
        
            
                
            
        

    
Gym Mommies' Groupie

Diapered by Dominant Fitness MILFs in Public Humiliation Yoga

Unfit Alex joins a women-only yoga class run by fitness instructor Mommy Rachel and her crew of toned moms, who spot his stares and initiate private 'stretching sessions'—diapering him in the locker room, making him hold poses in frilly leotards while they check for leaks. Public realism hits at gym events: crinkly squats during group classes, public changes in the family restroom with doors cracked open, and post-workout nursings in the juice bar. The women parade him as their 'mascot baby' at local fitness fairs, deepening his regression one humiliation at a time.


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: Sneaking into Yoga

Alex hesitated outside the glass doors of Elite Flex Gym, palms already damp against the straps of his cheap gym bag. Twenty-eight years old, soft around the middle, perpetually out of breath after one flight of stairs—he had no logical reason to be here. Yet the flyer he’d saved on his phone kept pulling him back: “Mommy Rachel’s Elite Flow – Women-Only Yoga. Reclaim your power. Reconnect with your core.”

The photo showed her mid-pose: tall, blonde, mid-thirties, sports bra and leggings leaving very little to imagination. The caption underneath read simply: “All levels welcome. Serious practitioners only.”

He told himself he was just curious about the class format. He told himself he needed to start somewhere. Both were lies.

The lobby smelled of rubber mats, citrus cleaner, and the faint metallic tang of sweat. A young woman at the front desk glanced up, offered a practiced smile, then returned to her phone when he didn’t approach. Alex kept his head down and veered left toward Studio B. The sign on the door was bright pink vinyl: WOMEN ONLY – MEMBERS & GUESTS WITH PASS.


He slipped inside anyway.

The room was already warm, humid from body heat and a lavender diffuser humming in the corner. Thirty or so women were unrolling mats, chatting in low voices. Most wore high-end leggings and cropped tops; a few had already begun light stretches. At the front, facing the mirrored wall, stood Rachel.

She was taller than the photo suggested—easily five-nine in bare feet. Electric-blue leggings hugged long, muscular legs; her black sports bra strained slightly across a full chest. Blonde hair pulled into a high ponytail that swayed when she moved. She flowed through a sequence with effortless control: warrior II into reverse warrior, back arching, ribcage opening. Every line of her body looked deliberate, powerful.

Alex pressed himself against the rear wall near the door, half-hidden by a stack of blocks. His pulse hammered in his throat. He should leave. He knew he should leave.

Rachel transitioned to downward dog. The room followed. A sea of rounded hips lifted skyward, spandex stretched taut. Alex’s eyes darted—then locked. He couldn’t look away.

A blonde woman two rows ahead—ponytail, defined shoulders—shifted her weight and glanced back. Their eyes met for half a second. She raised an eyebrow, then smirked and returned to the pose.

Heat flooded Alex’s face. He edged toward the exit.

Rachel’s voice cut through the quiet room, calm but carrying.

“Eyes forward, ladies. We have company.”

The word landed like a stone in still water. Heads turned. Giggles rippled. Alex froze, one hand already on the door handle.

The blonde from earlier twisted fully now. “Peeping Tom?”

Another voice—deeper, amused—came from the left side of the room. “He looks lost.”

Rachel rose smoothly to standing, hands on hips. She didn’t raise her voice, didn’t need to.

“Class, namaste. Hydrate if you need to. We’ll handle our guest.”


Alex bolted.

He made it three steps into the hallway before footsteps followed—quick, confident. Then Rachel was there, blocking the corridor with casual authority. Behind her appeared three others: the blonde from class, a redhead with dangerous curves, and a petite brunette whose eyes sparkled with mischief.

Rachel tilted her head. “Wrong door?”

“I—thought it was co-ed.” His voice cracked on the last word. “Sorry. Leaving now.”

She stepped closer. Citrus body spray and clean sweat filled the space between them. “You weren’t leaving. You were watching.”

The blonde—Lisa, he would learn later—circled to his left. “For how long, exactly?”

The redhead—Tara—leaned against the wall, arms crossed under her chest. “Long enough to get hard, I’d guess.”

Alex flinched. Denial died in his throat.

Rachel studied him the way someone might study a malfunctioning machine. “Membership card?”

He fumbled for his wallet, produced the cheap day-pass he’d bought online weeks ago but never used. She took it, glanced at the name—fake, of course—then handed it back.

“Alex.” She said it like she was tasting the word. “You don’t belong here. But you want to.”

He shook his head too fast. “No. Mistake. I’m gone.”

Lisa moved behind him, cutting off the lobby escape. “Too late for that.”

Tara pushed off the wall. “Locker room. Now.”

Alex laughed once—nervous, strangled. “Women’s locker room?”

Rachel didn’t smile. “Family changing room is neutral. Or are you scared?”

The petite brunette—Jenna—hopped lightly onto the balls of her feet. “Come on, cutie. Private stretch session. You clearly need one.”

They didn’t grab him. They didn’t have to. The four of them formed a loose semicircle and simply walked forward. Alex backed up until his shoulders hit the corridor wall, then—nothing left to do—turned and let them herd him.

Heads turned in the lobby. A guy on a treadmill slowed, eyebrows raised. The smoothie-bar girl paused mid-pour, straw frozen at her lips. Alex’s face burned so hot he thought his skin might split.

Rachel pushed open the family changing room door. Spacious. Clean. One large padded bench, showers in the back, a baby-changing station mounted high on the wall. The door clicked shut behind them. Not locked. Cracked open perhaps an inch.

Rachel leaned against it. “Strip.”

Alex’s mouth went dry. “What?”

“Clothes off.” Her tone was matter-of-fact, like she was asking him to pass the salt. “We need to see what we’re working with.”

Lisa crossed her arms, abs flexing under her cropped top. “You stared at our asses for ten solid minutes. Fair’s fair.”

Tara licked her lower lip once. “Flabby boys need fixing. We’re good at fixing.”

Jenna hopped onto the bench, legs swinging. “Shirt first. Show us the gut.”

He looked at the cracked door. Voices drifted in from the hallway—casual chatter, footsteps. Anyone could walk by. Anyone could look.

His hands shook as he gripped the hem of his faded hoodie. He pulled it over his head. Pale stomach spilled forward, soft, doughy, a faint trail of dark hair disappearing into the waistband of his jeans.

Silence for two heartbeats. Then laughter—soft, not cruel, but not kind either.

“Oh honey,” Tara murmured.

Rachel stepped forward and poked his belly with one firm finger. The flesh gave easily. “This why you sneak in? Craving real bodies?”

Alex tried to cover himself. Pointless.

“Pants,” Lisa said.

He hesitated. Tara reached out, hooked a finger in his belt loop, and tugged the zipper down herself. “Helpful aunties.”

Jeans slid to his ankles. Boxers tented obviously. A damp spot had already bloomed at the tip.

Jenna whistled low. “Eager.”

Rachel hooked both thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and yanked them to his knees in one motion.

His cock sprang free—average length, painfully hard, the head flushed dark. Balls tight against his body. The cool air of the room made everything feel obscenely exposed.


They circled him slowly.

“Pathetic,” Rachel said, almost gently.

She prodded his stomach again. Fingers sank in. “Soft. Weak. But trainable.”

Lisa crouched to eye level with his erection. She blew a slow stream of cool air across the tip. It jerked.

“Responsive,” she noted. “Cute.”

Tara cupped his balls, weighing them in her palm. “Full. Needy.”

Jenna pinched the roll above his hip. Twisted lightly. “We’ll sculpt this. Mommy style.”

Alex whimpered. “Please… don’t.”

Rachel laughed—low, throaty. “Begging already? First pose. Hands on head. Legs apart.”

He obeyed before he could think. Arms up. Feet spread shoulder-width. Cock bobbed in the open air. Cool draft from the cracked door brushed his hole, his shaft. Every inch of skin felt watched.

Rachel traced one nail from his collarbone down the center of his chest, over the soft swell of his stomach, circling his navel. “Submissive boy. Knows his place.”

Hands roamed. Lisa squeezed his inner thighs—“Squats needed.” Tara spread his cheeks slightly—“Virgin territory?” Jenna tweaked both nipples until they stood hard—“Sensitive. Good.”

Rachel gripped his chin, forced eye contact. Green eyes bored into him.

“Why sneak in, baby? Tell the truth.”

Voice cracked. “You’re… all so hot. Couldn’t stop looking.”

“Hot enough for this?” She slapped his stomach once—light, but the jiggle echoed. More laughter.

Pre-cum beaded at his tip, then dripped to the tile in a slow, shining thread.

“Leaks already,” Lisa observed.

Rachel nodded toward the changing station. “Up. Time for your first real stretch.”

“No—” He tried to step back. Four hands caught him.

Tara and Jenna lifted under his arms. Lisa supported his hips. They carried him like he weighed nothing and laid him on the padded table. Legs dangled off the end. Cock pointed straight up.

“Arms above your head,” Rachel ordered. “Legs wide.”

He spread. Humiliation burned through every nerve. The locker room echoed his ragged breathing.

Lisa opened a cabinet. Pulled out a thick white adult diaper—plastic backing, four tapes, pastel bears printed across the front.

Alex bucked. “No fucking way.”

Rachel straddled his chest, knees pinning his shoulders. Her breasts hovered inches from his face—full, heavy, the sports bra barely containing them.

“Way,” she said. “Leaky boys get protected.”

Tara tore open the pack. Powder bottle hissed. White clouds settled over his groin. Cool. Ticklish. His cock jumped.

“Shh,” Tara murmured. “Aunties got you.”

Jenna taped one side. Tara the other. They pulled the front panel up together—thick padding swallowed him whole. Final tapes ripped shut. Loud crinkle.

Rachel patted the front twice—firm, possessive. “Bulk check. Good boy cage.”

They hauled him upright. Legs bowed outward. First waddle step. Plastic rasped against itself.

“Fits like it was made for you,” Jenna said.

They circled again, tugging leg gathers, checking tapes. No gaps.

Rachel stepped back. “Pose check. Downward doggy. On the bench.”

Lisa pushed his chest forward. He bent. Ass lifted. Diaper domed high between spread thighs.

Phones stayed in pockets—for now. But eyes devoured.

Rachel squirted water from a bottle onto the crotch. Cold shock. Padding absorbed instantly.

“Dry,” she announced. “Mommy approved.”

Alex’s voice broke. “Let me go.”

Rachel cupped his face. Thumb wiped the single tear that had escaped. “Oh puppy. Session’s just starting. Hold plank.”

They forced him down. Forearms on bench. Body rigid. Diaper sagged slightly between trembling thighs. Arms shook after twenty seconds. Gut quivered.

“Hold,” Lisa barked.

“Five… ten…”

He collapsed. Soft curves caught him—breasts, hips, warm skin everywhere.

“Good boy,” Tara said, guiding his head to her cleavage. Vanilla sweat and coconut lotion filled his nose.

Rachel unzipped her sports bra slowly. Full breasts spilled free. Nipples already hard.

“Reward? Or punishment?”

Alex stared. Mouth watered. Diaper warmed with fresh pre-cum.

“Not yet,” she said, zipping back up.

She reached into the cabinet again. Hot-pink leotard—tiny, ruffled at the hips, snap crotch.

“Wear this under your clothes tomorrow. Front row. No skips.”

They wrestled him into it reverse-order: leotard first, snapped over the diaper bulge. Then jeans—strained at the zipper. Hoodie barely covered the obvious outline.

“Outfit check,” Jenna said, tugging the crotch snaps. Snap-snap.

They marched him out. Crinkle faint but unmistakable under denim. Smoothie girl stared. A gym bro on the way to weights laughed outright.

“Baby time?”

Alex fled into the night. Diaper rustled with every panicked step. Leotard pinched. Erection raged against padding.

But deep down—beneath the shame, beneath the terror—something else stirred.

He already knew he would be back tomorrow.

Front row.

Crinkling.

Their mascot.

The real descent had only just begun.


Chapter 2: Locker Room Diapering

Alex barely made it home that first night. The drive back felt endless—every bump in the road made the diaper crinkle louder inside his jeans, the leotard underneath pinching his skin like a constant reminder. He parked crooked, stumbled up the stairs to his apartment, locked the door, and stood frozen in the hallway with the lights off.

He should have ripped everything off immediately. Thrown the diaper in the trash. Burned the leotard. Instead he stood there breathing hard, one hand pressed against the front of his jeans where the bulk pressed back. The padding was still dry, but warm from body heat and the persistent half-erection he couldn’t shake. He told himself it was just adrenaline. Shame. Nothing more.

He lasted twenty minutes before he gave in.

In the bathroom mirror, under harsh fluorescent light, he peeled the jeans down slowly. The pink leotard looked ridiculous—ruffles framing the obscene white bulge, snap crotch stretched tight over tapes. He unsnapped it with shaking fingers. The diaper came into view: thick, cartoon bears staring up at him, plastic backing shiny where sweat had collected. He tugged one tape open. The sound—riiiip—echoed in the small space. Cool air hit damp skin. His cock, still semi-hard, twitched at the exposure.

He stared at his reflection: soft stomach hanging slightly over the waistband that no longer existed, pale thighs marked with faint red lines from the leotard seams, erection refusing to soften completely. He looked pathetic. He looked… changed.

The diaper hit the trash can with a muffled thump. He showered until the water ran cold, scrubbing hard enough to turn his skin pink. When he finally crawled into bed, naked, the sheets felt wrong—too loose, too empty. He slept badly, waking every hour with the phantom sensation of bulk between his legs.

The next morning he told himself he wouldn’t go back.

He went back.

Tuesday evening. Elite Flex Gym again. Same lobby smell, same smoothie bar hum. The women-only sign on Studio B hadn’t changed. Alex wore looser sweats this time, hoping they would hide the secret he hadn’t quite admitted to himself: he’d put on a fresh diaper before leaving the apartment. Not the same thick one from yesterday—the pack had only come with one—but a cheaper drugstore brand he’d bought on the way home last night in a daze. Thin. Plain white. Still crinkly enough to make him flinch every time he moved.

He told himself it was insurance. In case they checked. In case they made him strip again. Lies on top of lies.

The class was already underway when he slipped in. Rachel didn’t acknowledge him immediately. She flowed through sun salutations at the front, voice steady, counting breaths. Thirty women followed her rhythm. Mats filled every available space. Alex found a spot in the very back row, near the door, knees drawn up to hide the faint outline under his sweats.

Five minutes in, Lisa—the blonde from yesterday—twisted her head during a side stretch. Eyes met his. She smiled slowly, then whispered something to Tara beside her. Tara glanced back. Nodded once.

Rachel’s voice carried without effort.

“Child’s pose, ladies. Forehead to mat. Let everything settle.”

The room dropped. Alex followed, ass lifting slightly, diaper crinkling against the mat. Soft. Distinct. A woman two mats away turned her head, frowned, then looked forward again.

Lisa crawled backward during the pose until she was beside him.

“Back again,” she murmured, voice low enough that only he could hear. “Good boy.”

He kept his face buried in his arms. Heart slammed so hard he thought the whole room could hear it.

Class flowed on. Downward dog. Plank. Warrior sequences. Every transition made the diaper shift, plastic rasping faintly. Rachel prowled the room now, adjusting forms, offering quiet corrections. When she reached Alex’s row she paused.

“Deeper stretch, back row. Hips high.”

Her hand pressed between his shoulder blades—firm, impersonal in front of the class. Then lower. Palm flat against the small of his back. Fingers brushed the waistband of his sweats. She felt the crinkle. Her touch lingered one second longer than necessary.

“Very good,” she said, loud enough for nearby mats to hear. “Keep that core engaged.”

She moved on.

By savasana, Alex was sweating through his shirt. The diaper felt heavier—not wet, just warm, compressed from all the bending and stretching. When the bell chimed, women began rolling mats, chatting, heading for the door. Alex stayed down, pretending to breathe deeply, waiting for the room to empty.

It didn’t.

Rachel clapped once, sharp.

“Everyone out except our special guest. Private session.”

Murmurs. Curious glances. Then the room cleared quickly—too quickly. They knew.

Lisa shut the door. Click. Not locked, but closed enough to muffle hallway noise. Tara flipped the sign on the outside handle to “Private Class in Session.” Jenna dimmed the overhead lights slightly, leaving only the soft wall sconces.

Rachel stood at the front, arms crossed.

“Front and center, Alex.”

He rose slowly. Legs unsteady. The diaper announced every step—crinkle, crinkle, crinkle—across the empty studio. Mirrors on three walls reflected him from every angle: baggy sweats, flushed face, obvious bulge shifting with each movement.

They formed the same semicircle as yesterday. Predatory. Patient.

Rachel spoke first. “You came back. Wearing one.”

He opened his mouth. Closed it. Nodded once.

Lisa stepped closer. “Show us.”

His hands moved before his brain caught up. Sweats slid down. Pooled at his ankles. The thin white diaper clung to his hips—cheaper quality, already sagging slightly from sweat, tapes pulling at the edges.

Tara circled behind him. “Not bad for a drugstore special. But not good enough.”

Jenna hopped up onto a stack of blocks, legs swinging. “Strip the rest.”

He peeled the hoodie off. T-shirt followed. Naked except for the diaper and socks. Stomach soft but trembling. Cock half-hard beneath the padding, outline visible.

Rachel studied him. “You put it on yourself this time. Why?”

Voice barely above a whisper. “I… didn’t want to disappoint you.”

Silence stretched. Then Rachel nodded once.

“Good answer.”

She walked to the supply cabinet—the same one Lisa had opened yesterday—and pulled out a much thicker diaper. Premium brand. Plastic backing glossy, four strong tapes, extra absorbency panels front and back. Pastel blue this time, no cartoon prints. Serious.

“On the bench,” she said.

They didn’t carry him this time. They waited. He walked over—crinkling the whole way—and lay back on the padded surface. Legs dangled off the end again.

Lisa took his ankles, lifted them high, spread wide. Cool air hit everything below the waist. Tara ripped the old diaper open—fast, efficient. Wet warmth escaped in a small rush; he hadn’t realized he’d started leaking during class. The thin padding had soaked through in patches.

“Already damp,” Tara noted. “From class?”

He nodded, face burning.

Jenna sprinkled powder—generous clouds drifting down. The scent filled the room: clean, babyish, humiliating. Her fingers smoothed it in, brushing his shaft deliberately. It stiffened fully under the touch.

Rachel unfolded the new diaper, slid it under his hips. Thick padding cradled him like a pillow. She pulled the front up slowly—deliberate—letting him feel every inch of bulk being added.

“Lift,” she commanded.

He arched. Tapes ripped shut—one side, then the other. Final adjustment: she tugged the leg gathers snug, ran a finger around the waistband to check fit.

“Better,” she said. “This one won’t leak so easily.”

They helped him sit up. Legs bowed wide. First step off the bench: major waddle. The new bulk forced his thighs apart. Crinkle louder, deeper.

Lisa produced the pink leotard from yesterday. “Back on.”

They wrestled him into it again—arms through sleeves, head through neck hole, crotch snapped over the fresh padding. Ruffles flared at the hips. High-cut legs framed the tapes. The mirror showed everything: emerging definition in his shoulders from nervous tension, stomach still soft but less doughy already, diaper bulge obscene under shiny lycra.

Rachel stepped back. “Pose. Child’s pose on the mat.”

He dropped. Forehead to floor. Ass high. Diaper domed prominently. The crew circled.

Tara straddled his calves from behind. “Deepen it.”

Her hands pressed his hips forward. Heat from her leggings pressed against the padded rear. She rocked subtly—small circles that made the crinkle shift rhythmically.

Lisa knelt at his side. “Legs wider.”

Palms on inner thighs, pushing apart. Fingers slipped under leg bands, tracing skin just inside the padding.

Jenna at his head. “Arms extended.”

She grabbed his wrists, pulled them forward. Leaned low—breasts brushed his shoulders through her top.

Rachel stayed standing, watching. “Feel everything. The weight. The restriction. The sound. This is your new normal.”

They rotated positions. Each took a turn “adjusting” him—grinding, spreading, pulling. Minutes stretched. Sweat beaded on his back. Bladder twinged—leftover water from earlier, plus the nervous clench.

Rachel noticed. “Thirst time.”

She pulled a large Nalgene from her bag. Ice-cold water. Spout pressed to his lips.

“Drink.”

He gulped. Half a liter gone in seconds. Belly bloated. Pressure sharp.

“More,” she said.

He finished it. Burped softly. Bladder protested.

“Squat test,” Lisa announced. “Leak check protocol. Ten reps. Deep as class. Hold three seconds each.”

They stood him up. Legs shaky.

Squat one. Knees bent. Crinkle exploded. Hold. Up.

Two. Pressure mounted.

Three. Tiny warm trickle kissed the inner padding.

Four. Steady stream. Silent at first, then audible hiss. Heat spread front to back.

Five. Diaper swelled visibly. Tapes strained.

Six. Sagged lower.

Seven. Front bulge grew obvious.

Alex danced foot to foot. Thighs rasped plastic. “Stop—leaking—”

Rachel yanked him upright. Snapped one leg band open. Peeked inside. Yellow-tinged core bloomed.

“Flooded already.” Voice calm. “Naughty.”

Lisa’s palm cracked the padded rear—three sharp smacks. Sound deadened by bulk, but jolt shot straight to his cock.

“Pissy boy for Mommies.”

Tara guided him to the full-length mirror. “Look.”

Reflections endless. Diaper sagged, dark patch fist-sized across the front. Gut spilled slightly over waistband. Face beet-red. Cock tented the wet padding.

He stared. Horror twisted with something hotter.

“It’s… so obvious.”

Rachel cupped the bulge. Squeezed. Squish echoed.

“Horny little mess.”

She stepped back. “Upgrade time.”

Another reach into the cabinet. Hot-pink leotard—same style but one size smaller, stretchier. White lace ruffles at bodice and hem. High-cut legs. Snap crotch reinforced.

“Groupie needs flair.”

They wrestled him in. Arms shoved through. Head tugged through tight neck. Lycra clung like paint—stretched shiny over the swollen gut, smoothed down over padded outline. Ruffles poofed dramatically. Crotch snaps secured against wet bulk. Snap-snap-snap.

“Twirl,” Lisa ordered.

He spun. Ruffles fluttered. Crinkle muffled but insistent.

“Parade lap,” Rachel said.

They linked arms—conga line through the locker room. Past benches, past showers, past mirrors. Step-crinkle-step-crinkle.

“Smile big, mascot. Say it: ‘I’m the Mommies’ groupie baby.’”

Voice cracked. “I’m… the Mommies’ groupie baby.”

Tara smacked his padded ass mid-stride. “Louder.”

“I’m the Mommies’ groupie baby!”

Heat flooded his face. Cock throbbed harder inside the mess.

Lisa squeezed the bulge as they walked. “Feel that wet squish? Proud of it?”

Jenna adjusted a ruffle. “Pretty waddler.”

Full circuit done. Back to the bench. High-fives among the crew.

“Perfect addition,” Rachel said.

They posed him center: hands on hips, forced grin. No phones yet—just eyes.

Rachel grabbed his hand, pressed it to his own crotch. “Feel your cage. No big-boy freedom anymore.”

She bounced him lightly on his toes. Padding squished audible.

Lisa pressed close, thigh wedged between his legs. “Hump test.”

She rubbed upward. Crinkle-grind.

“Dry-fuck your diaper like a good boy.”

Hips rolled instinctively. “Oh god…”

Pre-cum soaked deeper into the mess.

Rachel cut in. “Enough play. Stretch round two.”

Back to child’s pose. Each Mommy rotated “adjustments.”

Rachel first: “Back arch deeper.” Ground her mound harder against his rear.

Lisa next: “Legs splayed wide.” Finger traced inside leg gather.

Tara: “Arms extended full.” Leaned low, breasts brushing his side deliberately.

Jenna: “Breathe Mommy deep.” Nipple teased near his nose through fabric.

Another bottle appeared. Half more forced down. “Bladder reload.”

Squats resumed. Reps failed faster now. Diaper swim-diaper heavy, sagging to mid-thigh.

“Keep it wet for training,” Rachel said. “Feel the lesson.”

They dressed him last: leotard hugging every curve, sweats tugged over top—but loose. Bulge cartoonish. Cinched at ankles to emphasize waddle.

Rachel leaned close, lips brushing his ear.

“Tomorrow. Front row again. Crinkle squats for the whole class. Leak test goes public. Be here, mascot.”

He swallowed. Arousal throbbed relentless. Shame burned electric. Legs wobbled under fresh bulk.

“I’ll… be there.”

“Good baby,” they chorused.

Door cracked wider. Gym noise drifted in—weights clanging distant, late chatter.

They marched him out one final time. Mirror to mirror. Crinkle announcing every step.

“Own it,” Rachel whispered.

He stumbled into the hallway haze. Diaper squishing. Leotard hidden under hoodie. Pulse hammering.

Locker room echoes chased him: crinkles, smacks, purrs.

Tomorrow loomed. Women-only yoga. Front row. Public reveal.

One leak away from total surrender.


Chapter 3: Crinkly Squats

Alex arrived at Elite Flex Gym twenty minutes early on Tuesday evening. The parking lot was already half full—peak-hour energy spilling out through the glass doors in waves of chatter and clanging weights. He sat in his car for a long minute, engine off, hands gripping the wheel until his knuckles turned white.

The diaper felt heavier today. Not because it was thicker—it was the same premium one Rachel’s crew had taped on him yesterday after class—but because he had worn it all day. Every trip to the bathroom at work, every time he sat at his desk, every awkward shift in the chair had reminded him: the bulk was there. Constant. Unignorable. He had changed once in a gas-station stall on the way here, wiping himself clean with trembling hands, powdering again like they had shown him, taping fresh. The new one was already warm from the drive.

He told himself he could still walk away. Turn the key. Drive home. Throw everything in the trash and pretend the last forty-eight hours had been a fever dream.

Instead he got out, locked the car, and walked inside.

The lobby buzzed. Protein-shake blenders whirred. A group of women in neon leggings streamed toward Studio B, laughing about weekend plans. Alex kept his head down, hood up, gym bag clutched to his chest like a shield. The women-only sign glared pink on the studio door. Same as yesterday. Same as it would be tomorrow.

He slipped in behind a cluster of regulars. Found the same back-row spot near the exit. Unrolled his mat with mechanical movements. Sat cross-legged, knees drawn up to hide the faint outline under loose black sweats. The diaper crinkled softly when he shifted—barely audible over the pre-class chatter—but he flinched anyway.

Rachel entered last. Black sports bra, charcoal leggings that looked painted on, blonde ponytail swinging like a metronome. She scanned the room once—eyes landing on him for half a second—then moved to the front without a word.

The class filled fast. Thirty-five women now, maybe more. Mats edge-to-edge. Incense drifted from the diffuser. Lights dimmed to a soft amber glow. Mirrors reflected endless rows of toned bodies stretching languidly.

Rachel clapped twice.

“Namate, ladies. Settle in. Tonight we flow strong. Follow my lead.”

She dropped into child’s pose. The room mirrored her. Alex followed, ass lifting slightly. Crinkle. Soft but unmistakable in the quiet. A woman one mat to his right—curly hair, teal top—glanced sideways. Frowned. Looked forward again.

Sun salutations began. Arms up. Forward fold. Alex bent awkwardly, stomach folding over the diaper bulk. Rustle-rustle with every breath. Halfway through the third round, Lisa—the blonde—twisted her head during a low lunge.

“Back row,” she called softly, loud enough for nearby mats. “Deeper fold, baby. Let Mommy see that effort.”

Giggles rippled from the middle rows. Heads turned.

Alex’s face burned. He pushed deeper. Crinkle amplified. The woman in teal looked again—this time longer.

Rachel flowed into cat-cow. Arch. Round. Alex matched her on all fours. Diaper sagged visibly when he arched—outline pressing against sweats. Tara, positioned two rows behind, nudged his mat with her foot.

“Cow deeper, sweetie. Arch that back for us.”

More giggles. A newbie in the front row whispered something to her friend. Both glanced back.

Rachel paused mid-sequence. Voice calm, carrying.

“Our special guest is training with us tonight. Focus on your own breath, ladies. He’s working hard.”

She prowled forward, barefoot steps silent on the wood floor. Stopped directly in front of Alex’s mat.

“Plank,” she said. “Hold it.”

The class dropped. Alex followed. Forearms down. Body rigid. Diaper pressed flat against his erection—traitorous, persistent. Arms shook after fifteen seconds. Gut quivered.

Rachel crouched beside him. Thigh brushed his side—deliberate.

“Core tight, little one. Mommy’s watching form.”

Her hand rested briefly on his lower back—right above the waistband. Fingers dipped under the elastic for one heartbeat. Felt the tapes. Felt the heat.

“Good boy,” she murmured, too low for the room to hear. Then louder: “Everyone—engage those glutes. Squeeze.”

She rose and moved on.

Lunges next. Alex stepped forward into the pose. Crinkle with every shift of weight. Mia—petite brunette from yesterday—mirrored him from the side mat, ass inches from his face during the transition.

“Watch Mommy’s form,” she said over her shoulder. “Copy exactly.”

He lunged. Crinkle-crinkle. Class tittered.

Rachel circled back.

“Volume up, guest. Let the room hear your effort.”

Squats came last in the sequence. Rachel demonstrated: feet wide, hips dropping low, slow rise.

“Twenty reps. Feel the burn. Go.”

Thighs ignited immediately. Alex sank.

Crinkle.

Up.

Crinkle-crinkle.

The sound bounced off mirrors, amplified in the hush. Giggles erupted again—louder this time.

A brunette two mats over whispered—intentionally loud—“Is that… a diaper?”

Rachel halted the count.

“Yes. Our training mascot wears special support. Focus, ladies.”

Alex burned. Cock throbbed harder inside the padding—betrayal complete.

Lisa paired with him suddenly, mat dragged close.

“Deeper squat, baby. Arch that back.”

Her hand gripped his hip, forcing him lower. Plastic rustled thunderous. Thumb circled once over the tip of the bulge—casual, hidden from most angles.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “Mommy knows when you’re leaking pre-cum.”

Public grope. Subtle but unmistakable. Women nearby craned necks—some flushed, some scandalized, a few openly amused. Phones stayed mostly away; this was still yoga class, not a show. Yet.

Rachel called the next set.

“Pulse holds. Ten seconds at the bottom.”

Alex bottomed out. Thighs screamed. Diaper compressed against his erection. Warmth trickled—small at first, then steady. Not full flood. Just enough to make the padding swell softly.

Lisa felt it. Palm flat against the front—right there in front of everyone.

“Damp already?” she said, loud enough for the row to hear. “Sweaty boy.”

Gasps. A few laughs. The teal-top woman covered her mouth, eyes wide with something between shock and fascination.

Rachel stepped in.

“Hold for ten. Everyone—eyes on form.”

She hooked a finger in Alex’s waistband—public tug. Damp liner flashed for half a second before she let go.

“Borderline,” she announced. “Hold it, guest.”

All eyes swiveled. Thirty-five pairs. Alex trembled—thighs burning, diaper sagging heavier now from sweat and the small leak. He pushed lower. Ass out. Crinkle echoed like a challenge.

Rachel nodded once.

“That’s it. Feel the control.”

Lisa patted the crotch again—casual, almost clinical. Squish. Soft sound carried.

More whispers. A woman in the back row muttered “holy shit” under her breath.

“Up!” Rachel barked.

Class rose. But she kept Alex down.

“One more set. For focus.”

Lisa flanked him again. Hands on shoulders.

“Push, baby. Don’t leak more.”

He squatted. Rustle-squish-rustle. Sweat poured down his spine. Diaper clung sodden now—interior sloshing faintly at the bottom of each rep. Phones appeared—discreet, angled low. Rachel didn’t stop them.

“Perfect form,” she said. “Mommies love an obedient boy.”

The flow blurred after that. Warrior poses. Tree. Balance work. Alex wobbled—Lisa and Tara steadying him with thigh presses, hands lingering on hips, on the small of his back, brushing the diaper edge.

Downward dog final. Ass highest. Diaper outline clear through sweats—dark patch ghosting the fabric now.

Tara from behind: “Leak check later, sweetie.”

Savasana came too soon. Bodies flat. Eyes closed. Alex lay rigid—erection pulsing, diaper swampy, mind reeling from every touch, every stare, every whispered comment.

Bell dinged. Class stirred. Women rolled mats slowly, stealing glances. Hall mirrors caught reflections—diaper print ghosting through sweats at the rear when he stood.

“Cute mascot,” one murmured to her friend.

“Rachel’s new project?”

Alex stayed seated until most had left. Rachel blocked the exit.

“Not so fast. Family restroom. Now.”

Her crew flanked him instantly.

Lisa grabbed his arm.

“Public change. Door cracked. Let them peek.”

Heart slammed ribs. They marched him out—past lingering classmates, past the smoothie bar where heads turned again. Crinkle with every step. Bulge shifting obviously.

Family restroom—spacious single-stall, baby-changing table bolted high. Rachel propped the door open six inches. Foot traffic outside. Voices drifting in.

“Peekers welcome,” she said.

Sweats yanked down. Diaper exposed: thick, white, yellow bloom spreading across the front, sagging low. Gasps from the hallway—two women paused, peered in.

Lisa untaped slow.

“Look at this mess. Class sweat. Class pre-cum. Phew.”

Cool air hit skin. Cock sprang free—hard, veined, slick at the tip. Hallway whispers sharpened.

Jenna wiped him thoroughly—wipe dragged deliberately along the shaft. Hips bucked involuntary.

Rachel powdered generous—white clouds drifting out the cracked door.

“Mommy’s clean boy now. Pink one today. Matches your blush.”

Fingers teased the base of his shaft—slow stroke. Alex whimpered.

“P-please…”

“Shh.”

Lisa slid fresh diaper under—double-padded, pink trim. Jenna sprinkled more powder. Tapes sealed. Crinkle test: Tara squatted him playfully, patted rapid. Rustle symphony loud enough to carry into the hall.

Tara pulled sweats up—loose, bulge obvious. Cinched at the waist.

“Perfect. Juice bar reward.”

They marched him out—door still cracked. Hallway voyeurs had grown to four—two from class, one staff member pretending to wipe a counter, one curious dad with a gym bag pretending not to stare.

Crinkle announced every step to the juice bar corner.

Post-class rush. High-tops crowded. Smoothies swirling.

Rachel shoved him onto a stool—center stage. Stools circled loosely. Smoothies arrived—frothy pink for him in a baby bottle.

“Thirsty, mascot?”

He nodded. Eyes down. Erection throbbed against fresh padding.

Tara cradled his head against her cleavage.

“Suck up, baby.”

Nipple peeked as her top dipped low—dark, erect. Bottle nipple pressed to his lips instead. Glug. Glug.

Sweet sludge flooded his mouth. Rhythm soothed despite everything.

Lisa leaned in.

“My turn next.”

Her shake glass tilted—vanilla dribbled down her own cleavage. Lickable distance.

Patrons stared openly now—cluster of women whispering, phones half-raised.

“Is that… really a diaper?”

Rachel blocked casual views with her hip but grinned.

“He’s our good boy. Post-workout refuel.”

Alex’s cheeks flamed. Suck. Swallow.

Belly sloshed.

Tara bounced him gently on her knee—crinkle amplified.

“Who’s Mommy’s leaky little groupie?”

Hand slipped under sweats—patted the front. Squish. Still dry. For now.

“Hold still or we flash the whole bar.”

Rachel paid. Herded them to a corner booth—semi-private, tablecloth draped low. But glass walls faced the gym floor. Kids visible splashing in the pool area beyond.

She pulled Alex onto her lap.

“Booth nursing. Private-ish.”

Fingers tugged sweats down an inch. Diaper tapes rasped. Exposed under cloth. Adjacent tables glanced over.

Lisa pumped her shake into a fresh bottle—then unhooked her bra strap under her top. One breast popped free—full, veined, nipple beading.

“Suckle proper.”

Guided his mouth. Warm. Sweet. Better than anything in the bottle.

Hand delved under tablecloth—found diaper front. Prodded.

“Still dry? Impressive.”

Massaged—teasing the outline into a full throb. Drip of milk trailed down his chin, soaking Rachel’s thigh.

Tara joined—top adjusted low. Dual feed. Alex switched breasts. Head cradled between them.

“Bonding time,” Tara murmured. “You’re ours now. No more solo stares.”

Shame twisted into hunger. He nursed harder. Hips bucked involuntarily. Crinkle. Squish.

Booth smelled of sweat, milk, arousal.

Jenna snapped discreet pics—his face buried, bottle nearby.

“Group chat gold.”

A mom with a stroller wheeled closer—peered.

“Aw, what’s his name?”

Rachel beamed.

“Gym Baby. Our mascot.”

Addiction bloomed—humiliation fueling the rush. He belonged here.

Then disaster. Warmth spread. Real leak. Flooding the fresh padding in seconds. Face still in Lisa’s breast—he froze.

She felt it.

“Oh baby leaked. Big time.”

Pump hand sped up under cloth—slick sounds audible. Moan escaped his throat—muffled but there.

Rachel bolted up. Hauled him off her lap. Diaper sagged visibly—yellowing at leg gathers. Sweats barely contained it.

“Family restroom. Now.”

Dragged across the juice bar—full view of the waddle, crinkle echoing off tiles.

Rachel hooked a finger in waistband—public peek. Damp liner flashed.

“Quick change!”

Doors loomed. Shoved open. Didn’t lock. Cracked three inches. Gym noise filtered in. Voyeur count climbing.

Inside—chaos. Alex on the table. Sweats yanked. Diaper tapes ripped—thick pink one, soaked through, sagging like a water balloon.

Lisa held ankles high—legs splayed.

“Spread ’em, leaky boy.”

Rachel unfolded fresh—extra thick, baby-block print. Powder puffed. Wipes cold.

“Hold still or we flash everyone.”

Door ajar invited stares. Moans built—his from exposure, theirs from thrill.

Tara powdered front—fingers lingering.

“Such a good addict now.”

Jenna cracked the door wider “accidentally.” Gym bro peeked—eyes widened.

“Whoa—”

Slammed halfway. Giggling.

“Oops. Public service.”

Five watchers by end. Phones sneaky.

New diaper taped snug. Leotard adjusted over top.

Rachel’s eyes gleamed.

“Biggest gym event this weekend. Fitness fair. Sponsors. Cameras. You’ll squat stage. Leak live?”

Back in the booth—Rachel uploaded Jenna’s pics. Instagram story: Alex suckling Tara, caption “Meet Gym Baby! Our yoga mascot. Who’s jealous? #GymMommies #BabyGroupie #EliteFlex.” Hearts exploded. Notifications pinged.

“You’re famous, baby,” Rachel whispered—hand under cloth again.

“Bonded forever.”

Alex nursed Lisa’s other breast. Milk dripped chin to chest. Shame? Fading. Addiction ruled.

Tara’s fingers joined Rachel’s—double tease. Leak two brewed.

Crew stood. Hauled him up. Crinkle announced exit. Patrons parted—whispering “Gym Baby.”

Viral spark lit.

But as they dragged him toward back halls, Rachel’s whisper sealed it:

“Private drills next. After-hours. Pink leotard. Be ready, groupie.”


Chapter 4: Juice Bar Nursings

The juice bar at Elite Flex was never quiet after class. Blenders roared in overlapping cycles, conversations bounced off the high ceilings, and the smoothie fridge hummed like a low-grade heartbeat. Tuesday evening rush hour turned the corner into a bottleneck—women in damp sports bras waiting for post-yoga refuels, a few guys lingering over protein shakes, kids running between tables while parents pretended not to notice.

Alex felt every eye the second his crew marched him through the crowd.

Rachel led, ponytail swinging, still in her black sports bra and leggings. Lisa flanked his left arm, Tara his right, Jenna bringing up the rear like a bouncer. No one touched him unnecessarily, but the formation was unmistakable: he was being escorted. The fresh pink-trimmed diaper—double-padded after the restroom change—forced a pronounced waddle. Every step produced a soft, rhythmic crinkle that seemed louder in his own ears than it probably was to anyone else.

Probably.

They claimed the center high-top table—the one with the best sightlines to the gym floor and the smoothie counter. Four stools. Rachel pointed to the tallest one.

“Up.”

Alex climbed. The seat was high enough that his feet dangled. The diaper compressed under his weight with an audible squish—still dry, but the memory of the earlier leak made him clench involuntarily. Rachel slid onto the stool beside him, thigh pressing against his. Lisa took the opposite side. Tara and Jenna claimed the remaining seats, boxing him in.

A perky barista—twenty-something, nose ring, Elite Flex tank—approached with a tray already prepared.

“Usual for the ladies,” she said, sliding tall glasses of green and purple sludge. Then she set a baby bottle in front of Alex—pink silicone nipple, filled with thick strawberry-banana protein mix. “And for the mascot.”

She winked. Not mocking. Not kind either. Just… knowing.

Alex stared at the bottle. The nipple was oversized, designed for adults playing this game. His hands stayed flat on the table.

Rachel leaned in, voice low but clear.

“Thirsty?”

He nodded once—small, automatic.

Tara scooped him under the arms like he weighed nothing and repositioned him sideways across her lap—half sitting, half cradled. His back rested against her chest; her free arm looped around his waist, steadying him. The diaper pressed firmly against her thigh. Crinkle.

“Open,” she cooed.

The nipple touched his lips. He parted them. Warm, sweet sludge hit his tongue. He sucked—tentative at first, then deeper when the flavor registered. Vanilla undertone, banana, just enough sweetness to mask the protein grit. The rhythm was soothing despite everything.

Lisa reached over, brushed hair off his forehead.

“Good boy. Slow sips. Let it settle.”

Patrons at nearby tables noticed. A cluster of three women—late twenties, still in yoga gear—paused mid-conversation. One nudged her friend. Heads tilted. Phones stayed in pockets for now, but eyes lingered.

“Is that…?” one whispered.

“Rachel’s project,” another answered. “The viral one.”

A dad at the next table glanced over, then quickly looked away—face reddening. His wife elbowed him, amused.

Rachel paid no attention to the audience. She tugged her sports bra strap down an inch—enough to let one nipple peek, dark and already beading. Not fully exposed. Just enough to tease.

“Lick clean if you spill,” she told him.

A drop of smoothie escaped the corner of his mouth, trailed down his chin, landed on Tara’s cleavage where her own top dipped low. Alex’s tongue darted out—instinct now—lapping the sweet trail off her skin. Tara hummed approval, bouncing her knee gently. Crinkle-crinkle with each motion.

The barista returned with a second bottle—vanilla this time.

“Double for our wet one,” Lisa said, taking it from her.

She unhooked her own bra strap under the cropped top. Breast spilled free—perky, veined, nipple erect. She pressed the bottle to his lips again, alternating with Tara’s.

Dual feed. Head cradled between them. Suck-suck. Milk-scent fantasy layered over the protein taste. Belly began to bloat—slowly, uncomfortably.

Jenna leaned across the table, voice casual.

“Weekend fair lineup dropped. Elite Flex booth confirmed—center court. Mascot squats main demo. Crowd vote on leaks.”

Alex choked slightly on the bottle. Tara patted his back—firm, maternal.

“Easy, baby. Breathe through your nose.”

A woman in a stroller rolled closer—toddler chewing on a sippy cup. She peered openly.

“He’s adorable. How old is he?”

Rachel smiled—wolfish but warm.

“Old enough to know better. Young enough to need us.”

The mom laughed—genuine, delighted. Snapped a quick photo with permission.

“Mind if I post? My group chat is obsessed with the viral clips.”

“Go ahead,” Rachel said. “Tag us.”

Phone flash. Caption already typing: “Met Gym Baby today! #EliteFlexMascot”

Addiction bloomed sharper. The stares no longer felt like knives. They felt like belonging.

Then the leak hit.

Not a trickle this time. Full surrender. Warm flood spread fast—padding absorbing most of it, but the volume overwhelmed. Front panel swelled visibly under the sweats. A small wet spot darkened the fabric at the crotch.

Lisa felt it first—hand still resting on his thigh.

“Ohhh, big leak. Right in the juice bar.”

Her fingers pressed—testing. Squish audible over the blenders.

Tara bounced him once—deliberate. More squish.

Rachel stood.

“Family restroom. Public service change.”

They lifted him off the stool like a toddler. Feet never really touched the ground until they reached the hallway. Crinkle-squish-crinkle-squish. Trail of curious eyes followed—five, then eight, then a loose dozen by the time they reached the door.

Rachel propped it wide—eight inches this time. No pretense of privacy.

“Watch and learn, ladies,” she called to the gathering crowd.

Alex on the changing table—legs hoisted high by Lisa. Sweats yanked to ankles. Pink diaper exposed: sodden, yellow bloom spreading from crotch to lower back, tapes straining.

Jenna ripped tapes open—slow for effect. Wet heat escaped in a rush. Ammonia tang mixed with baby powder residue.

“Look at this flood,” Tara narrated. “Our boy held it through half the feed. Almost.”

Wipes dragged—cold, thorough. Shaft bobbed free—still half-hard, slick with pre-cum and urine. Crowd murmured—shock, arousal, laughter in uneven waves.

Rachel powdered him generously—white clouds drifting out the open door. A passing gym bro slowed, stared, then hurried on red-faced.

“Lift,” she ordered.

Hips arched. Fresh diaper slid under—thickest yet, overnight max, pale lavender with subtle rattle prints. Tapes sealed with crisp rips. Crinkle symphony as Tara patted front and back—testing.

“Locked and loaded.”

Leotard adjusted over top—ruffles fluffed. Sweats pulled up—but left loose at the waist so the bulge showed clearly.

Rachel turned to the doorway crowd—now fifteen deep.

“Any volunteers for next nursing rotation?”

Three hands shot up immediately—regulars from earlier classes.

Rachel beckoned the first—a curvy brunette in neon leggings.

“Come help feed our mascot.”

The woman stepped in—hesitant, excited. Rachel guided Alex’s head to her chest. Top tugged low. Nipple pressed to lips.

“Suck, baby. Earn your keep.”

He latched. Warm. Different taste—faintly sweet, induced from whatever regimen Rachel had them on. Crowd oohed.

Second volunteer—a tall redhead—took the other side. Dual feed again. Belly bloated further. Bladder already protesting.

Third—a petite blonde—instructor vibe—knelt and patted the fresh diaper front while he nursed.

“Good boy. Holding dry so far?”

He whimpered around the nipple.

Rachel checked—finger under leg band.

“Dry. Impressive.”

She turned to the doorway.

“Fair this weekend. Elite Flex booth. Come watch him squat live. Leak challenges. Crowd votes. Bring friends.”

Murmurs of excitement. Phones recording now—openly.

The nursing rotation ended. Alex’s belly sloshed audibly when they lifted him down. Diaper still dry—but pressure mounting fast.

Rachel wiped a stray milk droplet from his chin.

“Home time, ladies. Prep the baby for tomorrow’s drills.”

They marched him out—crinkle announcing victory. Crowd parted—whispers of “Gym Baby” trailing behind.

But as they reached the hallway, Rachel’s phone buzzed—urgent text from the fair organizers.

“Booth upgrade confirmed. Main stage slot Saturday noon. Mascot parade + live adoption reveal. Bring the papers.”

Rachel showed the screen to the crew. Grins spread.

Alex’s stomach dropped—excitement and terror twisting together.

Adoption papers.

Real ones.

Signed during last week’s sleepover haze.

Permanent.

Rachel leaned close—lips brushing his ear.

“Saturday you become ours legally, groupie. No more pretending. Full mascot eternity starts there.”

She squeezed the front of his diaper—firm, possessive.

“Better hold everything in till then. Big stage. Bigger audience.”

They walked him to the exit—leotard hidden under hoodie, bulk shifting with every step.

Outside, night air hit cool against flushed skin. Rachel’s SUV waited—engine already running.

“Pile in.”

Backseat booster again. Diaper squished against vinyl. Doors locked.

As the vehicle pulled away, Rachel glanced at him in the rearview.

“Dream of the crowd tonight, baby. They’re going to love watching you break.”

Alex stared out the tinted window—city lights blurring past.

No running left.

Only deeper.


Chapter 5: Frilly Leotard Drills

The text arrived at 9:47 p.m. on Wednesday.

“After-hours. 10 sharp. Back door unlocked. Pink leotard. Nothing else. Don’t be late, groupie.”

Alex stared at the screen until it dimmed. His apartment was dark except for the blue glow. The diaper he’d worn since the juice-bar change that afternoon had settled into a familiar, slightly damp heaviness—not soaked, just used. He hadn’t leaked again since the restroom demo, but the constant awareness of the bulk between his legs had become its own kind of rhythm.

He should ignore the message. Block the number. Move cities.

Instead he showered, powdered himself with the bottle they’d slipped into his gym bag yesterday, and taped on a fresh one—same thick premium brand, pastel lavender this time. The tapes ripped with that crisp finality he was starting to recognize as Pavlovian. Cock twitched against the padding before he could stop it.

He pulled the pink leotard from the bottom drawer where he’d hidden it. Smaller than yesterday’s. Stretchier. Ruffles at the hips and cuffs. High-cut legs that would ride up the second he moved. Snap crotch already reinforced with extra stitching—someone had worked on it. He stepped in, tugged it up over the diaper bulge, snapped the crotch shut. Lycra clung like wet paint. The mirror showed a stranger: softer stomach still there but less doughy, shoulders slightly broader from nervous tension alone, thighs trembling under the frills.

He layered baggy sweats and a hoodie over it. Hood up. Keys in hand. Out the door.

The back entrance of Elite Flex was unmarked—no sign, just a steel door beside the dumpster. It was unlocked, as promised. He slipped inside. Hallway lights were off; only emergency strips glowed along the baseboards. The gym after closing smelled different—cleaner, colder, faintly of rubber and metal.

Footsteps echoed ahead.

Rachel stepped into the dim light first. Black cropped tank, charcoal leggings, barefoot. Hair loose for once—blonde waves framing her face. Behind her: Lisa (ponytail tight again), Tara (red curls wild), Jenna (petite frame radiating coiled energy). All in workout gear, no pretense of casual.

Rachel tilted her head.

“On time. Good.”

Lisa circled him once.

“Strip the outer layer. Show us the uniform.”

He peeled hoodie and sweats. They pooled at his feet. Pink leotard gleamed under the low lights. Diaper bulk obvious—lavender tapes peeking at the leg openings, ruffles framing the padded crotch like a frame.

Tara whistled low.

“Fits tighter than yesterday. Look at those legs starting to show.”

Jenna hopped lightly onto the balls of her feet.

“Studio mats. Now.”

They walked single-file down the dark corridor. Main studio doors stood open. Lights inside were dimmed to half—enough to see, not enough to feel exposed. Blue mats covered the floor wall-to-wall. Mirrors on three sides. No windows. No cameras visible.

Rachel pointed center.

“Down. Plank. Hold until I say stop.”

Alex dropped. Forearms to mat. Body rigid. Diaper pressed flat beneath him. Arms shook after twenty seconds. Gut quivered—still soft, but the outline of abs was beginning to emerge beneath the remaining pudge.

Rachel crouched beside him.

“Ass higher. Core locked.”

Her hand pressed between his shoulder blades—then slid lower. Palm flat over the diaper rear. She pushed down slightly—testing resistance.

“Feel that burn yet?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

Voice small. Automatic.

Lisa knelt at his side.

“Legs wider for stretch.”

Fingers slipped under leg bands of the leotard—then under diaper gathers. Traced skin just inside the padding.

Jenna at his head.

“Head up. Look at yourself.”

Mirror directly in front. Endless reflections: pink frills, lavender bulge, trembling arms, flushed face.

Tara straddled his calves from behind—heat radiating through thin leggings.

“Deeper plank. Hold Mommy’s weight.”

She lowered slowly—full body press. Not crushing, but enough to make his core scream. Diaper crinkled rhythmically with each shallow breath.

Rachel paced.

“Wobble and you pay.”

Elbows buckled once. Crack—her open palm landed sharp on the padded rear. Fire bloomed through plastic.

He yelped. Locked straight again.

“One,” she counted.

Laughter rippled—soft, approving.

“Leg lifts next,” Lisa said.

They flipped him onto his back. Legs scissored into the air. Jenna gripped his ankles, pulled wide. Leotard stretched taut. Diaper crinkled loud with every inch.

“Higher, baby. Show us that puffy padding.”

Tara leaned over his face—breasts brushing his chest through her top.

“Admit it, groupie. You’re a fitness failure. Gut like dough. That’s why you need us.”

Words slipped out—raw, unfiltered.

“Yes. Failure. Begging for training. Please… make me better.”

Rachel’s eyes gleamed.

“Good boy. Warrior pose. Lunge deep.”

He scrambled up. Front knee bent, arms thrust forward. Pose wobbled. Leotard pinched. Diaper shifted with strain.

Rachel stepped in close—core rolling against his hip.

“Stretch deeper. Feel Mommy’s power.”

Heat through fabric. Cock strained inside the padding.

Spanks rained for every wobble. Tara first—sharp on frilly fabric.

“Steady!”

Lisa followed—giggling.

“Leak check!”

Fingers dove under leg band—circling front. Jenna held the pose—muscles like iron.

“Deeper lunge. Or we parade you at the fair like this.”

Minutes blurred. Sweat soaked lycra sheer. Diaper grew warm—heavier. Pressure built: bladder screaming from the water bottle they’d forced on him mid-plank.

“Mommy… gotta go.”

“Hold it,” Rachel snarled. Grinding harder—hips circling his thigh.

“Warrior babies don’t leak.”

But he did.

Pose peaked—lunge maxed, arms quaking. Warmth gushed. Massive flood. Diaper swelled instantly—hot, spreading fast. Hiss audible. Yellow stain bloomed across lavender front, seeping to the ruffles.

He froze.

Crew inhaled sharp.

“Oh, baby,” Tara purred. “Massive.”

Rachel yanked him down. Mats became change station—no towel, no privacy. Studio door still ajar—night air whispering through.

Lisa pinned shoulders.

“Spread ’em.”

Leotard peeled back to waist. Diaper sagged—sodden, yellowed, reeking faintly of ammonia.

Jenna untaped slow—wipes ready.

“Look at this mess. Failure strikes again.”

Cold wipe dragged over groin. Alex bucked. Cock sprang free—hard, leaking pre-cum.

Tara noticed.

“Aw, baby’s excited.”

Fingers wrapped him—slow strokes.

“Beg for training again. Admit you’re ours.”

“Please,” he moaned. “Train me. Diaper me. Own me.”

Rachel nodded. Fresh diaper slid under—extra thick, subtle rattle prints inside for added crinkle.

Tara kept pumping—firm grip, twisting lightly.

“Cum in your padding, baby. First one tonight—for Mommies.”

Pressure built fast. Moms watched—hungry.

Lisa tweaked nipples through leotard. Jenna powdered liberally—clouds drifting.

Tara’s grip tightened—stroke-twist-stroke.

Rachel leaned close—lips brushing ear.

“Squirt for your gym mommies.”

He shattered. Ropes painted the fresh landing zone—thick, messy. Hips bucked wild. Moan ripped free.

Crew cheered—quiet, triumphant.

“That’s our groupie.”

Taping finished. Leotard snapped back—cum squishing warm inside.

Rachel zipped him into sweats—loose again.

“Perfect timing.”

Footsteps outside—real ones. Janitor’s flashlight beam swept the mats. Wet wipe gleamed on the floor.

“What the—?”

Rachel spun—smile lethal.

“Just cleaning up. Mind your mop.”

Janitor blinked. Backed off. Radio crackled—manager on the line?

Alex crinkled toward the exit—cum cooling, diaper heavy again.

Thursday loomed. Peak-hour women-only. Forty mats packed.

Rachel’s whisper followed him into the dark hallway.

“Tomorrow night. Front row. Squats loud. Leak live. Be ready.”

SUV waited outside—crew already inside.

Tara straddled his lap the second he climbed in—grinding playful on the fresh bulk.

“Prep squats now?”

“No,” he begged—cock stirring despite the mess. “Too soon.”

Rachel gunned the engine.

“Too bad. Mommies decide.”

Vehicle peeled out.

But as they merged onto the main road, Rachel’s phone lit—security cam alert.

Shadowy figure at the gym’s back door. Hood up. Trying the handle.

“Intruder?” Lisa asked.

Rachel’s jaw tightened.

“Nobody touches our toys.”

They floored it—straight back toward Elite Flex.

Alex’s pulse spiked—not shame this time.

Fear.

The night wasn’t over.


Chapter 6: Family Restroom Exposures

Thursday evening arrived like a storm front. Alex felt it building all day—every glance at the clock, every shift in his chair at work, every trip to the office bathroom where he checked the tapes and powdered again just to be sure. The diaper he’d worn since yesterday’s after-hours drills was still holding, but the bulk had settled into a constant, intimate pressure. He had leaked twice during the day—small, controlled releases he cleaned up in the stall—but the sensation lingered: warm, shameful, addictive.

He arrived at Elite Flex forty minutes early. The lot was packed. Peak-hour lights blazed through the glass facade. Inside, the gym thrummed—treadmills pounding, weights clanging, voices overlapping in a dozen languages. The women-only yoga sign on Studio B glowed brighter than usual, or maybe that was just his nerves.

He slipped into the studio before the rush. Same back-row spot. Mat unrolled. Knees drawn up. Hood up. The diaper crinkled faintly when he sat—soft plastic rustle against lycra. He wore the pink leotard underneath again, hidden beneath loose sweats and a long hoodie. No one had told him to. He had done it himself.

Class filled fast. Forty women this time—mats overlapping at the edges. The air already smelled of lavender oil and anticipation. Rachel entered last—black sports bra, charcoal capris, ponytail high and tight. She scanned the room once. Eyes locked on him. No smile. Just a small nod.

Lisa, Tara, and Jenna took positions around his mat—Lisa left, Tara right, Jenna directly behind. A human cage.

Rachel clapped once.

“Namate. Settle. Tonight we flow deep. Guest in the back row—front and center. Now.”

The command landed flat. No explanation needed.

Alex rose. Legs unsteady. Crinkle with every step across the crowded floor. Heads turned—some curious, some already smirking. Whispers started before he reached the front.

“Is that the diaper guy?”

“Rachel’s mascot.”

He dropped his mat dead center—first row now. Mirrors reflected him from three angles: hoodie still up, sweats loose, but the bulge shifted obviously when he knelt.

Rachel didn’t wait.

“Downward dog. Everyone.”

The room dropped. Alex followed. Ass lifted. Diaper domed high under sweats. Crinkle soft but carrying in the hush.

Lisa leaned close during the pose.

“Deeper, baby. Hips high. Let them see.”

Her palm pressed his lower back—then slid lower. Fingers brushed the waistband. Felt the tapes. Pressed once.

“Still dry. Good hold.”

Giggles rippled from nearby mats.

Rachel prowled.

“Plank. Hold.”

Forearms down. Body rigid. Diaper pressed flat. Arms trembled after twenty seconds.

Tara nudged from behind.

“Glutes tight. Squeeze for Mommy.”

He clenched. Crinkle amplified.

A woman two mats over—brunette, teal leggings—twisted her head.

“Is he really padded?”

Rachel answered without pausing her own plank.

“Yes. Special support. Focus on your breath.”

But the question hung. More heads turned.

Warrior II next. Arms extended, legs spread wide. Bulge thrust forward. Tara paired with him suddenly—mirroring opposite.

“Watch Mommy’s hips. Copy exactly.”

Her ass flexed inches from his face during the transition. Crinkle with every micro-adjustment.

Rachel circled back.

“Lunge deeper, guest. Show the room your commitment.”

Lisa gripped his hip—forced him lower. Plastic rasped loud. Thumb circled once over the front bulge—subtle, hidden from most angles.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “Mommy knows.”

Phones appeared now—low, discreet. A few flashes.

Squats followed. Rachel demonstrated: feet wide, hips dropping slow.

“Twenty reps. Pulse at the bottom. Go.”

Thighs burned instantly. Alex sank.

Crinkle-crinkle-CRINKLE.

Sound bounced off mirrors. Giggles turned to open laughter—delighted, scandalized, curious.

A woman in the second row whispered loudly: “He’s really wearing one.”

Rachel paused the count.

“Yes. And he’s going to keep wearing it until he earns better control. Everyone—match his depth.”

She stepped beside him.

“Pulse holds. Ten seconds down.”

He bottomed out. Diaper compressed against erection. Warmth trickled—small at first. Then steadier. Padding swelled softly.

Lisa felt it. Palm flat against the front—right there.

“Damp,” she announced—loud enough for the front half of the room. “Sweaty boy.”

Gasps. Laughter. Phones angled lower.

Rachel hooked his waistband—public tug. Damp liner flashed for half a second.

“Borderline. Hold it.”

All eyes locked. Forty pairs. Alex trembled—thighs screaming, diaper sagging heavier from sweat and the leak. He pushed lower. Crinkle echoed.

Rachel nodded.

“That’s it. Control.”

Lisa patted again—casual. Squish carried.

More phones now. Open recording.

“Up!”

Class rose. Rachel kept him down.

“One more set. For focus.”

Tara flanked him—hands on shoulders.

“Push. Don’t leak more.”

Squat again. Rustle-squish-rustle. Sweat poured. Diaper clung sodden—interior sloshing faintly.

Rachel froze the flow.

“Full circle hold. Everyone—downward dog. Guest leads.”

The room circled him—asses high, eyes on his form. He dropped. Ass highest. Diaper outline clear through sweats—dark patch ghosting the fabric.

Lisa whispered from beside him.

“Beautiful. Feel the eyes?”

He did.

Savasana came. Bodies flat. Alex lay rigid—erection pulsing, diaper swampy, mind spinning from every stare, every touch, every whispered comment.

Bell dinged.

Rachel stood.

“Class dismissed. Guest stays.”

Women rolled mats slowly—stealing glances. Hall mirrors caught the diaper print ghosting his sweats when he rose.

Rachel blocked the door.

“Family restroom. Now.”

Crew flanked instantly.

Lisa grabbed his arm.

“Public change. Door wide. Let them watch.”

Heart slammed. They marched him out—past lingering classmates, past the hallway crowd already forming. Crinkle-squish with every step. Bulge shifting obviously.

Family restroom—single stall, spacious, changing table high. Rachel kicked the door open. Propped it with a wedge—eight inches wide. Hall traffic visible. Voices drifting.

“Witnesses welcome,” she said.

Sweats yanked down. Diaper exposed: thick lavender, yellow bloom spreading, sagging low. Gasps from the hallway—three women paused, peered in.

Lisa untaped slow—deliberate.

“Look at this flood. Held through half the class. Almost.”

Cool air hit skin. Cock sprang free—hard, veined, slick.

Jenna wiped thoroughly—wipe dragged along shaft. Hips bucked.

Rachel powdered—white clouds drifting out the open door. A staff member slowed, stared, then hurried on.

“Lift.”

Hips arched. Fresh diaper slid under—thickest yet, overnight max, pale mint with subtle star prints. Tapes sealed crisp.

Tara patted front and back—testing.

“Locked.”

Leotard adjusted—ruffles fluffed. Sweats pulled up—left loose so bulge showed.

Rachel turned to the doorway—now twelve deep.

“Any volunteers for juice-bar nursings?”

Four hands up immediately.

Rachel beckoned the first—tall brunette from class.

“Come help feed him.”

Woman stepped in—excited. Rachel guided Alex’s head to her chest. Top tugged low. Nipple pressed.

“Suck, baby.”

He latched. Warm. Different taste again. Crowd oohed.

Second volunteer—curvy redhead—took the other side. Dual feed. Belly bloated.

Third—petite blonde—knelt, patted fresh diaper.

“Dry so far. Good boy.”

Fourth—gym regular in tank—joined. Triple rotation now. Milk scent layered thick.

Rachel checked—finger under leg band.

“Still holding. Impressive.”

She addressed the doorway.

“Fitness fair Saturday. Center booth. Main stage noon. Mascot parade. Live adoption reveal. Bring friends.”

Murmurs of excitement. Phones recording openly.

Nursing ended. Belly sloshed audibly when they lifted him down. Diaper still dry—but pressure building fast.

Rachel wiped milk from his chin.

“Booth prep tomorrow. Private drills. Sleepover circuit starts Friday.”

They marched him out—door still propped. Hallway crowd parted—whispers trailing.

“Gym Baby.”

Outside—night air cool on flushed skin. Rachel’s SUV idled.

“Pile in.”

Backseat booster. Diaper squished against vinyl.

As doors locked, Rachel glanced in the rearview.

“Saturday you sign the papers on stage, groupie. Group custody. No escape.”

She squeezed the front of his diaper—firm.

“Better hold everything till then. Biggest crowd yet.”

Vehicle pulled away.

Alex stared out the window—city lights blurring.

No running.

Only surrender.


Chapter 7: Mascot Baby Debut

Saturday morning broke cold and bright over the Town Fitness Fair grounds. Regional Park sprawled across acres of trampled grass—booths lined in neat rows, obstacle courses snaking between supplement trucks, main stage already thumping bass under a clear sky. Fifty thousand attendees expected by noon. The air smelled of grilled chicken skewers, fresh-cut turf, and the faint chemical tang of protein-powder samples.

Alex rode in the back of Rachel’s blacked-out SUV, wedged between Lisa and Tara on the wide bench seat. The booster had been bolted in permanently now—pink vinyl, five-point harness. Diaper underneath: overnight max, double-stuffed, pale mint with tiny star prints. Freshly taped at dawn after a group nursing in Rachel’s home gym. Leotard over top—hot pink, rhinestone “Mascot Baby” scripted across the chest, ruffles exploding at hips, high-cut legs showcasing the padded bulge. Matching booties with small bells on the toes. Bib embroidered “Mommy’s Eternal Groupie” in white satin. Pacifier chain locked around his neck—pink silicone nipple clipped to the bib ring.

He hadn’t spoken since they left the house.

Rachel drove. Jenna rode shotgun, scrolling fair logistics on her tablet. No one made small talk. The only sounds were the engine hum, the occasional bell-jingle when Alex shifted, and the soft rustle of plastic whenever anyone moved.

They pulled into the VIP vendor lot behind the Elite Flex mega-booth. Twin white tents, smoothie bar setup already running, demo mats ringed by velvet ropes. Banners screamed: “Elite Flex – Stretch Your Limits (and Your Limits)!” A small crowd had already gathered—early birds, influencers snapping setup shots, a few local news crews testing angles.

Rachel killed the engine.

“Out.”

Lisa unbuckled the harness. Tara lifted him down like cargo—feet hitting gravel. Bells jingled. Diaper crinkled with the first step. Leotard rode up slightly between his cheeks.

Rachel clipped a pink leather leash to the D-ring on his collar—engraved “Property of Elite Flex Mommies.” Tug.

“Smile for the cameras, baby. Parade starts now.”

They marched him toward the main entrance—five-abreast formation, Alex center. Gravel crunched under booties. Crinkle-crinkle-jingle. Heads turned instantly. Phones whipped out.

“Is that…?”

“Gym Baby! From the expo clips!”

A pack of college girls clustered near the ticket gates—giggling, filming vertical video.

“Wave, mascot,” Jenna said.

He lifted one hand—small, hesitant. Bells jingled louder. Crowd cheered—half amused, half delighted.

Inside the gates the fair exploded into full chaos. Booths hawking jump ropes, kettlebell demos, Zumba flash mobs thumping from portable speakers. Families hauled kids toward bounce houses. Ripped CrossFitters flexed for selfies. Influencer moms in neon posed with protein shakers.

Elite Flex booth dominated center court—roped-off square, twin tents, smoothie bar already pouring, demo mats gleaming under portable lights. Banners looped Alex’s expo parade footage on repeat—crinkly squats, public nursing, the viral leak moment frozen mid-frame.

Rachel led him straight to the small stage at the booth’s heart—three steps up, mic stand waiting.

“Up.”

He climbed. Bells jingled. Diaper crinkled over the speakers—someone had already mic’d the padding for “authenticity.”

Crowd thickened fast—two hundred, then three. Phones up.

Rachel took the mic.

“Ladies and gentlemen! Welcome to Elite Flex at the Town Fitness Fair! Meet our secret weapon—Alex, the Mascot Baby! Transformed from soft to shredded under Mommy’s care. Who’s ready to see real discipline?”

Cheers erupted. Whistles. A few confused dads looking to their wives for explanation.

Lisa stepped forward.

“First demo: leak-check squats! Crowd-sourced hydration. Who wants to fill our groupie?”

Hands shot up—twenty, thirty. Tara grabbed sample bottles from the smoothie bar—blue electrolyte, neon pre-workout, bright orange recovery mix.

“Volunteer line—single file!”

A brunette in Lululemon stepped up first—giggling, influencer ponytail swinging.

“Open wide, baby.”

Pacifier popped out. Bottle spout pressed to lips. He gulped—cold, sweet, fast. Bladder protested immediately.

“Pose!” Jenna commanded.

Downward dog—ass high, diaper dome rising under leotard. Bells jingled when he settled.

Crowd chanted: “Leak! Leak! Leak!”

Pressure built. Ten minutes of holding—sweat beading on his emerging abs. Then—hiss. Warm flood. Diaper ballooned visibly—yellow bloom spreading across mint padding. Phones captured every sag.

Cheers exploded.

“Number two!” Lisa yelled.

Next volunteer—blonde wife of a gym-bro type—poured neon pre-workout. He chugged. Abs flexed involuntarily—shallow six-pack shadows visible through stretched lycra.

Plank pose now. Forearms down. Core locked. Sweat dripped. Two minutes. Pssshhh. Double leak. Diaper sagged to mid-thigh—tapes straining.

Tara patted the front—powder puffing publicly.

“Good boy. Crowd loves a soggy mascot.”

Domination escalated.

Rachel dragged him to the main demo mat—open space ringed by ropes.

“Full expo circuit! Follow the mascot!”

Hundred-person conga line formed behind. Alex led—waddling burpees, crinkly lunges, bell-jangling jumps. Every third move: leak challenge. Booth sponsors donated fluids—Gatorade cascades, BCAA shots funneled by volunteers. Bladder betrayed nonstop—hiss after hiss. Diaper morphed to sodden wreck. Crowd sourced it all.

“More! Make him flood!”

Mid-morning peak. Ten thousand packed the park. Main stage called.

Rachel muscled him up—spotlights blinding. DJ cut the beat.

“Mascot Baby Hour! Mass nursing finale!”

Alex dropped to all fours—bib forward. Crew circled—four Mommies unzipping sports bras. Breasts spilled free: Rachel’s full D-cups veined blue, Lisa’s perky implants gleaming, Tara’s dark nipples erect, Jenna’s freckled swells heaving.

“Nurse train!”

Rachel yanked pacifier, guided his mouth to her nipple.

Suck. Warm milk jetted—lactation shakes from their regimen. Crowd howled. Phones zoomed. He gulped—cock straining plastic. Switch—Lisa’s turn. Bite. Squirt. Bliss fogged his brain. Tara next—hips grinding soggy diaper. Jenna finished—pinching his cheeks.

“Eternal boy.”

Vows hit harder.

Rachel pulled the mic.

“Groupie—kneel.”

He did—knees squishing in his own leak puddle. Crowd hushed.

“Repeat after Mommy: I vow eternal service to Elite Flex Mommies.”

“I… vow eternal service,” voice cracking over speakers. Abs clenched—broken bliss surging.

“To diapers, nursings, and public poses forever.”

“To diapers… nursings… public poses… forever.” Tears mixed with milk dribble. Crowd thundered.

“Louder! You’re our mascot eternity!”

“Forever!”

Orgasm teased—no release. Diaper prison held firm.

Rachel waved papers.

“Legal now! Group custody filed—multi-parent clause. Alex Gym-Groupie, property of Mommy Rachel and crew. No escape.”

Adoption docs flashed on jumbotrons—his signature from sleepover week, blurry but real. Cheers deafened.

“Plot peak: Orgasm Parade!”

Lisa announced.

They stripped wrecked diaper—stage center. Naked glory: fit body, cock springing free—veined, dripping pre-cum. Crowd wolf-whistled.

No hands-on yet. Parade instead.

Rachel collared him tighter—pink leather, “Eternal Groupie” engraved. Leash in hand.

“March.”

Expo loop: booth to booth. Erection bobbing. Balls swinging. Crew flanked—breasts out for “motivation.” Crowd joined—five hundred marching, chanting.

“Cum for Mommy! Cum for Mommy!”

Humiliation fueled it. Leak remnants dripped down thighs. Volunteers teased—fingers brushing tip, breath on shaft. Tara whispered: “Hold it. Expo record.”

Pressure built. Abs quivered.

Main stage finale. Rachel dropped to knees.

“Parade orgasm—now!”

She engulfed him. Hot mouth. Tongue swirl. Crowd counted: “Ten! Nine!”

Lisa stroked balls. Tara pinched nipples. Jenna fed tit.

Eight weeks denial exploded. Thrust. Spurt. Rope after rope down Rachel’s throat. She pulled off—final blasts painting her tongue for cameras. Swallow. Show. Roar.

Alex collapsed—blissful wreck. Fit. Broken. Transformed.

No going back.

Post-parade: VIP lounge. Flaps locked. Hundred select fans inside—sponsors, influencers.

Rachel purred, strapping fresh diaper on spent cock.

“Eternal service starts. Crowd participation.”

Hands everywhere. Moms nursing. Fingers probing. Leotard back on—unzipped. Crinkle resumed. Milk flowed. Body responded—instant re-hard.

“More,” he whimpered.

Sun set. Bass thumped finale. Alex waddled closing parade—leash-tugged by Rachel. Viral king. Adopted pet. Bliss-locked.

Rachel’s phone buzzed mid-march.

National Fitness Con booking confirmed. Next level.

“Pack the frills,” she whispered. “Nationwide domination awaits.”

Cock twitched in fresh padding.

Hooked forever.


Chapter 8: Fairground Humiliations

The Town Fitness Fair stretched across Regional Park like a living organism—booths pulsing with music, obstacle courses spitting mud and sweat, supplement trucks blaring sales pitches over megaphones. By mid-morning Saturday the crowd had swollen past twenty thousand. Sun beat down hard. The air carried grilled meat, coconut sunscreen, and the metallic bite of energy drinks.

Alex felt every shift of the gravel under his booties the moment they stepped off the VIP path onto the main walkway. Bells jingled with each waddling step. The upgraded leotard—electric pink, rhinestones catching light—clung tighter than anything he’d worn before. Ruffles flared dramatically at the hips. High-cut legs framed the fresh overnight diaper Rachel’s crew had taped on him at dawn: triple-stuffed, pale lavender with faint rattle prints inside for extra crinkle, plastic pants locked over the top with a small padlock. Key dangled from Rachel’s necklace, glinting between her breasts.

No sweats today. No hoodie. Nothing to hide the bulk or the outfit.

Rachel held the leash—pink leather, short enough to keep him close. Tug.

“Chin up, mascot. Crowd wants to see their baby shine.”

Lisa walked point—ponytail bouncing, abs flexing under a cropped tank. Tara flanked right—red curls loose, glutes popping in micro-shorts. Jenna brought up the rear—petite but radiating coiled menace, ready to block anyone who got too handsy.

The first wave of stares hit within ten steps.

A pack of college guys near the kettlebell throw slowed mid-rep. One elbowed his friend. Phones appeared.

“Is that the viral diaper dude?”

“From the expo clips—holy shit, it’s real.”

A mom pushing a double stroller paused. Her toddler pointed.

“Pink baby!”

She laughed—half shocked, half charmed—and snapped a quick photo.

Rachel didn’t slow.

“Obstacle course first. Show them your gains, groupie.”

The neon-marked gauntlet loomed ahead—mud pits, cargo nets, tire stacks, rope walls, balance beams over foam. A small crowd had already gathered at the start line—mostly CrossFit types and curious families.

Rachel unclipped the leash long enough to let him line up.

“Run it clean. Or we spank you at the finish.”

Horn blared.

Alex lunged.

Tires first—greasy, stacked high. He heaved one leg over. Diaper dragged like an anchor. Plastic pants squeaked against rubber. Crowd cheered mockingly.

“Waddle faster, baby!”

A teen heckler near the ropes.

Cargo net next. He grabbed, hauled up. Butt cheeks clenched—padding ballooned visibly through the leotard. Halfway up, net snagged the ruffle hem. Rip. Small tear at the side—white plastic pants peeking through. Phones flashed brighter.

He tumbled down the far side—knee-deep mud pit. Splatter. Diaper soaked instantly—warm mush spreading across the seat.

“Leak alert!” Jenna yelled from below, high-fiving Tara.

Mud caked the pink fabric. Ruffles drooped heavy. Crinkle turned to wet squelch with every crawling step.

Wall climb. Ropes dangled. He jumped—missed grip once. Slid back. Crew pounced—pats turning to victory slaps on the padded rear.

“Helping hand, slowpoke!”

Lisa’s palm cracked once—sharp through mud-soaked plastic.

“Pat the baby! Pat the baby!”

Chant started. Crowd joined.

He crested the wall—lungs burning. Belly flatter now—weeks of drills carving definition beneath the remaining softness. Legs stronger. But diaper? Dead weight.

Balance beam final stretch—narrow foam over pit. Wobble. Crinkle amplified in the sudden hush. One foot slipped. Windmilled—caught himself. Finish tape snapped.

Time: dead last.

Crew swarmed—towels out, butt pats turning to proud slaps.

“Our little champ!”

Rachel hoisted him like a trophy. Fairgoers clapped—half pity, half thrill.

“Time for the nursing demo!”

Tara dragged him back to the booth.

Padded nursing station waited under a canopy—pink blanket spread, bottles lined like trophies. Banners screamed: “Mommy Fuel: Breastfeed for Peak Performance!”

Tara flopped down first—unzipped crop top. Breasts spilled free—nipples dark, already beading.

“Public demo, baby. Suck up.”

Lisa yanked leotard flap aside. Plastic pants unlocked—diaper tapes ripped publicly. Muddy mess exposed—sodden lavender, yellow bloom spreading.

“Clean change later.”

Tara latched him on—nipple shoved deep. Suck. Warm milk flooded. He gulped—cheeks hollowing. Crinkle faded under slurps. Phones zoomed.

“Holy shit, he’s really nursing.”

Rachel narrated into a handheld mic:

“Regression builds core strength. Our groupie’s down twelve pounds—diaper discipline works!”

Tara moaned softly—cradling his head. Milk dribbled down his chin. Crowd oohed.

Demo peaked—she arched, sprayed a small victory squirt across his bib.

“Who’s next? Moms, claim your pump!”

Line formed fast—volunteers stepping up. Lisa took over—perky, forceful jets. Jenna followed—pierced nipples tugging his lips. By the fourth mom his belly bloated visibly. Diaper refilled—leak teasing tapes again.

Rachel clocked it.

“No time for changes. Race two.”

Back to the course. Horn. Alex bolted—mud pit first. Squish-squirt. Leak exploded mid-tire stack—warm flood down thighs, leotard darkening.

“Massive leak!”

Tara shrieked—pure delight.

He powered through—fitness kicking in. Cargo net: faster climb, butt high, leak trail glistening. Crowd spotted the puddle path.

“Baby’s flooding the fair!”

Laughter boomed.

Wall again. Crew pats propelled him—each smack splashing leak.

Balance beam: wobble, drip, hold. Finish.

Moms mobbed.

“Spank time for slowness!”

They bent him over a hay bale at the finish—leotard hiked. Diaper sagged, soaked yellow. Smack! Rachel’s handprint bloomed red under tapes.

“Faster next time!”

Smack-smack! Tara’s turn.

“Leak less, train more!”

Lisa and Jenna tag-teamed. Crowd chanted:

“Spank the baby! Spank the baby!”

Twenty swats. Ass fire. Cock throbbed—pain blurring to bliss.

“Reward for our improving boy.”

Rachel ripped soaked diaper free—public strip. Cock sprang hard—leaking pre. Gasps.

She dropped to knees—crew circling.

“Circle-jerk tease. Moms only.”

Tara stroked first—firm grip, breasts brushing thigh.

“Feel those gains?”

Lisa joined—dual hands twisting.

“Mommy’s little sprinter.”

Jenna spat-lubed—thumb circling head.

Rachel directed:

“Edge him. No cum.”

Hands blurred—four sets now, volunteers joining. Crowd filmed. Alex bucked—moans muffled by pacifier. Edge. Hold. Edge. Balls ached.

“Ours forever,” Rachel whispered.

Leak crisis peaked. Bladder spasmed—post-milk flood. Piss arced free—spraying hands. Chaos.

“Roadside change! Now!”

They hauled him to the park curb—fair’s edge, traffic crawling past. No privacy. Rachel spread a yoga mat on asphalt—semis honking.

“Crowd change demo!”

Tara pinned arms. Leotard shredded. Naked waist-down—cock wilting in shame. Puddle spread.

Jenna powdered—clouds billowing.

“Lift those cheeks!”

Lisa taped fresh—thickest yet, overnight max. Cars slowed—windows down.

“Freak show!”

Trucker yelled. Phones everywhere.

Change done—pristine diaper, leotard re-snapped. They paraded him back—crowd cheering.

“You’re ours forever,” Tara murmured—quick roadside nursing, milk dribbling past honks.

Sun dipped. Fair wound down. Booth takedown—mats rolled. Alex carried gear—diaper crinkling victory.

“Home time,” Rachel said—loading him into SUV trunk nook. Crew untaped him there—reward strokes.

“Good job, groupie.”

Cum arced—regression peaked.

Rachel preened.

“Gym Mommies rule this fair.”

Phone buzzed as they piled in—Alex crinkling in backseat, leotard sweat-soaked.

Rival gym challenge text.

“Iron Core Fitness. Alpha bros vs. our mascot. Public throwdown. Next Saturday. Loser gym folds town-wide presence.”

Alex’s gut dropped.

War brewed.


Chapter 9: Locker Room Circle

Sunday afternoon sun slanted through the high windows of Elite Flex Gym, turning the women’s locker room into a warm, hazy box of steam and echoes. The main facility was closed to the public—private event day, posted sign on the front doors—but inside the locker room the air still carried the faint residue of Saturday’s fair: mud, sunscreen, spilled electrolyte drink, and the clean chemical bite of baby powder.

Alex had been brought in through the back loading dock twenty minutes earlier. No words exchanged during the drive. Rachel’s SUV had pulled straight into the service bay, engine cut, doors unlocked. Lisa and Tara had lifted him out—still in the shredded remnants of yesterday’s leotard, fresh diaper taped on in the vehicle during the ride back. Pale mint again, overnight max, plastic pants locked over the top. Key on Rachel’s chain.

Now he stood center of the locker-room floor—naked except for the diaper and the collar. Bells from the booties had been removed; only the soft jingle of the pacifier chain against his chest remained when he breathed too hard.

The crew formed a loose circle around him—five this time. Rachel, Lisa, Tara, Jenna, and one new face: Mia, the petite brunette from the early yoga classes, dark ponytail swinging, neon-green sports bra hugging a compact, powerful frame. She had been at the fair yesterday, filming from the ropes. Today she carried a small black duffel—the same one Rachel had used for supplies all week.

Rachel spoke first. Voice low. Calm. Final.

“Strip search. Everything off.”

Mia stepped forward—first to move. She knelt, unlocked the plastic pants with the key Rachel handed her. Small padlock clicked open. Pants peeled away—sticky where sweat and yesterday’s leaks had dried. Diaper underneath sagged slightly—heavy from the morning’s nursing rotation at Rachel’s house—but still intact.

Mia tugged the tapes—slow, theatrical. Riiiip. Riiiip. Front panel fell forward. Cool air hit skin. Cock, half-hard from the ride, twitched at exposure. Belly flatter now—thirteen pounds gone since the first sneaking-in night. Shallow abs visible when he tensed. Thighs thicker with emerging muscle. Shoulders broader from endless planks and carries.

Lisa whistled low.

“Progress. Look at those lines.”

Tara circled behind—palms sliding over his ass cheeks.

“Glutes finally showing. Squat gains.”

Jenna at his side—fingers tracing the faint V-lines starting above the pubic bone.

“V-cut coming in. Mommy’s proud.”

Rachel stayed in front—arms crossed, eyes locked on his.

“Confess circle. Down.”

They guided him to his knees—cold tile biting skin. Circle tightened. Mia stayed kneeling beside him, duffel open. Thick white diaper unfolded—premium, four tapes, no prints this time. Serious.

Rachel spoke.

“Downward dog first. Ass high. Hold while we talk.”

He bent forward—forehead to tile, arms extended, hips lifted. Diaper crinkled loud in the quiet room. Mirrors on every wall reflected infinite versions of him: exposed, padded, trembling.

Rachel straddled his calves from behind—heat through leggings pressing against the small of his back.

“Confess why you came back after the first night.”

Voice small—muffled against tile.

“I… couldn’t stop thinking about it. The diaper. The way you looked at me. The control.”

Lisa knelt at his left—hand stroking his spine.

“Tell us what the shame does to you.”

“It… burns. Makes everything sharper. Makes me hard. Makes me want more.”

Tara right side—fingers under his chin, tilting his face up.

“And the leaks? The public ones?”

“Terrifying. Humiliating. But… I crave the eyes. The laughter. The way you praise me after.”

Jenna front—petite but commanding—cupped his face.

“Say it plain. You’re addicted.”

“I’m addicted.”

Mia—still holding the fresh diaper—leaned close.

“To what?”

“To you. All of you. The diapers. The nursings. The poses. The rules. Being yours.”

Silence stretched—only breathing and the soft hum of the locker-room vents.

Rachel rocked subtly—small circles against his back.

“Good boy. Now the real circle begins.”

They rotated positions—each Mommy taking a turn straddling, kneeling, guiding—while the others spoke.

Rachel first—still behind.

“Divorce number one left me broke and soft. Gym saved me. Power over boys like you? That’s the revenge I keep.”

Grind deepened. Heat built through fabric.

Lisa next—taking Rachel’s place.

“Ex cheated. Left me with nothing but rage. Now I own the room. I own you. Leak for Mommy—show me you understand.”

Hand slipped under his belly—palmed the front of the old diaper. Squeeze. Squish. Small trickle escaped—warmth spreading.

Tara knelt front—breast freed, nipple brushing his lips.

“Twins. Ex bailed. Milk came anyway. Now it’s for mascots only. Suck.”

He latched. Warm rush. She ground mound against his chest—diaper untouched but leaking sympathy.

Jenna straddled reverse—shorts aside, bare heat on his face.

“Ex called me weak. Post-divorce? Beast mode. Nursed my own kid—now you. Breathe Mommy deep.”

Scent overwhelming. Grind savage.

Mia last—newest—flipped him prone.

“Cobra into plow. Legs overhead.”

Chest up—then legs folded back, diaper vertical, ass sky-high. Mia straddled neck—grinding reverse cowgirl.

“Ex was controlling. Now I control leaks. Confess again—louder.”

“I love the shame. Love the leaks. Love being yours. Forever.”

Leak test peaked. Mia palmed front. Floodgates. Urine sprayed tapes. Moms cheered.

“Holder! But tease time.”

Rachel reclaimed center.

“Full submit.”

Leotard long gone—naked shame flash. Fresh diaper slapped down—thickest yet, pale blue. Taped ultra-snug.

“Pose circle. All eyes.”

They arranged him: downward dog center again. Moms rotated—each grinding signature style.

Rachel dominated voiceover.

“Confessions sealed it. You’re ours.”

Lisa whispered backstory redux:

“Gym saved me. Power over boys? Sweetest revenge.”

Tara nursed quick hit:

“Milk for mascots only.”

Mia leak-probed:

“Feel that squish? Mine.”

Jenna ground final:

“Weak no more.”

Alex spun in haze—shame-love cocktail peaking.

“I confess! Love every leak, every grind, every stare!”

Rachel hauled him to mirrors—face-to-face with infinity.

“Backstories bond us. Divorces forged queens. You? Our baby king.”

Hand dipped to phone. Tattoo parlor app pulled up.

“Turning point. Ink it permanent. ‘Property of Gym Mommies.’ Right here.”

Finger tapped above diaper line—smooth skin just below navel.

Crew buzzed.

“Yes! Laser it on!”

Alex’s gut flipped—thrill-terror mix.

“Mommy… public?”

Rachel grinned.

“Starts private. But integration calls.”

She traced spot with nail—skin pebbled. Grind resumed—hips pinning him to mirror cold. Nursing tease—nipple grazed lips.

“Submit fully. Tattoo yes?”

“Yes.”

Burst from him. Moms erupted.

Leak play finale. All hands probed—squeezes syncing. Mega-flood. Diaper soaked through. Mirrors steamed from heat.

Rachel commanded peel-off. Naked shame flash—then fresh dry tape-up. Leotard swapped: electric pink, ruffles extra frill.

“Locked and loaded.”

Door rattled sudden. Gym manager voice muffled outside.

“Everything okay in there?”

Rachel bellowed back.

“Private session! Women only!”

Laughter covered.

Rachel’s phone buzzed—group chat fire.

“Monday main class. Peak hour. No women-only shield. Groupie center mat. Crinkle for all.”

Alex’s eyes widened. Mirrors showed crew’s grins. Tattoo gun metaphor hummed unspoken.

Submit fully meant public.

Rachel unlocked door crack. Peeked hall. Clear.

“Gear up, baby. Tomorrow? Full exposure.”

Crew herded him out—diaper thunder under sweats. Gym echoed empty.

But tomorrow’s roar loomed. Main studio. Mixed class. Mascot baby goes public.

What fresh hell?


Chapter 10: Group Class Crinkles

Monday evening hit Elite Flex like a pressure wave. Peak hour meant every mat in the main studio was spoken for before the 7 p.m. start. Mixed class—no women-only restriction tonight. Forty-five bodies crammed the room: guys in compression tanks and shorts, women in neon crops and high-waisted leggings, a few older regulars stretching in the corners. The air already smelled of pre-sweat and eucalyptus from the diffuser. Overhead LEDs pulsed soft purple. Bass thumped low from hidden speakers.

Alex walked in at 6:52. Hood up. Black sweats loose but not loose enough. The diaper underneath—freshly taped that afternoon in Rachel’s private office—was the thickest yet: double-stuffed overnight model, pale gray with no prints, plastic outer layer for extra crinkle. Leotard hidden beneath a long hoodie. Collar tucked under the neckline, leash coiled in his gym bag.

He tried the back row near the door—habit now. Mat unrolled. Knees drawn up to hide the bulk. Heart already hammering.

Rachel entered at 6:59. Black tank, charcoal leggings, ponytail severe. She scanned once—eyes landing on him like a laser. No smile. Just a small jerk of her chin.

“Front row. Center mat. Now.”

The command cut through warm-up chatter. Heads turned. Murmurs started before he even stood.

“Is that the guy from the fair clips?”

“Diaper dude. No way he’s here for mixed.”

He rose. Crinkle soft but carrying in the sudden hush. Walked the aisle between mats—every step announced. Phones appeared low. A guy in a gray tank muttered “what the fuck” to his buddy.

Center mat. Dead front. Mirrors reflected him tripled: hoodie still zipped, sweats sagging slightly at the waist from the bulk, face flushed nuclear.

Rachel clapped twice.

“Namaste. Breathe deep. Tonight we flow hard. Our mascot joins us open-class. Eyes on your own form—unless you want to help demonstrate.”

Lisa, Tara, and Jenna took flanking positions—Lisa left, Tara right, Jenna directly behind like a rear guard.

Sun salutations began. Arms up. Forward fold. Alex bent—stomach folding over diaper. Rustle-rustle against hoodie fabric. A woman in pink leggings two mats over glanced back—eyebrows raised.

Downward dog. Ass lifted. Diaper domed visibly through sweats. Crinkle unmistakable now.

Lisa leaned close during the pose.

“Louder, baby. Let the whole room hear.”

Her palm pressed his lower back—then slid under hoodie hem. Fingers brushed waistband. Felt tapes.

“Still dry. For now.”

Giggles rippled—front half of the room.

Rachel flowed into cat-cow. Arch. Round. Alex matched on all fours. Diaper sagged when he arched—outline pressing fabric.

Tara nudged from behind.

“Cow deeper. Arch that back for everyone.”

More heads turned. A buff guy in the third row snorted.

“What the hell is that noise?”

Rachel paused—voice calm over the room speakers.

“Our mascot trains special. Focus, class.”

Plank next. Core tight. Arms shook after twenty seconds. Diaper pressed flat against growing erection.

Lisa crouched beside him—thigh brushing his side.

“Engage glutes. Squeeze.”

Hand slipped under hoodie—palm flat over diaper front. Pressed once.

“Erection already? Naughty.”

Public grope—subtle but there. Phones angled lower.

Lunges. Alex stepped forward. Crinkle with every shift. Jenna mirrored opposite—ass inches from his face.

“Copy Mommy’s form exactly.”

He lunged. Crinkle-crinkle. Class tittered.

Rachel circled.

“Volume up. Good audio cue.”

Squats loomed.

Rachel demonstrated: feet wide, hips dropping low.

“Twenty reps. Hold bottom three seconds each. Go.”

Thighs ignited. Alex sank.

Crinkle-crinkle-CRINKLE.

Sound bounced off mirrors—amplified. Laughter erupted—open now.

A brunette in the second row whispered loudly:

“He’s really padded.”

Rachel halted count.

“Yes. Special support. Everyone—match his depth. Cheer if you want.”

Class chanted accidental: “Crinkle, crinkle!”

Lisa hissed in his ear.

“Deeper squat. Arch back.”

Hand gripped hip—forced lower. Plastic thundered. Thumb circled tip through fabric.

“Leaking pre already? Soaked boy.”

Phones now openly recording—front row especially.

Rachel froze class mid-rep.

“Problem, ladies and gentlemen?”

Gaze pinned Alex.

“Mascot’s holding pose. Good baby.”

She stepped close—voice booming.

“Everyone—watch our special guest. Deep squat. Show them control.”

Hooked finger in waistband—public tug. Damp liner flashed.

“Borderline. Hold it.”

Forty-five pairs of eyes. Alex trembled—thighs burning, diaper sagging from sweat. Pushed lower. CRINKLE echoed like applause.

Rachel nodded.

“That’s it. Hold ten. Feel the room.”

Lisa patted crotch—casual. Squish. Gasps nearby.

“Damp again? Horny squats?”

He whimpered—yes.

“Up!”

Class rose. Rachel kept him down.

“One more set. For the mixed crowd.”

Tara flanked—hands on shoulders.

“Push. Don’t leak yet.”

Squat again. Rustle-squish-rustle. Sweat poured. Diaper clung—interior sloshing faintly.

Phones multiplied. A ripped guy in back yelled:

“Make him pop!”

Rachel didn’t stop them.

“Perfect form. Room loves obedience.”

Flow blurred. Warrior poses. Tree. Camel—back arched, diaper thrust skyward. Jenna straddled his hips during partner assist—grinding subtle.

“Good boy. Crinkle nice and loud.”

Downward dog final—ass highest. Outline clear. Dark patch ghosting sweats.

Tara from behind:

“Leak check later.”

Savasana. Bodies flat. Alex rigid—erection pulsing, diaper swampy from sweat and pre.

Bell dinged.

Rachel stood.

“Class dismissed. Guest stays.”

Women and men rolled mats slowly—stealing glances. Hall mirrors caught diaper print ghosting when he rose.

Rachel blocked exit.

“Family restroom. Public change. Door wide.”

Crew flanked.

Lisa grabbed arm.

“Let them watch the wipe-down.”

Heart slammed. Marched out—past lingering class. Crinkle-squish with every step. Bulge shifting obviously.

Family restroom—spacious, table high. Rachel wedged door open—ten inches now. Hall traffic visible. Voices sharpening.

“Witnesses welcome.”

Sweats yanked. Diaper exposed: thick gray, yellow bloom spreading, sagging low. Gasps from hallway—six deep now.

Lisa untaped slow.

“Look at this mess. Class sweat. Class pre. Phew.”

Cool air. Cock bobbed—hard, slick.

Jenna wiped—deliberate drag along shaft. Hips bucked.

Rachel powdered—clouds drifting out door. Passing trainer paused, stared.

“Lift.”

Hips arched. Fresh diaper—mint again, triple-thick. Tapes sealed crisp.

Tara patted—testing.

“Locked.”

Leotard adjusted. Sweats up—loose, bulge cartoonish.

Rachel turned to doorway—now fifteen deep.

“Juice bar nursings next. Volunteers?”

Hands shot up.

They marched him out—door still propped. Hall parted—whispers trailing.

“Gym Baby.”

Juice bar corner—high-tops packed. Rachel shoved him onto booster stool—center stage.

Bottles arrived—thick pink sludge in oversized nipples.

Tara cradled head against cleavage.

“Suck up.”

Nipple peeked—dark, erect. Bottle pressed instead. Glug-glug.

Lisa leaned in.

“My turn.”

Bra strap down. Breast free. Dual feed. Head between them.

Belly sloshed.

A dad nearby gawked—wife elbowed him, grinning.

Rachel paid no mind—hand under tablecloth, patting front.

“Still dry? Impressive.”

Pressure built. Leak teased.

Lisa felt it.

“Big leak incoming.”

Rachel stood.

“Restroom encore. Door wider.”

Dragged back—crowd following now. Twenty deep by the time they reached the door.

Propped twelve inches. Full view.

On table—legs high. Sweats down. Diaper ripped—sodden mint, yellow heavy.

Lisa held ankles.

“Spread.”

Rachel unfolded fresh—ultra-thick, lavender. Powder clouds billowed out door.

Wipes cold. Cock bobbed—hard again.

Tara stroked slow—public tease.

“Cum for the fans, baby.”

Hands blurred. Pressure exploded—ropes splattered fresh padding before tapes shut.

Crowd roared.

“He blew!”

Claps thundered. Phones captured every pulse.

Taped sealed—cum-soaked bulge obscene. Sweats up.

Rachel paraded him back—door wide. Crowd chanted:

“Mascot! Mascot!”

Class long over—juice bar now spectacle. Moms rotated nursings—openly. Jenna first—tank up, nipple in.

“Drink deep.”

Crowds milled. Phones out.

Rachel uploaded clip—Instagram live: Alex suckling, caption “Mixed-class mascot cums for the room. Fair next? #GymMommies #BabyGroupie”

Views spiked—ten thousand in minutes.

Rachel whispered—hand under cloth again.

“Bonded forever.”

Alex nursed—milk dripping. Shame gone. Addiction ruled.

Crew stood. Hauled him up. Crinkle announced exit.

But as they reached back hall, Rachel’s phone buzzed—fair organizers.

“Main stage Saturday noon. Mascot parade + live adoption reveal. Bring the papers.”

Rachel showed crew. Grins spread.

Alex’s stomach dropped.

Papers.

Real.

Permanent.

Rachel leaned close.

“Saturday you sign on stage, groupie. Group custody. No escape.”

Squeezed front—firm.

“Biggest crowd yet.”

SUV waited.

Backseat booster. Diaper squished.

Vehicle pulled away.

No running.

Only deeper.


Chapter 11: Expo Parade

The City Gym Expo filled the downtown convention center like a living machine—booths stacked three stories high, demo stages thumping EDM remixes of classic workout tracks, supplement companies blasting air horns every time someone signed up for a mailing list. Saturday afternoon peak meant twenty-five thousand bodies moving through the halls: CrossFit athletes in cutoff tanks, influencer moms posing with protein shakers, corporate reps in polos handing out branded water bottles, families dragging kids toward the kids’ zone obstacle course.

Alex felt the shift the moment the service doors closed behind them. No gravel today—just polished concrete under his booties. Bells jingled softer here—carpeted walkways muffled the sound—but the crinkle of the diaper stayed sharp, cutting through every footstep.

Rachel’s crew had upgraded the outfit again for the expo: metallic-silver leotard, reflective threads catching every overhead light, ruffles replaced with sleek scalloped edges that still flared dramatically at the hips. High-cut legs framed the new diaper—quad-stuffed mega model, pale chrome-gray with subtle metallic shimmer in the plastic backing, locked plastic pants over the top. Collar thicker—pink leather with silver studs spelling “Elite Flex Property.” Leash already clipped. Pacifier chain dangling between the bib’s embroidered letters: “Mommy’s Expo Groupie.”

No outer layers. No hiding.

Rachel held the leash short—two feet max. Tug.

“Head high. Shoulders back. Let them see what we built.”

Lisa walked point—ponytail tight, abs flexing under cropped metallic tank matching his leotard. Tara right flank—red curls loose, glutes popping in silver shorts. Jenna rear guard—petite frame coiled, ready to block overreachers.

They stepped onto the main floor.

The first wave hit within seconds.

A group of supplement reps near the protein-bar booth froze mid-pitch. One dropped his shaker bottle—powder exploding across the carpet.

“That’s him. The viral baby.”

Phones whipped out—vertical video, flashes popping.

“Is he really diapered under that?”

“Expo mascot—look at the collar.”

Rachel didn’t slow. Led them straight toward center court—Elite Flex mega-booth dominating the space: twin white tents, smoothie bar pouring glowing drinks, demo mats ringed by velvet ropes, LED screens looping expo parade footage from last week on repeat. Crinkly squats. Public nursing. The leak moment frozen mid-frame—yellow bloom spreading across lavender padding.

Crowd thickened fast—three hundred, then five. Phones up. Whispers turning to open calls.

“Gym Baby! Squat for us!”

Rachel took the small stage mic—voice booming over booth speakers.

“Ladies, gentlemen, athletes—welcome to Elite Flex at City Gym Expo! Our mascot is here to demonstrate total transformation. From soft to shredded. From sneaky to owned. Who’s ready for the parade?”

Cheers erupted—deep, rolling. Whistles. A few confused vendors craning necks from neighboring booths.

Lisa stepped forward.

“First event: parade lap. Follow the mascot. Crinkle count starts now.”

Rachel unclipped the leash long enough for him to step down—then re-clipped tight.

“March.”

They moved—five-abreast formation, Alex center. Main aisle wide enough for carts but crowded now. Concrete under booties. Crinkle-crinkle-jingle with every waddling step. Leotard shimmered under lights—silver catching strobes from overhead rigs.

First booth they passed: kettlebell company. Reps in black tanks paused mid-demo. One yelled:

“Yo—diaper dude! Flex for us!”

Rachel tugged leash—short, sharp.

“Pose. Double biceps.”

Alex stopped. Arms up—biceps flexing. Shallow peaks visible under stretched lycra. Abs shadowed but defined—fourteen pounds gone now. Crowd whooped. Phones zoomed.

Crinkle when he relaxed.

Next booth—yoga apparel. Women in flowing pants clustered at the ropes.

“Baby! Wave!”

He lifted one hand—small. Bells jingled. Ruffles fluttered. Diaper crinkled louder when he shifted weight.

A tall blonde influencer—ponytail, neon crop—leaned over the rope.

“Can I touch the padding? For content?”

Rachel grinned—wolfish.

“One pat. Quick.”

Blonde reached—palm flat against front bulge. Squish audible over booth speakers.

“Still dry! Holding good, baby.”

She pulled back—high-fived her friend. Video already posting.

They kept moving—aisle looping past supplement pyramids, VR bike stations, recovery-pod tents. Crowd joined—loose conga line forming behind. Five hundred by the second lap.

Chants started—organic, spreading.

“Crinkle! Crinkle! Crinkle!”

Pressure built—bladder full from pre-parade hydration. Rachel had forced two liters of electrolyte mix down him in the green room.

Lisa noticed—hand brushing front.

“Twinge?”

He nodded—small.

“Good. Hold it. Expo record incoming.”

Third lap—main cross-aisle. Rival booth ahead: Peak Pulse Gym. Coach Kendra—towering brunette in string bikini top—stood arms crossed, flanked by her vixens. Their line dead. Screens looping boring deadlifts.

Kendra spotted them. Stepped into aisle—blocking path.

“Look at the diaper clown. Elite Flex really scraping bottom now.”

Rachel stopped. Leash tugged—Alex halted mid-step. Crinkle cut off sharp.

Kendra smirked.

“Real athletes here. No props needed.”

Her top girl—svelte blonde—flexed. Perfect squat. No sound. No shame.

Rachel’s eyes flashed steel.

“Props? This is performance. Groupie—leak on command. Show her.”

Alex froze. Bladder screaming. Rachel leaned close—breath hot on ear.

“Piss now. Or we expose you raw right here.”

He clenched. Nothing. Then—warmth. Small trickle at first. Then steady stream. Diaper swelled hot—padding absorbing fast, front panel ballooning visibly under silver lycra.

Hiss soft but mic’d—speakers carried it.

Crowd gasped. Phones flashed.

Lisa yanked leotard legband aside—public peek. Chrome-gray turned dark yellow across front.

“Leaking like a champ! Vote now—cutest baby at expo!”

Digital screen at booth tallied likes—his counter skyrocketed. 60%. 75%. 92%.

Kendra’s face soured.

“Fake. He’s faking.”

Jenna shot back.

“Prove it.”

She gripped Alex’s hand—pulled him forward. Waddle exaggerated—diaper sagged heavy. Slosh-slosh audible.

Onto voting board—screen updated live.

Peak Pulse babies posed nearby—buff dudes in thongs. Alex’s percentage hit 98%.

Kendra charged stage.

“Rigged! Let’s see that ‘leak’ up close!”

Hand shot out—grabbed leotard crotch. Squeeze. Squish confirmed. Eyes widened.

“Holy—it’s real. You freaks trained him?”

Lisa laughed—steel in voice.

“Trained? He begged. Watch.”

She spun Alex.

“Tell the nice coach, groupie. Who’s your mommy?”

Voice cracked—submission peaking.

“M-Mommy Rachel. All of you. Please… keep me forever.”

Expo erupted. Kendra backed off—muttering. Crowd chanted:

“Baby Alex! Baby Alex!”

Rachel scooped him up—princess carry, effortless. Soggy bulk pressed her chest.

“That’s our boy! Lounge nursings next. VIPs only.”

Crowd parted. Backstage lounge—leather couches, mini-fridges humming. Doorless. Semi-public. Expo din leaked through.

“Strip the leotard.”

Fabric peeled off. Naked but for sagging diaper—front darkened, tapes straining.

Jenna untaped one side.

“Heavy load. Good boy.”

Lisa grabbed fresh mega-pack. Sprinkled powder.

“Lift.”

Hips up. New diaper slid under—thick, pristine. Tapes ripped secure. Crinkle pristine again. Leotard back on—ruffles fluffed.

Rachel patted sports bra.

“Nursing circle. Feed time.”

Arranged: Alex center couch—head in Rachel’s lap. Bra unhooked—breast freed, nipple erect.

“Latch.”

He sucked. Warm milk flooded. Hand stroked fresh padding. Rub-rub. Arousal stirred—locked by bulk.

Mommy train rolled. Jenna next—straddling chest. Nipple in. Tara behind—cradling. Lisa fed fingers baby-food puree—spoons.

Expo crowd filtered by—whispers.

“Is that for real?”

Rachel waved.

“Share the love! He’s ours.”

Kendra lingered at lounge edge—arms crossed.

“You own him? Like property?”

Rachel smirked—nipple still in Alex’s mouth.

“Damn right. Watch.”

Pulled folder—gold-embossed contract: “Elite Flex Groupie Agreement. Live-In Baby Boy.” Clauses bold: Daily diapering. Nursings on demand. Public parades mandatory. No pants ever. Regression total.

Alex popped off—eyes glazed. Peak surrender.

“Sign it,” he begged. “Make me permanent. Your live-in groupie. Forever.”

Crew cheered. Rachel slid pen. Hand shook—scrawled “Alex” loopy. Initials everywhere.

“Done. Locked in.”

Tara high-fived.

“Welcome home. Daily routine starts tomorrow.”

Post-nursing haze. Milk belly full. Diaper pristine. Paraded back to booth—contract waved like trophy. Rivals slunk away. Crowd chanted.

Booth closed amid cheers.

Loading zone night—blacked-out van idled. Tara popped side door.

Inside: crib mounted. Changing station bolted. Nursing stations lined. Bottles rattled.

“In you go.”

He climbed. Door slammed. Van peeled out.

Pink lights glowed inside. Rachel straddled crib bars—contract dangling.

“Rule one: Dawn wake. Diaper check. Squats before breakfast.”

Lisa chained pacifier tighter.

“Rule two: Nursings hourly.”

Tara locked ankle cuffs—short chain. Waddle-only.

“Rule three: Public every day. Crinkles mandatory.”

Alex’s breath hitched. Permanent. Real. Arousal throbbed.

“More,” he whispered. “Lock me down.”

Rachel pulled tablet—schedule grid lit.

5AM: Change + squats.

6AM: Juice bar nursing.

9AM: Group class mascot.

Noon: Family restroom exposure.

3PM: Locker circle.

6PM: Parade drills.

9PM: Bedtime bottle.

Repeat eternal.

“Sign addendum.”

He did. Ink dried. Tablet beeped—digital seal.

“Locked. No outs.”

Van hit highway—gym-bound. Crinkle with every bump.

Old apartment? Forgotten. Job? Ghosted.

Life now theirs.

Gym gates swung. Van parked elite lot. Doors opened to Rachel’s private wing—converted locker suite. Crib wheeled in. Final lock: biometric on his thumb. Beep. Sealed.

“First night routine,” Lisa announced. “Strip. Inspection.”

Leotard off. Diaper peeled. Naked—erect, milk-drunk. They circled. Hands probed.

“Perfect canvas.”

Fresh diaper—thickest yet. Plastic pants locked. Leotard back. Paci shoved in.

Rachel tucked him in.

“Sleep. Tomorrow: morning ritual. Week fourteen locked.”

Crib bars gleamed. Locks hummed.

Bladder screamed from milk. Hold it. Dawn check loomed.

Outside wing door—footsteps. Unfamiliar heels.

Kendra’s voice filtered through.

“Rachel? Deal talk. Peak Pulse wants in.”

Door rattled. Locked.

Rachel’s laugh.

“Tomorrow’s business. Sleep tight, Alex.”

Bladder peaked. Leak teased.

What deal?

Routine teetered.

But dawn broke dry. First test passed. Moms swarmed—praise.

New week ignited.

Locker room steamed ahead.

Monday morning ritual called.


Chapter 12: Daily Diaper Drills

Monday morning light sliced through the blinds of Rachel’s private wing at Elite Flex—thin, pale strips across the crib bars. Alex woke to the soft click of the biometric lock disengaging. The crib side dropped with a mechanical whir. Rachel stood there—already in black leggings and cropped tank, ponytail high, coffee mug steaming in one hand.

“Dawn check. Up.”

He sat—diaper from last night sagged heavy between his thighs. Overnight max, pale gray, double-stuffed. Wet warmth had spread during sleep—not a full flood, but enough to make the padding swell and cling. No plastic pants this time; Rachel had decided “breathable” training meant letting him feel every leak.

Lisa appeared behind her—blonde ponytail still damp from her 5 a.m. spin class. Tara and Jenna followed, already in workout gear. No small talk. Routine had hardened into ritual.

Rachel tugged the crib sheet aside.

“Inspection.”

He lay back—legs automatically spreading. Hands stayed at his sides. Learned behavior now.

Lisa knelt first—palms sliding up inner thighs.

“Soggy but contained. Good overnight hold.”

Fingers pressed front—squish audible in the quiet room. Warmth shifted.

“Still leaking slow. Bladder training progressing.”

Tara ripped tapes—slow, deliberate. Riiiip. Riiiip. Front panel fell. Cool air hit skin. Cock—half-hard from morning—twitched at exposure. Belly flatter—fourteen pounds gone total. Abs visible in shallow ridges when he breathed.

Jenna wiped—cold, thorough. No teasing today. Efficiency only.

Rachel unfolded fresh diaper—thickest morning model yet, pale blue, extra absorbency panels front and back. No prints. Serious.

“Lift.”

Hips arched. Diaper slid under. Powder puffed—clean clouds drifting. Tapes sealed crisp. Crinkle deep and final.

“Locked for the day,” Rachel said. “All-day wear. Checks every ninety minutes. No potty access. You earn changes.”

Leotard next—electric blue today, ruffles minimal but present, snap crotch reinforced. Hoodie and sweats over top—loose enough to move, tight enough to show the outline when he walked.

Rachel clipped the collar—pink leather, silver studs. Leash coiled in her pocket for later.

“Gym opens at six. You start at the front desk. Greeter duty. Crinkle hellos. Then classes stack: barre at eight, bootcamp ten, pilates noon. Lunch nursing at one. Afternoon core blast. Juice bar at three. Locker circle at five. Evening wind-down parade drills. Bed by nine.”

Lisa handed him the tablet—schedule grid glowing.

“Sign daily acknowledgment. Thumbprint each block.”

He pressed thumb to screen. Beep. Digital seal.

Rachel’s voice dropped.

“No talking back. No hiding the sound. If you leak in public—own it. If you hold dry all day—reward at close. Fail? Punishment parade tomorrow.”

They marched him out—crinkle announcing every step down the private hallway. Gym floor still quiet—early birds on treadmills, a few staff wiping equipment. Front desk loomed.

Rachel positioned him behind the counter—high stool, booster seat already waiting.

“Smile. Greet members. Let them hear.”

First arrival—a woman in neon leggings, earbuds in. She froze mid-step.

“Morning… uh… Gym Baby?”

He nodded—small.

“Welcome to Elite Flex.”

Crinkle when he shifted. She stared—then grinned, snapped a quick selfie.

“Viral mascot in person. Iconic.”

More came. Regulars who’d seen the clips. Newbies who hadn’t. Whispers turned to open questions.

“Is it real?”

“Touch it?”

Rachel—stationed nearby—allowed one pat per person. Palm flat. Squish test.

“Dry so far,” she’d announce. “Holding for Mommy.”

By eight the gym pulsed. Barre studio—mirrored walls, ballet rails, soft piano remix playing. Mats edge-to-edge. Thirty women in leotards and tights.

Alex center front—leotard exposed now, sweats stripped pre-class.

Demi-plié. Crinkle with every bend. Relevé. Bells on booties jingled softly.

Lisa checked mid-lunge—hand under ruffle.

“Dripping sweat. Hold dry.”

Bootcamp circuits at ten—open floor, forty participants. Burpees. Crinkle exploded with each jump. Push-ups—diaper dragged against mat. Squat jumps—slosh faint inside padding.

Tara invaded during mountain climbers—fingers under leg band.

“Clench those baby abs.”

Pilates reformer at noon—straps clacked. Jenna strapped him in—legs circled slow.

“Feel the padding shift? Core locked.”

Abs burned—cuts deepening, obliques carving. Sweat poured. Diaper warmed—heavier.

Afternoon core blast—mats packed. Planks. Russian twists. Leg raises. Diaper dragged low—tapes straining.

Lisa rotated checks—fingers invasive. Tara thumbed bladder during bicycle crunches.

“Fight it. Potty try at two-thirty. Family room. Door wide.”

Two-thirty sharp. Family restroom—door propped ten inches. Hall traffic peaked—post-lunch crowd streaming.

Rachel inside—pink plastic potty chair center.

“Potty time. Prove you’re advancing.”

Sweats down. Diaper untaped. Cool air.

“Sit. Go.”

He perched—legs dangled. Bladder screamed—full from morning water and nursings. Push. Strain. Drip—one weak spurt hit the potty.

Then—flood. Warmth gushed back into the diaper pile on floor. Failure. Padding swelled.

Rachel’s voice—mock pity.

“Failed again. Public punishment.”

Crew dragged him up. Fresh diaper slapped on—soggy one stuffed in bag.

“Spank circle. Juice bar. Now.”

Gym gasped as they marched—hallway parade. Moms turning heads. Crinkle-squish.

Juice bar—open counter, stools packed. Rachel vaulted bar—crew shoved him belly-down over high stool. Sweats yanked. Diaper mooned crowd.

“Watch, everyone! Potty fail. Discipline time.”

Palm cracked—sharp through padding. Echoed over blenders.

Lisa took turn.

“For leaking!”

Tara.

“For trying too hard!”

Jenna finished.

Twenty swats total. Ass glowed under tapes. Crowd clapped—some cheering “Mascot!”

Rachel hauled him to highchair stool. Bib snapped on. Blender roared—special shake: milk, oats, banana. Thick nipple bottle pressed to lips.

“Suck.”

He latched. Warm flood. Abs relaxed under feed.

Moms encircled—Lisa stroking hair, Tara patting bulge.

“Daily routine locked. Morning diapers. Checks. Nursings. You’re ours.”

Sippers watched. Bold mom—curvy brunette—leaned in.

“Can I help feed?”

Rachel nodded. Bottle passed. New nipple suckled. Crowd rotated—five feeds. Bladders filling anew.

Three-thirty wrap. Locker room circle. Crew stripped him. Inspection: abs popping clearer, V-lines sharp.

“Progress,” Rachel cooed. “But regression deepens.”

New diaper—ultra-thick, locking tapes. Onesie snap-crotch over top. Sweats hid outline—barely.

Evening wind-down. Front desk encore—crinkling goodbyes. Sauna checks—Tara’s prods in steam. Mirror poses—Jenna commanding flexes.

Dinner rush. Juice bar nursing marathon—six rotations. Bib soaked. Belly bloated.

Rachel whispered close.

“Sleepover circuit tonight. Our house first. Full group. Pajama diapers. Midnight checks. Nursing relay. Deeper drop.”

Alex’s pulse spiked. Overnight at Rachel’s McMansion? Crew of five now—Mia joining permanent.

Rachel cupped chin.

“Announced. Mandatory. Eight p.m. sharp. Booster seat waiting.”

Fingers trailed down—squeezed fresh bulk.

“Prepare for deepest drop yet.”

Thursday blurred—routine frenzy. Dawn diapering. Rachel gloved—efficient. Powder clouds routine.

“All-day stack: spin at eight, HIIT ten, yoga noon.”

Leotard frills itched under sweats. Crinkle symphony.

Spin studio—bikes whirring. Diaper squished on seat. RPMs barked. Jenna checked mid-ride—hand under waistband.

“Damp edges. Hold it.”

HIIT circuits—burpees crinkled thunder. Lisa invaded during jump squats.

“Clench baby abs.”

Yoga noon—mirrors steamed. Mia paired—grinding assist during camel.

“Feel that padding hug?”

Abs burned—cuts deeper. Checks rotated—invasive, teasing.

“Fit little leaker.”

Afternoon potty retry—family room door cracked twelve inches. Wider audience. Press. Strain. Fail—spurt then surge into diaper.

Punishment lighter—ten public swats at smoothie station. Crowd bigger—regulars chanting “Mascot!” Fresh tape.

Nursings tripled—Rachel, Lisa, Tara tag-teaming. Milk sloshed shrinking belly.

Evening huddle—locker glow dimmed. Crew lounged benches. Alex center.

Rachel stood.

“Groupie report: weight down fourteen. Abs emerging. Potty fails? Total reset needed.”

Nods rippled.

Tara grinned.

“Sleepover circuit. All-night drills.”

Lisa bounced.

“Pajama diapers. Midnight nursings.”

Jenna clapped.

“Regression max.”

Rachel cupped face.

“Eight sharp. Our place. No excuses.”

Alex nodded—small, automatic.

Routine evolved.

Deeper locked.


Chapter 13: Sleepover Stretches

The SUV rolled up Rachel’s long driveway just after eight on Friday night. Gravel crunched under tires—slow, deliberate. House lights glowed warm behind tall windows: modern lines, floor-to-ceiling glass, infinity pool shimmering turquoise in the backyard. No neighbors close enough to see. No streetlights reaching this far.

Alex sat in the booster seat—harness locked, wrists loosely cuffed to the sides with soft pink Velcro straps. Diaper underneath: ultra-thick bedtime model, pale lavender, quadruple-stuffed for overnight, locking plastic pants over the top. Leotard swapped for footie pajamas during the ride—pink fleece, snap-crotch access, bunny-ear hood pulled up. Pacifier already in—clipped to the collar so it couldn’t fall out. Bib tucked inside the footie front.

No one spoke during the last ten minutes of the drive. Routine silence now.

Rachel killed the engine. Doors unlocked with a soft click.

Lisa unbuckled first—quick, efficient.

“Out, baby. Circuit night one starts here.”

Tara lifted him down—feet hitting cool stone. Bells on the footie booties jingled once—small, almost playful. Crinkle deep and muffled under fleece.

Rachel led—leash clipped to collar D-ring. Short hold.

“Inside. Playroom.”

Front door opened to marble foyer—high ceilings, abstract art on the walls. Left hallway past the kitchen—then down a short flight of stairs. Basement level. Soundproofed. Private.

Playroom door swung wide.

Pink glow hit first—LED strips along baseboards and ceiling. Thick plush rug covered most of the floor. King-size mattress in the center—no frame, just piled high with pillows and blankets. Crib against one wall—adult-sized, bars padded in pastel fabric. Changing station bolted to the opposite wall—high table, shelves stocked with diapers, powders, wipes, bottles. Yoga mirrors on three sides. No windows.

Crew shed outer layers as they entered—sports bras and leggings hitting the floor. Toned bodies gleamed under soft light: Rachel’s full curves, Lisa’s carved abs, Tara’s freckled skin, Jenna’s compact power, Mia’s sleek lines.

Alex stood center rug—leash still in Rachel’s hand.

“Strip to diaper and footies. Inspection.”

Velcro cuffs released. Footie zipper tugged down—slow unzip from neck to crotch. Fleece peeled off shoulders, arms, legs. Stepped out. Naked except diaper and collar. Plastic pants gleamed under lights.

Lisa knelt—palms sliding up thighs.

“Overnight hold so far. Slight damp at front. Good start.”

Tara circled behind—cupped ass cheeks through plastic.

“Glutes firmer. Squat work showing.”

Jenna front—fingers tracing V-lines.

“Obliques carving. Progress.”

Mia—newest—unlocked plastic pants. Small padlock clicked. Pants peeled away—sticky where sweat gathered.

Rachel inspected last—palms flat over front.

“Warm. Full. No flood yet. Tonight we test capacity.”

They guided him to the mattress center—on his back. Legs automatically spread. Hands stayed at sides.

Rachel straddled his hips—weight light but present. Heat through thin shorts.

“First pose: bridge lift. Hold while we hydrate.”

Hips arched—diaper crinkling loud against her thighs. Core engaged—abs flexing visible now.

Lisa produced oversized bottle—warm milk mix, vanilla undertone. Nipple pressed to lips.

“Drink slow. All of it.”

He suckled—rhythm automatic. Glug-glug. Belly began to bloat.

Tara took the bottle next—tilted higher. More volume.

“Swallow deep. No spills.”

Jenna rotated in—third bottle. Chocolate now. Thicker.

Mia fourth—strawberry. Sweet flood.

Rachel last—straight from her breast. Bra unhooked. Nipple latched. Warm jet hit tongue. She rocked subtle—small circles over his hips. Crinkle with every motion.

“Feel that? Full tank. Hold it.”

Belly rounded visibly—skin taut. Bladder protested sharp.

Pose held—bridge locked. Arms trembled. Abs burned.

Rachel dismounted.

“Downward dog. Ass high. Hold.”

He flipped—knees and forearms down. Hips lifted. Diaper domed prominent—plastic pants gone, lavender bulk sagging slightly from milk weight.

Lisa straddled calves—heat pressing rear.

“Deeper stretch. Feel the pressure.”

Grind slow—small circles. Crinkle intensified.

Tara at side—hand under belly.

“Bladder full? Good. No potty tonight.”

Jenna front—tilted his chin up.

“Look at yourself. Mirrors show everything.”

Reflections endless: pink collar, bloated belly, swollen diaper, trembling limbs.

Mia knelt beside—fingers tracing tapes.

“Leak on command. Slow. Controlled.”

He clenched. Nothing. Then—trickle. Warmth kissed inner padding. Slow seep—front panel darkening gradually.

Crew hummed approval.

“Good control. Keep it slow.”

They rotated positions—each taking a turn straddling, grinding, nursing—while the others whispered rules.

Rachel first—back on top.

“Rule one: Sleepovers cycle houses. No nights alone. Ever.”

Grind deepened.

Lisa next—reverse cowgirl.

“Rule two: Nursings hourly. No exceptions.”

Breast freed—latched again.

Tara straddled chest—weight forward.

“Rule three: Poses through the night. No flat sleep.”

Hips rocked—diaper untouched but leaking sympathy.

Jenna straddled neck—bare heat on face.

“Rule four: Leaks reported. No hiding.”

Scent overwhelming. Grind slow.

Mia last—flipped him prone.

“Rule five: Confession every hour. Louder each time.”

Legs pulled back—diaper vertical. She straddled reverse.

“Confess now.”

“I love being yours. Love the diapers. Love the leaks. Love the control. Forever.”

Leak test peaked. Mia palmed front. Floodgates—slow at first, then steady stream. Urine sprayed tapes—padding ballooned. Moms cheered soft.

“Holder! Capacity up.”

Rachel reclaimed center.

“Full submit.”

Fresh diaper slapped down—thickest overnight yet, pale pink, absorbent core like a pillow. Taped ultra-snug. Plastic pants locked again.

“Pajama time.”

Footie pajamas—thicker fleece, locking zipper from neck to ankles. Snap-crotch access. Bunny ears up.

Crib bars rattled when they lifted him in. Mattress soft—pink sheets, stuffed animals at corners.

Rachel tucked blanket—firm tuck.

“Midnight checks start. Nursing relay every two hours. Poses rotated. No release until dawn.”

Lisa chained pacifier tighter.

“Dream of tomorrow’s parade drills.”

Tara locked ankle cuffs—short chain to crib frame. Waddle-only even in sleep.

Jenna dimmed lights—pink glow only.

Mia whispered last.

“Deeper drop tonight. Welcome to eternity.”

Bars raised. Lock clicked.

Alex lay—belly full, diaper swelling slow from milk overload, plastic pants crinkling with every breath.

Bladder already protesting again.

Hold it.

Dawn check loomed.

Outside the playroom door—footsteps faint. Rachel’s voice filtered through.

“National Con confirmed. Main stage Sunday. Live adoption reveal. Bring the collar upgrade.”

Crew murmured—excitement low.

Alex’s pulse spiked—not fear now.

Anticipation.

Routine locked.

Deeper every night.


Chapter 14: Viral Baby Spotlight

Tuesday morning arrived with the sharp buzz of Rachel’s phone alarm at 5:03 a.m. The crib bars clicked open automatically—biometric sync with her device. Pink glow from the LED strips softened the edges of the playroom. Alex woke curled on his side—diaper from the overnight nursing relay sagged heavy between his thighs, warm and swollen but not leaking through the locking plastic pants. Belly still rounded from the last bottle at 3 a.m. Abs ached faintly from the midnight pose holds—bridge lifts, child’s pose rotations, downward dogs with weights on his back.

Rachel stood over the crib—already dressed: black tank, charcoal leggings, ponytail tight. Coffee in one hand. Tablet in the other.

“Dawn check. Up.”

He sat—footie pajamas unzipped to the waist, bib still snapped around his neck. Plastic pants unlocked first—small padlock popped. Pants peeled away. Diaper tapes ripped slow—riiiip, riiiip. Front panel fell. Lavender padding darkened across the crotch, yellow bloom spreading from repeated small releases during the night. No full flood—capacity training held.

Lisa appeared at the changing table—blonde hair still damp from her pre-dawn run.

“Soggy but sealed. Overnight progress.”

Tara and Jenna flanked—routine formation. Mia last—carrying the fresh stack.

Rachel lifted him out—effortless. Set on the table. Legs spread automatically.

“Inspection.”

Lisa pressed front—squish carried in the quiet room.

“Warm. Full. No breakthrough. Good boy.”

Wipes cold and thorough. Powder clouds drifted. Fresh diaper slid under—morning model, pale mint, triple-stuffed, extra gel core for daytime hold. Tapes sealed crisp. Crinkle deep.

Rachel checked fit—fingers running under leg bands.

“Locked for media day.”

Leotard today: metallic silver again—expo version—but with added reflective strips across the chest and hips. Ruffles replaced with clean scalloped edges. Snap crotch reinforced. Collar upgraded—thicker leather, silver tag engraved “National Con Mascot – Property of Elite Flex.” Pacifier chain lengthened slightly—easier access for cameras.

No outer layers. No hiding.

Rachel clipped the leash.

“Van leaves in ten. Good Morning City studio. Live segment. You’re the headline.”

Alex’s stomach dropped—excitement and dread twisting tight.

The drive downtown took thirty-seven minutes. Booster seat in the middle row. Harness locked. Windows tinted dark. Crew silent except for occasional phone checks—views, comments, sponsor DMs.

Studio lot security waved them through. Back entrance. Green room small—couches, makeup mirrors, craft table with bottled water and fruit. Barista already waiting—protein shakes prepped.

Makeup artist blinked at the outfit—then at the diaper bulge.

“Uh… powder him up?”

Tara laughed.

“We got it.”

Quick touch-up—foundation to even skin tone, light gloss on lips, shimmer dust across collarbones and abs. Hair fluffed under the footie hood—bunny ears left up for “cute factor.”

Rachel reviewed the segment brief on her tablet.

“Hosts: Kim and Mike. Live to two hundred thousand streaming. Questions pre-approved. We control the narrative. Leak demo optional—your call, groupie.”

Alex swallowed—pacifier bobbing.

“Demo.”

Rachel’s eyes gleamed.

“Good choice.”

On-set cue came at 8:14 a.m. Stage bright—white backdrop, oversized Elite Flex logo, two high stools. Hosts already seated: Kim—perky blonde, fitness-host smile; Mike—buff, former college athlete turned morning personality.

Rachel led him out—leash short. Bells jingled once—muted on carpet. Crinkle carried over the open mics.

Crowd in studio—fifty or sixty fitness fans, influencers, local sponsors—gasped collectively.

Kim recovered first—wide smile.

“Welcome back! We have a very special guest today—Elite Flex’s viral sensation, Gym Baby Alex! And Mommy Rachel!”

Applause—mixed: some enthusiastic, some uncertain.

Mike leaned forward.

“So… tell us—how does this whole thing work? The regimen, the transformation?”

Rachel took the mic first—arm around Alex’s waist.

“Our groupie is fully regressed for peak discipline. Diapers build core control under pressure. Nursings fuel recovery. Public exposure sharpens focus. Proof?”

She snapped the footie crotch open—slow for cameras. Plastic pants unlocked. Diaper tapes ripped—public flash. Pale mint padding darkened slightly at the front—small overnight leak bloom.

Studio oohed.

Rachel guided him down—downward dog pose center stage.

“Ass high. Hold.”

Crinkle boomed over speakers—mic’d padding. Abs flexed—shallow six-pack visible through stretched fabric.

Mike narrated—voice cracking slightly.

“Look at that form. Shredded underneath.”

Kim grinned.

“Leak check live? Fans are asking.”

Rachel nodded.

“Guest choice. Groupie?”

Alex—still in pose—nodded small.

Rachel produced a large bottle—ice-cold electrolyte mix.

“Open wide.”

Spout pressed. He gulped—fast, desperate. Belly bloated quick.

Pose held—downward dog eternal. Pressure built sharp.

Lisa crouched beside—hand on lower back.

“Feel it? Hold for the cameras.”

Ten seconds. Twenty. Sweat beaded.

Then—hiss. Soft but mic’d. Warm flood spread—front panel ballooning visibly. Yellow bloom crept across mint padding. Slow seep down inner thighs.

Studio gasped—then cheered.

Kim laughed—delighted.

“Live leak! That’s commitment!”

Rachel ripped tapes—public strip. Wet diaper peeled away. Cock bobbed—half-hard, slick.

“Quick change. Authentic Elite Flex.”

Wipes out. Powder clouds. Fresh diaper—chrome-gray mega, taped snug. Footies re-snapped. Plastic pants locked.

Mike—red-faced but grinning.

“That’s next-level branding.”

Views spiked—live counter hit three hundred thousand. Comments flooded screens behind them.

Rachel took the mic again.

“Fitness fair yesterday proved it. Viral clips this morning prove it. Groupie’s down fourteen pounds. Abs emerging. Core locked under pressure. Who wants the full regimen?”

Hands shot up—studio audience, streaming viewers.

Rachel smiled—wolfish.

“Book now. Elite Flex takeover begins.”

Segment wrapped at 8:37. Hosts begged merch collabs. Local rivals texted surrender offers.

Backstage—green room again. Rachel scrolled metrics.

“Half a million live peak. Clips already trending. Sponsors doubled overnight.”

Lisa powdered him again—quick touch-up.

“National Con Sunday. Main stage. Live adoption reveal. Bigger crowd. Bigger stakes.”

Alex’s pulse thrummed—not fear now.

Readiness.

Van ride back—booster locked. Leash coiled in Rachel’s lap.

Rachel glanced in rearview.

“Rest today. Drills tomorrow. Sunday you sign the papers on national TV. Group custody. Permanent.”

Hand reached back—squeezed front of diaper—firm.

“Biggest spotlight yet. Hold everything till then.”

Vehicle merged onto highway.

City shrank behind them.

No running.

Only forward.

Deeper.


Chapter 15: Mascot Eternity

Alex stepped out of the service doors at the back of the City Gym Expo just as the last echoes of Friday’s closing announcements faded into early Tuesday morning quiet. The week had collapsed into a single continuous loop—viral clips from the expo parade racking up millions of views overnight, headlines calling him “Elite Flex’s Baby Mascot,” sponsor offers flooding Rachel’s inbox while hate comments multiplied in the thousands. Sleep had become something that happened between nursings and checks.

His phone vibrated again in the hoodie pocket. Rachel’s group text glowed on the screen:

“Grand Finale. Regional Fitness Fair. Full domination. Ultimate frills. Eternal vows. Van. 4 AM. Don’t test me, groupie.”

The blacked-out minivan waited at the curb, engine idling low. Rachel leaned against the driver’s door—cropped tank hugging her abs, leggings vacuum-sealed to her thighs. Green eyes already cutting. Lisa, Tara, and Jenna formed a loose semicircle behind her—ponytail swinging, curls bouncing, red hair catching the streetlamp glow.

“You’re late,” Rachel said. Flat. Final.

Alex’s pulse slammed. He glanced at the handful of early-arrival stragglers already filming from fifty feet away. Rachel had teased a live stream.

“Strip.”

No preamble. Hoodie off. Sweats down. Cool air hit skin that had changed dramatically in fourteen weeks—gut mostly erased, six-pack etched shallow but real, quads thick from relentless programming. Between his legs the overnight diaper hung heavy—sagging, warm from earlier feedings.

Lisa stepped forward with the garment bag.

“Ultimate frills, baby boy.”

The new outfit spilled out: upgraded pink leotard, rhinestones spelling “Mascot Baby” across the chest in looping script, ruffles exploding at the hips, high-cut legs designed to showcase every inch of padding. Matching booties with small silver bells. Bib embroidered “Mommy’s Eternal Groupie” in white satin thread.

Tara knelt—tore the old diaper open without ceremony. Wet warmth escaped in a small rush. She wiped him clean—efficient strokes—then powdered generously. Fresh diaper slid under: double-stuffed mega, pale chrome-gray with subtle metallic shimmer in the backing, extra gel core, four strong tapes. Plastic pants locked over the top—small padlock clicked shut. Key back on Rachel’s chain.

Jenna snapped the leotard on—tight at the shoulders, stretched shiny over the fresh bulk. Ruffles flared. Crotch snaps secured against the padded dome. Booties next—bells jingling when he shifted weight. Bib tied snug. Pacifier chain locked around his neck—nipple clipped to the bib ring.

Rachel smeared glitter lotion across his abs—fingers lingering on the carved lines, teasing the outline of his trapped erection through the plastic.

“Perfect,” she purred, snapping a selfie with him in frame. “Fair opens in two hours. You’re ours forever today.”

The minivan rocketed toward Regional Park. Sun exploded over the horizon. The Grand Fitness Fair dwarfed every previous event—acres of booths, obstacle walls towering thirty feet, supplement trucks blaring promo tracks, main stage thumping remixes of workout anthems. Fifty thousand expected. Elite Flex’s mega-booth anchored center court—twin tents, smoothie bars already pouring, demo mats ringed by VIP ropes. Crowds surged early: ripped CrossFitters, influencer moms in neon, families hauling kids, corporate sponsors in polos.

Rachel’s crew hauled him out like a trophy. Alex waddled center stage—bells jingling, leotard riding up slightly between his cheeks. Crinkle amplified by the booth speakers—diaper mic’d for “authenticity.” Gasps rippled outward. Phones whipped up.

“That’s the viral baby!”

“From TikTok!”

Flashbulbs popped.

Rachel took the booth mic—voice echoing across the park.

“Welcome to the Grand Fitness Fair! Elite Flex presents our Mascot Baby—Alex! Transformed from flab to fab under Mommy’s care. Who’s ready for ultimate domination?”

Crowd roared—five hundred strong already, swelling fast.

Lisa paraded him first.

“Leak check demo!”

She hoisted him onto the padded table—legs splayed wide. Leotard snapped aside. Diaper exposed—thick, taped tight over his throbbing outline.

“Crowd-sourced leaks! Who wants to fill our groupie?”

Hands shot up. Tara grabbed sample bottles—protein shakes, electrolytes, neon pre-workout—from the booth cooler.

“Volunteer line—single file!”

First: brunette in Lululemon, giggling. Funnelled blue mix down his paci-gagged mouth. Gulp. Gulp. Bladder screamed. Crinkle swelled.

“Pose!”

Jenna commanded. Downward dog—ass high, diaper dome rising. Crowd chanted: “Leak! Leak! Leak!”

Pressure built. Ten minutes of holding—sweat beading on abs. Then—hiss. Warm flood. Diaper ballooned—yellow bloom spreading. Phones captured every sag. Cheers erupted.

“Number two!”

Blonde gym-bro wife poured neon pre-workout. He chugged—abs flexing involuntarily. Plank pose now. Two minutes. Pssshhh. Double leak. Diaper sagged to knees—tapes straining.

Tara patted—powdering publicly.

“Good boy.”

Domination escalated. Rachel dragged him to the main demo mat.

“Full expo circuit! Follow the mascot!”

Hundred-person conga line snaked behind. Alex led—waddling burpees, crinkly lunges, bell-jangling jumps. Every third step: leak challenges. Sponsors donated fluids—Gatorade cascades, BCAA shots. Bladder betrayed nonstop—hiss after hiss. Diaper morphed to sodden wreck. Crowd sourced it all.

“More! Flood him!”

Mid-morning peak. Ten thousand packed the park. Main stage called.

Rachel muscled him up—spotlights blinding. DJ cut the beat.

“Mascot Baby Hour! Mass nursing finale!”

Alex dropped to all fours—bib forward. Crew circled—four Mommies unzipping sports bras. Breasts spilled free: Rachel’s full D-cups veined blue, Lisa’s perky implants gleaming, Tara’s dark nipples erect, Jenna’s freckled swells heaving.

“Nurse train!”

Rachel yanked pacifier—guided his mouth to her nipple.

Suck. Warm milk jetted—lactation shakes from their regimen. Crowd howled. Phones zoomed. He gulped—cock straining plastic. Switch—Lisa. Bite. Squirt. Bliss fogged his brain. Tara next—hips grinding soggy diaper. Jenna finished—pinching cheeks.

“Eternal boy.”

Vows hit harder.

Rachel pulled the mic.

“Groupie—kneel.”

He did—knees squishing in leak puddle. Crowd hushed.

“Repeat after Mommy: I vow eternal service to Elite Flex Mommies.”

“I… vow eternal service.” Voice cracked over speakers. Abs clenched—broken bliss surging.

“To diapers, nursings, and public poses forever.”

“To diapers… nursings… public poses… forever.” Tears mixed with milk dribble. Crowd thundered.

“Louder! You’re our mascot eternity!”

“Forever!”

Orgasm teased—no release. Diaper prison held.

Rachel waved papers.

“Legal now! Group custody filed—multi-parent clause. Alex Gym-Groupie, property of Mommy Rachel and crew. Signatures locked. No escape.”

Adoption docs flashed on jumbotrons—his signature from sleepover week, notary stamps visible. Cheers deafened.

“Plot peak: Orgasm Parade!”

Lisa announced.

They stripped wrecked diaper—stage center. Naked glory: fit body—abs rippled, quads carved, cock springing free—veined, dripping pre-cum. Crowd wolf-whistled.

No hands-on yet. Parade instead.

Rachel collared tighter—pink leather, “Eternal Groupie” engraved. Leash in hand.

“March.”

Expo loop: booth to booth. Erection bobbing. Balls swinging. Crew flanked—breasts out for “motivation.” Crowd joined—five hundred marching, chanting.

“Cum for Mommy! Cum for Mommy!”

Humiliation fueled it. Leak remnants dripped thighs. Volunteers teased—fingers brushing tip, breath on shaft. Tara whispered: “Hold it. Expo record.”

Pressure built. Abs quivered.

Main stage finale. Rachel dropped to knees.

“Parade orgasm—now!”

She engulfed him. Hot mouth. Tongue swirl. Crowd counted: “Ten! Nine!”

Lisa stroked balls. Tara pinched nipples. Jenna fed tit.

Eight weeks denial exploded. Thrust. Spurt. Rope after rope down Rachel’s throat. She pulled off—final blasts painting her tongue for cameras. Swallow. Show. Roar.

Alex collapsed—blissful wreck. Fit. Broken. Transformed.

Post-parade: VIP lounge. Flaps locked. Hundred select fans inside—sponsors, influencers.

Rachel purred—strapping fresh diaper on spent cock.

“Eternal service starts. Crowd participation.”

Hands everywhere. Moms nursing. Fingers probing. Leotard back on—unzipped. Crinkle resumed. Milk flowed. Body responded—instant re-hard.

“More,” he whimpered.

Sun set. Bass thumped finale. Alex waddled closing parade—leash-tugged by Rachel. Viral king. Adopted pet. Bliss-locked.

Rachel’s phone buzzed mid-march.

National Fitness Con booking confirmed. Main stage Sunday. Live adoption reveal. Bigger crowd. Bigger stakes.

“Pack the frills,” she whispered. “Nationwide domination awaits.”

Cock twitched in fresh padding.

Hooked forever.

Alex’s world spun post-explosion. Cum high faded into afterglow haze as the minivan fleet—three rides strong—convoys to the fair’s afterparty lot. Regional Park pulsed neon under floodlights. Fairgrounds transformed: beer tents, glow-stick raves, sponsor fireworks cracking overhead. Elite Flex VIP zone sprawled massive—heated mats, lactation lounges disguised as recovery pods, barricades holding back the mob.

“Strip search,” Jenna barked—ripping leotard.

Naked again—adoption papers pinned to chest like a medal. Crowd peered through chain-link—five hundred strong, live-streaming. Body gleamed: traps popped from burpee marathons, glutes steel from squat hells, cock semi-hard, glistening from parade paint.

Rachel collared tighter.

“Vows round two—private.”

Crew knelt him on mat.

“Eternal diaper duty.”

“Eternal diaper duty,” he echoed—voice hoarse.

“Public leak slave.”

“Public leak slave.”

Each Mommy added: Lisa—“Nursing junkie.” Tara—“Frill bitch.” Jenna—“Pose puppet.” Crowd chanted backups—phones capturing vows like wedding gone feral.

Mass nursing reloaded. Ten select moms from crowd—verified fans, fitness freaks—joined circle. Breasts unleashed: implants, naturals, all leaking induced milk from Rachel’s secret shake recipe. Alex rotated—mouth latched nipple to nipple. Suck. Squirt. Gulp. Belly swelled—bladder protesting instant.

“Leak on command,” Rachel ordered.

Pssshhh. Diaper taped mid-nursing—fresh mega, powdered heavy. Flood instant—dome rising under VIP spotlights. Fans high-fived.

“Mascot leak!”

Domination looped. Orgasm parade part two—no hands rule lifted for elites. Leashed lap around zone—cock out, tugged by rotating Mommies. First lap—Lisa jerked slow—fist pumping shaft, thumb circling head.

“Edge it, baby.” Crowd bets: “Three laps to cum!”

Second lap—Tara deepthroated stage-side—throat muscles milking. Fireworks burst sync.

Third—Jenna pegged him bent-over—strap-on slick, pounding ass while Rachel face-fucked.

“Double eternal!”

He shattered again—cum arcing into crowd—caught in shot glasses for “mascot toasts.” Bliss blacked him out seconds.

Woke to legal frenzy. Rachel flashed notary stamps.

“Group adoption filed—multi-parent clause. You’re ours 24/7. Gym property. Lives merged.”

Character arc sealed: unfit sneak turned fit slave. Abs rippled as he posed for booth banners—new ones printing live: “Adopt Your Inner Baby with Elite Flex!”

High-energy orgy tease ignited. VIP mats became fuck-pits. Crew piled on: Rachel riding reverse-cowgirl—pussy clenching re-hard cock. Lisa sixty-nining—juices dripping bib. Tara and Jenna tag-teamed ass and mouth—fingers everywhere. Fan moms queued—tentacles of tits, cunts, mouths. Crinkle symphony under thrusts. Leaks synced to thrusts—squish-squirt.

“Forever,” Alex moaned—pumping into Rachel. She clenched—milking load three. Chain orgasms rippled—each Mommy creaming, fans squirting.

Fair closed fireworks-grand. Crew bundled him into lead van—diaper refilled, leotard shredded for souvenirs.

“Sleepover eternity starts now,” Rachel whispered—paci jammed deep. “National tour tomorrow.”

Phone lit: “ABC Fitness Special booked. Live adoption reveal.” Alex’s eyes glazed. Fit. Broken. Blissful. Hooked on the crinkle high.
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This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane
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