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Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

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


Chapter 1: The Job Offer and Orientation Day

Jamie van der Linden checked his phone for the third time in ten minutes, standing outside the gleaming glass cube that was InnoTech Labs’ headquarters on the edge of Boxmeer’s industrial park. The building looked more like a luxury tech campus than a corporate office—curved reflective panels, manicured green roofs, a discreet fountain in the circular drive. At 23, with a freshly printed computer science degree and a mountain of student debt, he’d applied on a whim after seeing the job posting on LinkedIn: Junior Product Tester – Wearables & Bio-Feedback Division. Salary range: €48,000–€62,000 starting. Remote-hybrid possible. Full benefits. Immediate start.

He’d been called for an interview within 48 hours. The panel had been small—three people in crisp white lab coats over business casual—but they’d asked surprisingly personal questions: sleep patterns, stress levels, openness to “experimental protocols.” Jamie had answered honestly, figuring it was standard for a company that made “next-gen human augmentation devices.” They’d smiled a lot. Too much, maybe.

Now here he was, one week later, for orientation. His stomach fluttered—not nerves exactly, more like anticipation mixed with something warmer he couldn’t name.

The lobby was all white marble and soft blue LED strips. A receptionist with perfect posture handed him a tablet to sign digital NDAs. “Welcome, Jamie. Mistress—sorry, Ms. Lena will be with you shortly.”

He blinked at the slip but said nothing. Probably just a Dutch-English pronunciation quirk.

Ms. Lena appeared exactly on time: mid-30s, tall, platinum hair in a severe bun, white blouse tucked into tailored black trousers, heels that clicked with quiet authority. She smiled—warm, professional, but with an edge that made Jamie’s pulse jump.

“Jamie. So glad you could start today. Follow me.”

She led him through frosted-glass corridors to a small, windowless conference room labeled Wellness & Integration Lab – Private. Inside: a padded exam chair that looked half medical, half ergonomic office furniture, a wall-mounted screen, and a stainless-steel tray covered with a cloth.

“Sit,” Lena said, gesturing to the chair. “We’ll begin with your onboarding wellness profile.”

Jamie sat. The chair molded to him instantly—memory foam, slightly warm. Lena tapped the tablet.

“InnoTech believes peak performance starts with the body and mind in harmony. Our testers use proprietary devices to maintain focus, reduce stress, and optimize output. You’ll be wearing several during your shifts.”

She uncovered the tray.

First item: a small, glossy black pacifier-shaped device, no bigger than a large thumb. Silicone mouthpiece, tiny LED ring around the base. A thin charging cable coiled beside it.

“This is our Focus Aid 3.0—internally we call it the ‘soother.’ Battery-operated, Bluetooth-enabled. When you’re in deep work mode, it delivers calibrated micro-vibrations to the oral cavity. Studies show it reduces cortisol by 28 % and increases alpha-wave activity. You’ll wear it during all coding and testing blocks.”

Jamie stared. “A… pacifier?”

Lena’s smile didn’t waver. “A discreet intra-oral stimulator. Completely professional. Many of our senior engineers swear by it. Shall we try?”

Before he could protest, she lifted it. The mouthpiece was soft, medical-grade silicone, faintly cherry-scented. She pressed a button on the base; a gentle hum started—barely audible, more felt than heard.

“Open, please.”

Jamie hesitated, then parted his lips. Lena slipped it in. The silicone settled against his tongue like it belonged there. She tapped her tablet.

A soft buzz bloomed inside his mouth—low, rhythmic, almost like a cat purring against his palate. Warmth spread down his jaw, into his neck. His shoulders relaxed without permission. Something lower stirred—subtle, confusing, but undeniably pleasant.

“See?” Lena said. “Already working. You can speak around it, but it’s most effective when you let it rest passively.”

Jamie tried to say “okay.” It came out muffled, the vibration making his tongue tingle. He felt his cheeks heat.

Lena tapped again. The buzz dropped to a whisper, then cycled up once—longer, deeper—before settling back to baseline.

“Good response,” she murmured, eyes flicking to a monitor that now displayed his heart rate (elevated) and skin conductance (rising). “Now, the uniform component.”

She opened a drawer and produced what looked like ordinary black boxer-briefs—except thicker. Padded. The outer fabric was smooth, almost silky; the inner lining was soft, quilted, unmistakably absorbent.

“Ergonomic undergarments,” Lena explained. “Our testers spend 10–14 hours seated. These provide lumbar support, moisture management, and pressure distribution. You’ll wear them every shift. Change only when we instruct.”

Jamie’s throat tightened around the pacifier. “They’re… diapers.”

“Padded performance wear,” Lena corrected gently. “Discreet. Breathable. And far more comfortable than standard underwear during long sessions. You’ll appreciate them after your first double shift.”

She handed them over. Jamie stood, turned his back, and changed behind the chair. The padding was substantial—thicker at the crotch and seat, crinkling faintly as he pulled them up. They hugged him snugly, the bulk forcing his thighs slightly apart. When he sat again, the material compressed with a soft, private rustle.

Lena watched without comment, then tapped her tablet once more.

The pacifier hummed—short, approving pulses. Jamie’s cock twitched against the padding. A tiny bead of pre-cum welled, absorbed instantly by the inner lining. He shifted, trying to hide the growing pressure.

“Perfect fit,” Lena said. “You’ll receive the full kit tomorrow—additional sensors, charging dock, app credentials. For now, we’ll do a baseline biometric scan.”

She wheeled over a small cart with electrodes and a blood-pressure cuff. While attaching pads to his temples and chest, her fingers brushed his nipples through the thin shirt—accidental, maybe. Jamie’s breath hitched. The pacifier buzzed again, longer this time, sending a warm wave straight to his groin.

He was half-hard now, trapped against the thick padding. Every small movement made the material shift, rubbing him subtly. He tried to focus on the ceiling lights.

Lena’s voice stayed calm, clinical. “Heart rate climbing nicely. Arousal markers within expected parameters for first exposure. You’re responding very well, Jamie.”

He wanted to ask what “parameters” meant. The pacifier prevented clear speech.

She finished the scan, then leaned close—close enough that he smelled her perfume: clean linen and something faintly metallic.

“Most new testers feel a little overwhelmed the first day,” she said softly. “That’s normal. The devices take time to integrate. But you’ll find they make you… happier. More focused. More yourself.”

She tapped the tablet one final time.

The pacifier delivered a slow, rolling wave—five seconds of steady vibration, then silence. Jamie’s hips lifted involuntarily; a wet spot bloomed inside the padding. Not a full orgasm—just a heavy leak of pre-cum, warm and insistent.

Lena noticed. She smiled—small, knowing.

“That’s the body saying thank you. We’ll see you tomorrow at 9 a.m. Wear the pants. Bring the pacifier charged. And Jamie?”

She paused at the door.

“Welcome to InnoTech. You’re going to love it here.”

The door closed behind her.

Jamie sat alone in the quiet room, pacifier still humming faintly on standby, padded pants crinkling with every shallow breath. His cock throbbed against the absorbent lining. His mind spun—embarrassment, confusion, and underneath it all, a strange, growing excitement.

He reached down, pressed his palm against the front of the padding—just once, testing.

The crinkle was loud in the silence.

He exhaled shakily around the pacifier.

Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter 2: First Week and Subtle Tech Integration

Jamie arrived at InnoTech Labs at 8:45 a.m. sharp, the padded pants already snug under his slim black chinos. He’d worn them home the night before—told himself it was just to get used to them—and ended up sleeping in them because taking them off felt strangely disappointing. The crinkle had followed him through every step around his tiny Boxmeer apartment: fridge to bed, bathroom to kitchen. Each rustle sent a small, secret thrill up his spine. He’d woken up hard, the inner lining damp with overnight pre-cum, and had to force himself not to press his palm against the front while brushing his teeth.

Now, standing in the gleaming lobby again, he felt the same low hum of anticipation. The pacifier—charged overnight on the little dock they’d given him—was tucked in his messenger bag like contraband. He’d practiced slipping it in at home, letting the silicone settle against his tongue, feeling that gentle purr start when he tapped the app on his phone. It made his jaw relax, his thoughts quiet. It also made other parts of him wake up.

Ms. Lena met him at the security turnstile, same crisp blouse, same warm-but-edged smile.

“Good morning, Jamie. Ready for day one?”

He nodded, throat suddenly dry. “Yes, Ms. Lena.”

“Excellent. Follow me to your workstation.”

His cubicle was in the open-plan “Integration Wing”—glass walls on three sides, ergonomic desk, dual monitors, noise-cancelling headphones already waiting. A small charging cradle sat beside the keyboard, identical to the one at home. Lena gestured to it.

“Dock the Focus Aid when you’re not using it. The app will prompt you when it’s time for a session.”

She tapped her tablet. Jamie’s phone buzzed: Focus Aid 3.0 – Paired Successfully.

“Today you’ll run baseline tests on our new haptic feedback module. Nothing too complex—just logging response times and subjective comfort. But first, uniform check.”

She stepped closer—close enough that he caught that linen-and-metal scent again—and lifted the hem of his shirt just enough to see the waistband of the padded pants peeking above his belt.

“Perfect fit. You’ll notice they feel even better after a few hours seated. The padding distributes pressure and wicks moisture. Very important for long coding blocks.”

Jamie swallowed. The pacifier was already in his mouth—he’d slipped it in while waiting in the lobby, telling himself it was part of the job. The silicone rested heavy and comforting on his tongue. He nodded mutely.

Lena smiled. “Good boy. Start when you’re ready. I’ll check in at lunch.”

She left. The glass door slid shut with a soft pneumatic sigh.

Jamie sat. The chair was the same memory-foam model from orientation—warm, hugging. As soon as his weight settled, the padded pants compressed with a faint, intimate crinkle. He shifted once, testing. The material rubbed against his half-hard cock, soft friction through the absorbent lining. He exhaled slowly around the pacifier.

The app pinged: Session 1 – Deep Focus Mode – 90 minutes recommended.

He tapped Start.

The pacifier hummed to life—low, steady waves rolling from the tip across his tongue, down his throat. Warmth spread like honey. His shoulders dropped. His thoughts sharpened. And between his legs, the familiar pressure built—slow, insidious, delicious.

He opened the test suite and began logging haptic feedback data. Every few minutes the pacifier cycled: short buzz, long hum, pause. Each cycle sent a corresponding pulse through his body. His cock thickened against the padding, trapped but teased by every small shift of his hips. Pre-cum welled steadily—warm, slippery, absorbed without trace. The lining grew damp, heavy, clinging.

By 11 a.m. he was breathing shallowly through his nose, jaw slack around the silicone, eyes half-lidded behind his glasses. The code on screen blurred slightly; he was too aware of the crinkle every time he crossed or uncrossed his legs, too aware of the gentle throb building low in his belly.

A soft chime from the app: Hydration Reminder – Drink 500 ml.

A bottle of InnoTech-branded water sat on the desk—he hadn’t noticed it arrive. He drank. The water tasted faintly sweet, almost medicinal. Within twenty minutes his bladder twinged—light pressure, nothing urgent yet.

He kept working.

At 11:45 the pressure had grown insistent. He shifted again; the padded pants compressed, the damp lining sliding slickly against his erection. A small spurt escaped—warm, sudden, soaking deeper into the absorbent core. Jamie froze, cheeks burning.

But the pacifier buzzed—longer, approving. The vibration rolled through him like a caress. His hips rocked once, involuntarily, grinding the wet padding against his cockhead.

He didn’t panic.

He felt… good.

Relieved, almost.

The accident wasn’t messy—just a small, warm bloom inside the thick lining. No one could see. No one would know. And the pacifier kept humming, soothing, rewarding.

By noon he’d leaked twice more—tiny, controlled spurts triggered by the vibrations and the growing fullness in his bladder. The padded pants felt heavier, warmer, more intimate. He liked it. He liked the secret, the way the crinkle had become a private soundtrack to his workday.

Ms. Lena appeared at the glass door, tablet in hand.

“Lunch break. How are you feeling?”

Jamie removed the pacifier with a soft pop, wiping his lips self-consciously. His voice was hoarse.

“Good. Really… focused.”

She stepped inside, eyes flicking to his lap—subtle, but he caught it.

“Excellent. The Focus Aid is performing within optimal parameters. And the ergonomic wear?”

He shifted. Crinkle. “Comfortable. Very… supportive.”

Lena’s smile widened fractionally.

“Wonderful. We’ll do a quick mid-day check before you resume.”

She closed the door behind her.

Jamie’s heart kicked up. The pacifier went back in without being asked. It buzzed once—short, pleased.

He stood when she motioned.

Lena lifted his shirt again, fingers brushing the waistband of the padded pants.

“May I inspect?”

He nodded, pulse thundering in his ears.

She tugged the elastic down just enough to see the inner lining—damp, darkened in patches, but contained. No leaks on his chinos. No smell.

“Very good,” she murmured. “Minor absorption only. Expected for day one. You’re adapting beautifully, Jamie.”

Her fingers lingered—tracing the edge of the padding, pressing lightly against the swollen front. Jamie’s breath hitched around the pacifier. His cock jumped, leaking another warm dribble.

Lena tapped her tablet.

The pacifier cycled—slow, rolling wave, five seconds, then pause.

Jamie’s knees trembled.

“You’re doing so well,” she said softly. “Keep the pants on. Keep the Focus Aid in during all work blocks. We’ll increase session length tomorrow. And Jamie?”

She leaned in, lips near his ear.

“Enjoy the feeling. It only gets better.”

She left him standing there—pacifier humming, padded pants heavy and warm, cock throbbing happily against the wet lining.

Jamie sat back down slowly.

Opened the next test suite.

Tapped Start Session 2.

The buzz returned—deeper this time, longer cycles.

He smiled around the silicone.

He was going to love this job.


Chapter 3: Corporate Wellness Program and Initial Teasing

Tuesday morning felt different the moment Jamie woke up. He hadn’t taken off the padded pants since Monday’s orientation. The thick lining had absorbed everything overnight—sweat, pre-cum, the small warm spurts that escaped during restless dreams about humming vibrations and Lena’s approving smile. The padding felt heavier now, warm and clinging, molding perfectly to every curve. When he stood, the material shifted with a soft, private crinkle that sent a shiver straight up his spine. He liked the sound. He liked the feeling even more.

He showered quickly, keeping the padded pants on until the last possible second—only slipping them off to wash and re-secure them after toweling dry. The inner lining was still damp, but the outer fabric stayed dry and smooth under his work slacks. No one would know. The secret made him smile into the mirror as he slipped the pacifier into his mouth for the drive to work. He tapped the app on his phone. Low hum. Immediate calm. Immediate stirring between his legs.

By the time he parked in the InnoTech lot, the pacifier had cycled through three gentle waves. His cock was half-hard, trapped against the soft, absorbent padding. He walked into the building with a slight waddle—barely noticeable, but he felt it. Every step made the material rub him just enough to keep the arousal simmering.

Ms. Lena was waiting at his cubicle, tablet in hand, looking as composed and commanding as ever.

“Good morning, Jamie. Sleep well?”

He removed the pacifier long enough to answer. “Yes, Ms. Lena. Very… restful.”

Her eyes flicked to his hips—subtle, but deliberate. “The ergonomic wear seems comfortable. Excellent. Today we begin the official Corporate Wellness Program. It’s mandatory for all product testers. Follow me.”

She led him down a quieter corridor to a door labeled Wellness & Bio-Feedback Suite – Private. Inside: a softly lit room with a padded treatment chair, warm ambient lighting, a wall of monitors, and Nurse Evie waiting in crisp white scrubs. Evie was younger than Lena—early 30s, dark hair in a neat ponytail, warm brown eyes that crinkled when she smiled. She looked kind. Professional. But there was something in her gaze that made Jamie’s stomach flutter.

“Welcome back, Jamie,” Evie said softly. “We’re going to run your first full biometric wellness scan and introduce the next layer of our performance suite.”

Jamie sat in the chair. It reclined slightly at Evie’s touch. Lena stood beside him, tablet ready.

“First,” Evie continued, “we’ll attach the external sensors. Nothing invasive yet—just surface monitoring.”

She rolled up his sleeves and placed adhesive pads on his inner wrists and temples. Cool gel. Gentle pressure. Jamie relaxed into the chair, the pacifier back in his mouth, humming softly on standby.

Evie’s fingers brushed his chest as she placed two more pads just below his nipples—through the thin shirt. Accidental? Maybe. But the contact sent a spark straight to his groin. The padding absorbed the fresh bead of pre-cum instantly.

“Now,” Lena said, tapping her tablet, “we’ll activate the Focus Aid at wellness baseline.”

The pacifier hummed—deeper than before, a slow rolling wave that made his jaw slack and his tongue tingle. Warmth spread down his throat, into his chest, pooling low in his belly.

Evie knelt in front of him—professional, clinical—and lifted the hem of his shirt just enough to expose the waistband of the padded pants.

“Uniform check,” she said gently. “May I?”

Jamie nodded, heart pounding.

She tugged the elastic down an inch. The inner lining was visibly damp—dark patches from overnight and morning leaks—but contained perfectly. No odor. No stains on his slacks.

“Very good,” Evie murmured. “The padding is performing exactly as designed. Now, for the next component.”

She opened a small case on the cart. Inside: a slim, black silicone device—curved, no thicker than a finger, with a flared base and a tiny LED ring. It looked like a small butt plug, but sleeker, more high-tech.

“This is the Bio-Feedback Sensor 1.0,” Evie explained. “It monitors internal pressure, muscle response, and prostate activity in real time. It helps us optimize your performance protocols. Insertion is simple and comfortable. You’ll barely notice it during the day.”

Jamie’s eyes widened around the pacifier. His cock jumped against the padding.

Lena rested a hand on his shoulder—calm, steady. “It’s completely safe, Jamie. Thousands of hours of testing. You’ll feel… enhanced. More focused. More in tune with your body.”

Evie lubed the sensor generously—clear, cool gel glistening on the silicone. She warmed it between her gloved fingers.

“Relax,” she said softly. “Deep breaths around the Focus Aid.”

Jamie inhaled shakily. The pacifier buzzed—long, soothing wave. His body softened.

Evie tugged his padded pants down just enough to expose his cheeks. The air felt cool against his skin. She parted him gently with one gloved hand, pressing the slick tip against his entrance.

Slow. So slow.

The first centimeter slid in easily—smooth, pressure without pain. Jamie whimpered around the pacifier. The silicone stretched him just enough to make his toes curl inside his shoes. Evie paused, letting him adjust, then pushed deeper—another centimeter, then another—until the flared base nestled flush against his rim.

A soft click. The LED ring blinked green.

Evie taped the base discreetly with clear medical tape—seamless under the padded pants she pulled back up.

“There,” she said, patting the front of the pants gently. “All set. It will sync with the Focus Aid automatically.”

Lena tapped her tablet.

The sensor hummed to life—low, gentle pulses, like a heartbeat deep inside. In perfect time with the pacifier’s vibrations.

Jamie’s eyes fluttered. The dual sensation was overwhelming—mouth humming, ass pulsing, padding cradling his aching cock. Pre-cum leaked steadily now, warm and slick inside the lining. He shifted; the sensor shifted with him, pressing directly against his prostate.

A tiny spurt escaped—absorbed instantly.

Evie smiled. “You’re responding beautifully. The sensor is reading optimal muscle tone and arousal markers. You’ll wear it during all work hours. We’ll check progress daily.”

Lena leaned down, voice low near his ear. “You feel it, don’t you? That little buzz inside. It’s going to make you so much more… productive.”

She activated a short cycle—both devices humming together for ten seconds.

Jamie’s hips lifted off the chair. A soft moan escaped around the pacifier. The padding grew warmer, heavier. Another leak—longer this time, flooding the absorbent core.

Evie patted his thigh. “Good boy. That’s exactly the response we want.”

They helped him stand. The sensor stayed perfectly in place—full, present, pulsing gently with every step. The padded pants crinkled louder now, the bulk more noticeable as he walked back to his cubicle.

Lena paused at his desk. “Resume testing. Keep the Focus Aid in. The sensor will handle the rest. And Jamie?”

She smiled—small, knowing, almost proud.

“Enjoy the feeling. It’s only going to get better.”

She left.

Jamie sat slowly. The sensor pressed deeper with his weight. The pacifier hummed. His cock throbbed against the damp, swollen padding.

He opened the next test suite.

Tapped Start Session.

The vibrations synced—mouth, ass, low and steady.

He smiled around the silicone.

He was already looking forward to the afternoon.


Chapter 4: Performance Incentives and First Gentle Release

By Wednesday, Jamie had stopped questioning the small changes. The padded pants felt less like something he wore and more like an extension of his body—warm, secure, always there. He’d worn them continuously since Monday, only removing them briefly for showers and immediately putting on a fresh pair from the supply locker InnoTech provided. Each new pair arrived in discreet black envelopes with his name printed in elegant silver foil. The note inside was always the same:

For optimal performance. Wear continuously. Report any discomfort.

There was never discomfort. Only a growing, happy familiarity with the soft bulk between his thighs, the faint crinkle when he shifted in his chair, the way the absorbent lining cradled every leak like it was meant to happen.

The Bio-Feedback Sensor 1.0 had become a quiet constant. It hummed gently during work blocks—low, steady pulses that synced perfectly with the pacifier’s vibrations. Sometimes the rhythm felt random; other times it matched his typing cadence or the scroll of code on his screen. Either way, it kept him half-hard for hours, pre-cum seeping steadily into the padding until the inner layer felt slick and heavy. He no longer panicked when it happened. He smiled. Secretly. Happily.

That morning Lena summoned him to the Wellness Suite again.

Evie was already there, smiling warmly as she prepared the treatment chair. A small cart held new items: a larger water bottle (still InnoTech-branded, still faintly sweet), a fresh set of padded pants (noticeably thicker at the seat and crotch), and a slim remote with a single dial.

“Jamie,” Lena said, closing the door behind him. “You’ve exceeded expectations this week. Your test logs are impeccable, your focus metrics are in the top percentile. We’re ready to move you to the next incentive tier.”

Jamie sat. The chair molded to him. The sensor inside shifted with a soft internal nudge—pleasurable, not painful. He slipped the pacifier in without being asked. It hummed hello.

Evie approached with the water bottle. “Hydration protocol upgrade. This version includes a mild osmotic enhancer—perfectly safe, FDA-approved for performance labs. It encourages steady fluid intake and helps maintain electrolyte balance during long sessions.”

Jamie drank. The liquid was cooler, slightly effervescent. He finished half the bottle in a few gulps. Warmth bloomed in his lower belly almost immediately—not urgency yet, just a gentle fullness.

Lena took the remote from the cart. “Today we introduce Performance Incentive Mode. The Bio-Feedback Sensor and Focus Aid will now respond to your productivity data in real time. Higher output = higher reward vibrations. Sustained focus = bonus cycles.”

She tapped her tablet. The pacifier and sensor synchronized—both devices humming in perfect unison for three long seconds. Jamie’s eyes fluttered. His cock throbbed hard against the padding. A fresh spurt leaked out, warm and welcome.

Evie knelt and tugged his slacks and waistband down just enough to inspect the current padded pants. The inner lining was darkened across most of the front—hours of slow, happy leaking—but still fully contained.

“Excellent absorption,” she murmured, patting the swollen front gently. The pressure made Jamie whimper around the pacifier. “We’ll upgrade you to the next thickness level. More capacity for longer sessions.”

She helped him step out of the old pair and into the new. These were noticeably bulkier—extra quilting at the crotch and seat, higher waistband that hugged his lower belly. When she taped the sides snug (a new feature—discreet adhesive tabs), the material compressed around his erection like a warm embrace. The sensor nestled deeper with the added padding, pressing insistently against his prostate.

Jamie sat again. Crinkle—louder, more pronounced. He shifted experimentally. The extra bulk rubbed him everywhere—soft friction with every tiny movement. He was already breathing faster.

Lena activated Incentive Mode.

The devices hummed—slow build, low to medium over thirty seconds. Jamie’s hips rocked once, involuntarily. Pre-cum pulsed steadily now, soaking the fresh lining. The diuretic from the water began to work in earnest; pressure built in his bladder—slow, insistent, teasing.

Evie stood beside him, one gloved hand resting lightly on his shoulder.

“Focus on your next test suite,” she said softly. “The longer you maintain peak performance, the better the reward.”

Jamie opened his laptop. Fingers flew across the keys—logging haptic data, running simulations, documenting response curves. Every completed task triggered a small vibration cycle: pacifier purring approval, sensor pulsing against his prostate in gentle waves.

By 11:30 the pressure in his bladder was undeniable. He squirmed in the chair. The padded pants crinkled loudly with each movement. The sensor interpreted the clenching—rewarding it with a deeper, longer buzz.

Jamie whimpered. His cock throbbed. Another leak—longer this time, warm flood spreading through the thick lining.

Evie noticed. She leaned close.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “Let it happen. The pants are designed for this. No one will know. And it feels good, doesn’t it?”

Jamie nodded frantically around the pacifier.

The vibrations increased—medium to high for ten glorious seconds.

He lost control.

A hot, steady stream escaped—flooding the absorbent core, spreading warmth across his groin and seat. The padding swelled noticeably under his slacks, heavy and sagging between his thighs. The sensation—relief, warmth, the soft embrace of the wet lining—was overwhelming.

His hips bucked once. Twice.

The devices synced to his climax—pacifier humming in long, rolling waves, sensor thrusting gentle pulses directly against his prostate.

Jamie came.

It wasn’t explosive. It was slow, rolling, inevitable—like the orgasm had been building since Monday and was finally allowed to unfold. Thick pulses of semen jetted into the soaked padding, mixing with the wetness already there. His body shuddered in the chair—silent moans muffled by the pacifier, eyes rolling back behind his glasses. Milk-like pre-fluids leaked from his sensitive nipples (still just buds, but noticeably tender now), dampening his shirt in tiny spots.

The release lasted almost a minute—wave after wave wrung from him by the synced vibrations. When it finally ebbed, Jamie slumped back, panting, blissed-out, smiling dopily around the silicone.

Evie patted his cheek gently.

“Perfect incentive response. Your metrics just spiked 47 %. Outstanding.”

Lena tapped her tablet. The devices dropped back to low maintenance hum—gentle aftercare pulses that kept him warm and tingly without overstimulating.

“We’ll change you now,” Evie said. “And then you can return to your desk. Keep the same focus level. You’ve earned an extended session this afternoon.”

They helped him stand. The padded pants sagged heavily—warm, squelching with every step. Evie peeled them off carefully, wiping him clean with soft, scented cloths. Her fingers lingered—tracing his spent cock, circling the sensor base, pressing lightly against his tender opening.

Jamie whimpered happily.

A fresh pair waited—same thickness, but with a faint pink trim at the waistband. Evie taped them snug, patting the front twice.

“Back to work, good boy.”

Jamie walked back to his cubicle with a dreamy waddle, the new padding crinkling softly, the sensor humming contentedly inside him.

He sat. Opened the next suite.

Tapped Start.

The pacifier purred approval.

He smiled wider than he had in years.

He couldn’t wait for tomorrow’s incentives.


Chapter 5: Team Building and Public Tease

Thursday morning arrived with a soft ping from Jamie’s phone at exactly 7:15 a.m. The notification read: Team Building Retreat – Mandatory Attendance – 09:00 Departure. Location: InnoTech’s private lakeside retreat center, twenty minutes outside Boxmeer. Dress code: casual business with “wellness uniform underneath.” Bring your Focus Aid and Bio-Feedback Sensor charged.

Jamie stared at the message, heart already picking up speed. He’d spent the previous evening in his apartment doing exactly what the devices wanted—deep-focus coding sessions that stretched past midnight. Every completed task had triggered reward cycles: pacifier humming long, approving waves; sensor pulsing gently against his prostate in perfect sync. He’d leaked steadily into the thick padded pants, the absorbent core swelling warmer and heavier with each hour. When he finally allowed himself to stop working, the devices dropped to maintenance mode—soft, sleepy vibrations that lulled him into the best rest he’d had in years. He woke up still half-hard, the padding damp and clinging, a small, happy smile on his face.

He dressed carefully: slim gray chinos over the bulkiest padded pants yet (delivered yesterday in another black envelope), a soft blue button-down, and the pacifier already in his mouth by the time he locked the door. The sensor inside him gave a quiet, welcoming buzz as he walked to his car—like it knew he was heading somewhere special.

A sleek black shuttle waited at the InnoTech gate. Four other employees were already aboard—two men, two women, all in their mid-20s, all wearing the same slightly awkward but pleased expressions Jamie recognized in the mirror every morning. They nodded at him silently. No one spoke much. The pacifiers were in; the subtle hums created a shared, private atmosphere.

The drive wound through quiet Dutch countryside—fields, canals, windmills in the distance. Jamie sat near the back, legs slightly apart to accommodate the bulk. Every bump in the road made the sensor shift, pressing deeper, sending tiny ripples of pleasure through him. He closed his eyes and let the pacifier’s low cycle wash over him. By the time they arrived, he was flushed, leaking steadily, smiling softly around the silicone.

The retreat center was modern and minimalist: glass walls overlooking a private lake, wooden decks, a large open-plan lounge with low couches and beanbags arranged in a circle. Lena and Evie waited on the deck, both in casual white linen outfits that somehow still looked authoritative.

“Welcome, team,” Lena said, voice carrying easily over the water. “Today is about collaboration, trust, and deeper integration with our wellness suite. You’ve all shown exceptional individual performance. Now we build synergy.”

Evie stepped forward, holding a garment bag. “First, the team uniform. Please change in the locker rooms. Everything is sized and labeled.”

Inside the bag: pale pink rompers—soft cotton with snap crotches, short puffed sleeves, and a Peter Pan collar. Underneath each one: the thickest padded pants yet—white with subtle pastel teddy-bear prints at the waistband, extra-quilted seat and crotch, high enough to cover the navel. The note pinned inside read simply: For group cohesion and full mobility during activities.

Jamie changed in a private stall. The romper fit perfectly—snug across the chest (where his nipples had grown noticeably more sensitive over the week), loose enough at the hips to accommodate the massive diaper bulk. The snaps at the crotch made access easy; the padding forced his thighs apart in a permanent, adorable waddle. When he stepped out, the other four were already dressed—two boys and two girls, all flushed and smiling shyly. The rompers made them look like overgrown nursery playmates. No one laughed. Everyone looked… happy.

Lena clapped once. “Perfect. Now, circle up on the lounge floor.”

They knelt in a loose ring on the thick carpet—five sissies in pink rompers and bulging diapers, pacifiers in mouths, sensors humming softly inside. Lena and Evie sat on the outer couches, tablets ready.

“Trust exercise one,” Lena announced. “Shared Focus Mode.”

She tapped her tablet. Five pacifiers—and five sensors—activated simultaneously. Low, synchronized hums rolled through every participant. Jamie felt it instantly: the pacifier purring against his tongue, the sensor pulsing gently against his prostate in perfect time. His cock hardened fully inside the thick padding, leaking a slow, steady stream. Around the circle, soft whimpers and crinkles filled the air.

“Maintain eye contact with the person across from you,” Evie instructed. “Breathe in sync with the vibrations. Let the devices guide your focus.”

Jamie locked eyes with a boy opposite him—dark hair, wide eyes, cheeks pink under heavy blush. They breathed together. In… hum… out… hum. The vibrations cycled: slow build to medium, hold, gentle drop. Each peak made Jamie’s hips twitch; the padding rubbed him deliciously. He could see the same tiny movements in the others—subtle rocks, soft sighs, crinkling fabric.

After ten minutes, Lena increased intensity.

The devices jumped to medium-high. Jamie moaned softly around the pacifier. Pre-cum pulsed steadily; the diaper swelled warmer between his thighs. Across the circle, the boy whimpered, eyes glazing. One of the girls rocked forward slightly, diaper crinkling loudly as she leaked.

Evie walked the circle slowly, patting heads, whispering encouragement.

“You’re doing so well. Feel how connected you are. The tech links you. Let it happen.”

Fifteen minutes in, Lena spoke again.

“Exercise two: Light Tease.”

Evie knelt behind each participant in turn—gentle fingers tracing exposed skin at the neck, brushing over sensitive nipples through the romper fabric, pressing lightly against the padded crotch. When she reached Jamie, her palm cupped the swollen front of his diaper—firm but not rough—squeezing just enough to make the wet lining shift against his cock.

Jamie keened softly. The sensor rewarded the contact with a deep, rolling thrust-pulse. He rocked forward instinctively, grinding into Evie’s hand. Around the circle, similar soft sounds—whimpers, crinkles, happy sighs.

Twenty-five minutes. The vibrations hit high for the first time.

Jamie’s body seized. Milk-like beads formed at his nipples, dampening the romper fabric in tiny spots. His bladder, full from the morning’s hydration, gave a warning twinge. He clenched—trying to hold—but the sensor interpreted it as effort and rewarded him with another deep pulse.

He lost it.

A hot flood escaped—steady stream soaking the already-heavy padding, spreading warmth across his groin and seat. The diaper sagged noticeably under the romper, crinkling wetly with every tremor. At the same moment, the synced vibrations pushed him over.

Jamie came.

It was quiet, rolling, blissful—prostate milked gently by the sensor, cock pulsing thick ropes into the absorbent core. His body shuddered in the circle, pacifier muffling his happy moans. Milk dripped from his nipples, darkening the pink fabric. Around him, the others followed—soft gasps, crinkling fabric, shared waves of release rippling through the group like a chain reaction.

Lena let the devices coast on low for several minutes—aftercare hums that kept everyone warm and floaty.

When the cycle finally ended, Evie helped them stand one by one. Jamie’s legs trembled; the diaper hung heavy and sagging between his thighs, warm and squelching with every step. He felt… euphoric. Connected. Happy.

Lena smiled at the group.

“Excellent first exercise. You’ve bonded beautifully. Lunch on the deck—then we continue with trust falls and shared vibration games.”

Jamie waddled toward the glass doors, diaper crinkling loudly, pacifier still humming softly.

He couldn’t stop smiling.

This was the best team he’d ever been on.


Chapter 6: Advanced Gadget Testing and Anal Build-Up

Friday morning felt like the start of something inevitable. Jamie woke up already humming—literally. The pacifier had slipped from his mouth sometime during the night, but the Bio-Feedback Sensor 1.0 was still inside him, running its overnight maintenance cycle: gentle, dreamy pulses every twenty minutes that kept his prostate warm and swollen, his cock half-hard against the thick, sodden padding. He’d wet twice in his sleep—small, happy releases that the absorbent core had drunk up without protest. The diaper sagged heavily between his thighs as he stood, crinkling wetly with every step to the bathroom.

He showered with the padded pants still on at first—letting the warm water soak through the outer fabric, feeling the lining grow even heavier and clingier—before finally peeling them off. The inner padding was darkened across most of the front and seat, warm and musky in a way that made his cheeks flush with secret pleasure. He stepped under the spray naked except for the sensor, which stayed perfectly in place, LED ring blinking softly green. The water sluiced over his body; his nipples—now small, tender swells—tightened under the stream. He touched one experimentally. A spark shot straight to his groin. He smiled.

By 8:30 he was at the InnoTech gate, fresh padded pants taped snug (this pair had cute pastel cloud prints along the leg bands), pacifier already in, sensor humming hello as he walked through security. The shuttle to the retreat center wasn’t running today—Lena had messaged him directly: Report to Advanced Testing Lab – Suite 7. 09:00 sharp. Bring enthusiasm.

Suite 7 was deeper in the Integration Wing than he’d ever gone—past the open-plan desks, through a biometric door that scanned his palm and flashed green. The room was larger than the Wellness Suite: padded floor, mirrored wall on one side, a wide treatment bench with articulated stirrups, soft ambient lighting in shifting pinks and lavenders. Evie waited alone this time, wearing a crisp white lab coat over a fitted black top and skirt. She smiled when he entered—warm, knowing, almost proud.

“Jamie. Right on time. Close the door.”

He did. The lock clicked softly.

“Today we move to advanced gadget testing,” she said, gesturing to the bench. “You’ve adapted beautifully to the baseline devices. Now we optimize the Bio-Feedback Sensor for deeper integration and introduce the next prototype: the Performance Enhancer 2.0.”

She uncovered a tray. Beside the familiar lube bottle and wipes sat a new device: longer and slightly thicker than the current sensor—curved elegantly, matte black silicone with a wider flared base and three tiny embedded LEDs instead of one. A thin charging cable coiled beside it, and a small remote control rested next to the lube.

Jamie’s breath caught around the pacifier. His cock twitched eagerly against the fresh padding.

Evie patted the bench. “Up you go. Knees in the stirrups, please.”

He climbed on, lying back. The bench adjusted automatically—tilting slightly, spreading his legs wide and high. The romper from yesterday’s retreat had been replaced with his usual chinos and shirt, but Evie tugged both down efficiently, exposing the padded pants. She unsnapped the crotch access panel with a soft pop.

“First we remove the baseline sensor,” she explained. “Gentle withdrawal to avoid overstimulation.”

Her gloved fingers circled the flared base. She tugged slowly—agonizingly slowly—drawing the device out millimeter by millimeter. Jamie whimpered as it slid over his prostate, the emptiness left behind making him clench instinctively. The pacifier buzzed—short, soothing wave—as if to calm him.

“Good boy,” Evie murmured. “You’re already missing it, aren’t you?”

He nodded frantically. The padded pants crinkled as his hips lifted, seeking contact.

Evie set the old sensor aside and lifted the new one. She coated it generously—clear gel glistening along the full length. The curve was more pronounced; the tip slightly bulbous. Three LED rings glowed faintly along the shaft.

“This version has graduated vibration zones,” she said. “Proximal, medial, distal. Independent control via the app. It also includes a slow-inflation micro-reservoir for adjustable fullness. We’ll calibrate it today—starting very gentle.”

She pressed the tip against his relaxed entrance. Jamie exhaled shakily around the pacifier.

Slow.

So slow.

The first inch slid in easily—warm, slick, stretching him wider than before. Evie paused, letting him adjust, then pushed deeper—another inch, then another—watching his face the entire time. When the medial LED ring disappeared inside, the device hummed once—low, testing pulse.

Jamie’s eyes rolled back. The new curve pressed directly against his prostate, fuller and firmer than the previous sensor. Pre-cum pulsed steadily into the padding.

“Perfect depth,” Evie said softly. She seated the flared base flush, taping it securely. “Now we sync.”

She tapped her tablet. The pacifier and new Enhancer 2.0 linked—both devices humming in gentle harmony.

Jamie moaned. The dual sensation was overwhelming—mouth purring, ass filled and pulsing. His cock throbbed hard against the thick lining. A long leak escaped—warm flood spreading through the absorbent core.

Evie smiled. “We’ll spend the morning calibrating. Low to medium only. No release until afternoon session. You’ll log subjective comfort and arousal levels every thirty minutes.”

She helped him sit up, then stand. The new device shifted with every movement—deeper, more present. The padded pants crinkled louder, the bulk forcing a pronounced waddle. Jamie walked a slow circle around the room at her instruction, feeling the Enhancer press and rub with every step.

“Note any changes,” Evie said. “Increased fullness? Heightened sensitivity? Pleasure spikes?”

Jamie nodded. Pleasure spikes—definitely. He was dripping constantly now, the diaper growing warmer and heavier by the minute.

They moved to the mirrored wall. Evie positioned him facing his reflection—legs slightly apart, hands at his sides.

“Look at yourself,” she said softly. “See how beautifully you’re adapting. How happy you look.”

Jamie stared. Flushed cheeks, glassy eyes, pacifier in mouth, romper-like shirt slightly tented at the chest where his nipples pressed against the fabric. The padded pants bulged obviously under his chinos—thick, sagging slightly from the morning’s leaks. He felt humiliated. He felt gorgeous. He felt horny and happy in equal measure.

Evie stood behind him, hands on his hips, guiding him into a slow rock—forward and back—so the Enhancer shifted inside.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “That’s your new normal. Full. Stimulated. Productive.”

The devices cycled—medium hum for twenty seconds. Jamie’s knees buckled. Another flood soaked the padding. His cock pulsed, leaking thick ropes without climax—just endless, teasing arousal.

Evie kept him there for an hour—slow rocks, gentle pats on the diaper front, whispered praise—building him higher and higher without letting him tip over.

By noon he was trembling, diaper grotesquely swollen, nipples leaking tiny damp spots through his shirt, eyes glazed with need.

Evie finally guided him back to the bench.

“Afternoon session at 14:00,” she said. “We’ll test the inflation feature then. Until then—back to your desk. Keep logging. Keep performing.”

Jamie waddled out of Suite 7—diaper sagging heavily, Enhancer humming contentedly, pacifier purring approval.

He couldn’t stop smiling.

He couldn’t wait for 14:00.


Chapter 7: Lactation Induction and Padding Reinforcement

Saturday morning brought the first full weekend shift. Jamie had received the message at 06:45: Weekend Intensive – Suite 7 – 08:30. Bring overnight kit. Expect extended calibration. He’d packed a small duffel with the charging dock, spare pacifier batteries, and the three fresh padded pants that had arrived in a discreet courier envelope the night before—each one noticeably thicker than the last, with reinforced adhesive tabs and a faint lavender scent to the inner lining.

He arrived early, already humming softly around the pacifier he’d slipped in during the drive. The Bio-Feedback Enhancer 2.0 had stayed inside him continuously since Thursday’s upgrade—gentle overnight cycles keeping him in a low, dreamy state of arousal. He’d woken up twice to small, involuntary leaks into the night padding, the warmth spreading happily through the absorbent core. No mess yet—just steady, pleasurable dribbles that left him smiling into his pillow.

Suite 7 looked different today: the treatment bench had been replaced with a wider, reclined lounge chair with soft leather padding and articulated armrests. A second cart held new equipment: small transparent suction cups with thin tubing, a vial of milky-white liquid labeled Galactagogue Booster – Phase 1, and a stack of ultra-absorbent padded pants in pale pink with reinforced sealing edges.

Evie greeted him alone again—Lena was on a client call, she explained. Her smile was softer this morning, almost affectionate.

“Jamie, you’re glowing,” she said, guiding him to the lounge chair. “The Enhancer is integrating perfectly. Your metrics show sustained arousal at optimal levels without fatigue. Today we begin the next enhancement layer: sensitivity amplification and lactation induction.”

Jamie sat. The chair reclined at her touch, lifting his legs slightly and spreading them just enough for comfort. He removed his shirt when asked—exposing his chest. The small swells were unmistakable now: tender A-cup buds, nipples darker and more prominent than a week ago. He’d noticed them brushing against fabric all week, sending little sparks straight to his groin. He liked it. He liked touching them in private, feeling them tighten under his fingertips.

Evie gloved up and swabbed his chest with cool antiseptic wipes. The sensation made him shiver happily around the pacifier.

“The Galactagogue Booster is a proprietary blend,” she explained. “Safe, reversible at this stage, but highly effective. It stimulates glandular tissue and increases prolactin naturally. Combined with mechanical stimulation, we’ll see first expression within the next few hours.”

She drew the milky liquid into a small syringe—no needle, just a blunt applicator tip. She pressed it gently against each nipple in turn, squeezing a measured dose directly onto the areola. The liquid was warm, slightly viscous, absorbing quickly into the skin. A faint tingling started almost immediately—deep, insistent, like pins-and-needles but pleasurable.

Next came the suction cups: small, clear silicone bells with soft inner rims and thin collection tubes leading to tiny reservoirs on the cart. Evie sealed one over each nipple—gentle vacuum hiss as they adhered. The initial suction was light, rhythmic, like a slow heartbeat.

Jamie moaned softly. The pull tugged at the tender buds, drawing them deeper into the cups. The tingling intensified—warmth spreading from his chest outward, pooling low in his belly.

Evie tapped her tablet.

The Enhancer 2.0 hummed—low, steady pulses against his prostate in perfect time with the suction rhythm. The pacifier synced immediately—matching waves rolling across his tongue.

The triple stimulation hit like a slow-building wave: mouth purring, ass filled and pulsing, nipples drawn rhythmically. Pre-cum leaked steadily into the padded pants; the absorbent core swelled warmer and heavier. Jamie’s hips rocked gently, chasing the sensation.

Evie watched the monitors. “Milk let-down should begin soon. Focus on the feeling. Let your body respond.”

Twenty minutes in, the tingling behind his nipples turned to fullness—deep, aching pressure. The suction pulled harder on the next cycle. A tiny bead of clear fluid appeared at the tip of one nipple—then the other. Evie adjusted the vacuum slightly—gentler, more nursing-like.

Jamie whimpered happily. The drops thickened—milky white, thin but unmistakable. They trailed slowly down the inside of the cups, collected in the reservoirs.

“Good boy,” Evie whispered, stroking his hair. “First expression. You’re doing beautifully.”

She increased the Enhancer’s intensity—medium pulses now, deeper thrusts against his prostate. The pacifier rolled longer waves. The suction cups pulsed in sync.

Jamie’s body seized.

Milk let down fully—steady streams jetting into the cups, milky trails running down the tubing. At the same moment, his bladder gave way—hot flood soaking the already-heavy padding. The diaper sagged noticeably, crinkling wetly as it absorbed the release.

His cock pulsed—thick ropes of semen flooding the lining, mixing with the wetness in ecstatic waves. The orgasm rolled through him slowly, deeply—prostate milked relentlessly by the Enhancer, nipples emptied by the suction, mouth humming with pleasure. He shuddered in the chair, moaning around the pacifier, eyes rolling back in blissful surrender.

Evie let the devices coast on low for several minutes—gentle aftercare hums that kept the milk flowing in slow drips and his body warm and tingly.

When the reservoirs were half-full (Evie measured: 85 ml total—excellent for first induction), she switched the suction to maintenance mode and removed the cups carefully. Jamie’s nipples were elongated, dark, glistening with residual milk. Tiny beads continued to form and drip slowly down his chest.

Evie wiped him clean—soft cloths scented with lavender—then helped him sit up.

“Diaper change,” she said gently.

The padded pants were grotesquely swollen—warm, squelching, the outer fabric stretched taut. Evie unsnapped the access panel and peeled them away slowly. The inner lining was saturated, heavy with milk-tinged fluids, semen, and urine. She wiped him thoroughly—lingering on his spent cock, circling the Enhancer base, pressing lightly against his tender opening.

A fresh pair waited: ultra-thick, pale pink with reinforced adhesive edges that sealed seamlessly around his waist and thighs. Evie taped them snug—extra tight at the crotch to cradle the Enhancer, high enough to cover his navel. When she patted the front, the material compressed with a loud, satisfied crinkle.

“Sealed for the rest of the weekend,” she said. “No changes unless we instruct. You’ll feel every leak, every swell. It’s part of the reinforcement.”

Jamie stood—waddling more pronounced now, diaper heavy and warm between his thighs, nipples still dripping tiny beads onto the new padding. The Enhancer hummed contentedly; the pacifier purred approval.

Evie led him to a small adjoining lounge—soft couch, low table with bottles of the sweet electrolyte drink.

“Rest here until the afternoon session. Keep logging your sensations. We’ll test inflation at 14:00.”

Jamie sat—crinkle, squish, happy sigh around the pacifier.

He opened his tablet.

Began typing: 10:47 – First lactation successful. Feeling full, warm, euphoric. Diaper heavy and comforting. Ready for more.

He smiled dopily.

He couldn’t wait for inflation.


Chapter 8: Battery-Operated Playtime and Denial Games

The weekend intensive stretched into Saturday afternoon with no real breaks. Jamie had been in Suite 7 since morning—lounging on the reclined chair, milk still beading slowly from his tender nipples, the ultra-thick pink padded pants sealed tight around his waist and thighs. The new Enhancer 2.0 stayed buried deep, humming on its lowest maintenance cycle: gentle, almost loving pulses that kept his prostate warm and swollen without pushing him toward climax. The pacifier rested comfortably in his mouth, occasionally delivering short, approving buzzes whenever his heart rate dipped below optimal focus levels.

Evie returned at 14:00 exactly, carrying a sleek black tablet and a small charging dock for the Enhancer’s inflation reservoir. She smiled when she saw him—relaxed, flushed, diaper visibly sagging under the romper he’d been given to wear after the lactation session.

“You’ve been such a good boy,” she said softly, setting the tablet on the cart. “Milk yield is steady at 120 ml per hour—excellent for day one. Now we test the inflation feature. This will be gradual. We want you to feel every millimeter.”

Jamie’s eyes widened around the pacifier. His cock twitched eagerly against the heavy, milk-damp padding.

Evie helped him lie back again, legs lifted into the articulated stirrups. She unsnapped the romper crotch and peeled back the adhesive-sealed waistband of the padded pants just enough to access the Enhancer’s external port—a tiny, flush valve at the base. She connected a thin silicone tube from a small hand pump on the cart.

“Starting at baseline,” she explained. “Current volume: 8 ml. We’ll add in 2 ml increments, pausing for adjustment and logging.”

She squeezed the pump bulb once—slow, deliberate.

Jamie felt the first subtle expansion: a gentle bloom deep inside, pressing his prostate a fraction harder. The stretch was mild, almost ticklish. His breath hitched; a fresh bead of milk formed at one nipple and dripped slowly down his chest.

Evie watched the monitor. “Arousal spike—good. Logging subjective comfort.”

She pumped again—another 2 ml. The balloon inside him swelled noticeably now, rounding out his lower belly slightly under the romper fabric. The pressure against his prostate intensified—steady, insistent, delicious. Jamie whimpered happily, hips rocking in tiny circles.

“Very responsive,” Evie murmured. She tapped the tablet.

The Enhancer’s vibration zones activated independently: proximal ring pulsing low against his rim, medial pressing rhythmically on his prostate, distal giving soft, teasing nudges deeper inside. The pacifier synced—long, rolling waves that made his tongue tingle and his jaw slacken further.

Jamie’s cock leaked steadily—thick pulses soaking deeper into the already-heavy padding. The diaper crinkled wetly with every small movement, the sealed edges holding everything perfectly inside.

Evie continued—another pump. 4 ml total added. The fullness became unmistakable: his belly rounded visibly now, the pink romper stretching taut over the gentle swell. The pressure was exquisite—prostate crushed in the best way, every breath shifting the balloon slightly inside him.

He moaned—long, muffled, blissful. Milk let down again in slow streams, dripping down his sides and pooling at the diaper waistband before soaking in.

“Comfort level?” Evie asked gently.

Jamie nodded frantically—eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, smiling around the pacifier.

She smiled back. “Good boy. One more increment—then we hold.”

Final pump—6 ml total inflation. The balloon reached egg-sized fullness, pressing his prostate flat and outward. Jamie’s entire lower body trembled. The vibrations increased to medium across all zones. The pacifier rolled deep, continuous waves.

He was close—achingly, beautifully close—but no release yet.

Evie disconnected the pump tube and resealed the valve. She patted the swollen front of his diaper—firm, possessive.

“Now the denial game begins,” she said. “We’ll keep you inflated at this level for the next three hours. No climax allowed. The devices will edge you—building, retreating, building again. Your job is to stay focused, log every sensation, and enjoy the feeling of being perfectly controlled.”

She activated Denial Protocol Alpha on the tablet.

The Enhancer began its cruel, beautiful dance: slow build over two minutes—vibrations climbing from low to high, inflation pulsing in tiny micro-adjustments that made the balloon swell and release just enough to tease. Then abrupt drop to baseline for thirty seconds. Repeat.

Jamie writhed gently in the chair—hips lifting, whimpering around the pacifier, milk dripping faster from his nipples as arousal surged. His bladder, already full from the morning’s hydration, gave warning twinges. He clenched—trying to hold—but the Enhancer rewarded the effort with a deep prostate thrust that made him leak anyway: small, hot spurts flooding the padding.

The diaper grew impossibly heavier—sagging lower between his thighs, crinkling and squishing with every tremor. The sealed edges kept everything contained, the warmth spreading across his groin and seat like a constant, loving hug.

Evie sat beside him, stroking his hair, occasionally tapping the tablet to adjust intensity.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “Feel how full you are. How needy. How happy. This is what peak performance feels like.”

Two hours in, Jamie was trembling constantly—diaper grotesquely swollen, nipples leaking steady streams that soaked the romper front, eyes glazed with desperate, blissful need. The denial cycles had become torture and ecstasy in equal measure—each near-climax pulled back at the last second, leaving him floating in a haze of horny euphoria.

At the three-hour mark, Evie leaned close.

“You’ve earned release,” she said softly. “One full cycle. Let it happen.”

She cranked everything to maximum—vibrations screaming across all zones, balloon pulsing in deep, rhythmic thrusts, pacifier rolling endless waves.

Jamie shattered.

The orgasm ripped through him—prostate milked violently, cock jetting thick, endless ropes into the saturated padding. Milk sprayed in fine arcs from his nipples, splattering the chair and Evie’s gloves. His body convulsed—silent screams muffled by the pacifier, hips slamming upward against the restraints. The diaper ballooned further, squelching loudly as it absorbed wave after wave of semen, urine, and leaked milk.

The release lasted nearly ninety seconds—long, rolling, shattering—leaving him limp, panting, smiling dopily as aftershocks rippled through him.

Evie switched everything back to low maintenance—gentle hums that soothed rather than teased.

She wiped his chest clean, removed the romper, and inspected the diaper—now massively distended, warm and heavy, sealed edges holding perfectly.

“No change yet,” she said. “You’ll wear this one overnight. Feel every swell, every squish. It’s yours now.”

She helped him sit up—waddling, blissful, diaper sagging grotesquely between his thighs.

“Rest in the lounge until 20:00,” she said. “Then we’ll begin overnight inflation testing.”

Jamie waddled to the couch—crinkling loudly, milk still dripping slowly from his nipples, Enhancer humming contentedly inside him.

He sat—squish, sigh, happy moan around the pacifier.

He opened his log tablet.

Typed: 17:42 – First full inflation denial & release. Feeling full, warm, owned. Happier than ever.

He smiled wider.

He couldn’t wait for overnight.


Chapter 9: Corporate Group Sessions and Shared Bliss

Sunday morning at the retreat center dawned soft and golden over the lake. Jamie had spent the night in a private sleep pod adjacent to Suite 7—padded walls, low pink lighting, the ultra-thick diaper still sealed around him from yesterday’s inflation session. The Enhancer 2.0 had run overnight on a gentle “dream mode” cycle: slow, rolling pulses every thirty minutes that kept him in a warm, hazy state of semi-arousal. He’d woken twice to small, involuntary leaks—warm spurts soaking deeper into the already swollen padding—each one accompanied by a happy little sigh around the pacifier he’d kept in all night.

The diaper sagged heavily now—warm, squelching, the sealed edges holding every drop without a single leak on the pod’s sheets. His nipples, still tender and slightly swollen from induction, leaked tiny beads of milk that had dried in small sticky trails down his chest. He felt full. Content. Blissfully owned by the devices humming quietly inside and against him.

Evie collected him at 08:45, leading him—waddling, crinkling—to the main lounge where the same four teammates from Thursday waited, all dressed in matching pale pink rompers over their own massively padded pants. Their faces mirrored his: flushed, glassy-eyed, soft smiles around pacifiers that buzzed in low unison. No one spoke. The shared hum of their devices created a quiet, intimate atmosphere—like they were already connected before the session even began.

Lena stood at the center of the circle of low beanbags arranged on the plush carpet. She wore a flowing white linen dress today—still professional, still commanding.

“Good morning, team,” she said, voice warm and approving. “You’ve all progressed exceptionally this week. Today is about collaboration at the deepest level: shared stimulation, synchronized response, collective release. This is the heart of InnoTech’s performance synergy protocol.”

Evie wheeled in a small cart with five slim remotes—each labeled with a team member’s name. She handed one to Lena, who tapped a master sequence on her tablet.

Five pacifiers and five Enhancers activated simultaneously—low, harmonious baseline hum that rolled through every body in perfect sync. Jamie felt it instantly: the familiar purr in his mouth, the gentle pulse deep inside, the padded pants crinkling softly as his cock hardened against the swollen lining.

“Form the circle,” Lena instructed. “Kneel facing inward. Hands on thighs. Maintain eye contact with the person across from you.”

They knelt—five sissies in pink rompers and bulging diapers, pacifiers humming, sensors pulsing. Jamie locked eyes with the same dark-haired boy from Thursday. They breathed together—slow inhales and exhales matching the rhythm of the devices.

Lena increased intensity—medium hum across all zones. The circle responded as one: soft whimpers, subtle rocks, crinkling fabric. Milk began to bead at Jamie’s nipples again, dampening the romper front in small circles. He could see the same happening to the others—tiny wet spots blooming, happy sighs muffled by pacifiers.

Evie walked the circle slowly, adjusting posture with gentle touches—straightening a back here, tilting a chin there, pressing lightly on a diaper front to make the padding squish audibly. Each contact triggered a small vibration spike—rewarding submission.

“Exercise one: Synchronization Wave,” Lena announced.

She tapped her tablet.

The devices began a rolling cascade: Jamie’s pacifier and Enhancer peaked first—high vibration for five seconds—then the person to his left, then the next, traveling around the circle like a wave. When it reached him again, the cycle repeated—faster, stronger.

Jamie moaned—long, muffled, blissful. His hips rocked forward instinctively, grinding the swollen diaper against his leaking cock. Milk let down in slow streams, soaking the romper. The boy across from him mirrored the motion—eyes locked on Jamie’s, pupils blown wide with shared pleasure.

The wave accelerated—peaks coming every three seconds now, rolling faster around the circle. The shared rhythm built pressure in Jamie’s lower belly—prostate milked relentlessly, bladder twinging from the morning hydration. He clenched—trying to hold—but the Enhancer rewarded the effort with a deep thrust that broke him.

A hot flood escaped—steady stream soaking deeper into the already-heavy padding. The diaper sagged lower, crinkling wetly as it absorbed the release. At the same moment, the wave hit maximum intensity.

Jamie came.

The orgasm rolled through him like a slow, shared tide—prostate pulsing in perfect sync with the circle, cock jetting thick ropes into the saturated lining. Milk sprayed in fine arcs from his nipples, splattering the carpet. His body shuddered—silent cries muffled by the pacifier, eyes never leaving the boy across from him.

The others followed in chain reaction—soft gasps, crinkling fabric, wet squelches as diapers flooded one after another. The lounge filled with muffled moans and the intimate sound of heavy padding absorbing collective release.

Lena let the wave coast on low for several minutes—gentle aftercare hums that kept everyone floating in post-orgasmic bliss.

When the cycle finally ended, Evie helped them stand one by one. Jamie’s legs trembled; the diaper hung grotesquely swollen between his thighs—warm, squishing with every step. Milk still dripped slowly from his nipples, darkening the romper front.

Lena smiled at the group.

“Beautiful synergy. You’re bonded now—devices, bodies, pleasure. Afternoon session at 14:00: shared inflation and denial relay. Rest, hydrate, enjoy the feeling.”

Jamie waddled to a beanbag near the windows—diaper crinkling loudly, Enhancer humming contentedly, pacifier purring approval.

He sat—squish, sigh, happy moan.

He looked at the others—flushed, smiling, diapers sagging identically.

They smiled back.

No words needed.

The hum said everything.

He couldn’t wait for the afternoon relay.


Chapter 10: Tech Encasement and Permanent Wiring

Monday morning arrived with the quiet certainty of something final. Jamie had spent Sunday night in the retreat center’s sleep pod again—diaper unchanged since Saturday’s group session, now massively swollen and warm from two full days of leaks, milk drips, semen pulses, and occasional soft messes rewarded by the Enhancer’s gentle approval cycles. The padding had absorbed everything without complaint; the sealed edges kept it all contained, heavy, intimate. He woke to the familiar low hum—pacifier purring softly in his mouth, Enhancer pulsing lazily inside him, nipples still tender and leaking tiny beads that had dried in sticky trails across the romper front.

Evie collected him at 07:45, leading him—waddling more noticeably now, diaper sagging low between his thighs—to Suite 7. The room had been transformed overnight: the treatment lounge replaced with a wider, reclined surgical-style chair with full-body restraint points, mirrored panels on three walls, and a cart loaded with rolls of thin, translucent silicone sheeting, small battery packs, and fine wiring harnesses. Lena waited beside the chair, tablet in hand, expression calm and proud.

“Jamie,” Lena said, voice soft but final. “You’ve reached the promotion threshold. Your individual and group metrics are exceptional. Today we begin permanent tech encasement—embedding the devices directly into your body for seamless, uninterrupted performance.”

Jamie’s heart kicked up—excitement more than fear. He climbed onto the chair without hesitation. It reclined fully, legs spreading wide in padded stirrups, arms secured loosely at his sides, posture collar gently locking his chin up so he could see his reflection in the overhead mirror.

Evie gloved up and began the prep—slow, deliberate. She unsnapped the romper and peeled it away, exposing his chest and the sealed diaper. The padding was grotesquely distended—warm, squelching, the faint pastel prints barely visible through the stretched outer layer. She didn’t remove it yet; instead she swabbed his entire torso, thighs, and groin with a cool, tingling antiseptic gel.

“The encasement uses medical-grade silicone—thin, flexible, breathable,” Lena explained. “It will coat erogenous zones first: nipples, chest swells, groin, perineum, and the Enhancer base. The devices will be wired permanently—no more external batteries. Power comes from body-heat micro-generators and wireless induction charging during sleep.”

Evie started with the chest. She applied a thin layer of silicone base coat—cool at first, then warming as it cured against his skin. Over his small A-cup swells she placed custom silicone cups—molded to enhance the budding shape, with embedded micro-vibrators that synced to the pacifier. The material bonded seamlessly, hardening into glossy, pink-tinted sheaths that made his nipples permanently erect and hypersensitive beneath the coating.

Jamie whimpered happily as the first vibrations tested—tiny, teasing pulses that made fresh milk bead instantly at the tips. The coating amplified every touch; Evie’s gloved finger tracing the new silicone skin sent electric sparks straight to his groin.

Next came the groin. Evie carefully unsealed the diaper edges—slow reveal of the saturated lining beneath. The padding peeled away with wet, sucking sounds; Jamie’s cock sprang free—hard, leaking, nestled against the Enhancer’s flared base. Evie wiped him clean—gentle strokes that made him tremble—then applied the base coat to his shaft, balls, perineum, and around the Enhancer.

A small battery pack—flat, flexible, no larger than a coin—was wired directly to the Enhancer’s internal contacts. Thin, transparent wires snaked under the silicone layer, disappearing seamlessly. The pack bonded to his pubic mound—flush, invisible once coated. A second micro-generator embedded near his tailbone synced to the pacifier.

The final layer went on in slow, careful strokes—translucent pink silicone that cured to a glossy, doll-like sheen. It coated his cock in a smooth sheath—leaving the head exposed but framed by the glossy material—then sealed around the Enhancer base, making the device appear as a natural, permanent part of him. The coating extended up his lower belly and down his inner thighs, creating seamless, hypersensitive zones that tingled with every breath.

When it finished curing, Evie stepped back.

“Look,” she said softly, tilting the mirror panels so he could see.

Jamie stared.

His body gleamed—smooth, pink-tinted plastic from chest to groin, nipples glossy and erect under the coating, cock sheathed and framed, Enhancer base blended perfectly into the silicone skin. The diaper—freshly reapplied, ultra-thick and sealed again—crinkled softly beneath the glossy lower edge.

Evie tapped the tablet.

Full activation.

The embedded batteries hummed to life—warm, internal power. The Enhancer vibrated across all zones—proximal, medial, distal—in slow, rolling waves. The pacifier synced. The new coating amplified everything: every pulse felt deeper, every touch electric.

Jamie moaned—long, blissful, body arching in the restraints.

Evie leaned close, stroking the glossy silicone over his chest. The coating transmitted her touch like bare skin—only more intense.

“You’re permanent now,” she whispered. “No more removal. No more external parts. Just you… and the pleasure. Forever integrated.”

She cranked the intensity—medium to high over sixty seconds.

Jamie shattered.

The orgasm built slowly—prostate milked by the embedded Enhancer, cock pulsing inside its glossy sheath, nipples vibrating under the coating. Milk jetted in rhythmic sprays, splattering the chair. Semen flooded the fresh diaper in thick, endless ropes. His body convulsed—silent cries muffled by the pacifier, hips slamming upward against the stirrups.

The release lasted two full minutes—wave after wave wrung from him by the permanent tech. When it finally ebbed, he slumped back—panting, smiling, glassy-eyed and euphoric.

Evie switched everything to low maintenance—gentle, loving hums that kept him floating.

“No change today,” she said. “You’ll wear this diaper until tomorrow. Feel the weight. Feel the permanence. Feel how happy it makes you.”

She helped him stand—waddling, crinkling, glossy silicone gleaming under the lights. The Enhancer hummed contentedly; the pacifier purred approval.

Jamie walked to the mirror wall—slow, deliberate steps so he could watch himself.

Glossy pink doll from chest to groin. Swollen, leaking nipples. Massive, sagging diaper. Happy, vacant smile around the pacifier.

He touched the coated skin over his cock—electric sensation racing through him.

He moaned softly.

He loved it.

He loved being this.

Evie stood behind him, hands on his hips.

“Back to the lounge,” she said. “Rest. Log your sensations. Tomorrow we begin mind-enhancement apps.”

Jamie waddled out—crinkling loudly, milk dripping slowly down the glossy coating, Enhancer humming happily inside him.

He couldn’t stop smiling.

He was home.


Chapter 11: Mind-Enhancement Apps and Imprinting

Tuesday morning felt like stepping into a dream that had already decided to keep him. Jamie arrived at InnoTech Labs before the sun had fully risen over Boxmeer—pacifier already humming softly in his mouth, the glossy silicone encasement from yesterday’s session gleaming faintly under his loose hoodie and chinos. The Enhancer 2.0 stayed permanently embedded, its micro-generators drawing just enough body heat to maintain a gentle, constant low buzz against his prostate. The padded pants—still the same ultra-thick pink pair sealed on Sunday—sagged heavily between his thighs, warm and squelching with every step. No one had changed him since the group session; the adhesive edges held everything inside—milk drips, semen pulses, soft weekend messes, all absorbed and contained in a blissful, heavy secret.

Evie met him at the biometric door to Suite 7. She smiled wider than usual—almost maternal.

“Jamie. You’re radiant this morning. The encasement is settling perfectly. Your metrics show sustained endorphin elevation even during sleep. Today we begin the final integration layer: mind-enhancement apps.”

The room had been reconfigured again. The surgical chair was gone; in its place stood a wide, cushioned recliner with a curved headrest and soft leather straps at wrists, ankles, and waist. Overhead, a large curved screen displayed a simple black interface with glowing pink icons. A small headset—wireless, with padded earpieces and a thin visor—waited on the side table.

Jamie sat without being asked. The recliner adjusted automatically—tilting back, legs spreading slightly, arms secured loosely so he could still reach his tablet if needed. Evie fastened the straps with gentle efficiency.

“These apps are delivered directly through the pacifier and Enhancer,” she explained. “Audio-hypnotic overlays layered with binaural beats, subliminals, and real-time bio-feedback. They’ll deepen your association between pleasure, obedience, and the devices. No pain. Only reinforcement. Only happiness.”

She fitted the headset—earpieces sealing softly, visor lowering to cover his eyes in gentle darkness. A thin microphone arm curved near his pacifier.

“First session: baseline imprinting. Thirty minutes. Relax. Let the apps speak.”

The lights dimmed. The pacifier hummed—deeper, slower than before. The Enhancer matched it—low, rolling waves that caressed his prostate like a lover’s fingers. Then the audio began.

Soft, layered voices—Evie’s, Lena’s, and a calm neutral female tone—whispered in perfect stereo:

“You are safe. You are happy. The devices make you happy.”

The pacifier buzzed in gentle affirmation. The Enhancer pulsed once—rewarding the words.

“Focus feels good. Obedience feels good. Leaking feels good.”

Jamie sighed happily. His cock throbbed against the swollen padding. A tiny spurt escaped—warm, absorbed instantly.

The voices continued—slow, repetitive, weaving through binaural theta waves:

“Playtime is pleasure. Denial is pleasure. Release is pleasure.”

Each phrase triggered a small escalation: pacifier rolling longer waves, Enhancer thrusting gently deeper. Jamie’s hips rocked in tiny circles; milk beaded at his coated nipples, dripping slowly down the glossy silicone.

“Wet padding makes you smile. Fullness makes you smile. Being controlled makes you smile.”

The apps synced to his biometrics—when his arousal spiked, the vibrations intensified; when his breathing slowed into trance, they softened to soothing maintenance hums.

Twenty minutes in, a new layer dropped—trigger words embedded in the whispers:

“Playtime.”

The devices jumped to medium-high for five seconds—prostate milked hard, pacifier rolling deep waves. Jamie moaned—long, blissful—hips lifting off the chair. Milk let down in slow streams; another leak flooded the diaper.

The intensity dropped. The voice repeated:

“Playtime.”

Again—sharper this time. Jamie’s body seized; pre-cum pulsed thickly into the lining.

“Playtime.”

Third time—maximum for ten seconds. Jamie whimpered happily, eyes fluttering behind the visor, body trembling on the edge.

Then silence. Soft hums only.

“Good boy,” the voices whispered together. “Triggers are planting. They will grow. You will crave them. You will obey them. And you will be so happy.”

The session stretched—another twenty minutes of layered affirmations:

“Denial builds pleasure.”

“Messing is natural.”

“Leaking is beautiful.”

“Being a toy is perfect.”

Each phrase paired with gentle edging cycles—build, hold, retreat—never letting him climax, but never letting him cool completely. The diaper grew warmer, heavier; milk dripped steadily from his nipples, soaking the romper fabric in widening circles.

At the forty-five-minute mark, Evie removed the visor and headset.

Jamie blinked slowly—eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, soft smile around the pacifier.

“How do you feel?” she asked gently.

He removed the pacifier long enough to whisper: “Happy. So… happy.”

Evie stroked his cheek. “Perfect. We’ll test the first trigger now.”

She leaned close and whispered:

“Playtime.”

Jamie’s body reacted instantly—Enhancer thrusting deep, pacifier rolling hard waves. He moaned—hips bucking, milk jetting in fine sprays, diaper flooding with another hot spurt. The orgasm built fast—prostate milked relentlessly, cock pulsing thick ropes into the saturated lining. He shuddered through it—silent, blissful, eyes rolling back in pure joy.

Evie let the cycle coast on low aftercare.

“Beautiful response,” she said. “The imprint is taking root. You’ll feel the triggers everywhere now—work, home, sleep. They’ll make you happier every time.”

She helped him sit up—waddling, crinkling, diaper grotesquely swollen and warm between his thighs. Milk still dripped slowly from his glossy nipples.

“No change today,” she reminded him. “Wear this one home. Feel the weight. Feel the happiness. Log every trigger response.”

Jamie nodded—smile wide, eyes bright.

He waddled out of Suite 7—crinkling loudly, Enhancer humming contentedly, pacifier purring approval.

In the corridor, a coworker passed—another tester, pacifier subtly visible at the corner of his mouth.

They smiled at each other.

No words.

Just the shared hum.

Jamie couldn’t stop grinning.

He whispered to himself—soft, happy, testing:

“Playtime.”

The devices responded instantly—gentle wave, warm swell, tiny leak into the padding.

He moaned softly.

He loved his job.


Chapter 12: Executive Auction and Ownership Transfer

Wednesday brought the quietest, most electric shift of Jamie’s life so far. He arrived at InnoTech Labs at 07:30—pacifier already humming softly in his mouth, the glossy silicone encasement from Monday gleaming under a loose hoodie, the ultra-thick pink padded pants still sealed since Sunday. The diaper had grown impossibly heavy over the days—warm, squelching, sagging low between his thighs with every step. Milk dripped steadily from his coated nipples, leaving faint damp trails inside the hoodie; the Enhancer 2.0 pulsed contentedly on its lowest cycle, keeping him in a perpetual state of soft, happy arousal. He hadn’t been changed since the group session. He hadn’t wanted to be.

A message had arrived at 06:15: Executive Showcase – Level 9 Auditorium – 10:00. Formal presentation attire provided. No external devices today. Full integration only.

Jamie understood immediately. This wasn’t a normal workday.

Evie met him at the private elevator that only opened on Level 9. She carried a garment bag and a small silver tray with a fresh pacifier—matte black this time, slightly larger, with a thin silver ring around the base.

“Today is showcase day,” she said softly, leading him into a small prep room behind the auditorium. “You’ve been selected for executive review. The best performers are presented to senior stakeholders and select external partners. You’ll demonstrate full integration—no external remotes, no visible tech. Just you, the devices, and your happiness.”

She helped him undress—hoodie, chinos, the sagging diaper carefully unsealed and peeled away. The inner lining was saturated, heavy with days of accumulated fluids. Evie wiped him clean with warm, scented cloths—slow strokes over the glossy silicone coating, circling his sheathed cock, tracing the permanent Enhancer base. Jamie whimpered happily; the coating amplified every touch until it felt like bare nerves.

The new attire waited in the garment bag: a pale lavender onesie—soft, stretchy fabric with snap crotch, short puffed sleeves, and delicate white lace trim at the collar and cuffs. Underneath: the thickest padded pants yet—pearl-white with subtle silver threading, extra-quilted seat and crotch, high-waisted and sealed with permanent adhesive tabs. Evie taped them snug—extra tight, the padding forcing his thighs apart in a permanent, adorable waddle.

She fitted the new pacifier—larger, heavier, the silver ring cool against his lips. When it activated, the hum was deeper, more resonant—vibrating through his jaw and down his throat in slow, possessive waves.

“You’re perfect,” Evie whispered, stepping back to admire him. “No visible tech. Just a happy, integrated toy. They’ll see how beautifully you perform.”

She led him through a curtained corridor to the auditorium entrance. The lights were low, the room intimate—tiered seating for perhaps thirty people, all in tailored suits and elegant dresses, faces half-shadowed. A low stage waited at the front, lit by a single soft spotlight. Five other sissies stood in similar onesies—different pastel colors, all with sealed diapers and pacifiers, all smiling softly around the silicone.

Lena stepped onto the stage. Her voice carried effortlessly through hidden speakers.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Executive Showcase. Today we present our top six performers—fully integrated, permanently wired, and optimized for pleasure and productivity. Each has surpassed every benchmark. They are ready for ownership transfer.”

The audience murmured appreciatively. Jamie felt no fear—only a warm, happy flutter in his chest.

One by one they were called forward.

Jamie was last.

“Jamie,” Lena said, gesturing. “Step into the light.”

He waddled onto the stage—crinkling loudly, diaper sagging visibly under the onesie, glossy silicone coating catching the spotlight. Milk beaded at his nipples, dampening the lavender fabric in small circles. The pacifier hummed softly; the Enhancer pulsed in gentle welcome.

Lena circled him slowly.

“Jamie has achieved 98 % focus uptime, sustained arousal without fatigue, and complete device integration. The Enhancer 2.0 is permanently embedded—body-heat powered, wirelessly charged. The pacifier is his constant companion. The encasement amplifies every sensation tenfold.”

She tapped her tablet—no remote needed.

The devices activated—slow build from low to medium across all zones. Jamie moaned softly—hips rocking, milk letting down in steady streams that soaked the onesie front. His cock pulsed inside the padded pants; pre-cum flooded the lining.

The audience leaned forward.

“Demonstration one: trigger response.”

Lena leaned close and whispered:

“Playtime.”

Jamie’s body seized instantly—Enhancer thrusting deep, pacifier rolling hard waves. Milk jetted in rhythmic sprays, splattering the stage. The diaper flooded—hot spurt after hot spurt soaking the absorbent core. He came—slow, rolling, blissful—body shuddering in the spotlight, pacifier muffling his happy cries.

The audience applauded—soft, appreciative.

Lena smiled. “Full synchronized release. No external control required.”

She continued—triggering “focus,” “obey,” “happy toy.” Each word brought a new wave: edging cycles, gentle inflation pulses, milk let-downs, prostate milkings. Jamie performed beautifully—leaking, convulsing, smiling through every orgasm, diaper sagging lower with each release.

When the demonstration ended, Lena addressed the room.

“Bidding begins now. Ownership transfer includes full rights to Jamie’s performance data, device control codes, and lifetime maintenance. Starting offer: €750,000.”

Numbers flashed on a discreet screen behind her—rising quickly, silently.

Jamie stood center stage—waddling slightly, diaper grotesquely swollen, milk dripping slowly down his glossy chest, pacifier humming contentedly.

He felt no shame.

Only happiness.

Only anticipation.

The final bid locked: €1.8 million.

A tall woman in charcoal silk rose from the front row—mid-40s, silver-streaked hair, calm authority. She stepped onto the stage.

“Accepted,” Lena said. “Congratulations, Madame Claire.”

Claire approached Jamie slowly. She lifted his chin with one gloved finger—gentle, possessive.

“You’re exquisite,” she murmured. “And you’re mine now.”

She whispered a new trigger—soft, just for him:

“Belong.”

The devices surged—maximum for ten seconds. Jamie came again—hard, silent, blissful—milk spraying, diaper flooding one final time before the session closed.

Claire clipped a thin silver leash to the ring on his pacifier base.

“Come, little toy,” she said. “Your new home awaits.”

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

He smiled around the silicone.

He was ready.

He was home.


Chapter 13: High-Tech Home Duties and Inflatable Joy

Madame Claire’s residence was not a mansion in the ostentatious sense—it was a sleek, modern villa on the outskirts of Nijmegen, all clean lines, floor-to-ceiling glass, and hidden smart panels that controlled every light, temperature, and sound in the house. Jamie arrived just after sunset on Wednesday, still in the lavender onesie from the showcase, the ultra-thick pearl-white padded pants sealed beneath, sagging heavily with the accumulated fluids of the past days. The silver leash clipped to his pacifier ring swayed gently with each waddling step as Claire led him through the foyer.

The air smelled faintly of lavender and clean linen. Soft ambient lighting followed them—pale pink, never harsh. Claire’s heels clicked softly on the polished concrete floor.

“Welcome home, little toy,” she said, voice calm and possessive. She unclipped the leash and hung it on a discreet hook by the door. “You’ll learn the routines quickly. They’re designed to keep you happy, focused, and useful.”

She guided him to the open-plan living area—minimalist furniture, a long glass table overlooking the garden, and—most prominently—a low, padded platform near the windows. It looked like an oversized changing mat, but with subtle restraint points at the corners and a small control panel embedded in the side.

“First duty: daily inspection and reset.”

Claire pressed a button on the panel. The platform lit up softly—warm pink glow—and a soft chime sounded.

“Lie down, toy. On your back.”

Jamie obeyed instantly—waddling to the platform, lowering himself carefully so the swollen diaper didn’t squish too loudly. The padding compressed beneath him with a wet, intimate sound. He lay back, legs slightly parted, arms at his sides.

Claire stood over him, gloved hands gentle but firm. She unsnapped the onesie crotch and peeled back the romper front, exposing the massive, sagging diaper. The pearl-white fabric was stretched taut, darkened in patches, the faint silver threading glistening where fluids had soaked through.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, tracing the sealed edges with one finger. “No leaks. Perfect containment.”

She activated the panel. A soft mechanical whir—tiny suction ports in the platform base engaged, gently pulling the diaper taut against his skin. Jamie whimpered happily; the pressure shifted the Enhancer inside him, pressing it deeper against his prostate.

Claire connected a thin tube to the Enhancer’s external valve—slow inflation began. The balloon swelled in measured increments—2 ml, pause, 2 ml more—rounding his lower belly under the romper fabric. Each pulse made the padding crinkle louder; milk beaded instantly at his glossy nipples.

“You’ll stay inflated during most duties,” she explained. “It keeps you focused. Keeps you leaking. Keeps you smiling.”

She increased the Enhancer’s vibration—medium across all zones. Jamie moaned—hips rocking gently, diaper squelching as fresh pre-cum pulsed into the lining. The inflation reached 10 ml total; his belly looked softly pregnant, the pressure exquisite against his prostate.

“Morning routine begins at 07:00,” Claire continued. “You’ll crawl to the kitchen, prepare my coffee—mittened hands, no standing. The inflation will be set to 8 ml. You’ll leak steadily while you work. If you spill, you’ll be edged without release until the next task.”

She patted the swollen diaper front—firm, possessive. Jamie keened softly, another leak flooding the padding.

“Afternoon duties: garden maintenance on all fours—watering plants, weeding. Inflated to 12 ml. The movement will milk you constantly. You’ll orgasm only when I allow—usually once, at the end, into the diaper while I watch.”

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

The first dinner party came on Friday.

Five guests—elegant, masked, all syndicate-affiliated—arrived at 19:00. Claire dressed Jamie in a fresh onesie—this one sheer white mesh over the padded pants, nipples visible through the fabric, Enhancer base gleaming under the glossy coating.

He served drinks on his knees—crawling with a silver tray balanced on his back, diaper crinkling loudly with every movement. The inflation was set to 14 ml—belly rounded, pressure crushing his prostate. Milk dripped steadily from his nipples, darkening the mesh in small wet spots.

Guests cooed appreciatively. One stroked his cheek; another patted the swollen diaper front, making it squish audibly. Claire watched from the head of the table, remote in hand.

“Demonstration,” she said simply.

She activated Playtime.

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

The guests applauded softly.

Claire increased the inflation to 16 ml mid-orgasm. The added fullness prolonged the release—wave after wave wrung from him until he slumped forward, tray trembling, diaper grotesquely distended.

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

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

When the guests left, Claire led Jamie to the master bedroom. A custom crib waited beside the bed—clear acrylic sides, padded base, overhead suction arms for nightly milking.

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

Claire leaned over the crib rail.

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

She activated one final trigger:

“Belong.”

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

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

He was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 14: Final Corporate Mods and Sealed Happiness

Thursday marked the quiet, inevitable return to InnoTech Labs. Madame Claire had kept Jamie at the villa for the full three days following the showcase—long, blissful routines of inflated service, gentle milking under suction arms, and nightly crib confinement with the Enhancer humming soft lullabies through his dreams. The diaper from Sunday had finally been removed Wednesday evening—Claire herself unsealing the adhesive edges in the bathroom’s warm light, peeling the saturated padding away with slow, reverent care. The inner lining had been a warm, musky testament to his devotion—thick with milk, semen, urine, and soft messes from days of constant use. Jamie had watched in the mirror, smiling dopily around the pacifier, as Claire wiped him clean, then taped on a fresh ultra-thick pair—pearl-white with silver threading, sealed permanently for the trip back.

Now, in the private elevator to Level 9, Jamie stood beside Claire—leashed by the silver ring on his pacifier, still in the sheer white mesh onesie from the showcase. The new padding crinkled softly with every breath; the Enhancer pulsed gently inside him, a constant reminder of belonging. Milk beaded at his glossy nipples, visible through the mesh, dripping slow trails down the fabric.

Evie met them at the suite door—tablet in hand, eyes bright with professional pride.

“Madame Claire. Jamie. Welcome back for final corporate modifications. You’ve both been exceptional.”

The room had been prepared for permanence: the reclined chair now featured full-body silicone molding stations, overhead UV curing lights, and a mirrored ceiling panel angled perfectly for self-viewing. A new cart held the final upgrades: a small chrome pacifier port implant, reinforced diaper-seal rings, and a compact inflation reservoir upgrade kit.

Claire unclipped the leash and guided Jamie to the chair. He reclined willingly—legs spreading into stirrups, arms secured at his sides, posture collar locking his chin up so the mirror showed every detail.

“Today we seal everything,” Evie explained. “Permanent pacifier port, inflatable diaper seals, and final Enhancer firmware update for lifetime happiness optimization.”

First: the pacifier port.

Evie numbed Jamie’s lower lip with a quick topical gel—cool, tingling. She made a tiny, precise incision at the center of the permanent pout—barely a millimeter—then inserted a small chrome ring implant. The port was flush, seamless, designed to lock any compatible pacifier in place permanently. Once seated, she applied a drop of medical adhesive; UV light cured it in seconds.

The new black pacifier clicked into the port—locked. No removal possible without tools Claire controlled. It hummed immediately—deeper, more possessive than before.

Jamie moaned happily. The fixed position made every vibration resonate through his jaw and throat like never before.

Next: inflatable diaper seals.

Evie removed the current padded pants—slow reveal of the fresh, swollen lining beneath. She wiped him clean again—lingering on the glossy silicone coating, circling the permanent Enhancer base—then positioned a new pair: thickest yet, pearl-white with embedded micro-inflation channels around the leg and waist bands.

She taped them on—adhesive edges bonding directly to the silicone coating with a permanent medical sealant. Once cured, the seals were unbreakable without solvent. A small external port at the waistband allowed inflation of the leg and waist cuffs—turning the diaper into a soft, inescapable pressure suit.

Evie pumped 5 ml into the cuffs—gentle squeeze that made the padding hug tighter, compressing the absorbent core against his cock and the Enhancer base.

Jamie whimpered—hips lifting as the pressure milked him subtly. Milk let down in slow streams, soaking the inner lining.

“Sealed for life,” Evie said softly. “Only Madame Claire can authorize removal or change.”

Final step: firmware update.

Evie connected a wireless pad to the Enhancer’s external valve. The tablet screen glowed—Firmware v3.0 – Happiness Optimization.

The update installed in seconds—silent, seamless. New features unlocked: adaptive edging based on real-time mood, pleasure spikes tied to obedience triggers, and a permanent “bliss loop” mode for overnight and idle periods.

Evie activated it.

The Enhancer hummed—slow, loving build across all zones. The pacifier synced—deep, rolling waves. The diaper cuffs inflated another 3 ml—soft compression that cradled and teased.

Jamie’s body responded instantly—milk jetting gently from his nipples, cock pulsing thick ropes into the sealed padding. The orgasm built slowly—prostate milked in perfect rhythm, coating amplifying every sensation, triggers whispering through his mind:

Playtime. Belong. Happy toy.

He came—long, rolling, ecstatic—body arching in the restraints, milk spraying in fine arcs, diaper flooding with warm release. The sealed cuffs held every drop; the pressure prolonged the climax—wave after wave until he slumped back, panting, smiling, eyes glassy with pure joy.

Evie switched everything to low bliss loop—gentle, constant hums that kept him floating without overstimulation.

Claire stepped forward, stroking the glossy silicone over his chest.

“You’re finished,” she said softly. “No more temporary. No more external. Just you—perfect, happy, mine.”

She whispered one final trigger:

“Forever.”

The devices surged—soft, loving wave. Jamie came again—quiet, blissful, milk dripping slowly, diaper swelling warmer inside the sealed cuffs.

Evie released the restraints. Jamie stood—waddling, crinkling, glossy from chest to groin, diaper heavy and sealed for life.

Claire clipped the silver leash to the pacifier port.

“Come, little toy. Home awaits.”

Jamie followed—crinkling loudly, Enhancer humming happily, pacifier purring approval, milk dripping gently down the glossy coating.

He looked at his reflection in the mirrored wall as they left—pink silicone doll, swollen diaper, vacant happy smile.

He loved what he saw.

He loved what he was.

Forever.


Chapter 15: Eternal Corporate Exhibit in the Dollhouse

Six months had passed since Madame Claire claimed Jamie at the executive showcase. The villa routines had become his entire world—endless cycles of inflated service, shared bliss during weekly parties, and blissful nights in the acrylic crib with suction cups drawing slow streams of milk into collection bottles. The permanent pacifier port locked the silicone mouthpiece in place 24/7; the Enhancer 2.0 hummed constantly, its firmware updates ensuring every trigger word sent waves of euphoric pleasure through his rewired body. The diaper seals had been upgraded twice—now fully inflatable, turning the padding into a soft, inescapable pressure chamber that compressed and teased with every movement. Jamie leaked constantly—milk from his glossy nipples, semen from his sheathed cock, warm floods into the absorbent core—always smiling, always happy, always owned.

But Claire was a collector, not a keeper.

On a crisp October morning, a black InnoTech van arrived at the villa gates. Jamie—kneeling in the foyer, diaper sagging heavily from the morning’s inflation duty, pacifier humming softly—watched as Claire signed the transfer papers. She stroked his glossy silicone cheek one last time.

“You’ve been my perfect toy,” she whispered. “Now you’ll be the company’s flagship exhibit. Eternal. Displayed. Happier than ever.”

The drive back to the Dollhouse was silent except for the soft whir of the Enhancer on transport mode—gentle pulses that kept him leaking steadily into the sealed padding. Jamie waddled into the central gallery arm-in-arm with Evie, pacifier purring approval at the familiar pink lights.

The eternal exhibit case waited at the heart of the room—a tall, hexagonal acrylic pillar, climate-controlled, with internal lighting and automated arms for posing and maintenance. Other dolls stood frozen in similar cases around the perimeter—glossy, leaking, vacant smiles—but Jamie’s was the centerpiece, larger, more elaborate.

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

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

The automated system activated.

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

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

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

“Playtime.”

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

“Belong.”

Another orgasm—slower, deeper—prostate milked in perfect rhythm, semen pulsing thickly into the lining, milk streaming into the cups. The case’s climate control whisked away the faint scents, keeping him pristine while the pleasure built and broke.

“Happy toy.”

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

Visitors began to arrive—masked executives, syndicate partners, curious new hires touring the Dollhouse. They circled the case, phones out, apps connecting to the control interface. Sliders moved: inflation up to 20 ml, vibrations to maximum, triggers on rapid fire.

Jamie performed for them—convulsing, leaking, smiling through every shattering climax. Milk filled the bottles at a steady 1.5 liters daily, collected for “premium incentives” to high-performing staff. The diaper cycled through micro-filtration vents every 72 hours, preserving the heavy, squelching weight without ever emptying fully—always full, always teasing, always perfect.

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

No thoughts of before.

No regrets.

Only the hum.

Only the leaks.

Only orgasm after orgasm after orgasm.

Eternal.

Corporate.

Blissful.

The End
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