper until it sagged heavily between his thighs. The mess spread forward, some of it squelching around his balls and even brushing the underside of his now fully erect cock. The combination was devastating: the constant low buzz of the plug, the warm, squishy load shifting with every tiny movement, the loud crinkling of the plastic as the overloaded diaper struggled to contain everything.

Thalia’s breathing had grown heavier. She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward, eyes dark with lust as she watched her once-proud lawyer helplessly messing himself. One hand slipped beneath her skirt, rubbing slow circles over her soaked pussy through her panties. A soft, pleased sigh escaped her lips as she saw the obvious bulge forming in the seat of his diaper, the plastic stretching and distorting from the sheer volume of his accident.

“That’s it, baby,” she murmured, voice thick with arousal. “Push it all out. Fill your diaper like the helpless little boy you are. Mommy loves watching you lose control.”

Soren sobbed softly, tears of shame pricking his eyes as the final, softer mess oozed out in a long, wet squelch. His entire diaper was now heavily soiled - front still slightly damp from earlier leaks, back massively loaded with warm, mushy shit that squished and shifted with every shuddering breath. His cock strained painfully inside the messy padding, throbbing against the warm, dirty load, the constant vibration from the plug driving him insane with denied pleasure.

He knelt there, lightly bound, stomach finally easing but body trembling, the heavy, sagging diaper hanging low and obvious between his legs. The smell was thick in the air now, unmistakable. Every tiny shift produced wet, squishy sounds and loud crinkles.

Thalia rose gracefully from the chair and stepped into the playpen. She knelt behind him, her hands gently untying the soft ropes from his wrists. Then she guided him onto his back on the padded floor, spreading his legs wide so she could see the full extent of his shame. The front of the diaper showed a prominent tent from his erection, while the seat was visibly swollen and discolored, sagging heavily.

She changed him slowly, already planning tomorrow's public test.


Chapter 8: Park Bench

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Park Bench

The late afternoon sun filtered through the trees of the quiet public park, casting dappled shadows across the winding paths and wooden benches. Soren sat rigidly on one of the benches, his lean body swallowed by an oversized beige trench coat that Thalia had buttoned all the way up to his neck. Beneath the coat he wore nothing but a baby-blue ABDL onesie snapped tightly over the thickest daytime diaper she had chosen for him that morning. The onesie’s short sleeves and leg cuffs left his powdered skin exposed only at the wrists and ankles, but the bulky diaper created an unmistakable padded bulge between his thighs that the coat barely concealed.

Inside him, buried deep past his tight ring and pressing firmly against his prostate, rested the new vibrating egg - smaller than the plug from yesterday but far more powerful, with multiple intensity levels controlled by the slim black remote currently tucked in Thalia’s purse. The egg had been inserted after his morning change, lubed generously and pushed in with two of Thalia’s fingers while he whimpered on the changing table. Now it sat heavy and silent - for the moment - while the warm, dry padding of his diaper cradled his smooth, hairless cock and balls.

Thalia sat beside him, elegant and composed in a tailored black coat over her silk blouse, legs crossed gracefully, one lethal heel dangling from her foot. Her raven hair was coiled perfectly, amber eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses as she watched the few scattered park-goers strolling past. A light breeze carried the scent of fresh-cut grass and distant flowers, but underneath it all Soren could only smell the faint baby-powder sweetness clinging to his own skin.

“Try to look natural, baby,” Thalia murmured without turning her head, her voice low and velvet-smooth. “You’re just a man enjoying the park with his… companion. No one needs to know that your thick diaper is already warm from the walk here, or that something very naughty is buried inside your tight little bottom.”

Soren’s steel-gray eyes darted nervously around the park. His jaw was clenched, posture rigid despite the heavy bulk between his legs. Every tiny shift on the wooden bench produced the faintest crinkle from the diaper, muffled by the coat but loud enough in his own ears to make his face burn. His cock, already half-hard from the constant low-level humiliation of being out in public like this, twitched against the soft padding.

“Please,” he whispered hoarsely, barely moving his lips. “Not here. Someone might see - ”

Thalia’s hand slipped into her purse. Her thumb brushed the remote.

The egg inside him buzzed to life on the lowest setting.

A deep, insistent vibration bloomed in Soren’s ass, pressing rhythmically against his prostate. His breath hitched sharply, cock surging to full hardness inside the diaper in an instant. The sudden stimulation made his thighs press together instinctively, the bulky padding squishing softly and crinkling louder than he wanted. A small, involuntary whimper escaped his throat.

Thalia smiled faintly, keeping her gaze forward as if admiring the trees. She increased the intensity by one notch. The vibrations grew stronger, pulsing in slow, teasing waves that made his prostate throb and his cock leak steadily into the front of the diaper. Warm precum soaked into the absorbent core, creating a slick, slippery sensation against his smooth shaft with every tiny shift of his hips.

“Feel that, little one?” she whispered. “That’s Mommy’s toy reminding you who owns your holes. You’re going to sit here on this public bench and take it until I say otherwise.”

Soren’s hands gripped the edge of the bench, knuckles whitening. A middle-aged couple walked past only ten feet away, chatting casually. He forced his face into a neutral expression, but inside the coat his body was betraying him completely. The egg buzzed relentlessly, massaging his prostate with cruel precision. Pleasure coiled tight and hot in his belly, his cock throbbing painfully inside the thick padding, the head rubbing slickly with every involuntary clench.

Another couple jogged by on the path. Thalia waited until they were almost out of earshot before cranking the remote higher.

The vibrations intensified into a rapid, fluttering pattern. Soren’s eyes widened, a choked gasp slipping past his lips. His cock jerked hard inside the diaper, leaking profusely now, the front of the padding growing warm and damp. The urge to grind against the bench was almost unbearable, but he fought it, thighs trembling as he tried to stay still. The heavy diaper crinkled softly with every tiny rock of his hips, the noise mortifyingly loud to his own ears.

“Mommy - please - ” he breathed, voice barely audible. “I’m getting too close. I can’t - ”

“You can,” Thalia said calmly, her own thighs pressing together beneath her coat as she watched his struggle. A visible flush had crept across her olive cheeks, her full breasts rising and falling a little faster. She loved this - the way his arrogant facade cracked in public, the way his body surrendered while his mind still fought. She clicked the remote again, sending the egg into a brutal, pulsing rhythm that made his prostate feel like it was being milked.

Soren’s breathing turned ragged. Sweat beaded on his sharp jaw despite the cool breeze. His steel-gray eyes were glassy, unfocused. The pleasure built relentlessly, wave after wave crashing through him. His cock was rock-hard and drooling inside the diaper, the slick wetness spreading as the absorbent core struggled to keep up. The egg buzzed louder in his mind than the distant sounds of the park - children laughing far away, birds chirping, leaves rustling. All of it faded under the constant, merciless vibration deep in his ass.

He was edging helplessly now, right there on the public park bench. The thick diaper felt heavier, warmer, the crinkling constant with every desperate little shift. One wrong move and he was terrified he would cum right there, soaking the front of his diaper in front of strangers. Or worse - lose control of his bladder again from the overwhelming prostate stimulation.

Thalia leaned slightly closer, her voice a soft, intimate murmur. “Imagine if they knew. That the man in the long coat is sitting here in a thick, crinkly diaper with a vibrating egg buried in his ass, leaking like a desperate baby. That he’s one button press away from making a mess in public.”

She gave the remote one final, cruel spike.

Soren’s entire body tensed. His cock pulsed violently inside the soggy front of the diaper, right on the razor’s edge of orgasm. A broken whimper escaped him before he could bite it back. His hole clenched hard around the buzzing egg, the stimulation pushing him so close he could feel the first warning spasms in his balls.

Then, just as suddenly, Thalia switched the toy off completely.

The absence was devastating. Soren slumped forward slightly, breathing in harsh pants, cock still throbbing angrily inside the warm, damp diaper. Denied again. His face was flushed deep red, eyes glassy with frustrated tears.

Thalia stood gracefully, offering her hand as if helping a companion to his feet. “Time to go home, baby. You did so well for your first public outing.”

Soren waddled beside her back toward the car, the thick diaper swaying heavily between his legs, the egg still buried deep inside him, silent but ever-present. Every step produced soft, muffled crinkles that only he could hear, a constant reminder of his regression.

Back home she promises the breastfeeding will begin tonight.


Chapter 9: Mommy's Milk

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Mommy's Milk

The nursery was quiet except for the soft creak of the wide rocking chair and the constant, muffled crinkle of Soren’s heavily swollen diaper. He lay curled against Thalia’s body on the oversized nursery couch, his lean frame tucked into her lap like an overgrown infant. The thick daytime diaper from the park outing sagged heavily between his thighs, the front visibly yellowed and puffy from multiple desperate leaks during the long car ride home. The absorbent core had swollen to twice its size, warm and squishy against his smooth, hairless cock and balls, every tiny shift producing wet, squelching sounds beneath the glossy plastic shell.

Thalia held him close, one arm cradling his head, the other slowly stroking his back in long, soothing circles. Her statuesque body felt warm and soft beneath him, the burgundy silk blouse still buttoned but now loosened at the top. Her raven hair had been unpinned for the evening, falling in dark, silky waves over one shoulder. Amber eyes gazed down at him with calm, possessive hunger as she rocked them both gently.

“You did so well today, baby,” she murmured, her voice low and velvet-smooth, never rising above a tender whisper. “Sitting on that park bench with Mommy’s toy buzzing inside you, trying so hard not to make a scene. Leaking into your diaper like a helpless little boy while strangers walked right past. Mommy is very proud of you.”

Soren’s steel-gray eyes were half-lidded, glassy with exhaustion and lingering humiliation. His sharp jaw rested against the swell of her breast, cheek pressed to the warm silk. The constant crinkling and squishing of his soaked diaper kept him grounded in his new reality - every breath, every rock of the chair reminded him how full and used the padding between his legs had become. His cock, trapped in the warm, wet mess, twitched intermittently, half-hard despite the shame burning in his chest.

“I… I almost came,” he whispered hoarsely, voice cracking. “In public. In front of everyone.”

Thalia smiled, the curve of her lips soft and knowing. “But you didn’t. Because Mommy controls when you get to feel good. And tonight, you’ve earned a special reward.”

She shifted slightly, her full breasts pressing more firmly against his face. With deliberate, graceful movements, she began unbuttoning the burgundy silk blouse. One button after another slipped free, revealing smooth olive skin and the lacy edge of a black nursing bra. The fabric parted like curtains, exposing the heavy, rounded swell of her left breast first. The nipple was already peaked, dark and erect, surrounded by a wide, dusky areola that made Soren’s mouth water involuntarily.

Thalia cupped the heavy breast in her hand, lifting it toward his lips. “Open your mouth, little one. It’s time for Mommy’s milk.”

Soren hesitated for only a second, the last shreds of his adult pride flickering. Then the rocking motion, the warm weight of the soaked diaper, and the deep, aching need to surrender won out. His lips parted. Thalia guided his head closer, pressing the stiff nipple firmly against his mouth.

The moment his lips closed around it, she let out a soft, pleased sigh. “That’s it. Suck, baby. Nice and slow. Drink from Mommy.”

He began to nurse instinctively, lips sealing tightly around the nipple, tongue swirling as he drew the firm bud deeper into his mouth. Thalia rocked them both in a slow, hypnotic rhythm, her free hand cradling the back of his head, fingers threading gently through his hair. Warm, sweet milk - rich and slightly sweet from the supplements she had been taking for weeks - began to flow into his mouth in steady, rhythmic pulses.

The taste flooded his senses. Creamy, warm, unmistakably maternal. Each swallow sent a wave of submissive calm washing through him, even as his cock throbbed harder inside the swollen diaper. The combination was devastating: the intimate act of breastfeeding, the heavy, squishy mess between his legs, the soft crinkling of plastic with every gentle rock of the chair.

Thalia’s breathing deepened, her full breasts rising and falling as she fed him. A visible flush spread across her olive cheeks and down her neck. Nursing him always aroused her intensely - the power, the intimacy, the way his helpless sucking made her pussy throb with need. Her thighs pressed together beneath his weight, seeking subtle friction as she watched his steel-gray eyes flutter closed in reluctant bliss.

“Good boy,” she cooed softly, voice thick with arousal. “Drink deeply. Feel Mommy’s milk filling your tummy while your big, wet diaper sags between your legs. This is what you were made for. Not courtrooms. Not contracts. Just nursing at Mommy’s breast like the sweet, regressed baby you’re becoming.”

Soren moaned around her nipple, the sound vibrating against her sensitive skin. The warm milk continued to flow, each swallow loud and wet in the quiet nursery. Some of it trickled from the corner of his mouth, dripping down his chin and onto her breast. Thalia didn’t wipe it away. She let it run, marking him, claiming him.

His hips rocked subtly in time with the chair, grinding his swollen, soaked diaper against her thigh. The wet padding squelched and crinkled loudly, the heavy load shifting and pressing his throbbing cock in delicious, humiliating ways. He was fully hard now, the head of his erection rubbing slickly inside the warm, urine-soaked core.

Thalia’s hand slid down his back, over the onesie, and cupped the heavy, sagging seat of his diaper. She squeezed gently, feeling the warm, squishy mass inside. “So wet for Mommy already. Did the vibrating egg make you leak that much in the park? Or was it the shame of knowing anyone could have noticed the way you waddled?”

Soren whimpered, sucking harder, his cheeks hollowing as he drew more milk from her breast. The act felt primal, deeply submissive. Every swallow deepened the fog in his mind, stripping away another layer of the arrogant lawyer he used to be. His free hand clutched at her blouse, fingers curling into the silk as if afraid she might pull away.

Thalia switched him to her other breast after several long minutes, unclasping the nursing bra fully so both heavy globes were exposed. She guided his mouth to the right nipple, sighing deeply as he latched on again. The rocking continued, slow and steady, the creak of the chair mixing with the wet sucking sounds and the endless crinkling of his diaper.

Her own arousal built steadily. She could feel her pussy growing slick and swollen beneath her skirt, nipples tingling deliciously with every pull of his mouth. One of her hands slipped between her thighs for a moment, rubbing firmly over her clit through the fabric while she continued feeding him. A soft, breathy moan escaped her lips - the first crack in her perfect composure.

“You’re making Mommy so wet,” she whispered, voice husky. “Nursing like such a good baby. When you’re done, Mommy might have to take care of herself while you watch from your crib… or maybe I’ll grind against that messy diaper until I cum all over it.”

Soren’s only response was a desperate, muffled groan, his sucking growing more frantic as his own denied orgasm built again. The warm milk filled his belly, making him feel heavy and sleepy and utterly owned. His cock pulsed helplessly inside the swollen, crinkling diaper, leaking more with every pull on her nipple.

Thalia held him close, rocking him for nearly an hour, switching breasts whenever he began to slow. When he finally released her nipple with a wet pop, lips shiny with milk and saliva, she cradled his face and kissed his forehead tenderly.

“You’re mine now, Soren. Completely.”

She continued rocking him gently, letting the afterglow settle over both of them as the nursery lights dimmed.

Tomorrow she will make him watch himself in the mirror.


Chapter 10: Mirror Baby

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Mirror Baby

The nursery lights had been turned up to a soft but revealing glow, casting every detail in clear, merciless focus. Soren stood barefoot on the thick carpet in front of the full-length mirror that dominated one wall of the room. The mirror was tall enough to capture his entire body from head to toe, framed in pale wood that matched the rest of the infantile décor. Freshly changed after the long breastfeeding session, he wore nothing but a soft, baby-blue onesie with little white stars printed across the chest. The garment was snug, designed for an adult yet unmistakably childish - short sleeves, snap-crotch, and high-cut legs that left most of his smooth, powdered thighs exposed.

Beneath the onesie, a fresh, ultra-thick nighttime diaper had been taped tightly around his waist. The padding was noticeably bulkier than the daytime version, the high waistband sitting just below his navel and the leg cuffs snug and crinkly around his upper thighs. Even though it was dry for now, the sheer volume forced his legs into a slight, permanent waddle. The soft onesie stretched taut over the prominent bulge, the snaps at the crotch already straining slightly from the sheer girth of the diaper.

Thalia stood behind him, her statuesque frame only inches away. She had changed into a sheer black silk robe that clung to her curves, the fabric parting just enough to reveal the swell of her full breasts and the dark peaks of her nipples. Her raven hair cascaded loosely over her shoulders, and her amber eyes reflected in the mirror with calm, unflinching intensity as she watched his face.

“Hands at your sides, baby,” she ordered softly, her voice velvet and commanding. “No covering. No hiding. You’re going to look at yourself - really look - and tell Mommy exactly what you see.”

Soren’s steel-gray eyes met his own reflection. His sharp jaw was clenched, cheeks still faintly flushed from the earlier nursing. The once-impeccable lawyer with perfect posture now stood slightly bow-legged, the thick diaper creating an obvious, padded shelf between his legs. The baby-blue onesie made him look smaller, softer, utterly regressed. His lean chest rose and fell quickly under the thin fabric, nipples faintly visible through the material.

“I… I see a man,” he started, voice hoarse. “In a… onesie.”

Thalia’s hand rested lightly on his shoulder, then slid down his back in a slow, possessive stroke. “Be more specific, little one. Describe every detail. What does the mirror show you?”

He swallowed hard, dread building in his stomach like a cold weight. His reflection stared back, mocking him. The onesie’s short hem barely covered the top of the diaper, the white plastic peeking out at the leg bands with every tiny shift. The bulky padding pushed his thighs apart, making his stance infantile and helpless.

“I see… someone wearing a diaper,” he whispered. “A very thick one. It’s bulging under the onesie. You can see the outline. The crotch is… puffy.”

Thalia’s lips curved into a small, satisfied smile. She stepped closer, her breasts brushing against his back through the silk robe. One hand reached around and pressed firmly on the front of the onesie, right over the diaper’s prominent bulge. The padding compressed with a loud, unmistakable crinkle.

“Louder,” she murmured against his ear. “Tell me what kind of diaper it is. Tell me what it means.”

Soren’s breath hitched. His cock twitched inside the fresh padding, already beginning to thicken despite the humiliation. “It’s… it’s a baby diaper. Thick and crinkly. It makes me look like… like I can’t control myself. Like I need it.”

“Good boy,” Thalia praised softly. Her hand rubbed slow circles over the front, the plastic rustling loudly under the onesie. “Now look at your legs. The way they’re spread. The way the diaper forces you to stand. Describe it.”

His face burned crimson. In the mirror he could see everything: the way the thick padding created a wide, rounded shape between his thighs, the slight sag even when dry, the way the onesie stretched and outlined every contour. His smooth, shaved legs looked slender and vulnerable in comparison.

“My legs are spread apart because of the diaper,” he continued, voice trembling. “It’s so bulky I can’t close them properly. I look… ridiculous. Like a toddler who just got changed.”

Thalia’s amber eyes darkened with arousal. She could feel her own pussy growing slick as she watched him confront his reflection. “And your cock? Where is it now?”

“Inside the diaper,” Soren answered, shame thick in his throat. “Trapped. It’s getting hard again. I can feel it pressing against the padding.”

She reached lower, snapping open two of the crotch snaps with deliberate slowness. The onesie parted, exposing the pristine white front of the diaper. The glossy plastic gleamed under the lights. Thalia’s fingers traced the landing zone, then pressed firmly over the growing bulge of his erection.

“Look at it,” she whispered. “Watch yourself in the mirror while Mommy touches your diapered cock.”

Soren’s steel-gray eyes stayed locked on the reflection as her hand rubbed the front of the diaper in slow, possessive strokes. The padding compressed and crinkled loudly, the sound filling the nursery. His cock hardened fully inside, the head rubbing slickly against the soft inner lining as precum began to leak. In the mirror he could see the prominent tent forming under the plastic, the way the diaper distorted around his arousal.

“I look like a baby,” he admitted brokenly, voice cracking. “A grown man in a diaper and onesie, getting hard because Mommy is touching him. I look pathetic. Helpless.”

Thalia’s breathing had grown heavier. She pressed her body flush against his back, letting him feel the heat of her arousal through the thin robe. “Yes, you do. You look exactly like what you are now - Mommy’s diaper baby. No more suits. No more control. Just soft onesies and thick crinkly diapers. Say it.”

“I’m Mommy’s diaper baby,” he repeated, the words sending a dark thrill through him. His hips rocked forward involuntarily, grinding his diapered erection against her palm. The mirror reflected every humiliating detail: his flushed face, the bowed legs, the crinkling bulge, the way his eyes grew glassy with shameful need.

Thalia continued the slow rubbing, occasionally squeezing the thick padding until fresh crinkles filled the air. She made him keep describing - his smooth powdered skin, the way the onesie made him look smaller, the obvious babyish waddle he would have if he tried to walk. Each admission stripped away another layer of his old identity, leaving only raw, exposed surrender.

When his voice grew hoarse and his cock was throbbing desperately inside the diaper, she finally stepped back.

The reflection in the mirror showed a broken, aroused man-child - onesie half-un snapped, thick diaper bulging obscenely, face flushed with a mixture of dread and desperate lust.

Thalia’s amber eyes met his in the glass, dark with promise.

The restraints and clamps come out next.


Chapter 11: Clamped Open

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Clamped Open

Soren hung suspended in the nursery’s heavy-duty restraint frame, completely immobilized and spread wide open like a specimen on display. Soft but unyielding leather cuffs encircled his wrists and ankles, connected to padded spreader bars that held his arms straight out to the sides and his legs forced apart in a wide, obscene V. The ankle bar was locked low, tilting his hips upward so his thickly diapered bottom was raised and fully exposed. A wide leather belt cinched around his waist pinned him firmly to the padded vertical board behind him, preventing even the slightest roll of his hips. He could barely twitch.

The bright overhead lights flooded every humiliating detail.

His nipples were already aching fiercely. Thalia had attached heavy stainless-steel clamps to them minutes earlier - serrated jaws biting down hard on the sensitive buds, connected by a thin silver chain that swayed with every shallow breath. Each tiny movement sent sharp, stinging pain radiating through his chest, the ache settling deep and constant. His lean, smooth torso glistened with a faint sheen of sweat, powdered skin still baby-soft from the morning change.

Between his forcibly spread thighs bulged the heavily soiled nighttime diaper. The once-white plastic was now swollen and discolored - yellowed at the front from multiple wettings, and massively distended at the seat where the thick, mushy mess from hours of holding had finally given way. The warm, heavy load squished noticeably with every helpless clench of his muscles, the pungent earthy scent mixing with sweet baby powder in the warm nursery air.

Thalia stood before him in nothing but a sheer black lace bra and matching panties, her statuesque olive-skinned body glowing under the lights. Her full breasts strained against the delicate fabric, nipples dark and erect. The raven hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, amber eyes calm and burning with visible arousal as she surveyed her helpless captive.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice low and velvet-smooth. “Completely clamped open for Mommy. Legs spread so wide your messy diaper is on full display. Nipples clamped and aching. No escape. No dignity. Just a helpless baby waiting for his change.”

Soren’s steel-gray eyes were wide, pupils blown with a toxic mix of shame, pain, and desperate arousal. His cock - trapped inside the warm, filthy diaper - throbbed painfully against the soggy padding, the head leaking steadily into the mess. The spreader bar forced his thighs so far apart that the leg cuffs of the diaper had pulled tight, exposing the wrinkled, shit-smeared plastic at the creases.

“Please…” he whispered hoarsely, voice cracking. “It’s so messy… I can feel it everywhere.”

Thalia stepped closer, her heels clicking softly. She ran one manicured finger along the chain connecting his nipple clamps, giving it a gentle tug. Soren gasped sharply as fresh pain lanced through his chest, his clamped nipples throbbing harder.

“Good,” she said calmly. “I want you to feel everything. Now be quiet while Mommy changes her dirty little boy.”

She reached for the tapes on the heavily soiled diaper. The first rip was loud and deliberate, the strong adhesive tearing open with a sharp sound that echoed in the room. The second tape followed, then the third and fourth. With slow, theatrical care she peeled the front panel downward.

The stench bloomed immediately - thick, warm, and unmistakably filthy. The seat of the diaper was a disaster: a massive, soft, brownish-yellow load of shit had completely filled the back, squishing up between his cheeks, coating the base of his balls, and even smearing along the underside of his erect cock. Long, sticky strands connected the mess to his smooth skin as the front panel folded away. The absorbent core was saturated, sagging heavily with urine and shit, the plastic shell distorted and bulging from the sheer volume.

Thalia’s breathing deepened, a visible flush spreading across her cheeks and chest. She was visibly aroused, the crotch of her black lace panties dark with wetness. One hand slipped between her thighs for a moment, rubbing firmly as she stared at the disgusting, beautiful mess she had forced him to make.

“Such a big, nasty mess,” she cooed softly, her voice thick with lust. “Look how it’s smeared all over your smooth little bottom and your pretty cock. You couldn’t hold it, could you? You just had to fill your diaper like a real baby.”

Soren whimpered, face burning with humiliation. The cool air hit his soiled skin, making the warm mess feel even filthier. His cock - coated in a thin layer of his own shit at the base - jerked visibly, another bead of precum mixing with the mess.

Thalia worked slowly, methodically, savoring every second. She used thick stacks of baby wipes, wiping him clean in long, deliberate strokes. The cool, moist cloths dragged through the heavy load, smearing it across his cheeks and hole before lifting it away in heavy, brown-stained clumps. She cleaned his balls thoroughly, rolling the smooth sac in her fingers, then moved to his cock - stroking the soiled shaft with slow, teasing wipes while the nipple clamps continued to bite into his aching nipples.

Every pass of the wipe made him twitch against the restraints, the spreader bar keeping him perfectly open and exposed. The mess was everywhere - between his cheeks, around his hole, even a smear along his inner thighs. Thalia made sure to show him each dirty wipe before dropping it into the pail, forcing him to confront the extent of his accident.

When his skin was finally clean and pink again, she dusted him generously with clouds of baby powder. Thick white plumes billowed over his spread ass, his balls, his throbbing cock, and the sensitive skin around his hole. The sweet scent battled the lingering smell of shit, creating a thick, infantile cloud that made his head spin.

Only then did she reach for a fresh diaper - the thickest nighttime one yet. She slid it beneath his raised, spread hips, the loud crinkle cutting through his ragged breathing. She powdered the inside thoroughly, then brought the front up between his legs, pressing the bulky padding firmly against his erection. The plastic rustled loudly as she taped it shut - four strong tapes pulled tight, sealing him into the massive, crinkling prison once more.

Soren’s diapered cock strained hard against the fresh padding, the heavy bulk forcing his legs even wider against the spreader bar. His clamped nipples continued to throb in time with his racing heart.

Thalia stepped back to admire her work: her once-proud lawyer now completely immobilized, spread wide open, freshly changed into an obscenely thick diaper, nipples clamped and aching, cock tenting the plastic desperately.

She gave the nipple chain one final, gentle tug, drawing a broken moan from his lips.

Her strap-on harness glints on the counter for tomorrow.


Chapter 12: Diapered Fucking

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Diapered Fucking

Soren was on all fours in the center of the nursery’s soft padded floor, freshly changed into the thickest nighttime diaper Thalia owned. The glossy white plastic hugged his waist tightly, the high back rising almost to the small of his back while the front bulged obscenely over his aching, denied cock. The leg cuffs were snug around his smooth thighs, forcing his knees wide apart in a humiliating, babyish stance. His ass was raised high, the padded seat of the diaper presented like an offering. The heavy steel nipple clamps still bit into his swollen buds, the connecting chain swaying beneath his chest with every trembling breath. Each tiny movement sent sharp, stinging pain radiating through his nipples, keeping him in a constant state of aching awareness.

Thalia stood behind him, completely naked except for the black leather strap-on harness buckled low around her hips. The thick, realistic silicone cock jutted forward - eight inches long, veined, and glistening with a generous coating of clear lube. It curved slightly upward, perfectly angled to strike his prostate with every thrust. Her flawless olive skin glowed under the nursery lights, full breasts heavy and swaying as she moved. Her raven hair spilled loose over her shoulders, and her amber eyes burned with raw, dominant lust as she stared at the diapered man trembling before her.

“Such a pretty picture,” she murmured, her voice low and velvet-smooth. “My big lawyer baby on all fours in his thick crinkly diaper, ass up, nipples clamped, waiting to be fucked like the helpless little toy he is.”

Soren’s steel-gray eyes were glassy, his sharp jaw clenched tight. His cock strained painfully inside the fresh diaper, the head leaking steadily into the soft padding, creating a growing wet spot against the inner lining. The constant ache from the clamps made every breath a torment, but the worst part was the deep, throbbing need in his ass - the memory of the plug and the vibrating egg still fresh, leaving him desperate to be filled.

Thalia stepped closer, the strap-on bobbing heavily. She ran her hands over the taut plastic of his diaper, squeezing the bulky padding firmly. The loud crinkle filled the room as she spread his cheeks through the material, pressing the thick seat deeper between them.

“Listen to that crinkle,” she whispered. “Every time I touch you, your diaper announces what you are. A diapered little fucktoy.”

She hooked two fingers into the leg cuff of the diaper and pulled it aside, exposing his smooth, powdered hole. The tight pucker winked involuntarily, still slightly puffy from previous play. Thalia drizzled more lube directly onto it, letting the cool gel drip down before pressing the blunt head of the strap-on against his entrance.

“Push back, baby,” she ordered calmly. “Open up for Mommy’s cock.”

Soren whimpered, but his body obeyed. He rocked backward, the thick silicone head breaching his tight ring with a slow, burning stretch. The fullness was immediate and overwhelming. Inch after inch slid into him, the curve of the toy pressing firmly against his prostate as it bottomed out. The front of the diaper bunched and crinkled loudly around his trapped cock with every inch she claimed.

When the harness pressed flush against the back of his diaper, Thalia let out a low, satisfied moan. She gripped his hips, fingers digging into the padded plastic, and began to thrust.

The first stroke was deep and deliberate, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The loud, wet slap of her hips against the crinkling diaper echoed through the nursery. Soren cried out, the impact driving the strap-on hard against his prostate and making his clamped nipples swing painfully. His cock jerked violently inside the diaper, leaking profusely as the relentless pounding began.

Thalia fucked him hard.

Her hips snapped forward in a steady, punishing rhythm, each thrust making the thick diaper crinkle and rustle obscenely. The plastic shell deformed around his ass with every impact, the bulky padding squishing and shifting between them. The sound was constant and humiliating - loud crinkling mixed with the wet slap of skin on plastic, the creak of the harness, and Soren’s broken, desperate moans.

“Feel that, baby?” she gasped, voice growing husky with building pleasure. “Mommy’s cock buried deep in your diapered ass while your thick padding crinkles for everyone to hear. You’re nothing but a hole in a diaper now.”

She reached forward and tugged sharply on the nipple chain. Soren screamed, the pain shooting straight to his cock, making it throb harder inside the warm, crinkly prison. Thalia’s own arousal was skyrocketing. Every helpless cry, every crinkle, every twitch of his body beneath her drove her closer to the edge. Her pussy was soaked, clit swollen and rubbing against the base of the strap-on with every thrust. She ground harder, chasing her own pleasure while she ruined him.

The pace grew brutal. Thalia fucked him like she owned him - deep, powerful strokes that made his entire body jolt forward on all fours. The diaper crinkled frantically, the plastic stretching and compressing around his leaking cock. His prostate was hammered relentlessly, sending white-hot sparks of prostate pleasure through him that mixed viciously with the stinging pain in his clamped nipples.

Tears streamed down his flushed cheeks. His steel-gray eyes were unfocused, mouth open in constant, broken whimpers and sobs. “Mommy - please - oh fuck, Mommy - ”

Thalia’s breathing turned ragged. Her full breasts bounced with every thrust, nipples tight and aching. She could feel her orgasm building fast, coiling tight in her belly from the sheer dominance of the scene - the powerful, arrogant man reduced to a diapered, clamped, whimpering mess beneath her.

“Yes - take it,” she growled, voice thick with lust. “Take Mommy’s cock while you leak in your diaper. You’re going to make Mommy cum so hard.”

She slammed into him harder, one hand reaching around to press firmly on the front of his diaper, squeezing his trapped, throbbing cock through the padding. The combination - hard pegging, painful clamps, and the relentless pressure on his denied erection - was too much.

Thalia came with a loud, throaty cry.

Her body shuddered violently, hips stuttering as she ground the strap-on deep inside him. Her pussy clenched and spasmed, soaking the harness as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed through her. She kept thrusting through her orgasm, riding every pulse, her loud moans filling the nursery while Soren sobbed beneath her.

When the last tremors faded, she slowed but did not stop completely. She kept the strap-on buried inside him, rocking gently, letting him feel every inch while she caught her breath.

Soren was a wreck - ass up, diaper crinkling softly around the embedded cock, nipples aching fiercely, his own erection pulsing desperately inside the padding without release. He was right on the edge, trembling, leaking, but she refused to let him tip over.

Thalia finally pulled out slowly, the thick silicone sliding free with a wet pop. She left the leg cuff of the diaper pulled aside for a moment, admiring the way his hole gaped slightly, shiny with lube.

She patted the front of his diaper firmly, feeling the massive wet spot from his leaking precum.

She leaves him denied again, promising true begging soon.


Chapter 13: Begging

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Begging

Soren lay strapped to the sturdy wooden crib, wrists and ankles bound securely to the high slats with soft pink cuffs. The position left him completely helpless - flat on his back, legs spread wide and pulled slightly upward so his thickly diapered crotch was fully exposed and elevated. The fresh nighttime diaper Thalia had taped onto him after the pegging was even bulkier than usual, the high-waisted plastic shell rising almost to his navel and the leg cuffs gripping his smooth thighs tightly. The glossy white padding crinkled loudly with every shallow, desperate breath he took.

A powerful wand vibrator was pressed firmly against the front of the diaper, right over the prominent bulge of his aching cock. Thalia held it in place with one steady hand, the thick head buzzing relentlessly through the thick padding. She had been edging him for nearly three hours.

The nursery was dimly lit, only the soft glow of a nightlight illuminating the scene. Thalia sat on the edge of the crib in her sheer black robe, the fabric parted to reveal the heavy curves of her breasts and the slick sheen between her thighs. Her amber eyes never left his face, drinking in every twitch, every broken whimper, every tear that slipped down his flushed cheeks.

Soren’s steel-gray eyes were red-rimmed and glassy, his sharp jaw slack with exhaustion. Sweat glistened on his lean chest and sharp jawline. His cock was painfully hard inside the diaper, trapped and throbbing against the soft, absorbent core. The constant, powerful vibrations traveled through the thick padding, massaging his shaft and balls without ever giving him enough direct friction to cum. Every time he approached the edge - body tensing, hips bucking weakly against the restraints - Thalia would pull the wand back or lower the setting, leaving him sobbing with denial.

“Please…” he rasped for the hundredth time, voice hoarse and cracked. “I can’t… I can’t take it anymore.”

Thalia tilted her head, her raven hair cascading over one shoulder. She clicked the wand back up to a higher intensity. The deep, rumbling buzz intensified, making the entire front of the diaper vibrate visibly. Soren’s cock jerked hard inside the padding, the head leaking a fresh flood of precum that soaked into the material.

“You can take it, baby,” she murmured calmly, her voice velvet-smooth and utterly in control. “You will take it until you break. Until the only word left in that clever lawyer head is the one Mommy wants to hear.”

She rocked the wand in slow, teasing circles, pressing it harder against the crinkling plastic right over the sensitive head of his cock. The vibrations drilled through the thick layers, making his prostate ache in sympathy even though nothing was inside him now. His balls drew up tight, the orgasm building again like a tidal wave.

Soren’s hips strained against the cuffs, the crib slats creaking as he tried desperately to grind against the wand. The thick diaper crinkled and rustled frantically, the plastic shell deforming under the pressure. His clamped nipples - still sore from earlier - throbbed in time with his racing heart.

“I’m so close - please, let me cum - please - ”

Thalia pulled the wand away completely.

Soren let out a broken sob, tears spilling freely now. His cock pulsed angrily inside the diaper, right on the razor’s edge, denied again. The sudden absence of stimulation was worse than the buzzing. His entire body trembled, muscles twitching with unspent need.

“No - no, no, no - ” he whimpered, head thrashing from side to side. “I need it… I need to cum so badly…”

Thalia set the wand aside for a moment and leaned over him, her full breasts brushing his chest through the sheer robe. She stroked his sweat-damp hair back from his forehead with deceptive tenderness.

“Beg properly, little one,” she whispered. “Tell Mommy what you really are. Tell her who owns that desperate little cock trapped in its diaper.”

Soren’s breathing was ragged, chest heaving. The hours of relentless edging had stripped him raw. The arrogant, self-reliant lawyer was gone - replaced by a trembling, leaking, diapered mess who could barely think past the burning need between his legs.

He broke.

“Mommy…” The word slipped out in a choked sob, barely audible at first. Then louder, more desperate. “Mommy… please… please let me cum, Mommy. I can’t - I can’t hold it anymore. I’m just your baby… your diaper baby… please, Mommy, I need to cum so bad - ”

Thalia’s amber eyes darkened with intense satisfaction and fresh arousal. A soft, pleased moan escaped her own lips as she watched him shatter. She pressed the wand firmly back against the front of his diaper, clicking it to the highest setting.

The vibrations slammed into him like a freight train.

Soren screamed, the sound raw and broken. “Mommy! Mommy, please - I’m your baby - I’m Mommy’s baby - please let me cum, Mommy!”

His cock throbbed violently inside the thick padding, the head swelling and pulsing as the orgasm finally built to an unbearable peak. Tears streamed down his face, his body arching as much as the restraints allowed. The diaper crinkled wildly under the wand, the plastic rustling frantically as his hips jerked.

Thalia kept the wand pressed hard against him, her own thighs clenched tight as she watched him sob and beg. Her free hand slipped between her legs, rubbing her soaked pussy in fast circles while she drank in his complete surrender.

“That’s it,” she whispered, voice thick with lust. “Cry for Mommy. Beg like the helpless little boy you are.”

Soren’s sobs turned into frantic, incoherent pleas. “Mommy - Mommy please - I’ll be good - I’ll mess my diapers - I’ll nurse - anything - just let me cum, Mommy - please - ”

She held him right there on the edge for another endless minute, letting the word “Mommy” pour out of him in a broken litany. Only when his voice grew hoarse and his begging turned into desperate, wordless cries did she finally pull the wand away again.

The denial was cruel and absolute.

Soren collapsed against the crib mattress, sobbing openly now, body shaking with unreleased need. His cock continued to throb and leak inside the fresh diaper, the front of the padding soaked with precum but still denied the release it craved so desperately.

Thalia leaned down and kissed his tear-streaked cheek, her lips soft and warm.

“Good boy,” she murmured tenderly. “You finally called me Mommy. That’s a very important step.”

She stood, switching off the wand and placing it on the nearby table. Soren lay there, still bound to the crib slats, chest heaving, face wet with tears, cock throbbing uselessly inside the thick, crinkling diaper.

Thalia smiled down at him, her own arousal still simmering.

The high chair and spoon await in the morning.


Chapter 14: High Chair

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

High Chair

The nursery high chair loomed in the center of the room like a throne of regression. It was oversized for an adult - sturdy wooden construction with a padded tray that locked firmly in place, wide straps for the waist, chest, and legs, and a tall backrest that forced perfect posture. Soren was already strapped into it, wearing nothing but a fresh, extra-thick daytime diaper and a white plastic bib printed with little yellow ducks. The bib’s neck strap was snug around his throat, the wide panel covering his lean chest and lap.

His steel-gray eyes were still red from last night’s marathon edging session, his sharp jaw set in a mixture of lingering shame and exhausted resignation. The thick diaper forced his thighs apart, the bulky padding bulging prominently between his legs and creaking with every small shift against the hard wooden seat. His cock, still sensitive and half-hard from the denial, rested trapped inside the warm padding, occasionally twitching when the plastic rubbed just right.

Thalia approached carrying two large bottles and a bowl of warm, pureed food. She wore a simple but elegant cream silk blouse that hugged her full breasts, the top buttons undone to reveal deep cleavage. Her raven hair was coiled neatly, amber eyes calm and commanding as she set the items on the tray in front of him.

“Breakfast time, baby,” she said softly, her voice velvet-smooth. “Open wide. No spitting, no fussing. Mommy is going to feed you every bite and every drop.”

She picked up the first bottle - warm milk mixed with protein and a mild sedative to keep him docile. The nipple was large and soft. Thalia pressed it firmly against his lips.

“Suck, little one.”

Soren hesitated only a second before parting his lips. The warm, slightly sweet liquid flowed into his mouth as he began to nurse. Thalia held the bottle at the perfect angle, watching with visible satisfaction as his cheeks hollowed and he swallowed in steady gulps. The act was deeply infantile - strapped into the high chair, bib around his neck, sucking greedily from a baby bottle while his thick diaper crinkled beneath him.

“Good boy,” she cooed, stroking his hair with her free hand. “Drink all of Mommy’s special milk. It will help you stay soft and obedient today.”

He drank the entire bottle, the warm liquid filling his belly and making him feel heavy and sleepy. A small dribble escaped the corner of his mouth and ran down his chin onto the bib. Thalia wiped it away gently with the edge of the bib, then immediately replaced the empty bottle with the second one - this one filled with apple juice.

By the time both bottles were empty, Soren’s stomach felt full and sloshing. His bladder already twinged with the need to go, but he knew better than to ask.

Thalia set the bottles aside and picked up the bowl of pureed food - carrots, peas, and mashed banana blended into a thick, pastel mush. She loaded a large baby spoon and brought it to his lips.

“Open for the airplane,” she said with calm authority, though her amber eyes sparkled with dark amusement.

Soren opened his mouth. The warm, bland puree slid onto his tongue. It tasted overwhelmingly childish. Thalia fed him methodically, spoon after spoon, occasionally scraping the mess from his lips with the edge of the spoon and pushing it back in. Some of the puree inevitably escaped, smearing across his chin and dripping onto the bib in sticky orange and green streaks.

“Look at the mess you’re making,” Thalia murmured, her voice thick with arousal. “Such a sloppy baby. But that’s why you wear a bib, isn’t it? So Mommy can clean you up afterward.”

She continued feeding him until the bowl was scraped clean. By the end, Soren’s face and bib were smeared with puree, his belly distended and full. The thick diaper felt even warmer now, his bladder pressing insistently after all the liquid.

Thalia unlocked the tray and unstrapped him from the high chair. She guided him to stand on shaky legs, the heavy diaper sagging slightly between his thighs from the added weight of his full bladder. Without warning, she sat down on the sturdy wooden chair beside the high chair and pulled him across her lap.

Soren’s stomach dropped. “Wait - Mommy - ”

“Naughty babies who make messes on their bibs get spanked,” she said calmly, her voice never rising. She adjusted him so his diapered bottom was raised high over her thighs, his upper body dangling down one side, legs kicking helplessly on the other. The thick padding presented a perfect, crinkly target.

Her hand came down hard.

The first smack landed with a loud, resounding crack against the padded seat of the diaper. The impact was muffled by the thick plastic and absorbent core, but the force still jolted through him, making the crinkling plastic rustle wildly. Soren gasped, his cock twitching hard inside the diaper.

Thalia spanked him steadily, methodically - hard, deliberate swats that covered every inch of his diapered bottom. Each smack produced a sharp slap and a loud crinkle as the plastic deformed under her palm. The heavy padding protected his skin from real damage but did nothing to dull the psychological humiliation or the building heat.

“Count them, baby,” she ordered between swats.

“One… two… three - ” Soren’s voice broke on the fourth swat as the sting began to build even through the thick layers. His bladder throbbed dangerously with every impact, the pressure mounting as his full stomach sloshed.

Thalia kept going, her free hand pressing down on his lower back to keep him in place. The spanking grew harder, faster. The crinkling of the diaper became frantic, the plastic stretching and compressing with every powerful smack. Soren’s face burned with shame, tears pricking his eyes as he counted higher and higher.

By the time she reached twenty-five, his bottom was glowing hot beneath the padding, and his cock was fully erect and leaking inside the diaper. The combination of pain, humiliation, and the constant crinkling had him grinding helplessly against her lap.

Thalia finally stopped, rubbing her hand possessively over the warm, crinkled seat of his diaper.

“Such a red bottom under all that padding,” she murmured, voice husky. “And listen to how wet you’re getting in there. Naughty baby.”

She helped him stand on wobbly legs, his face tear-streaked, bib smeared, thick diaper tented obscenely at the front. Soren’s bladder was now screaming, the pressure unbearable after the spanking.

Before he could beg for a change or relief, Thalia pulled him close and kissed his forehead.

The crib doors will lock tonight for the first full overnight.


Chapter 15: Crib Night

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Crib Night

The oversized crib dominated the far wall of the nursery, its tall wooden slats rising like prison bars painted in soft pastel blue. The mattress was thick and waterproof, covered with a crisp white sheet that smelled faintly of baby powder and fabric softener. Metal locks gleamed on the drop-side rail. Thalia had already clicked them shut after tucking Soren inside, sealing him in for the night.

He lay on his back in nothing but the thickest overnight diaper she owned. The monstrous garment was built like a fortress - extra-wide core, triple leg guards, and a tall, reinforced waistband that reached almost to his ribcage. The glossy white plastic shell was printed with faint blue stars and little bears, the kind of childish design that made his stomach twist. Even dry, the padding was so bulky it forced his smooth thighs apart in a permanent, bow-legged sprawl. The crotch swelled outward in a heavy, rounded shelf that rose several inches from his body.

A soft leather harness crossed his chest and waist, clipping to rings on the crib mattress to keep him from rolling onto his stomach. His wrists were loosely cuffed to the sides of the crib with padded restraints, giving him just enough slack to squirm but not enough to reach the tapes of his diaper. Above the crib, a small red light blinked steadily - the camera. Thalia had positioned it perfectly to capture every inch of the crib from above, its lens cold and unblinking.

“Sleep well, baby,” Thalia had whispered before dimming the lights. “Mommy will be watching. Every wiggle. Every wet little accident. The camera never lies.”

Now the nursery was dark except for the soft glow of the nightlight shaped like a smiling moon. Soren stared up at the slatted ceiling, heart hammering. The thick diaper crinkled loudly with every tiny shift of his hips. The padding was warm against his smooth, powdered skin, the high waistband pressing gently on his full belly from the earlier feeding and bottles. His bladder already ached, heavy and insistent after hours of liquid.

He tried to hold it.

For the first hour he clenched desperately, thighs trembling against the bulk of the diaper. Every time he moved, the plastic rustled and crackled, the sound embarrassingly loud in the silent room. The camera’s red eye seemed to stare straight into his soul, recording every humiliating squirm. His cock, half-hard from the constant friction of the thick padding, twitched inside its warm prison.

The first wetting came just after midnight.

It started as a small, involuntary spurt. Hot piss escaped his cock in a sudden rush, soaking instantly into the front of the diaper. The absorbent core swelled greedily, warmth blooming rapidly against his smooth shaft and balls. Soren gasped, hips jerking upward. The crinkling intensified as the padding expanded, the plastic shell stretching with a loud, unmistakable rustle. Another spurt followed, then a full, uncontrollable flood.

He couldn’t stop it. The hot urine poured out in a steady hiss, flooding the thick overnight diaper. The padding grew heavier, sagging between his spread thighs as it drank up every drop. Warm wetness spread all the way to the back, seeping around his ass and making the leg cuffs puff out slightly. The smell of warm piss mixed with the sweet baby powder, thick and infantile in the confined space of the crib.

Soren whimpered softly, face burning even in the darkness. His cock hardened fully inside the swelling padding, the slick, wet warmth rubbing against the sensitive head with every tiny squirm. The camera kept recording, its red light steady, capturing the way his diapered crotch visibly expanded and the helpless rocking of his hips as the wetting continued.

He drifted into an uneasy sleep after the first accident, only to wake again two hours later with even greater urgency. The already-soaked diaper felt twice as heavy. His bladder, now pressed by the weight of the soggy padding, gave way almost immediately. Another long, powerful flood gushed out of him. This time the piss was hotter, more forceful, saturating the core until the diaper sagged heavily against the mattress with a loud, squishy crinkle. The plastic creaked and rustled as the swollen padding shifted, the leg guards barely containing the massive load of urine.

Soren moaned brokenly, tears pricking his eyes. He could feel every detail - the warm, heavy wetness enveloping his cock and balls, the way the soggy core compressed when he clenched his thighs, the constant noisy crinkling that filled the crib with proof of his helplessness. His erection throbbed painfully, leaking precum that mixed with the piss, making the inside of the diaper slick and messy.

The third wetting came just before dawn. By then he was barely awake, drifting in a haze of shame and exhaustion. His body simply let go without warning. A long, uncontrollable stream poured out, soaking what little dry spots remained in the massive diaper. The padding reached its limit, the plastic shell bulging outward, the tapes straining. Warm urine trickled slightly past the leg cuffs, leaving faint damp patches on the crib sheet beneath him. The crinkling was constant now, loud and wet-sounding with every feeble squirm of his hips.

Soren lay there for the rest of the night, locked in the crib, the thick overnight diaper swollen to grotesque proportions between his legs. Every breath made the plastic rustle. Every tiny movement caused the heavy, piss-soaked padding to squish and shift against his throbbing cock. The camera recorded everything: the slow expansion of the diaper, the way his thighs trembled, the soft, broken whimpers that escaped his lips when the shame became too much.

He came close to orgasm more than once, the slick, warm friction of the flooded diaper teasing his denied cock mercilessly, but release never came. Thalia had made sure of that.

When the first gray light of morning filtered through the nursery curtains, Soren was a wreck - eyes heavy, face flushed, thick diaper sagging massively between his spread thighs, the plastic stretched tight and glistening with absorbed urine. The red light of the camera still blinked steadily above him, having captured every single helpless wetting, every crinkle, every squirm.

Thalia would watch the footage later. She would savor every moment.

Tomorrow there will be no breaks between accidents.


Chapter 16: Total Loss

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Total Loss

Soren woke to the heavy, warm squish of his overnight diaper between his thighs. The monstrous padding, already swollen from three long nighttime wettings, sagged heavily against the crib mattress, the glossy plastic stretched tight and glistening. The smell of stale urine and baby powder filled the confined space. His cock, trapped in the soggy mess, was half-hard and sticky, the slick warmth rubbing against the sensitive head with every tiny shift of his hips.

Thalia unlocked the crib rails with a soft click and lowered the side. She stood over him in a fresh silk blouse the color of deep burgundy, her amber eyes taking in the ruined state of his diaper with visible satisfaction.

“Good morning, baby,” she murmured, voice velvet-smooth. “Look at that massive, soggy diaper. You really flooded it all night, didn’t you? But today is going to be much, much worse. No changes until evening. No matter what happens. Mommy wants to see you lose control completely.”

She helped him out of the crib on wobbly legs. The overnight diaper hung low and heavy, forcing an exaggerated waddle. The tapes strained, the leg cuffs puffed out from the sheer volume of piss. Every step produced loud, wet squelching crinkles that echoed through the nursery.

Breakfast in the high chair repeated the ritual - two full bottles of warm milk and a large bowl of oatmeal mixed with laxative powder and more diuretics. Soren ate and drank under Thalia’s watchful gaze, his already full bladder protesting immediately. By the time she unstrapped him, his stomach was churning and his need to piss was urgent.

The first daytime wetting happened less than twenty minutes later.

He was crawling across the padded play mat when the urge hit too hard to fight. A hot, uncontrollable spurt escaped, then another. Within seconds he was flooding the already soaked diaper again. Fresh piss gushed into the saturated core, mixing with the cold overnight urine and making everything warmer and heavier. The padding swelled further, sagging even lower between his thighs. The plastic creaked and rustled loudly as the new liquid spread, soaking the front and seeping backward until his entire ass felt warm and wet.

Soren whimpered, face pressed to the mat, hips rocking helplessly as the flood continued. His cock hardened fully inside the mess, throbbing against the slick, urine-logged padding.

Thalia watched from her chair, legs crossed, one hand idly stroking between her thighs. “That’s it. Just let go. No fighting today.”

The morning dragged on in a haze of helplessness. Thalia kept him moving - crawling, standing, doing simple baby exercises - each motion making the heavy, piss-filled diaper slosh and crinkle. By mid-morning his stomach began to cramp sharply. The laxatives were working.

The first messing came while he was standing in the corner, nose pressed to the wall as punishment for a small protest.

A deep, rolling cramp twisted his gut. He tried to clench, but the soggy diaper and the constant pressure made it impossible. With a long, wet fart that bubbled against the warm padding, the mess exploded out of him. Thick, soft shit pushed heavily into the seat of the already flooded diaper. The warm, mushy load spread quickly, squishing between his cheeks and around his balls. Another cramp hit and more mess surged out, filling the back until the plastic bulged noticeably outward.

The smell rose thick and pungent, mixing with the urine in a humiliating, overpowering cloud. Soren sobbed quietly, the warm, sticky mess shifting with every tiny movement, pressing the buzzing shame deeper into his body. His cock remained rock-hard, leaking steadily into the filthy, overloaded diaper.

Thalia stepped close and patted the swollen seat firmly, squishing the mess audibly. “Such a big, nasty load for Mommy. And the day has only just begun.”

There were no breaks.

By early afternoon he had wet twice more - long, uncontrollable floods that left the diaper hanging dangerously low, the tapes barely holding. Each wetting made the mess in the back softer and slimier, the entire garment sagging heavily between his legs like a warm, dirty sack. The crinkling had turned into constant wet, squelching sounds. His smooth skin was coated in a mixture of piss and shit that squished with every waddle.

Another messing hit while Thalia rocked him in her lap during “quiet time.” His stomach cramped viciously. He tried to warn her, but the words died in a broken moan as soft, diarrhea-like mess burst out in several wet, explosive waves. The fresh load mixed with the old, turning the seat of the diaper into a hot, sloppy swamp. The plastic stretched and distorted, the leg cuffs leaking faint brown stains onto his inner thighs.

Soren cried openly now, the shame overwhelming. Yet his cock stayed painfully erect, throbbing inside the disgusting, heavy mess, the constant friction and warmth driving him mad with denied need.

Thalia kept him active all day - feeding him more bottles, making him crawl while she used the remote to tease the small vibrating egg she had slipped inside him after lunch, forcing him to hold position while wave after wave of piss and soft mess escaped. By late afternoon the diaper was a complete disaster: massively swollen, sagging almost to his knees, the plastic torn slightly at the sides from the sheer weight. Brownish-yellow stains showed clearly through the stretched material. The smell was thick and constant. Every movement produced loud, wet squelches and pathetic crinkles.

His bladder and bowels gave up completely in the final hours. Small, uncontrollable leaks and spurts happened every few minutes - no longer accidents but simply the new normal. He stood in the middle of the nursery, swaying on weak legs, tears streaming down his face as another hot trickle of piss ran down his inner thigh, bypassing the ruined leg guards entirely.

Thalia finally approached as evening shadows lengthened. She cupped his chin, forcing his steel-gray eyes to meet her calm amber ones.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Completely destroyed. Soaked and messy all day long with no relief. Just a helpless, leaking, shitting baby in a ruined diaper.”

Soren’s shoulders shook with silent sobs. The constant humiliation, the endless loss of control, the way his body had betrayed him over and over without mercy - something deep inside him finally cracked completely. The last stubborn fragment of the arrogant lawyer shattered, leaving only raw, trembling surrender in its place.

Something inside him finally cracks completely.


Chapter 17: Broken Open

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Broken Open

The nursery smelled like a filthy nursery should - thick, pungent urine, warm shit, sweet baby powder, and the faint metallic edge of arousal. Soren knelt in the center of the padded floor, the ruined overnight diaper hanging so low and heavy between his thighs that the sagging plastic nearly touched the mat. The once-white shell was stretched to its limit, torn slightly at the leg cuffs, dark yellow and brownish stains blooming across the front and seat. Warm, mushy mess squished constantly against his smooth ass and balls with every tiny tremor of his body. Fresh piss still trickled slowly from his exhausted bladder, adding to the swampy disaster taped around his waist.

He was disgusting. Completely, utterly disgusting.

And for the first time, the shame didn’t burn with resistance. It simply existed - raw, heavy, and strangely freeing.

Thalia sat in the wide rocking chair across from him, legs elegantly crossed, her statuesque form wrapped in a simple black silk robe that clung to the full curves of her breasts. Her raven hair spilled loose over one shoulder, amber eyes soft yet piercing as she watched him. She said nothing. She simply waited, calm and patient, the way a mother waits for her child to finally come to her.

Soren’s steel-gray eyes were swollen and red from hours of silent crying. His sharp jaw trembled. The arrogant, self-reliant lawyer who had once negotiated million-dollar deals was gone. In his place knelt a broken, filthy, diapered wreck. Tears streamed down his flushed cheeks in steady, uncontrollable rivers. His chest heaved with ragged sobs that he no longer tried to stifle.

He crawled.

The movement was clumsy and pathetic. The massively overloaded diaper dragged along the padded floor, squelching and crinkling wetly with every slow pull of his knees. Thick, warm mess shifted and smeared further between his cheeks, some of it leaking past the ruined leg guards to coat his inner thighs in sticky brown streaks. His cock - still traitorously hard inside the filthy padding - rubbed slickly against the soggy core, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through his exhausted body.

He didn’t care anymore.

Soren crawled straight to Thalia’s feet and collapsed forward, pressing his tear-streaked face against the soft silk covering her thigh. His shoulders shook violently as the last walls inside him crumbled completely.

“Mommy…” The word tore out of him in a raw, broken sob. “Mommy… please…”

Thalia’s hand settled gently on the back of his head, fingers threading through his damp hair. She didn’t speak yet. She let him cry.

“I can’t… I can’t do this anymore,” he gasped between sobs, voice hoarse and small. “The old me… he’s gone. I tried to fight it. I tried to stay strong, to stay in control… but I’m not. I’m not strong. I’m just… just a baby. Your baby.”

His words dissolved into uncontrollable weeping. Hot tears soaked into her robe as he clung to her leg like a lifeline. The disgusting diaper squished loudly beneath him as he rocked forward, pressing his forehead harder against her.

“I want to stay like this,” he cried, the confession ripping free. “I want the diapers. I want the mess. I want you to take care of everything. Please, Mommy… please keep me. I don’t want to be Soren the lawyer anymore. I want to be your helpless little boy. Your diaper baby. Forever. I’ll wet and mess without fighting. I’ll nurse. I’ll crawl. I’ll let you fuck me in my diapers. I’ll do anything… just don’t ever let me go back. Please… please make me yours completely.”

The sobs wracked his entire body. Pride, dignity, adulthood - all of it lay shattered on the nursery floor along with the leaking, filthy diaper that clung to him like a second skin. He cried like a child who had finally been allowed to break - deep, heaving cries that left him gasping for air.

Thalia’s amber eyes gleamed with intense emotion. A slow, genuine smile curved her lips as she watched the last of his resistance dissolve. Her own arousal was evident in the way her nipples tightened beneath the silk and the subtle press of her thighs together, but there was something deeper in her gaze now - possession, tenderness, and raw satisfaction.

She stroked his hair for a long time, letting him cry it all out. When his sobs finally quieted into soft, hiccupping whimpers, she spoke, her voice low and velvet-smooth.

“There you are,” she whispered. “My sweet, broken baby. All that fighting… and this is who you really wanted to be. Safe. Owned. Diapered. Messy. Completely dependent on Mommy.”

Soren nodded frantically against her thigh, fresh tears spilling. “Yes… yes, Mommy. I’m yours. I belong in diapers. I belong with you. Please… keep me like this. I need it. I need you.”

Thalia leaned down and cupped his wet, messy face in both hands, tilting it up so she could look into his swollen, steel-gray eyes. Her thumbs brushed away tears with surprising gentleness.

“You’re finally ready,” she said softly. “All the way open. No more pretending. No more adult masks. Just my perfect little diaper boy who begs to stay messy and helpless.”

She pulled him up into her lap despite the filthy state of his diaper. The heavy, leaking padding squished loudly against her thighs as she cradled him, rocking slowly in the chair. Soren buried his face in the warm swell of her breasts, still crying softly, but now the tears felt like release instead of defeat.

“I love you like this,” Thalia murmured against his hair, one hand rubbing slow circles over the swollen, disgusting seat of his diaper, squishing the mess deliberately. “Leaking. Smelly. Completely broken open. This is the real you, baby. And Mommy is never letting you go.”

Soren clung to her tighter, whispering feverish pleas between sniffles. “Thank you, Mommy… thank you for breaking me… I want to be your baby forever… please never change me back…”

They stayed like that for a long time - him curled in her lap in his ruined, leaking diaper, crying out the last remnants of his old self while she rocked him and whispered soft praises.

When his tears finally slowed and his breathing grew steadier, Thalia kissed the top of his head.

One final contract remains to make it permanent.


Chapter 18: Permanent

The thick diaper unfolds with a loud crinkle that makes his cock jump.

Permanent

Soren knelt naked except for the fresh mega-diaper in front of Thalia’s heavy mahogany desk, the same desk where he had first signed away his autonomy weeks ago. The new diaper was absurdly thick - custom-made for permanent wear, with an ultra-high waistband that hugged just beneath his ribs, reinforced leg cuffs, and a massive, pillow-like core that forced his knees wide apart. The glossy white plastic gleamed under the warm office lighting, printed faintly with tiny pastel stars and clouds. Even fresh, the padding swelled outward several inches, creating a heavy, crinkling shelf between his lean thighs that made every tiny shift loud and unmistakable.

His steel-gray eyes were soft and glassy, red-rimmed from the emotional storm of the previous day. There was no trace left of the arrogant lawyer who had once sat rigidly in this same chair. Only a calm, trembling surrender remained.

Thalia sat behind the desk in her elegant burgundy silk blouse, the top three buttons undone to reveal the deep valley of her breasts. Her raven hair was perfectly coiled, amber eyes calm and radiant with possessive love as she slid the final contract across the polished wood. The document was thicker than the first - lifelong, irrevocable, every clause written in merciless detail.

“Read it aloud, baby,” she said softly, her voice velvet and commanding. “Every word. Then sign.”

Soren’s hands shook as he lifted the heavy vellum pages. His voice came out small and hoarse, cracking with emotion as he began to read.

“I, Soren Voss, being of sound mind and full consent, hereby surrender all adult rights and autonomy to Mistress Thalia for the remainder of my natural life. I willingly accept permanent regression. I will wear thick diapers at all times. I will never use a toilet again. I will wet and mess without hesitation or shame. My body, my orgasms, my entire existence belong to Mommy.”

He continued, clause after clause, each one more absolute than the last. Permanent chastity options. Mandatory daily inspections. Breastfeeding protocols. Public regression clauses. Total financial and legal relinquishment. By the time he reached the final page, tears were sliding silently down his cheeks again, but they were tears of peace.

Thalia picked up the sleek black remote from the desk. With a calm press of her thumb, the powerful vibrating egg still buried deep inside his ass hummed to life on a low, pulsing setting. Soren gasped, his cock instantly surging to full hardness inside the thick mega-diaper, tenting the front of the plastic obscenely.

“Keep reading,” she murmured, standing and rounding the desk to stand behind him.

He obeyed, voice trembling as the vibrations deepened.

“I consent to sexual use in any form Mommy desires. I will beg for my diapers. I will thank Mommy for every change, every spanking, every load I make in my padding. This contract is permanent. There is no safeword. There is no escape.”

Thalia dropped to her knees behind him, her silk blouse brushing his bare back. One warm hand slid around his waist and pressed firmly against the front of the mega-diaper, cupping the massive, crinkling bulge of his erection. She began to stroke him slowly through the thick padding while the remote in her other hand increased the intensity of the egg.

The combination was devastating.

Loud, rhythmic crinkling filled the office as her hand worked the bulky plastic, compressing the soft core around his throbbing cock. The vibrations from the egg pulsed relentlessly against his prostate, milking him from the inside. Soren’s hips rocked forward involuntarily, grinding his diapered erection into her palm with wet, frantic crinkles.

“Sign it, baby,” Thalia whispered hotly against his ear, her breasts pressing against his back. “Sign while Mommy makes you cum like the permanent diaper baby you are.”

Soren picked up the heavy fountain pen with a shaking hand. The first stroke of ink was messy as a powerful wave of pleasure crashed through him. Thalia’s hand stroked faster, squeezing the thick padding rhythmically while the egg buzzed harder. His cock pulsed violently inside the diaper, leaking copiously into the fresh core.

“I… I surrender everything…” he gasped, scribbling his name on the first line while his hips bucked. “Forever… to Mommy…”

Thalia’s breathing grew ragged with her own rising arousal. She could feel her pussy soaking through her panties as she watched her once-proud lawyer break so beautifully. She clicked the remote again, sending the egg into a brutal, fluttering pattern that made his prostate feel like it was being stroked directly.

Soren cried out, pen scratching wildly across the paper as orgasm built like a tidal wave. “Mommy - Mommy I’m signing - I’m yours - I’m your diaper baby forever - oh god - ”

His signature became a jagged, desperate scrawl across every page as Thalia’s hand flew faster over the front of the mega-diaper. The plastic crinkled frantically, loud and obscene, the heavy padding compressing and releasing around his swelling cock. The egg buzzed mercilessly inside him, pushing him right to the edge and holding him there.

When he reached the final signature line, Thalia leaned in and bit gently at his earlobe.

“Cum for Mommy while you make it permanent,” she ordered, voice husky.

Soren signed the last line with a broken sob.

The orgasm hit him like a shattering explosion.

His entire body convulsed as the first powerful rope of cum erupted from his cock, flooding the front of the thick mega-diaper in hot, thick spurts. He screamed her name - “Mommy!” - as wave after wave tore through him, his cock pulsing violently inside the crinkling padding while Thalia’s hand milked every drop through the plastic. The egg continued buzzing, prolonging the orgasm until his vision whited out and his balls ached from the intensity.

Cum soaked the absorbent core in heavy, sticky floods, mixing with his precum and turning the front of the diaper into a warm, creamy mess. The plastic bulged and crinkled wildly with every spasm until the entire front was visibly wet and darkened with his release.

Soren collapsed forward against the desk, chest heaving, tears of overwhelming pleasure and surrender streaming down his face. The pen rolled from his limp fingers. The contract lay signed, ink still slightly wet, sealing his fate forever.

Thalia switched off the remote and gently turned him to face her. She cupped his tear-streaked face in both hands and kissed him deeply, tasting salt and total submission.

There is no going back. He doesn't want to.

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. 
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