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Chapter 1

Vera strode into the boardroom on the forty-second floor of the Manhattan corporate tower with the crisp click of her Louboutins echoing off the glass walls. The space was vast, sterile, and freezing, the kind of room designed to remind everyone who truly held the power. She dropped her leather portfolio onto the head of the long conference table and let her fingertips brush the polished mahogany. It was ice-cold beneath her skin, the chill seeping straight through the thin fabric of her tailored black pencil skirt. Her raven chignon sat high and tight at the nape of her neck, not a single dark strand daring to escape. Her ice-blue eyes, sharp as cut glass, swept over the empty leather chairs and the floor-to-ceiling windows framing the glittering skyline. Triumphant. Exhausted. But mostly triumphant.

She had done it. The billion-dollar acquisition she had bled for over the last fourteen months was finally closing. Sixteen-hour days, skipped meals, the constant knot of tension between her shoulder blades that no amount of structured shoulder pads in her power suits could fully hide. She was thirty-two, the youngest lead counsel her firm had ever promoted, and today she was about to cement her legend. Vera allowed herself the smallest exhale, shoulders rolling back as she claimed her seat. The cold of the chair pressed through her skirt and panties, a stark contrast to the heat of victory thrumming in her veins. This was control. This was everything she had built her identity on.

The rest of the team filed in quietly—junior associates, two partners, all of them avoiding her gaze the way they always did when she was in full ice-queen mode. Vera didn’t mind the silence. She thrived in it. It gave her room to think, to anticipate every objection, every last-second curveball. She crossed her legs, the faint whisper of nylon against nylon the only sound besides the low hum of the air-conditioning. Her mind raced ahead to the celebration she would allow herself later—a single glass of expensive Scotch in her corner office, maybe even an early night. She deserved it.

Then the door opened again.

Mistress Reine entered like she already owned the room.

The woman was forty-eight, silver hair coiled into an elegant chignon that somehow looked both severe and sensual. Blood-red lipstick slashed across her mouth, a perfect contrast to her crisp white blouse and charcoal pencil skirt that hugged every dangerous curve. Her presence hit like a physical force—commanding, unhurried, utterly certain. Vera felt it in her stomach first, a tightening low in her core that she immediately dismissed as adrenaline from the deal. Reine’s dark eyes locked onto hers across the table, and the corner of her mouth curved into that serene, terrifying smile.

“Ms. Vera,” Reine said, voice smooth as aged whiskey. “I believe congratulations are in order. Or were.”

Vera’s spine straightened. “The papers are ready. We close today.”

Reine didn’t sit. She simply walked to the opposite end of the table, heels clicking with deliberate slowness, and set a slim black folder down. The heavy silence thickened until it felt like the air itself had been vacuumed out. Vera’s associates shifted uncomfortably. One of them cleared his throat, but a single raised eyebrow from Reine silenced him.

“The acquiring hedge fund,” Reine continued, tapping one manicured nail on the folder, “is now mine. I closed on it this morning. Your little acquisition… belongs to me. And I’m afraid the terms have changed.”

Vera’s ice-blue eyes narrowed. The cold of the table suddenly felt sharper against her palms. “That’s impossible. We had exclusivity.”

Reine’s smile never wavered. “Exclusivity is only as strong as the money behind it. And I have more.” She opened the folder and slid a single sheet across the glossy surface. Vera caught it before it could slide off the edge, the paper cool and heavy in her hands. The numbers were devastating. The deal she had poured her soul into had been flipped, undercut, and stolen in the span of a single night.

Horror clawed up her throat. Her career, her reputation, the partnership track—everything balanced on this. She could feel the exhaustion she had been holding at bay crashing in now, a wave of bone-deep fatigue mixed with raw panic. Her mind spun through contingencies, but every path ended in ruin. The room had gone so quiet she could hear her own heartbeat thundering in her ears.

The associates and partners excused themselves one by one under Reine’s calm gaze until only the two women remained. The heavy silence returned, thicker now, intimate and dangerous. Vera’s fingers tightened on the edge of the cold table, knuckles whitening.

“You’re finished here unless you accept my alternative,” Reine said softly. She circled the table slowly, each step measured, her commanding presence filling the space until Vera felt pinned in place. “Termination. Public scandal. Your name dragged through every legal tabloid as the attorney who lost the biggest deal of the decade. Or…”

Reine stopped beside Vera’s chair. Close enough that the faint scent of her—something dark and expensive, like crushed roses and leather—wrapped around Vera like smoke. She placed a fresh document in front of her. The contract. Thick, formal, the ink still slightly glossy on the signature line.

“Sign this personal discipline protocol and you keep your position. Your title. Your salary. Everything… except your control.”

Vera’s breath caught. “What the hell is this?”

Reine leaned down, one hand bracing on the cold table beside Vera’s, her silver hair brushing Vera’s shoulder. “A new set of rules. For you. Designed by me. You will obey them. Every single one. Or I will destroy you so thoroughly you’ll never practice law again.”

Vera stared at the contract. The words blurred. Her mind screamed refusal, but the alternative was career death. Her body, traitorous and exhausted, registered the heat of Reine’s nearness, the way her nipples had tightened against the lace of her bra beneath the stiff shoulder pads of her suit. Shame burned in her cheeks even as a dark, unwelcome throb pulsed between her thighs.

Reine’s voice dropped to a velvet murmur. “You’re already wet, aren’t you? I can see it in your eyes. The perfect ice queen, cracking.”

Before Vera could snap a denial, Reine’s hand slid under the table, fingers tracing the hem of Vera’s pencil skirt. The touch was electric. Vera’s legs parted before she could stop them, the cold air kissing the damp lace of her panties as the skirt rode higher. Reine’s fingertips pressed against the fabric, rubbing slow circles over Vera’s clit through the thin barrier.

“Stop,” Vera whispered, but her hips rolled forward, chasing the pressure.

Reine chuckled, low and knowing. “No. You need this. You need to feel what surrender tastes like before you sign.” She hooked the lace aside and plunged two fingers deep into Vera’s cunt without warning.

Vera gasped, back arching against the leather chair. The cold table dug into her forearms as she gripped the edge. Reine’s fingers were thick, insistent, curling perfectly against that sensitive spot inside her. Wet sounds filled the silent boardroom—obscene, slick, undeniable. Vera’s ice-blue eyes fluttered half-closed as Reine pumped deeper, thumb circling her swollen clit with ruthless precision.

“You fight so beautifully,” Reine whispered against her ear, silver hair brushing Vera’s cheek. “But your cunt is dripping for me already. Soaking my fingers like the desperate little toy you’re about to become.”

Vera moaned, the sound torn from her throat. Her control-freak mind railed against the humiliation, but her body betrayed her completely. She rocked against Reine’s hand, chasing the building pressure, the tight coil of pleasure winding higher with every thrust. The cold table grounded her even as heat flooded her core. Her nipples ached, straining against her blouse. Reine added a third finger, stretching her open, fucking her harder, faster, the heel of her palm grinding against Vera’s clit.

“Come for me, Vera. Right here on this table where you thought you ruled everything. Come and show me how badly you need what I’m offering.”

The orgasm hit like a freight train. Vera’s entire body seized, thighs clamping around Reine’s wrist as her cunt clenched and pulsed around the invading fingers. A hot gush of wetness flooded out, soaking Reine’s hand and dripping onto the cold mahogany beneath her. Vera cried out, raw and broken, hips jerking helplessly as wave after wave ripped through her. Her vision whited out. She could feel her juices sliding down her inner thighs, the obscene wet spot spreading on the seat beneath her. Reine kept pumping through it, drawing every last shudder and aftershock until Vera was a trembling, gasping mess slumped against the table.

Only then did Reine withdraw her fingers, glistening with Vera’s cum. She brought them to Vera’s lips and pushed them inside without asking. Vera tasted herself—salty, musky, humiliating—and sucked obediently, eyes glazed.

Reine smiled that serene, terrifying smile and slid the contract closer. The pen waited beside it, black ink gleaming.

“Sign it, Vera. This is your only graceful exit.”

Vera’s hand trembled as she picked up the pen. The ink flowed across the signature line in a shaky line, sealing her fate. She had no idea what the padded future truly held—only that she had just surrendered the last piece of herself to the woman now watching her with hungry, possessive eyes.


Chapter 2

Vera stepped into Mistress Reine’s private office on the forty-fifth floor, the heavy oak door clicking shut behind her with finality. The space was a study in controlled power: dark walnut paneling, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Manhattan skyline, and a massive antique desk that dominated the room. The air carried a faint trace of leather and something floral yet sharp. Vera’s heart hammered against her ribs. She was still sore from yesterday’s boardroom orgasm, her cunt tender and her panties slightly damp from the memory. Nervous energy crackled through her veins, but she lifted her chin, ice-blue eyes defiant.

“You wanted to see me,” Vera said, voice steadier than she felt.

Reine rose from behind the desk like a queen surveying her newest subject. Silver hair coiled perfectly, blood-red lips curved in that serene smile. She wore a fitted black blouse and a narrow skirt that accentuated her strong hips. “I did. Come here, Vera. We begin your protocol today.”

Vera’s stomach twisted. The contract she had signed burned in her memory—the clauses about discipline, obedience, and “personal hygiene management.” She approached the desk, heels sinking into the thick carpet. The room felt warmer than the boardroom, almost intimate. Reine gestured to a wide leather chaise near the windows, and Vera sat, the cool leather pressing against the backs of her thighs through her pencil skirt.

Reine moved closer, her commanding presence filling the space. She stopped inches away, looking down at Vera with dark, knowing eyes. “Stand up and remove your skirt and panties. Everything below the waist.”

Vera’s breath hitched. “Here? Now?” Defiance flared, but the memory of Reine’s fingers buried inside her yesterday made her thighs press together.

“Protocol begins immediately,” Reine said calmly. “Or I can call security and have you escorted out with nothing but the clothes on your back and a ruined reputation.”

Vera stood on shaky legs. Her fingers trembled as she unzipped the side of her tight black pencil skirt and let it pool at her ankles. The cool office air kissed her bare thighs. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her lace panties—already damp again—and slid them down, stepping out of both garments. Her neatly trimmed pussy was exposed, lips still slightly swollen from the previous day. She fought the urge to cover herself, fists clenched at her sides.

Reine’s gaze traveled slowly over Vera’s body, lingering between her legs. “Good. Now lie back on the chaise.”

Vera complied, the leather cool against her bare ass. Her raven chignon stayed perfectly in place, but inside, her mind screamed. This can’t be happening. I’m a senior attorney, not some… plaything. Yet her nipples had hardened into tight peaks beneath her blouse, and a fresh trickle of arousal slipped from her cunt.

Reine opened a wide drawer in her desk and removed a thick, adult diaper—white with subtle medical-looking tapes, bulky and unmistakably padded. She set it beside a container of talcum powder and a packet of wipes. The faint scent of powder already teased the air, clean and powdery, promising humiliation.

“Legs up,” Reine commanded.

Vera lifted her knees, exposing her pussy and asshole completely. Reine’s fingers brushed her inner thighs as she slid the thick diaper underneath Vera’s hips. The material crinkled loudly with every shift, a plastic rustle that made Vera’s face burn with shame. The bulk felt foreign and heavy even before it was fastened.

Reine’s hand cupped Vera’s bare mound, thumb stroking lightly over her clit. “You’re wet again. Your body already understands what your mind fights.”

Vera bit her lip, a soft whimper escaping. “This is degrading.”

“It’s necessary,” Reine murmured, circling Vera’s clit with slow, deliberate pressure. “And you’re going to come for me before I seal you in.”

Reine dropped to her knees beside the chaise, silver head dipping between Vera’s spread thighs. Her blood-red lips parted, and she dragged her hot tongue slowly up Vera’s slit, tasting the slick arousal that had already gathered. Vera’s hips jerked at the contact, a sharp gasp tearing from her throat. Reine licked again, firmer, tongue flattening against Vera’s swollen clit before sucking it between her lips.

“Fuck—” Vera’s hands flew to Reine’s coiled silver hair, not pushing away but gripping. The sensation was overwhelming—wet heat, perfect suction, Reine’s tongue flicking rapidly over her sensitive nub. Vera’s thighs trembled, the crinkle of the unfolded diaper beneath her ass a constant humiliating reminder.

Reine hummed against her cunt, the vibration shooting straight to Vera’s core. She pushed two fingers deep inside Vera’s dripping hole, curling them against her front wall while her mouth worked her clit without mercy. Wet, obscene sounds filled the office—sucking, licking, the squelch of fingers pumping in and out of Vera’s soaked pussy.

Vera’s control shattered. “I’m—oh god—I’m going to come—”

Reine sucked harder, fingers thrusting faster, deeper. Vera’s back arched off the chaise as the orgasm crashed through her. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around Reine’s fingers, hot juices flooding out in pulsing waves. She cried out, thighs shaking violently, hips grinding against Reine’s skilled mouth as pleasure tore her apart. Reine kept licking through the climax, drawing out every shudder until Vera collapsed, panting, a mess of slick and trembling limbs.

Only then did Reine pull back, lips glistening with Vera’s cum. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled. “Beautiful. Now we can proceed.”

Vera lay there dazed, chest heaving, as Reine lifted her hips higher and centered the thick diaper properly. The talcum powder came next—Reine shook a generous cloud over Vera’s pussy and between her cheeks. The cool, silky powder settled on her overheated skin, the clean scent filling Vera’s nose and making her head spin. It clung to her wet folds, turning slick into something soft and humiliatingly babyish.

Reine smoothed the front of the diaper up between Vera’s thighs. The thick padding pressed firmly against her still-throbbing pussy, the bulk forcing her legs apart. Vera felt the heavy cushioning cradle her, the crinkle loud and unmistakable as Reine adjusted the sides. Strong fingers taped the diaper snugly—first the right side, then the left—pulling the material tight around her hips with decisive rips of the tapes. The padding compressed around her, creating a thick, unmistakable bulge between her legs. Every tiny movement produced a loud plastic crinkle.

The sensory overload was devastating. The powder’s scent mixed with the smell of her own arousal. The bulk felt obscene—thick, warm, and restrictive, forcing her thighs to stay slightly spread. Her clit, still sensitive from the orgasm, rubbed against the soft inner lining with every breath.

Reine ran her palms over the front of the diaper, pressing the padding against Vera’s mound. “Feel that? This is your new reality. Thick. Secure. Controlled.”

Vera’s face burned crimson. Shame and a dark, unwanted arousal twisted inside her. I just came on her tongue like a whore, and now I’m lying here in a diaper. Her mind rebelled, but her body responded with another faint throb against the padding.

Reine helped her sit up. The diaper crinkled loudly with the movement, the thick bulk shifting between Vera’s thighs. Standing felt alien—her gait was forced wider, the padding rubbing insistently against her pussy and ass with every step. Reine picked up Vera’s panties from the floor and tucked them into a drawer.

“You won’t need these anymore.”

Vera reached for her skirt, hands shaking as she pulled the tight fabric back up over her hips. The pencil skirt barely contained the diaper’s bulk. The waistband dug in slightly, but the padding still created a visible, padded swell beneath the tailored material. She smoothed her hands over it, mortified at how obvious it felt.

Reine watched with possessive satisfaction, stepping close enough that Vera could smell her perfume again. She adjusted Vera’s skirt one last time, palms lingering on the padded hips.

“You will wear this every day from now on. No exceptions.”

Vera adjusted her pencil skirt one final time over the unfamiliar, crinkling padding and stepped toward the door, each movement a loud, humiliating reminder of her new status. The thick bulk between her thighs forced a slight waddle as she left Reine’s office and re-entered the corporate world, the scent of talcum powder still clinging to her skin like a brand.


Chapter 3

Vera walked down the sleek corridor of the forty-second floor law firm, each step a deliberate, careful placement. The thick diaper crinkled softly but insistently with every movement, the bulky padding shifting between her thighs and forcing her gait into a subtle, humiliating waddle. Warmth trapped against her skin where the talcum powder from earlier had settled into the creases of her pussy and ass. The pencil skirt stretched tight over the padded swell, and she could feel the outline pressing outward no matter how many times she smoothed it down. Her ice-blue eyes darted left and right, hyper-aware of every colleague passing by. Did they hear it? Did they notice the slight stiffness in her hips?

This is insane, she thought, cheeks burning beneath her flawless makeup. I’m Vera, lead counsel on eight-figure deals, not some… padded subordinate. Yet her cunt throbbed traitorously against the soft inner lining of the diaper with every shift of the bulk. The plastic shell held in the heat of her body, turning every tiny bead of sweat into a slick reminder. Her raven chignon remained impeccable, her tailored jacket hiding the tension in her shoulders, but inside she was unraveling.

She reached her corner office and closed the heavy door with a sigh of relief. The first client call of the day was in ten minutes. Vera sat at her desk, wincing as the thick padding compressed under her ass and pushed upward, cradling her mound firmly. The warmth intensified immediately, a humid cocoon around her most intimate places. She crossed her legs, but the bulk made it awkward; her thighs stayed parted slightly, the diaper rustling loudly in the quiet room.

The phone rang. Vera cleared her throat, forced her voice into its usual crisp, commanding tone, and answered.

“Vera speaking. Yes, Mr. Hargrove, I have the revised terms in front of me.”

As she spoke, the diaper continued its assault. Every small shift in her chair produced a faint crinkle. The padding rubbed constantly against her clit, already sensitive from yesterday’s diapering and orgasm. Warmth built between her legs, trapped and magnified by the absorbent material. She tried to focus on the numbers, on the legal language, but her mind kept slipping to the heavy, bulky presence forcing her to sit differently. Her free hand drifted under the desk, pressing lightly against the front of her skirt. The padding gave softly, then sprang back. Shame flooded her even as fresh arousal leaked from her pussy, soaking into the diaper’s lining.

Halfway through the call, the door opened without a knock. Reine stepped inside, silver hair gleaming under the recessed lights, blood-red lips curved in that serene, predatory smile. She closed the door and leaned against it, watching Vera with dark, amused eyes.

Vera’s voice faltered for a split second. “—Yes, the indemnity clause remains firm. Excuse me one moment.” She muted the line, heart hammering. “What are you doing here?”

Reine approached slowly, heels clicking. “Checking on my newest asset during her first padded workday. How does it feel, counselor? That thick bulk between your legs while you pretend to be in control?”

Vera’s thighs clenched involuntarily. The padding shifted, crinkling audibly. Warm, humid heat radiated against her skin. “This is distracting. I have back-to-back calls.”

“Good.” Reine circled the desk and stood behind Vera’s chair. Her hands settled on Vera’s shoulders, thumbs pressing into the tight muscles. “Continue your call. I want to see how well you maintain that ice-queen facade while your diaper reminds you who owns you now.”

Vera unmuted the line with trembling fingers. “Apologies, Mr. Hargrove. Where were we?”

Reine’s hands slid down Vera’s arms, then lower, tracing the curve of her hips. She pressed firmly on the padded swell beneath the skirt. The diaper compressed, forcing warm, powder-scented air against Vera’s wet folds. Vera bit her lip to stifle a gasp, gripping the edge of her desk as the client droned on about risk allocations.

Reine leaned down, lips brushing Vera’s ear. “Spread your legs wider. Let the padding do its job.”

Vera obeyed, thighs parting. The restricted movement made her feel even more exposed, the thick bulk now fully prominent between her spread legs. Reine’s hand slipped under the hem of the skirt, palm rubbing slow circles over the crinkling front of the diaper. The pressure ground the soft lining against Vera’s swollen clit, building friction and heat.

The client asked a question. Vera answered mechanically, voice breathier than she wanted. “Yes… that’s correct… we can adjust the timeline.”

Reine’s fingers pressed harder, finding the exact spot where the padding met Vera’s clit. She rubbed with firm, rhythmic strokes, the plastic shell crackling under her touch. Vera’s hips rocked involuntarily, chasing the sensation despite the humiliation burning through her. Her interior monologue spiraled: I’m on a million-dollar call and my boss is rubbing my diaper like I’m her personal toy. This is degrading. This is… fuck, it feels good.

Reine whispered hotly against her neck, “You’re soaking it already, aren’t you? That proud cunt leaking into your padding while you negotiate like nothing’s wrong.”

Vera nodded frantically, biting back a moan as the client continued talking. The warmth trapped against her skin turned slick and messy. The diaper swelled slightly as it absorbed her arousal, the bulk growing heavier, more obscene.

Reine didn’t stop. She worked the padding faster, pressing and grinding until Vera’s breathing turned ragged. The call ended with Vera barely managing a professional goodbye. The moment the line clicked dead, Reine spun the chair around and yanked Vera to her feet.

“Enough pretending.”

Reine pushed Vera back against the desk, hiking the tight pencil skirt up over her hips in one rough motion. The thick, white diaper came into full view, already slightly discolored at the crotch from Vera’s leaking juices. The plastic crinkled loudly as Reine tore open the tapes with decisive rips.

Vera’s breath caught. “Reine—someone could walk in—”

“Then they’ll see exactly what you are now.” Reine dropped to her knees, silver head dipping forward. She buried her face between Vera’s thighs, tongue dragging hot and wet through the soaked folds of Vera’s exposed pussy. The taste of her arousal mixed with faint powder made Reine hum with approval.

Vera’s hands flew to the desk edge, knuckles white. The contrast between the cool office air on her bare skin and the lingering warmth of the opened diaper drove her wild. Reine licked broad, possessive strokes up her slit, then sucked Vera’s swollen clit hard between blood-red lips.

“Fuck—Reine—” Vera’s voice cracked.

Reine pushed two fingers deep into Vera’s dripping cunt without warning, curling them against her front wall while her mouth devoured her clit. Wet, filthy sounds filled the office—loud sucking, the squelch of fingers plunging in and out of soaked flesh, Vera’s broken gasps. The discarded diaper hung open around her thighs, crinkling with every jerk of her hips.

Reine fucked her harder, adding a third finger, stretching Vera open. Her tongue flicked mercilessly over the sensitive bundle of nerves. Vera’s thighs shook, restricted movement from the bunched skirt and hanging diaper heightening every sensation.

“I’m going to—oh god—I’m coming—”

The orgasm exploded through Vera like lightning. Her cunt clamped down hard around Reine’s thrusting fingers, pulsing in powerful waves. Hot juice squirted out around them, splashing onto the inside of the open diaper and dripping down Vera’s thighs. She cried out sharply, back arching, hips grinding desperately against Reine’s mouth as the climax tore through her. Wave after wave crashed, her whole body shuddering, nipples tight and aching beneath her blouse. Reine kept fingering and licking through every contraction, milking every drop of pleasure until Vera slumped forward, panting and trembling, a wrecked mess against her own executive desk.

Reine rose slowly, licking her glistening lips clean. She looked at the soaked, open diaper still around Vera’s thighs and smiled that serene, terrifying smile.

“Time for a fresh one later. But first—”

The intercom on Vera’s desk buzzed. Reine’s own voice came through, calm and commanding: “Vera, my office. Now.”

Reine leaned in close, adjusting Vera’s skirt back down over the still-damp, crinkling padding. She pressed one last firm palm against the bulky front.

“Lift your skirt for inspection, counselor.”

Vera adjusted her pencil skirt one final time over the warm, used padding, the thick bulk shifting with every anxious step as she left her office and headed toward Reine’s domain, dread and dark anticipation twisting low in her belly.


Chapter 4

Vera sat rigid in the leather chair of the main conference room, thighs pressed tightly together as the morning strategy meeting dragged on. The thick diaper from yesterday’s change was already warm and slightly swollen against her skin, but the pressure in her bladder had become unbearable after three back-to-back sessions with no break. Every small shift sent the padding rubbing against her pussy and ass, trapping heat and making her hyper-aware of the restricted movement. Her pencil skirt felt tighter than usual over the bulky swell, and she fought the urge to squirm visibly in front of the six senior partners watching her present slides.

The warmth trapped against her most intimate areas was maddening. A faint sheen of sweat had formed between her cheeks, mixing with the lingering talcum scent that rose every time the diaper crinkled softly. Her ice-blue eyes stayed locked on the projector screen, but her mind screamed. I’m not going to wet myself like some helpless child. I’m Vera. I control everything. Yet her body betrayed her with another urgent throb, the need to release growing sharper with every passing minute.

Her phone vibrated on the table. She glanced down discreetly.

Reine: Hold it until I say otherwise. You will not excuse yourself.

Vera’s stomach dropped. She typed a quick reply under the table: I can’t. It’s too much.

Reine: You can and you will. Obey.

The meeting continued. Vera’s voice remained crisp as she fielded questions, but inside she was unraveling. The heavy pressure in her bladder pressed against the front of the diaper, making her clit throb with unwanted arousal. The padding shifted with every breath, a constant, crinkling reminder of her new status. Warmth built, humid and intimate, as a tiny leak escaped despite her clenched muscles. The hiss was barely audible to her own ears, but the sudden wet heat spreading into the absorbent core made her cheeks flame.

By the time she returned to her private office, the struggle had become desperate. Vera closed the door, leaned back against it, and crossed her legs tightly. The diaper crinkled loudly in the silence. Her hand pressed against the front of her skirt, feeling the bulky padding. Another text arrived.

Reine: At your desk. Now. Spread your legs and wet your diaper like the controlled little toy you are. Film a short clip for me as proof.

Vera’s breath hitched. “No… fuck,” she whispered, but her body moved anyway. She sank into her executive chair, the thick padding compressing under her ass. She hiked her pencil skirt up just enough, spread her thighs wide, and angled her phone. The camera captured the white bulk between her legs. Her fingers trembled as she hit record.

The urgent text command flashed again: Now.

Vera closed her eyes, cheeks burning with humiliation. She relaxed her aching muscles. A quiet hiss filled the air as hot piss flooded into the diaper. The warmth spread rapidly, soaking the front padding, swelling it heavily against her pussy. The absorbent core drank it in, growing thicker and soggier between her thighs. The sensation was overwhelming—wet heat blooming outward, the quiet gurgle as more urine trickled out in pulsing waves. Her bladder emptied completely, the diaper sagging with the added weight, the plastic shell crinkling as it expanded. A dark wet patch bloomed visibly on the front.

She stopped the recording and sent it to Reine, shame and dark arousal twisting together in her core. The soaked padding felt obscene now, heavy and warm, pressing slickly against her swollen clit with every tiny movement. The trapped heat and wetness made her pussy throb painfully.

Reine: Good girl. Now come here so I can check how well you obeyed.

Vera stood on shaky legs. The heavy, soggy diaper sagged between her thighs, forcing an even more pronounced waddle as she walked the corridor to Reine’s office. Every step made the soaked padding squish and shift, the warm piss sloshing subtly inside. Colleagues passed her, none the wiser, but Vera felt utterly exposed. The scent of used diaper mixed faintly with powder, rising to her nose and deepening her humiliation.

She entered Reine’s private office and locked the door behind her. Reine stood by the wide leather chaise, silver hair coiled elegantly, blood-red lips curved in satisfaction. She wore a crisp white blouse and a harness beneath her skirt—Vera could see the thick black strap-on already buckled in place, the realistic cock jutting obscenely forward.

“Show me,” Reine commanded.

Vera lifted her pencil skirt with trembling hands. The diaper hung heavy and discolored, the front visibly swollen and wet. Reine stepped close, her commanding presence overwhelming. She pressed a palm firmly against the soaked padding, squeezing. Warm piss squelched audibly, forcing more wetness against Vera’s cunt.

“You did it. You pissed yourself at your desk like a good regressed toy. How does it feel, counselor? That heavy, soaked bulk between your legs?”

Vera’s voice cracked. “Humiliating. Heavy… warm. I can’t believe I obeyed.”

Reine’s eyes darkened with lust. “Strip the skirt. Leave the wet diaper on for now.”

Vera obeyed quickly, the soaked padding on full display. Reine pushed her back onto the chaise, spreading her legs wide. The soggy diaper crinkled and squished as Reine tore the tapes open on both sides, peeling the front down but leaving the soaked material bunched beneath Vera’s ass. Vera’s pussy glistened, slick with piss and fresh arousal.

Reine lubed the thick strap-on cock generously, the realistic veins and head gleaming. She positioned the fat tip against Vera’s dripping cunt and thrust forward in one smooth, deep stroke.

Vera cried out as the thick dildo split her open, stretching her pussy walls around its girth. The sensation mixed with the wet, heavy diaper still under her ass—every thrust made the soggy padding squish obscenely. Reine gripped Vera’s hips and began fucking her hard, deep strokes that bottomed out against her cervix.

“Fuck—Reine—it’s so deep,” Vera gasped, ice-blue eyes rolling back.

Reine pounded into her without mercy, hips slapping against Vera’s thighs. The strap-on plowed in and out of her soaked cunt, stretching her wide, the wet sounds loud and filthy. “This is what you are now. A diapered slut who pisses on command and takes my cock whenever I want.”

Vera’s hands clutched the chaise, back arching as pleasure built fast. The heavy wet diaper beneath her ass added a constant humiliating pressure, squelching with every powerful thrust. Reine reached down and rubbed Vera’s swollen clit in tight circles while railing her cunt.

The orgasm built like a tidal wave. Vera’s thighs shook, pussy clenching hard around the thick invading cock. “I’m coming—oh god—I’m coming so hard—”

She exploded. Her cunt spasmed violently around the strap-on, hot juices squirting out around the shaft and soaking the already-wet diaper beneath her. Wave after wave ripped through her body, her whole frame shuddering, nipples tight peaks straining against her blouse. She moaned loudly, hips bucking up to meet every deep thrust as the climax tore her apart.

Reine didn’t stop. She fucked Vera through the orgasm, pounding harder, chasing her own pleasure from the base of the strap-on grinding against her clit. With a low, throaty moan, Reine came too, hips stuttering as she buried the dildo to the hilt and ground deep.

Only then did she pull out slowly, the thick cock glistening with Vera’s cum and piss. She left the soggy diaper open, admiring the wrecked, leaking pussy.

“Good girl. Now come here so I can check how well you obeyed.”

Vera stood on trembling legs, the heavy, piss-soaked diaper sagging heavily between her thighs. Warm wetness squished with every humiliating step as she moved closer to Reine, the proof of her total surrender dripping down her skin.


Chapter 5

Vera waddled down the corridor toward Mistress Reine’s private office, each step a humiliating squish. The piss-soaked diaper sagged heavily between her thighs, warm and swollen, the absorbent core now thick and spongy with her own urine. Every movement made the soggy padding rub slickly against her pussy and ass, the trapped heat turning the wetness intimate and degrading. A faint ammonia scent mixed with the fading talcum powder rose with each crinkle, reminding her exactly what she had done at her desk under Reine’s command. Her pencil skirt barely concealed the bloated bulk, and she prayed no one in the hallway noticed her awkward gait or the faint wet sounds.

Shame burned through her chest like acid. I’m a thirty-two-year-old senior attorney. I just pissed myself in my own office like a helpless infant because a text told me to. Her ice-blue eyes stung with humiliated tears she refused to let fall. Yet beneath the shame, her cunt throbbed traitorously, slick with fresh arousal that only added to the mess inside the diaper. Her body had betrayed her completely.

She knocked once on the heavy oak door and entered without waiting for an answer. Reine stood by the wide leather chaise she had converted into a changing station, silver hair coiled elegantly, blood-red lips curved in calm satisfaction. The room smelled of leather and anticipation.

“Close the door and lock it,” Reine ordered softly.

Vera obeyed, the click sounding final. She stood in the center of the room, thighs trembling, the heavy wet diaper pulling downward.

Reine approached, her commanding presence filling the space. She circled Vera once, then cupped the front of the soggy padding through the skirt. Warm piss squelched audibly under her palm. “Show me how well you obeyed, Vera.”

Vera’s voice was small. “It’s… very full. I held it as long as I could.”

Reine’s dark eyes gleamed. “Skirt up. Let me see my good girl’s wet diaper.”

Vera hiked the tight pencil skirt up over her hips with shaking hands. The discolored, swollen diaper hung obscenely between her legs, tapes strained, the plastic shell stretched tight over the massive wet load. Reine pressed both palms against it, squeezing firmly. Hot urine shifted inside, forcing more wetness against Vera’s swollen folds.

“You flooded it completely,” Reine murmured, voice laced with approval. “That proud attorney reduced to standing in her own piss. How does the warm bulk feel now?”

Vera swallowed hard. “Heavy. Humiliating. It squishes when I walk. Everyone could have heard it.”

Reine smiled that serene, terrifying smile. “Good. Now lie back on the chaise. It’s time for your change.”

Vera climbed onto the cool leather, the soggy diaper squelching loudly as she settled. Reine gathered supplies: fresh thick diaper, container of wipes, and the large shaker of talcum powder. The scent of fresh powder already teased the air as Reine opened it.

Reine tore open the wet diaper tapes with deliberate rips. The front panel peeled down, releasing a wave of warm, piss-scented air. Vera’s pussy glistened, soaked with urine and slick arousal, her folds puffy and flushed. Reine used cool, moist wipes on her skin, dragging them slowly over Vera’s mound, between her lips, and back over her asshole. Each stroke was thorough and clinical, yet deeply intimate. The cool wetness on her overheated skin made Vera shiver.

“Such a messy girl,” Reine said calmly. “But you’re learning.”

Vera’s interior monologue spiraled. This is my life now. Getting changed like a toy in the middle of the workday. Fresh shame mixed with dark heat pooling low in her belly. Her nipples tightened painfully against her blouse.

Reine finished cleaning and shook a generous cloud of talcum powder over Vera’s exposed pussy and ass. The cool, silky powder settled on her warm, damp skin, turning the residual moisture into something soft and fragrant. Vera gasped at the contrast—the chill dusting her overheated clit and folds, clinging to every crease. The clean, powdery scent filled her nose, intoxicating and humiliating at once.

Reine smoothed the powder in with her palms, massaging it gently but possessively over Vera’s mound and between her cheeks. Her fingers brushed Vera’s clit, then dipped lower, teasing her hole. Vera’s hips twitched involuntarily.

“Please…” Vera whispered.

Reine’s eyes met hers. “Please what, counselor?”

“Touch me properly. I need it.”

Reine’s smile widened. She retrieved the thick black strap-on from her desk drawer and buckled it around her hips with practiced efficiency. The realistic cock jutted forward, veined and thick, already glistening with lube. She positioned herself between Vera’s spread thighs on the chaise.

“You’ll get fucked during every change from now on,” Reine said. “So you associate surrender with pleasure.”

She pressed the fat head of the strap-on against Vera’s slick cunt and pushed inside in one long, relentless thrust. Vera moaned loudly as the thick cock split her open, stretching her pussy walls around its girth. The fresh powder on her skin mixed with the slick sounds of penetration. Reine bottomed out, hips flush against Vera’s, the base of the dildo grinding against her own clit.

“Fuck—Reine—it’s so deep,” Vera gasped, ice-blue eyes fluttering.

Reine gripped Vera’s powdered hips and began pounding her with steady, powerful strokes. The chaise creaked under them. Each thrust drove the thick cock deep into Vera’s cunt, bottoming out and dragging along her front wall. Wet, obscene squelching filled the office—Vera’s arousal coating the shaft, dripping down to the fresh diaper waiting beneath her ass. The cool powder on her skin contrasted sharply with the burning heat of being fucked open.

Reine fucked her harder, hips snapping forward, the strap-on plowing in and out of Vera’s dripping hole. “This is what you are now. My diapered fucktoy who gets changed and railed in the middle of the workday.”

Vera’s hands clutched the leather edges, back arching. The powder-scented air, the cool dusting on her skin, and the relentless pounding merged into overwhelming sensation. Her clit throbbed untouched but swollen, every deep thrust grinding pleasure through her core.

“I’m going to come—Reine—I’m so close—”

Reine reached between them and rubbed Vera’s powdered clit in tight, firm circles while continuing to rail her cunt with long, punishing strokes. The dual stimulation pushed Vera over the edge.

The orgasm exploded through her. Vera’s pussy clamped down hard around the thick strap-on, spasming violently as hot juices squirted out around the shaft. She cried out sharply, thighs shaking, hips bucking up to take every inch as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her body. Her vision whited out. Cum and arousal leaked messily down her ass, soaking into the waiting diaper beneath her. Reine kept pounding through the climax, drawing out every shudder and contraction until Vera was a trembling, moaning wreck.

Reine’s own orgasm followed moments later, hips stuttering as she ground the base of the dildo hard against her clit. She moaned low and throaty, burying the cock to the hilt inside Vera’s pulsing cunt.

Only then did she pull out slowly, the thick shaft glistening with Vera’s cum. She lifted Vera’s hips and slid the fresh, thick diaper underneath. More powder was shaken generously over Vera’s still-twitching pussy and ass, the cool cloud making her shiver again. Reine smoothed the front panel up between Vera’s thighs, the thick padding pressing firmly against her sensitive, freshly fucked folds.

Strong fingers taped the new diaper snugly—right side, then left—pulling the tapes tight with decisive rips. The fresh padding compressed around Vera’s hips, creating that unmistakable bulky swell. The tapes held everything secure, the plastic crinkling loudly as Reine adjusted the fit.

Reine ran her palms possessively over the front of the new diaper. “This is your new normal, Vera. Embrace it.”

Vera stood on shaky legs, smoothing her pencil skirt down over the fresh, thick padding. The cool powder still clung to her skin beneath the snug diaper, a constant intimate reminder. She adjusted the skirt one final time and stepped toward the door, each crinkling movement reinforcing the new reality waiting for her back at her desk. This would be her daily life now—wet, changed, fucked, and padded. And the terrifying part was how part of her was already beginning to crave it.


Chapter 6

Vera pushed open the door to her executive suite on the forty-second floor, expecting the familiar quiet sanctuary of dark wood and city views. Instead, the space echoed with the sharp whine of power drills and the metallic clatter of assembly tools. Three contractors in work uniforms moved efficiently around what used to be her private sitting area, bolting heavy wooden furniture into place. A large crib with reinforced sides was half-assembled against one wall. A wide changing table with thick padded top and restraint points stood ready nearby. The air already carried a sterile nursery scent—fresh plastic, wood polish, and the faint trace of talcum powder from an open container on the floor.

Shock slammed into her like ice water. Her ice-blue eyes widened, raven chignon perfectly in place but her mind reeling. They’re turning my office into… this? In the middle of a workday? The thick diaper she wore crinkled loudly as she froze in the doorway, the fresh padding from Reine’s earlier change suddenly feeling ten times more obvious.

Reine stood in the center of the chaos like a conductor, silver hair coiled elegantly, blood-red lips curved in serene command. She wore a tailored charcoal skirt suit that hugged her powerful frame. She turned at Vera’s arrival, dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“Perfect timing, Vera. Come in and close the door.”

Vera stepped inside on shaky legs, the contractors barely glancing at her as they continued working. The click of the lock behind her sounded unnaturally loud. “What the hell is this? You can’t just—”

“I can and I have,” Reine interrupted smoothly. “Your executive suite now includes a private nursery for your regressive breaks. Protocol requires structured downtime. This ensures you receive it.”

One contractor tightened a bolt on the crib rail. The heavy wooden thunk reverberated through Vera’s chest. Another positioned the changing table, locking its sturdy legs into place with decisive clicks. Vera’s cheeks burned crimson. Her padded hips shifted, the diaper rustling softly. The sterile scent of new nursery furnishings wrapped around her, clinical and humiliating.

My corner office. My last bastion of control. They’re installing a crib where I used to review contracts. Shame twisted deep in her belly, yet a dark pulse of heat throbbed between her legs against the thick padding.

Reine dismissed the contractors with a few quiet words and a generous tip. The men packed up and left, the door clicking shut behind them. Silence fell, broken only by the faint hum of the air system. Reine approached Vera slowly, commanding presence filling the transformed space.

“Strip from the waist down. I want you to see your new nursery properly.”

Vera hesitated, fists clenched at her sides. “People walk past this office. If anyone—”

“Then they’ll learn their lead counsel spends her breaks padded and locked away.” Reine’s voice remained calm, but her eyes left no room for argument. “Obey.”

Vera’s hands trembled as she unzipped her pencil skirt and let it fall. The fresh white diaper came into view, snug and bulky around her hips. Reine guided her closer to the new furniture. The changing table loomed, its padded surface gleaming under the recessed lights. The crib waited with high bars and a locking top rail.

Reine ran her palm over the front of Vera’s diaper, pressing the thick padding against her mound. “Feel how perfectly this space suits you. Your new recharge area.”

Vera’s breath hitched. The sterile nursery scent filled her lungs with every inhale. The heavy wooden crib looked ominous yet strangely inviting in its strictness. Her control-freak mind rebelled violently, but her body responded with fresh slickness soaking into the diaper lining.

Reine turned Vera toward the changing table and bent her over it. The padded surface was cool against Vera’s forearms as she braced herself. Reine’s hands stroked down her back, then lower, squeezing the padded ass cheeks firmly.

“You’ve been such a good girl through the first stages,” Reine murmured, voice velvet and steel. “Now you need deeper training. And this nursery is where it begins.”

She peeled the tapes of Vera’s diaper open with slow, deliberate rips. The front panel dropped, exposing Vera’s bare pussy and ass. Cool air kissed her powder-dusted skin. Reine retrieved a bottle of thick lube from the new changing table drawer and squeezed a generous amount between Vera’s cheeks.

Vera tensed. “Reine… here? Now?”

“Especially here.” Reine slicked two fingers thoroughly and pressed them against Vera’s tight asshole. She circled the puckered hole before pushing inside, stretching the ring of muscle with firm, patient thrusts. Vera gasped at the intrusion, the cool lube contrasting with her body heat.

Reine worked her open methodically, adding a third finger, scissoring and pumping until Vera’s asshole relaxed and accepted the stretch. The wet, filthy sounds of lubed fingers fucking her ass filled the new nursery. Vera’s cock-hard nipples scraped against her blouse, and her cunt dripped freely onto the changing pad.

Reine withdrew her fingers and replaced them with the thick head of her strap-on cock—already lubed and ridged for maximum sensation. She pressed forward, the fat crown breaching Vera’s asshole with steady pressure.

“Relax and take it,” Reine commanded. “This is your place now.”

Vera moaned loudly as the thick dildo split her ass open, inch after veined inch sinking deep into her tight channel. The stretch burned deliciously, the fullness overwhelming. Reine didn’t stop until her hips pressed flush against Vera’s ass, the strap-on buried to the hilt inside her.

“Fuck—Reine—it’s so big,” Vera whimpered, knuckles white on the changing table.

Reine gripped Vera’s powdered hips and began fucking her ass with deep, powerful strokes. She pulled back until only the head remained inside the stretched ring, then drove forward again, bottoming out with heavy, wet slaps. The nursery filled with obscene sounds—lube-slick pounding, Vera’s broken moans, the faint crinkle of the open diaper hanging around her ankles.

Reine railed her harder, long punishing strokes that made Vera’s asshole grip and flutter around the thick invading cock. Every thrust drove Vera’s hips against the padded table, her dripping cunt rubbing against the surface. The sterile nursery scent mixed with the musk of sex and lube.

“You’re going to come with my cock buried in your ass like the regressed toy you are,” Reine growled, reaching around to rub Vera’s swollen clit in tight circles while continuing to pound her asshole.

The dual stimulation pushed Vera over the edge fast. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in her core, her prostate-like sensitivity lighting up with every deep thrust.

“I’m—oh god—I’m coming—” Vera cried out.

The orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her asshole clamped down hard around the thick strap-on, spasming violently as waves of intense pleasure ripped through her. Hot juices squirted from her untouched cunt onto the changing pad in messy pulses. Vera’s whole body shuddered and bucked, thighs shaking, a raw moan tearing from her throat as she came hands-free from the deep anal pounding. Reine kept fucking her through it, driving every last contraction and aftershock until Vera collapsed limply over the table, drooling slightly, ass still stuffed full.

Reine groaned her own release moments later, grinding deep as the base of the strap-on stimulated her clit. She pulled out slowly, leaving Vera’s asshole gaping and glistening with lube, twitching open.

Reine cleaned her thoroughly with fresh wipes, then powdered her ass and pussy generously again. The cool talcum cloud settled on her overheated, freshly fucked skin. She taped Vera into a new, extra-thick diaper, pulling the tapes extra snug so the bulky padding forced her thighs apart.

Reine helped her up and guided her toward the waiting crib. The wooden bars gleamed. She lowered the side rail and helped Vera climb in, laying her down on the soft mattress. The crib was surprisingly spacious yet confining. Reine raised the side rail with a heavy click and secured the locking mechanism.

“This is where you’ll recharge when you need reminding of your place.”

Vera lay there in her thick, freshly padded diaper, the sterile nursery scent surrounding her, the locked crib bars casting shadows across her body. The heavy wooden click of the lock echoed in her ears as Reine dimmed the lights, leaving her alone in her new nursery for her first mandated “nap.” The terrifying reality settled deep: there was no escaping this now.


Chapter 7

Vera stood in the doorway of her newly installed nursery, heart hammering against her ribs as she stared at the heavy wooden crib and changing table. The sterile nursery scent still lingered—fresh plastic and powder—mixing with the faint leather aroma of her executive suite. In less than thirty minutes she had to deliver the quarterly board presentation to twelve of the firm’s most powerful partners. Her ice-blue eyes flicked to the clock. Anxiety coiled tight in her stomach. The thick diaper she wore crinkled with every nervous shift of her hips, the bulky padding forcing her thighs slightly apart and reminding her constantly of her hidden shame.

How am I supposed to stand in front of the board like this? One wrong movement and they’ll hear it. Her raven chignon was flawless, her tailored charcoal suit impeccable, shoulder pads sharp as ever. But beneath the professional armor, her cunt already throbbed against the soft inner lining, a traitor to her crumbling control.

The door to the nursery clicked open. Reine entered, silver hair coiled elegantly, blood-red lips curved in that serene, predatory smile. She wore a crisp black blouse and narrow skirt, exuding absolute command.

“Reine, I can’t do this today,” Vera whispered, voice tight. “Not with them right down the hall.”

Reine closed the distance in two strides and cupped Vera’s padded crotch through the pencil skirt. Strong fingers squeezed the thick bulk, making it crinkle audibly. “You will. And you’ll do it perfectly. But first, I need you focused.”

Reine spun Vera around and bent her over the padded changing table. The cool surface pressed against Vera’s forearms. Reine hiked the tight skirt up over Vera’s hips in one smooth motion, exposing the white diaper. With quick, practiced rips she tore the tapes open. The front panel dropped, cool air kissing Vera’s bare, powder-dusted pussy and ass.

Reine lubed her thick strap-on quickly, the realistic veined cock glistening. She pressed the fat head against Vera’s already slick cunt and drove forward in one deep thrust.

Vera gasped sharply as the thick dildo split her open, stretching her pussy walls around its girth. “Fuck—Reine—it’s too much right before the meeting—”

Reine gripped Vera’s hips and began pounding her with long, powerful strokes. The changing table creaked under the force. Each thrust bottomed out deep inside Vera’s cunt, the base of the strap-on grinding against Reine’s clit. Wet, filthy sounds filled the nursery—slick squelching, the slap of hips, Vera’s suppressed moans.

“You’ll present with my cock still fresh inside you,” Reine growled, fucking her harder. “Every time you feel that ache, you’ll remember who owns this cunt.”

Vera’s knuckles whitened on the table edge. The thick cock plowed in and out of her dripping hole, stretching her perfectly, hitting that sensitive spot with ruthless accuracy. Her nipples strained against her blouse, aching. The open diaper crinkled beneath her as her body rocked forward with every deep thrust.

Reine reached around and rubbed Vera’s swollen clit in tight, firm circles while continuing to rail her. “Come for me, darling. Soak my cock before you face the board.”

The orgasm built fast and brutal. Vera’s thighs shook, pussy clenching hard around the invading shaft. “I’m—oh god—I’m coming—”

She exploded. Her cunt spasmed violently around the thick strap-on, hot juices squirting out in messy pulses around the shaft and dripping onto the open diaper below. Vera’s whole body shuddered, back arching, a raw choked moan escaping despite her efforts to stay quiet. Wave after wave ripped through her as Reine kept pounding through the climax, drawing out every contraction until Vera was trembling and gasping, cunt fluttering helplessly.

Reine groaned her own release, grinding deep and hard before pulling out slowly. Thick strands of Vera’s cum stretched between the glistening cock and Vera’s wrecked pussy. Reine wiped her clean with fresh wipes, powdered her generously again—the cool talcum settling on her overheated, freshly fucked skin—then taped her into a new, extra-thick diaper, pulling the tapes extra snug. The fresh padding compressed heavily around Vera’s sensitive mound.

Reine smoothed the pencil skirt back down. “Stay focused, darling. Your padding is holding up nicely.”

Vera entered the boardroom on unsteady legs, the fresh thick diaper crinkling softly with every step. Twelve partners sat around the long mahogany table, eyes expectant. The room was freezing, the polished surface icy under her fingertips as she set up her laptop. Her voice started strong as she launched into the presentation, slides clicking forward.

But anxiety gnawed at her. The diaper felt enormous beneath her skirt, the bulk forcing a subtle waddle she prayed no one noticed. Warmth trapped against her freshly fucked pussy made every movement a reminder. She clicked to the next financial slide, projecting confidence she didn’t feel.

Reine sat at the far end of the table, serene and composed. Under the table, out of sight, her stockinged foot slid forward. Then her hand. Discreetly, hidden by the long tablecloth, Reine’s fingers found Vera’s knee and traveled upward.

Vera’s voice faltered for half a second as fingertips brushed the hem of her skirt. She forced herself to continue. “As you can see from Q3 projections—”

Reine’s hand slipped fully under the skirt. Cool fingertips pressed against the thick padded crotch. Vera suppressed a gasp. The board members watched the screen, unaware. Reine squeezed the bulky diaper firmly, fingertips digging into the soft, swollen padding. The suppressed crinkle was barely audible to Vera, but it roared in her ears. The bulk compressed, forcing warm, powder-scented air against her still-sensitive cunt.

Humiliation flooded Vera’s face in a hot flush. Her ice-blue eyes darted around the table, but no one seemed to notice. Reine’s fingers continued their thorough inspection—pressing, kneading, tracing the tapes through the skirt. The padding shifted and squished subtly, reminding Vera of the fresh load of her own cum still lingering in her memory.

Reine’s touch grew bolder. She squeezed harder, palm grinding the thick front against Vera’s clit. Vera’s knees trembled. She gripped the remote tighter, voice steady only through sheer willpower as she explained risk metrics. The flush of humiliation burned down her neck. Her body betrayed her again—fresh slickness leaking into the fresh diaper as Reine continued the discreet but thorough check.

“Excellent summary, Vera,” one partner commented.

Reine’s fingers gave one final firm squeeze, then withdrew. Vera nearly sagged with relief.

The presentation continued, but the damage was done. Every shift of her hips now produced a tiny, suppressed crinkle she was certain echoed in the silent room. The bulk felt heavier, more obscene. Her cunt throbbed against the padded lining, still tender from the hard fucking on the changing table.

As the meeting wrapped and questions ended, one senior board member—Marcus, sharp-eyed and observant—tilted his head slightly. His gaze dropped briefly to Vera’s hips, then flicked back up to her face with an odd, lingering look. A seed of suspicion planted itself in that single glance.

Vera’s stomach dropped. She adjusted her skirt one final time, the thick padding shifting noticeably, and forced a professional smile as the partners began to file out. The flush of humiliation still burned on her cheeks, the memory of Reine’s fingertips on her padded cunt fresh and devastating. One wrong move now, and everything could crumble.


Chapter 8

Vera sat at her executive desk, thighs clenched so tightly her muscles burned. The thick diaper from the morning change already felt warm and full against her skin after hours of careful holding. Pressure built relentlessly in her bowels — a heavy, urgent fullness that made her shift constantly in her leather chair. The padding crinkled softly with every movement, a humiliating whisper in the quiet office. She was desperate, sweat prickling along her spine beneath her tailored jacket, but resistance burned hot in her chest.

No. I won’t do it. Not here. Not like this. Her ice-blue eyes flicked to the closed door. She was Vera — razor-sharp attorney, not some helpless toy who shat herself on command. Yet her body betrayed her again, another deep cramp twisting low in her gut.

Her phone buzzed. Reine’s text appeared:

Reine: You will mess your diaper in the next thirty minutes. No excuses. Do it at your desk like the obedient girl you’re becoming.

Vera’s stomach dropped. She typed back with shaking fingers: I can’t. Not during work hours. Please.

Reine: You will learn to release when I say so. No arguments. Begin now. I want proof.

The command landed like a physical weight. Vera’s face flushed crimson. The heavy pressure in her bowels intensified, her asshole clenching desperately against the inevitable. She stood on shaky legs, the thick padding shifting between her thighs, and paced her office. Every step reminded her of the bulk, the crinkle, the growing need.

Minutes ticked by. Another cramp hit harder. Vera gripped the edge of her desk, breathing through it. This is too far. Too degrading. But the memory of Reine’s punishments — the threat of exposure, the loss of everything — cracked her defiance. With a broken whimper, she sank back into her chair, spread her thighs slightly, and pushed.

The first log emerged slowly, thick and firm, pressing heavily into the seat of the diaper. A quiet, wet crackle filled the air as it filled the padding. Vera’s face burned with intense humiliation. More followed in heavy, uncontrollable waves — soft and mushy now, spreading warm and sticky across her ass cheeks, filling the diaper’s rear. The padding sagged heavily, the mess squishing and shifting with every tiny movement. The heavy, sagging bulk pulled downward, forcing her thighs wider. A deep, earthy scent rose faintly, contained but unmistakable to her.

She sat there, breathing hard, the messy fullness overwhelming. The warm, heavy load pressed intimately against her skin, smearing with every shift. Tears of shame stung her eyes even as unwanted heat throbbed in her cunt.

The door opened. Reine stepped inside, locking it behind her with a soft click. Silver hair perfect, blood-red lips curved in satisfaction. She approached the desk, eyes dark with lust.

“Show me.”

Vera stood on trembling legs. Reine hiked her pencil skirt up without ceremony, exposing the heavily sagging diaper. The rear was visibly swollen and discolored, the plastic stretched tight over the massive messy load. Reine pressed a firm palm against the seat, squeezing. The mess squished audibly, warm and filthy, forcing it deeper against Vera’s asshole and cheeks.

“Such a good, messy girl,” Reine murmured. “Sitting in your own filth at your desk. How does it feel?”

“Disgusting,” Vera whispered, voice cracking. “Heavy… warm… I can feel it smearing. Please change me.”

Reine smiled serenely. “No. You’ll wear it. You’ll work through it. This is obedience.”

She spun Vera around and bent her over the desk. The heavy, sagging diaper hung obscenely between her thighs. Reine tore the tapes open with quick rips, peeling the front down but leaving the messy rear bunched beneath Vera’s ass. The thick, warm mess clung to her skin.

Reine slicked her thick strap-on generously with lube, the veined cock gleaming. She pressed the fat head against Vera’s messy asshole and pushed forward without mercy.

Vera moaned sharply as the thick dildo split her open, driving straight into her filthy hole. The stretch burned through the mess, the lube mixing with the warm waste as Reine buried every inch deep. “Fuck—Reine—it’s too much—”

Reine gripped Vera’s hips and began pounding her ass hard. Deep, ruthless strokes that bottomed out with heavy, wet squelches. The messy diaper contents squished and smeared with every brutal thrust, the filthy sounds loud and obscene. Reine railed her without pause, hips slapping against Vera’s ass, the thick cock plowing through the mess, stretching her wide open.

“You’ll learn to love this,” Reine growled, fucking harder. “Messy and stuffed full while I take your ass.”

Vera’s knuckles whitened on the desk. The combination of the heavy sagging mess, the intense humiliation, and the deep anal pounding overwhelmed her. Pleasure twisted through the degradation. Her cunt dripped freely, clit throbbing untouched. Every powerful thrust drove the mess deeper, the filthy squelching heightening every sensation.

Reine reached around and rubbed Vera’s swollen clit in firm circles while continuing to pound her asshole with long, punishing strokes. “Come for me like the messy slut you are.”

The orgasm built fast and violent. Vera’s thighs shook, asshole clenching hard around the thick invading cock. “I’m coming—oh god—I’m coming so hard—”

She exploded. Her asshole spasmed violently around the strap-on, waves of intense pleasure ripping through her body. Hot juices squirted from her cunt onto the desk in messy pulses. Vera cried out, back arching, whole body shuddering as the climax tore her apart. The orgasm was deeper, filthier because of the mess — hands-free, prostate-driven, devastating. Reine kept railing her through it, pounding deep and hard, drawing out every contraction until Vera collapsed forward, gasping and trembling, ass still stuffed full of cock and mess.

Reine groaned her own release, grinding the base of the strap-on against her clit before pulling out slowly. Thick strands of lube and mess stretched between them. She wiped the cock clean, then carefully wiped Vera’s ass and pussy with fresh wipes, but only enough to clean the worst. She left most of the heavy mess in place.

Reine taped Vera back into the soiled diaper, pulling the tapes extra tight. The heavy, sagging padding settled heavily between her thighs once more, the warm mess squishing intimately with every movement. Prolonged wear would be hell.

“You will learn to release when I say so. No arguments.”

Vera returned to her desk on shaky legs, the heavy, messy diaper sagging low and obvious beneath her skirt. Every step made the warm filth shift and smear, intense humiliation burning through her. She sat carefully, feeling the mess compress and spread further. The discomfort was constant, degrading, inescapable.

As she tried to focus on emails and contracts, something fundamental cracked inside her. The resistance that had defined her for years splintered under the weight of this new reality. Part of her — dark, terrifying, and growing — began to surrender. The heavy, sagging padding was no longer just punishment. It was becoming part of her.


Chapter 9

Vera moved down the wide, brightly lit hallway of the forty-second floor with careful, measured steps, her ice-blue eyes darting to every passing colleague. The thick, messy diaper from earlier still sagged heavily between her thighs, the warm, squelching load shifting with every movement and forcing an awkward, slightly waddling gait she prayed looked natural. Sweat prickled under her crisp white collar, trickling slowly down her back beneath the tailored jacket. The muffled crinkle of the plastic shell seemed deafening to her own ears with each step, even though the sound was faint to anyone else. Her raven chignon stayed perfectly pinned, her expression the usual cool professional mask, but inside paranoia clawed at her.

They’re looking. They know. The way Marcus stared yesterday… the way people glance at my hips now. Her cunt throbbed traitorously against the smeared mess, a dark heat mixing with the intense humiliation. The heavy sagging padding rubbed constantly, the filthy warmth a constant degrading reminder that refused to let her forget what she had done at her desk.

She turned the corner toward the copy room and froze. Two junior associates—young women she had mentored—stood by the water cooler, voices low but clear in the quiet hallway.

“…swear she’s walking funny lately. Like she’s hiding something under that skirt.”

“Yeah, and did you notice the crinkle? I thought it was her chair at first, but yesterday in the hall…”

Vera’s stomach dropped. She pressed herself against the wall just out of sight, heart hammering. Sweat beaded on her forehead. The awkward gait she couldn’t fully hide made her cheeks burn hotter. She waited until they moved on before continuing, each step now laced with fresh paranoia. Knowing glances followed her the rest of the way to the elevators. One partner raised an eyebrow as she passed. Another assistant quickly looked away from her hips.

By the time she reached her office, Vera was trembling. She locked the door and sank into her chair, the messy diaper squishing loudly beneath her. The heavy load spread further, warm and sticky against her skin. Her mind spiraled. How long before they figure it out? Before whispers become rumors? Before my career is over?

A soft knock sounded. Reine entered without waiting, silver hair coiled elegantly, blood-red lips curved in that serene, knowing smile. She closed and locked the door behind her.

“You look flushed, Vera. Rough morning?”

Vera’s voice came out strained. “They’re talking. In the hallway. About how I walk. The sounds. They’re noticing.”

Reine approached slowly, commanding presence filling the room. She circled behind Vera’s chair and rested her hands on her shoulders, thumbs pressing into tight muscles. “Of course they are. You’re changing. The once untouchable ice queen now carries my mark between her legs every day.”

Vera shivered. The sweat under her collar cooled uncomfortably. Reine’s hands slid lower, cupping the heavy, sagging diaper through the skirt. She squeezed firmly. The mess squelched audibly, warm filth shifting and smearing deeper.

“Reine… please. Not now. Someone might hear.”

Reine’s laugh was low and velvet. “They already suspect. Might as well give them something real to whisper about.”

She pulled Vera to her feet and bent her over the wide executive desk. The heavy wooden surface was cool against Vera’s forearms. Reine hiked the tight pencil skirt up over her hips, exposing the heavily soiled diaper. The rear was visibly swollen and discolored, the plastic stretched tight over the massive messy load. Reine tore the tapes open with decisive rips. The front panel dropped, but the rear stayed bunched, the warm mess clinging to Vera’s ass.

Reine retrieved her thick strap-on from the desk drawer, buckling it on with practiced efficiency. The realistic, veined cock jutted forward, already glistening with fresh lube. She pressed the fat head against Vera’s messy asshole and thrust forward hard.

Vera moaned sharply as the thick dildo split her open, driving deep into her filthy hole in one relentless stroke. The stretch burned through the mess, lube mixing with the warm waste as Reine buried every thick inch. “Fuck—Reine—it’s disgusting—”

“Exactly how I want you,” Reine growled, gripping Vera’s hips. She began pounding her ass with deep, powerful strokes. The desk creaked under the force. Each thrust bottomed out completely, hips slapping against Vera’s cheeks, the messy contents squishing and smearing obscenely with every brutal plunge. Wet, filthy sounds filled the office—loud squelching, the crackle of the open diaper, Vera’s broken gasps.

Reine railed her harder, long punishing strokes that stretched Vera’s asshole wide around the thick cock. “Feel that? This is you now. Messy. Used. Exposed.”

Vera’s knuckles whitened on the desk edge. The intense humiliation, the heavy sagging mess, and the deep anal pounding merged into overwhelming sensation. Her cunt dripped freely onto the floor, clit aching. Every powerful thrust pushed the filth deeper, heightening the filthy pleasure.

Reine reached around and rubbed Vera’s swollen clit in tight, fast circles while continuing to pound her ass without mercy. “Come for me. Come while your messy diaper hangs open and your colleagues whisper about you outside.”

The orgasm crashed over Vera violently. Her asshole clamped down hard around the thick strap-on, spasming in powerful waves. Hot juices squirted from her cunt in messy arcs onto the carpet as she came hands-free, body shuddering and bucking back onto the cock. A raw, choked cry tore from her throat. Pleasure ripped through her in deep, filthy waves, her vision whiting out as the climax tore her apart. Reine kept pounding through every contraction, drawing out the orgasm until Vera collapsed forward, gasping and trembling, ass still stuffed full and leaking.

Reine groaned her own release, grinding deep before pulling out slowly. Thick strands of lube and mess stretched between them. She wiped the cock clean, then cleaned Vera just enough to remove the worst before taping her back into the heavily soiled diaper. The heavy, sagging padding settled low and obvious once more.

Reine smoothed Vera’s skirt down and turned her to face the mirror on the wall. Vera stared at her own reflection—flushed cheeks, awkward stance, the subtle bulge of the messy diaper visible if one looked closely.

“They are beginning to see the real you, Vera.”

Reine’s dark eyes met hers in the mirror, serene and possessive. “And I’ve decided it’s time to accelerate the exposure. No more hiding. Soon the entire floor will know exactly what kind of attorney you’ve become.”

Vera’s heart hammered as fresh sweat broke under her collar. The awkward gait felt even more pronounced now, the muffled crinkle following her as she returned to her desk, knowing glances and whispers waiting just outside her door. The final cracks in her old life were widening into chasms, and Reine was ready to push her over the edge.


Chapter 10

Vera slumped against the door of her executive suite, the weight of the day crushing her shoulders. Whispers had followed her everywhere—knowing glances in the hallways, hushed conversations that stopped when she approached. Her legs ached from the awkward gait forced by the thick, still-messy diaper clinging between her thighs. Exhaustion pressed down like a physical force, mixing with raw emotional vulnerability that made her ice-blue eyes sting with unshed tears. The raven chignon she had pinned so perfectly that morning now felt like a fragile mask ready to slip.

She had barely closed the door when Reine entered from the connecting nursery, silver hair coiled elegantly, blood-red lips curved in calm command. The sterile nursery scent—powder, fresh plastic, and warm milk—drifted into the main office.

“Come, Vera. It’s time for your mandated break. You’re trembling.”

Vera’s voice cracked. “They’re talking about me. Everywhere. I don’t know how much longer I can pretend.”

Reine crossed the room and cupped Vera’s flushed cheek. “Then stop pretending in here. Strip and enter the nursery.”

Vera obeyed on shaky legs. She peeled off her jacket, blouse, and pencil skirt, leaving only the heavily sagging diaper. The warm, filthy load shifted obscenely as she walked into the transformed space. The crib waited with its locking rail lowered. The changing table gleamed under soft lighting. A large, adult-sized feeding bottle filled with warm milk sat ready beside a thick, black pacifier on the padded surface.

Reine guided Vera onto the changing table and tore open the soiled diaper tapes. The heavy mess was carefully wiped away, but the humiliation of the cleaning lingered. Fresh powder dusted Vera’s skin in cool clouds, settling over her sensitive pussy and ass. Then Reine buckled on her thick strap-on, the realistic veined cock jutting forward aggressively.

“Bend over the table edge,” Reine ordered.

Vera complied, forearms braced on the cool padded surface. Reine pressed the fat, lubed head of the cock against Vera’s cunt and thrust deep in one smooth stroke.

Vera moaned loudly as the thick dildo split her open, stretching her pussy walls around its girth. The fullness was immediate and overwhelming after the long, stressful day. Reine gripped her powdered hips and began fucking her with long, powerful strokes, bottoming out with every thrust. The changing table creaked rhythmically. Wet, slick sounds filled the nursery—Vera’s growing arousal coating the shaft, dripping down her thighs.

“Take it,” Reine murmured, voice velvet-steady. “Let everything go while I fuck the tension out of you.”

Vera’s knuckles whitened. Each deep plunge dragged perfectly along her front wall, sending sparks of pleasure through her exhausted body. Her nipples tightened into hard peaks, brushing the padded surface. The sucking rhythm of the cock sliding in and out of her cunt matched the desperate need building inside her.

Reine reached around and rubbed Vera’s swollen clit in firm circles while continuing to rail her. “You’re soaking my cock already. So desperate for release after holding everything in all day.”

The orgasm built fast and deep. Vera’s thighs shook violently. “Reine—I’m going to—”

“Come for me.”

Vera shattered. Her cunt clamped down hard around the thick strap-on, spasming in powerful, rhythmic waves. Hot juices squirted out around the shaft in messy pulses, soaking the fresh diaper waiting below and dripping onto the floor. She cried out sharply, back arching, whole body shuddering as the climax tore through her exhausted frame. Wave after wave crashed, her vision blurring, a raw moan spilling from her lips as pleasure flooded every nerve. Reine kept pounding through the orgasm, drawing out every contraction and aftershock until Vera slumped boneless over the table, panting and trembling.

Reine pulled out slowly, the glistening cock dripping with Vera’s cum. She wiped Vera clean once more, powdered her generously, and taped her into a fresh, extra-thick diaper, pulling the tapes snug so the bulky padding forced her thighs apart.

Reine helped her into the crib, laying her on her back. She raised the side rail with a heavy click and secured the lock. Then she picked up the large feeding bottle filled with warm milk and the thick black pacifier.

“Open,” Reine commanded softly.

Vera’s lips parted. The rubber nipple of the bottle pressed between them. Warm milk flowed as Reine tilted it. The sucking rhythm began—slow, steady pulls that filled Vera’s mouth with soothing, creamy warmth. The fullness in her mouth was strangely comforting, the gentle suckling motion easing the tight knot of anxiety in her chest.

Reine watched with possessive satisfaction. “Suck properly, little one. This is part of your training now.”

Vera’s ice-blue eyes fluttered half-closed. Shame burned in her cheeks even as the warm milk soothed her. The pacifier waited beside the bottle—thick, black, designed for prolonged use. After the bottle was emptied, Reine replaced it with the pacifier, sliding the wide rubber bulb between Vera’s lips.

“Suck,” Reine whispered, stroking Vera’s hair.

Vera’s cheeks hollowed as she obeyed. The rhythmic sucking filled the quiet nursery, the soothing fullness in her mouth blending with the thick padding between her legs. Her body, still buzzing from the hard fucking, relaxed deeper into the crib mattress. The pacifier felt strangely right—grounding, safe, humiliatingly addictive.

Minutes stretched. Vera nursed on the pacifier with increasing need, the sucking motion calming her racing thoughts. Despite the burning shame of being locked in a crib, freshly fucked and padded, a dark, terrifying comfort settled over her. She found herself craving the sensation—the warm milk, the full mouth, the rhythmic suckling that made the outside world feel distant.

Reine smiled down at her through the bars. “Good girl. This is only the beginning.”

Vera lay in the locked crib, thick diaper crinkling softly with every small shift, sucking steadily on the pacifier. The soothing fullness in her mouth and the heavy padded security between her thighs created a treacherous peace she both hated and desperately craved. Even as exhaustion pulled her toward sleep, part of her already ached for the next mandated break—yearning for this forbidden comfort despite everything it cost her.


Chapter 11

Vera smoothed her black pencil skirt for the tenth time as the town car pulled up to the sleek Midtown restaurant. The important client dinner with three senior partners from a major tech conglomerate had been on the calendar for weeks. Her ice-blue eyes scanned the entrance, heart already racing. Paranoia had become her constant companion. Every glance from colleagues, every muffled crinkle of her thick diaper, every subtle shift of the bulky padding between her thighs felt like a spotlight. The fresh, extra-thick diaper Reine had taped her into after the nursery session still felt enormous, forcing her thighs slightly apart and creating a noticeable waddle she prayed the dim lighting would hide.

Clammy sweat gathered under her collar and along her lower back. Her raven chignon was impeccable, her tailored jacket hiding the tension in her shoulders, but inside she was unraveling. One wrong move and they’ll see. Or hear. Or smell. The thick padding rubbed constantly against her powdered pussy, a humiliating reminder with every step.

Reine waited inside at the private table, silver hair gleaming under soft lights, blood-red lips curved in serene command. She wore a deep burgundy dress that hugged her powerful curves. The clients—two men and one woman—were already seated, laughing politely. Reine’s dark eyes locked onto Vera the moment she approached, a silent promise of control.

Vera took her seat carefully, the thick diaper compressing under her ass with a faint, suppressed crinkle that made her stomach drop. She forced her professional smile and launched into the opening remarks about the merger terms. Her voice stayed crisp, but her thighs pressed together under the tablecloth, trying to silence the padding.

The dinner progressed smoothly at first—wine poured, appetizers served, numbers discussed. Vera contributed sharply, years of control-freak precision keeping her facade intact. But halfway through the main course, Reine’s hand slid under the long tablecloth. Her fingers found Vera’s knee and traveled slowly upward.

Vera’s heart slammed against her ribs. Racing pulse thundered in her ears. Reine’s fingertips reached the hem of her skirt and slipped beneath, pressing firmly against the thick padded crotch. The sudden public risk sent a bolt of terror and dark arousal through Vera’s core. She kept speaking, explaining liability clauses, but her voice wavered for half a second.

Reine squeezed the bulky diaper, fingertips digging into the soft padding. The crinkle was muffled by the tablecloth and conversation, but Vera felt it like a gunshot. Clammy sweat broke across her skin. Her cunt throbbed against the lining as Reine continued the discreet but thorough check, palm grinding slowly over the front.

“Everything all right, Vera?” one client asked, noticing her flushed cheeks.

“Perfectly,” she managed, forcing a smile. “Just the excitement of the deal.”

Reine’s fingers pressed harder, finding the tapes and tracing them. Vera’s thighs trembled. The risk of discovery heightened every sensation—the heavy bulk being squeezed, the warmth trapped against her skin, her racing heart threatening to choke her.

The dinner continued for another agonizing forty minutes. Reine never removed her hand entirely, occasionally squeezing or stroking the padded mound while Vera fought to maintain her composure. By dessert, Vera was soaked—arousal leaking into the diaper, mixing with nervous sweat. Her clammy skin felt feverish. Every knowing glance from Reine made her clit throb harder against the thick padding.

When the clients finally stood to leave, shaking hands and exchanging final pleasantries, Reine leaned close to Vera’s ear. “Restroom. Now.”

Vera followed on shaky legs, the awkward gait more pronounced after sitting so long. The women’s restroom was luxurious and empty. Reine pushed her into the large accessible stall and locked the door.

The moment the lock clicked, Reine spun Vera against the wall, hiking her pencil skirt up violently. The thick diaper came into full view, slightly discolored at the crotch from her leaking arousal.

“You were perfect out there,” Reine murmured, tearing the tapes open with quick rips. The front panel dropped, exposing Vera’s glistening, swollen pussy. “But now I need to reward my good girl.”

Reine dropped to her knees, shoved Vera’s thighs wider, and buried her face between them. Her hot tongue dragged through Vera’s slick folds, sucking hard on her clit. Vera moaned sharply, one hand flying to Reine’s silver hair, the other braced against the tiled wall.

Reine devoured her—long, possessive licks followed by tight suction on her clit, two fingers plunging deep into Vera’s dripping cunt. The wet, obscene sounds echoed in the stall. Vera’s knees buckled. The open diaper hung around her thighs, crinkling with every jerk of her hips.

“Reine—someone could walk in—”

“Let them,” Reine growled against her cunt, adding a third finger and fucking her harder. Her tongue flicked mercilessly over Vera’s swollen clit. “I want them to see what you are.”

The risk pushed Vera over the edge fast. Pleasure coiled tight and exploded.

“I’m coming—fuck—I’m coming—”

Her cunt spasmed violently around Reine’s thrusting fingers. Hot juices squirted out in powerful pulses, splashing onto Reine’s chin and dripping down Vera’s thighs onto the open diaper. Vera’s whole body shuddered, thighs shaking, a choked cry escaping as the orgasm tore through her. Wave after wave crashed, her vision whitening, hips grinding desperately against Reine’s skilled mouth. Reine kept fingering and licking through every contraction, milking every drop until Vera slumped against the wall, gasping and trembling.

Reine rose, lips glistening with Vera’s cum. She wiped her mouth, then quickly powdered Vera’s soaked pussy and taped her back into the thick diaper, pulling the tapes extra snug. The fresh padding compressed heavily around her sensitive, freshly orgasmed cunt.

Reine smoothed Vera’s skirt down and pulled her close, eyes dark with possessive hunger.

“Soon they will all know exactly what you are.”

Vera’s racing heart refused to slow as they left the restroom. The thick diaper felt even more obvious now, the near-exposure during dinner and the raw fucking in the public stall leaving her clammy and wrecked. As they stepped back into the restaurant lobby, Reine’s hand rested possessively on the small of her back.

“Tomorrow we accelerate,” Reine whispered. “No more careful hiding. The board will see the real Vera soon enough.”

Vera swallowed hard, the heavy padded bulk shifting between her thighs with every step toward the exit. The terror of full exposure mixed with a dark, undeniable thrill that made her cunt throb again inside the fresh diaper. Her old life was slipping away faster than she could fight it—and part of her was no longer sure she wanted to stop the fall.


Chapter 12

Vera stepped into the nursery attached to her executive suite with the heavy, resigned steps of a woman who no longer fought the current. Weeks of conditioning had worn her down to this: shoulders slightly rounded, ice-blue eyes dull with exhaustion and surrender. The thick diaper she wore sagged heavily between her thighs, a constant, crinkling reminder of her new reality. She no longer flinched at the bulk or the faint scent of powder and use that clung to her skin. Broken. Resigned. The razor-sharp attorney who once dominated boardrooms now moved with the quiet acceptance of someone who knew resistance was futile.

Reine waited in the center of the softly lit nursery, silver hair coiled elegantly, blood-red lips curved in serene triumph. A stack of legal documents rested on the wide changing table, beside a sleek black pen. The sterile nursery scent—fresh plastic, talcum, and warm leather—wrapped around Vera like a familiar embrace.

“You’ve come so far,” Reine said softly. “Tonight we make it permanent.”

Vera’s voice was barely above a whisper. “I know.”

Reine guided her to the center of the room and helped her out of her jacket and blouse, leaving her in only the thick diaper and pencil skirt. “Kneel.”

Vera sank to her knees on the soft padded mat in front of the changing table. The thick padding compressed under her weight, forcing her thighs wide. The heavy bulk pressed firmly against her pussy and ass, a constant, intimate pressure that made her feel small and vulnerable. Tears already pricked at the corners of her eyes as she looked up at the documents.

Reine stroked her raven chignon gently. “These transfer everything—your accounts, your apartment, your power of attorney, your professional decisions. All to me. Once you sign, there is no going back.”

Vera’s hands trembled as she picked up the pen. The cool metal felt foreign against her skin. She stared at the first page, the black ink waiting. This is it. My entire life. My career. My freedom. Shame and a strange, dark relief twisted together in her chest. Her body, so thoroughly conditioned, responded with a slow throb between her legs, arousal leaking into the diaper lining.

Reine knelt beside her, one hand resting possessively on Vera’s padded hip. “Read them aloud as you sign. I want you to feel every word.”

Vera’s voice cracked as she began reading the first document, the pen scratching across the paper. Tears slipped down her cheeks, leaving wet trails. The thick padding shifted as she leaned forward to sign, the crinkle loud in the quiet nursery. Page after page, she signed away her autonomy—bank accounts, real estate, legal authority. Each signature felt like another chain locking into place.

Reine watched with dark, hungry eyes. “Good girl. You’re doing so well.”

When the final page was reached, Reine stood and retrieved her thick strap-on from the drawer. She buckled it on slowly, the realistic veined cock jutting forward, already glistening with lube. “One more signature. But first, I want you to feel exactly what you’re surrendering.”

She helped Vera stand, then bent her over the changing table. The padded surface was cool against Vera’s bare breasts. Reine tore the tapes of the diaper open with deliberate rips, letting the front drop but leaving the thick back panel bunched beneath Vera’s ass. Vera’s pussy glistened, slick with reluctant arousal.

Reine pressed the fat, lubed head of the strap-on against Vera’s tight asshole and pushed forward without mercy.

Vera gasped sharply as the thick cock split her open, stretching her asshole around its girth. Inch after veined inch sank deep into her, the burn intense and familiar. “Reine… it’s so deep—”

Reine gripped Vera’s hips and began fucking her ass with long, powerful strokes. The changing table creaked under the force. Each thrust bottomed out completely, hips slapping against Vera’s cheeks, the thick cock plowing through her tight channel. The open diaper crinkled and shifted beneath her with every brutal plunge. Wet, filthy sounds filled the nursery—lube-slick pounding, Vera’s broken moans, the heavy padding rustling.

“You’re signing your life away while I fuck your ass,” Reine growled, pounding harder. “This is who you are now.”

Vera’s tears flowed freely, dripping onto the documents as she reached for the final signature. The pen scratched across the paper while Reine railed her asshole without pause. The combination of the legal surrender, the thick padding beneath her, and the deep anal fucking overwhelmed every remaining piece of resistance. Pleasure coiled tight and filthy in her core.

Reine reached around and rubbed Vera’s swollen clit in firm, fast circles, never slowing the punishing rhythm of her hips. “Come for me while you finish signing. Show me how much you need this.”

The orgasm built like a tidal wave. Vera’s asshole clenched hard around the thick invading cock. “I’m—oh god—I’m coming—”

She exploded. Her asshole spasmed violently around the strap-on in powerful, rhythmic contractions. Hot juices squirted from her untouched cunt onto the changing table and the waiting diaper in messy pulses. Vera cried out raw and broken, body shuddering violently, back arching as the climax tore through her. Wave after wave ripped her apart, her vision whiting out, thighs shaking uncontrollably. Reine kept pounding deep through every contraction, drawing out the orgasm until Vera was a sobbing, trembling wreck slumped over the table, ass still stuffed full and leaking.

Reine groaned her own release, grinding the base of the strap-on hard against her clit before pulling out slowly. Thick strands of lube stretched between Vera’s gaping asshole and the glistening cock. She wiped Vera carefully, powdered her generously with cool talcum that settled on her overheated skin, and taped her back into a fresh, extra-thick diaper, pulling the tapes snug and secure.

Reine helped Vera kneel again in front of the final document. Tears streamed down Vera’s flushed cheeks as she signed the last line with a trembling hand. The pen on paper sounded final, irrevocable.

Reine lifted Vera’s chin, forcing their eyes to meet. “This makes it official. You belong to me completely now.”

Vera stared up at her Mistress, thick padding compressed beneath her knees, tears still wet on her cheeks, the taste of surrender thick in her throat. With her old life legally severed—assets, autonomy, identity transferred—the last threads of her former self had been cut. Only full acceptance remained. A dark, terrifying peace settled over her as she leaned forward and rested her forehead against Reine’s thigh, the heavy diaper crinkling softly with the movement.

There was nothing left to fight. Only the padded, owned future that awaited her.


Chapter 13

Vera knelt in the center of Reine’s private penthouse suite, the city lights of Manhattan glittering far below the floor-to-ceiling windows. Weeks of total conditioning had left her floating in deep submission, her mind quiet, her body soft and pliant. The thick, extra-bulky diaper crinkled softly with every tiny shift of her weight, the constant padded state now as natural as breathing. Her raven chignon had been gently undone, dark hair falling loose over her bare shoulders. She wore nothing but the diaper and a delicate silver collar locked around her throat. Tears of surrender had dried on her cheeks, replaced by a serene, glassy calm in her ice-blue eyes.

Reine stood before her like a goddess, silver hair loose and flowing, blood-red lips curved in absolute possession. She wore a black silk robe open at the front, revealing the thick, realistic strap-on already buckled around her hips. The veined cock jutted forward, heavy and glistening with lube.

“You’re finally here,” Reine murmured, voice warm with approval. “Completely mine.”

Vera looked up, voice soft and reverent. “Yes, Mistress. I belong to you.”

The words no longer carried shame. Only deep, floating peace.

Reine extended her hand. Vera crawled forward on all fours, the heavy diaper swaying between her thighs, crinkling loudly with every movement. The constant padded state grounded her, the thick bulk pressing firmly against her pussy and ass, a permanent reminder of ownership. She pressed her forehead to Reine’s bare foot in complete service, lips brushing warm skin.

“Good girl,” Reine praised, fingers threading through Vera’s dark hair. “Tonight we seal everything. No more attorney. No more resistance. Only my perfect padded toy.”

She guided Vera to the large, reinforced changing table in the center of the suite. Vera climbed up willingly, lying back on the cool padded surface. Reine secured soft restraints around her wrists and ankles, spreading her legs wide. The thick diaper remained in place, tapes snug, the bulky front tenting obscenely over Vera’s mound.

Reine leaned over her, one hand stroking the front of the diaper in slow, possessive circles. “Feel that? This is your home now. This thick padding between your legs. My touch. My rules.”

Vera’s breath hitched, nipples tightening into hard peaks. “Yes, Mistress. I need it. I crave it.”

Reine smiled serenely and tore the diaper tapes open with deliberate rips. The front panel folded down, exposing Vera’s smooth, powdered pussy and tight asshole. She squeezed a generous amount of thick lube onto the strap-on cock and positioned the fat, glistening head against Vera’s asshole.

“Take a deep breath, pet.”

Vera exhaled as Reine pushed forward. The thick cockhead breached her ring, stretching her open with slow, relentless pressure. Inch after veined inch sank deep into her ass until Reine’s hips pressed flush against the open diaper beneath her. The fullness was overwhelming—deep, claiming, perfect.

“Fuck… Mistress… so full,” Vera moaned, eyes fluttering.

Reine began to move, long, powerful strokes that dragged the thick cock almost entirely out before plunging back in to the hilt. The changing table creaked. Each deep thrust made the open diaper rustle and shift beneath Vera’s ass, the constant padded state mixing with the raw sensation of being fucked open. Wet, filthy sounds filled the suite—lube-slick pounding, Vera’s breathy moans, the heavy slap of skin.

Reine fucked her harder, hips snapping forward, bottoming out with every stroke. “This is your life now. Getting your ass railed while padded like the regressed toy you were always meant to be.”

Vera’s head fell back, mouth open in ecstasy. The deep anal pounding sent waves of pleasure through her entire body. Her untouched cunt dripped steadily onto the changing pad, clit swollen and throbbing. Tears of overwhelming sensation slipped from the corners of her eyes.

Reine reached down and rubbed Vera’s clit in firm, perfect circles while continuing to rail her asshole with long, punishing strokes. “Come for me, pet. Come while I own every part of you.”

The orgasm built like a slow, unstoppable tide. Vera’s thighs trembled against the restraints, asshole clenching rhythmically around the thick invading cock. “Mistress—I’m going to come so hard—”

“Then come.”

Vera shattered. Her asshole spasmed violently around the strap-on in powerful, milking contractions. Hot juices squirted from her cunt in forceful arcs, splashing across the changing table and soaking the open diaper beneath her. Her whole body convulsed in deep, rolling waves of pleasure, back arching, a raw, broken cry tearing from her throat. The climax went on and on, each powerful thrust from Reine drawing out fresh spasms and fresh squirts until Vera was sobbing with ecstasy, body shaking uncontrollably, ass gripping the cock like it never wanted to let go.

Reine groaned her own release, grinding the base of the strap-on hard against her clit while buried to the hilt. She stayed deep through every aftershock, stroking Vera’s hair tenderly as the younger woman floated in blissful, regressed subspace.

Only when Vera’s body finally went limp did Reine pull out slowly, leaving her asshole gaping and twitching. She cleaned her gently with warm wipes, dusted her liberally with cool talcum powder—settling in a fragrant cloud over her sensitive, fucked-open holes—then taped her into the thickest diaper yet. The padding compressed snugly around Vera’s hips, creating an enormous, unmistakable bulky swell.

Reine helped her down from the table and guided her to the oversized crib in the corner of the suite. She laid Vera on her back, raised the high bars with a solid click, and secured the locking top.

Vera lay there in her permanent padded state, thick diaper crinkling softly, body still buzzing from the intense fucking. Reine reached through the bars and stroked her cheek with infinite tenderness.

“Welcome home, my perfect little regressed pet.”

Vera turned her face into Reine’s palm, eyes heavy with peace. The constant padded state, Mistress’s approving touch, and the deep submission settled over her like the softest blanket. No more courtrooms. No more control. Only this—thick diapers, total ownership, and the warm, floating safety of being Reine’s toy.

A small, unexpected smile curved her lips as her eyes drifted closed. In the quiet of the locked crib, surrounded by the scent of powder and the heavy, secure bulk between her thighs, Vera found something she had never known in her old life.

Unexpected, profound, permanent peace.


Still craving more? 

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

Polly Bane has many more stories waiting for you, spanning the worlds of dark romance, kink, and surrender. Discover the full library on Amazon or visit pollybane.com. 

If this book made you feel something raw, hungry, or breathless… there's more like it where this one came from. 

Continue exploring on Amazon — pollybane.comBuy it here 
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