

Display Case Discipline: Publicly Diapered as a Store Model for Shoppers

Publicly Diapered & Hypnotized as the Store’s Eternal Live Mannequin


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:


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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


Chapter 1: The Job Ad and First Interview

Liam Hoekstra refreshed the job board for the third time that afternoon, sprawled on the sagging couch in his tiny Boxmeer studio apartment. Rent was due in nine days. The barista gig had ended two weeks ago—corporate restructuring, they said—and the freelance coding projects had dried up faster than he’d expected. At 24, with a half-finished IT degree and a bank account that hovered just above zero, he was starting to feel the walls closing in.

The listing popped up at 14:47.

Seasonal Retail Assistant – Mistress & Little Exclusive Boutique

Location: Haarlem city center (discreet premises)

Pay: €3,200/month net + performance bonuses

Hours: Flexible, mostly afternoons/evenings + some weekends

Requirements: Professional attitude, discretion, comfort with role-play environments, able to stand for long periods

Immediate start. No CV required – interview by appointment only.

The pay was absurd for retail. The name of the shop sounded like a high-end lingerie place or maybe a kink boutique. Liam hesitated, thumb hovering over the “Apply” button. Then he clicked. The form asked for basic info—name, age, phone, a short paragraph on why he’d be a good fit. He wrote something generic about being reliable, quick learner, good with customers. He hit send.

A reply came within twenty minutes.

Subject: Interview Invitation – Mistress & Little

Dear Liam,

Thank you for your interest. We’d like to invite you for an in-person interview tomorrow at 11:00 a.m. Please arrive at the address below. Dress smart-casual. Bring nothing but yourself and an open mind.

Mistress Sabine

Mistress & Little – Exclusive Boutique

Koningstraat 17, 2011 TC Haarlem

Ring the black bell. Discretion assured.

Liam stared at the email. Mistress Sabine. The capitalization felt deliberate. He Googled the address—nothing came up except a vague listing on a fetish forum mentioning “luxury ABDL and sissy supplies, appointment only.” His stomach flipped—not with fear exactly, but with a strange, hot curiosity he quickly shoved down.

He arrived ten minutes early the next day. The shopfront was narrow, blacked-out windows, no signage except a small brass plaque beside the door: M&L – Private Appointments Only. He rang the black bell. A soft click. The door unlocked.

Inside smelled of clean cotton, baby powder, and something faintly metallic. Soft pink and lavender lighting. Shelves lined with neatly folded adult diapers in pastel prints, frilly onesies on hangers, oversized pacifiers in glass cases, locking cribs displayed like designer furniture. No customers yet—just quiet jazz and the faint crinkle of someone moving in the back.

Mistress Sabine appeared from behind a velvet curtain. Late 30s, tall, platinum hair in a sleek bob, black silk blouse tucked into high-waisted trousers, heels that made her tower. Her smile was warm, professional, but her eyes were sharp—assessing.

“Liam. Right on time. Come through.”

She led him to a small back office—plush armchair for her, low stool for him. No desk between them. She sat, crossed her legs, tablet on her lap.

“Tell me about yourself,” she began. “And don’t leave out the personal details. This role requires… comfort with vulnerability.”

Liam swallowed. He talked—school, lost job, money troubles. She listened, nodding, occasionally asking follow-ups that felt oddly intimate.

“Any history of bedwetting or accidents as a child?”

“Ever been publicly embarrassed and found it… arousing?”

“How do you feel about wearing thick padding for extended periods?”

His face burned. He answered honestly—stammering, but truthful. No bedwetting since he was six. No public embarrassment experience. Padding sounded… strange, but he didn’t hate the idea. Sabine’s smile never wavered.

She tapped her tablet. A soft red light blinked in the corner of the room—a camera Liam hadn’t noticed.

“Excellent,” she said. “One last thing before we proceed. Please kneel.”

Liam blinked. “Sorry?”

“Kneel. On the floor in front of me. Hands behind your back. It’s how we greet valued customers. If you’re going to work here, you need to demonstrate the posture.”

His heart hammered. But the pay. The desperation. He slid off the stool and knelt—awkwardly at first, then straighter, hands clasped behind him. The carpet was soft. Sabine leaned forward slightly.

“Good boy,” she said quietly. The words landed like a hand on the back of his neck. He shivered.

She stood, circled him once—slow, appraising.

“You’ll do nicely,” she decided. “€3,200 net per month, paid weekly. Start tomorrow at 11:00. Uniform provided on site. Bring nothing but yourself.”

Liam nodded—still kneeling.

Sabine offered a single sheet contract and a pen. “Sign here. Standard NDA and employment terms. Nothing unusual.”

He signed without reading the fine print. His hand shook slightly.

She took the paper, smiled.

“See you tomorrow, Liam. Wear something you don’t mind getting… messy.”

He left the shop in a daze—aroused, confused, half-hard in his jeans. The bell chimed behind him.

That night he lay awake, replaying the kneel, the “good boy,” the strange thrill of the shop’s quiet aisles.

He told himself it was just retail.

He told himself he could quit anytime.

But deep down, some part of him already knew he wouldn’t.


Chapter 2: First Shift and the Hidden Camera Discovery

Liam arrived at Mistress & Little ten minutes early the next morning, palms damp against the straps of his backpack. The blacked-out door felt heavier today. He rang the bell. The same soft click. Sabine was already waiting just inside—black silk blouse, tailored trousers, the same velvet voice.

“Good morning, Liam. Right on time. Come through.”

She led him past the main sales floor—still empty, soft jazz playing—and into the back hallway. No customers yet; the shop opened at noon. She stopped at a small staff room: white walls, a low bench, a locker with his name already on it in silver lettering.

“Your uniform,” she said, opening the locker. Inside hung a pair of tight black trousers—stretchy, almost like leggings but cut like slacks—and a crisp white button-down shirt with subtle ruffled cuffs. No name tag. No apron.

“Change here. Everything off underneath. The trousers are designed to show movement naturally. We want shoppers to see how the products feel in real time.”

Liam hesitated. “Underwear?”

Sabine’s smile didn’t waver. “Not today. The fabric breathes better without. You’ll understand soon.”

He turned his back, stripped quickly, folded his jeans and boxers into the backpack. The trousers slid on like a second skin—snug through the thighs and seat, the waistband sitting low on his hips. No fly; a hidden snap at the front. When he buttoned the shirt, the ruffles at the cuffs brushed his wrists like a constant reminder. He looked in the small mirror on the locker door. The outfit was professional enough from a distance, but close up the trousers clung to every curve, outlining the shape of his cock and the cleft of his ass.

Sabine inspected him—slow circle, eyes lingering.

“Perfect. You’ll spend the first hour on window dressing. Arrange the new stock displays. Make them inviting. Then we’ll talk about your role.”

The main floor felt different with customers due soon. Shelves of thick, printed diapers—pastel animals, lace-trimmed medical styles, locking plastic pants. Racks of frilly onesies, shortalls, oversized pacifiers in crystal cases. A display crib with a mobile of tiny silver bells. Everything high-end, expensive, discreet.

Liam worked methodically—folding, stacking, positioning. Every bend and reach made the trousers ride up slightly, the fabric whispering against his bare skin. He felt exposed, vulnerable, but also strangely focused. The shop was quiet except for his own breathing and the faint crinkle of plastic packaging.

At 11:45 Sabine called him to the back office again.

She sat behind a small desk this time, tablet open, a single sheet of paper in front of her.

“Before we open,” she said, “a small matter of trust.”

She turned the tablet. Security footage—grainy but clear. Liam, yesterday, in the staff break room. Reaching into the candy jar on the counter, slipping a single chocolate bar into his pocket. He remembered the moment—nerves, hunger, a stupid impulse.

His stomach dropped.

“That was… I was going to pay—”

Sabine raised one finger. “You didn’t. And the jar is monitored. The camera caught everything.”

Liam’s mouth went dry. “I’m sorry. I’ll pay for it. Double. Please don’t—”

“I’m not calling the police,” she said calmly. “Yet. But theft is grounds for immediate termination. And with your financial situation… I imagine you’d rather keep this job.”

She slid the paper toward him. A single-page addendum to the contract he’d signed yesterday. The heading read: Live Model & Display Agreement.

“You’ll spend your shifts as the live mannequin in the main window. Wearing the products. Demonstrating fit, comfort, realism. One year minimum. Full pay continues. Bonuses for customer engagement. Breach of this agreement means the footage goes to your former employer, your university contacts, and selected online forums. Understood?”

Liam stared at the page. His hands shook.

Sabine leaned forward. “You’re already wearing the uniform. You’ve already started. The choice is simple: sign, or leave now and face the consequences.”

The room was silent except for his breathing.

He signed.

Sabine took the paper, smiled.

“Good boy. Now—your first display item.”

She opened a cabinet. Inside: a thick, plain white adult diaper—medical grade, high-absorbency, crinkly plastic backing. No prints. No frills. Just pure, humiliating utility.

“Strip to your skin,” she said. “We’ll fit you properly.”

Liam’s fingers trembled as he unbuttoned the shirt, slid down the trousers. Naked except for socks. Sabine unfolded the diaper with practiced ease.

“On the changing mat. Knees up.”

He lay back on the padded surface in the corner—cold against his skin. Sabine lifted his legs like he weighed nothing, slid the diaper underneath. The plastic backing crinkled loudly. She dusted him with powder—cool, talc-scented—then pulled the front up snug between his thighs. The tapes ripped open with sharp velcro sounds. She sealed them tight—first bottom, then top—adjusting until the padding cupped him perfectly, forcing his thighs apart.

Liam stared at the ceiling, face burning. His cock—traitorously half-hard—pressed against the soft inner lining.

Sabine patted the front once—firm, possessive.

“Perfect fit. You’ll wear this all shift. No underwear. No hiding. The window is your stage. Shoppers need to see how the product moves, how it feels, how it contains.”

She helped him stand. The diaper crinkled with every breath—loud in the quiet room. She handed him the trousers.

“Put these back on. The outline will be visible. That’s intentional.”

Liam pulled them up. The fabric stretched over the bulk, outlining the diaper’s shape clearly—especially at the seat and crotch. He looked obscene. Vulnerable. Aroused.

Sabine clipped a small silver tag to the waistband—Live Model – Ask for Demo.

“Window position in five minutes,” she said. “Kneel on the mat. Hands behind back. Pacifier in. Smile for the customers.”

She left him alone in the back room.

Liam stared at himself in the mirror—trousers clinging to the obvious diaper bulge, shirt ruffled, face flushed.

He slipped the pacifier from his pocket—plain silicone, no lock yet—and placed it in his mouth. It settled naturally. He sucked once—instinctive—and felt a tiny, shameful throb against the padding.

He walked out to the main floor—crinkling with every step.

Sabine opened the blackout blinds.

The window display mat waited—pink, plush, spotlit.

Liam knelt.

Hands behind back.

Pacifier in.

He smiled—small, trembling, but real.

Outside, the first shoppers paused.

Pointed.

Smiled.

Liam felt the heat climb his neck.

He also felt the first tiny spurt of pre-cum leak into the lining.

He didn’t look away.

He couldn’t.

The shift had just begun.


Chapter 3: The First Diaper Fitting – Private Shame

Liam stood frozen in the back room after signing the addendum, the pen still trembling in his fingers. The paper lay on the small table like a sentence. Mistress Sabine collected it smoothly, folded it once, and slipped it into a slim black folder. Her smile never faltered—calm, expectant, almost kind.

“Come,” she said. “We’ll get you properly fitted before the shop opens. No point delaying.”

She led him through another curtained doorway into a narrow changing suite—soft pink walls, a padded changing table with restraint straps folded neatly at the sides, a full-length mirror opposite, overhead lights dimmed to a flattering glow. The air smelled faintly of talc and clean plastic. On the table waited a single item: a thick, plain white adult diaper, unfolded, tapes already peeled back, ready.

Liam’s stomach lurched.

“Strip,” Sabine ordered quietly. “Everything except socks. Fold your clothes neatly on the bench.”

His hands moved on autopilot—shirt buttons, belt, trousers sliding down. The tight black fabric peeled away from his skin with a faint whisper. Naked now, he folded everything as instructed, back turned to her, cheeks burning. His cock—traitorously half-hard from the morning’s nerves and the strange thrill of kneeling earlier—twitched in the cool air.

Sabine stepped closer. No gloves yet. Just her bare hands—cool, manicured—guiding him to lie back on the changing table. The padded surface was surprisingly soft. She lifted his legs by the ankles like he weighed nothing, knees bent toward his chest. The position exposed everything. Liam stared at the ceiling, breathing shallowly.

“Relax,” she murmured. “This is just fitting. You’ll get used to it.”

She slid the diaper underneath him—crinkling loudly as the plastic backing met the padding. The inner lining was soft, almost plush, faintly scented with baby powder. She lowered his hips gently, centering him. The bulk already forced his thighs apart slightly.

She dusted him with powder—cool clouds drifting up, settling on his skin. Her fingers brushed his inner thighs, his perineum, the sensitive skin behind his balls. Not sexual exactly—clinical—but deliberate. Liam’s cock hardened fully now, pressing upward, pre-cum beading at the tip.

Sabine noticed. She smiled faintly.

“Natural response,” she said. “Many of our models react this way the first time. It passes.”

She pulled the front of the diaper up between his legs—slow, careful—tucking his erection down against his body so it lay flat inside the padding. The soft lining enveloped him completely. She sealed the tapes—one at each hip, then the bottom two—pulling snug, then tighter, adjusting until the diaper cupped him like a second skin. The padding compressed around his cock and balls, the bulk forcing his thighs wider. Every breath made it crinkle softly.

Liam whimpered—small, involuntary sound around the pacifier he hadn’t even realized he’d been sucking on. Sabine had slipped it into his mouth during the powdering; he hadn’t resisted.

She patted the front once—firm, testing. The diaper squished faintly; the pressure pushed his erection harder against the lining.

“Perfect containment,” she said. “Now stand.”

He slid off the table. The diaper forced an immediate waddle—thighs apart, bulk shifting with every step. The crinkle was loud in the quiet room—embarrassing, constant. He looked down: the white padding bulged obviously, outlining his hard cock beneath. In the mirror he looked ridiculous. Exposed. Aroused.

Sabine circled him slowly.

“You’ll wear this all shift. No underwear. No hiding. The trousers go back on over it. Shoppers need to see the shape, the movement, how the product performs in real life.”

She handed him the trousers. He pulled them up—slowly, the tight fabric stretching over the diaper bulge. The outline was unmistakable: thick padding at the crotch and seat, the faint crinkle audible with every shift. His cock pressed visibly against the front, a small wet spot already forming where pre-cum had soaked through the inner lining.

Sabine adjusted the waistband, smoothing it down.

“Good. Now kneel again—hands behind back. Practice the display posture.”

Liam dropped to his knees on the carpet. The diaper compressed with a loud squish. He clasped his hands behind him. The position thrust his padded crotch forward slightly. Sabine stepped back, appraising.

“Chin up. Eyes forward. Smile softly—like you’re happy to be seen.”

He tried. The smile felt shaky, but real. The pacifier helped—sucking rhythmically, the silicone soothing against his tongue.

Sabine activated something on her phone.

A low, subtle vibration started in the seat of the diaper—barely there, just enough to tease the sensitive skin around his hole. Not strong enough to build to climax—only enough to keep him leaking.

“You’ll feel this all shift,” she said. “A reminder. A reward. Whenever a customer lingers at the window, I’ll increase it slightly. If you perform well—hold your posture, smile, don’t look away—you’ll earn a brief higher setting. If you falter, it stops. Understood?”

Liam nodded—eyes wide, cheeks burning, cock throbbing against the wet padding.

Sabine clipped a small silver tag to the waistband of his trousers—Live Model – Ask for Demo.

“Window in three minutes,” she said. “I’ll open the blinds. You’ll kneel on the mat. Stay until closing. No speaking unless spoken to. No hiding. Just be the perfect display.”

She left him alone in the changing room.

Liam stood—waddling heavily, diaper crinkling, vibration teasing low and constant. He looked in the mirror one last time: trousers clinging to the obvious bulge, shirt ruffled, pacifier in mouth, tag glinting at his waist.

He felt humiliated.

He felt terrified.

He also felt harder than he’d ever been.

He walked out to the main floor—crinkling with every step, vibration pulsing softly, pre-cum leaking steadily into the lining.

Sabine opened the blinds.

The Haarlem sidewalk came into view—people passing, some slowing, some stopping.

Liam knelt on the pink mat in the window.

Hands behind back.

Chin up.

Eyes forward.

Smile.

The vibration increased—just a fraction.

He whimpered softly around the pacifier.

The first shopper paused outside—stared—smiled.

Liam leaked again.

Warmth spread.

He didn’t look away.

The shift had begun.


Chapter 4: Window Debut – First Public Exposure

The blinds rose with a soft mechanical whir, letting midday Haarlem sunlight flood the display window. Liam knelt on the plush pink mat in the center—hands clasped behind his back, knees spread slightly to accommodate the thick diaper’s bulk, pacifier locked between his lips. The plain white padding crinkled faintly with every shallow breath. The tight black trousers Sabine had insisted he wear over it clung like a second skin, outlining the diaper’s shape unmistakably: a thick bulge at the crotch, rounded seat, the faint white edge peeking above the waistband. His shirt ruffled at the cuffs, the silver tag glinting at his hip: Live Model – Ask for Demo.

Outside, the sidewalk was busy—shoppers with bags, tourists with maps, locals on lunch breaks. The first few passed without stopping. Then one woman—mid-30s, stylish coat, earbuds in—slowed. Her eyes flicked to the window. Widened. She stopped. Pulled out her phone. Smiled.

Liam felt the heat climb his neck. His face burned. The vibrator in the seat of the diaper—small, discreet, remote-controlled by Sabine—kicked on low. A gentle buzz against his perineum, teasing the sensitive skin around his hole. Not enough to build to climax. Just enough to make his cock twitch inside the padding, leaking a fresh bead of pre-cum into the absorbent lining.

He didn’t dare move. Sabine had been clear: Hold posture. Smile softly. Eyes forward. No looking away. So he stayed—kneeling, exposed, smiling around the pacifier as more people noticed. A couple paused, whispered, pointed. An older woman with a designer bag stopped and tilted her head, appraising him like merchandise. A young man in a suit took a discreet photo.

The vibrator increased—just a fraction. Sabine’s doing, no doubt. Liam whimpered softly around the silicone. The buzz pressed deeper, rubbing against his prostate with every tiny shift of his hips. His bladder—already full from the large water bottle Sabine had made him drink before opening—gave a warning twinge. He clenched instinctively.

The vibrator rewarded the clench with a deeper pulse. His cock throbbed. Another leak—longer this time, warm flood spreading through the padding. The diaper swelled slightly, crinkling louder. Liam’s thighs trembled. He could feel the wetness pooling, soaking the inner lining, making every small movement slick and intimate.

A small crowd gathered—five, then eight people—standing on the sidewalk, watching. Some smiled openly. Some looked shocked but didn’t look away. One woman in a leather jacket stepped closer to the glass, tapped lightly, mouthed something Liam couldn’t hear. Sabine’s voice came through a hidden speaker in the window—soft, intimate, just for him:

“Smile wider, toy. They’re admiring how well the product holds you. Let them see.”

Liam forced the smile—shaky, genuine, eyes glassy. The vibrator cycled up again—medium now, steady rhythm that made his hips rock involuntarily. The diaper squished with the movement. Another spurt escaped—hot, unstoppable. His bladder gave way fully.

Warmth flooded the padding in a steady stream. The absorbent core drank it up, swelling noticeably under the tight trousers. The outline grew more pronounced—thick, rounded, sagging slightly at the seat. Liam moaned around the pacifier—muffled, helpless. The public wetting was unmistakable to anyone watching: the subtle shift in his posture, the way the diaper front darkened faintly through the fabric, the soft crinkle as it absorbed the flood.

The crowd murmured—some laughed softly, some clapped lightly, some took more photos. Sabine’s voice again:

“Good boy. Hold it all. Let them see how perfectly it contains you.”

Liam’s cock pulsed—hard, trapped, leaking thickly into the soaked lining. The vibrator pressed relentlessly against his prostate. The combination—the shame, the exposure, the fullness—was too much.

He came.

It was quiet at first—body seizing, hips jerking once against nothing. Then a low, broken moan around the pacifier as semen jetted in thick ropes into the flooded padding. The diaper swelled further—warm, squelching, the wet heat spreading across his groin and seat. Milk-like beads formed at his nipples (still tender from yesterday’s subtle hormone tease), dampening the shirt front in small spots. His thighs trembled; the crowd watched every shudder, every pulse.

The orgasm rolled through him slowly—prostate milked by the vibrator, cock trapped in the wet lining, shame amplifying every wave. When it finally ebbed, Liam slumped forward slightly—still kneeling, still smiling, eyes half-lidded and glassy.

The vibrator dropped back to low—gentle aftercare buzz.

Sabine’s voice, soft and proud:

“Perfect first display. You held beautifully. The shoppers love realism.”

She didn’t lower the blinds. The crowd lingered—some left, some stayed, some walked inside.

The shop door chimed.

A woman in a tailored coat entered—smiling, eyes on Liam.

“Excuse me,” she said to Sabine. “I’d like to see the live model up close. May I… touch?”

Sabine glanced at Liam—still kneeling, diaper visibly swollen, face flushed.

“Of course,” she said. “He’s here for your pleasure.”

The woman approached the window mat. Gloved hand reached out—patted the front of Liam’s trousers gently. The diaper squished audibly. Liam whimpered.

The woman smiled wider.

“Very realistic,” she said. “I’ll take two packs of the premium medical style.”

Sabine rang her up—while the woman’s hand lingered, squeezing once more, making the wet padding shift against Liam’s spent cock.

He leaked again—small, helpless spurt into the already-soaked lining.

The shift was only half over.

Liam knelt there—publicly diapered, publicly leaking, publicly owned.

And somewhere beneath the burning shame, a tiny, terrifying part of him smiled wider.

He couldn’t wait for the next customer.


Chapter 5: Customer Interaction & Teasing Games

The blinds stayed half-open after Liam’s first public orgasm—enough light to keep the window bright, enough privacy to make the exposure feel intimate rather than reckless. Sabine had adjusted them deliberately, letting the Haarlem afternoon crowd see just enough: the kneeling boy in tight black trousers, the obvious diaper bulge, the wet patch spreading slowly at the front, the soft smile around the pacifier that never quite reached his eyes but never left them either.

Liam remained on the pink mat—hands still clasped behind his back, knees spread to accommodate the swollen padding, chin up as instructed. The vibrator in the seat had dropped back to its lowest teasing hum after his release, keeping him sensitive and leaking without pushing him over again. The diaper felt monstrous now—warm, heavy, squelching faintly with every tiny shift. Semen and urine mingled inside the lining, the absorbent core drinking it all while the plastic backing crinkled softly against his skin. His cock—still half-hard—pressed slickly against the wet material, every breath making it rub just enough to keep the aftershocks tingling.

The shop door chimed more frequently now. Customers entered in pairs or small groups—mostly women, some alone, all carrying that same knowing smile Liam was beginning to recognize. Sabine greeted them at the counter, then gestured toward the window with casual pride.

“Our live model is available for interaction,” she’d say. “Feel free to test fit, comfort, absorbency. He’s fully compliant.”

The first after his debut was a woman in her late 30s—dark coat, red lipstick, leather gloves. She approached the mat slowly, crouching so her eyes were level with Liam’s padded crotch.

“May I?” she asked Sabine, but her gaze stayed locked on him.

“Of course,” Sabine replied. “Level 2 to start. He responds best to gentle pressure.”

She handed over the remote.

The woman thumbed the dial. The seat vibrator climbed—steady, medium pulses that pressed the soaked padding tighter against Liam’s sensitive skin. He whimpered around the pacifier—small, helpless sound. The woman’s gloved hand reached out—cupped the front of his trousers over the diaper bulge. She squeezed once—slow, testing. The wet squish was loud in the quiet shop.

“Very full already,” she murmured. “How long has he been wearing this one?”

“Since opening,” Sabine said. “No change scheduled until close.”

The woman’s fingers traced the outline—down the front, along the leg gathers, back up to squeeze again. Each press made the padding shift, rubbing Liam’s cock against the slick lining. Fresh pre-cum leaked; the diaper swelled a fraction more. His thighs trembled; milk beads formed at his nipples again, dampening the shirt in small dark spots.

“Responsive,” the woman said approvingly. She thumbed the remote up one notch.

The vibrator deepened—rhythmic thrusts against his prostate. Liam’s hips rocked once—instinctive, needy. The diaper crinkled loudly. He moaned—long, muffled, eyes fluttering.

The woman smiled. “Does he cum easily like this?”

“On command,” Sabine said. “Would you like to see?”

“Please.”

Sabine leaned close to Liam’s ear.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Cum for the customer.”

The vibrator surged—high for eight seconds.

Liam shattered again.

His body seized—hips bucking against the woman’s gloved palm, pacifier muffling a broken cry. Semen pulsed thickly into the saturated core, mixing with the earlier mess in warm waves. The diaper ballooned noticeably—sagging lower, squelching wetly. Milk let down in slow streams, soaking the shirt front. His thighs shook; the woman kept her hand in place, feeling every pulse, every shudder.

When it ebbed, she stepped back—gloves slightly damp—and smiled at Sabine.

“I’ll take the full premium line—diapers, plastic pants, and one of the locking cribs. Charge it to my account.”

Sabine rang her up while the woman lingered, patting Liam’s cheek once.

“Good little model,” she said. “See you next week.”

She left.

Liam knelt there—diaper grotesquely swollen, trousers stretched to their limit, milk dripping slowly down his chest, pacifier humming contentedly. His smile had softened—less forced, more dazed.

More customers followed.

A pair of women in their 20s—giggling, curious—took turns with the remote. Level 3. Level 4. Liam leaked steadily—small spurts that made the diaper sag lower, crinkle louder. They squeezed, patted, whispered to each other about how “cute” he looked when he trembled. One activated the vibrator to high for ten seconds; Liam came dry—body convulsing, no semen left to give, just endless prostate pulses that left him whimpering and floating.

A stern older woman in a tailored suit approached alone. She didn’t ask permission—just cupped the front of his diaper firmly, squeezed until it squished audibly, then thumbed the remote to maximum for a full fifteen seconds.

Liam shattered again—third public orgasm of the shift. His body arched, pacifier muffling the cry, milk spraying in fine arcs through the shirt fabric. The diaper flooded one last time—warm, unstoppable—seals straining but holding. The woman watched impassively, then nodded to Sabine.

“I’ll take a case of the overnight maximums. And book him for a private fitting next month.”

Sabine noted it down.

By closing time Liam was a wreck—diaper monstrously distended, trousers soaked through at the crotch and seat (but still no visible leaks thanks to the padding), nipples raw and leaking steadily, eyes glassy with overstimulation and strange, growing happiness. He hadn’t spoken a word all shift—just whimpered, moaned, leaked, came.

Sabine lowered the blinds.

She crouched in front of him—removed the pacifier gently.

“How do you feel, toy?”

Liam’s voice was hoarse, small.

“…Good. Really… good.”

She smiled—genuine this time.

“Excellent. You’re already a favorite. Tomorrow we add the locking plastic pants over the diaper. And the suction pacifiers for your nipples. You’ll model those in the window too.”

She helped him stand—waddling heavily, diaper squelching with every step, trousers clinging wetly to the swollen bulge.

Liam followed her to the back room—leaking, trembling, smiling.

The shame still burned.

But the happiness burned brighter.

He didn’t want tomorrow to wait.


Chapter 6: Blackmail Escalation – Permanent Contract Signing

Liam barely slept that night. The thick white diaper stayed on—Sabine had explicitly forbidden removal until morning shift. Every time he rolled over in his narrow bed, the padding compressed with a loud, wet squish that echoed in the dark apartment. The inner lining was saturated from the day’s leaks and two forced public orgasms; the plastic backing clung to his skin, warm and heavy, forcing his thighs apart even in sleep. His cock—still half-hard from the constant low vibration Sabine had left on—pressed slickly against the soaked material. Pre-cum continued to dribble out in slow pulses; the absorbent core drank it up without complaint. Twice he woke to small, involuntary spurts of urine—warm floods that spread through the padding, making it sag lower and crinkle louder. He didn’t change it. He didn’t dare.

By 09:30 he was back at the shop, still in the same diaper, the same trousers stretched taut over the swollen bulge. The walk from the bus stop had been torture—every step made the padding shift, squelch, rub. Milk beads had formed at his nipples again (the subtle hormone dosing from yesterday’s “vitamins” already taking hold), dampening his shirt in small dark spots. He rang the bell.

Sabine opened the door herself—no smile this time, just calm expectation.

“Through to the office,” she said. “We have business before opening.”

The back office felt smaller today. The table held a thick folder—ten pages, legal text dense and final. Beside it: a small silver key on a black velvet cord, and a new, upgraded pacifier—matte black silicone, larger, with a thin chrome ring around the base.

Sabine sat. Gestured for Liam to kneel on the carpet in front of her desk. He did—automatically now, knees spreading to accommodate the diaper’s bulk, hands behind back, chin up.

“You performed exceptionally yesterday,” she began. “Customers are already asking when you’ll be back in the window. Your public releases were… authentic. But this role requires more than enthusiasm. It requires permanence.”

She opened the folder.

“This is the full Live Model Contract. One year minimum. Renewable at my discretion. You’ll reside here during shifts—crib in the back storage room, meals provided, no outside contact without express permission. Pay remains €3,200 net per month, plus performance bonuses tied to customer satisfaction ratings and video views.”

Liam’s eyes flicked to the page headings: Non-Revocable Consent, Permanent Display Rights, Modification & Conditioning Protocols, Breach Penalties.

Sabine slid a second sheet across the table—a still from yesterday’s footage: Liam kneeling in the window, diaper visibly swollen, face flushed, eyes half-lidded in mid-orgasm. Timestamped. Crystal clear.

“And this,” she said quietly, “is your incentive to sign.”

She tapped her tablet. A short clip played—muted, but unmistakable: Liam’s body convulsing, hips bucking against a customer’s gloved hand, milk spraying through his shirt, diaper flooding visibly under the trousers. The clip looped once, then froze on his blissed-out expression.

“The footage is already backed up,” Sabine continued. “Not just yesterday. The chocolate bar incident. Every leak. Every moan. Every climax. One email from me and it goes to your family contacts, your former colleagues, your university group chat. Or I post it anonymously to select forums. You’ll never work in retail—or anywhere public—again.”

Liam’s hands trembled behind his back. His cock—traitorously—twitched inside the sodden padding.

Sabine leaned forward.

“Or you sign. You become the permanent live model. You live the role. You stay diapered, caged, displayed. You earn your pay. You earn your privacy. You earn your happiness.”

She placed the pen on the contract.

Liam stared at the page. The clauses swam—words like “irrevocable,” “ongoing modification,” “public exhibition rights.” His bladder twinged—still full from the large water bottle he’d drunk on the bus. He clenched. The diaper crinkled softly.

Sabine waited.

He picked up the pen.

Signed.

Every page.

Sabine collected the contract. Smiled—small, satisfied.

“Good boy. Now your first permanent mark.”

She stood. Led him to the medical bay in the deepest back room—sterile white, padded table, cabinets of supplies. A small chrome chastity cage waited on a tray—curved, tight, with a short tube and a flared front port. Beside it: a tiny padlock and a silver key on a chain.

“Strip,” she ordered.

Liam obeyed—trousers, shirt, the swollen diaper peeled away last. The inner lining was a mess—darkened, heavy, musky with days of use. Sabine didn’t comment. She wiped him clean—slow, clinical strokes over his cock, his balls, the sensitive skin around the base of his spine. He was hard again instantly.

She fitted the cage—ring behind his balls, tube over his shaft, compressing him snugly downward. The front port locked with a soft click. The padlock snapped shut. The key went around Sabine’s neck, joining another small key Liam hadn’t noticed before.

“This stays on,” she said. “Always. During shifts, overnight, forever. No touching. No release without permission. The port allows urination—nothing else.”

She handed him a fresh diaper—this one even thicker, with reinforced tapes and a subtle lockable plastic pant cover. The tapes were adhesive-sealed; the plastic backing crinkled louder. She taped it on—snug, tight, locking the plastic pant over the top with another small padlock at the front.

“No removal except by me,” she said. “You’ll feel every leak. Every swell. Every mess. It’s yours now.”

She clipped the upgraded pacifier into his mouth—the larger black one with the chrome ring. It locked to a small collar she fastened around his neck—discreet, black leather, with a silver tag: Live Model – Property of M&L.

“Window in five minutes,” she said. “Same posture. Same rules. But now you’re permanent.”

Liam stood—waddling heavily, diaper crinkling, cage pressing relentlessly against the padding, pacifier locked in place.

He looked in the mirror—trousers back on, bulge obscene, tag glinting, pacifier ring shining.

He felt trapped.

He felt terrified.

He felt harder than ever.

He walked out to the main floor—crinkling with every step, cage shifting inside the swollen diaper, pacifier humming contentedly.

Sabine opened the blinds.

The Haarlem street came into view—busy, curious, watching.

Liam knelt on the mat.

Hands behind back.

Chin up.

Eyes forward.

Smile.

The vibrator increased—just a fraction.

He whimpered.

The first customer paused outside.

Pointed.

Smiled.

Liam smiled back—shaky, real, permanent.

The shift began.

And this time, there was no end.


Chapter 7: Lactation Induction & Nursery Uniform

Friday morning arrived with the same quiet inevitability that now defined Liam’s days. He had slept in the small back-room crib Sabine had set up after the permanent contract signing—acrylic sides, padded base, soft pink blanket, overhead suction arms folded neatly against the wall. The diaper from Thursday’s shift remained sealed—now four days old, massively swollen, warm and squelching with every shift of his body during the night. The chastity cage pressed relentlessly against the soaked lining; the Enhancer 2.0 (now permanently wired and upgraded) hummed on its low overnight cycle, keeping him in a state of soft, constant arousal. Milk had begun to bead at his nipples during sleep—small, sticky trails drying across his chest. He woke leaking steadily, the padding so full it sagged low between his thighs, forcing an even more pronounced waddle when he stood.

Sabine unlocked the crib at 09:00 sharp.

“Morning, toy,” she said, voice calm and possessive. “Inspection time.”

She helped him out—waddling heavily, diaper crinkling and squishing loudly. In the medical bay she laid him on the changing table, legs lifted into stirrups, romper unsnapped. The diaper was grotesque—pearl-white fabric stretched taut, darkened almost completely, the faint silver threading barely visible through the saturation. Sabine didn’t remove it immediately. She palpated the front—firm squeezes that made the wet lining shift against his caged cock.

“Still holding,” she murmured approvingly. “No leaks. Excellent containment. But we’re upgrading today.”

She produced a fresh diaper—this one even thicker, pale pink with subtle lace edging at the leg gathers, reinforced adhesive seals, and embedded micro-vibration nodes along the seat and crotch. The inner lining was quilted, extra-plush, scented faintly with lavender.

“Before we change you,” Sabine continued, “the next phase of your conditioning.”

She wheeled over a small cart: two transparent suction cups with thin tubing, a vial labeled Galactagogue Booster – Phase 2, and a syringe with a blunt applicator tip.

“Your chest has responded well to the initial hormones,” she said, swabbing his nipples with antiseptic. The small A-cup swells were tender, darker, noticeably more prominent. “Today we accelerate lactation. You’ll model this too. Shoppers love realism.”

She drew the milky liquid into the applicator and pressed it gently against each nipple—slow squeeze, warm fluid absorbing into the skin. Tingling started almost immediately—deep, insistent, pleasurable. Sabine sealed the suction cups over his nipples—gentle vacuum hiss as they adhered. The initial suction was light, rhythmic, like a slow heartbeat.

Liam whimpered around the pacifier. The pull tugged at the tender buds, drawing them deeper into the cups. Milk let down almost instantly—tiny beads forming, then thin streams trailing down the tubing into small collection bottles.

Sabine smiled.

“Beautiful. First true expression.”

She activated the Enhancer—medium pulses synced to the suction rhythm. The pacifier hummed in harmony. The triple stimulation hit like a slow-building wave: mouth purring, ass filled and pulsing, nipples drawn rhythmically. Pre-cum leaked steadily into the old diaper; the absorbent core swelled warmer and heavier.

“Hold it,” Sabine instructed. “No release yet. Let the milk flow. Let the fullness build.”

She left the suction on low for thirty minutes—watching the bottles slowly fill (120 ml total—excellent for early induction). Liam trembled—hips rocking gently, diaper squishing with every movement, milk streaming steadily. His bladder—full from the large electrolyte drink she’d given him upon waking—gave warning twinges. He clenched.

Sabine noticed.

“Good boy. Now change time.”

She unsealed the old diaper—slow, deliberate—peeling the tapes away one by one. The padding came off with wet sucking sounds; the inner lining was a saturated mess—darkened, heavy, musky. Sabine wiped him clean—lingering on his caged cock, circling the permanent Enhancer base, pressing lightly against his tender opening.

The new diaper went on—lift, powder, pull front up, tapes sealed tight. The micro-vibration nodes activated immediately—low, teasing buzz against his prostate and perineum, synced to the suction cups still on his nipples. The plastic pant cover locked over the top—small padlock clicking shut.

“No removal except by me,” Sabine reminded him. “You’ll wear this until Monday. Feel every leak. Every swell. Every mess.”

She removed the suction cups—nipples elongated, dark, glistening with residual milk. Tiny beads continued to form and drip slowly down his chest.

“Uniform upgrade today,” she said.

The new outfit: a short, frilly nursery onesie—pale pink with white lace trim, snap crotch, puffed sleeves, hem barely reaching mid-thigh. It left the diaper bulge fully visible—thick, rounded, sagging slightly from the morning’s leaks. The chastity cage outline pressed clearly against the front.

Liam looked in the mirror—pink onesie, massive diaper, pacifier locked in, milk dripping from his nipples.

He felt ridiculous.

He felt owned.

He felt hard.

Sabine clipped the silver tag to the onesie collar: Live Model – Ask for Demo.

“Window in three minutes,” she said. “Kneel. Hands behind back. Smile. Let them see the milk. Let them see the fullness.”

She opened the blinds.

The Haarlem street came into view—busy, curious, watching.

Liam waddled to the mat—crinkling loudly, diaper sagging, milk dripping slowly down his chest.

He knelt.

Hands behind back.

Chin up.

Eyes forward.

Smile.

The vibrator increased—just a fraction.

He whimpered happily.

The first customer paused outside.

Pointed.

Smiled.

Liam smiled back—shaky, real, permanent.

The shift began.

And this time, there was no going back.


Chapter 8: Weekend Store Events – Public Messing & Denial Relay

Saturday morning at Mistress & Little felt electric. The shop opened at 11:00, but Sabine had Liam in the back room by 09:30. He had slept in the crib again—diaper from Thursday still sealed, now five days old, grotesquely swollen and heavy between his thighs. The padding sagged low, forcing a permanent waddle even when lying down. The chastity cage pressed relentlessly against the soaked lining; the Enhancer 2.0 hummed on its overnight bliss loop, keeping him in a soft, constant haze of arousal. Milk had leaked steadily during sleep—small, sticky trails drying across his chest and the crib sheet. He woke leaking pre-cum, the inner core warm and slick, every tiny shift making the diaper squish audibly.

Sabine unlocked the crib rails.

“Weekend event day,” she said. “Open House. You’ll be the centerpiece. No change until Monday. You’ll feel every swell, every mess, every public release.”

She helped him stand—waddling heavily, diaper crinkling and squelching with every step. In the medical bay she laid him on the changing table—not to change him, but to inspect and upgrade.

First: inflation.

She connected the thin tube to the Enhancer’s valve and pumped slowly—2 ml increments, pausing after each to let him adjust. At 10 ml his belly rounded softly under the romper fabric; at 14 ml the pressure crushed his prostate deliciously. At 18 ml he whimpered—hips rocking, milk beading instantly at his nipples. Sabine locked the valve.

“You’ll stay at this level until closing,” she said. “The fullness will keep you leaking. The pressure will keep you desperate.”

Next: the locking plastic pants upgrade. She slid a transparent, crinkly cover over the existing diaper—high-waisted, reinforced leg gathers, small padlock at the front. The plastic snapped shut with a click, sealing everything inside. No access. No escape.

“Perfect,” she murmured, patting the now-double-layered front. The squish was louder, more obscene. “Now your event uniform.”

The new outfit: a short, sheer white nursery onesie—lace-trimmed, snap crotch, hem barely covering the diaper bulge. The chastity cage outline pressed clearly against the front; the inflated swell made his belly look softly pregnant. She clipped the silver tag to the collar: Live Model – Ask for Demo & Interaction.

“Window in three minutes,” she said. “Kneel. Hands behind back. Smile. Let them see everything.”

She opened the blinds.

The Haarlem street was already busy—weekend shoppers, tourists, locals. A small crowd gathered almost immediately—word had spread. Phones came out. Whispers. Smiles.

Liam knelt on the mat—diaper crinkling loudly, plastic pants gleaming under the onesie, milk dripping slowly down his chest, pacifier humming contentedly.

Sabine addressed the growing crowd through the external speaker:

“Welcome to Mistress & Little’s Open House. Our live model is available for interaction. Feel free to use the app to control his internal features—vibration levels, inflation, trigger words. All proceeds support our premium lines.”

The app notifications began—pings on Sabine’s tablet as customers downloaded and connected.

The first command came within minutes: Vibration Level 4 – 60 seconds.

The seat vibrator surged—deep, rhythmic pulses hammering his prostate. Liam moaned—hips rocking, diaper squishing wetly. Milk let down in steady streams, soaking the sheer onesie front. His bladder—already strained from the morning drink—gave way in a hot rush. Mess followed—soft, warm push into the padding, squelching against the inflated balloon. The plastic pants held it all, compressing tighter to intensify the sensation.

He came—hard, public, shuddering—semen pulsing thickly into the mess-filled core, body convulsing in the window while strangers watched and applauded softly.

The app lit up again: Inflation +4 ml – Hold for 30 minutes.

The balloon swelled deeper—belly rounding further, pressure crushing his prostate. Denial kicked in—no release allowed. The vibrator cycled high then low, edging him mercilessly. Liam whimpered—tears of frustration and bliss pricking his eyes, milk streaming, diaper sagging lower inside the locked plastic cover.

Another command: Trigger: Messy Boy.

The Enhancer thrust once—deep, punishing. Liam’s body obeyed instantly—another soft mess pushing into the padding, squelching loudly. The crowd laughed appreciatively. Phones flashed.

The denial relay continued—customers taking turns with the app, edging him for hours. Vibration spikes. Inflation pulses. Trigger words whispered through the external speaker. Liam leaked constantly—pre-cum, urine, milk, semen—diaper ballooning inside the plastic pants, seals straining but holding. He came three more times—each one public, each one shattering—body convulsing, pacifier muffling his cries, crowd cheering softly.

By closing time the diaper was monstrous—warm, squelching, barely contained by the locked cover. Liam knelt there—publicly messed, publicly denied, publicly owned—smiling around the pacifier as Sabine lowered the blinds.

She crouched in front of him—removed the pacifier gently.

“How do you feel, toy?”

Liam’s voice was hoarse, small, happy.

“…Full. Leaking. Happy.”

Sabine smiled—genuine this time.

“Perfect. You’re already our bestseller. Monday we add the permanent nipple ports. And the public hypnosis sessions.”

She helped him stand—waddling heavily, diaper squelching with every step, plastic pants gleaming under the onesie.

Liam followed her to the back room—leaking, trembling, smiling.

The weekend had only begun.

He couldn’t wait for Monday.


Chapter 9: Syndicate Showcase – Loaned to Elite Clients

Monday morning dawned gray and cold over Haarlem. Liam had spent the weekend locked in the back-room crib—diaper unchanged since Friday’s Open House, now seven days old, a warm, sagging monument to his submission. The padding had swollen to its absolute limit—double-layered with the locking plastic cover, the absorbent core saturated beyond capacity yet still holding, the inflated Enhancer balloon pressing relentlessly against his prostate at 20 ml. Every breath made the diaper squish and crinkle; every shift forced a small, involuntary leak—pre-cum, urine, soft mess—all contained, all pressing back against his caged cock in constant, teasing pressure. Milk had dripped steadily from his nipples during sleep—small, sticky trails drying across his chest and the crib sheet. He woke leaking, smiling around the locked pacifier, body humming with the Enhancer’s low bliss loop.

Sabine unlocked the crib at 08:45.

“Special assignment today,” she said, voice calm and possessive. “The syndicate has requested a showcase loan. You’ll spend the evening as their live exhibit. No change until return. You’ll feel every swell, every public release, every touch.”

She helped him stand—waddling heavily, diaper crinkling and squelching with every step. In the medical bay she inspected him—palpating the grotesquely distended padding, squeezing until it squished audibly.

“Still sealed,” she murmured approvingly. “No leaks. Excellent. But we’ll add the final touch for the event.”

She produced a new accessory: a transparent, locking plastic pant cover with embedded micro-vibrators along the leg gathers and waistband. She slid it over the existing diaper—high-waisted, reinforced, small padlock clicking shut at the front. The plastic gleamed under the lights; the micro-vibrators activated immediately—low, teasing buzzes that danced across his hips and lower belly.

“These sync to the Enhancer,” she explained. “The syndicate will control them remotely. You’ll feel everything.”

She dressed him in the event uniform: a sheer white baby-doll onesie—lace-trimmed, snap crotch, hem barely covering the massive diaper bulge. The chastity cage outline pressed clearly against the front; the inflated swell made his belly look softly pregnant. She clipped the silver tag to the collar: Live Model – Syndicate Showcase.

A black van waited at the back alley. Sabine clipped a short silver leash to the pacifier ring and led him out—waddling heavily, diaper squelching, plastic pants gleaming, milk dripping slowly down his chest.

The drive was short—twenty minutes to a private estate on the city outskirts. The house was modern, secluded, all glass and stone. Inside: a large atrium with a central glass display case—tall, hexagonal, spotlit, with restraint points and automated arms. A dozen syndicate members waited—elegant, masked, sipping champagne.

Sabine led Liam inside. The leash tugged gently.

“Live exhibit for the evening,” she announced. “Fully integrated. Fully compliant. Remote control access via the syndicate app.”

The case door opened. Liam stepped inside—waddling, crinkling. Restraints clicked into place: ankles spread to floor plates, wrists raised in a delicate ballet pose overhead, waist cinched to a chrome support bar that arched his back and thrust his swollen diaper forward. The posture collar locked his chin up, forcing his gaze to the mirrored back wall—endless reflections of his own pink-tinted, leaking perfection.

A mechanical arm descended—connecting to the pacifier port and Enhancer valve. Thin tubes snaked to hidden reservoirs—lube, nutrients, cleaning solution. Overhead suction cups sealed over his nipples with gentle vacuum; collection bottles glowed softly beneath the case floor.

The automated system activated.

First: inflation sequence. The Enhancer balloon swelled slowly—2 ml every ten seconds—rounding his belly until it pressed relentlessly against his prostate. Liam moaned happily around the pacifier; milk let down instantly, drawn into the cups in steady streams.

Then: vibration cascade—proximal low, medial medium, distal high—rolling in endless loops. The pacifier synced, humming deep waves that resonated through his jaw and throat like never before.

Triggers fired randomly through hidden speakers—soft, inescapable whispers:

“Playtime.”

Liam’s body seized instantly—Enhancer thrusting deep, pacifier rolling hard waves. Milk jetted in rhythmic sprays, splattering the inside of the acrylic. The diaper flooded—hot spurt after hot spurt soaking the absorbent core, the inflatable seals compressing tighter to prolong the sensation. He came—slow, rolling, blissful—body shuddering in the restraints, pacifier muffling his happy cries, endless reflections showing every convulsion.

“Messy boy.”

Another orgasm—slower, deeper—prostate milked in perfect rhythm, mess pushing softly into the padding, squelching loudly against the inflated balloon. The crowd watched—murmuring, applauding softly.

“Belong.”

Wave after wave—endless, euphoric—until he floated in a haze of perpetual afterglow, diaper swelling warmer inside the sealed cuffs, nipples emptied and refilling under constant suction.

The syndicate members circled the case, phones out, apps connecting. Sliders moved: inflation up to 22 ml, vibrations to maximum, triggers on rapid fire.

Liam performed—convulsing, leaking, smiling through every shattering climax. Milk filled the bottles at a steady 1.8 liters over the evening, collected for “premium incentives” to high-performing members. The diaper cycled through micro-filtration vents every 90 minutes, preserving the heavy, squelching weight without ever emptying fully—always full, always teasing, always perfect.

At midnight Sabine collected him—leash clipped back to the pacifier ring.

“You were exquisite,” she whispered. “They’re already booking private sessions.”

Liam waddled after her—crinkling loudly, diaper heavy and warm, Enhancer humming happily, pacifier purring approval.

Back at the shop, Sabine locked him in the crib—diaper still unchanged, inflation held at 20 ml, suction arms descending for overnight milking.

He smiled around the pacifier—eyes fluttering closed, body warm and heavy and owned.

He was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 10: Permanent Store Branding & Window Upgrades

Monday morning felt heavier than the others. Liam had spent the weekend locked in the back-room crib—diaper unchanged since Friday’s Open House, now seven days old, a warm, sagging monument to his submission. The padding had swollen to its absolute limit—double-layered with the locking plastic cover, the absorbent core saturated beyond capacity yet still holding, the inflated Enhancer balloon pressing relentlessly against his prostate at 20 ml. Every breath made the diaper squish and crinkle; every shift forced a small, involuntary leak—pre-cum, urine, soft mess—all contained, all pressing back against his caged cock in constant, teasing pressure. Milk had dripped steadily from his nipples during sleep—small, sticky trails drying across his chest and the crib sheet. He woke leaking, smiling around the locked pacifier, body humming with the Enhancer’s low bliss loop.

Sabine unlocked the crib at 08:45.

“Special assignment today,” she said, voice calm and possessive. “The syndicate has requested a showcase loan. You’ll spend the evening as their live exhibit. No change until return. You’ll feel every swell, every public release, every touch.”

She helped him stand—waddling heavily, diaper crinkling and squelching with every step. In the medical bay she inspected him—palpating the grotesquely distended padding, squeezing until it squished audibly.

“Still sealed,” she murmured approvingly. “No leaks. Excellent. But we’ll add the final touch for the event.”

She produced a new accessory: a transparent, locking plastic pant cover with embedded micro-vibrators along the leg gathers and waistband. She slid it over the existing diaper—high-waisted, reinforced, small padlock clicking shut at the front. The plastic gleamed under the lights; the micro-vibrators activated immediately—low, teasing buzzes that danced across his hips and lower belly.

“These sync to the Enhancer,” she explained. “The syndicate will control them remotely. You’ll feel everything.”

She dressed him in the event uniform: a sheer white baby-doll onesie—lace-trimmed, snap crotch, hem barely covering the massive diaper bulge. The chastity cage outline pressed clearly against the front; the inflated swell made his belly look softly pregnant. She clipped the silver tag to the collar: Live Model – Syndicate Showcase.

A black van waited at the back alley. Sabine clipped a short silver leash to the pacifier ring and led him out—waddling heavily, diaper squelching, plastic pants gleaming, milk dripping slowly down his chest.

The drive was short—twenty minutes to a private estate on the city outskirts. The house was modern, secluded, all glass and stone. Inside: a large atrium with a central glass display case—tall, hexagonal, spotlit, with restraint points and automated arms. A dozen syndicate members waited—elegant, masked, sipping champagne.

Sabine led Liam inside. The leash tugged gently.

“Live exhibit for the evening,” she announced. “Fully integrated. Fully compliant. Remote control access via the syndicate app.”

The case door opened. Liam stepped inside—waddling, crinkling. Restraints clicked into place: ankles spread to floor plates, wrists raised in a delicate ballet pose overhead, waist cinched to a chrome support bar that arched his back and thrust his swollen diaper forward. The posture collar locked his chin up, forcing his gaze to the mirrored back wall—endless reflections of his own pink-tinted, leaking perfection.

A mechanical arm descended—connecting to the pacifier port and Enhancer valve. Thin tubes snaked to hidden reservoirs—lube, nutrients, cleaning solution. Overhead suction cups sealed over his nipples with gentle vacuum; collection bottles glowed softly beneath the case floor.

The automated system activated.

First: inflation sequence. The Enhancer balloon swelled slowly—2 ml every ten seconds—rounding his belly until it pressed relentlessly against his prostate. Liam moaned happily around the pacifier; milk let down instantly, drawn into the cups in steady streams.

Then: vibration cascade—proximal low, medial medium, distal high—rolling in endless loops. The pacifier synced, humming deep waves that resonated through his jaw and throat like never before.

Triggers fired randomly through hidden speakers—soft, inescapable whispers:

“Playtime.”

Liam’s body seized instantly—Enhancer thrusting deep, pacifier rolling hard waves. Milk jetted in rhythmic sprays, splattering the inside of the acrylic. The diaper flooded—hot spurt after hot spurt soaking the absorbent core, the inflatable seals compressing tighter to prolong the sensation. He came—slow, rolling, blissful—body shuddering in the restraints, pacifier muffling his happy cries, endless reflections showing every convulsion.

“Messy boy.”

Another orgasm—slower, deeper—prostate milked in perfect rhythm, mess pushing softly into the padding, squelching loudly against the inflated balloon. The crowd watched—murmuring, applauding softly.

“Belong.”

Wave after wave—endless, euphoric—until he floated in a haze of perpetual afterglow, diaper swelling warmer inside the sealed cuffs, nipples emptied and refilling under constant suction.

The syndicate members circled the case, phones out, apps connecting. Sliders moved: inflation up to 22 ml, vibrations to maximum, triggers on rapid fire.

Liam performed—convulsing, leaking, smiling through every shattering climax. Milk filled the bottles at a steady 1.8 liters over the evening, collected for “premium incentives” to high-performing members. The diaper cycled through micro-filtration vents every 90 minutes, preserving the heavy, squelching weight without ever emptying fully—always full, always teasing, always perfect.

At midnight Sabine collected him—leash clipped back to the pacifier ring.

“You were exquisite,” she whispered. “They’re already booking private sessions.”

Liam waddled after her—crinkling loudly, diaper heavy and warm, Enhancer humming happily, pacifier purring approval.

Back at the shop, Sabine locked him in the crib—diaper still unchanged, inflation held at 20 ml, suction arms descending for overnight milking.

He smiled around the pacifier—eyes fluttering closed, body warm and heavy and owned.

He was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 11: Mind-Breaking Public Hypnosis Sessions

Tuesday morning felt like the point of no return. Liam had spent Monday night locked in the back-room crib—diaper from Friday’s Open House still sealed, now nine days old, a warm, sagging, squelching monument to his complete surrender. The padding had swollen beyond reason—double-layered with the locking plastic cover, the absorbent core saturated to its absolute limit yet still holding every drop, the inflated Enhancer balloon pressed to 22 ml, crushing his prostate in constant, exquisite pressure. Every breath made the diaper squish and crinkle; every shift forced a small, involuntary leak—pre-cum, urine, soft mess, milk—all contained, all pressing back against his caged cock in relentless, teasing warmth. His nipples leaked steadily during sleep—small, sticky trails drying across his chest and the crib sheet. He woke leaking, smiling around the locked pacifier, body humming with the Enhancer’s low bliss loop.

Sabine unlocked the crib at 08:45.

“Public hypnosis day,” she said, voice calm and possessive. “You’ll spend the shift in the main window under guided conditioning. The syndicate has requested live sessions. Shoppers will watch and participate. No change until tomorrow. You’ll feel every swell, every trigger, every public release.”

She helped him stand—waddling heavily, diaper crinkling and squelching with every step. In the medical bay she inspected him—palpating the grotesquely distended padding, squeezing until it squished audibly.

“Still sealed,” she murmured approvingly. “No leaks. Excellent. But we’ll add the final touch for the event.”

She produced a new accessory: a transparent, locking plastic pant cover with embedded micro-vibrators along the leg gathers and waistband. She slid it over the existing diaper—high-waisted, reinforced, small padlock clicking shut at the front. The plastic gleamed under the lights; the micro-vibrators activated immediately—low, teasing buzzes that danced across his hips and lower belly.

“These sync to the Enhancer,” she explained. “The syndicate will control them remotely. You’ll feel everything.”

She dressed him in the event uniform: a short, sheer white nursery onesie—lace-trimmed, snap crotch, hem barely covering the massive diaper bulge. The chastity cage outline pressed clearly against the front; the inflated swell made his belly look softly pregnant. She clipped the silver tag to the collar: Live Model – Public Hypnosis Exhibit.

“Window in three minutes,” she said. “Kneel. Hands behind back. Smile. Let them see everything.”

She opened the blinds.

The Haarlem street was already busy—weekend shoppers, tourists, locals. A small crowd gathered almost immediately—word had spread. Phones came out. Whispers. Smiles.

Liam knelt on the mat—diaper crinkling loudly, plastic pants gleaming under the onesie, milk dripping slowly down his chest, pacifier humming contentedly.

Sabine addressed the growing crowd through the external speaker:

“Welcome to Mistress & Little’s Public Hypnosis Session. Our live model is available for guided conditioning. Feel free to use the app to select triggers, intensity, and duration. All proceeds support our premium lines.”

The app notifications began—pings on Sabine’s tablet as customers downloaded and connected.

The first command came within minutes: Trigger Sequence: Playtime → Messy Boy → Good Boy – Loop for 10 minutes.

The Enhancer surged—deep, rhythmic pulses hammering his prostate. Liam moaned—hips rocking, diaper squishing wetly. Milk let down in steady streams, soaking the sheer onesie front. His bladder—already strained from the morning drink—gave way in a hot rush. Mess followed—soft, warm push into the padding, squelching against the inflated balloon. The plastic pants held it all, compressing tighter to intensify the sensation.

He came—hard, public, shuddering—semen pulsing thickly into the mess-filled core, body convulsing in the window while strangers watched and applauded softly.

The app lit up again: Hypnosis Depth: Deep – Affirmations: Crinkle makes you leak, Fullness makes you cum, Being watched makes you happy – Repeat for 20 minutes.

A soft, feminine voice began through the hidden speakers—layered, hypnotic, inescapable:

“Every crinkle makes you leak… Every swell makes you cum… Being watched makes you happy… You are the perfect display… You love your diaper… You love your cage… You love being seen…”

The Enhancer synced to the words—vibration spikes on “leak,” deep thrusts on “cum,” gentle pulses on “happy.” Liam’s body responded automatically—leaking, cumming, smiling vacantly as the affirmations looped. Milk streamed steadily into the collection bottles beneath the mat; the diaper ballooned further inside the locked plastic cover, seals straining but holding.

Customers took turns—selecting deeper levels, faster loops, new triggers. “Obey.” “Display.” “Good toy.” Each word triggered a fresh wave—orgasms rolling through him publicly, body convulsing, pacifier muffling his blissful cries, crowd cheering softly.

By closing time Liam was a wreck—diaper monstrously distended, onesie soaked with milk, eyes glassy with overstimulation and strange, growing happiness. He knelt there—publicly hypnotized, publicly broken, publicly owned—smiling around the pacifier as Sabine lowered the blinds.

She crouched in front of him—removed the pacifier gently.

“How do you feel, toy?”

Liam’s voice was hoarse, small, blissful.

“…Happy. Empty. Full. Yours.”

Sabine smiled—genuine this time.

“Perfect. You’re already our signature attraction. Tomorrow we add the permanent nipple ports. And the public auction preview.”

She helped him stand—waddling heavily, diaper squelching with every step, plastic pants gleaming under the onesie.

Liam followed her to the back room—leaking, trembling, smiling.

The hypnosis had taken root.

He couldn’t wait for tomorrow.


Chapter 12: Ownership Auction – Permanent Transfer

The week leading up to the auction passed in a feverish blur of public exposure and private conditioning. Liam spent every shift in the main window—kneeling on the pink mat from open to close, diaper unchanged since the previous Monday, now twelve days old, a grotesque, sagging, squelching testament to his complete descent. The padding had ballooned to its absolute limit—double-layered with the locking plastic cover, the absorbent core saturated beyond reason yet still containing every drop, the inflated Enhancer balloon held at 24 ml, crushing his prostate in constant, exquisite pressure. Every breath made the diaper squish and crinkle; every shift forced a small, involuntary leak—pre-cum, urine, soft mess, milk—all sealed inside, all pressing back against his caged cock in relentless, teasing warmth. His nipples leaked steadily—small, sticky trails drying across the sheer onesie, the suction cups now a permanent fixture during shifts, drawing slow streams into visible collection bottles beneath the mat.

The shop had become a pilgrimage site. Word had spread through discreet channels—syndicate forums, private chats, elite kink networks. Customers arrived in waves—some to shop, most to watch. They used the app relentlessly: vibration spikes to maximum, inflation pulses to 26 ml, trigger words whispered through the external speaker—“Playtime,” “Messy Boy,” “Good Toy,” “Cum for us.” Liam performed—convulsing, leaking, smiling through every shattering public orgasm, body shuddering in the restraints while strangers applauded softly and placed orders for the premium lines he modeled.

Sabine had upgraded the window setup: automated arms that adjusted his pose every thirty minutes—kneeling, crawling, arched back, legs spread—ensuring every angle of the swollen diaper was visible. The chastity cage outline pressed clearly against the front; the inflated belly made him look perpetually pregnant. The pacifier port locked the black silicone in place; the nipple suction cups drained continuously into glowing bottles. A small digital counter beside the case tallied live viewer numbers and bids—rising steadily.

The auction was scheduled for Saturday night—private event, syndicate members only, held inside the shop after closing. Sabine prepared Liam all day: fresh (but still thick) diaper taped on over the old one for “layered realism,” plastic pants locked tight, onesie sheer and short, silver tag gleaming. She inflated him to 28 ml—belly rounded dramatically, pressure making every breath a soft whimper. The Enhancer vibrated on low, keeping him leaking steadily.

At 19:00 the blinds lowered. The shop darkened. Syndicate members arrived—elegant, masked, champagne flutes in hand. A raised platform had been set up in the center aisle; the glass display case from the estate loan was reassembled around it—taller, brighter, with live-stream cameras discreetly mounted.

Sabine led Liam inside—leash clipped to the pacifier ring. Restraints clicked: ankles spread, wrists overhead, waist cinched, posture collar locking his chin up. The mirrored back wall reflected infinite versions of his pink-tinted, leaking perfection—swollen diaper, glossy nipples dripping, pacifier humming, belly rounded from inflation.

The auction began.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Sabine announced through the speakers, “our signature live model. Fully integrated. Permanently wired. Conditioned for absolute obedience and public pleasure. One-year ownership with option to renew. Full rights to device codes, modification protocols, and video archive. Starting bid: €1,200,000.”

Numbers flashed on a screen behind the case—rising quickly, silently.

Sabine activated the demonstration sequence.

Inflation +6 ml.

The balloon swelled deeper—belly rounding further, pressure crushing his prostate. Liam moaned—hips rocking, milk jetting in rhythmic sprays into the suction cups.

Vibration Maximum – 90 seconds.

The Enhancer screamed across all zones—proximal, medial, distal—hammering his prostate. The pacifier rolled hard waves. The micro-vibrators in the plastic pants buzzed against his hips and waistband. Liam convulsed—body shuddering in the restraints, diaper flooding with hot spurts, semen pulsing thickly into the saturated core. Milk sprayed in fine arcs, splattering the acrylic. He came—hard, public, shattering—pacifier muffling his cries, endless reflections showing every spasm.

The crowd applauded.

Bids climbed: €1.5 million. €1.8 million. €2.1 million.

Sabine triggered the final demo:

Triggers: Playtime → Messy Boy → Belong – Rapid Sequence.

Liam’s body obeyed instantly—mess pushing softly into the padding, squelching loudly; orgasm rolling through him in waves—prostate milked, cock jetting, milk streaming, diaper ballooning inside the locked cover. He came twice more—public, helpless, blissful—smiling vacantly as the bids locked at €2.3 million.

The winner rose—tall woman in charcoal silk, silver-streaked hair, calm authority. She stepped forward.

“Accepted,” Sabine said. “Congratulations, Madame Elara.”

Elara approached the case. The door opened. She clipped her own leash to the pacifier ring.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered.

She activated one final sequence—maximum inflation, maximum vibration, all triggers at once.

Liam shattered—body convulsing, milk spraying, diaper flooding one last time before the evening closed. The crowd watched—murmuring, applauding—as Elara led him out on the leash—waddling heavily, diaper grotesquely swollen, plastic pants gleaming, smiling around the pacifier.

Sabine watched them go.

The shop lights dimmed.

Liam was gone.

The window mat stood empty.

But the counter still glowed: Live Model – Sold.

And somewhere deep inside the haze of his rewired mind, Liam smiled wider.

He had been displayed.

He had been bought.

He had been perfected.


Chapter 13: New Owner’s Private ABDL Estate Duties

The drive to Madame Elara’s estate took just under an hour—quiet Dutch countryside giving way to gated private roads lined with tall pines. Liam spent the journey in the back of the black van—kneeling on a padded mat, wrists cuffed loosely behind his back, short silver leash clipped to the pacifier ring, thick pearl-white diaper still sealed from the auction night. The padding had swollen further during the showcase—now grotesquely distended inside the locking plastic cover, warm and squelching with every bump in the road. Milk dripped steadily from his glossy nipples, soaking the sheer white onesie in widening circles. The Enhancer 2.0 hummed on low transport mode—gentle pulses that kept him leaking pre-cum into the saturated core without pushing him toward climax. He smiled around the pacifier—vacant, blissful, owned.

The estate gates opened automatically. The house was modern and sprawling—glass walls, stone accents, private lake in the distance. Elara led him inside on the leash—waddling heavily, diaper crinkling and squishing with every step. The foyer opened to a full ABDL wing: pastel nursery colors, oversized crib with locking rails, high chair, changing table with restraints, shelves of luxury diapers and onesies. A large window overlooked the garden—discreetly tinted, but visible from the outside path.

“Your new home,” Elara said, voice calm and possessive. She unclipped the leash and hung it on a hook by the door. “You’ll serve here full-time. No outside world. No privacy. Only duties, conditioning, and pleasure.”

She guided him to the changing table—padded, with soft leather restraints at wrists, ankles, and waist. Liam lay back without being told—legs lifted into stirrups, diaper bulge presented. Elara unsnapped the onesie and peeled back the plastic cover—slow reveal of the massively swollen diaper beneath.

“Still sealed,” she murmured approvingly. “No leaks in transit. Good toy.”

She palpated the front—firm squeezes that made the wet lining shift against his caged cock. Liam whimpered happily; milk beaded instantly at his nipples.

“First duty: daily inspection and reset.”

She connected the Enhancer valve to a small pump on the cart and deflated the balloon slowly—ml by ml—until it reached baseline 10 ml. The relief was immediate, but the emptiness left him clenching instinctively. Elara rewarded the clench with a gentle prostate pulse—vibration low and teasing.

“Morning routine begins at 07:00,” she said. “You’ll crawl to the kitchen—mittened hands, no standing. Prepare my coffee. Inflated to 12 ml. You’ll leak steadily while you work. If you spill, you’ll be edged without release until the next task.”

She unlocked the plastic pants and unsealed the diaper tapes—slow, deliberate. The padding peeled away with wet sucking sounds; the inner lining was a saturated mess—darkened, heavy, musky with two weeks of use. Elara wiped him clean—lingering on his caged cock, circling the permanent Enhancer base, pressing lightly against his tender opening.

A fresh diaper waited—thickest yet, pale lavender with lace edging, micro-vibration nodes, reinforced seals. She taped it on—snug, tight, locking the plastic pant cover over the top with her own padlock (key joining the chain around her neck).

“Sealed for the week,” she said. “You’ll feel every leak. Every swell. Every mess.”

She inflated to 12 ml—belly rounding softly, pressure delicious against his prostate. The micro-vibrators activated—low buzz dancing across his hips and waistband.

“Afternoon duties: garden maintenance on all fours—watering plants, weeding. Inflated to 16 ml. The movement will milk you constantly. You’ll orgasm only when I allow—usually once, at the end, into the diaper while I watch.”

Evening brought more intimate tasks: kneeling beside her during calls, pacifier humming on low while she stroked the glossy silicone over his chest. Sometimes she’d activate the Enhancer remotely—slow build while she spoke to clients—watching him tremble and leak without climax.

The first dinner party came on Friday.

Five guests—elegant, masked, all syndicate-affiliated—arrived at 19:00. Elara dressed Liam in a fresh sheer onesie—short enough to show the diaper bulge, lace-trimmed, snap crotch. Inflated to 18 ml—belly rounded, pressure making every breath a soft whimper.

He served drinks on his knees—crawling with a silver tray balanced on his back, diaper crinkling loudly with every movement. Guests cooed appreciatively. One stroked his cheek; another patted the swollen diaper front, making it squish audibly. Elara watched from the head of the table, remote in hand.

“Demonstration,” she said simply.

She activated Playtime.

Liam convulsed instantly—Enhancer thrusting deep, pacifier rolling hard waves. Milk sprayed in fine arcs through the sheer fabric, splattering the tray. The diaper flooded—hot, endless release soaking the absorbent core. He came—body shuddering, pacifier muffling his blissful cries—hips bucking against nothing as semen pulsed thickly into the padding.

The guests applauded politely.

Elara increased the inflation to 20 ml mid-orgasm. The added fullness prolonged the release—wave after wave wrung from him until he slumped forward, tray trembling, diaper grotesquely distended.

“Perfect toy,” Elara said to the room. “Fully integrated. Fully happy.”

The party continued—guests taking turns with the remote, edging him through dessert, forcing another shared climax while Elara watched, smiling.

When the guests left, Elara led Liam to the nursery wing. The crib waited—larger than the shop’s, with automated suction arms and restraint points.

She laid him down—straps securing wrists and ankles, legs spread, diaper still unchanged. She connected the suction cups to his glossy nipples—gentle vacuum pulling slow streams of milk into collection bottles. The Enhancer dropped to sleep mode—gentle pulses every twenty minutes.

Elara leaned over the crib rail.

“You’ll dream of playtime,” she whispered. “You’ll wake leaking. You’ll serve again tomorrow. And every tomorrow after.”

She activated one final trigger:

“Belong.”

The devices surged—soft, loving wave. Liam came again—quiet, rolling, blissful—milk jetting gently into the cups, diaper flooding one last time before the lights dimmed.

He smiled around the pacifier—eyes fluttering closed, body warm and heavy and owned.

He was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 14: Ultimate Public Return – Dollhouse Store Exhibit

Two weeks had passed since Madame Elara claimed Liam at the syndicate auction. The estate routines had become his entire existence—endless cycles of inflated service, shared bliss during intimate gatherings, and blissful nights in the oversized nursery crib with automated suction arms drawing slow streams of milk into glowing collection bottles. The permanent pacifier port locked the black silicone mouthpiece in place 24/7; the Enhancer 2.0 hummed constantly, its firmware updates ensuring every trigger word sent waves of euphoric pleasure through his rewired body. The diaper seals had been upgraded again—now fully inflatable cuffs that compressed and teased with remote precision, turning the padding into a soft, inescapable pressure chamber. Liam leaked constantly—milk from his glossy nipples, semen from his sheathed cock, warm floods into the absorbent core—always smiling, always happy, always owned.

But Elara was a collector with broader tastes.

On a crisp November morning, a black InnoTech van arrived at the estate gates. Liam—kneeling in the foyer nursery, diaper sagging heavily from the morning’s inflation duty, pacifier humming softly—was lifted without ceremony. Elara stroked his glossy cheek one last time.

“You’ve been my perfect private toy,” she whispered. “Now you’ll be the Dollhouse’s eternal centerpiece. Displayed. Admired. Happier than ever.”

The drive back to the Mistress & Little shop was silent except for the soft whir of the Enhancer on transport mode—gentle pulses that kept him leaking steadily into the sealed padding. Liam waddled into the main showroom arm-in-arm with Sabine, pacifier purring approval at the familiar pink lights.

The eternal exhibit case waited at the center of the store—a tall, hexagonal acrylic pillar, climate-controlled, with internal lighting, automated restraint arms, and live-stream cameras discreetly mounted. Other dolls stood in smaller cases around the perimeter—glossy, leaking, vacant smiles—but Liam’s was the centerpiece, larger, more elaborate, directly facing the street window.

Sabine guided him inside. The front panel sealed behind him with a soft pneumatic hiss. Restraints clicked into place: ankles spread wide to floor plates, wrists raised in a delicate ballet pose overhead, waist cinched to a chrome support bar that arched his back and thrust his swollen diaper forward. The posture collar locked his chin up, forcing his gaze to the mirrored back wall—endless reflections of his own pink-tinted, leaking perfection.

A mechanical arm descended from the ceiling—connecting to the pacifier port and Enhancer valve. Thin tubes snaked to hidden reservoirs—lube, nutrients, cleaning solution. Overhead suction cups sealed over his nipples with gentle vacuum; collection bottles glowed softly beneath the case floor.

The automated system activated.

First: inflation sequence. The Enhancer balloon swelled slowly—2 ml every ten seconds—rounding his belly until it pressed relentlessly against his prostate. Liam moaned happily around the pacifier; milk let down instantly, drawn into the cups in steady streams.

Then: vibration cascade—proximal low, medial medium, distal high—rolling in endless loops. The pacifier synced, humming deep waves that resonated through his jaw and throat like never before.

Triggers fired randomly through hidden speakers—soft, inescapable whispers:

“Playtime.”

Liam’s body seized instantly—Enhancer thrusting deep, pacifier rolling hard waves. Milk jetted in rhythmic sprays, splattering the inside of the acrylic. The diaper flooded—hot spurt after hot spurt soaking the absorbent core, the inflatable seals compressing tighter to prolong the sensation. He came—slow, rolling, blissful—body shuddering in the restraints, pacifier muffling his happy cries, endless reflections showing every convulsion.

“Messy boy.”

Another orgasm—slower, deeper—prostate milked in perfect rhythm, mess pushing softly into the padding, squelching loudly against the inflated balloon. The crowd outside the shop window watched—murmuring, applauding softly.

“Belong.”

Wave after wave—endless, euphoric—until he floated in a haze of perpetual afterglow, diaper swelling warmer inside the sealed cuffs, nipples emptied and refilling under constant suction.

Shoppers gathered daily—Haarlem locals, syndicate visitors, curious tourists. Phones connected to the public app: sliders for inflation (up to 30 ml), vibration intensity, trigger sequences. A small digital counter beside the case tallied live viewer numbers and tips—rising steadily.

The diaper cycled through micro-filtration vents every 72 hours, preserving the heavy, squelching weight without ever emptying fully—always full, always teasing, always perfect. Milk yield stabilized at over 2 liters daily, collected for “premium incentives” to top customers.

Nights brought the bliss loop—gentle hums, slow inflations, whispered affirmations that kept him dreaming of playtime, of belonging, of eternal happiness. The mirrored walls reflected infinite versions of himself—glossy pink doll, swollen diaper, vacant happy smile—each one leaking, each one cumming, each one forever.

No thoughts of before.

No regrets.

Only the hum.

Only the leaks.

Only orgasm after orgasm after orgasm.

Eternal.

Public.

Blissful.

The End
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