
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Efficiency Program

A Dark ABDL Romance of Corporate Control, Forced Regression, and Diaper Dependency
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Chapter 1: Intake Assessment

Ethan gripped the steering wheel, his knuckles pale against the black leather. The retreat center loomed ahead, a sleek glass and steel structure nestled in the rolling hills. It looked more like a tech headquarters than a corporate training facility, and that only fueled his excitement.

He parked his car in the pristine lot, smoothing his tie as he stepped out. At 28, he was a mid-level manager with a hunger to climb higher. This ‘Efficiency Enhancement Program’ was his ticket to the executive suite, or so he believed.

Briefcase in hand, he strode toward the entrance. The glass doors slid open with a soft hiss, revealing a sterile lobby. White walls, polished floors, and a faint antiseptic scent hit him all at once.

A woman at the reception desk glanced up. Her smile was tight, professional. “Ethan, welcome. Dr. Clara is expecting you.”

He nodded, adjusting his posture. Confidence was key. He’d prepared for this—weeks of reviewing company metrics, polishing his presentation skills, ready to impress.

The receptionist gestured to a hallway. “Follow the signs to Intake Room 3. She’ll meet you there.”

Ethan walked down the corridor, his polished shoes clicking on the tile. The air felt heavy, clinical. Signs pointed to various rooms—Assessment, Conditioning, Compliance—all with numbered doors and no windows.

He found Room 3 and pushed the door open. It was small, stark, with a single metal table and two chairs. A stack of papers sat on the table, neat and untouched.

He sat down, setting his briefcase beside him. The chair was cold through his suit. His pulse ticked up, though he couldn’t say why.

The door opened again, and she entered. Dr. Clara. Ice-blonde hair pulled into a severe bun, white lab coat over a tailored black suit, sharp glasses framing eyes that seemed to cut right through him.

“Ethan.” Her voice was smooth, measured. She didn’t smile, but her gaze lingered, taking inventory of every inch of him.

He stood instinctively, offering a hand. “Dr. Clara, it’s a pleasure. I’m eager to get started.”

She didn’t take his hand. Instead, she tilted her head, studying him like a specimen. “Sit. We have much to discuss.”

He lowered himself back into the chair, hand falling awkwardly to his lap. Her presence filled the room, deliberate and unshakable. At 42, she carried an authority that made his polished demeanor feel flimsy.

She took the seat across from him, crossing her legs with precision. Her lab coat shifted, revealing the sharp cut of her suit beneath. “You’ve been selected for the Efficiency Enhancement Program. Do you understand what that entails?”

He straightened, eager to show his readiness. “Leadership training, advanced productivity strategies, team dynamics. I’m prepared to push my limits.”

Her lips twitched, a flicker of amusement. “Limits. Yes. We’ll explore those in great detail.”

Something in her tone made his stomach tighten. He brushed it off, focusing on the stack of papers. “Is that the program outline?”

She slid the papers toward him, her fingers long and precise. “A contract. Rules. Expectations. Read carefully. This program demands total compliance.”

He flipped through the pages, scanning the dense text. Phrases jumped out—‘stress reduction protocols,’ ‘behavioral modification,’ ‘full dependency training.’ His brow furrowed, but he kept his face neutral.

“Dependency training?” He looked up, meeting her gaze. “Can you elaborate?”

Her eyes didn’t waver. They pinned him to the chair. “High-performing individuals like yourself carry immense stress. We strip that away, rebuild you from a place of vulnerability. Dependency is the foundation of true efficiency.”

He shifted, the metal chair suddenly feeling colder. “Vulnerability sounds... unconventional for leadership development.”

She leaned forward slightly, her voice dropping. “Unconventional, yes. Necessary, absolutely. You’ll learn to surrender control to gain it.”

His throat felt dry. He adjusted his tie, a nervous habit. Her words hung between them, heavy with unspoken meaning.

She pushed a pen across the table. “Sign the first page to acknowledge intake. We’ll begin with a baseline assessment.”

He hesitated, pen hovering over the paper. Her gaze never left him, sharp and unyielding. It felt like she could see every doubt flickering in his mind.

He signed. The scratch of the pen sounded too loud in the quiet room.

“Good.” She retrieved the paper, her fingers brushing the edge with deliberate care. “Now, stand. Remove your jacket.”

He blinked, caught off guard. “My jacket? Why?”

Her expression didn’t change. “Assessment requires a full physical inventory. Stress manifests in the body. I need to see yours.”

His face grew warm, but he complied. He shrugged off the suit jacket, folding it over the chair. Under her stare, the simple act felt exposing, like shedding armor.

She stood, circling the table with slow, measured steps. Her heels clicked on the tile, each sound deliberate. She stopped behind him, close enough that he could feel the heat of her presence.

“Arms out.” Her command was quiet but firm.

He extended his arms, feeling ridiculous. Her hands touched his shoulders, light but purposeful. She pressed down, testing his posture, his tension.

“You carry stress here.” Her fingers dug into the muscle, firm and unapologetic. “And here.” Her touch moved to his upper back, sending an unwanted shiver through him.

He swallowed hard, keeping his face forward. Her hands lingered longer than necessary, tracing the lines of his frame. His shirt felt too thin under her touch.

She stepped around to face him again, her gaze dropping to his chest, his waist. “You’re fit. Disciplined. But discipline isn’t enough. We’ll break you down to rebuild you.”

His cock twitched at her words, a reaction he didn’t expect. He shifted, hoping she didn’t notice. But her eyes flicked down, catching the subtle movement.

She didn’t comment on it. Instead, she returned to her seat, pulling a clipboard from under the table. “Sit. We’ll discuss your stress markers.”

He obeyed, grateful for the chance to hide his growing unease. The chair felt harder now, his body too aware of her scrutiny. He crossed his legs, trying to mask the heat building low in his gut.

“Tell me.” She clicked her pen, eyes locked on him. “How do you handle pressure? Do you crack, or do you suppress?”

He forced a steady tone. “I manage. Long hours, tight deadlines—I thrive on it. I don’t crack.”

Her pen scratched against the clipboard, a sharp, deliberate sound. “Suppression, then. That’s a liability. We’ll address it.”

He didn’t like the way she said ‘address.’ It carried a weight he couldn’t place. His fingers tightened on the edge of the table, a quiet anchor.

She set the clipboard down, leaning forward again. Her glasses caught the light, making her eyes look even sharper. “This program isn’t about thriving under pressure. It’s about relinquishing it entirely.”

His mouth felt dry again. “Relinquishing how, exactly?”

She tilted her head, a predator assessing prey. “Through protocols. Physical, psychological. You’ll wear what we provide, follow every instruction, surrender every choice. Starting with your autonomy.”

His heart beat faster. The word ‘wear’ stuck in his mind, odd and out of place. He wanted to ask, but her gaze held him silent.

She reached into a drawer, pulling out a small, folded item. It was white, plastic-backed, with faint pastel patterns. His stomach dropped as he realized what it was.

“Is that... a diaper?” His voice came out quieter than he meant.

She unfolded it with clinical precision, the crinkle of the plastic obscenely loud in the sterile room. “Part of the stress reduction protocol. You’ll wear this during initial phases. It’s non-negotiable.”

His face burned. He wanted to laugh, to protest, to walk out. But her eyes pinned him in place, daring him to resist.

“I’m not—” He stopped, searching for words. “I’m not wearing that. This is a leadership program, not... whatever this is.”

Her expression didn’t shift. “This is regression therapy, Ethan. High performers like you need to be stripped to their most basic state. Dependency reduces stress, enhances focus.”

He stared at the diaper, the crinkle echoing in his ears. His cock twitched again, a betrayal he couldn’t ignore. Shame curled tight in his chest.

She pushed the diaper across the table, her fingers lingering on the edge. “Stand. We’ll begin now. Remove your pants.”

His breath caught. “Now? Here?”

Her voice stayed calm, unyielding. “Compliance starts immediately. Pants off. I’ll assist if you hesitate.”

His hands shook as he stood. He fumbled with his belt, the metal clinking too loudly. Every sound felt amplified under her gaze.

He slid his pants down, stepping out of them, standing in just his boxers and shirt. The air felt cold against his legs. Her eyes traced every inch, clinical but hungry.

“Boxers too.” Her tone left no room for argument.

He hesitated, fingers hovering at the waistband. Her gaze didn’t waver, and something in it—something dark and commanding—made his body move before his mind caught up.

He pushed the boxers down, exposing himself. His cock hung there, half-hard despite his humiliation. He couldn’t meet her eyes.

She stood, picking up the diaper with deliberate care. The crinkle filled the room again as she unfolded it fully. “Lie on the table. Legs apart.”

His face burned hotter. “On the table? Can’t I just—”

“No.” Her word cut through his protest. “Lie down. Now.”

He climbed onto the cold metal table, the surface biting into his bare skin. He lay back, legs trembling as he spread them slightly. The vulnerability hit him like a wave, raw and undeniable.

She stepped closer, standing between his legs. Her hands were steady as she slid the diaper under him, the plastic cool against his ass. The scent of baby powder hit him, faint but unmistakable.

“Lift your hips.” Her command was soft but ironclad.

He obeyed, lifting just enough for her to position the padding. His cock throbbed now, fully hard, and there was no hiding it. Shame and arousal twisted together, a knot in his gut.

She pulled the front of the diaper up, covering him. Her fingers brushed his inner thighs as she adjusted the fit, slow and deliberate. The tapes ripped loudly as she secured them, sealing him in.

“There.” She stepped back, inspecting her work. “Perfect fit. You’ll wear this for the remainder of intake.”

He sat up slowly, the diaper crinkling with every move. The bulk between his thighs felt alien, heavy. His cock strained against the padding, a humiliating ache.

Her eyes dropped to the bulge, and a faint flush crept up her neck. She adjusted her glasses, her breathing just a fraction heavier. “You’re already responding. That’s a good sign.”

He wanted to disappear. The crinkle sounded with every shift, a constant reminder of his position. Yet her approval—her visible reaction—sent a jolt through him he couldn’t deny.

She returned to her seat, picking up the clipboard again. “We’ll monitor your physical responses daily. Wetting is expected, encouraged. It signals surrender.”

His jaw tightened. “I’m not going to wet myself. I’m not a child.”

Her pen paused, and she looked up, a smirk playing at her lips. “You will. Your body will decide before your mind does. And I’ll be there to guide it.”

His cock pulsed harder at her words, trapped in the diaper’s confines. He shifted, the plastic rustling loudly, and hated how much he wanted her to keep talking. Hated how her gaze made him ache.

She set the clipboard aside, leaning forward once more. Her suit jacket opened slightly, revealing the curve of her breasts beneath. His eyes flicked there before he could stop himself.

She noticed. Her smirk grew. “Focus, Ethan. We’re just beginning.”

His hands clenched into fists on the table. The diaper felt heavier now, the padding pressing against him in all the wrong ways. He couldn’t ignore the heat building, the need she’d ignited with her words, her touch.

She stood, circling the table again, her heels clicking with purpose. She stopped behind him, her hand resting on his shoulder. The touch was light, but it burned through his shirt.

“You’ll stay in this room for the next hour.” Her voice was low, intimate. “Reflect on your new role. Feel the diaper. Let it sink in.”

He nodded, unable to speak. The crinkle sounded again as he shifted, a humiliating soundtrack to his thoughts. His cock throbbed, desperate for release, but the padding held him captive.

She squeezed his shoulder, just once, before stepping away. “I’ll return to check on you. If you’ve wet by then, I’ll be pleased. If not, we’ll... encourage it.”

Her words hung in the air, a promise and a threat. She walked to the door, her movements graceful, controlled. The click of her heels faded as she left, leaving him alone with the stack of contracts and the unbearable weight between his thighs.

He stared at the papers, his signature glaring back at him. The diaper crinkled as he leaned forward, a constant reminder of what he’d agreed to. And under Clara’s piercing gaze, with her cryptic promises echoing in his mind, he wasn’t sure if he’d signed up for success—or something far darker.


Chapter 2: Orientation Protocol

Ethan sat on the cold metal table, the diaper crinkling under him with every tiny shift. The room felt smaller now, the white walls closing in as the scent of baby powder lingered in the air. His cock throbbed against the thick padding, a humiliating pulse he couldn’t ignore.

He tugged at his shirt, trying to cover the bulk between his thighs. It didn’t help. The plastic backing caught the fluorescent light, a constant reminder of what he’d been forced into.

Footsteps echoed down the hallway. Sharp, deliberate clicks of heels. His stomach tightened, knowing it was her.

The door opened, and Clara stepped in. Her ice-blonde hair was still pulled tight, her lab coat pristine over the black suit. Her glasses framed eyes that locked onto him instantly, sharp and unyielding.

“Stand up, Ethan.” Her voice was calm, but it carried an edge. “We’re moving to the conference room for orientation.”

He hesitated, the diaper rustling as he slid off the table. His face burned with every sound. “Can I... put my pants back on?”

Her lips twitched, a flicker of amusement. “No. You’ll wear what’s provided. Compliance starts with your body.”

His hands clenched at his sides. The bulk felt heavier now, pressing against his inner thighs. He followed her out of the room, each step making the plastic crinkle louder in the sterile hallway.

She led him through a maze of corridors, her heels clicking in rhythm. Other men passed by—also in shirts and diapers, their faces flushed with the same shame he felt. None met his eyes.

They reached a large conference room, glass walls on one side overlooking the rolling hills. A long table sat in the center, surrounded by chairs. Five other men were already seated, all in the same state—shirts untucked, diapers visible, heads bowed.

“Sit.” Clara gestured to a chair near the head of the table. Her tone left no room for argument.

Ethan lowered himself into the seat, the diaper crinkling obscenely in the quiet room. The padding pressed against his cock, still half-hard despite his efforts to will it away. He crossed his arms, trying to hide the heat in his chest.

Clara stood at the front, her posture perfect. She adjusted her glasses, scanning the room with that calculating gaze. “Welcome to the Efficiency Enhancement Program. You’ve all been selected for your potential, but potential means nothing without surrender.”

Her words hung heavy. Ethan’s fingers dug into his arms. Surrender wasn’t a word he associated with success, yet her voice made it sound inevitable.

She clicked a remote, and a screen lowered behind her. Charts and graphs appeared—stress levels, productivity metrics, behavioral data. “High performers carry immense stress. This program strips it away through regression protocols. Dependency is your new foundation.”

One of the men shifted, the crinkle of his diaper echoing. Clara’s eyes snapped to him, pinning him in place. “Discomfort is temporary. Results are permanent.”

Ethan’s cock twitched at her tone. He hated it. Hated how her authority made his body react when his mind screamed to resist.

She stepped closer to the table, her heels clicking with purpose. “Today’s orientation introduces your first stress reduction exercise. You’ll wear a monitoring device under your clothing. It tracks physical responses—tension, arousal, release.”

His throat felt dry. A monitoring device? He glanced at the others, their faces pale, eyes wide. They knew something he didn’t.

Clara reached into a sleek black case on the table. She pulled out a small, white bundle—another diaper, thicker than the one he wore, with a faint digital display embedded in the front. “This is your device. It records data in real-time. Wetting, movement, even erections.”

His face burned hotter than ever. He wanted to stand, to leave, but her gaze held him down. The diaper he already wore felt tighter, the padding rubbing against him with every breath.

She unfolded the new diaper with clinical precision, the crinkle filling the room. “You’ll change into these now. Compliance is non-negotiable. Resistance delays progress.”

One man at the far end of the table spoke up, his voice shaky. “This isn’t what I signed up for. I’m not doing this.”

Clara turned to him, her expression unchanged. “You signed the contract, Daniel. Non-compliance results in immediate termination from the program—and your career. Choose.”

Daniel’s mouth closed, his shoulders slumping. The crinkle of his current diaper sounded as he shifted, defeated. Ethan’s stomach churned, knowing he had no more choice than the others.

Clara handed out the new diapers, one to each man, her movements deliberate. When she reached Ethan, her fingers brushed his as she placed the bundle in his hand. “You’ll change in the private room adjacent. I’ll check compliance afterward.”

Her touch sent a jolt through him, unwanted but undeniable. He gripped the diaper, the plastic cool against his palm. The digital display blinked faintly, a silent witness to his humiliation.

She pointed to a door at the side of the room. “Go. One at a time. Ethan, you’re first.”

He stood, the crinkle of his current diaper echoing in the silent room. Every eye followed him as he walked to the door, the bulk between his thighs making each step awkward. His cock throbbed harder, a traitor to his shame.

The private changing room was small, sterile, with a low table and a mirror on one wall. A faint scent of baby powder hung in the air. He set the new diaper down, staring at it like it might bite.

He reached for the tapes on his current diaper, his hands trembling. The ripping sound was deafening as he pulled them free. The padding sagged, heavy with nothing but his own heat, and he slid it off, exposing himself.

His cock stood hard, aching in the cool air. He avoided the mirror, not wanting to see his reflection. Not wanting to face what he’d become in less than a day.

He unfolded the new diaper, the crinkle louder than before. The digital display blinked as he positioned it under himself on the table. The plastic felt colder, thicker, more invasive.

Lying back, he lifted his hips, sliding the padding into place. His cock brushed against the inner lining, sending a shiver through him. He hated how good it felt, hated the moan that nearly escaped.

He pulled the front up, securing the tapes with shaking hands. The fit was snug, the bulk even more pronounced. The digital display blinked green, active, monitoring every twitch of his body.

He sat up, the crinkle filling the tiny room. His reflection caught his eye in the mirror—shirt untucked, diaper bulging, face flushed with shame and something darker. His cock pulsed against the padding, trapped and desperate.

A knock at the door made him jump. Clara’s voice came through, smooth and commanding. “Finished, Ethan? I’m coming in to check.”

His heart raced. He stood, the diaper rustling with every move. The door opened, and she stepped inside, her presence filling the small space.

Her eyes dropped to the diaper immediately, taking in the fit, the display. “Good. It’s active.” She stepped closer, her heels clicking on the tile. “Spread your legs. I need to ensure proper placement.”

His breath caught. “It’s on. I did it right.”

Her gaze sharpened, pinning him. “I decide that. Spread. Now.”

He obeyed, legs parting slightly. The crinkle sounded again, a humiliating echo. His cock throbbed harder, the padding rubbing with every tiny shift.

She stepped between his legs, her hands gloved now, latex snapping as she adjusted them. Her fingers pressed against the front of the diaper, testing the tapes, the fit. The pressure made him gasp, his hips jerking before he could stop them.

“There.” Her voice was low, intimate. “Responsive already. The device is picking up your arousal.”

His face burned. He wanted to pull away, but her hands held him in place, one on his thigh, the other pressing the diaper against his cock. The sensation was maddening, the padding soft but unyielding.

She leaned closer, her breath warm near his ear. “This is progress, Ethan. Your body knows what it needs, even if your mind fights.”

He bit his lip, holding back a moan. Her touch lingered, her fingers tracing the edge of the diaper, brushing his inner thigh. His cock strained, aching for more, and the digital display blinked faster, betraying him.

Her other hand moved to his chest, pressing through his shirt. “Your heart rate is elevated. Good. Stress reduction starts with physical surrender.”

He couldn’t speak. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with his ragged breathing. Her touch was clinical, yet it burned through him, igniting a need he didn’t want to name.

She stepped back, peeling off the gloves with a slow, deliberate snap. Her eyes flicked to the display, a faint flush on her neck. “You’re adapting faster than expected. I’m pleased.”

Her approval hit him like a drug. He hated how much he wanted more of it. Hated how his body leaned toward her, craving her next command.

She adjusted her glasses, her breathing just a fraction heavier. “Return to the conference room. We’ll discuss the data collection process. And Ethan—”

He looked up, caught in her gaze. His cock pulsed again, trapped and desperate.

Her lips curved, a rare smirk. “If you wet before the session ends, I’ll reward you. If not, we’ll find ways to encourage it.”

His stomach twisted at her words, shame and arousal crashing together. The diaper felt heavier now, the padding a constant pressure against his aching cock. He nodded, unable to speak, as she turned and left the room.

He stood there, alone in the changing room, the crinkle echoing with every breath. The mirror reflected a man he didn’t recognize—diapered, flushed, trembling with a thrill he couldn’t deny. And knowing Clara would check his compliance, would see every response on that blinking display, only made the ache worse.

He adjusted the diaper, the plastic rustling loudly, and forced himself to move. Each step back to the conference room felt like a surrender, the bulk between his thighs a reminder of her control. His cock throbbed harder, the padding rubbing with every move, and he knew he wouldn’t last long under her gaze.

Back in the conference room, the other men avoided his eyes as he sat down. The crinkle sounded again, drawing a few glances, but no one spoke. Clara stood at the front, her posture perfect, watching him with that sharp, hungry look.

She clicked the remote, bringing up a new slide—data charts labeled with their names. “Your devices are live. Every response is tracked. Arousal, stress, release—it’s all data we’ll use to rebuild you.”

Ethan’s face burned as his name appeared on the screen, a graph spiking with his current arousal level. The room felt hotter, the diaper tighter. His cock strained against the padding, desperate for release, but the thick bulk held him captive.

Clara’s eyes met his across the table. “Ethan, your readings are... notable. We’ll discuss them in private later.”

Her words sent a shiver through him. The other men shifted, their own diapers crinkling, but he couldn’t focus on them. All he could feel was the weight between his thighs, the blinking display, and her promise of a private discussion.

She continued her presentation, her voice smooth and commanding, detailing the program’s phases—regression, dependency, total surrender. Each word dug into him, stoking the heat he couldn’t escape. His hands gripped the chair, trying to ground himself, but the diaper’s crinkle kept pulling him back.

Halfway through, a faint warmth spread through the padding. He froze, realizing what was happening. He hadn’t meant to wet, hadn’t even felt the urge, but his body had decided for him.

The warmth grew, soaking into the thick lining, the diaper sagging slightly with the weight. The digital display blinked faster, recording every second. His face burned with humiliation, but the relief—the surrender—sent a jolt of arousal through him.

Clara paused mid-sentence, her eyes flicking to his. She didn’t comment, but the faint flush on her neck deepened. She knew. Of course she knew.

He shifted, the wet padding rubbing against his cock, making him harder. The crinkle was louder now, a wet, heavy sound that filled his ears. He wanted to hide, to disappear, but her gaze held him in place.

She resumed speaking, but her tone had changed, a subtle edge of satisfaction. “Release is progress. Wetting signals your body’s acceptance of the protocol. We’ll build on that.”

His cock pulsed at her words, the wet diaper pressing tighter. Shame twisted with need, a knot in his gut he couldn’t untangle. He needed her to stop talking, needed her to keep going, needed something he couldn’t name.

The session dragged on, her voice a constant thread pulling at his control. The wet padding clung to him, heavy and warm, a reminder of his loss. And every time her eyes met his, the heat in his core flared hotter.

Finally, she clicked the remote, the screen going dark. “That concludes orientation. Return to your assigned rooms for reflection. Ethan, stay behind.”

The other men stood, diapers crinkling as they filed out. Ethan stayed seated, the wet bulk sagging under him. His heart raced, knowing what was coming.

Clara approached, her heels clicking slowly. She stopped beside him, her hand resting on the table near his. “Stand. Let me see.”

He obeyed, the wet diaper rustling as he rose. The warmth had spread, the padding heavy between his thighs. His cock throbbed, aching for release, and the digital display blinked with every pulse.

Her eyes dropped to the diaper, taking in the sagging weight, the blinking light. “Good boy. You’ve wet already. Faster than I expected.”

Her praise hit him hard, a rush of warmth that wasn’t just in the diaper. He hated how much he craved more. Hated how his hips shifted toward her, seeking her approval.

She stepped closer, her hand brushing his thigh through the padding. “This is surrender, Ethan. Your body knows before your mind. We’ll train it further.”

Her touch sent a shock through him, his cock straining against the wet lining. He bit back a moan, his hands clenching at his sides. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with his ragged breathing, a humiliating symphony.

Her fingers pressed harder, testing the weight of the wet padding. “Heavy. Full. You’ve done well.” Her voice was low, intimate, and her neck flushed deeper, her breathing uneven.

She was aroused. He could see it, feel it in the way her touch lingered. His cock pulsed harder, desperate now, and he knew she felt it through the diaper.

She stepped back, adjusting her glasses with a trembling hand. “We’ll change you in private. Then we’ll discuss your reward.”

His breath hitched. A reward. The word hung between them, heavy with promise. The wet diaper clung to him, a constant reminder of his surrender, and he knew he’d do anything for her approval.

She gestured to the door. “Follow me. We’re not done yet.”

He moved, the wet padding sagging with every step, the crinkle louder now. His cock ached, trapped and desperate, and her words echoed in his mind. A reward. He didn’t know what it meant, but under her piercing gaze, he was already hers to command.


Chapter 3: Compliance Check

Ethan stood in the hallway outside the conference room, the wet diaper sagging heavily between his thighs. The crinkle of the plastic backing echoed with every tiny shift, a humiliating reminder of his surrender. His cock throbbed against the soaked padding, trapped and aching, as Clara’s promise of a reward lingered in his mind.

The sterile corridor stretched endlessly, white walls and polished floors reflecting the fluorescent light. Other men shuffled past, their own diapers rustling, heads down to avoid eye contact. Ethan’s face burned, but he couldn’t hide the heat building in his core.

Clara emerged from the conference room, her ice-blonde hair still pulled tight, lab coat pristine over her black suit. Her sharp glasses framed eyes that pinned him in place. She adjusted them with a slow, deliberate motion, her gaze dropping to the bulging, wet diaper.

“Follow me, Ethan.” Her voice was smooth, commanding. “We’re doing your compliance check in my office.”

His stomach tightened. He nodded, unable to speak, and fell into step behind her. The wet padding rubbed against his cock with every move, the warmth spreading further as the diaper sagged lower.

Her heels clicked on the tile, a steady rhythm that matched his racing pulse. They passed several closed doors, each labeled with cryptic terms—Conditioning, Regression, Control. The air felt heavier here, thick with antiseptic and something sweeter, like baby powder.

She stopped at a door marked “Director’s Office” and swiped a keycard. The lock clicked, and she pushed it open, gesturing for him to enter. He stepped inside, the wet diaper crinkling louder in the quiet space.

The office was sleek, modern, with a large desk, a leather chair, and shelves lined with academic journals. A faint scent of lavender mixed with powder hung in the air. One wall had a tinted window overlooking the retreat center’s grounds, but the glass was one-way—he felt exposed, even if no one could see.

“Stand there.” Clara pointed to the center of the room, near a low, padded table that looked out of place in the corporate setting. “We’ll inspect your compliance now.”

His cock twitched at her words, a traitor to his shame. He moved to the spot, the wet diaper sagging with every step. The digital display embedded in the front blinked rapidly, recording his every response.

She locked the door with a soft click, the sound sending a shiver through him. Then she crossed to her desk, pulling a pair of latex gloves from a drawer. The snap of the material as she tugged them on made his breath hitch.

“Spread your legs, Ethan.” Her tone was clinical, but there was warmth beneath it, a subtle edge that made his skin prickle. “I need to assess the fit and your physical state.”

He hesitated, his hands clenching at his sides. The wet padding clung to him, heavy and warm, a constant reminder of what he’d already done. But under her gaze, he parted his legs slightly, the crinkle echoing in the quiet office.

She approached, her heels clicking slowly, deliberately. Her gloved hands hovered near his hips, not touching yet, just close enough to make him tremble. Her eyes flicked to the blinking display, a faint flush creeping up her neck.

“Good. The device shows elevated arousal.” She tilted her head, studying the sagging diaper. “And you’ve wet significantly. That’s progress, little one.”

The term “little one” hit him like a punch. His face burned hotter, but his cock pulsed harder against the wet lining. He hated how her words made him ache, hated how much he wanted more.

She pressed a gloved hand against the front of the diaper, testing the weight. The pressure made him gasp, his hips jerking forward before he could stop them. The wet padding rubbed against his cock, sending a jolt of need through him.

“Very full.” Her voice was low, intimate. Her fingers curled slightly, pressing deeper through the soaked material. “You’ve surrendered more than I expected this early.”

He bit his lip, holding back a moan. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with his ragged breathing. Her touch lingered, her thumb brushing the edge of the padding near his inner thigh.

She stepped closer, her other hand resting on his hip to steady him. The scent of latex and powder overwhelmed him, mixing with the faint warmth of her breath near his ear. “Such a good boy. Letting go like this. I’m pleased.”

Her praise sent a rush through him, raw and undeniable. His cock strained against the wet diaper, desperate for more contact. He wanted to pull away, to protest, but his body leaned into her touch instead.

She pulled back slightly, her gloved hand still pressed to the diaper. Her eyes met his, sharp and hungry behind her glasses. “We’ll change you now. Lie down on the table. Legs apart.”

His heart raced. He glanced at the low, padded table, its surface covered in a thin, disposable sheet. The idea of lying there, exposed under her gaze, made his stomach twist with shame and need.

He moved slowly, the wet diaper sagging as he lowered himself onto the table. The crinkle was deafening in the quiet room. He lay back, the cool sheet biting into his bare skin above the diaper, and spread his legs as instructed.

Clara stood between his thighs, her presence towering. She reached for the tapes on the diaper, her gloved fingers precise as she pulled them free. The ripping sound echoed, sharp and humiliating, as the wet padding fell away.

His cock sprang free, hard and aching in the cool air of the office. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t face the exposure. The soaked diaper sat beneath him, heavy with warmth, a testament to his surrender.

She didn’t comment on his erection, but her breath hitched slightly, her neck flushing deeper. She lifted the wet diaper away, folding it with clinical care, the crinkle softer now but still audible. Then she set it aside on a tray, pulling a fresh diaper from a shelf nearby.

“This one is thicker.” She unfolded it with deliberate slowness, the plastic backing catching the light. “Overnight padding. It’ll hold more when you wet again.”

His cock twitched at her words, a reaction he couldn’t control. The idea of wetting again—of losing control under her watch—sent a shiver through him. He hated how much it thrilled him.

She slid the fresh diaper under his hips, the cool plastic brushing his skin. “Lift for me, little one.” Her tone was soft, almost tender, but it carried an edge of command.

He obeyed, lifting his hips just enough for her to position the padding. His cock throbbed, fully exposed as she worked, and he felt her gaze on him, heavy and assessing. The scent of baby powder hit him as she shook a small container, dusting it over his skin.

Her gloved fingers spread the powder, brushing his inner thighs, dangerously close to his aching cock. The touch was light, clinical, but it burned through him. A moan escaped before he could stop it, low and desperate.

“There, there.” Her voice was warm now, soothing. “Such a good baby boy. Letting me take care of you.”

The babytalk made his face burn hotter, but his cock pulsed harder, dripping precum onto his stomach. He wanted to protest, to tell her he wasn’t a baby, but the words wouldn’t come. Her touch, her tone, held him captive.

She pulled the front of the diaper up, covering his erection. The soft padding pressed against him, trapping his cock in a maddening embrace. Her fingers adjusted the fit, brushing his sensitive skin through the material as she secured the tapes.

The crinkle filled the room again, loud and obscene. The thicker padding bulged between his thighs, heavier than before. His cock strained against it, aching for release, but the bulk held him in check.

She stepped back, peeling off her gloves with a slow snap. Her eyes dropped to the diaper, taking in the fit, the bulge. “Perfect. This will keep you secure until our next check.”

His breath came in short gasps. The fresh diaper felt alien, the padding pressing against every inch of him. He sat up slowly, the crinkle echoing with every move, his cock throbbing harder under her gaze.

She crossed to her desk, pulling a small device from a drawer—a remote of some kind. “One more addition for compliance monitoring.” Her tone was clinical again, but her neck was still flushed, her breathing uneven.

She approached, holding the remote up for him to see. “This controls a small vibrator embedded in the diaper’s lining. It’ll stimulate responses for data collection.”

His eyes widened. A vibrator? His cock twitched at the thought, even as shame curled tight in his chest. He opened his mouth to protest, but her gaze silenced him.

“Spread your legs again.” Her command was firm. “I need to activate it.”

He obeyed, the crinkle sounding as he parted his thighs. She pressed a button on the remote, and a faint hum started deep in the padding. The vibration hit him instantly, buzzing against his cock through the thick lining.

He gasped, hips jerking forward. The sensation was subtle but relentless, teasing his already aching erection. His hands gripped the edge of the table, knuckles pale, as the heat built low in his gut.

“Good.” Her voice was low, satisfied. She watched him, her eyes hungry, as the vibrator hummed. “The device will edge you throughout the day. Release isn’t permitted without my approval.”

His breath hitched. Edging. The word sent a jolt through him, the vibration teasing him closer to a peak he couldn’t reach. His cock strained against the diaper, precum soaking into the padding, making the crinkle wetter, heavier.

She stepped closer, her hand resting on his thigh through the diaper. The pressure intensified the vibration, and he bit back a moan, trembling under her touch. Her own breathing was heavier now, her neck flushed a deep pink.

“You’re responding beautifully, Ethan.” Her fingers pressed harder, feeling the vibration through the padding. “Your body is learning to need this. To need me.”

He couldn’t speak. The hum of the vibrator mixed with the crinkle of the diaper, a humiliating symphony. His cock throbbed, so close to the edge, but the thick padding and her control held him back.

She leaned in, her lips near his ear. Her breath was warm, her voice a whisper. “I’m wet watching you struggle. Knowing you’re mine to train, to break, to rebuild.”

Her confession hit him hard. His cock pulsed, the vibration pushing him closer, and a low moan escaped. Knowing she was aroused—knowing she got off on his humiliation—made the need unbearable.

She pulled back, clicking the remote to lower the vibration to a faint buzz. “Not yet, little one. You cum when I say. Not before.”

His hips bucked, desperate for more, but the reduced hum kept him teetering on the edge. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his hands trembling on the table. The diaper crinkled with every tiny shift, the padding soaked with precum now.

She adjusted her glasses, her own breathing ragged for a moment before she regained control. Her hand moved to his chest, pressing through his shirt, feeling his racing heart. “Your data is exceptional. We’ll escalate this in our next session.”

He nodded, unable to form words. The faint buzz kept him aching, the diaper heavy and tight. His cock begged for release, but her command held him in place, a prisoner to her will.

She stepped away, crossing to her desk to jot something on a clipboard. Her movements were precise, but he caught the tremble in her fingers, the flush still on her neck. She was as affected as he was, and that only deepened his need.

“Stand.” Her voice was firm again, back to clinical. “You’ll return to your room for reflection. The vibrator stays active. If you wet again before I see you, I’ll know.”

He slid off the table, the crinkle louder now with the added weight of his arousal. The faint buzz teased his cock, keeping him on edge, as he adjusted to the thicker padding. Every step felt like a battle, the diaper rubbing against him in all the wrong ways.

She watched him, her eyes sharp behind her glasses. “One more thing, Ethan.” Her tone softened, a warmth creeping in. “You’re doing so well. Such a good boy for me.”

Her praise washed over him, a rush of heat that wasn’t just in the diaper. He hated how much it meant, hated how his body leaned toward her, craving more. His cock pulsed harder, the buzz maddening, as he stood there under her gaze.

He moved to the door, the diaper crinkling with every step, the faint vibration a constant torment. Her words—‘good boy’—echoed in his mind, mixing with the humiliation of the thick padding, the buzzing toy, the knowledge that she controlled every response.

As he reached for the handle, her voice stopped him. “Ethan, remember this feeling. The comfort, the surrender. It’s only the beginning.”

Her words hung heavy, a promise and a threat. He nodded, the crinkle of the diaper filling the silence, and stepped into the hallway. The weight between his thighs, the faint buzz against his cock, and her approval all tangled together, leaving him trembling with a mix of shame and something deeper, something he couldn’t yet name.


Chapter 4: Stress Reduction Drill

Ethan shuffled down the sterile hallway, the thick overnight diaper crinkling with every awkward step. The faint buzz of the vibrator embedded in the padding teased his aching cock, keeping him on a maddening edge. His shirt hung loose, barely covering the bulging bulk between his thighs, and the weight of his arousal-soaked padding made his face burn.

The corridor stretched endlessly, white walls reflecting the harsh fluorescent light. Other men passed by, their own diapers rustling, eyes averted in shared humiliation. Ethan’s hands clenched at his sides, the faint vibration against his cock making every movement a battle.

A door at the end of the hall opened, and a group of men in similar states filed into a large seminar room. Ethan’s stomach tightened. He knew he had to follow, even as the diaper sagged heavier with each step.

Inside, the room was spacious, with rows of chairs facing a podium. A long glass wall on one side revealed a tinted panel, likely a one-way mirror. Ethan’s skin prickled at the thought of being watched, his cock twitching despite the shame curling in his chest.

“Take a seat, Ethan.” Clara’s voice cut through the murmur of the room, smooth and commanding. She stood at the podium, her ice-blonde hair pulled tight, lab coat pristine over a navy suit, glasses framing her piercing gaze.

He obeyed, lowering himself into a chair near the middle row. The diaper crinkled loudly as he sat, the thick padding pressing against his cock. The faint buzz intensified for a moment, making him bite his lip to stifle a gasp.

Clara’s eyes flicked to him, a subtle smirk playing on her lips. She adjusted her glasses, her posture perfect as always. “Welcome to today’s stress reduction drill. We’ll focus on hydration protocols to test physical surrender.”

Ethan’s throat went dry. Hydration protocols? The words carried a weight he couldn’t ignore, especially with the heavy diaper already trapping his every response.

She gestured to a table at the side of the room, where pitchers of water and stacks of plastic cups sat waiting. “Each of you will drink a mandated amount over the next hour. Your monitoring devices will track responses. Compliance is non-negotiable.”

His cock pulsed at her tone, the vibrator’s faint hum teasing him further. He shifted in his seat, the crinkle of the diaper echoing in his ears. The idea of drinking—knowing what it might lead to—made his stomach twist with dread and something darker.

A male assistant, tall and stern-faced, began distributing cups of water. His name tag read “Mark,” and his gaze was as clinical as Clara’s. He handed Ethan a full cup, the liquid cold against his palm.

“Drink,” Mark said, his tone flat but firm. “All of it. Now.”

Ethan hesitated, the cup trembling slightly in his hand. He glanced at Clara, who watched from the podium, her eyes locked on him. Her neck had a faint flush, a sign he now recognized as her own arousal.

He lifted the cup, the cold water sliding down his throat. It hit his stomach, heavy and immediate, and he felt the first stirrings of pressure. The diaper crinkled as he shifted again, the vibrator buzzing against his cock, keeping him painfully hard.

Clara clicked a remote, and a screen behind her lit up with graphs labeled with their names. “Your devices are live. We’ll monitor fluid intake, bladder response, and eventual release. Wetting is the goal. It signals true surrender.”

His face burned at her words. Wetting. Again. The memory of the warmth spreading through the padding earlier made his cock throb harder, even as shame clawed at him. He gripped the empty cup, trying to focus on anything else.

She stepped down from the podium, her heels clicking with deliberate rhythm. She carried a small tablet, scanning data as she walked between the rows of chairs. Her presence filled the room, commanding every eye, especially his.

“Ethan.” Her voice was low as she stopped beside him, her suit brushing his arm. “Your readings show elevated arousal already. Good. Keep drinking.”

His breath hitched. She handed him another cup, her gloved fingers brushing his. The contact sent a jolt through him, the vibrator’s hum seeming to match his racing pulse.

He drank again, the cold water adding to the growing pressure in his bladder. The diaper felt tighter now, the thick padding pressing against his inner thighs. His cock strained, the buzz keeping him on edge, desperate for release.

Clara moved on, but her gaze lingered on him through the one-way mirror’s reflection. He could feel it, even if he couldn’t see her eyes directly. The thought of her watching—knowing she saw every twitch, every crinkle—made his skin prickle with heat.

Mark refilled his cup again. And again. Each gulp added to the heaviness in his gut, the pressure building with every passing minute. The vibrator hummed relentlessly, teasing his cock through the padding, making his hips shift involuntarily.

The crinkle of the diaper grew louder with each movement. Other men around him shifted too, their own diapers rustling, faces flushed with the same mix of shame and need. Ethan’s hands gripped the chair’s armrests, knuckles pale, as he fought the growing urge.

Clara returned to the podium, her tablet still in hand. “Forty minutes in. Some of you are close. Let go. Your body knows what it needs.”

Her words sliced through him. Let go. He didn’t want to, didn’t want to surrender again under her watch. But the pressure in his bladder was relentless, matching the ache in his cock.

He crossed his legs, trying to hold on. The diaper crinkled loudly, the sound obscene in the quiet room. The vibrator buzzed harder for a moment, as if Clara had adjusted it remotely, and a low moan escaped before he could stop it.

Her eyes snapped to him from the podium. That faint flush on her neck deepened, her lips curving slightly. She knew. Of course she did.

“Ethan, stand up.” Her command was calm, but it carried an edge of satisfaction. “Come to the front for a closer assessment.”

His heart raced. Stand? Now? The pressure in his bladder was unbearable, the diaper already heavy with precum. But her gaze pinned him, leaving no room for refusal.

He rose, the crinkle echoing through the room as the thick padding shifted. Every eye followed him, the humiliation burning hotter with each step. His cock throbbed against the lining, the vibrator’s hum teasing him closer to an edge he couldn’t cross.

He stopped in front of the podium, legs trembling. The one-way mirror loomed behind Clara, and he swore he could feel her gaze doubled—her direct stare and the hidden one from beyond the glass. His face burned, knowing she watched every detail.

“Spread your legs, little one.” Her voice was softer now, intimate, but still firm. “I need to check your compliance.”

He obeyed, parting his legs slightly. The diaper sagged with the movement, the crinkle louder, the weight of the padding pulling at his hips. The pressure in his bladder spiked, and he bit his lip hard to keep control.

Her gloved hand pressed against the front of the diaper, testing the fit. The pressure sent a shock through him, his cock pulsing hard against the padding. Her fingers lingered, feeling the heat through the plastic backing, and his hips jerked forward before he could stop them.

“Still holding on?” Her tone was warm, almost teasing. “Such a good baby boy, trying so hard. But you’ll let go soon.”

The babytalk made his face burn hotter, but his cock throbbed harder, dripping more precum into the padding. Her praise, her touch, her control—it all twisted together, pushing him closer to breaking.

She stepped back, her hand lingering on his thigh for a moment longer. “Return to your seat. Keep drinking. We’re not done until you surrender.”

He nodded, unable to speak, and shuffled back to his chair. The crinkle filled the room again, the diaper sagging heavier now. The pressure in his bladder was a sharp ache, matching the desperate need in his cock.

Mark handed him another cup. The cold water felt heavier this time, each swallow pushing him closer to the edge. The vibrator buzzed relentlessly, teasing his cock through the thick padding, making his breath come in short, ragged gasps.

Minutes dragged on. The room felt hotter, the air thick with tension. Other men shifted, some letting out soft gasps as they wet, their diapers crinkling with the added weight. Ethan’s hands trembled on the armrests, his body screaming for release.

Clara’s voice cut through the haze. “Five minutes left. Those who haven’t surrendered will face encouragement protocols after the session.”

Her threat hung heavy. Encouragement. He didn’t want to know what that meant, but the pressure was too much. His bladder throbbed, the urge overwhelming, and the vibrator’s hum pushed his cock to a painful peak.

He couldn’t hold on. Not anymore.

A slow, hot stream started, warmth spreading through the thick padding. His face burned with humiliation as the diaper absorbed it, growing heavier, sagging between his thighs. The crinkle turned wet, a soft, heavy sound that filled his ears.

Relief crashed through him, raw and undeniable. His cock pulsed harder, the wet padding rubbing against it with every tiny shift. The vibrator buzzed on, teasing him closer to an orgasm he wasn’t allowed to have.

He froze in his seat, legs trembling, as the warmth kept spreading. The digital display on the diaper blinked faster, recording every second of his surrender. And through the one-way mirror, he knew Clara watched, her gaze burning into him even if he couldn’t see it.

Her voice came again, low and satisfied from the podium. “Good, Ethan. I see you’ve let go. Such a perfect little boy for me.”

Her praise hit him like a wave, deepening the heat in his core. He hated how much it meant, hated how his cock strained harder against the wet padding, desperate for more. The vibrator hummed, keeping him on edge, his body trembling with need.

She stepped down from the podium, approaching his row with slow, deliberate steps. Her heels clicked, each sound a reminder of her control. She stopped beside him, her hand resting on his shoulder, light but possessive.

“Look at you, little one.” Her voice was a whisper now, meant just for him. “Soaked and helpless. Just how I want you.”

His breath hitched. Her words, her touch, the wet diaper clinging to him—it was too much. His cock throbbed, so close to release, but the thick padding and her rules held him back. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his hands gripping the chair tighter.

She squeezed his shoulder, her gloved fingers firm. Her neck was flushed a deep pink, her breathing just a fraction heavier. “I’m wet watching you like this. Knowing you’re mine to train.”

Her confession sent a shock through him. His cock pulsed hard, the wet padding rubbing maddeningly against it. Knowing she was aroused, knowing she got off on his humiliation, made the need unbearable.

She leaned closer, her breath warm near his ear. “Stand. We’ll change you in private after the session. And if you’re good, I’ll let you cum.”

His heart raced. Let him cum. The promise hung between them, heavy and raw. He nodded, unable to speak, the wet diaper sagging with every tiny movement.

She stepped back, adjusting her glasses with a trembling hand. Her composure was slipping, just slightly, and that only made his cock ache more. She returned to the podium, her voice steady again as she addressed the room.

“Session complete. Those who’ve wet, well done. Those who haven’t, expect encouragement protocols in your next session. Dismissed—except Ethan. Stay.”

The other men stood, diapers crinkling as they filed out. Some sagged with weight, others still dry, their faces pale with dread. Ethan stayed seated, the wet padding heavy between his thighs, his cock throbbing under the relentless buzz.

Clara waited until the room emptied, the door clicking shut behind the last man. Then she turned to him, her gaze sharp and hungry behind her glasses. She crossed to his chair, her heels clicking slowly, deliberately.

“Stand, little one.” Her tone was warm now, intimate. “Let me see the damage.”

He obeyed, rising on trembling legs. The wet diaper sagged low, the crinkle wet and heavy as he moved. The warmth clung to his skin, the padding rubbing against his aching cock with every shift.

Her eyes dropped to the diaper, taking in the sagging bulk, the blinking display. She pressed a gloved hand against the front, feeling the weight, the heat. The pressure made him gasp, his hips jerking forward, desperate for more.

“So full.” Her voice was low, satisfied. “You’ve done so well, baby boy. Letting go for me like this.”

Her babytalk burned through him, his cock pulsing harder in the wet padding. He wanted to protest, to say he wasn’t a baby, but the words wouldn’t come. Her touch, her tone, her control held him captive.

She stepped closer, her other hand resting on his hip. The scent of latex and baby powder overwhelmed him, mixing with the faint warmth of her breath. “I’m going to change you now. And if you’re very good, I’ll reward you with release.”

His breath caught. Release. The word sent a jolt through him, his cock straining against the soaked lining. He nodded, trembling under her gaze, the wet diaper a constant reminder of his surrender.

She guided him to a corner of the room, near a small changing station he hadn’t noticed before. A low table sat there, covered in a disposable sheet, with shelves of supplies nearby—diapers, powder, wipes. The scent of powder grew stronger, mixing with his humiliation.

“Lie down, little one.” Her command was soft, but it carried iron. “Legs apart. Let me take care of you.”

He climbed onto the table, the wet diaper crinkling loudly as he lay back. The cool sheet bit into his skin above the padding, and he spread his legs as instructed. His cock throbbed, fully hard, trapped in the soaked bulk.

She stood between his thighs, pulling on fresh latex gloves with a sharp snap. Her movements were precise as she reached for the tapes, pulling them free with a loud rip. The wet diaper fell away, exposing his aching cock to the cool air.

He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t face the raw exposure. His erection stood hard, dripping precum onto his stomach, a testament to his need. The scent of his own surrender mixed with powder, making his face burn hotter.

She lifted the soaked diaper away, folding it with clinical care. The crinkle was softer now, heavy with weight, as she set it aside. Then she grabbed a pack of wipes, pulling one out with a slow, deliberate motion.

“Such a messy boy.” Her tone was warm, teasing, as she wiped him down. The cold wipe brushed his inner thighs, then his cock, sending a shiver through him. He moaned, low and desperate, unable to hold it back.

“There, there.” She soothed, her gloved hand steady as she cleaned him. “Let me make you all nice and fresh, baby boy.”

Her words deepened his humiliation, but his cock pulsed harder, aching for more of her touch. She dusted powder over him, the silky texture cool against his skin, the scent overwhelming. Her fingers spread it, brushing dangerously close to his erection.

She unfolded a fresh diaper, the plastic backing catching the light. The crinkle filled the room again as she slid it under his hips. “Lift for me, little one.”

He obeyed, lifting just enough for her to position the padding. His cock brushed the inner lining, the soft material teasing him further. He bit his lip, holding back another moan, as she pulled the front up, covering him.

Her fingers adjusted the fit, brushing his sensitive skin through the padding as she secured the tapes. The crinkle was loud, obscene, as the fresh diaper hugged him tight. His cock strained against it, trapped once more, the vibrator still embedded and humming faintly.

“Perfect.” She stepped back, peeling off her gloves with a slow snap. Her eyes lingered on the diaper, the bulge, the blinking display. “You look so helpless like this. Just how I like you.”

His breath came in short gasps. The fresh diaper felt heavy, the padding pressing against every inch of him. His cock throbbed, aching for the release she’d promised, but the buzz kept him teetering on the edge.

She leaned down, her face close to his, her breath warm. Her neck was flushed deep pink, her own arousal clear in her uneven breathing. “You’ve been such a good boy, Ethan. Wetting for me, surrendering. I think you’ve earned a reward.”

His heart raced. A reward. He nodded, trembling, as she reached for the remote in her pocket. She clicked a button, and the vibrator’s hum intensified, buzzing hard against his cock through the padding.

He gasped, hips bucking forward. The sensation was overwhelming, pushing him closer to the peak he’d been denied all day. His hands gripped the table, knuckles pale, as the heat built low in his gut.

“Look at me, little one.” Her command was firm, her eyes locking onto his. “Cum for me. Let go completely.”

Her words broke him. The vibrator buzzed harder, the padding rubbing against his cock with every thrust of his hips. He moaned, loud and raw, as the orgasm hit, his cock pulsing hard, cum spilling into the fresh diaper.

The contractions rocked him, each wave intense, the warmth spreading through the padding. His body trembled, breath ragged, as the release washed over him. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with his gasps, a humiliating soundtrack to his surrender.

Clara watched, her neck flushed, her breathing heavy. She pressed a hand to her own thigh, squeezing slightly, her arousal undeniable. “Good boy. So good for me.”

Her praise prolonged the aftershocks, his cock twitching with each word. The diaper felt heavier now, soaked with his cum, the crinkle wet and soft. He lay there, spent, trembling under her gaze.

She clicked the remote, turning off the vibrator. The sudden silence was jarring, but the weight of the diaper kept him grounded in his humiliation. She leaned down again, brushing a gloved finger along his cheek.

“You’ve done so well today, Ethan.” Her voice was soft, almost tender. “But remember, this is just a taste. Tomorrow, we’ll push you even further.”

Her promise hung heavy, a mix of dread and anticipation curling in his chest. He nodded, the crinkle of the diaper echoing as he shifted, still feeling the afterglow of release. Under her piercing gaze, through the one-way mirror or not, he knew he was hers to command—and the thought made his spent cock twitch once more.


Chapter 5: Aftermath Adjustment

Ethan lay on the low changing table in the corner of the seminar room, the fresh diaper crinkling under him with every shallow breath. The thick padding, already damp with his cum, pressed tight against his spent cock, a lingering reminder of the release Clara had allowed. His legs trembled, still spread slightly, as the afterglow mixed with a deep, gnawing humiliation.

Clara stood over him, peeling off her latex gloves with a slow, deliberate snap. Her ice-blonde hair remained pulled tight, her lab coat pristine over the navy suit, but her neck flushed a deep pink, betraying her arousal. Her sharp glasses framed eyes that lingered on the bulging diaper, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips.

“Stand up, little one.” Her voice was smooth, commanding, with a warmth that made his skin prickle. “We’re not done with today’s adjustment.”

His stomach tightened. He slid off the table, the diaper rustling loudly in the empty room. The weight of the padding, heavy with his release, made each movement awkward, his cock twitching faintly despite the exhaustion.

She gestured toward a door at the far end of the seminar room, one he hadn’t noticed before. “Follow me. We’re moving to a private space for further care.”

His heart raced. Private space. The words carried a weight he couldn’t ignore, especially with the fresh diaper clinging to him, the crinkle echoing with every step. He followed her, his shirt barely covering the bulk, his face burning as the one-way mirror loomed to his left, a silent witness to his state.

Clara’s heels clicked on the polished floor, a steady rhythm that matched his uneven pulse. She swiped a keycard at the door, the lock clicking softly as it opened. Beyond was a narrow hallway, dimly lit, leading to a room that felt out of place in the corporate retreat—a nursery-like space with pastel walls, a crib in one corner, and a large changing table at the center.

“Inside, baby boy.” Her tone softened, the babytalk slipping in with ease. “Let’s get you settled properly.”

His cock twitched at her words, a traitor to the shame curling in his chest. He stepped into the room, the scent of baby powder hitting him immediately, mixing with the faint lavender of the retreat’s antiseptic air. The door clicked shut behind them, locking with a finality that made his breath hitch.

The nursery was warm, the pastel blue walls adorned with cartoon decals—little stars and teddy bears that mocked his adult frame. A plush rug covered the floor, and shelves lined one wall, stocked with diapers, wipes, and bottles. His eyes darted to the crib, its bars painted white, a thick mattress visible inside, and his stomach churned with a mix of dread and unwanted heat.

“Lie down on the table, Ethan.” Clara pointed to the changing table, its padded surface covered in a fresh disposable sheet. “We need to ensure you’re comfortable after such a big release.”

His legs felt heavy as he moved, the diaper crinkling with every step. He climbed onto the table, lying back, the cool sheet biting into his bare skin above the padding. He spread his legs slightly, as he knew she’d want, the bulk of the diaper sagging between his thighs.

She approached, her heels clicking softly now on the rug, pulling on a fresh pair of latex gloves. The snap of the material sent a shiver through him, his cock stirring faintly despite the recent orgasm. Her eyes locked onto the diaper, the blinking digital display still active, recording every response.

“Such a good little boy, letting go for me.” Her voice dripped with warmth, the babytalk making his face burn. “But we’ve got more to do to help you relax completely.”

His breath caught. More? He wanted to ask, to protest, but her gaze pinned him in place, sharp and hungry behind her glasses. She reached for the tapes on the diaper, pulling them free with a loud rip, the sound obscene in the quiet nursery.

The padding fell away, exposing his cock, still slick with cum, to the cool air. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t face the raw vulnerability of lying there, half-naked under her scrutiny. His face burned hotter as she lifted the soiled diaper away, folding it with clinical precision before setting it aside.

She grabbed a pack of wipes, pulling one out with a slow, deliberate motion. “Look at this mess, baby boy.” Her tone was teasing, almost playful, as she wiped him down. The cold wipe brushed his inner thighs, then his cock, sending a jolt through him.

He bit his lip, holding back a gasp. The sensation was too much, too soon after release, his cock twitching under her touch. Her gloved fingers moved with care, cleaning every inch, the scent of the wipes mixing with powder as she worked.

“There we go, all clean.” She dusted powder over him, the silky texture cool against his skin, the scent overwhelming. Her fingers spread it, brushing dangerously close to his hardening cock, and a low moan escaped before he could stop it.

She smiled, a rare, genuine curve of her lips. “Such a responsive little one. I love seeing you react like this.”

Her words deepened his humiliation, but his cock pulsed harder, betraying him again. He hated how much her praise affected him, hated how his hips shifted slightly, seeking more of her touch. She noticed, her eyes flicking to the movement, her neck flushing deeper.

She unfolded a fresh diaper, thicker than the last, the plastic backing catching the soft light of the nursery. The crinkle filled the room as she slid it under his hips. “Lift for me, baby boy.”

He obeyed, lifting just enough for her to position the padding. His cock brushed the inner lining, the soft material teasing him further. He clenched his jaw, fighting the urge to moan again as she pulled the front up, covering his growing erection.

Her fingers adjusted the fit, brushing his sensitive skin through the padding as she secured the tapes. The crinkle was loud, a constant reminder of his state, as the fresh diaper hugged him tight. His cock strained against it, trapped once more, aching despite the earlier release.

“Perfect fit.” She stepped back, peeling off her gloves with a slow snap. Her eyes lingered on the diaper, the bulge, the blinking display. “But we’re adding something new to help you relax even more.”

His heart raced. Something new? He watched, trembling, as she crossed to a shelf and retrieved a small, sleek box. She opened it, revealing a tiny butt plug, no larger than a finger, with a flared base and a smooth, glossy surface.

“This is Starter’s Ease.” Her voice was calm, clinical, as she held it up for him to see. “It’ll aid relaxation, teach your body to accept deeper dependency.”

His stomach dropped. A plug. His cock twitched at the thought, even as panic clawed at him. He opened his mouth to protest, but her gaze silenced him, sharp and unyielding.

“Legs up, little one.” Her command left no room for argument. “Knees to your chest. Let me take care of you.”

His face burned hotter than ever. He hesitated, hands gripping the edge of the table, but her eyes pinned him in place. Slowly, trembling, he lifted his legs, pulling his knees toward his chest, the diaper crinkling loudly as he moved.

The position exposed him completely, even through the padding, and the humiliation burned through him. Clara stepped between his raised legs, her gloved hand now holding a small bottle of lube. She squeezed a dollop onto her fingers, the cold gel glistening as she rubbed it over the plug.

“Relax, baby boy.” Her tone softened, almost tender. “This will feel strange at first, but it’s for your own good.”

His breath hitched as she reached down, her lubed fingers brushing his exposed skin through a small slit in the diaper she’d cut with precision. The cold gel made him flinch, his cock pulsing hard against the padding. He bit his lip, trying to stay still, but his body trembled under her touch.

She pressed the tip of the plug against him, slow and deliberate. The pressure was foreign, intrusive, and he tensed, a low whimper escaping. Her other hand rested on his thigh, steadying him, her touch warm through the glove.

“Shh, little one.” Her voice was soothing now, a whisper. “Breathe for me. Let it in.”

He tried to breathe, his chest tight, as she pushed gently. The plug slid in, small but firm, stretching him just enough to make him gasp. The sensation was strange, a mix of discomfort and unwanted heat, his cock throbbing harder in the diaper.

“There we go.” She secured it in place, the flared base sitting snug against him through the diaper’s slit. “All done, baby boy. So good for me.”

Her praise sent a rush through him, raw and undeniable. The plug felt heavy, a constant presence inside him, pressing against nerves he didn’t know could ache like this. His cock strained against the padding, precum soaking into the lining already.

She adjusted the diaper over the plug, ensuring the fit was tight, the crinkle louder now with every tiny shift. “You’ll keep this in until I say otherwise. It’ll remind you who’s in charge of your body.”

His breath came in short gasps. The plug shifted slightly as he lowered his legs, the pressure intensifying, making his cock pulse harder. The diaper felt heavier, the padding rubbing against him in maddening ways, trapping his arousal.

Clara stepped back, her neck flushed deep pink, her breathing uneven for a moment before she regained control. She crossed to a small sink in the corner, washing her hands with deliberate care, but he caught the tremble in her fingers. She was affected, aroused, and that knowledge deepened his own need.

“Sit up, Ethan.” Her voice was firm again, back to clinical. “I want you to feel everything—the diaper, the plug, my control.”

He obeyed, sliding to the edge of the table, the crinkle echoing in the quiet nursery. The plug pressed deeper as he sat, sending a jolt through him, his cock throbbing against the thick padding. His face burned, but his body leaned toward her, craving more of her command.

She approached again, standing close, her suit brushing his knee. Her hand rested on his shoulder, light but possessive, as her eyes locked onto his. “You’re doing so well, little boy. Letting me shape you like this. I’m proud.”

Her words hit him hard, a warmth spreading through his chest that wasn’t just arousal. He hated how much her approval meant, hated how his cock twitched at her tone. The plug shifted again, a constant reminder of her dominance, and he couldn’t stop the soft whimper that escaped.

Her smirk returned, subtle but hungry. She leaned closer, her breath warm near his ear, her neck still flushed with her own heat. “I’m wet seeing you like this, Ethan. So helpless, so mine. It makes me ache to push you further.”

Her confession sent a shock through him. His cock pulsed hard, the diaper crinkling as his hips shifted involuntarily. Knowing she was aroused, knowing she got off on his regression, made the pressure of the plug, the weight of the padding, almost unbearable.

She pulled back, adjusting her glasses with a trembling hand. Her composure was slipping, just slightly, and that only fueled his need. She reached into her pocket, pulling out the small remote for the vibrator still embedded in the diaper’s lining.

“Let’s add a little more for you to feel.” Her voice was low, intimate, as she clicked a button. The faint hum started again, buzzing against his cock through the padding, teasing his already aching erection.

He gasped, hips jerking forward. The vibration, combined with the plug’s pressure, was overwhelming, pushing him toward an edge he wasn’t sure he could handle so soon. His hands gripped the table, knuckles pale, as the heat built low in his gut.

“Not yet, baby boy.” Her tone was firm, a warning. “You cum when I say. Not before. Let this build for me.”

His breath hitched. The hum kept him teetering, the plug pressing against him with every tiny movement, his cock straining against the diaper. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his body trembling under the dual sensations, her control holding him captive.

She stepped closer, her hand moving to his chest, pressing through his shirt to feel his racing heart. “Look at you, little one. So desperate already. I love watching you struggle.”

Her words deepened his ache, his cock pulsing harder, precum soaking the padding further. The crinkle grew wetter, heavier, as he shifted, unable to stay still. The plug and the vibrator worked together, a torment he couldn’t escape, and her gaze only made it worse.

Her other hand dropped to his thigh, pressing through the diaper, feeling the vibration, the heat. Her neck flushed deeper, her breathing ragged now, her arousal undeniable. “I could cum just watching you like this. Knowing you’re mine to train, to break.”

Her raw admission pushed him closer to the edge. He moaned, low and desperate, his hips bucking against her hand, the diaper crinkling loudly. The plug shifted, pressing harder, the vibrator buzzing relentlessly, and he knew he couldn’t hold on much longer.

She clicked the remote, lowering the vibration to a faint tease. “Not yet, Ethan. I want you aching for me all night. Tomorrow, we’ll see if you’ve earned another release.”

His body trembled, the reduced hum keeping him on edge, his cock throbbing painfully in the padding. The plug felt heavier now, a constant intrusion, reminding him of her power over every inch of him. He nodded, unable to speak, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

She stepped back, adjusting her suit with a shaky hand, her neck still flushed. Her eyes lingered on the diaper, the bulge, the blinking display, before meeting his again. “Stand, little one. I’ll take you to rest in the crib for a while. You need to feel this dependency fully.”

His legs shook as he stood, the crinkle echoing in the nursery, the plug pressing deeper with the movement. The faint buzz teased his cock, keeping him desperate, the thick padding sagging slightly with the weight of his precum. He followed her to the crib, each step a battle, the sensations overwhelming.

She lifted the crib’s side gate, gesturing for him to climb in. “Lie down, baby boy. Feel the bars around you, the diaper hugging you, the plug holding you. This is your place now.”

He obeyed, lying on the thick mattress, the crib bars looming over him, caging him in. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the plug shifting too, sending another jolt through him. His cock throbbed, trapped and aching, under her piercing gaze.

She lowered the gate, locking it with a soft click, her eyes never leaving him. Her neck was still flushed, her breathing heavy, as she leaned over the bars, her voice a whisper. “Rest now, Ethan. Tomorrow’s deeper training will test every limit you have left.”

Her promise hung heavy, a mix of dread and raw anticipation burning in his chest. The diaper crinkled as he shifted in the crib, the plug a constant reminder of her control, the faint buzz teasing his cock into a desperate ache. Under her hungry stare, locked in this nursery cage, he knew he was hers—and the thought made his body tremble with a need he couldn’t deny.


Chapter 6: Public Performance

Ethan stirred in the crib, the thick diaper crinkling under him with every tiny shift. The plug, Starter’s Ease, pressed inside him, a constant weight that made his cock twitch despite the lingering exhaustion from earlier. Locked behind the white bars, the pastel nursery walls mocked him, their soft blues and cartoon decals a stark contrast to the raw ache in his body.

The faint buzz of the vibrator in the diaper’s lining teased him, keeping his cock half-hard, trapped in the bulky padding. His shirt hung loose, barely covering the sagging bulk between his thighs. The scent of baby powder clung to the air, mixing with his own heat, a reminder of Clara’s control.

Footsteps approached, sharp and deliberate. He tensed, the diaper rustling as he sat up, the plug shifting deeper. His heart raced, knowing it was her before the door even opened.

Clara stepped in, her ice-blonde hair pulled tight, lab coat pristine over a charcoal suit. Her glasses framed eyes that pinned him instantly, sharp and hungry. She carried a sleek tablet in one hand, her posture perfect as always.

“Morning, little one.” Her voice was smooth, warm with that edge of command. “Did you rest well in your crib?”

He swallowed hard, the crinkle of the diaper loud as he shifted. “I... I guess so.” His voice sounded small, weaker than he meant.

Her lips curved, a subtle smirk. She set the tablet on a nearby shelf, her heels clicking softly on the plush rug as she approached the crib. “You look so helpless behind those bars. Just how I like my baby boy.”

His face burned at her babytalk, but his cock twitched harder against the padding. The plug pressed with every movement, sending a jolt through him. He gripped the crib bars, trying to steady himself under her gaze.

She unlocked the gate, lowering it with a soft click. “Come out, Ethan. We’ve got a big day ahead. You’re presenting a report in the boardroom this morning.”

His stomach dropped. A presentation? In this state? The diaper, the plug, the faint buzz—it was too much to even think about standing in front of others.

He slid out of the crib, legs trembling, the crinkle echoing in the quiet nursery. The thick padding sagged between his thighs, heavy with precum from the night’s torment. The plug shifted again, making him bite his lip to hold back a gasp.

Clara’s eyes dropped to the diaper, taking in the bulge, the blinking digital display. “You’ve held up well overnight. But we’re adding something new for your presentation.”

His breath caught. Something new? Dread and heat twisted together in his gut as she crossed to a shelf, pulling out a small black box.

She opened it, revealing a tiny, egg-shaped device, smooth and glossy, with a thin wire trailing from one end. “This is a remote-controlled vibrating egg. It’ll ensure you stay focused during your speech.”

His cock pulsed at the thought, even as panic surged. “During the presentation? I can’t—I won’t be able to focus with that.”

Her gaze sharpened, pinning him in place. “You will, little one. You’ll do exactly what I expect. And I’ll be watching every second.”

He wanted to argue, but her tone left no room for it. The diaper crinkled as he stood there, the plug a heavy reminder of her control. His hands clenched at his sides, helpless under her stare.

She pulled on a pair of latex gloves with a sharp snap, the sound sending a shiver through him. “Lie down on the changing table. Legs up. We’ll insert it now.”

His face burned hotter. He moved to the table, the diaper rustling with every step, and lay back on the cool disposable sheet. Lifting his legs, knees toward his chest, exposed him even through the padding, the humiliation searing through him.

Clara stood between his thighs, her gloved fingers precise as she cut a small slit in the diaper’s backing, just enough to access him. She squeezed lube onto the egg, the cold gel glistening as she coated it. Her neck flushed a faint pink, her breathing just a bit heavier.

“Relax, baby boy.” Her voice was soft, soothing, but it carried iron. “Breathe for me. Let it in.”

He tried to breathe, chest tight, as she pressed the egg against him, below the plug already inside. The cold, slick pressure made him tense, a low whimper escaping. Her other hand rested on his thigh, steadying him, warm through the glove.

The egg slid in, small but firm, nestling beside the plug, stretching him further. He gasped, hips jerking slightly, the sensation raw and overwhelming. His cock throbbed hard against the diaper’s padding, trapped and aching.

“There we go, little one.” She secured the wire through the slit, taping it to the diaper’s exterior, ensuring it stayed in place. “All set for your big moment.”

His breath came in short gasps. The egg sat heavy inside him, a new intrusion next to the plug, pressing against nerves that made his cock pulse harder. The diaper crinkled as she adjusted the tapes, sealing him back in.

She peeled off the gloves, her eyes lingering on the diaper, the blinking display. “Stand up, baby boy. Let’s get you dressed for the boardroom.”

He slid off the table, legs trembling, the crinkle louder now with every move. The egg and plug shifted together, a dual pressure that sent heat spiking through him. His cock strained against the padding, precum soaking it further.

Clara crossed to a closet in the corner, pulling out a tailored suit—his size, charcoal gray, with a crisp white shirt and tie. “Put this on over the diaper. No one will see, but you’ll feel it. Every second.”

His hands shook as he took the suit. The idea of wearing it over the bulky padding, the egg, the plug—it was maddening. But her gaze held him, daring him to resist, and he knew he wouldn’t.

He slipped into the shirt first, the fabric cool against his flushed skin. Then the pants, struggling to pull them over the thick diaper, the crinkle muffled but still audible. The egg shifted as he moved, making him bite his lip to hold back a moan.

The suit jacket came last, fitting snugly, hiding the bulk beneath. He adjusted the tie, his reflection in a small mirror on the wall showing a polished man—except for the faint flush on his cheeks, the tremor in his hands. Underneath, he was anything but.

Clara stepped close, her heels clicking, and straightened his tie with deliberate care. Her fingers brushed his chest, sending a jolt through him. “You look perfect, little one. Ready to impress me.”

His cock twitched hard, the egg and plug pressing with every tiny shift. The diaper crinkled under the suit, a secret humiliation that made his face burn. Her approval, though, sent a rush through him he couldn’t deny.

She picked up a small remote from the shelf, slipping it into her pocket. “I’ll control the egg during your presentation. Stay composed, baby boy. I want to see you struggle for me.”

His stomach twisted. Struggle for her. The words burned into him, his cock throbbing harder in the padding. He nodded, unable to speak, the weight of the diaper, the toys inside him, all a reminder of her power.

She handed him a folder—his report, neatly typed, a corporate analysis he’d prepared weeks ago. “You’ll present this in the boardroom. Focus on the data, not on what’s happening under that suit.”

He gripped the folder, hands trembling. The egg shifted slightly, a constant tease next to the plug, his cock aching already. The diaper crinkled as he adjusted his stance, trying to find any relief.

Clara led the way out of the nursery, her heels clicking down the sterile hallway. He followed, each step awkward, the bulk of the diaper rubbing against his inner thighs, the toys pressing inside him. The suit hid it all, but he felt every inch of his regression.

They reached the boardroom, a sleek space with a long glass table, leather chairs, and a wide window overlooking the retreat’s grounds. Five other men sat waiting, all in suits, their faces tense. Ethan’s heart raced, knowing they were likely in similar states beneath their polished exteriors.

“Take the podium, Ethan.” Clara’s voice was calm, professional, as she gestured to the front of the room. “Begin when you’re ready.”

He moved to the podium, the diaper crinkling softly under the suit, muffled but still audible to his own ears. The egg and plug shifted with each step, sending a shiver through him. He set the folder down, hands shaking as he opened it, trying to focus on the words.

The men watched, their expressions unreadable, but Clara stood near the back, her tablet in hand, her gaze piercing. She adjusted her glasses, a faint flush on her neck already, and he knew she held the remote in her pocket.

He cleared his throat, starting the presentation. “Good morning. Today, I’ll outline our quarterly efficiency metrics and propose strategies for—” His voice cut off as a sudden buzz hit him, the egg vibrating inside him, hard and relentless.

His hips jerked slightly, a gasp escaping before he could stop it. The vibration pulsed against the plug, amplifying the sensation, his cock throbbing hard in the diaper. He gripped the podium, knuckles pale, trying to steady himself.

Clara’s eyes locked on him, her smirk subtle but clear. She leaned against the wall, one hand in her pocket, controlling the egg with ease. Her neck flushed deeper, her breathing just a fraction heavier, aroused by his struggle.

He forced himself to continue, voice trembling. “Propose strategies for... optimizing workflow.” The egg buzzed harder, a sharp jolt that made his knees buckle slightly. The diaper crinkled under the suit, the padding soaked with precum now.

Sweat beaded on his forehead. The plug pressed deeper with every tiny shift, the egg vibrating in waves, teasing him toward an edge he couldn’t cross. His cock strained, aching for release, but the thick padding held him captive.

He flipped a page in the folder, hands trembling, trying to focus on the data. “Our current metrics show a... a fifteen percent increase in—” Another buzz, stronger this time, cut him off. He bit his lip hard, a low moan slipping out, barely audible but humiliating.

The men shifted in their seats, some avoiding his eyes, others watching with a mix of pity and tension. Clara, though, didn’t look away. Her gaze burned into him, her hand still in her pocket, her flush deepening as she watched him falter.

His voice cracked as he pushed on. “Increase in productivity, despite... despite challenges.” The egg pulsed in rhythm now, matching his racing pulse, the plug amplifying every sensation. His cock throbbed, so close to release, the diaper sagging with the weight of his arousal.

He gripped the podium harder, legs trembling under the suit. The crinkle of the diaper echoed in his ears, a constant reminder of what he was beneath the polished exterior. Every word felt like a battle, the toys inside him a torment he couldn’t escape.

Clara stepped closer, moving to the side of the room, her heels clicking softly. She stood where he could see her, her tablet set aside, her hand still controlling the remote. Her eyes were hungry, her neck flushed a deep pink, her arousal undeniable.

“Keep going, little one,” she whispered, just loud enough for him to hear. “Show me how good you can be under pressure.”

Her words sent a shock through him. His cock pulsed hard, the egg buzzing relentlessly, the plug pressing against nerves that made him tremble. He nodded, barely, and forced out the next line of his report.

“Our projections for next quarter suggest... suggest a need for...” His voice broke as the egg hit a new intensity, vibrating in sharp bursts. He gasped, hips jerking forward against the podium, hidden from view but not from Clara’s sharp gaze.

His hands shook as he turned another page, the words blurring on the paper. The diaper felt heavier now, soaked with precum, the crinkle wet and soft under the suit. The dual pressure of the egg and plug pushed him closer to breaking, his cock aching painfully.

Clara’s breath hitched slightly, her hand pressing against her thigh through her suit, a subtle sign of her own need. She adjusted her glasses with a trembling finger, her control slipping just enough for him to notice. Knowing she was wet, aroused by his struggle, made the torment worse.

He pushed through the last section, voice ragged. “In conclusion, we recommend a... a streamlined approach to resource allocation.” The egg buzzed harder, a final surge that made him grip the podium for balance, a moan escaping despite his clenched jaw.

He finished, stepping back from the podium, legs trembling under the suit. The diaper crinkled as he moved, the egg still vibrating, keeping him on a maddening edge. His cock throbbed, desperate for release, but Clara’s rules held him back.

She approached, her heels clicking with purpose, the remote now visible in her hand. “Well done, Ethan. A strong performance under... challenging conditions.” Her tone was professional for the others, but her eyes told him everything—satisfaction, arousal, control.

The men murmured faint approval, standing to leave, their own suits likely hiding similar torments. Ethan stayed by the podium, trembling, the egg buzzing faintly now, the plug heavy inside him. The diaper sagged, wet with his need, a humiliating secret under the tailored fabric.

Clara dismissed the others with a nod, waiting until the boardroom emptied. The door clicked shut, leaving them alone, the glass table reflecting her sharp silhouette. She turned to him, her neck still flushed, her breathing uneven.

“Stand still, little one.” Her voice dropped, intimate now, as she stepped close. “You did so well for me. I’m proud of my baby boy.”

Her praise hit him hard, a warmth spreading through his chest. His cock pulsed in the diaper, the egg teasing him with faint vibrations, the plug a constant pressure. He hated how much her words meant, how his body leaned toward her, craving more.

She pressed a hand to his chest through the suit, feeling his racing heart. “I’m wet watching you tremble like this. Knowing you fought so hard to please me.” Her confession burned into him, her breath warm near his ear.

His hips jerked slightly, the diaper crinkling under the suit, his cock aching painfully. The egg and plug worked together, a torment he couldn’t ignore, her arousal deepening his own. He wanted to beg for release, but her control silenced him.

She clicked the remote, lowering the vibration to a faint hum. “Not yet, Ethan. You’ve earned a reward, but it comes later. Phase two starts soon, and I want you aching for it.”

His breath hitched. Phase two. The words hung heavy, a promise of deeper regression, more surrender. He nodded, trembling under her gaze, the diaper sagging with his need, the toys inside him a reminder of her power.

She stepped back, adjusting her glasses with a shaky hand, her flush still visible. Her eyes lingered on him, sharp and possessive, before she spoke again. “Return to your room, little one. Reflect on how it felt to perform for me. We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 7: Restraint Protocol

Ethan stood in the boardroom, the tailored charcoal suit clinging to his trembling frame. The thick diaper beneath crinkled softly with every shaky breath, the bulk sagging between his thighs, heavy with precum. The vibrating egg and the plug, Starter’s Ease, pressed inside him, a dual torment that kept his cock half-hard and aching despite the fading buzz.

Clara’s piercing gaze lingered on him from across the glass table. Her ice-blonde hair was pulled tight, her lab coat pristine over the charcoal suit, sharp glasses framing eyes that burned with control. She adjusted them with a faint tremble in her fingers, her neck still flushed a deep pink from watching his struggle.

“Follow me, little one.” Her voice was low, intimate, slicing through the sterile silence of the empty boardroom. “We’re moving to my office for your evaluation.”

His stomach twisted. The diaper rustled as he nodded, unable to speak, each step behind her making the egg and plug shift, sending jolts through his core. His cock twitched against the damp padding, trapped and desperate for more of her attention.

Her heels clicked with purpose down the hallway, the sound a steady drumbeat to his racing pulse. The retreat center’s white walls and polished floors reflected the fluorescent light, amplifying the crinkle of his diaper under the suit. He felt exposed, even with no one else around, knowing she controlled every sensation.

They reached her office, the door marked “Director’s Office” in sleek lettering. She swiped her keycard, the lock clicking softly as it opened. She gestured for him to enter, her eyes never leaving his, sharp and possessive.

“Stand in the center, Ethan.” Her tone was firm, clinical, but laced with that warmth that made his skin prickle. “We’re starting your restraint protocol now.”

His breath caught. Restraint protocol? The words sent a shiver through him, his cock pulsing harder in the diaper. The egg shifted slightly, a constant tease, as he moved to the middle of the room, the crinkle muffled but still audible under the suit.

Her office was modern, with a large desk, leather chair, and shelves of academic journals. A low, padded bench sat near the center, an odd addition that hadn’t been there during his last visit. The faint scent of lavender and baby powder hung in the air, mixing with his own heat.

She locked the door with a deliberate click, the sound making his heart race faster. Then she crossed to a drawer, pulling out a pair of leather hand restraints and a black satin blindfold. Her movements were slow, calculated, her neck flushing deeper as she turned to face him.

“Strip off the jacket and shirt.” Her command left no room for hesitation. “Pants too. I want you in just the diaper for this.”

His face burned. His hands trembled as he shrugged off the suit jacket, folding it over a chair. The shirt came next, buttons fumbling under his shaky fingers, exposing his bare chest to the cool air. His cock twitched harder, the diaper crinkling as he slid the pants down, stepping out of them, leaving him vulnerable under her gaze.

Her eyes raked over him, lingering on the sagging diaper, the blinking digital display embedded in the front. “Good boy. So obedient already.” Her babytalk made his cheeks flush hotter, but his cock throbbed in response, trapped in the damp padding.

She stepped closer, her heels clicking, the restraints and blindfold dangling from her gloved hands. The scent of latex hit him as she pulled on a fresh pair, the snap sending a jolt through his core. “This is a trust exercise, little one. You’ll learn to surrender completely to my care.”

His throat felt dry. Trust exercise. The egg and plug pressed inside him, a reminder of how much he’d already surrendered. He wanted to resist, to argue, but his body leaned toward her, craving her control despite the shame.

“Hands behind your back.” Her voice was soft, but it carried iron. She moved behind him, her presence a heat against his bare skin. He obeyed, crossing his wrists, the diaper crinkling as he shifted.

The leather restraints felt cool as she wrapped them around his wrists, buckling them tight. The click of the metal echoed in the quiet office, a sound that made his cock pulse harder. He couldn’t move his hands now, couldn’t hide the bulge of the diaper or the trembling in his legs.

“There we go, baby boy.” Her breath was warm near his ear, her gloved fingers brushing his bound wrists. “So helpless for me. Just how I like you.”

Her words burned through him. His cock strained against the padding, the egg shifting with every tiny movement, teasing him alongside the plug. The diaper felt heavier, the crinkle a constant humiliation as he stood there, bound and exposed.

She stepped around to face him, holding the blindfold up. “This will heighten your senses, little one. Let you feel everything I do to you.” Her neck flushed deeper, her breathing uneven, aroused by his vulnerability.

He swallowed hard, nodding slightly. The satin fabric was cool as she tied it over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. Every sound amplified—the crinkle of the diaper, the click of her heels, the faint rustle of her lab coat. His cock throbbed, trapped and aching, as his other senses sharpened.

“Lie down on the bench, baby boy.” Her hand guided him, firm on his shoulder, steering him to the padded surface. The diaper rustled loudly as he lowered himself, the egg and plug pressing deeper with the movement, making him gasp.

He lay back, the cool padding of the bench biting into his bare skin above the diaper. His bound hands pressed awkwardly beneath him, adding to the vulnerability. The crinkle filled the silence, a humiliating soundtrack to his position.

Her gloved fingers brushed his chest, tracing down to the diaper’s edge. “Such a good little boy, letting me take care of you like this.” Her babytalk deepened his shame, but his cock pulsed harder, dripping more precum into the padding.

He heard her move, the click of her heels as she stepped to a drawer. A faint metallic sound followed, then the rustle of plastic. His heart raced, unable to see what she was preparing, the blindfold heightening every noise, every anticipation.

“I’m introducing something new, Ethan.” Her voice was low, intimate, as she returned to his side. “This is Trainer’s Hold—a larger plug to stretch you further, teach your body deeper dependency.”

His stomach dropped. A larger plug? The egg and Starter’s Ease already pressed inside him, a constant torment. His cock twitched at the thought, even as panic surged, his bound hands twitching uselessly.

Her gloved hand pressed against the front of the diaper, feeling the heat through the plastic backing. “I’ll remove the smaller plug first, baby boy. Relax for me.” The pressure made him gasp, hips jerking slightly, the crinkle loud in the quiet room.

He felt her cut a small slit in the diaper’s backing, her movements precise. The cold air hit his exposed skin as she worked, her lubed fingers brushing him, making him tremble. His cock throbbed harder, trapped in the padding, as she gently eased out Starter’s Ease.

The sensation of it sliding free made him moan, low and raw, the emptiness strange after so long. But relief was short-lived. He heard the squirt of more lube, the slick sound of her coating the new plug, Trainer’s Hold, and his body tensed in anticipation.

“Breathe, little one.” Her tone was soothing, her hand steady on his thigh. “This will stretch you more, but you’ll take it for me. Won’t you, baby boy?”

He nodded, blindfolded, unable to see but feeling her control in every word. The tip of the larger plug pressed against him, cold and slick, much thicker than the last. He whimpered, the stretch burning slightly as she pushed gently, her other hand pressing through the diaper to tease his cock.

“There we go, such a good boy.” Her voice was warm, encouraging, as the plug slid deeper, stretching him wide. The pressure was intense, a raw ache that made his cock pulse hard, precum soaking the padding further. The egg beside it vibrated faintly, amplifying every sensation.

He gasped, hips jerking against the bench, the diaper crinkling loudly. The plug settled in, heavy and unyielding, the flared base snug through the slit in the padding. His body trembled, the stretch a constant reminder of her dominance, his cock aching painfully now.

She taped the diaper slit closed, ensuring the plug stayed secure, her fingers brushing his inner thighs through the padding. “Perfect, little one. You’ve taken Trainer’s Hold so well. I’m so proud of my baby boy.”

Her praise sent a rush through him, raw and undeniable. His cock strained harder, the diaper sagging with the weight of his arousal, the crinkle wet and heavy. The blindfold kept him in darkness, every touch, every sound intensified, her control absolute.

Her hand moved to his chest, pressing through the rapid thud of his heart. “I’m wet seeing you like this, Ethan. Bound, blindfolded, stretched for me. It makes me ache to push you even further.”

Her confession hit him like a shockwave. His cock pulsed, the plug pressing against nerves that made him tremble, the egg teasing beside it. Knowing she was aroused, knowing she got off on his helplessness, deepened the torment in his gut.

He heard the faint buzz increase as she clicked a remote, the egg vibrating harder inside him. The sensation, combined with the heavy plug, was overwhelming, pushing him toward an edge he couldn’t reach with his hands bound. A moan escaped, raw and desperate, as his hips bucked against the bench.

“Not yet, baby boy.” Her tone was firm, a warning, as her hand pressed through the diaper, feeling the vibration, the heat. “You don’t cum until I say. Let this build for me. Let me watch you struggle.”

His breath hitched. The egg buzzed relentlessly, the plug a constant stretch, his cock throbbing painfully in the soaked padding. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his bound hands twitching beneath him, unable to do anything but feel her control.

Her fingers traced the edge of the diaper, brushing his inner thighs, sending jolts through him. “Look at you, little one. So desperate, so mine. I love how your body begs for me even when you can’t speak.”

Her words deepened his ache, his cock pulsing harder, the crinkle growing wetter as more precum soaked the lining. The blindfold made every touch electric, every sound a torment, her voice weaving through the darkness to hold him captive.

She leaned closer, her breath warm near his ear, her neck likely flushed deep pink though he couldn’t see it. “I could cum just watching you tremble like this. Knowing every inch of you is under my command.” Her voice trembled slightly, her arousal raw and undeniable.

His hips bucked again, the diaper crinkling loudly, the plug and egg working together to drive him mad. He moaned, unable to hold it back, the sound echoing in the quiet office. His cock ached for release, so close to the edge, but her rules held him teetering.

She clicked the remote, lowering the vibration to a faint hum, just enough to keep him desperate. “Not yet, Ethan. I want you aching for me through this entire session. Your release comes only when you’ve earned it fully.”

His body trembled, the reduced buzz a cruel tease, the heavy plug a constant intrusion stretching him wide. He nodded, blindfolded, his breath ragged, the diaper sagging with the weight of his need. The leather restraints bit into his wrists, a reminder of his helplessness under her gaze.

Her hand moved to his chest again, pressing harder, feeling the wild thud of his heart. “You’re doing so well, baby boy. Letting me bind you, stretch you, control you. I’m so proud of how far you’ve come.”

Her praise washed over him, a warmth that wasn’t just in his core. His cock twitched, trapped and aching, the crinkle of the diaper a humiliating echo with every tiny shift. He hated how much her approval meant, hated how his body craved more of her touch, her words.

She stepped back, the click of her heels sharp as she moved to her desk. He heard the scratch of a pen on paper, likely noting his responses, her clinical side taking over for a moment. But her breathing remained uneven, her arousal still lingering in the air, a tension he could feel even through the blindfold.

“Stay there, little one.” Her voice was steady now, but it carried that edge of hunger. “Feel the restraints, the plug, the diaper hugging you tight. Let it sink in how much you belong to me.”

His breath came in short gasps. The plug pressed deeper as he shifted slightly, the egg teasing with faint vibrations, his cock throbbing in the soaked padding. The blindfold kept him in darkness, every sensation heightened, her words a chain binding him as much as the leather on his wrists.

He lay there, trembling on the padded bench, the diaper crinkling with every ragged breath. The office was silent except for the faint scratch of her pen, the occasional rustle of her lab coat. His cock ached, desperate for more, but her control held him on the edge, a prisoner to her will.

Her heels clicked again as she approached, her presence a heat he could sense even without sight. Her gloved hand brushed his thigh through the diaper, testing the weight, the warmth. The touch made him gasp, hips jerking slightly, the crinkle loud in the quiet space.

“Such a messy boy already.” Her babytalk returned, warm and teasing, as her fingers pressed harder through the padding. “Soaking your diaper for me without even wetting. I love seeing you this helpless.”

His face burned at her words, but his cock pulsed harder, dripping more into the lining. The plug stretched him wide, the egg teasing beside it, every sensation a reminder of her dominance. He moaned softly, unable to stop himself, the sound raw in the darkness of the blindfold.

Her hand lingered, pressing through the diaper to feel his trapped erection, the vibration of the egg. “I’m so wet watching you, Ethan. Knowing I’ve got you bound and aching like this. It makes me want to push you even harder.”

Her raw confession sent a jolt through him. His cock throbbed painfully, the diaper sagging heavier now, the crinkle wet and soft. He wanted to beg, to plead for release, but the restraints and her tone silenced him, keeping him teetering on the edge.

She stepped closer, her breath warm near his face, her voice a whisper. “I’m going to leave you like this for a while, baby boy. Bound, blindfolded, stretched, and desperate. Feel every inch of my control while I watch you struggle.”

His heart raced. Leave him like this? The thought burned through him, his cock aching at the idea of her watching, aroused by his torment. He nodded, trembling, the diaper crinkling as his hips shifted involuntarily.

Her fingers brushed his cheek, a fleeting touch through the glove, before she stepped back. “I’ll be at my desk, little one. Taking notes on your responses. If you’re very good, I might let you cum before the day ends.”

The promise hung heavy, a mix of hope and torment. His cock pulsed, the plug and egg a constant pressure inside him, the diaper trapping every sensation. The blindfold kept him in darkness, her heels clicking as she moved away, leaving him alone on the bench with his aching need.

Minutes dragged on, each one a battle against the sensations overwhelming him. The crinkle of the diaper sounded with every tiny shift, the soaked padding rubbing against his cock in maddening ways. His bound hands twitched beneath him, useless, a reminder of how much he’d surrendered.

He heard her pen scratch occasionally, the faint rustle of her lab coat as she shifted at her desk. Knowing she watched, knowing she was aroused by his state, deepened the ache in his core. His cock throbbed, desperate for release, but her rules held him captive, teetering on the edge.

The plug, Trainer’s Hold, stretched him wider with every passing second, a heavy intrusion that made his body tremble. The egg buzzed faintly beside it, teasing him just enough to keep him hard, the diaper sagging with the weight of his precum. Sweat coated his skin, the blindfold amplifying every sensation, every sound.

Her heels clicked again, sudden and sharp, as she stood from her desk. “You’re doing so well, baby boy.” Her voice was closer now, warm with approval. “Struggling so beautifully for me. I can see how much you need this, even if you fight it.”

Her words sliced through him. His cock pulsed hard, the diaper crinkling as his hips jerked slightly, unable to stay still. The shame burned hot, but her praise fueled a deeper need, one he couldn’t deny under her piercing gaze—even if he couldn’t see it.

She stepped beside the bench, her gloved hand resting on his thigh through the padding. “I’m tempted to let you cum now, little one. But I think you can ache a little longer. It makes you so much sweeter for me.”

His breath hitched. A little longer. The torment of denial twisted in his gut, his cock throbbing painfully, the plug and egg a relentless duo inside him. He moaned softly, the sound raw and pleading, but her control held firm.

Her fingers pressed harder through the diaper, feeling the heat, the weight. “I’ll be back soon, Ethan. Stay just like this, bound and desperate, until I decide you’ve earned more. Tomorrow, we’ll explore even deeper limits.”

Her promise hung in the air, a mix of dread and raw anticipation burning through him. He lay there, restrained on the padded bench, blindfolded, the new plug stretching him wide as the egg teased faintly beside it. Clara’s voice echoed in his mind, a chain as tight as the leather on his wrists, leaving him aching for whatever she planned next.


Chapter 8: Dependency Test

Ethan’s bound wrists twitched beneath him, the leather restraints biting into his skin as he lay on the padded bench in Clara’s office. The thick diaper crinkled with every shallow breath, sagging heavy with precum between his thighs. The blindfold kept him in darkness, amplifying the stretch of the new plug, Trainer’s Hold, and the faint buzz of the vibrating egg nestled beside it, teasing his aching cock.

A sharp click of heels broke the silence. Clara was moving closer. His heart raced, the diaper rustling as his body tensed in anticipation.

“Still struggling so beautifully, little one.” Her voice was warm, laced with hunger. “I’ve been watching you tremble from my desk. It’s making me ache.”

Her words sent a jolt through him. His cock pulsed hard against the soaked padding, the crinkle wet and loud in the quiet room. Knowing she watched, knowing she was wet from his helplessness, deepened the torment in his gut.

Her gloved hand brushed his thigh, pressing through the diaper to feel the heat. “Such a messy baby boy already. Soaking your diaper for me without even letting go fully.”

His face burned at her babytalk, but his cock throbbed harder, dripping more into the lining. The plug stretched him wide, a heavy pressure that made his body tremble. He moaned softly, the sound raw in the darkness, unable to hold it back.

She chuckled, low and intimate, her fingers tracing the edge of the plastic backing. “I think it’s time for your dependency test, Ethan. Let’s see if you’ve learned to need me properly.”

His stomach twisted. Dependency test? The egg buzzed faintly inside him, teasing alongside the plug, keeping his cock on edge as dread and heat mixed in his chest.

Her hand moved to his chest, pressing against his racing heart. “I’m going to untie you now, baby boy. But only so you can prove how much you rely on me.”

The leather restraints loosened as she unbuckled them, her gloved fingers brushing his wrists. His hands fell free, tingling from the pressure, but he didn’t dare move them. Not without her command.

“Sit up, little one.” Her tone was firm, guiding. “Keep the blindfold on. Feel your way to me.”

He obeyed, sliding to the edge of the bench, the diaper crinkling loudly as he shifted. The plug pressed deeper with the movement, sending a sharp jolt through him. His cock strained against the padding, aching for more, as he stood on trembling legs.

Her heels clicked as she stepped back, creating distance. “Come to me, baby boy. Show me you can’t do this alone. Ask for what you need.”

His breath hitched. Ask for what he needed? The diaper sagged heavy between his thighs, the wet crinkle echoing with each hesitant step. The blindfold made every move uncertain, the plug and egg shifting inside him, stoking the heat in his core.

He shuffled forward, hands outstretched, groping through the darkness. The scent of baby powder and lavender grew stronger as he neared her, his cock throbbing with every crinkle of the plastic backing. His fingers brushed the edge of her lab coat, and he froze, trembling under her unseen gaze.

“That’s it, little one.” Her voice was close now, warm and approving. “Tell me what you need. Use your words for Mommy Clara.”

His face burned hotter than ever. Mommy Clara. The babytalk dug into him, but his cock pulsed hard, trapped in the soaked padding. He swallowed, voice trembling as he forced the words out.

“I... I need a change.” His voice was small, barely a whisper. “The diaper... it’s wet. Please, help me.”

Her breath hitched slightly, a sound of raw arousal. “Oh, my sweet baby boy. So good for asking. I’m so proud of you.”

Her praise sent a rush through him, raw and undeniable. His cock strained harder, the diaper sagging with the weight of his need, the crinkle wet and heavy. He hated how much her approval meant, hated how his body leaned toward her, craving more.

Her gloved hand guided him, firm on his arm, steering him back to the bench. “Lie down, little one. Let Mommy take care of her helpless boy.”

He obeyed, lying back on the cool padded surface, the diaper rustling loudly as he spread his legs slightly. The blindfold kept him in darkness, every sound amplified—the snap of fresh latex gloves as she pulled them on, the faint rustle of her lab coat, the obscene crinkle of his diaper.

Her fingers moved to the tapes, pulling them free with a loud rip. The soaked padding fell away, exposing his aching cock to the cool air of the office. He couldn’t see her, but he felt her gaze, heavy and hungry, as the scent of his own arousal mixed with baby powder.

“Such a messy little boy.” Her tone was teasing, warm, as she lifted the wet diaper away, folding it with clinical care. “Soaking yourself for me. You’ve earned this change, baby boy.”

His cock twitched hard, dripping precum onto his stomach, the plug and egg still pressing inside him, a constant torment. He bit his lip, holding back a moan, as the cold air bit into his exposed skin. The humiliation burned, but her words fueled a deeper need.

He heard the soft crinkle of a fresh diaper unfolding, the plastic backing catching her gloved hands. The scent of powder hit him stronger as she shook a container, dusting it over his skin. Her fingers spread it, brushing his inner thighs, dangerously close to his throbbing cock.

“There, there, baby boy.” Her voice was soothing, intimate. “Let Mommy make you all nice and clean.”

A cold wipe brushed against him, cleaning his skin with slow, deliberate strokes. The sensation was maddening, his cock pulsing under her touch, a low moan escaping despite his clenched jaw. Her gloved hand lingered, teasing just enough to make his hips jerk slightly.

“Shh, little one.” She chuckled, her breath warm even through the blindfold’s darkness. “So responsive for me. I love seeing my baby boy react like this.”

His face burned, but his cock throbbed harder, aching for more. She slid the fresh diaper under his hips, the cool plastic brushing his skin. “Lift for me, sweet boy.”

He obeyed, lifting just enough for her to position the padding. His cock brushed the soft inner lining, sending a shiver through him, as she pulled the front up, covering his erection. The tapes ripped loudly as she secured them, sealing him in the thick bulk.

The crinkle filled the room, a humiliating sound as the fresh diaper hugged him tight. His cock strained against the padding, trapped and desperate, the plug and egg still inside, pressing with every tiny shift. He trembled under her unseen gaze, the blindfold heightening every sensation.

“Perfect fit, baby boy.” Her voice was satisfied, her gloved hands pressing against the front to test it. “But we’re not done with your test. I want to see how much you truly depend on me.”

His heart raced. More? The diaper crinkled as he shifted slightly, the fresh padding rubbing against his cock in maddening ways. The plug stretched him wide, a heavy reminder of her control, as dread and heat twisted in his chest.

Her heels clicked as she moved to a drawer, the faint sound of metal clinking sending a shiver through him. “I’ve got something special for you, little one. Something to heighten your need for Mommy’s care.”

He heard the rustle of packaging, then the soft clink of small objects. Her gloved hand returned, brushing his chest, sending a jolt through his bare skin. “These are nipple clamps, baby boy. They’ll remind you who owns every inch of you.”

His breath caught. Nipple clamps? His cock pulsed hard in the diaper, even as panic surged. The blindfold made it worse, unable to see what was coming, only feeling her control in every word, every touch.

“Relax for me, sweet boy.” Her tone was soothing, her fingers brushing his chest, finding his nipples with precision. “This will sting a little, but you’ll take it for Mommy, won’t you?”

He nodded, trembling, unable to speak. The cold metal bit into his left nipple first, a sharp pinch that made him gasp, his hips jerking against the bench. The diaper crinkled loudly, his cock throbbing harder, as the second clamp bit into his right nipple, matching the sting.

“There we go, baby boy.” Her voice was warm, approving, as she adjusted them slightly, the pinch intensifying for a moment. “So good for me. Feel that bite. It’s all mine.”

The pain mixed with heat, a raw sensation that shot straight to his cock, making it strain against the fresh padding. The plug and egg pressed inside him, amplifying every feeling, as he moaned softly, unable to hold it back. The blindfold kept him lost, every touch a shock in the darkness.

Her gloved hand moved to the diaper, pressing against the front, feeling his trapped erection. “Look at you, little one. So hard for me already, even with the clamps biting you. I love how much you need this.”

His hips bucked slightly, the crinkle wet again as more precum soaked the lining. The nipple clamps throbbed with every heartbeat, a constant reminder of her dominance, the plug stretching him wide, the egg buzzing faintly to keep him on edge. He trembled, desperate for more, despite the shame burning in his chest.

She leaned closer, her breath warm near his ear, her lab coat rustling softly. “I’m so wet seeing you like this, Ethan. Clamped, diapered, blindfolded, aching for me. It makes me want to touch myself while I watch you struggle.”

Her raw confession sent a shock through him. His cock pulsed hard, the diaper sagging heavier, the crinkle loud in the quiet office. Knowing she was aroused, imagining her touching herself while he lay there helpless, deepened the torment in his gut.

Her hand lingered on the diaper, pressing harder, feeling the heat through the plastic backing. “But not yet, baby boy. I want you to feel this need for a little longer. Show me how much you depend on Mommy to decide when you cum.”

His breath hitched. The nipple clamps bit harder as his chest heaved, the pain mixing with raw desire, his cock throbbing painfully in the padding. He nodded, trembling under the blindfold, unable to speak, her control holding him captive on the edge.

She clicked a remote, and the egg inside him buzzed harder, a sudden jolt that made him gasp, hips jerking forward. The sensation, combined with the heavy plug and the biting clamps, was overwhelming, pushing him closer to a peak he couldn’t reach. His hands gripped the edge of the bench, knuckles pale, as the heat built low in his core.

“Not yet, sweet boy.” Her tone was firm, a warning, as her hand pressed through the diaper, amplifying the vibration. “You don’t cum until I say. Let this build for me. Let Mommy watch her baby boy ache.”

He moaned, raw and desperate, the diaper crinkling with every involuntary thrust of his hips. The nipple clamps throbbed, the plug stretched him wide, the egg buzzed relentlessly, and her words wove through the darkness to bind him tighter. Sweat coated his skin, his body trembling under the weight of her will.

Her fingers traced the edge of the diaper, brushing his inner thighs through the padding, sending electric shocks through him. “I could cum just watching you like this, little one. Knowing every tremble, every moan, is for me. It’s so hard not to touch myself right now.”

His cock throbbed painfully, the diaper sagging with the weight of his arousal, the crinkle wet and heavy. Her confession burned into him, the image of her losing control while he lay there helpless pushing him closer to breaking. He bit his lip, holding back another moan, the nipple clamps biting with every ragged breath.

She clicked the remote again, lowering the vibration to a faint hum, just enough to keep him teetering. “I’m going to take off the blindfold now, baby boy. I want you to see how much I’m enjoying this.”

His heart raced as her fingers untied the satin fabric, pulling it away. Light flooded in, harsh after the darkness, and he blinked, eyes adjusting to see her standing over him. Her neck was flushed deep pink, her breathing uneven, a hunger in her sharp gaze behind the glasses.

Her lab coat was slightly open, revealing the tailored suit beneath, the curve of her breasts pressing against the fabric. Her hand hovered near her thigh, fingers trembling as if resisting the urge to touch herself. She was aroused, visibly, and the sight made his cock pulse harder in the diaper.

“Look at you, little one.” Her voice was low, intimate, as her eyes raked over him—the diaper, the clamps on his nipples, the flush on his chest. “So helpless, so mine. I love seeing my baby boy like this.”

His hips jerked slightly, the diaper crinkling, the plug pressing deeper with the movement. The nipple clamps bit harder, a sharp reminder of her ownership, as his cock strained against the padding, aching for release. He couldn’t look away from her, couldn’t ignore the raw desire in her gaze.

She stepped closer, her hand moving to his chest, brushing near the clamps, sending a jolt of pain and heat through him. “I’m so close to losing control, Ethan. Watching you tremble, hearing you moan for me—it’s almost too much.”

Her words sliced through him. His cock throbbed, the diaper sagging heavier, the crinkle a humiliating echo as he shifted. He wanted to beg, to plead for release, but her hungry stare silenced him, keeping him on edge under her command.

Her other hand pressed against the diaper, feeling the vibration of the egg, the heat of his trapped erection. “But I won’t cum yet, baby boy. Not until you do. I want us to break together, but only when you’ve proven your dependency fully.”

His breath came in short gasps. Break together. The promise burned into him, his cock aching painfully, the nipple clamps throbbing with every heartbeat. He nodded, trembling, the fresh diaper hugging him tight, a constant reminder of his regression.

She leaned down, her face close to his, her breath warm against his skin. Her neck flushed deeper, her own need clear in her uneven breathing, as her fingers brushed the clamp on his left nipple, tweaking it slightly. The sharp pinch made him gasp, his hips bucking, the diaper crinkling loudly.

“Such a good boy for Mommy.” Her babytalk returned, warm and possessive. “Feel those clamps, feel the diaper, feel the toys inside you. Every inch of you belongs to me now.”

His cock pulsed hard, the plug stretching him wide, the egg buzzing faintly to keep him desperate. The nipple clamps bit with every movement, a raw sensation that mixed with the heat in his core. He moaned softly, unable to hold it back, his body leaning toward her despite the shame.

Her hand moved to her own thigh, squeezing slightly through her suit, a subtle sign of her struggle to hold back. “I’m going to turn up the vibration now, little one. Show me how much you need Mommy to let you cum.”

She clicked the remote, and the egg buzzed harder, a sharp jolt that made him cry out, hips thrusting against the bench. The sensation overwhelmed him, the plug amplifying every pulse, the nipple clamps throbbing as his chest heaved. His cock strained against the padding, so close to release, precum soaking the lining further.

“Not yet, baby boy.” Her voice was firm, though it trembled with her own arousal. “Hold on for me. Let me watch you fight it a little longer.”

He groaned, raw and desperate, the diaper crinkling with every buck of his hips. The nipple clamps bit harder, the plug pressed deeper, the egg buzzed relentlessly, pushing him to the brink. Sweat dripped down his forehead, his hands gripping the bench, unable to do anything but feel her control.

Her eyes locked onto his, sharp and hungry, her neck flushed a deep pink. Her hand pressed harder through the diaper, feeling the vibration, the heat, as her breathing grew ragged. “I’m so close, Ethan. Watching you like this, hearing you beg with your body—it’s driving me wild.”

Her confession pushed him closer. His cock throbbed painfully, the diaper sagging heavy with his need, the crinkle wet and loud. He bit his lip, trembling, the nipple clamps a constant bite as he fought the urge to cum without her permission.

She leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear, her voice a trembling whisper. “Cum for me now, baby boy. Let go for Mommy. Show me how much you need this.”

Her words broke him. The egg buzzed hard, the plug pressed against nerves that made him shudder, and the nipple clamps throbbed as the orgasm hit. His cock pulsed, cum spilling into the fresh diaper, the warmth spreading through the padding as contractions rocked his body.

He moaned, loud and raw, hips bucking against the bench, the diaper crinkling with every thrust. The release was intense, each wave crashing through him, the wet weight growing heavier between his thighs. His chest heaved, the nipple clamps biting with every gasp, as the aftershocks trembled through him.

Clara gasped softly, her own breath hitching, her hand squeezing her thigh hard through her suit. Her neck flushed deeper, her body trembling as she watched him cum, her arousal peaking with his. “Good boy. So good for Mommy.”

Her praise prolonged the aftershocks, his cock twitching in the soaked padding, the crinkle wet and soft now. He lay there, spent, trembling under her gaze, the nipple clamps still biting, the plug and egg a lingering presence inside him.

She clicked the remote, turning off the vibration, the sudden silence jarring after the relentless buzz. Her hand brushed his chest, carefully removing the clamps, the sharp relief making him gasp again. She rubbed the tender skin, her touch gentle now, soothing the ache.

“Look at you, little one.” Her voice was soft, almost tender, as she pressed a hand to the soaked diaper, feeling the warmth, the weight. “So helpless, so perfect. You’ve proven how much you depend on me.”

His breath came in ragged gasps, the diaper sagging heavy between his thighs, a humiliating reminder of his surrender. Her approval washed over him, a warmth that wasn’t just in his core, as his body leaned toward her touch despite the shame.

She stood, adjusting her lab coat with a shaky hand, her neck still flushed, her breathing slowly steadying. Her eyes lingered on him, sharp and possessive, as she crossed to a shelf, pulling out a fresh diaper. “We’ll change you soon, baby boy. But first, I want you to feel this for a little longer.”

His heart raced. Feel this longer. The wet diaper clung to him, the plug still stretching him wide, a constant reminder of her control. He nodded, trembling, unable to speak, under her hungry gaze.

She returned to his side, her hand brushing his cheek, a rare tenderness in her touch. Her neck was still pink, her arousal fading but not gone, as she leaned down, her voice a whisper. “You’ve done so well today, Ethan. But remember, the final evaluation is coming. And I have even deeper plans for my perfect, pathetic little boy.”

Her words hung heavy, a mix of promise and threat, as he stood in the nursery room, freshly changed later, the nipple clamps a lingering memory on his chest. The new diaper crinkled with every shift, a clean bulk between his thighs, as Clara’s warm degradation echoed in his mind, hinting at the challenges still ahead.


Chapter 9: Enforced Routine

Clara’s heels clicked sharply against the nursery floor, the sound cutting through the pastel haze of the room. Ethan stood near the changing table, the fresh diaper crinkling with every tiny shift of his weight. The thick padding hugged his hips, still clean but already a heavy reminder of his surrender, while the plug, Trainer’s Hold, and the vibrating egg pressed inside him, a lingering torment even without the buzz.

“Time for your routine adjustment, little one.” Clara’s voice was smooth, warm with that commanding edge that made his skin prickle. She stood by the door, her ice-blonde hair pulled tight, lab coat pristine over a tailored gray suit, sharp glasses framing her hungry gaze.

His stomach twisted. Routine adjustment. The words carried a weight he couldn’t ignore, not after everything she’d already put him through. He adjusted his stance, the diaper rustling under his loose shirt, his cock twitching faintly against the soft lining.

She stepped closer, her heels clicking slower now, deliberate. Her eyes dropped to the diaper, taking in the bulk, the plastic backing catching the soft nursery light. “You’ve been such a good baby boy, Ethan. Let’s make sure you stay that way.”

His face burned at her babytalk. His cock pulsed harder, a traitor to the shame curling in his chest. He wanted to look away, to hide the heat in his cheeks, but her gaze pinned him in place, daring him to resist.

She gestured to the changing table behind him. “Lie down, sweet boy. Mommy Clara needs to check you over.”

His legs felt heavy as he moved. The diaper crinkled loudly as he climbed onto the padded surface, lying back on the cool disposable sheet. He spread his legs slightly, the bulk sagging between his thighs, exposing his vulnerability even through the padding.

Clara approached, pulling on a fresh pair of latex gloves with a sharp snap. The sound sent a shiver through him, his cock stirring despite the exhaustion from earlier. Her neck flushed a faint pink, her breathing just a fraction heavier as she stood between his thighs.

“Such a helpless little boy for me.” Her tone was warm, teasing, as her gloved hands pressed against the front of the diaper, testing the fit. “Let’s see if my baby needs anything before we start the routine.”

The pressure made him gasp, his hips jerking slightly before he could stop them. The diaper crinkled under her touch, the plastic backing obscenely loud in the quiet nursery. His cock throbbed, already aching for more, the plug inside him shifting with every tiny movement.

She tilted her head, studying him like a specimen, her fingers lingering through the padding. “Already so responsive, little one. I love how your body tells me what you need before you do.”

His cheeks burned hotter. He bit his lip, trying to stay still, but the heat in his core flared under her words. The scent of baby powder hit him as she reached for a small container on the shelf, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Let’s make sure you’re comfy, baby boy.” She dusted the powder over the diaper’s edge, her gloved fingers brushing his inner thighs as she worked. The silky texture was cool against his skin through the slit she opened, sending a jolt through him that made his cock pulse harder.

He couldn’t hold back a soft moan. The sound escaped, raw and desperate, as the plug pressed deeper with his involuntary squirm. Her eyes flicked to his face, a smirk playing on her lips, her neck flushing deeper.

“There, there, sweet boy.” Her babytalk deepened, her hand pressing harder through the diaper. “Mommy’s got you. Let’s add a little more to help you relax.”

His heart raced. Add more? The diaper crinkled as she adjusted the tapes, sealing the slit after powdering him, but her words hung heavy with promise. He watched, trembling, as she crossed to a shelf and retrieved a baby bottle, the clear plastic filled with a warm, milky liquid.

“This is for my little boy’s nourishment.” Her voice was soft, intimate, as she shook the bottle gently, the liquid sloshing inside. “You’re going to drink every drop while Mommy takes care of you.”

His stomach churned with a mix of dread and heat. A bottle. The idea of drinking from it, of sinking deeper into this regression, made his face burn. Yet his cock twitched against the padding, aching for her approval, for the control she wielded so effortlessly.

She sat on the edge of the changing table, her suit brushing his bare arm, and guided his head to rest against her chest. “Come here, baby boy. Let Mommy feed you.”

His breath hitched. The warmth of her body pressed against him, the faint scent of lavender mixing with the powder as she tilted the bottle to his lips. The rubber nipple brushed his mouth, cool at first, and he hesitated, lips tightening in a last flicker of resistance.

“Open for Mommy, little one.” Her tone was firm, her gloved hand cradling the back of his head, pressing him closer. “Show me how much you need this.”

He obeyed, lips parting, the nipple slipping into his mouth. The warm milk hit his tongue, sweet and thick, and he sucked instinctively, the act humiliating but oddly soothing. His cock throbbed harder in the diaper, the crinkle sounding as his hips shifted under her gaze.

Her other hand rested on his chest, feeling his racing heart through his shirt. “Such a good baby boy, drinking for me. Look at you, so dependent on Mommy Clara.”

Her words burned through him. He sucked harder, the bottle’s nipple clicking softly against his teeth with each pull, the milk sliding down his throat. The plug inside him pressed with every tiny movement, his cock aching against the thick padding, trapped and desperate.

Her neck flushed deeper, her breathing uneven as she watched him drink. She shifted slightly, pressing her thighs together under her suit, a subtle sign of her own arousal. “I’m so wet seeing you like this, Ethan. Suckling for me, so helpless in your diaper. It makes me ache.”

Her confession sent a shock through him. His cock pulsed hard, precum soaking into the padding, the crinkle growing wetter with each suck of the bottle. Knowing she was aroused, imagining her wet under that tailored suit, deepened the torment in his gut.

He finished the bottle, the last drops sliding down his throat, and she pulled it away with a soft pop. “All done, baby boy. Such a good little one for Mommy.” Her praise hit him like a wave, his cock straining harder, the diaper sagging slightly with the weight of his need.

She set the bottle aside, her gloved hand brushing his cheek, guiding his head to rest fully against her chest. “Now, let’s give my baby something special while you’re so relaxed.” Her voice was a whisper, warm and possessive, as her other hand moved to her suit jacket, unbuttoning it slightly.

His eyes widened. The curve of her breasts pressed against the thin blouse beneath, her nipples hardening visibly through the fabric. His cock throbbed, trapped in the diaper, as she guided his face closer, pressing him to her chest.

“Suckle here, little boy.” Her command was soft, intimate, as she pushed his lips toward her nipple through the blouse. “Let Mommy feel you need her.”

His face burned with humiliation, but his body moved before his mind could resist. His lips closed around her nipple through the fabric, the warmth of her breast soft against his face. He sucked gently, feeling her harden further, a low gasp escaping her as her hand tightened on the back of his head.

“Oh, baby boy.” Her voice trembled, her neck flushing a deep pink. “That’s it. Suckle for Mommy. Make me feel so good.”

Her arousal was undeniable, her thighs squeezing together harder, her breathing ragged now. His cock pulsed painfully in the diaper, the crinkle loud as his hips jerked slightly, the plug and egg shifting inside him. Sucking her like this, feeling her react, sent raw heat through him, shame and need twisting together.

Her hand moved to the diaper, pressing against the front, feeling the heat, the bulge. “You’re so hard for me, little one. I love how sucking Mommy makes your cock ache in that diaper.”

He moaned against her breast, the sound muffled, as he sucked harder, her nipple stiff under his tongue through the thin blouse. Her fingers curled through the padding, teasing his trapped cock, making his hips buck against her touch. The diaper crinkled wetly, soaked with precum now, a humiliating reminder of his state.

She gasped again, her other hand sliding to her own thigh, squeezing hard through her suit. “I’m so close, Ethan. Feeling you suckle like a baby, knowing you’re mine—it’s driving me wild.”

Her words pushed him closer to the edge. His cock throbbed, the plug pressing against nerves that made him tremble, the egg still inside but silent for now. He sucked harder, desperate for her approval, for the release he felt building low in his gut, even as shame burned through him.

She pulled back suddenly, her breath ragged, adjusting her blouse with a shaky hand. “Not yet, baby boy. I want us both aching a little longer.” Her neck was flushed deep pink, her arousal clear, but her control snapped back into place.

His lips felt empty without her, his cock straining painfully in the diaper, the crinkle a constant echo as he shifted. He looked up at her, trembling, the taste of the milk and her lingering on his tongue, his body begging for more despite the humiliation clawing at him.

She stood, smoothing her suit, her breathing slowly steadying. “Let’s move to the next part of your adjustment, little one. Mommy needs to make sure you’re secure for the routine.”

His heart raced. Secure? The diaper crinkled as he sat up slightly, the plug shifting deeper, sending a jolt through him. He watched, tense, as she crossed to a shelf and retrieved a spreader bar, the metal gleaming under the nursery’s soft light.

“This will keep my baby boy in place while I check you over.” Her voice was clinical now, but her neck still flushed, her arousal simmering beneath the surface. “Lie back, legs apart, sweet boy.”

His stomach dropped. A spreader bar. The idea of being restrained again, exposed under her gaze, made his face burn hotter. Yet his cock twitched hard, trapped in the soaked padding, as he obeyed, lying back and spreading his legs as wide as the diaper allowed.

She knelt between his thighs, her gloved hands precise as she secured the cuffs of the spreader bar around his ankles. The metal clicked into place, locking his legs apart, the diaper crinkling loudly as the position exposed the bulk even more. His cock throbbed, the vulnerability searing through him, the plug pressing with every tiny squirm.

“There we go, baby boy.” Her tone was warm, approving, as she stood, inspecting her work. “So helpless for Mommy. I love seeing you spread open like this, unable to hide anything from me.”

His cheeks burned, his cock pulsing harder in the diaper, the crinkle wet and heavy now. The spreader bar held him immobile, legs splayed, the plastic backing catching the light as she leaned over him, her gloved hand pressing against the front of the diaper again.

“Let’s do a full check, little one.” Her fingers curled through the padding, teasing his trapped cock, making him gasp. “I need to make sure my baby hasn’t wet yet. Or do you need to let go for Mommy?”

His breath hitched. Let go. The pressure in his bladder had been building since the bottle, a faint ache he’d ignored under the heat of her touch. But her words brought it sharp into focus, shame and need crashing together as his cock throbbed under her hand.

“I... I don’t think so.” His voice was small, trembling, as he fought the urge, the spreader bar keeping him open, unable to close his legs for relief. The diaper crinkled with every tiny shift, the plug inside him a constant torment.

Her smirk returned, her eyes sharp behind her glasses. “Your body will decide, baby boy. And Mommy will be here when it does.” Her hand pressed harder, feeling the heat through the padding, her neck flushing deeper as she watched him struggle.

He bit his lip, trying to focus on anything else, but the pressure built, matching the ache in his cock. The spreader bar held him helpless, the diaper sagging slightly with the weight of his precum, the crinkle a humiliating sound in the quiet nursery. Her gaze burned into him, hungry and possessive, stoking the heat he couldn’t escape.

She reached for a small remote on the shelf, her movements deliberate. “Let’s add a little encouragement, sweet boy.” Her voice was low, intimate, as she clicked a button, and the egg inside him buzzed to life, vibrating hard against the plug.

He gasped, hips jerking forward against the restraints, the diaper crinkling loudly. The vibration pulsed through him, teasing his cock through the thick padding, pushing the pressure in his bladder to a breaking point. His hands gripped the edge of the table, knuckles pale, as the heat built low in his gut.

“Oh, baby boy.” Her tone was warm, teasing, as her hand pressed through the diaper, amplifying the buzz. “Look at you, trembling for Mommy. I’m so wet watching you fight it.”

Her confession sent a shock through him. His cock throbbed painfully, the diaper sagging heavier, the crinkle wet and soft as more precum soaked in. Knowing she was aroused, imagining her wet under that suit, made the dual pressure of his bladder and cock unbearable.

The vibration intensified, the egg buzzing relentlessly beside the heavy plug, stretching him wide. A slow, hot stream started, warmth spreading through the padding, his face burning with humiliation as he wet himself. The diaper absorbed it, growing heavier, sagging between his spread thighs, the crinkle turning wet and thick.

Relief crashed through him, raw and undeniable. His cock pulsed harder, the wet padding rubbing against it with every tiny shift, the vibration pushing him closer to an edge he wasn’t allowed to cross yet. He froze, legs trembling against the spreader bar, as the warmth kept spreading, a testament to his surrender.

Clara’s breath hitched, her neck flushing a deep pink, her hand pressing harder through the soaked diaper. “Good boy, little one. Letting go for Mommy like this. I’m so proud of my baby.”

Her praise hit him like a wave, deepening the heat in his core. He hated how much it meant, hated how his cock strained harder against the wet padding, desperate for more. The spreader bar kept him open, exposed, the wet crinkle echoing in the nursery as she watched him tremble.

She leaned closer, her gloved fingers tracing the edge of the soaked diaper, brushing his inner thighs. “Feel that warmth, baby boy. Feel how much you need Mommy to take care of you after you’ve made such a mess.”

His hips bucked slightly, the diaper crinkling wetly, the plug pressing deeper with the movement. The vibration of the egg kept him teetering, his cock aching for release, but her control held him back, a prisoner to her will. He moaned softly, the sound raw and pleading, under her hungry gaze.

Her other hand moved to her own thigh, squeezing through her suit, her arousal clear in her uneven breathing. “I’m so close watching you like this, Ethan. Seeing my baby boy wet himself for me, so helpless in that diaper. It’s making me ache to cum.”

Her raw words pushed him closer. His cock throbbed painfully, the wet diaper clinging to him, heavy between his spread thighs. He wanted to beg, to plead for release, but the spreader bar and her tone silenced him, keeping him on the brink.

She clicked the remote, lowering the vibration to a faint hum, just enough to keep him desperate. “Not yet, sweet boy. I want you aching for me a little longer. Let’s get you changed first, then we’ll see about a reward.”

His breath came in ragged gasps. The wet diaper sagged, the warmth a constant reminder of his loss, as the spreader bar held him open, unable to hide anything. He nodded, trembling, under her piercing gaze, the plug and egg still inside, tormenting him with every tiny shift.

She unbuckled the cuffs of the spreader bar, the metal clicking as she freed his ankles. “Lie still, baby boy. Mommy’s going to make you all clean and fresh again.” Her tone was warm, soothing, as she reached for the tapes on the soaked diaper, pulling them free with a loud rip.

The wet padding fell away, exposing his aching cock to the cool air of the nursery. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t face the raw vulnerability of lying there, legs still spread, under her scrutiny. His cock stood hard, dripping precum onto his stomach, a testament to his need.

She lifted the soaked diaper away, folding it with clinical care, the crinkle softer but heavy with weight as she set it aside. The scent of his surrender mixed with baby powder as she grabbed a pack of wipes, pulling one out with a slow motion. “Such a messy little boy for Mommy.”

Her tone teased, her gloved hand wiping him down, the cold wipe brushing his inner thighs, then his cock, sending a shiver through him. He moaned, low and desperate, unable to hold it back, as she cleaned every inch with deliberate care. His cock pulsed under her touch, aching for more, despite the shame burning in his chest.

“There, there, baby boy.” She soothed, dusting powder over him, the silky texture cool against his skin, the scent overwhelming. “Let Mommy take care of her sweet little one.”

Her fingers spread the powder, brushing dangerously close to his throbbing cock, and he bit his lip, fighting another moan. She unfolded a fresh diaper, the plastic backing catching the light, the crinkle filling the room as she slid it under his hips. “Lift for me, little boy.”

He obeyed, lifting just enough for her to position the padding. His cock brushed the soft inner lining, teasing him further, as she pulled the front up, covering his erection. The tapes ripped loudly as she secured them, sealing him in the thick bulk once more.

“Perfect fit, baby boy.” She stepped back, peeling off her gloves with a slow snap, her eyes lingering on the diaper, the bulge, the blinking display. “But I think you’ve earned something special after being so good for Mommy.”

His heart raced. Something special. The fresh diaper crinkled with every tiny shift, his cock straining against the clean padding, the plug and egg still inside, a constant torment. He looked up at her, trembling, as she reached for the remote again.

“Let’s turn this up, little one.” Her voice was low, intimate, as she clicked a button, and the egg buzzed hard, vibrating relentlessly beside the heavy plug. “I want to see my baby boy cum for me now.”

He gasped, hips bucking forward against the changing table, the diaper crinkling loudly. The vibration pulsed through him, teasing his cock through the thick padding, pushing him toward a peak he’d been denied for too long. His hands gripped the table, knuckles pale, as the heat built low in his gut.

“Look at me, baby boy.” Her command was firm, her eyes locking onto his, sharp and hungry behind her glasses. “Cum for Mommy. Let go completely.”

Her words broke him. The egg buzzed harder, the plug pressing against nerves that made him shudder, and the orgasm hit, his cock pulsing hard, cum spilling into the fresh diaper. The warmth spread through the padding, contractions rocking his body as he moaned, loud and raw, hips thrusting against the table.

The release was intense, each wave crashing through him, the wet weight growing heavier between his thighs. His chest heaved, breath ragged, as the aftershocks trembled through him, the diaper crinkling with every twitch. Sweat coated his skin, his body spent but still leaning toward her, craving her approval.

Clara’s breath hitched, her neck flushed deep pink, her hand squeezing her thigh hard through her suit. “Good boy. So good for Mommy.” Her voice trembled, her own arousal peaking as she watched him cum, her thighs pressing together under her skirt.

Her praise prolonged the aftershocks, his cock twitching in the soaked padding, the crinkle wet and soft now. She clicked the remote, turning off the vibration, the sudden silence jarring after the relentless buzz. Her gloved hand brushed his chest, soothing now, as she leaned over him.

“You’ve done so well today, little one.” Her tone was soft, almost tender, as she pressed a hand to the wet diaper, feeling the warmth, the weight. “But we’re not done yet. I have plans for you to surrender even more tomorrow.”

Her promise hung in the air, a mix of dread and raw anticipation burning in his chest. He lay there in the crib later, the fresh onesie snug against his skin, the spreader bar long removed but the taste of the bottle lingering on his lips. Clara’s words about ‘total surrender’ echoed in his mind, a heavy weight that promised deeper regression ahead.


Chapter 10: Exposure Risk

Ethan jolted awake as the nursery door swung open with a sharp creak, the pastel walls blurring into focus under the soft light. His body tensed, the fresh diaper crinkling under the snug onesie as he shifted in the crib. The heavy bulk pressed between his thighs, a constant reminder of last night’s surrender, while the plug, Trainer’s Hold, and the vibrating egg still nestled inside him, a lingering ache even without the buzz.

Clara stepped in, her heels clicking with purpose on the plush rug. Her ice-blonde hair was pulled tight, lab coat pristine over a deep blue suit, sharp glasses framing a gaze that pinned him instantly. She carried a small black remote in one hand, her neck already hinting at a faint flush as she approached the crib.

“Morning, little one.” Her voice was warm, laced with command. “Did my baby boy sleep well in his cozy crib?”

His cheeks burned at her babytalk. He nodded, unable to meet her eyes, the diaper rustling as he sat up against the bars. His cock twitched faintly against the thick padding, a traitor to the shame knotting his chest.

She lowered the crib gate with a soft click, her movements deliberate. “Good. We’ve got an important task today. You’re joining a client meeting in the glass-walled conference room.”

His stomach dropped. A client meeting? With the diaper bulging under him, the plug pressing deep, the egg a silent threat—he couldn’t imagine standing in front of strangers like this.

“Stand up, baby boy.” Her tone left no room for protest. “Let’s get you ready to perform for me again.”

He slid out of the crib, legs trembling, the diaper crinkling loudly with every awkward step. The onesie stretched tight over the bulk, the plastic backing catching the nursery light. His cock stirred despite his dread, the heavy plug shifting inside him, sending a jolt through his core.

Clara’s eyes raked over him, lingering on the diaper’s bulge, the faint outline under the onesie. “You look so helpless already, little one. Perfect for what I have planned.”

His face burned hotter. He wanted to argue, to refuse, but her gaze held him captive. The scent of baby powder clung to the air, mixing with his own nervous heat, as she stepped closer.

She reached for a shelf, pulling out a tailored suit—charcoal gray, crisp and professional. “Put this on over the onesie and diaper. No one will see what’s underneath, but you’ll feel every inch of it.”

His hands shook as he took the suit. The idea of hiding his regression under corporate polish made his cock twitch harder, even as panic clawed at him. He slipped off the onesie first, the cool air hitting his bare chest, then pulled on the suit shirt, fumbling with the buttons.

The pants were a struggle, the diaper’s bulk making them snug around his hips. The crinkle was muffled under the fabric, but still audible to his ears with every move. The plug pressed deeper as he adjusted, a sharp reminder of his state, while his cock strained against the padding.

Clara watched, her smirk subtle but hungry. She adjusted her glasses, the remote still in her hand, as he shrugged on the jacket, the suit hiding the diaper but not the heat building in his core. “You look so proper now, baby boy. But I know what’s under there, and so do you.”

He swallowed hard. The diaper crinkled softly as he shifted, the plastic backing rubbing against his inner thighs through the suit. His cock pulsed, trapped and aching, while her words dug into him, stoking a need he couldn’t shake.

She slipped the remote into her pocket, her neck flushing a deeper pink. “I’ll control the egg during the meeting. Stay composed, little one. I want to see you struggle for Mommy while others watch.”

His breath caught. Struggle for her, in front of clients? The diaper felt heavier already, the plug a constant weight inside him, as dread and heat twisted together. He nodded, unable to speak, gripping the folder she handed him—some mock report for the staged meeting.

She led the way out of the nursery, her heels clicking down the sterile hallway. Each step made the diaper crinkle under the suit, the sound faint but deafening to him. The plug shifted with every move, his cock throbbing against the padding, while the egg sat silent but threatening.

They reached the glass-walled conference room, a sleek space with a long table, leather chairs, and transparent walls on three sides. Beyond the glass, the retreat’s rolling hills stretched out, but Ethan felt exposed, as if every passerby could see through the suit to the diaper beneath. Three other suited men sat waiting, their faces tense, likely hiding similar secrets under their polished exteriors.

“Take the head of the table, Ethan.” Clara’s voice was professional now, for the others’ benefit, as she gestured to the spot. “Begin your presentation when the clients arrive.”

He moved to the position, the diaper rustling under the suit, the plug pressing deeper with each step. His cock twitched, the bulk between his thighs making every movement awkward. He set the folder down, hands trembling, trying to focus on the papers instead of the heat building low in his gut.

Clara stood near the back, her tablet in hand, but her other hand hovered near her pocket, where the remote waited. Her neck flushed faintly, her eyes locked on him, sharp and possessive. The other men shifted in their seats, avoiding eye contact, as if sensing the tension in the room.

The door opened, and two more suited figures entered—simulated clients, likely staff playing a role, but their presence made Ethan’s stomach churn. Their gazes were neutral, professional, but he felt them judging the slight tremor in his stance, the faint flush on his cheeks. The diaper crinkled as he adjusted his position, praying they couldn’t hear it.

“Good morning.” He forced his voice steady, opening the folder. “I’ll be presenting our quarterly efficiency strategies for your review.”

His words sounded hollow, even to himself. The diaper pressed tight under the suit, the plug a heavy intrusion, his cock half-hard already from Clara’s earlier promises. He glanced at her, catching the subtle smirk on her lips, her hand dipping into her pocket.

A sudden buzz hit him, the egg vibrating hard inside, right beside the plug. His knees buckled slightly, a gasp escaping before he could choke it back. The vibration pulsed through him, teasing his cock through the thick padding, sending raw heat through his core.

He gripped the table edge, knuckles pale, forcing himself to continue. “Our data shows a... a twelve percent increase in workflow output.” His voice trembled, the egg buzzing relentlessly, the plug amplifying every sensation. The diaper crinkled under the suit as his hips jerked faintly, a humiliating sound he prayed no one noticed.

The clients nodded, jotting notes, their faces unreadable. But Clara’s gaze burned into him from the back, her neck flushing deeper, her hand still controlling the remote. She shifted slightly, pressing her thighs together under her suit, a subtle sign of her own arousal that made his cock throb harder.

He flipped a page, hands shaking, the words blurring on the paper. “This improvement stems from... from streamlined processes.” The egg buzzed harder, a sharp jolt that made him bite his lip to stifle a moan. The diaper felt heavier now, soaked with precum, the crinkle wet and soft under the suit.

Sweat beaded on his forehead. The plug pressed against nerves that made his legs tremble, the vibration a constant torment pushing him toward an edge he couldn’t cross. He shifted his weight, the diaper rustling faintly, hoping the clients mistook his flush for nerves rather than the raw need clawing at him.

One of the clients—a stern-faced man with graying hair—looked up, his brow furrowing. “Are you alright? You seem... distracted.”

Ethan’s face burned. “I’m fine, thank you.” His voice cracked, the egg buzzing in waves now, Clara toying with the intensity. The diaper crinkled as he adjusted again, the bulk sagging between his thighs, a humiliating secret threatening to spill into the open.

Clara stepped closer, her heels clicking softly, moving to the side of the room where he could see her. “Ethan’s handling high-pressure situations admirably.” Her tone was smooth, professional, but her eyes told him everything—satisfaction, hunger, control. Her neck flushed a deep pink, her arousal undeniable as she watched him falter.

He forced out the next line, voice ragged. “Our projections for next quarter suggest... suggest a focus on resource allocation.” The egg pulsed harder, matching his racing pulse, the plug stretching him wide. His cock strained painfully, the wet diaper rubbing with every tiny shift, driving him mad.

The other client—a woman with sharp features—glanced at him, her pen pausing. “You’re sweating quite a bit. Sure you don’t need a break?”

His heart raced. A break would mean Clara stopping the vibration, but it would also mean facing her alone, under her hungry gaze. “No, I’m good to continue.” He gritted his teeth, the diaper crinkling under the suit, the bulk impossibly heavy now.

Clara’s smirk grew, her hand still in her pocket, adjusting the remote. She leaned against the glass wall, her posture casual but her eyes sharp, drinking in every tremble of his body. Her neck flushed deeper, her breathing just a fraction heavier, aroused by his public struggle.

He pushed through another section, voice breaking as the egg hit a new intensity. “In conclusion, we recommend a... a strategic overhaul to maximize efficiency.” His hips jerked slightly, hidden by the table, a low moan slipping out before he could stop it. The diaper sagged heavier, the wet crinkle louder in his ears, though the clients seemed oblivious.

The gray-haired client nodded, closing his notebook. “Solid points. We’ll discuss internally and follow up.” His tone was neutral, but Ethan felt the weight of every eye in the room, even if they couldn’t see the diaper, the plug, the egg tormenting him beneath the suit.

The woman stood, offering a polite smile. “Thank you for the presentation. We’ll be in touch.” She gathered her papers, the other client following, as they exited the room, leaving Ethan trembling at the head of the table.

The door clicked shut, the other suited men filing out silently, their own faces flushed with unspoken tension. Clara waited until the room emptied, the glass walls now reflecting just the two of them. Her heels clicked as she approached, the remote visible in her hand now, her neck flushed a deep pink.

“Stand still, baby boy.” Her voice dropped, intimate, as she stopped close to him. “You did so well for Mommy, struggling through that meeting while I played with you.”

His cock pulsed hard at her praise, the diaper crinkling under the suit, the wet padding clinging to him. He hated how much her approval burned through him, hated how his body leaned toward her, craving more. The plug pressed deeper as he shifted, a sharp jolt making him bite his lip.

She pressed a hand to his chest through the suit, feeling his racing heart. “I’m so wet watching you tremble like this, Ethan. Knowing you fought so hard to please me in front of them.” Her confession sent raw heat through him, her breath warm near his ear.

His hips jerked faintly, the diaper rustling, his cock aching painfully. The egg still buzzed inside, faint now but relentless, the plug a heavy intrusion stretching him wide. He wanted to beg for release, but her control silenced him, keeping him teetering on the edge.

She clicked the remote, increasing the vibration, the egg buzzing hard against the plug. “I think you’ve earned a reward, little one. But not here. Follow me to my office for something... private.”

His breath hitched. Private. The word hung heavy with promise, his cock throbbing in the soaked diaper as he nodded, trembling under her gaze. The glass walls reflected her smirk, her hungry eyes, as she led the way out of the conference room.

Each step down the hallway was a battle, the diaper crinkling under the suit, the wet bulk sagging between his thighs. The plug shifted with every move, the egg buzzing relentlessly now, pushing him closer to a peak he couldn’t reach without her permission. His hands clenched at his sides, sweat beading on his forehead, as her heels clicked ahead of him.

They reached her office, the door marked “Director’s Office” swinging open with a swipe of her keycard. She gestured for him to enter, locking it behind them with a soft click. The room was sleek, modern, the low padded bench from before still in the center, the scent of lavender and baby powder lingering in the air.

“Strip off the suit, baby boy.” Her command was firm, her eyes raking over him as she set the remote on her desk. “I want to see my little one in just that diaper now.”

His face burned, hands trembling as he shrugged off the jacket, folding it over a chair. The shirt came next, buttons fumbling under his shaky fingers, exposing his bare chest to the cool air. His cock throbbed harder, the diaper crinkling as he slid the pants down, stepping out of them, leaving him vulnerable under her hungry stare.

Her neck flushed deeper, her breathing uneven as she approached. “Look at you, little one. So helpless in that soaked diaper, all for Mommy.” Her babytalk dug into him, his cock straining against the wet padding, the plastic backing catching the office light.

She stepped closer, her gloved hand pressing against the front of the diaper, feeling the warmth, the weight. “Such a messy baby boy. Wetting yourself with need during that meeting. I’m so proud of how much you’ve surrendered.”

His hips jerked under her touch, the diaper crinkling wetly, the plug and egg amplifying every sensation. Her praise sent a rush through him, raw and undeniable, even as shame clawed at his chest. He moaned softly, unable to hold it back, trembling under her gaze.

Her other hand moved to his chest, tracing down to the diaper’s edge. “Lie down on the bench, sweet boy. Let Mommy take care of her little one properly now.”

He obeyed, the diaper rustling loudly as he lowered himself onto the padded surface, lying back with legs trembling. The wet bulk sagged between his thighs, the crinkle obscene in the quiet room, as the plug pressed deeper with his position. His cock ached, trapped and desperate, under her sharp gaze.

She pulled on fresh latex gloves with a loud snap, the sound sending a shiver through him. “Let’s get this messy diaper off, baby boy. Mommy needs to see how much her little one needs her.” Her tone was warm, teasing, as she reached for the tapes, pulling them free with a sharp rip.

The soaked padding fell away, exposing his throbbing cock to the cool air. He couldn’t look at her, the raw vulnerability burning through him, his erection dripping precum onto his stomach. The scent of his surrender mixed with baby powder as she lifted the wet diaper away, folding it with clinical care.

“Such a messy little boy for Mommy.” Her voice teased, her gloved hand grabbing a wipe, the cold material brushing his inner thighs, then his cock, sending a jolt through him. He moaned, raw and desperate, as she cleaned him with slow, deliberate strokes, her touch maddening.

“There, there, sweet boy.” She soothed, dusting powder over him, the silky texture cool against his skin, the scent overwhelming. Her fingers spread it, brushing dangerously close to his aching cock, making his hips jerk slightly.

She unfolded a fresh diaper, the plastic backing crinkling loudly as she slid it under his hips. “Lift for me, little one.” Her command was soft but firm, and he obeyed, lifting just enough for her to position the padding, his cock brushing the soft lining, teasing him further.

She pulled the front up, covering his erection, the tapes ripping as she secured them tight. The fresh diaper hugged him, the bulk heavy between his thighs, his cock straining against the clean padding. The plug and egg still pressed inside, a constant torment, as the crinkle echoed with every tiny shift.

“Perfect fit, baby boy.” She stepped back, peeling off her gloves with a slow snap, her eyes lingering on the diaper, the bulge. “But I think my little one needs more than just a change to feel Mommy’s care.”

His heart raced. More? The fresh diaper crinkled as he shifted slightly, his cock throbbing already, the plug a heavy weight inside him. He watched, trembling, as she reached for the remote on her desk, her neck flushing a deep pink.

“Let’s turn this up, sweet boy.” Her voice was low, intimate, as she clicked a button, and the egg buzzed hard, vibrating relentlessly beside the plug. “I want to see my baby boy cum for Mommy right now.”

He gasped, hips bucking against the bench, the diaper crinkling loudly. The vibration pulsed through him, teasing his cock through the thick padding, pushing him toward a peak he’d been denied all morning. His hands gripped the bench, knuckles pale, as raw heat built in his gut.

“Look at me, little one.” Her command was firm, her eyes locking onto his, sharp and hungry behind her glasses. “Cum for Mommy. Show me how much you need this.”

Her words shattered him. The egg buzzed harder, the plug pressing against nerves that made him shudder, and the orgasm slammed into him. His cock pulsed, cum spilling into the fresh diaper, warmth spreading through the padding as contractions rocked his body.

He moaned, loud and raw, hips thrusting against the bench, the diaper crinkling with every jerk. The release burned through him, each wave intense, the wet weight growing heavier between his thighs. His chest heaved, breath ragged, as aftershocks trembled through him, sweat coating his skin.

Clara gasped softly, her neck flushed deep pink, her hand squeezing her thigh hard through her suit. “Good boy. So good for Mommy.” Her voice trembled, her own arousal peaking as she watched him cum, her thighs pressing together tightly.

Her praise dragged out the aftershocks, his cock twitching in the soaked padding, the crinkle wet and soft now. She clicked the remote, turning off the vibration, the sudden silence jarring after the relentless buzz. Her hand brushed his chest, soothing, as she leaned over him.

“I’m so wet from that, little one.” Her confession was raw, her breathing uneven, as her fingers pressed against the wet diaper, feeling the warmth. “Seeing my baby boy cum for me like this, so helpless—it’s almost too much.”

His breath hitched, his spent cock twitching at her words, the wet diaper clinging to him, a humiliating reminder of his surrender. He lay there, trembling, craving her touch, her approval, even as shame burned in his chest. Her hungry gaze held him captive, promising more.

She stood, adjusting her lab coat with a shaky hand, her neck still flushed, her control slipping just slightly. “You’ve done beautifully today, Ethan. But we’re not finished. Tonight, we’ll push for a final breakthrough, and I’ll enjoy every second of your surrender.”

Her words lingered, a sharp tease of what was to come, as she stepped back, her smirk confirming her pleasure in his near-exposure. He lay on the bench, body still shaking from the egg’s torment, knowing under her piercing stare that the deepest regression was yet to unfold.


Chapter 11: Breaking Point

Clara’s heels clicked with a sharp, commanding rhythm as she re-entered the office, the sound slicing through the heavy silence. Ethan lay on the padded bench, his body still trembling from the intense release moments ago. The fresh diaper, already soaked with his cum, crinkled softly under him, the wet bulk sagging between his thighs, while the plug, Trainer’s Hold, and the vibrating egg pressed inside, a lingering ache even without the buzz.

“Up, little one.” Her voice was firm, warm with that possessive edge that made his skin tingle. “We’re not done. There’s a special protocol waiting for you in the nursery.”

His heart thudded hard. A special protocol? The wet diaper clung to him, the crinkle echoing as he slid off the bench, legs shaky under his bare frame. His cock twitched faintly, spent but still responsive, trapped in the heavy padding.

Clara’s ice-blonde hair gleamed under the office light, her lab coat pristine over the deep blue suit, sharp glasses framing eyes that burned with intent. Her neck bore a faint flush, a sign of her arousal as she watched him struggle to stand. She adjusted her glasses, her gaze dropping to the sagging diaper, a smirk curling her lips.

“Follow me, baby boy.” She turned, heels clicking as she led the way out of the office, not waiting to see if he obeyed.

He did. Each step made the diaper crinkle wetly under him, the plastic backing rubbing against his inner thighs. The plug shifted inside, sending a dull jolt through his core, while the egg sat silent but heavy, a constant threat. His bare chest felt exposed, the cool air of the hallway biting his skin as he trailed behind her.

The nursery door loomed ahead, pastel blue walls visible through the glass panel. Clara swiped her keycard, the lock clicking open, and gestured for him to enter. The scent of baby powder hit him instantly, mixing with lavender, as the familiar space surrounded him—crib in one corner, changing table in the center, shelves stocked with diapers and supplies.

“Stand there, little one.” She pointed to the middle of the room, near a low padded mat he hadn’t noticed before. “Mommy Clara has something very important to do with her sweet boy.”

His stomach twisted. The diaper rustled as he moved, the wet weight pulling at his hips, his cock stirring despite the recent release. He stood on the mat, bare feet sinking into the soft surface, feeling smaller under her towering presence.

She locked the door with a deliberate click, the sound making his pulse spike. Then she crossed to a shelf, her movements slow, calculated, pulling out a small black case and a set of leather restraints. Her neck flushed deeper as she turned to him, holding up the items for him to see.

“We’re doing a cleansing protocol, baby boy.” Her voice dropped, intimate and firm. “It’s time to push your dependency to a new level. You’ll surrender everything to Mommy, even your most basic control.”

His breath caught. Cleansing protocol? The words sent dread and heat crashing through him. The wet diaper sagged heavier, the crinkle a humiliating reminder of how far he’d already fallen, as he watched her open the case to reveal a medical-grade enema kit—tubing, a small bag, and a nozzle gleaming under the light.

“No.” The word slipped out, quiet but raw, his hands clenching at his sides. “I can’t... not that.”

Clara’s gaze sharpened, pinning him in place. “Oh, sweet boy, you can. And you will.” Her tone was warm, but it carried iron. “Mommy knows what her baby needs, even when he fights it.”

His face burned. He wanted to step back, to refuse, but his feet stayed rooted, his cock twitching against the soaked padding. The plug inside him felt heavier now, a cruel preview of what was coming, as she stepped closer, restraints in one hand, kit in the other.

“Lie down on the mat, little one.” Her command left no room for argument. “Face down, legs apart. Let Mommy take care of her helpless boy.”

His legs trembled as he obeyed, the diaper crinkling wetly as he lowered himself onto the soft mat. He lay face down, cheek pressed to the cool padding, spreading his legs slightly, the bulk of the diaper sagging between his thighs. The vulnerability seared through him, his cock stirring harder despite the shame knotting his gut.

Clara knelt beside him, her gloved hand brushing his bare back as she set the kit down. “Hands behind you, baby boy. Mommy needs to make sure her little one stays still for this.”

He hesitated, fingers digging into the mat, but her tone compelled him. He crossed his wrists behind his back, the diaper rustling as he shifted, and felt the cool leather restraints wrap around them. The buckles clicked tight, binding him helpless, his cock throbbing in the wet padding at the loss of control.

“There we go, sweet boy.” Her voice was soothing, her gloved fingers brushing his bound wrists. “So perfect for Mommy. So helpless, just how I like my baby.”

His cheeks burned hotter. The diaper crinkled as he squirmed slightly, the plug pressing deeper, a dull ache that made his cock pulse. He couldn’t move, couldn’t hide, trapped under her gaze and her restraints, the wet bulk a constant humiliation.

She moved behind him, her heels clicking as she positioned herself near his spread legs. He heard the faint rustle of plastic, the squirt of lube, and his body tensed, knowing what was coming. Her gloved hand pressed against the diaper’s edge, pulling at the tapes with a loud rip, peeling the soaked padding away.

The cool air hit his exposed skin, his cock twitching free, still slick with cum, as she lifted the wet diaper and set it aside. The scent of his surrender mixed with baby powder, making his face burn, as her fingers brushed his inner thighs, spreading lube with slow, deliberate strokes.

“Relax, little one.” Her tone was warm, almost tender, as she worked, her gloved hand steady. “Mommy’s going to take out the plug now. Breathe for me, sweet boy.”

He tried to breathe, chest tight against the mat, as she gently eased Trainer’s Hold free. The sensation of it sliding out made him gasp, a raw emptiness following, his cock pulsing despite the discomfort. But relief was fleeting—her lubed fingers returned, brushing him, preparing him for something new.

He heard the faint slosh of liquid, the enema bag being filled, and his stomach churned. “Please... I don’t need this.” His voice was small, pleading, but it trembled with a heat he couldn’t deny.

“Oh, baby boy, you do.” Her reply was soft, possessive. “Mommy knows best. You’ll feel so much better when you let go for me completely.”

Her words burned into him. He felt the cool tip of the nozzle press against him, slick with lube, and tensed, a low whimper escaping. Her other hand rested on his bound wrists, steadying him, as she pushed gently, the intrusion slow but firm.

“There we go, sweet boy.” Her voice soothed as the nozzle slid in, a strange pressure that made his cock twitch against the mat. “Mommy’s got you. Just feel it for me.”

His breath hitched. The nozzle felt foreign, invasive, but her tone wrapped around him, pulling him deeper into surrender. The diaper was gone, leaving him bare and exposed, the crinkle replaced by the faint slosh of liquid as she adjusted the bag.

A slow warmth started, the liquid flowing into him, a creeping fullness that made his body tremble. His cock throbbed harder, pressed to the mat, as the pressure built, a mix of discomfort and raw, unwanted heat. He bit his lip, trying to stay still, but his hips shifted, a soft moan slipping out.

“Shh, baby boy.” Clara’s gloved hand brushed his back, calming. “Let it fill you. Let Mommy cleanse her little one completely.”

The warmth spread, heavy and relentless, his stomach tightening with the growing fullness. His cock pulsed against the mat, aching despite the strange sensation, as the liquid kept coming, pushing his limits. The restraints held his wrists tight, keeping him helpless, a prisoner to her care.

Her neck flushed a deep pink, visible as she leaned over him, her breathing uneven. “I’m so wet seeing you like this, Ethan. So helpless, taking everything Mommy gives you.” Her confession sent a shock through his core, his cock throbbing painfully, the fullness intensifying every sensation.

The flow stopped, the nozzle still in place, holding the liquid inside him. His body trembled, the pressure a constant ache, his cock hard and desperate against the mat. He couldn’t move, couldn’t ease it, bound and exposed under her hungry gaze.

“You’re doing so well, little one.” Her praise washed over him, warm and raw. “Feel that fullness, baby boy. Feel how much you need Mommy to control even this.”

His face burned with humiliation, but his cock pulsed harder, dripping precum onto the mat. The pressure was maddening, a deep ache that twisted with arousal, her words pulling him deeper into a haze of surrender. He whimpered, hips jerking slightly, unable to stop himself.

Clara’s gloved hand moved to his side, pressing gently against his stomach, feeling the tightness. “Such a good baby for Mommy. I love how your body trembles for me, so full, so mine.” Her tone was intimate, her arousal clear in the tremor of her voice.

He moaned softly, the sound raw, as the fullness pressed harder, his cock aching for release under the weight of it. The egg inside him sat silent, a quiet threat beside the nozzle, amplifying the torment. He wanted to beg, to plead for relief, but her control silenced him, keeping him teetering on the edge.

She leaned closer, her breath warm near his ear. “I’m going to take the nozzle out now, sweet boy. But you’ll hold it for Mommy until I say. Show me how much you depend on me.”

His breath hitched. Hold it? The pressure was unbearable, his body trembling as she gently slid the nozzle free, the sensation making him gasp. The fullness remained, heavy and relentless, his cock throbbing painfully, trapped against the mat.

“There, baby boy.” Her hand brushed his back, soothing. “So good for me. Hold it just a little longer, and Mommy will reward her little one.”

His hips jerked faintly, the restraints biting into his wrists, the pressure a constant ache that mixed with raw need. His cock pulsed, desperate for any relief, as sweat beaded on his forehead. Her praise burned through him, a warmth he craved even as shame clawed at his chest.

Clara stood, her heels clicking as she moved to a shelf, retrieving a small object—a new plug, larger than Trainer’s Hold, its glossy surface catching the light. “This is Ultimate Yield, baby boy. It’ll keep you secure until you’re ready to let go for Mommy.”

His stomach dropped. Another plug? The pressure inside him was already too much, his cock throbbing at the thought of more, even as panic surged. He couldn’t speak, couldn’t protest, bound and trembling under her gaze.

Her gloved fingers coated it with lube, the slick sound echoing in the quiet nursery. “Relax, sweet boy. Mommy’s going to put this in now, to help you hold everything for me.” Her tone was warm, commanding, as she knelt behind him again.

He felt the cool tip press against him, slick and firm, much thicker than the last. He tensed, a low whimper escaping, as she pushed gently, the stretch burning slightly. His cock pulsed hard against the mat, the pressure inside amplifying every sensation, as the plug slid deeper.

“There we go, baby boy.” Her voice soothed as Ultimate Yield settled in, heavy and unyielding, the flared base snug against him. “So perfect for Mommy. Feel that, little one. Feel how full you are for me.”

His breath came in short gasps. The plug stretched him wide, the fullness inside a constant, heavy ache, his cock aching painfully against the mat. The restraints held him helpless, his body trembling under the dual pressure, as her hand brushed his bound wrists.

She leaned over him, her neck flushed deep pink, her breathing ragged with arousal. “I could cum just watching you like this, Ethan. So full, so bound, so mine. It makes me ache to see my baby boy struggle for me.”

Her words sent a shock through him. His cock throbbed, dripping more precum onto the mat, the pressure inside pushing him to a breaking point. He moaned, raw and desperate, hips jerking faintly against the restraints, unable to ease the torment.

Clara’s hand moved to his side again, pressing against the tightness of his stomach, feeling the fullness. “You’re so close to breaking for Mommy, aren’t you, little one? I love how your body begs for me, even when you fight it.”

His face burned hotter than ever. The pressure was unbearable, the heavy plug stretching him wide, locking the fullness inside, his cock aching for release under it all. He whimpered, unable to hold back the sound, as his body trembled under her touch.

She clicked a small remote, and the egg beside the plug buzzed to life, vibrating hard. The sudden jolt made him cry out, hips thrusting against the mat, the sensation overwhelming with the fullness and the stretch. His cock strained, so close to the edge, as sweat dripped down his forehead.

“Not yet, baby boy.” Her tone was firm, a warning, as her hand pressed against his back, steadying him. “You don’t cum until Mommy says. Hold everything for me, sweet boy. Show me how much you need this.”

His breath hitched. The egg buzzed relentlessly, the heavy plug amplifying every pulse, the pressure inside a constant ache that pushed him to the brink. He groaned, raw and desperate, the restraints biting into his wrists as he fought the urge to let go, to cum, to break under her will.

Her other hand brushed his bare thigh, sending electric shocks through him. “I’m so wet watching you tremble, little one. Knowing I’ve got you so full, so helpless—it’s driving me wild.” Her voice trembled with arousal, her neck flushed a deep pink as she watched him struggle.

His cock throbbed painfully, pressed to the mat, the egg buzzing hard, the plug stretching him wide. The fullness inside was a torment he couldn’t escape, his body trembling under the weight of it all. He bit his lip, holding back another moan, the pressure and need crashing together in his core.

Clara leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear. “I’m tempted to let you cum now, baby boy. But I want you aching for me a little longer. Feel this fullness, feel Mommy’s control, until I decide you’ve earned release.”

His body shook, the egg’s vibration a cruel tease, the heavy plug and the pressure inside keeping him teetering on the edge. He nodded, barely, his breath ragged, the restraints holding him captive as the nursery’s pastel walls mocked his state. Her control was absolute, a chain tighter than the leather on his wrists.

She stood, her heels clicking as she moved to a shelf, retrieving a fresh diaper, the plastic backing crinkling in her hands. “We’ll change you soon, little one, after you’ve held for Mommy a bit longer. I want to see my baby boy break completely under my care.”

His heart raced. Break completely. The words burned into him, his cock aching painfully, the pressure inside a relentless torment. He lay there, bound on the mat, the egg buzzing hard, the heavy plug stretching him wide, sweat coating his skin as the fullness pushed his limits.

Minutes dragged on, each one a battle against the sensations overwhelming him. The egg vibrated relentlessly, the plug a constant stretch, the pressure inside a heavy ache that made his body tremble. His cock throbbed against the mat, desperate for release, but her rules held him on the brink, a prisoner to her will.

Clara knelt beside him again, her gloved hand brushing his back, soothing. “You’re doing so beautifully, baby boy. Holding everything for Mommy, trembling so perfectly. I’m so proud of my little one.”

Her praise sent a rush through him, raw and warm, even as the pressure tormented him. His cock pulsed harder, dripping more onto the mat, the egg buzzing in cruel waves. He moaned softly, unable to stop himself, his hips jerking faintly against the restraints.

Her neck flushed deeper, her breathing uneven as she pressed her hand against his stomach, feeling the tightness. “I’m so close to losing control, Ethan. Seeing my baby boy so full, so bound, aching for me—it’s almost too much.” Her confession sliced through him, deepening the ache in his core.

She clicked the remote, lowering the vibration to a faint hum, just enough to keep him desperate. “Not yet, sweet boy. I want you to feel this for a little longer. Show Mommy how much you can take for her.”

His breath came in ragged gasps. The pressure inside was a constant weight, the heavy plug locking it in, his cock throbbing painfully against the mat. He nodded, trembling, unable to speak, under her hungry gaze, the nursery’s soft light casting shadows over his bound form.

Clara’s hand lingered on his back, her touch warm through the glove. “I’m going to untie you now, little one. But you’ll stay in position for Mommy. We’re not done until you’ve surrendered every last bit of control.”

The restraints loosened, the leather falling away as she unbuckled them, her fingers brushing his wrists. His hands fell free, tingling, but he didn’t move, staying face down, legs spread, the pressure inside still heavy, his cock aching under her command. The egg hummed faintly, a cruel tease, as the plug stretched him wide.

“Such a good baby boy.” Her tone was warm, approving, as she brushed his bare thigh. “Feel that fullness, little one. Feel how much you belong to Mommy, even without the ties.”

His face burned, his cock pulsing harder, the pressure a torment he couldn’t ease. He wanted to shift, to beg for relief, but her voice held him in place, a chain as tight as the leather had been. The nursery’s pastel walls blurred in his vision, a mocking backdrop to his regression.

She stood again, her heels clicking as she moved behind him, her gloved hand pressing against the heavy plug, ensuring it stayed secure. “I’m so wet watching you like this, baby boy. Knowing I’ve got you so full, so desperate—it makes me ache to push you even further.”

Her words sent raw heat through him. His cock throbbed, the pressure inside pushing him to a breaking point, the faint hum of the egg keeping him on edge. He moaned, low and raw, his body trembling on the mat, craving her permission to let go, to cum, to break.

Clara leaned over him, her breath warm near his ear, her neck flushed a deep pink with arousal. “Hold on just a little longer, sweet boy. Mommy’s got one more step before you’re ready. Tomorrow’s graduation ceremony will be your final surrender, and I’ll be there to see every pathetic, perfect moment.”


Chapter 12: Graduation Ceremony

Clara’s heels clicked sharply as she stepped away from Ethan, the sound echoing in the pastel nursery. He lay face down on the padded mat, his bare body trembling, the heavy plug—Ultimate Yield—stretching him wide, locking in the intense fullness from the enema. His wrists, though freed from the leather restraints, stayed behind his back, his hands clenching into fists as the faint hum of the vibrating egg teased his aching cock against the mat.

“Turn over, little one.” Her voice sliced through the quiet, warm but unyielding. “Mommy wants to see her baby boy’s face for the graduation ceremony.”

His stomach knotted. Graduation ceremony. The words carried a finality that made his breath hitch. He shifted, the absence of a diaper leaving him raw and exposed, his cock half-hard and slick with precum against the mat. The fullness inside pressed harder as he rolled onto his back, a low groan escaping his lips.

Clara stood over him, her ice-blonde hair pulled tight, lab coat pristine over the deep blue suit. Her sharp glasses framed eyes that burned with hunger, her neck flushed a deep pink as she took in his trembling form. She held a fresh diaper in one hand, the plastic backing crinkling softly, and a small black remote in the other.

“Look at you, baby boy.” Her babytalk dripped with possession. “So full, so helpless for Mommy. Ready to graduate into total surrender.”

His face burned. He wanted to cover himself, to hide the heat in his cheeks, but his hands stayed limp at his sides, too overwhelmed by the pressure inside him. His cock twitched, traitorously eager, as the egg’s faint buzz kept him on a maddening edge.

She knelt beside him, setting the remote down to unfold the diaper with deliberate slowness. The crinkle filled the nursery, a humiliating sound that made his skin prickle. The scent of baby powder wafted as she shook a small container, dusting it over his bare hips, her gloved fingers brushing his inner thighs.

“Mommy’s going to make her little one all snug again.” Her voice was soft, teasing, as she slid the thick padding under him. “Lift for me, sweet boy.”

He obeyed, lifting his hips just enough, the movement making the plug shift deeper. A sharp jolt shot through him, his cock throbbing as it brushed the soft lining of the diaper. She pulled the front up, covering his aching erection, the tapes ripping loudly as she secured them tight.

The bulk hugged him, heavy between his thighs, the plastic backing catching the nursery’s soft light. His cock strained against the fresh padding, trapped and desperate, the fullness inside still a relentless ache. The egg hummed faintly, teasing him through the layers, as the plug held everything in place.

“Perfect fit, baby boy.” Clara’s gloved hand pressed against the front, testing the warmth, the fit. “But we’re adding more for your big moment. Mommy wants her little one completely bound for graduation.”

His heart raced. Bound? The diaper crinkled as he shifted slightly, the pressure inside making him wince. He watched, trembling, as she stood and crossed to a shelf, retrieving a set of soft leather cuffs and a matching collar, the black material gleaming under the light.

She returned, kneeling close, her lab coat brushing his bare arm. “Hands out, sweet boy. Let Mommy make sure her baby can’t wiggle away.”

He hesitated, fingers twitching, the fullness inside a constant distraction. But her gaze pinned him, sharp and unyielding, and his hands moved forward, trembling as she wrapped the cuffs around his wrists. The buckles clicked tight, a sound that made his cock pulse harder in the diaper.

“There we go, little one.” Her voice was warm, approving, as she fastened the collar around his neck, the leather cool against his flushed skin. “So pretty for Mommy. So helpless, just how I like my baby boy.”

His cheeks burned hotter. The diaper crinkled as he tested the cuffs, the restraints limiting his movement, deepening his vulnerability. The collar felt snug, a constant reminder of her ownership, as his cock throbbed against the padding, aching for more.

Clara’s gloved hand brushed his chest, tracing down to the diaper’s edge. “Now, let’s add one more thing for your ceremony, sweet boy.” Her tone was intimate, her neck flushing deeper as she reached for a small pacifier from the shelf, the rubber nipple gleaming.

His stomach twisted. A pacifier? The idea of sucking on it, of sinking deeper into this regression, made his face burn. Yet his cock twitched hard, trapped in the diaper, as she held it to his lips, her eyes daring him to resist.

“Open for Mommy, baby boy.” Her command was soft but firm, her gloved fingers pressing the nipple against his mouth. “Show me how much you need this.”

He parted his lips, trembling, the rubber sliding in, cool against his tongue. The pacifier clicked softly against his teeth as he sucked instinctively, the act humiliating but oddly grounding. His cock pulsed harder in the diaper, the crinkle sounding as his hips shifted under her gaze.

“Such a good little boy.” Clara’s praise sent a rush through him, raw and warm. “Sucking your paci for Mommy, looking so pathetic and perfect.”

His face burned with shame, but his body leaned into the sensation, the pacifier a constant presence in his mouth, the diaper a heavy bulk between his thighs. The fullness inside pressed harder, the plug unyielding, as the egg’s faint hum teased his aching cock.

She stood, her heels clicking as she moved to a low table nearby, retrieving a sleek vibrator wand, its glossy black surface catching the light. “This is for your final reward, baby boy. Mommy’s going to make her little one cum so hard for graduation.”

His breath hitched around the pacifier. A vibrator? His cock throbbed painfully in the diaper, the idea of her using it on him sending raw heat through his core. The fullness inside made every sensation sharper, his body trembling as she knelt beside him again.

Clara clicked the remote, and the egg inside buzzed harder, vibrating relentlessly beside the heavy plug. His hips jerked against the mat, a muffled moan escaping around the pacifier, the diaper crinkling loudly. The dual pressure was overwhelming, pushing him toward an edge he couldn’t reach alone.

“Feel that, little one.” Her voice was low, hungry, as she pressed the vibrator wand against the front of the diaper, not turning it on yet but letting him feel the weight through the padding. “Mommy’s going to break her baby boy completely now.”

His eyes widened, the pacifier clicking as he sucked harder, a desperate reflex. The egg buzzed inside, the plug stretching him wide, the fullness a constant ache that made his cock throb. He wanted to beg, to plead for relief, but the restraints and the pacifier silenced him, leaving him trembling under her control.

She turned on the vibrator, a low hum starting as she pressed it harder against the diaper, right over his trapped cock. The sensation hit like a shockwave, even through the thick padding, making him gasp around the pacifier. His hips bucked, the diaper crinkling wetly as precum soaked in, the egg amplifying every pulse inside.

“Oh, baby boy.” Clara’s breath hitched, her neck flushed a deep pink, her gloved hand steady as she worked the wand in slow circles. “Look at you, trembling for Mommy. I’m so wet seeing my little one so desperate.”

Her confession burned through him. His cock strained harder, the diaper sagging with the weight of his arousal, the crinkle loud in the quiet nursery. The vibrator buzzed through the padding, the egg vibrating inside, the plug a relentless stretch, pushing him closer to breaking.

His hands tugged at the cuffs, the leather biting into his wrists, a reminder of his helplessness. The pacifier muffled his moans, the rubber clicking against his teeth as he sucked, lost in the haze of regression. The fullness inside was unbearable now, a heavy pressure that twisted with raw need, his body begging for release.

Clara leaned closer, her lab coat brushing his bare chest, her breath warm near his ear. “I’m going to let you cum soon, sweet boy. But first, Mommy wants to feel her baby boy let go completely. Release that fullness for me, little one.”

His eyes widened behind the pacifier. Let go? The pressure inside was a torment, the enema’s weight locked in by the heavy plug, his cock throbbing under the vibrator’s buzz. He shook his head faintly, a last flicker of resistance, but her gaze held him, sharp and unyielding.

“Shh, baby boy.” Her tone soothed, her free hand pressing against his stomach, feeling the tightness. “Mommy knows you need this. Let it happen for me. Show me how much you’re mine.”

Her words sliced through him. The vibrator pressed harder against the diaper, the egg buzzing relentlessly inside, the plug stretching him wide. The pressure built to a breaking point, his body trembling as a slow warmth started, the release of the enema beginning despite his fight.

His face burned with humiliation, the warmth spreading as he let go, the fullness easing in a rush of relief and shame. The diaper absorbed it, growing heavier, sagging between his thighs, the crinkle turning wet and thick. His cock pulsed harder, the vibrator’s buzz pushing him closer, the relief mixing with raw arousal.

“Good boy, little one.” Clara’s praise hit like a wave, her voice trembling with arousal. “Letting go for Mommy like this. I’m so proud of my pathetic baby.”

His hips jerked, the diaper crinkling wetly, the vibrator teasing his cock through the soaked padding. The pacifier muffled his gasp, the rubber clicking as he sucked harder, lost in the haze of surrender. The egg buzzed inside, the plug still stretching him, every sensation amplified by the release of the fullness.

She turned up the vibrator’s intensity, the hum growing louder as she pressed it against the wet diaper, right over his throbbing cock. “Cum for Mommy now, baby boy. Show me how much you’ve surrendered for your graduation.”

Her command shattered him. The vibrator buzzed hard, the egg pulsed inside, and the orgasm slammed into him, his cock spilling cum into the already soaked diaper. Warmth spread further through the padding, contractions rocking his body as he moaned around the pacifier, hips thrusting against the mat.

The release burned through him, each wave raw and intense, the wet weight growing heavier between his thighs. His chest heaved, breath ragged through the pacifier, as aftershocks trembled through him. Sweat coated his skin, the leather cuffs and collar a constant reminder of his helplessness.

Clara gasped, her neck flushed a deep pink, her gloved hand trembling as she held the vibrator in place. “Good boy. So good for Mommy.” Her voice broke, her thighs pressing together under her suit, her arousal peaking as she watched him cum.

Her praise dragged out the aftershocks, his cock twitching in the soaked padding, the crinkle wet and soft now. She turned off the vibrator, setting it aside, and clicked the remote to silence the egg’s hum. The sudden quiet was jarring, his body still trembling from the intensity.

Her hand moved to her own thigh, squeezing hard through her suit, her breathing ragged. “I’m so wet, little one. Seeing my baby boy break like this, cum for me, let go completely—it’s too much.” Her confession was raw, her body trembling as she leaned over him, her neck flushed deep pink.

She pressed a hand against the soaked diaper, feeling the warmth, the weight, her touch sending a faint jolt through his spent cock. Then her fingers moved to her own suit, slipping under the fabric as she touched herself, her breath hitching sharply. Her eyes stayed locked on him, sharp and possessive, as her body tensed.

Her gasp turned into a soft moan, her thighs trembling under her suit, her orgasm hitting quietly but visibly. Her neck flushed deeper, her fingers working fast, the sight of her release burning into Ethan’s hazy mind. His spent cock twitched again, trapped in the wet diaper, as he watched her cum, aroused by his total surrender.

She steadied herself, pulling her hand free, adjusting her suit with a shaky grip. Her breathing slowed, but the flush remained, her eyes still hungry as she leaned down to brush his cheek, removing the pacifier with a soft pop. “You’ve graduated, baby boy. So perfect for Mommy.”

His lips felt empty without the pacifier, his breath ragged as the wet diaper clung to him, heavy and humiliating. Her praise sent a final rush through him, raw and warm, even as shame lingered in his chest. He lay there, bound wrists and collared neck a testament to his regression, craving her approval despite it all.

Clara stood, crossing to her desk in the corner of the nursery, retrieving a sleek contract and a pen. Her heels clicked as she returned, her posture regaining its perfect control, though her neck still bore a faint flush. She set the papers on a small table beside the mat, her gaze locking onto his.

“This is your final step, little one.” Her voice was firm, intimate, as she uncapped the pen. “Sign this contract to stay in the program indefinitely. Commit to Mommy’s care, to total dependency, forever.”

His heart raced. Forever? The wet diaper sagged between his thighs, the crinkle a constant echo of his surrender, as he stared at the contract. His hands, still cuffed, trembled as she guided the pen into his grip, her gloved fingers steadying him.

“Sign, baby boy.” Her command was soft, but it carried iron. “Show Mommy you’re hers, completely.”

He hesitated, the pen hovering over the paper, his mind reeling with the weight of it. But her gaze held him, sharp and possessive, and his cock twitched faintly in the soaked padding, his body already hers. He pressed the pen down, signing his name with a shaky scratch, sealing his fate under her control.

Clara’s smirk grew, her neck flushing again as she took the contract, folding it with deliberate care. “Good boy, little one. You’ve made Mommy so proud.” Her voice was warm, a promise of more to come, as she set the paper aside.

She knelt beside him again, her gloved hand brushing his chest, soothing now, as she unbuckled the cuffs and collar, freeing him from the leather. His wrists tingled, his neck bare, but the wet diaper remained, a heavy reminder of his new reality. His body leaned toward her touch, craving more, even as his mind spun with what he’d just done.

Her fingers pressed against the soaked diaper one last time, feeling the warmth, the mess. “We’ll change you soon, sweet boy. But first, let Mommy hold her perfect little one.” Her tone softened, almost tender, as she guided him to sit up, pulling him into her arms.

He collapsed against her, spent and trembling, the wet diaper crinkling as he pressed into her warmth. Her lab coat brushed his bare skin, the scent of lavender and powder overwhelming, as her hand cradled the back of his head. His body melted into her hold, the contract on the table a silent chain binding him to her forever.

“Such a good boy,” Clara whispered, her lips near his ear, her breath warm with satisfaction. “You’re mine now, little one, and Mommy’s got endless plans to keep her baby just as pathetic and perfect as you are.”

Still craving more? 

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

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

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

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 

[image: ]


The Whisper Beyond the Page

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

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

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

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

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

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane
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This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 
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