
        
            
                
            
        

    
Mommy's Diaper Bootcamp

Sissified in Diapers: A Taboo Mommy Domme BDSM Surrender


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
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Chapter 1: The Desperate Sign-Up

The mattress was cold where the warmth had already begun to fade.

I woke the way I always woke now: first the slow, sick realization spreading across my lower belly, then the clammy confirmation against my inner thighs, then the smell—sharp, unmistakable, childish. Urine. My own. Twenty-eight years old and still pissing the bed like some terrified toddler who never learned control.

The digital clock on the nightstand glowed 3:42 a.m. Outside, the Breda streetlights leaked dull orange through the half-closed blinds, striping the room in bars of sick color. I lay perfectly still for several long seconds, hoping—if I didn’t move—the evidence would somehow retract itself, evaporate, become someone else’s problem. It never did.

I exhaled through my teeth and sat up. The wet patch had spread wide across the fitted sheet, darker at the center, feathering outward like an obscene Rorschach test. My boxer briefs clung transparently to my skin; the elastic waistband had wicked moisture halfway up my stomach. I peeled them away with a soft, nauseating sound and felt the chill hit immediately. Gooseflesh raced up my arms and down my legs.

Shame arrived in two waves. The first was familiar, almost comforting in its predictability: I am disgusting. The second was newer, quieter, more dangerous: the faint, traitorous pulse low in my groin that said disgusting feels alive.

I stripped the bed in the dark. Sheets, mattress protector, pillowcase—everything into the large black garbage bag I kept under the sink for exactly this purpose. I moved mechanically, the way you move when you’ve done something shameful so many times it has its own choreography. Tie the bag. Double-knot. Carry it downstairs to the communal bins behind the apartment block so no neighbor would see me dragging evidence at 4 a.m. The hallway light buzzed overhead like an insect trapped in glass.

Back upstairs I stood under the shower until the hot water ran lukewarm, scrubbing until my skin felt raw. Soap couldn’t touch the smell that lived in my nose now, the smell that said failure in a language older than words. When I finally stepped out, towel around my waist, the mirror showed a man who looked older than twenty-eight: hollow under the eyes, jaw clenched, shoulders permanently raised as though waiting for a blow that never quite landed.

I didn’t sleep again.

By 5:17 the apartment was silent except for the low hum of the fridge and the occasional drip from the showerhead I could never fully tighten. I sat on the stripped mattress in clean boxers and an old hoodie, phone in both hands like it might burn me. The screen was already open to the usual places: medical forums I no longer believed, psychology threads that circled shame without ever naming it, discreet online pharmacies that shipped plain brown boxes with no return address.

Then the algorithm—cruel, attentive—served me something new.

A banner ad, small and black-bordered, no graphics, just white text on matte charcoal:

Mommy’s Diaper Bootcamp

Intensive training for chronic bedwetters seeking total surrender.

No refunds. No escape.

Mommy Elena accepts only the desperate.

Below it, a single line in smaller font:

Apply if you are ready to stop pretending you can fix yourself.

My thumb hovered. Heartbeat loud in my ears. I tapped.

The landing page was brutally minimal. No stock photos of smiling women in nurse uniforms, no pastel nursery aesthetics. Just black background, white courier text, and a password field. Beneath that, three anonymous testimonials in gray italics:

“She saw the little boy hiding behind the man and dragged him into the light. I have never been drier… or more owned.”

“I fought for three weeks. On the fourth I begged to stay. The diapers are thicker now. So is the peace.”

“Sixty days felt like sixty years and sixty seconds at once. I graduated crying in her arms. I would crawl back tomorrow if she allowed it.”

I stared until the words blurred.

There was a link at the bottom: Application – Desperate Only.

I clicked.

The form loaded instantly. No decorative header, no welcome message. Just fields.

Full name.

Age.

Height / weight.

Wetting frequency (childhood / recent / current patterns).

Triggers (stress / alcohol / sleep position / other).

Deepest shame you have never told anyone.

Why do you think you need Mommy Elena?

I typed.

Alex.

28.

183 cm / 82 kg.

Childhood: nightly until age 11, punished with belt and plastic sheets. Stopped for almost fifteen years. Returned six months ago after breakup. Now 4–5 nights a week. Sometimes daytime dribbles when stressed.

Triggers: stress, deep sleep, denial of the problem.

Deepest shame: I get hard when I wake up wet. Not always, but often enough that I hate myself for it. I’ve thrown away three ruined mattresses. I’ve lied to every partner. I’ve bought adult diapers and hidden them behind winter coats in the closet like contraband. Last week I wore one to bed on purpose, told myself it was just practical, and came inside it without touching myself. I cried afterward. I’m terrified that part of me wants this to keep happening.

Why do you think you need Mommy Elena?

Because I’m drowning and I don’t want to be saved. I want to be held under until I stop fighting the water.

I hit submit at 4:38 a.m.

The screen went black for three full seconds—long enough for panic to claw up my throat—then a single sentence appeared in red:

Application received.

If you are serious, expect contact within 12 hours.

If you are playing, delete your browser history and never return.

I closed the laptop. Lay back on the bare mattress. Stared at the ceiling until the first gray light of January crept in.

Sleep came in fragments, haunted by half-dreams of crib bars and gloved hands and a voice saying shhh, let it happen, Mommy’s here.

The ping arrived at 11:47 a.m.

Video call invite. Sender: MommyElenaOfficial.

My stomach folded in on itself. I should block it. Delete the email. Pretend the form had been a drunk impulse, a one-off lapse.

Instead I propped the laptop on the coffee table, ran a hand through unwashed hair, and accepted.

The feed connected.

She appeared without preamble.

Mid-forties, perhaps. Raven hair scraped into a severe bun so tight it pulled the skin at her temples. Eyes the color of wet slate—unblinking, unreadable. White blouse buttoned to the throat, black pencil skirt hugging hips that suggested both comfort and correction. Background softly blurred, but I caught the edge of pastel paint and the unmistakable vertical line of crib bars.

“Alex,” she said.

No hello. No warmth. Just my name shaped like ownership.

“You wet the bed again last night. Tell Mommy why.”

Heat flooded my face so fast my vision swam. “How—?”

“Your application was very thorough. You wrote that you skipped protection. You wrote that you woke soaked. You wrote that it aroused you. So. Tell me again. In your own voice.”

I swallowed. Throat clicked dry.

“It… happened while I slept. I didn’t wake up until it was already done. I—I tried to hold it, but—”

“Lies weaken little boys.” Her head tilted fractionally. “You didn’t try very hard. You wanted the accident. Say it.”

The room tilted. My palms were slick on my thighs.

“I… wanted it.”

“Louder.”

“I wanted the accident.”

A faint curve touched her mouth—not quite a smile.

“Good. Honesty is the first diaper we tape on.”

She leaned closer to the camera. The blouse pulled taut across her chest.

“Bootcamp is not therapy. It is not play. It is sixty days of structured regression in a controlled environment. You will arrive wearing a diaper—full, as ordered. Intake includes strip search, full physical, baseline measurements. Daily drills: wetting on command, dressing, obedience, endurance. Ranks are earned through total submission: Novice Panty-Wetter → Recruit → Sergeant → Lieutenant → Elite Sissy Soldier. Demerits accumulate for resistance. Three demerits return you to intake. Escape attempts trigger the forfeiture clause you will sign today.”

My breath hitched. “Forfeiture?”

“Financial. Personal. Digital. Everything you listed in the deep-shame field becomes collateral. Your apartment lease, your savings, your browser history, your dignity if I choose to publish it. You sign a notarized power of attorney and a consent contract that holds in any jurisdiction that matters. You leave when I say you leave. Or you never leave.”

The screen shared a document. Thirty-seven pages. I scrolled numbly.

She watched me read.

“You may close the call now,” she said quietly. “Delete everything. Buy thicker pads. Lie to the next girlfriend. Wet alone in the dark until the shame eats what’s left of you.”

Her eyes never left mine.

“Or you may sign. Right now. Virtual signature is legally binding. The car will collect you tomorrow at 10 a.m. You will be diapered when it arrives. You will not speak unless spoken to. You will obey every instruction from the moment the door opens.”

My finger trembled above the trackpad.

I thought of the garbage bag in the bin downstairs.

The ruined mattress I couldn’t afford to replace again.

The way my cock had twitched when I confessed on the form.

The hollow ache that lived behind my ribs every morning I woke wet and alone.

I typed my name.

The document flashed green: Signed – 11:59 a.m.

Elena’s expression did not change.

“Very good, Alex.”

She leaned back.

“Tomorrow. 10 a.m. sharp. Diapered. No street clothes underneath. Bring nothing but yourself and your shame. Mommy will take care of the rest.”

The call ended.

I sat motionless for almost ten minutes.

Then I opened a private browser window and ordered the thickest overnight diaper the pharmacy site offered. Expedited shipping. Arrive by morning.

I paid extra for plain packaging.

When the confirmation email arrived I felt something shift inside my chest—not relief, not fear.

Surrender.

Small. Quiet. Irreversible.

I closed the laptop, lay back on the bare mattress, and for the first time in months let myself feel the ache without fighting it.

Tomorrow the car would come.

Tomorrow I would climb inside wearing nothing but padding and terror and need.

Tomorrow Mommy Elena would begin.


Chapter 2: Novice Intake: The First Wetting

The first real light of morning came gray and reluctant through heavy nursery curtains. It painted the room in muted pastels—soft blues and pinks that should have felt comforting but instead pressed against my skin like damp cotton. The crib bars were cold iron against my shoulders. I had barely slept. The thick night diaper Elena had taped on me the evening before was already heavy, sagging between my thighs with the slow, inevitable seep that had started sometime after midnight. I hadn’t fought it. I’d lain on my back, eyes fixed on the mobile of pastel stars turning lazily above me, and let the warmth spread. Each small release had felt like confession.

The air smelled of baby powder, stale urine, and something muskier—my own body responding to captivity in ways I still hated admitting. My cock lay half-hard against the sodden padding, trapped and useless, every shallow breath dragging the wet fabric across sensitive skin. Shame sat heavy in my chest, but beneath it burned a quieter, more dangerous thing: anticipation.

Footsteps approached in the corridor—measured, unhurried. Heels on hardwood. The sound alone tightened every muscle in my body.

The lock turned with a clean metallic snick.

Elena entered.

She wore the same crisp white blouse from the video call, sleeves rolled once to the elbow, tucked into a high-waisted black pencil skirt that hugged her hips with quiet authority. Her dark hair remained in that severe bun; not a strand had escaped. Her eyes—slate-gray in this light—swept the crib without hurry, cataloging me the way a general surveys a battlefield before giving the first order.

“Rise and shine, little one,” she said. Voice low, modulated, carrying the same deceptive softness she’d used on the call. “Mommy’s here for intake.”

She crossed the room in four steps. The crib side lowered with a mechanical whir. Cool air rushed in, raising gooseflesh on my arms and legs. She extended one gloved hand—black latex, immaculate—and waited.

I pushed up on trembling forearms. The diaper squelched audibly. Fresh heat flooded my cheeks. Twenty-eight years of pretending to be a man, reduced to kneeling in piss-soaked padding inside an oversized baby bed.

“Out.”

I swung my legs over the edge. Bare feet hit cool hardwood. The bulk between my thighs forced an awkward waddle forward. She caught my chin between thumb and forefinger the moment I was close enough—nails pressing just hard enough to sting without breaking skin.

“Eyes up.”

I obeyed. Up close her perfume was stronger: lavender undercut with clean leather and something faintly metallic, like the scent of control itself.

“Full physical first,” she said. “Strip that messy diaper. Stand tall for Mommy.”

No room for negotiation. My hands shook as I peeled the tapes. Plastic crackled like accusations. The sodden weight pulled free and slapped wetly to the floor between us. Naked now. Shivering. Cock twitching traitorously in the open air—half-erect from the dreams that had haunted the last hours of darkness. I crossed my arms over it instinctively.

Elena made a soft tsk sound.

“Arms at sides, baby. Let Mommy inspect her new canvas.”

I froze. Her palm cracked against the outside of my thigh—sharp, bright pain that made me gasp.

“Obey. Or earn the crop on day one.”

Arms dropped. I stood rigid, exposed under fluorescent light and her unblinking gaze.

She circled me slowly. Clinical. Predatory.

Fingers trailed down my chest—light enough to raise gooseflesh, firm enough to remind me who owned the touch. She pinched both nipples in quick succession, twisting just past comfort into pain. I hissed through clenched teeth. She noted the sound without comment.

Down my abdomen. Palm flattened over the soft muscle there—once taut from gym discipline, now slack under months of stress eating and shame avoidance.

“Needs firming,” she murmured. “Regression will take care of that.”

She cupped my balls next. Rolled them gently, then squeezed until breath punched out of me.

“Responsive testicles. Good.”

Her hand closed around my shaft—clinical grip, no teasing stroke, just evaluation. One slow pull upward. I throbbed hard in her palm. Pre-cum beaded at the tip almost immediately.

“Healthy arousal response,” she said, as though reading from a chart. “But bedwetters require total overhaul. No more unauthorized erections.”

She released me. Knelt. Parted my cheeks with cool, gloved hands. One finger circled my hole—slow, deliberate pressure. I clenched instinctively. Whimpered.

“Sensitive entrance,” she observed. “Prime candidate for anal regression triggers.”

Rising again. Gloves peeled off with a sharp snap and dropped into a small metal bin.

“Uniform time. Novice panty-wetters wear the mark.”

From the tall wardrobe she selected it all.

First, the diaper—thicker than the one I’d arrived in. White with pale pink leg gathers and a cartoonish teddy-bear print across the front panel. The outside was smooth plastic, faintly glossy. She unfolded it with practiced movements, the crinkle loud in the quiet room.

“Up on the table.”

The changing table was vinyl-covered, raised high enough that I had to use the small step-stool. I climbed. She guided my ankles into padded stirrups that locked with quiet clicks, spreading my legs wide and lifting my hips. Completely helpless. Exposed. Cock bobbing slightly with each heartbeat.

She shook liberal clouds of baby powder over my groin. The scent flooded my nostrils—sweet, powdery, infantile. Her gloved hands rubbed it in with firm circles, grazing my shaft deliberately on every pass. I hardened further despite myself.

“No erections permitted during changing,” she said calmly. “Demerit one.”

Her palm cracked the inside of my thigh—sharper than before. Fire bloomed. My cock jerked, pre-cum stringing downward.

She ignored it.

The fresh diaper slid under me. Cool against heated skin. She pulled the front up between my legs—slow, deliberate—taping first one side, then the other, then the middle, pulling each tape viciously snug until the padding molded to every contour. The bulk bowed my thighs apart. I felt ridiculous. Vulnerable. Owned.

Next came the romper—pale pink cotton with white ruffle trim at the legs and sleeves, snap crotch for easy changes, embroidered teddy on the chest. She wrestled it over my head, buttoned the back, snapped the crotch tight over the diaper. The snaps dug faintly into the padding.

White lace booties. Matching bonnet tied under my chin with a large satin bow that bobbed when I swallowed.

She stepped back. Hands on hips.

“Turn.”

I turned awkwardly on the table. The romper stretched tight across the padded rear. Mirror across the room showed the full effect: adult body imprisoned in infantile clothing, face flushed beneath lace framing, eyes wide with humiliation and something darker.

“Ideal novice shell,” she said. “Crib for phase two. Bladder status?”

The intake bottle from last night still worked its slow magic—diuretics gnawing insistently at my lower belly.

“Building,” I mumbled.

Her chuckle was low, almost fond.

“Mommy decides fullness. In.”

She lifted me down—stronger than she looked—and guided me back to the crib. Fresh sheets already in place, pale yellow with tiny ducks. I climbed in. Bars rose with another mechanical whir and locked.

She dragged the rocking chair close. Settled with a leather-bound notebook across her lap.

“Intake hold begins. To failure threshold. Beg for release when you cannot resist any longer. Fight for paddle. Timer runs from… now.”

She pressed a button on a small digital clock mounted to the crib rail. Red numbers began their silent count.

Bladder pressure sharpened almost immediately—already half-full from overnight and the morning bottle she’d made me finish before lights-out. I shifted. Padding crinkled. Romper snaps pressed into the swell.

Five minutes.

Legs crossed futilely over bulk. Booties slipped against sheets.

Ten minutes.

Sweat beaded at my hairline. Bonnet grew warm against my scalp.

Fifteen.

The ache became burning. I rocked forward, hands pressing uselessly against the front of the romper. Mirror across the room reflected everything: bonnet crooked, face twisted, romper rucked up to show diaper tapes straining.

“Please,” I whispered. Voice small.

“Hush. Mommy is collecting data.”

Twenty minutes.

First spurt escaped—hot, shameful, soaking into fresh gel. I gasped, clenched hard. It only made the next leak stronger.

“Leaking!”

“Leaks log progress,” she said calmly, pen scratching.

Twenty-three minutes.

Larger surge. Warmth bloomed visibly against the white plastic. Romper darkened in a small patch at the crotch.

“Report the sensation. Precisely.”

My voice cracked. “Burning… pressure… hot surge inside… gonna burst—”

Another leak—longer, steadier. Diaper swelled under her gaze. Cock strained painfully against sodden confines, pre-cum mixing with urine.

Twenty-seven minutes.

Bootied foot kicked uselessly against bars. Whine broke free.

“Can’t—please—let go—”

“Fight, panty-wetter. Earn your rank.”

Dam shattered.

Hiss of steady stream. Warm flood poured unchecked. Diaper gulped it greedily, expanding, sagging, tapes bowing outward. Ecstasy and relief crashed through humiliation in equal measure. I sobbed—open, broken sounds—hips bucking involuntarily as the last spurts tapered.

She watched without expression until silence returned except for my ragged breathing.

“Supervised wetting one: logged. Novice Panty-Wetter rank achieved.”

She set the notebook aside. Rose.

Soft coo now in her voice.

“Shh, sweet boy. Mommy approves. Messes forge obedience.”

She unlatched the gate. Lifted me to her hip as though I weighed nothing. One arm cradled my back; the other hand patted the soaked bottom in slow, possessive rhythm.

To the changing table again. Romper unsnapped with quick efficiency. Ruined diaper peeled away—tapes ripping, gel-heavy weight slapping vinyl. Cool air lashed abraded skin.

She wiped me with meticulous strokes—front to back, lingering just long enough on my still-hard cock to draw a whimper. Fresh powder clouded the air. A thinner daytime diaper this time—“raw feedback,” she called it—taped snug but not punishing.

Romper reset. Bonnet straightened. Booties tugged back on.

No crib return yet.

She settled into the rocking chair. Positioned me across her lap—face against her blouse, cheek to the steady thump of her heart. Pacifier appeared from her pocket—cherry-scented, thick as my thumb—pressed to my lips.

“Suckle during review.”

Lips parted on instinct. Silicone filled my mouth. Rhythmic pull dragged me under. Her free hand rested on the fresh bulk, squeezing gently.

“Physique: reversal needed. Bladder: negligible control. Supervised response: strongly primed. Demerit: arousal breach during inspection.”

Fingers slipped under romper hem. Squeezed fresh padding.

“Cage arrives tomorrow.”

The rocking quickened. She hummed—a low, menacing lullaby. Eyelids grew heavy. Wetness from earlier echoed in fresh pressure building already—her diuretic-laced welcome bottle doing its work.

“Preview of tomorrow,” she murmured against my hair. “Puddle patrol. Own-mess cleanup. On your knees.”

Pop. Pacifier removed.

She pointed to the discarded, sodden diaper on the floor.

“Retrieve. Mouth only.”

I slid from her lap. Dropped to hands and knees. Booties skidded on hardwood. Romper hiked, exposing ruffled padding. Teeth closed around the reeking bundle—plastic and gel and shame. Drool slicked my chin as I dragged it back to her feet.

“Good novice.”

Reward: slow, deliberate stroke down my spine. Electric.

“Playpen for reflection. Lunch in one hour.”

She lifted me into the padded enclosure in the corner. Soft blocks. Rattles. A plush bear with black button eyes that seemed to judge me. I sank to my knees. Crinkle soft. Alone with the echo of her hands. The wetting replayed behind my eyes—rank earned in flood and surrender.

Escape thoughts flickered once—locked door, barred windows, pastel cheer that felt like prison bars painted pretty colors. Old self already dissolving in nursery haze.

Hours blurred.

Highchair arrived at noon. Strapped in. Bibbed. Spooned pureed peas and applesauce. Special bottle—warm, sweet, laced. Each swallow deepened the pressure. Diaper twitched under tray.

“Hold for patrol,” she said, wiping my chin.

Afternoon held more: timed holds in crib, documented floods, intimate cleansings that left me trembling on the edge. Each touch lingered longer. Each denial sharper.

By dusk she measured me again—calipers charting “regression curves.” New variants tried: elephant onesie, sailor dress over bulk. Mirror twirls under crop threat.

“Recite: ‘Panty-wetter for Mommy. Floods prove submission.’”

Voice cracked. Lace-framed reflection sneered back.

“Louder.”

“Panty-wetter for Mommy. Floods prove submission.”

She smiled—small thaw at the edge of steel.

“Advancing.”

Dinner bottle on her lap. Fullness schemed. Forty-minute hold. Begging. Thrashing. Cataclysmic release that ballooned the diaper, soaked the romper, puddled the mattress. Tears as she claimed the ruined form.

“Certified Novice Panty-Wetter.”

She cleaned me slowly. Extra-thick night diaper taped on. Crib sealed. Goodnight kiss pressed to forehead—soft brand.

Curled in darkness. Ghost-wet haunting. Resistance threads fraying faster than I could count them.

Siren coos dragged me deeper.

Dawn would bring paci drills.

And the first real taste of what surrender could become.


Chapter 3: Paci Drills and Puddle Patrol

The alarm tore through the nursery at exactly 0600—a shrill, metallic wail that felt like it was wired directly into my brainstem. My eyes snapped open. Crib bars loomed overhead, unyielding verticals cutting the dim glow of the nightlight. The extra-thick night diaper I’d been taped into after last night’s catastrophic flood now clung cold and heavy between my legs. Gel had swollen to capacity sometime in the small hours; every tiny shift sent a sluggish, squelching reminder of how completely I’d surrendered while half-asleep.

I lay perfectly still for several seconds, listening to my own breathing—shallow, ragged—trying to pretend the weight wasn’t there. Trying to pretend I wasn’t already half-hard inside the sodden padding from the dreams that had looped all night: Elena’s gloved hand pressing a fresh diaper to my face, her voice murmuring “let it happen, baby,” the slow, inevitable warmth spreading while she watched without blinking.

The fantasy had felt so real I’d woken leaking again.

Footsteps now. Heavy. Deliberate. Heels striking hardwood like slow heartbeats counting down.

The door opened without knock.

Elena entered in full command mode: crisp white blouse tucked into black pencil skirt, hair scraped back so severely it sharpened every angle of her face. She carried a slim leather clipboard and a small silver stopwatch. No smile. No morning softness. Just slate-gray eyes sweeping the crib, lingering on the telltale yellow stain blooming through the romper’s crotch snaps.

“Rise and shine, Novice Panty-Wetter,” she said. Voice smooth steel. “You’ve earned your rank. Now prove you can hold it.”

She pressed a button on the crib rail. Side panel lowered with a low mechanical whine. Cool air rushed over damp fabric. I pushed up on elbows; the diaper squelched loudly enough to make me flinch. Fresh shame burned across my cheeks.

She unfastened the restraint straps with efficient tugs. Her fingers brushed the insides of my thighs—impersonal, yet the contact sent a traitorous spark straight to my groin. The bulk forced my legs into a permanent bow-legged stance as I swung them over the edge.

“First drill this morning: paci endurance.”

She guided me to the changing table. Vinyl cold against my back. She peeled the night tapes open without ceremony. The ruined diaper sagged away, cool air hitting fevered skin like a slap. My cock—still half-swollen from nocturnal betrayal—twitched in the open. She wiped me down with scented baby wipes, strokes long and methodical, lingering just long enough on the sensitive underside to draw a stifled whimper.

“No resistance today,” she noted, voice clinical. “Progress.”

Liberal powder clouded the air—sweet, choking. Fresh diaper unfolded beneath me: daytime thickness, smooth white plastic with discreet pink trim at the legs. Taped snug. Crinkle amplified in the silence.

From her skirt pocket came the pacifier—oversized pink silicone nipple attached to a wide satin ribbon. The bulb was thicker than my thumb, faintly cherry-scented.

“Open.”

I stared at it. Jaw locked. Adult pride clawed up from somewhere deep.

“Elena—this is—”

Her hand shot out. Thumb and forefinger clamped my chin hard enough to bruise.

“Mommy. And you will. Ranks are earned through obedience: Novice to Recruit, Sergeant, Lieutenant, Elite Soldier. Resistance earns demerits. Three demerits and you return to intake—crib-locked, no release, padded twenty-four hours. Understood?”

I swallowed. Nodded once.

She pressed the nipple to my lips. Unyielding.

“Open wider.”

Mouth parted on a shuddering breath. Silicone invaded—filling, stretching, forcing my tongue to cradle it. Humiliation burned hot and viscous down my throat. She tied the ribbon around my neck like a collar, adjusted the fit so the paci hung just below my lips when not in use.

“Thirty-minute minimum. Hands behind your back. Kneel on the rug.”

I hesitated.

“Now.”

I dropped to my knees on the soft nursery rug—cartoon animals printed across it in mocking primary colors. Hands clasped at the small of my back. The paci bobbed as I began to suckle instinctively. Saliva gathered almost immediately, dribbling down my chin, soaking the romper collar.

She paced a slow circle around me, stopwatch ticking like a bomb.

Minutes stretched into physical agony. Jaw ached. Cheeks hollowed. Drool pooled on the rug beneath me. Beneath the fresh diaper my cock hardened fully—traitorously responding to the enforced infantilism, the enforced stillness, the enforced submission.

At twenty-eight minutes she yanked the paci free with a wet pop.

“Passable. But lip curl detected at minute nineteen. One demerit logged.”

She jotted it on the clipboard. Pointed to the high chair in the corner.

“Breakfast. Then Puddle Patrol.”

Strapped in. Tray locked across my lap. She spooned warm oatmeal—plain, slightly sweet—into my mouth. Each swallow pressed the growing pressure in my bladder. She followed with the bottle: warm milk laced with mild diuretic. I drank because refusal would earn another demerit. And because—God help me—part of me craved the helplessness of being fed like this.

When the bottle was empty she wiped my chin, unstrapped me, and led me to the center of the room.

“Puddle Patrol begins. Rules: crawl the perimeter of the nursery on hands and knees. Every time you complete a circuit without leaking, you earn one point toward release. Leak without permission, lose all points and start over. Permission will be granted only when Mommy decides you’ve earned it.”

She dropped to one knee in front of me. Cupped my chin again.

“You will crawl until you either earn release… or soil yourself completely. Then you will clean your own mess. Mouth only. Understood?”

My heart slammed against my ribs.

“Yes, Mommy.”

She released me.

“Crawl.”

I dropped to all fours. Diaper bulk forced an exaggerated sway. Booties padded softly. Romper hiked with every movement, flashing ruffled leg gathers. I began the circuit—along the changing table, past the playpen, around the rocking chair, back toward the crib.

First lap: pressure building but manageable.

Second lap: ache sharpening, thighs trembling.

Third lap: first warning spurt—hot, involuntary, soaking into fresh gel. I froze mid-crawl, gasping around phantom paci.

“Permission not granted,” she said calmly. “Continue.”

Fourth lap: another leak—longer, steadier. Diaper front visibly swelling. I whimpered.

“Fight it, panty-wetter.”

Fifth lap: dam cracking. I rocked back on haunches, hands fisting rug. Tears pricking.

“Please—”

“Beg properly.”

“Mommy please may I—may I release?”

She tilted her head.

“Not yet. One more lap.”

I crawled. Slow. Shaking. Sixth lap: halfway around the room the flood came—unstoppable, scalding torrent. Hiss loud in the quiet nursery. Diaper ballooned visibly, sagging between my knees. Warmth cascaded down inner thighs in rivulets. I collapsed forward onto elbows, sobbing openly, hips bucking once in helpless relief.

She waited until the stream tapered to dribbles.

“Puddle Patrol complete. Mess logged. Now clean it.”

She pointed to the sodden, yellowed diaper still taped around my hips.

“Mouth.”

I crawled to her feet. Tears streaking face. Teeth closed around the plastic front panel—reeking of fresh urine and baby powder. I dragged the heavy, sloshing mass back toward her, drool mixing with shame.

She took it from me, set it aside.

“Good boy.”

Reward: slow, deliberate stroke down my spine from neck to tailbone. Electric. My cock—still rigid inside the flooded padding—throbbed painfully.

She lifted me to the changing table again. Peeled the ruined diaper away. Wiped me clean with torturously slow strokes—front, back, between cheeks—fingers grazing my aching length just enough to keep me on the razor edge without mercy.

Fresh diaper—thinner this time, “for raw feedback.” Taped snug.

Romper reset.

She settled into the rocking chair. Pulled me across her lap again. Pacifier reseated.

“Suckle while we review.”

I nursed. Rhythm pulling me under. Her hand rested on the fresh bulk, squeezing rhythmically.

“Endurance: six laps before failure. Demerit for unauthorized leak at lap three. Progress: strong. Arousal: persistent and unpermitted.”

Fingers slipped under romper. Squeezed padding.

“Tomorrow we cage it. No more distractions.”

Rocking quickened. Low hum began in her throat—menacing lullaby.

Eyelids drooped. Pressure already brewing anew—diuretic still working.

“Afternoon patrol will be longer,” she murmured against my hair. “And tonight… you will beg for your first permitted orgasm. Earn it through total obedience.”

The promise landed like a brand.

I suckled harder. Body trembling between denial and desperate craving.

The nursery clock ticked on.

Paci rhythm synced to my heartbeat.

And somewhere beneath the shame, a small, secret part of me was already counting the hours until I could beg.


Chapter 4: Frills and Forced Feedings

The alarm shrieked at 0600 sharp, a metallic knife through velvet darkness. My body jerked rigid against the crib bars before consciousness fully arrived. The footed sleeper clung damply to every inch of skin; the night diaper beneath it had swollen grotesquely overnight. I had not fought the flood this time. Sometime around 3 a.m.—half-dreaming, half-awake—I had simply relaxed into it, coaxing the warmth out in slow, deliberate pulses while replaying Elena’s voice in my head: “Voluntary surrender earns reward tomorrow.” My cock had throbbed uselessly against the sodden gel the entire time, leaking pre-cum into the mess without ever reaching the edge of release. Denial had become its own cruel aphrodisiac.

Now the diaper sagged like a water balloon taped between my thighs, tapes straining, plastic crinkling with every shallow breath. The sharp ammonia scent mingled with synthetic lavender from the sleeper fabric and created a nauseating fog that coated the back of my throat.

Footsteps. Heels on hardwood. Door opening without hesitation.

Elena filled the threshold—silhouette sharp against hallway light. Black latex corset today instead of blouse and skirt; the glossy material caught every gleam and threw it back like armor. Thigh-high boots gleamed. No softness in her posture. No morning coo. Just slate eyes raking the crib, settling on the dark stain that had wicked through the sleeper’s crotch and spread halfway up my stomach.

“Wet already, Novice?”

Her voice rolled low, dark amusement threaded through command.

I nodded jerkily. Cheeks burned as she approached. Keys jingled softly—Pavlovian trigger that made my pulse spike.

“Show Mommy.”

She unlatched the side rail with one decisive motion. Cool air rushed over fevered skin as the zipper rasped downward from neck to crotch. She peeled the sleeper open like gift wrapping, exposing the bloated, yellowed diaper beneath. Tapes bowed outward; gel had expanded so far the leg gathers were beginning to leak tiny rivulets down my inner thighs.

Her gloved fingers probed without preamble—pressing firmly into the swollen front panel. A faint squelch. Satisfaction flickered in her gaze.

“Voluntary,” she confirmed. “Recruit tease earned.”

She untaped the mess with languid precision—each rip of tape a small violence. Chill air lashed abraded skin. My cock—still rigid from hours of frustrated grinding—twitched helplessly in the open. She ignored it while she wiped me down: long, deliberate strokes that grazed the sensitive head just enough to keep me throbbing without mercy.

Fresh powder clouded the air—cloying sweetness cutting through the ammonia fog. Then the new diaper: thicker still, pink ruffled leg gathers, glossy white plastic shell. Taped viciously snug. The bulk forced my thighs apart even wider than before.

No lingering vulnerability allowed.

She hauled me upright by the armpits. Bare feet dangled, then hit padded floor.

“Dress-up drill today, pet. Frills await.”

Her tone left no space for delay.

The changing station towered—vanity lined with lace horrors. She selected methodically.

First: pink vinyl diaper cover, shiny, rustling. Snapped over the bulk with humiliating puffs of trapped air.

Then stockings: thigh-high white lace, garters clipping to the cover’s waistband. Rolling them up my calves felt like silken manacles being drawn tight. Her nails grazed sensitive skin with every inch. Breath hitched.

Next: petticoat. Layers of stiff netting erupted around my hips—exaggerated curves, whispering against the diaper with every shift.

I stood trembling. She held up the dress itself: bubblegum-pink chiffon, hem so short it would flash padding at the slightest movement. Puffed white lace sleeves. Massive satin bow sash waiting at the back. She slipped it over my head. Fabric whispered cool against heated skin. She cinched the bodice with pearl buttons marching up my spine—one by one, each fastening tightening the invisible noose around my psyche.

Bows bloomed everywhere: huge satin ones at the collar, smaller clusters at the hem. Each tug of ribbon felt like another lock clicking shut.

Finally the bonnet: frilled organdy framing my face, tied under the chin with a floppy bow that bobbed mockingly every time I swallowed.

Patent-leather Mary Janes—pink, glossy, pinching my toes—buckled next.

She stepped back. Crop appeared in her hand. Tapped once against her palm.

“Twirl, sissy.”

Legs wobbled on the heels. I spun—awkward, unbalanced. Petticoats flared wide, exposing ruffled diaper cover and the obscene swell beneath. Rustle filled the room like humiliating applause.

Shame surged—hot lead in my gut. Beneath it the illicit spark: cock straining painfully against fresh padding, pre-cum already soaking the inner liner.

“Adorable,” she purred. But her eyes held steel.

“Now feedings. Mommy’s lap.”

She settled into the rocking chair—dark wood throne upholstered in deep velvet. Patted her knee once.

No choice. Waddle over. Diaper bulk forced mincing gait; dress swished obscenely with every step. Lowering onto her lap felt like descending into velvet quicksand. Her thighs firm beneath me. One arm snaked around my waist, pinning me close. The other cradled a warmed bottle—oversized rubber nipple already glistening.

The nipple hovered at my lips.

“Open.”

I parted. Silicone invaded—thick, warm milk flooding my tongue. Sweet. Laced. Diuretic bite already familiar.

She rocked slowly. Rhythm hypnotic. Her free hand slipped beneath petticoats, resting possessively over the padded mound.

“Suckle deeply, pet. Every swallow brings you closer.”

Pressure built almost immediately—bladder responding to the liquid and the proximity. Her palm began slow circles over the front of the diaper—firm enough to press against the swelling, light enough to tease without relief.

Ten minutes in: first involuntary spurt. Warmth bloomed inside fresh gel. I whimpered around the nipple.

“Demerit,” she murmured. “But arousing. Hold.”

Hand squeezed harder. Circles became deliberate strokes—grinding padding against trapped cock. Edge arrived fast—dangerously fast.

“Fight it.”

I clenched everything—thighs, sphincter, jaw around the nipple. Milk kept coming. Pressure kept rising.

Fifteen minutes: larger leak. Diaper front darkening visibly beneath petticoats. Her thumb circled the apex of the swell—right over the head of my cock through layers of padding. Friction unbearable.

“Please—”

She pulled the bottle free. Milk dribbled down my chin.

“Beg properly.”

“Mommy… please… I can’t hold—”

“Not yet.”

Bottle reseated. Suckling resumed. Hand resumed torment—stroking, squeezing, never quite enough.

Twenty-two minutes: body shaking. Petticoats trembling. Tears pricking.

She leaned close. Breath hot against my ear.

“Release on my count. Three… two… one…”

Flood came on command—scalding torrent soaking channels, ballooning the diaper until tapes strained audibly. Hips bucked against her palm. Ecstasy crashed through humiliation; cock pulsed helplessly inside the mess, pre-cum mixing with urine.

She held me through it—rocking steady, hand kneading the swollen front until every last spurt tapered.

“Good boy.”

Bottle removed. Thumb wiped my chin.

“But unauthorized erection during feeding. Demerit two.”

She lifted me to the changing table again. Petticoats hiked. Dress unsnapped. Ruined diaper peeled—gel-heavy, steaming. Wipes cool fire over inflamed skin. Fresh powder. Thinner diaper—“raw feedback again.”

Dress reset. Bonnet retied.

She settled me back across her lap—no bottle this time. Just rocking. Her hand resting heavy on the fresh bulk.

“Afternoon feedings will be stricter,” she murmured. “And tonight… you will earn your first permitted orgasm. Through perfect obedience.”

The promise landed like a brand.

I trembled in her arms—shame, arousal, surrender twisting tighter with every slow rock.

The nursery clock ticked on.

Petticoats rustled softly.

And somewhere beneath the layers of frill and padding, a small, secret part of me was already starving for the next feeding.


Chapter 5: Midnight Mess Training

The persistent dribble started again sometime after lights-out.

It was not an accident this time. Not entirely.

The crib mattress had been vibrating on low for the last hour—subtle pulses synced to hidden speakers that played Elena’s voice on a looped whisper: “Let it happen, baby… Mommy wants your mess tonight.” The words burrowed under my skin like warm oil. Each cycle of the vibration pressed directly against my perineum, kneading the full bladder she had carefully primed with the bedtime bottle. Diuretic-laced milk still sloshed inside me, heavy and insistent.

I lay curled on my side, knees drawn up, footed sleeper slick against sweat-damp skin. The night diaper—quad-thick, pink-edged, freshly taped after the afternoon feeding—already held two voluntary releases. Small ones. Testing ones. Each time I had relaxed the muscle just enough to feel the hot trickle bloom against the gel, I had clenched again immediately, savoring the ache of denial. My cock strained uselessly inside the padding, leaking steadily now, pre-cum mixing with urine in sticky warmth.

I hated how good it felt.

The vibration intensified—corkscrew rhythm now, dragging slow circles around the base of my trapped shaft. A low growl emanated from the hidden speakers:

“Messy recruits soil for Mommy. Pressure mounts. Surrender the flood. Obey or fracture.”

Bladder spasmed. I clamped down hard—thighs vise-locked, breath hissing through clenched teeth. The fight only sharpened the pleasure-pain.

Another voice—her real voice this time, live, intimate, coming from the small speaker embedded in the crib headboard:

“Fight all you want, pet. Mommy can hear every whimper.”

I froze. She was watching. Of course she was watching.

The mattress motors ramped higher. Targeted pulses hammered my prostate through layers of padding. Phantom friction teased the head of my cock without ever granting real contact. I bucked once—helpless, involuntary—grinding the swollen front of the diaper against the sheet. Another spurt escaped. Then another. Warm rivulets snaked down the inner plastic, pooling at the gathers.

“No,” I gasped into the dark. Voice small. Broken.

“Yes,” she answered. Soft. Merciless. “Deeper. Drown it.”

Hips jerked again. The dam cracked wide.

Hiss of full stream. Scalding flood hammered the gel core. Diaper ballooned instantly—tapes bowing, plastic creaking under pressure. Warmth spread everywhere: up my back, down my thighs, soaking the sleeper’s feet. Ecstasy and relief crashed through me in violent waves. Cock pulsed hard against unyielding bulk—once, twice—edging so close to orgasm that tears burned my eyes when the peak refused to break.

I sobbed—open, ugly sounds—hips still twitching through the aftershocks.

Vibration died slowly. Left me stranded in quivering silence. The diaper now weighed as much as a small child, sagging pendulous between bowed legs.

Her voice again—closer now, almost tender:

“Beautiful. Protocols internalized. Wet Diaper Recruit ratified.”

The crib rails hissed open. She materialized in the gloom—black silk robe cinched at the waist, hair still perfect, eyes glittering in the faint pacifier nightlight.

“Audit.”

She unzipped the sleeper with torturous leisure. Peeled it down to my waist. Gloved fingers invaded the bloated front panel—compressing, kneading, wrenching a guttural keen from my throat. The audible slosh condemned me. Her pressure stoked dying embers back into flame.

“Comprehensive saturation,” she intoned. Satisfaction a velvet blade. “Midnight tribute received.”

Tapes peeled slowly—each rip a small agony. Chill air lashed abraded skin after the long stew of waste. Wipes scoured methodically—front to back, between cheeks, lingering on the pulsing head of my cock until I arched and whimpered.

She paused there. Thumb circled the tip in slow, deliberate torment.

“Responsive even after flood. Prime for edging.”

Powder dusted. Fresh night diaper—thicker still, gel pearls embedded for exponential expansion. Taped with possessive slowness.

No romper this time.

She produced translucent babydoll veils—lace scallops framing the padded mound like a profane altar. She swathed me in them, adjusting each layer until the bulk beneath was both hidden and obscenely emphasized.

Paci reseated—deeper this time, ribbon tied tight.

She propelled me toward the annex—a vast playpen-crib hybrid. Barred perimeter. Double-wide vinyl mattress slicked for containment. Bolstered edges high enough to trap.

“Symbiotic immersion tonight,” she said. “Mommy entwines to etch obedience.”

My gut twisted—terror-lust in equal measure.

She shed the robe. Ebony corset beneath, thigh-highs taut. She mounted behind me on the mattress. Configured us in predatory spoon—her torso a radiating bastion against my spine, arm coiling to cradle the diaper’s swell.

Full breasts bored into my back. Exhalations scorched my nape.

“Recline. Protocols cycle hourly. You will void in Mommy’s clasp.”

Rails sealed. Her digit pressed the paci deeper—a caress veiling possession.

Gloom swallowed us. Jasmine-leather aura drowned the talc haze. Pulse thundered in unison with hers. Skin-to-skin became livewire: thighs viseing mine, subtle pelvic cant dictating my breathing.

Vigil stretched. Bladder simmering on milk embers.

01:13—first quake. Dual pads synchronized in seismic waves.

“Hearken,” she breathed live into my ear. “Yield to the surge. Mommy safeguards the fall. Void at my word.”

Palm ground the padding in syncopated insistence.

I resisted—paci-muffled mewl escaping.

Teeth nipped my lobe.

“Expel.”

Control shattered. Pressurized geyser hammered gel. Searing her grip. She massaged the burgeoning heat—slow rolls that milked every drop while edging my cock to insanity’s brink. Cage clenched. Pearls ballooned inside the diaper. Imprisoning the deluge.

“Prime specimen,” she husked. Her own breath fracturing—power’s thrill mirroring mine?

Purge persisted. Coerced cascades under her knead. Diaper metastasizing into rigid orb. Vibes silent now. Yet her vise endured—contouring every quiver into submission.

Fractured slumbers hosted visions: me volunteering cataclysms at her altar, her derision a nectar drenching my soul.

Cycles devoured time. Quake. Dictate. Deluge. Her glove renewed mid-cycle to burrow deeper into the sludge. Ratcheting denial toward delirium.

Fourth void—03:22—rendered the bulk a splayed colossus. Bowlegging me. Each writhe abrading raw nerves.

Abjection alchemized to zealotry. Her essence. Proximity. Supremacy. Lifeblood absolute.

Defiance? Annihilated in nocturnal pacts of self-sabotage.

Dawn sliced through drapes. She uncoiled—predatory elegance surveying carnage: me wrecked in veils and behemoth diaper, underlayers pocked with gel pearls.

“Pinnacle execution,” she proclaimed. Lifting me for verdict.

Compression verified annihilation. Aridity extinct. Purgation ceremonial.

Shower followed—alternating blaze and balm. Post-wash probes excavated every sensitive inch. Dusted. Daytime armor taped—romper sheathing contours for maneuvers.

Rations: diuretic nectar gulp-forced on her throne-lap. Gaze impaling.

“Mess mastery elevates. Wet Diaper Recruit secured. Imminent: regimented display.”

Afternoon stagnated in playpen—bladder fermenting without prods. Elena remote at her station, dossiers devouring focus.

Insidious demand coiled unbidden. Romper strained on echoes of her dominion. Reveries lingered. Why defy the void’s satiation?

Thighs splayed autonomous. Gaze bored into her silhouette. Thunderous pulse heralded breach.

I invoked it—unbidden, sovereign. Torrential flood soaked hush.

Ecstasy convulsed me mute. Arching as superabsorbents claimed the tide. Shaft convulsing shy of rapture. Drenched in isolation.

She pivoted—senses predatory. Closed distance mute. Knee descended. Palm seized jaw. Enforced ocular lock.

“Unsolicited diurnal deluge.”

Smile feral. Conspiratorial abyss.

“Sergeant provocation primed.”

Twilight menaced. Solo crib armed—protocols amplified. Quakes ferocious. Sleeper sealed. Paci bolted. Farewell graze over sodden dome portending infernos.

Fetal in abyss. Willed seep reigniting. Slumbers summoned parade’s lascivious mandates. Her cradling phantom hauled me deeper.

And in the dark, for the first time, I did not fight the pull.

I welcomed it.


Chapter 6: Sissy March: Parading in Petticoats

The crib rails pressed cold against my palms. I had not slept.

Overnight the mattress triggers had hummed on low—gentle but relentless—syncing with Elena’s prerecorded whispers that looped every forty minutes: “Release now, my little wetter. Flood for Mommy.” Each cycle had pulled another involuntary spurt from me until the night diaper ballooned into a sodden, sagging weight that pinned my hips to the sheet. I had not fought the last two releases. I had arched my back slightly, parted my knees inside the footed sleeper, and let the warmth cascade while staring at the turning mobile above me. The shame had long since folded into something quieter, hungrier.

By 0500 the padding felt like a second, heavier body—cold at the edges, hot at the core where my cock still throbbed uselessly against gel-swollen channels. Pre-cum had soaked through in sticky patches. Every shallow breath dragged the plastic liner across sensitive skin in slow, torturous friction. Denial had become landscape.

The alarm never sounded. Instead the rails lowered with a soft mechanical sigh.

Elena stood at the foot of the crib—black latex corset gleaming under low morning light, crop already tucked at her belt. No blouse today. No skirt. Just corset, thigh-highs, and the quiet authority that made air feel thicker.

“Inspected from afar, sissy,” she said. Voice velvet blade. “Four voluntary floods logged between 0200 and 0430. Drill Sergeant tease holds.”

She unlocked the side rail fully. Yanked me upright by the sleeper collar. Legs buckled under the sodden weight. No words of praise. Only gloved hands ripping the zipper down from neck to crotch. Peeled the sleeper away like shed skin. Exposed the ravaged diaper—tapes strained translucent, gel bloated to bursting, yellow staining the once-pristine white.

Cool air kissed fevered skin. Humiliation surged fresh.

She pinned me facedown on the changing table. Thighs splayed wide by padded stirrups that locked with quiet clicks.

Fingers probed without mercy—compressing the swollen front, then the seat. Guttural whimper escaped before I could choke it back.

“Parade day.”

She wiped me clean—clinical strokes that lingered just long enough on the head of my cock to draw pre-cum in thin strings. Fresh powder dusted groin and cleft. Morning armor appeared: quadruple-thick padding, pristine white with pale pink trim at the legs and waist. Gel channels designed to direct flow visibly. Taped with possessive slowness—each tug pulling a small gasp from me.

But this was no ordinary diapering.

She produced the regalia.

First the petticoats—pastel pink tulle, layers upon layers starched stiff. They rustled like a storm of frills as she settled them over my hips, tying the wide satin ribbon at the waist so tight my breath hitched.

Then the dress: short satin bodice in matching pink, puffed white lace sleeves, hem barely skimming mid-thigh. The skirt flared dramatically over the petticoats—designed to lift and expose with every step. Massive satin bows cascaded from shoulders to hem. She cinched the back laces until my waist looked fragile, exaggerated.

Stockings next—white lace, garters clipping high on the thighs. Mary Janes—pink patent leather, small block heel that forced mincing posture. Bonnet last: wide-brimmed organdy, tied under the chin with trailing ribbons that tickled my collarbones.

She spun me toward the full-length mirror.

Her reflection: goddess in latex and command.

Mine: prancing doll. Cheeks burning beneath lace framing. Diaper outline obscene beneath flaring skirts. Every shift broadcast infantile shame.

“March formation starts in the drill hall,” she said. Crop tapped her palm. “Past graduates join via video for inspection. Fail posture, earn demerits. Earn perfection, claim your rank.”

Eyes bored into mine—dark pools promising ruin and rapture.

Heart hammered. I nodded. Bonnet lace chafed jaw.

She clipped a short leather leash to the collar hidden beneath the bonnet ribbons. Led me down the corridor—crop prodding rear through petticoats. Each click of her heels synced with my waddling shame. The bulk between my thighs shifted with every step—crinkling, squishing faintly from residual dampness.

Drill hall loomed—vast mirrored chamber. Polished floors reflected frilled disgrace. Spotlights harsh overhead. Massive screen dominated one wall.

She positioned me at center. Activated video link.

Screen flickered to life. Grid of faces—dozens of past graduates. Eyes hungry. Anonymous behind masks or shadows. Some wore collars identical to mine. Others cradled swollen diaper bulges beneath silk robes.

Elena’s voice boomed:

“Squadron alumni, witness Recruit’s parade. Posture critiques commence.”

Stomach knotted. Pulse roared in ears. Unseen eyes raked my form. Petticoats trembled with shallow breaths.

“Forward march!”

Crop cracked air. I lurched into step. Mary Janes slapped tile. Petticoats bounced—flashing ruffled diaper cover with every stride.

Left-right-left. Rhythm forced mincing sway. Hips rolled involuntarily. Each stride crinkled, echoing off mirrors.

Shame coiled serpent-tight. Faceless watchers dissected sissy shuffle. Elena circled like panther.

“Chin up, elbows in!”

Crop whistled. Stung thigh through netting. Jolt straightened posture. Sweat beaded under bonnet. Trickled down spine. Diaper chafed with every knee lift.

Screen chat overlays lit:

“Sloppy knees.”

“Diaper sag visible—demerit.”

“Erection tenting. Pathetic.”

Cock had hardened against padding sometime during the first lap. Friction of marching turned torment to tease. Visible ridge tented front of dress. Heat flooded face. Vision blurred. Laps multiplied shame in mirrors—infinite parade of frilled failure.

Elena’s laugh sliced through:

“They see it all, sissy. Your little stiffie saluting Mommy’s command.”

“Curtsy drill!”

Halted. Knees buckled into dip. Skirts flared wide. Petticoats ballooned like humiliated flower. Diaper fully exposed—pink ruffles framing swollen white mound.

“Deeper.”

Crop flicked calf. Sank lower. Thighs quivered. Position forced dribble—hot urine escaping in slow betrayal. Padding warmed visibly.

Alumni typed furiously:

“Leaking already. Good girl.”

“Tent bigger. Desperate little thing.”

Waves of degradation crashed. Cock pulsed harder—pre-cum soaking inner liner. Edge arrived fast—dangerously close.

Elena stepped behind. Crop rested lightly against the small of my back.

“Hold it. Parade isn’t finished.”

“About-face!”

I spun—petticoats swirling, diaper flashing again. March resumed. Each step ground soaked padding against trapped length. Friction unbearable.

Tenth lap: knees shaking. Bladder screaming. Cock throbbing on razor’s edge.

“Final curtsy. Hold position until I say rise.”

Dropped low. Skirts flared. Diaper mound obscene under spotlights. Alumni chat exploded:

“Gonna burst.”

“Look at that leak trail.”

“Poor sissy—Mommy’s breaking him live.”

Tears pricked. Body trembled. Edge hovered—body begging for release that would never come without her word.

Elena circled once more. Crop traced the tented front of the dress—slow, deliberate pressure.

“Permission to release… denied.”

Crop cracked once—sharp sting across outer thigh.

“Rise. Parade complete.”

I staggered upright. Petticoats settling. Diaper sagging heavier—leak trails glistening on inner thighs.

Screen chat final wave:

“Passed inspection.”

“Promote him.”

“Next dare—grocery?”

Elena killed the feed. Room fell silent except for my ragged breathing.

She unclipped the leash. Cupped my chin.

“Parade fuels tomorrow’s gambit. You held beautifully—until the end. Demerit for near-climax without permission. But progress is undeniable.”

Her thumb brushed a tear from my cheek.

“Tonight you sleep in the same soaked diaper. No change. No release. Tomorrow you earn both.”

She led me back to the nursery—slow, deliberate march down the corridor. Petticoats rustling. Diaper squishing softly with every step.

Crib awaited. Rails rose behind me.

She leaned over the bars. Kiss pressed to forehead—soft brand.

“Dream of aisles, sissy. Dream of strangers. Dream of Mommy’s voice commanding your next flood.”

Lights dimmed.

I curled fetal in sodden bulk. Petticoats tangled around legs. Cock still rigid, still denied.

Sleep came slow—haunted by mirrored reflections, alumni stares, and the promise of public shame tomorrow.

And somewhere beneath shame and fear, a small, secret part of me was already starving for it.


Chapter 7: Dare One: The Grocery Gambit

The crib rails bit into my palms. I gripped them tight in the pre-dawn murk. The nightlight’s pacifier grin mocked my fitful vigil. The night diaper—still the same sodden one from yesterday’s parade—sagged heavy between my thighs, cold at the edges now, warm and viscous at the core where voluntary dribbles had continued through the small hours. Each small release had been deliberate: a slow relaxation of muscle while I pictured Elena’s voice commanding it, her crop tapping rhythm against her palm. My cock had stayed rigid the entire time, leaking steadily into the mess without ever cresting. Denial had become its own slow torture.

Elena’s parting words from last night echoed in the speakers’ ghost hum: “Grocery gambit tomorrow. Vibes in the wild. Prove you’re my Drill Sergeant out there, or spend a week in solitary padding—no ranks, no cuddles, just endless tapes and silence.”

The sergeant pin lay pinned to the nursery dresser across the room. Its small gold gleam taunted me under the dim bulb. Sleep had evaded me. Body wired taut with dread’s dual blades. And that insidious pull—the one that made my caged length twitch against the padding’s unyielding grip every time I remembered the alumni chat overlays: “Poor sissy—Mommy’s breaking him live.”

Dawn cracked the horizon like a whip’s snap. Her heels announced arrival before the door clicked. Elena swept in—severe silk blouse and pencil skirt hugging hips like second skin. Hair pinned in a chignon so tight it sharpened every line of her face. Crop holstered at her belt like a sidearm.

“Up, Sergeant.”

Command low, edged with steel. She unlatched the crib gate without ceremony. Fresh latex snapped over gloved fingers. Hauled me vertical. Sodden diaper squelched as feet hit changing mat. Sleeper unzipped to waist. Arms limp at sides. Bladder fluttered under inspection. Thighs quivered from overnight weight.

She peeled the sleeper down fully. Exposed night’s shame: padding yellowed and bloated, clinging translucent to skin. Sergeant pin’s reflection winked from the table—a badge of deepening fall.

“No accidents beyond orders?”

Probe clinical. Fingers pressed diaper front. Fresh spurt escaped—warm against belly. Her gaze dissected flinch.

“N-none, Mommy.”

Half-truth twisted. Voluntary surrender wasn’t accident. Confession clawed throat. Her nod curt approval. Eyes held predatory glint.

She peeled ruined bulk with efficient tugs. Cool air kissed exposed skin. Vulnerability spiked. Wiped down—strokes firm, lingering just enough. Cock strained against cage she’d locked on last night. Pre-cum beaded in futile protest.

Today’s armor: civilian camouflage. Loose khaki cargo pants—baggy enough to conceal bulge. Nondescript hoodie to swallow frame, hood ready to hide flushed face. But first foundation.

Thicker diaper taped on—reinforced for public strain. Powdered. She dangled remote-controlled vibes: two sleek eggs. One nestled against cage bars. Other pressed into rear padding. Slid home with lubed precision. Rear intrusion stretched like vice. Breath hitched. Dual pressure: cold burn melting into throbbing need.

“App connected to my phone. Behave, or store gets symphony of squirms.”

Grocery list thrust into hand—milk, bread, eggs, canned soups. Scrawled at bottom in looping script: Wet twice. Produce first. Burner phone clipped to waistband buzzed once. Her voice file queued. Digital leash.

Dressed now. Diaper bulk forced subtle sway. Pants tenting just enough. Careful, mincing steps demanded. She inspected in full-length mirror. Hand cupped front bulge possessively. Thumb circled taped edge.

“Passable. Return under ninety minutes. Bag filled, diaper half-soaked. Fail, solitary nursery—no ranks, no cuddles. Just tapes and denial.”

Lips brushed ear. Breath hot against lobe.

“Prove you’re my Drill Sergeant out there. Mommy’s watching every leak.”

Nursery door sealed behind. Facility gates hummed open. Cracked asphalt lot. Beat-up sedan waited—relic of drowned manhood. Heart slammed ribs like war drum. Slid behind wheel. Diaper crinkled traitorously against seat. Vibes shifted with every bump. Engine growl swallowed sound. Each gear shift amplified pressure. Bladder fullness built from overnight denial. Elena’s diuretics lingered like venom.

Supermarket loomed—fluorescent behemoth on rural outskirts. Parking lot dotted with minivans, early-shift workers under slate-gray sky. Eased into spot far from entrance. Scanned faces: mom wrangling toddlers, grizzled trucker hauling carts. No one paid hooded figure heed—yet.

Every step from car to doors shredded. Diaper rustling faintly under cargos. Thighs rubbing padded bulk into chafing warmth. Vibes constant pressure, threatening ignition. Air conditioning blasted arctic. Carts clattered. Muzak droned forgotten pop. Sterile chill sank into bones.

Anonymity cloaked. Vulnerability clawed deeper. Strangers oblivious. Me teetering on Elena’s razor edge. One buzz from exposure.

Produce section first. Apples gleamed under mist-sprayers. Crisp scent cut chemical tang, fogging air like judgment haze. Gripped bag. Fingers trembled.

Burner buzzed. Her voice slithered sultry into ear.

“Leak now, Sergeant. Slow drip. Feel Mommy’s eyes on your shame.”

Bladder spasmed on cue—conditioned from midnight drills. Hot trickle escaped clenched muscles. Bloomed warm against padding core. Seeped sideways, chilling inner thighs in clammy trails.

Froze. Bag of Granny Smiths half-filled. Breath shallow. Elderly woman eyed hunched stance. Cart bumped mine.

“You okay, hon? Look a bit peaked.”

“F-fine.”

Voice cracked high. Pushed cart forward, forced steadiness. Drip persisted—insistent. Padding absorbed. Faint sheen dampened cargos’ crotch—invisible under baggy fabric. Knowledge burned like acid. Arousal stirred. Front vibe nudged trapped length. Cage bit down hard.

Aisle three: dairy. Milk cartons stacked like monoliths. Reflection warped in cooler glass—hooded ghost, flushed cheeks, subtle bulge distorting silhouette.

Another buzz. Vibe activation. Low thrum ignited rear egg. Jolts shot up spine like electric barbs. Legs buckled slightly. Cart rattled. Gripped white-knuckled. Pretended to scan dates. Sweat slicked palms.

Thrums built. Insidious waves synced with pulse. Bladder loosened under assault. Second leak hit mid-aisle—deliberate push per training. Steady stream flooded diaper belly. Warmth spread like molten shame. Tapes strained against swell.

Squish with each step now. Hidden, but deafening in skull. Bulk sagged heavier. Forced mincing gait. Prayed it read as fatigue, not fetish. Shoppers blurred past. Teen scrolling phone inches away—oblivious to deluge. Burly dad blocked bread aisle. Grunted reaching high. Elbow brushed cart.

“Excuse me.”

Voice pitched low. Sweat beaded forehead. Vibes ramped to medium pulse. Buzz-buzz against cage and rear. Prostate milked pre-cum into sodden padding. Mess turned viscous, slick.

Panic crested at canned goods. Employee on ladder glanced up. Eyes narrowed on awkward shuffle. Can paused mid-slot.

“Need help finding something, buddy?”

Suspicion flickered. Vibes spiked sudden—high gear. Elena’s remote mercy absent. Double assault hammered core. Rear egg ground deep. Front tormented cage.

Knees nearly gave. Clutching soup can like lifeline. Involuntary whimper escaped. Fresh urine jetted—unbidden flood mixed with torment. Padding ballooned to capacity.

“N-no, got it.”

Voice strangled rasp. Fled to cereals. Cart wheels squeaked betrayal. Employee’s stare bored into back. Diaper half-full now. Sloshing weight dragged steps. Rear egg ground relentlessly. Cage wept into mess. Arousal bordered agony. Every pulse threatened climax in fluorescent hell—amid oblivious crowds.

Checkout loomed. Self-serve kiosks: gauntlet of scans and beeps. Under bored attendant’s eye. Loaded conveyor—bread squished under damp grip, eggs precarious.

“Bag?”

Routine question. Her eyes dipped to crotch. Ghost-damp spot bloomed darker under straining fabric. Brow furrowed faintly.

Mortification flooded hotter than leaks. Vibes dialed erratic—teasing climax edges without mercy. Hips twitched involuntarily. Beep-beep salvation. Total under budget. Plastic bags rustled heavy.

Wheeled out. Thighs chafed slickly against saturated bulk. Walk to car: eternity of exposed vulnerability. Wind whipped hoodie like accusatory fingers. No one followed. No alarms. Store’s plate glass reflected ruin: hunched, sweating, bulge unmistakable to Elena’s eye. Sissy soldier barely holding line.

Back in sedan. Engine roared. Collapse hit like sledge. Bags dumped backseat. Gripped wheel, breaths ragged. Final vibe surge pushed residual dribbles into overfilled padding. Warm cascade soaked through tapes. Wet seat earnest. Acrid scent filled cab.

Orgasm ghosted near—denied by cage. Left shuddering in aftershocks. Tears carved tracks down cheeks. Drive back blurred through haze. Facility gates swallowed whole. Ninety minutes on dot. Pulse still hammering.

Elena waited in foyer. Arms crossed. App glowed on phone like verdict screen.

“Bag.”

Inspected contents. Nod—perfect fills, no spills. Nostrils flared, scenting shame from ten paces. Lips curved faint.

“To the mat. Strip.”

Nursery again. Cargo pants peeled. Revealed carnage: diaper tapes strained to bursting. Yellowed padding sagged pendulous. Leaks seeped down legs in glistening trails. Vibes hummed faint in ruin.

Stood exposed. Body quaking. Her eyes devoured every inch. Cataloged fractures.

“Report.”

“Wet twice, Mommy.”

Voice broke on edge.

“Leaked in produce… flooded in cans. Vibes… almost broke me in front of that stock boy.”

Shame choked rest. Ego in tatters from public near-misses. Employee’s gaze a brand. Strangers’ proximity twisted submission deeper.

She circled slow. Gloved finger traced mess edges. Dipped into trickle, lifted glistening to lips.

“Sergeant held formation. No exposure.”

Pride laced tone. Balm on raw nerves. Then crop appeared—not striking. Tapping thigh in rhythmic threat.

“Yet you thrived on it. Confess the hunger.”

Dam cracked wide.

“Yes.”

Tears spilled hot, unchecked.

“The risk… strangers inches away, leaking helpless under your remote grip—it shredded me, but God, the rush owned me. Craved their eyes on my secret, Mommy. Your vibes turned aisles into your throne.”

Words tumbled. Psyche fractured open. Vulnerability’s razor carved illusions of control. Resistance to ash. Her distant authority: lifeline in storm. Dropped to knees. Sodden diaper slapped mat with wet thud. Craved verdict like air.

Her smile: predator’s curve. Hand fisted hair, tilted gaze up. Forced eye contact.

“My brave boy. Dare one passed. Deeper ranks await.”

Changing began. Wipes cool on fevered skin. Fresh bulk taped snug—deliberate slowness. Midway she paused. Straddled waist dominant. Weight pinned to mat like conquest.

Vibes extracted with slick pops. Fingers lingered. Teased cage lock with key’s ghost touch.

“Thrill confessed earns reward.”

Lips claimed mine—fierce, claiming. Tongue invaded. Hips ground against renewed bulk. Skirt hiked, pressed silk to padding. Arousal roared back. Bladder tingled under press. Fresh dribble escaped unbidden.

She rose. Zipped into post-dare sleeper. Thinner padding for night’s vigil. Sergeant pin reclipped—gleaming on collar.

Crib prepped. No paci yet. Bottle fed direct from her lap throne. Milk’s warmth laced lighter—soothing frayed edges.

“Regression reckoning looms.”

Murmured between sips. Eyes promised traps laced with temptation.

“Mid-bootcamp test. Escape urges will claw—but you’ll beg to stay, won’t you, my fractured soldier?”

Nodded fervent. Bottle empty. Curled into rails as she dimmed lights. Fresh bulk warmed with deliberate dribble. Confession’s afterglow pulsed through denied veins.

Public shame hollowed ego. Refilled with her pride’s flood. Craving consolidated. Chains voluntary now—self-forged in aisles’ crucible.

But reckoning? Her words haunted. Pulled toward crisis’s maw. Solitary whispers tempted fracture. What traps waited to test shatter or solidify?


Chapter 8: Regression Reckoning

The crib rails dug into my palms like frozen accusations. Their unyielding steel hummed faintly—vibrations that had lulled me into half-sleep after the grocery dare. The deliberate dribble from the thinner padding of my post-dare sleeper had warmed slowly through the night, turning clammy against my skin with every shallow breath. Elena’s words clung heavier than the sodden bulk: “Regression reckoning looms.” Her eyes had promised traps—burrowing roots that would test whether her grip could still snap.

The sergeant pin gleamed on the distant dresser under the pacifier nightlight. Chains I had forged myself. The grocery aisles had stripped me raw. Her pride had been balm; now it itched like ill-fitted skin.

Freedom flickered at the edges of my mind. Not salvation. A siren call to see if the leash would break when I pulled.

Dawn clawed through blackout curtains in jagged slivers. It yanked me from nursery stupor into sharper reality.

Elena entered without preamble. Silhouette a monolith in black latex corset and thigh-high boots. They clicked like judgment on parquet.

Air thickened with her scent—lavender steel undercut by baby powder fog.

She unlocked the crib with deliberate twist. Gloved hand lingered on latch, weighing my worth.

“Rise, Sergeant,” she commanded. No coos today. No nurturing lilt.

Eyes scanned sleeper’s crotch. Damp sag noted without comment.

“Today’s reckoning begins. Strip for inspection.”

Limbs obeyed before mind rebelled. Sleeper unzipped with traitorous rasp. Cool air kissed exposed diaper—thinner bulk sagged visibly, cool where heat had bloomed hours ago.

Shame coiled tight in gut. But her gaze pinned me. Unblinking.

She tugged tapes open with clinical efficiency. Chilled air rushed against slick skin. Involuntary shivers raced up spine. No erection stirred this time. Only hollow vulnerability. The public dare’s afterglow curdled into doubt.

“Clean yourself.”

Handed me a wipe. Surgeon’s detachment.

“Then dress. Loose pants, plain shirt. No bulk today. You’re stepping out—for training.”

Out. Word ignited feral spark. No diaper? Grocery gambit had been hell under concealment. Naked underneath?

Hands trembled wiping residue. Sharp alcohol sting bit tender flesh. Each pass amplified exposure.

She watched from rocking chair. Legs crossed. Boot tip tapped metronome of impatience.

Panties first—pink lace she’d selected. Whispered against thighs like secret betrayal.

Loose jeans. Baggy tee. No cage visible. No vibes. No tells.

Almost normal in full-length mirror. She forced me toward it. Hand firm on shoulder.

“See?” Breath hot against ear.

“The sissy hides well. But inside? You’re mine. Walk perimeter fence. One mile. Return changed—or don’t. Reckoning chooses.”

Nursery door swung open to corridor glimpsed only in transit. Sterile white walls. Locked doors hummed unseen mechanisms.

No guards. No locks on outer door. Freedom dangled like bait.

Bare feet padded down hall. Heart slammed ribs slick with sweat.

Front door loomed. Unlocked. Gray morning light spilled onto gravel path.

Beyond: remote facility edge. Woods thick with fog. Perimeter fence glinted quarter-mile off.

One mile. Run it. Scale it. Vanish into pines.

Her traps? Bluff. Her pride had bound me. Doubt festered. Adult life called—jobless, wet-bed haunted. Free.

Bolted.

Gravel bit soles like teeth. Lungs burned. Fog swallowed.

Fence rushed closer. Chain-link topped with innocuous wire. No razor coils.

Climb. Drop. Gone.

Midway her voice crackled from hidden speakers in trees.

“Step lighter, Sergeant. Mommy sees.”

Panic surged. Propelled faster.

Fence met palms. Metal cold, slick with dew. Links rattled under scramble.

Summit reached. Drop side imminent.

First trap snapped. Low hum vibrated ground. Synced with phantom twinge in bladder.

Conditioning bit deep. No milk needed.

Hot dribble escaped. Darkened pink lace beneath jeans.

“No,” gasped, clinging.

Trickle swelled. Jeans darkened at fly. Urine cascaded unbidden.

Her audio triggers droned relentless.

“Flood for Mommy. Wet the lie of escape.”

Piss poured. Unstoppable. Soaked lace to skin. Jeans to knees in steaming rivulets. Splashed fence base.

Slipped. Crashed down sodden, shaking. Wet denim chafed raw thighs with every crawl back.

Woods mocked—dense. Her eyes everywhere.

Speakers hammered.

“Escape is wetting alone. Crawl home, sissy.”

Humiliation burned hotter than cooling piss. Knees ground gravel. Dragged inward.

Facility door yawned. Elena waited in threshold. Arms crossed. Expression granite.

“Caught,” she said simply.

Gloved hand extended. Took it. Collapsed into shadow. Wet jeans squelched obscenely.

No anger in touch. Only inexorable pull back to nursery.

She stripped on entry rug. Jeans peeled like shame’s husk. Lace discarded in sodden heap.

Naked. Shivering. Bladder spasming emptily.

Marched to new room. Solitary nursery. Padded cube, devoid of crib or rocker.

Walls baby blue. Floor thick foam stamped with ABC blocks. Air stagnant with isolation’s must.

No windows. One mirrored panel dominated wall. Reflection: ghost. Erect now in twisted arousal. Cock twitching at proximity.

“Timeout,” she declared. Voice echoed flatly.

“Extended. Until sissy fractures.”

Diapered swiftly. Thickest yet. Crinkling fortress taped snug. Sprinkled with powder that stung raw skin.

Locking onesie followed. Pastel pink, snap crotch. Mittens sewn into cuffs to thwart tampering.

Pacifier gag strapped in. Bulb invaded mouth with salty rubber taste. Drool pooled already.

No bottle. No cuddles.

Shoved into corner. Chained one ankle to floor ring. Short tether forced fetal hunch.

“Reflect.”

Dimmed lights to twilight gloom. Door sealed with pneumatic hiss.

Alone with mirror’s merciless eye.

Time dissolved. Hours bled into days—or what felt like days.

Diaper warmed first with dribbles. Triggers hidden in walls. Her voice murmured subliminals.

“Need Mommy’s control. Wet alone is torment.”

Each release built bulk. Sagged heavy between thighs. Rash bloomed where padding chafed.

Mittens foiled clawing fingers. Onesie locked tight.

Hunger gnawed. Thirst parched. Only sippy cup chained nearby—filled with laced milk. Forced suckles reignited cycle.

Wet. Swell. Chafe.

Mirror showed descent. Cheeks flushed. Eyes wild. Onesie tented futilely over caged arousal slipped on mid-diapering.

Darkness deepened. Nightlight absent. Reliance on mirror’s faint gleam.

Dreams invaded waking. Grocery leaks replayed—solo, endless. Elena absent.

Panic clawed. Escape meant eternal solitude. Puddles without praise.

Body betrayed. Grinding against sodden bulk for friction. Denied release spiked frustration to rage.

Pounded mittens against foam walls. Silent screams muffled by paci. Tears hot tracks down cheeks.

Dawn—or was it?—crackled speaker.

“Therapy commences.”

Lights blazed surgical white.

Elena entered. No monolith now. Inquisitor in white clinical coat over latex. Clipboard in gloved hand.

Unchained. Dragged sodden mass to padded exam table bolted center-room.

Straps snapped ankles, wrists, torso. Immobile. Diaper gaping under spotlights.

“Regression therapy,” she intoned. Clinical silk.

“Confess fracture.”

Tools arrayed. Probes. Lotions. Slender vibrator humming menace.

Cleaning first. Wipes icy against inflamed skin. Each pass peeled mess layers. Exposed raw vulnerability.

Bucked. Paci-gagged pleas garbled.

Ignored. Powdered deliberately. Fingers grazed cage in teasing circles.

“Why run?” probed. Voice dipping intimate.

“Sergeant rank earned. Public pride confessed. Yet fence called.”

Tears welled. Bladder twitched under touch.

Unstrapped paci briefly.

“Fear,” mumbled. “Your control… swallowing me.”

Nodded. No judgment.

“Normal. Mid-bootcamp fracture. All cadets claw. But traps prove: alone, you’re lost.”

Pacifier reinserted. Thumb pressure forced suckling reflex.

Vibrator pressed to perineum. Low buzz ignited nerves. Bladder yielded fresh gush into pristine padding.

Warmth spread. Intimate defeat.

“Admit it,” coaxed.

Gloved hand massaged swelling bulk. Other traced tear-streaked face.

“Need Mommy’s chains. Say it full.”

Sobs cracked open. Chest heaved. Mirror reflected shatter: sissy wrecked. Diaper flooding under ministration.

“I need it,” choked. Words tumbling.

“Your control. Regression. Diapers, dares—without you, just mess. Empty. Please, Mommy. Recommit.”

Eyes softened fractionally. Power dynamics shifted—not yielding. Deepening.

“Fracture complete. Promotion awaits.”

Released straps. Peeled therapy diaper away. Skin hypersensitive to air.

Fresh bulk taped—not thrice-thick. Elite padding with embroidered cadet stripes.

Chastity remained. Onesie swapped for frilly romper. Snaps loose for access.

Paci discarded. She knelt—rare vulnerability in poise. Produced collar: black leather etched “Sissy Cadet.” Silver lock gleamed.

“Kneel,” ordered. Voice resonant.

Dropped. Knees sank into foam. Neck bared instinctively.

Collar encircled cool. Clicked shut. Weight anchored like fate’s verdict.

Fingers lingered on lock. Thumb stroked pulse point.

“Cadet rank earned. No more escapes. Deeper drills now—discipline you crave.”

Lips brushed forehead. Not kiss. Seal.

Led me, collared and crinkling, to main nursery.

Crib awaited. Tonight shared. Her form curled dominant spoon behind. Gloved hand cupped fresh bulk possessively.

“Lock-in,” whispered. Vibes hummed faint activation.

Bladder tingled preemptively.

Curled in embrace. Collar’s leather warm against throat.

Voluntary dribble warmed padding.

Reckoning passed. Shattered. Reformed.

Chains eternal. Pulling toward advanced abyss.

Romper’s snaps parted under idle fingers. Probe glimpsed on nightstand.

Sleep beckoned—fraught with intensified surrender. Her breath synced mine.

Cadet stripes sagged fuller. Her murmur promised: “Discipline dawns raw tomorrow.”

Fog of therapy lingered. Tears dried to salt crust. Craving consolidated ironclad.

Solitary’s void had hollowed. Collar refilled with purpose’s flood.

Escape myth dead. Only bootcamp’s ladder remained. Rungs slick with devotion.

Night deepened. Vibes pulsed deliberate rhythm. Forced another release. Pooled hot, claiming.

Hand pressed. Encouraging. Body molded mine in regression’s cradle.

Dreams swirled. Park paths hinted. Chained now. Euphoric.

Final whisper pierced dark.

“Locked and mine. Arise remade.”


Chapter 9: Advanced Diaper Discipline

The crib rails pressed into my cheek like icy brands. Elena’s final whisper from the night before—“Locked and mine. Arise remade”—coiled through the dark like smoke from a dying fire. The mattress vibes had thrummed beneath me on low all night—subtle, relentless pulses that squeezed my bladder until it yielded in slow, insidious floods. Each release had been quieter than the last, almost meditative: a deliberate relaxation of muscle while I pictured her hand resting heavy on the fresh cadet-striped diaper she’d taped on after the collaring ceremony. The padding was fuller now than any novice bulk I had worn—thicker core, wider leg gathers, embroidered stripes that felt like medals pinned directly to my skin.

I woke already leaking. Not a full flood. Just a persistent, warm seep that had started sometime after 4 a.m. and refused to stop. The diaper sagged heavily between my thighs, tapes straining but holding. Cock throbbed uselessly inside the steel cage she had locked on at dawn yesterday—smaller than my thumb, curved cruelly downward, ring biting into the base. Every twitch sent sparks of denial through me.

Dawn clawed at the blackout curtains. She stirred first. Her breath steadied against my neck, one gloved hand still splayed possessively over the romper’s snaps. I felt the shift before I saw it.

Fingers parted fabric with clinical precision. Cool air kissed damp edges. Palm flattened against diaper front—testing sag. Low hum escaped her throat—approval laced with command.

“Morning inspection, Cadet. You’ve flooded beautifully overnight. Mommy’s proud.”

Pulse jackhammered. Collar leather tightened with each swallow. Dreams of park paths had twisted into visions of her eternal gaze. Waking pinned me here. Arousal stirred traitorously beneath mess.

She unlatched crib side with metallic snick. Hauled me upright by collar ring. Romper peeled away like shed skin. Left me exposed in sagging diaper alone—cadet stripes drooping like battle flags after defeat.

Nursery air hung heavy. Baby powder undercut by sharp ammonia tang from releases. Mingled with her subtle perfume: jasmine edged in leather.

She circled slowly. Eyes raked from collar to toes. Silk robe whispered against thighs that flexed with predatory grace.

“Advanced protocols activate today. Chastity first—no more distractions from that naughty little clitty.”

Retrieved gleaming device from nightstand. Curved steel cage—smaller still. Ring cold as judgment. Stomach knotted. Breath hitched as she tugged diaper tapes open.

Cool wipes dragged across skin. Meticulous strokes lifted night’s sludge. Each pass lingered longer than necessary. Thumb circled tip with featherlight pressure. Drew bead of pre-cum she smeared deliberately.

“Look at you. Leaking already.”

Voice velvet over steel.

“But no relief. Not until Mommy decides.”

Cage clicked shut around shrinking length. Lock tumblers snapped like finality. Locked. Owned. Diaper refastened over it with fresh padding—thicker now. Crinkling ominously as she patted front. Arousal throbbed futilely against unyielding bars. Every shift sent sparks of denial through nerves.

Dressed me next in cadet uniform—upgraded for discipline. Short pleated skirt of stiff taffeta—barely skimmed diaper bulk. White blouse with puffed sleeves and sailor collar, pinned with cadet stripes. Knee socks gartered high. Glossy Mary Janes pinched toes.

Mirror loomed across room. Reflected figure teetering on regression’s precipice. Collar gleaming. Cage outline subtle bulge under pristine frills. Shame burned hot in chest. Beneath it deeper ache bloomed: her as eternal Mommy, cradling surrender forever.

“Discipline dashes commence.”

Clipped leash to collar.

Nursery door swung open to stark hallway. Linoleum gleamed under fluorescent strips buzzing like swarming doubts. No more contained drills. This was bootcamp core—labyrinth of rooms built for endurance.

Led me to starting line: taped mark on floor. Timer on wall.

“Rules: dash full length in soaked padding. No hands on skirt or diaper. Wet on command during each lap. Demerits for leaks beyond orders or slowing. Ten laps minimum. Fail, timeouts extend.”

Thighs quivered. Fresh diaper mocked resolve.

Pressed button. Low chime.

“Go.”

Bolted. Mary Janes slapped linoleum. Skirt flared—flashing padded rear. Cage jostled with each step—torturous grind against steel. Diaper bulk shifted, chafing sensitive skin.

Twenty paces in, wall speakers barked:

“Release now, Cadet. Flood for discipline.”

Bladder spasmed on cue—conditioned betrayal from nights of triggers. Heat gushed forth—soaking padding in heavy cascade. Squish. Squelch with every frantic stride. Mess climbed higher, threatening leg gathers.

Lungs burned. Calves screamed. Pushed. Curtsied at turnaround—skirt lifting to expose swelling bulge.

Elena watched from raised platform. Crop in hand. Nod fueled twisted high.

Lap two. Three. Releases commanded at irregular intervals. Diaper transformed into sloshing prison.

By lap five thighs slick with escaped trickles. Weight dragged like anchors. Each step waddle of humiliation.

Sweat beaded brow. Plastered blouse to skin. Arousal built unbearably within cage. Visions flashed: Elena’s eternal arms enfolding. Voice only command ever craved.

Stumble at lap seven. Skirt snagged. Hand instinctively grabbing.

Crop whistled. Sharp sting across thighs. Blooming red welts made yelp. Bladder clenched involuntarily into another unbidden dribble.

“Demerit.”

Voice cool.

“Correct posture or face corner.”

Straightened. Dashed on. Pain sharpened focus into euphoric haze.

Laps blurred—eight, nine, ten. Diaper leaden orb, sagging low between bowed legs.

Final curtsy. Collapsing to knees as timer blared victory.

Elena descended. Leash yanked upright.

“Adequate, Cadet. But demerits demand correction.”

Eyes darkened with promise. Led me—not to changing table. To low padded bench against far wall. Straps at ankles and wrists. Bent me over—skirt flipped up, diaper exposed, rear presented.

Crop appeared again.

“Six demerits earned. Six strokes. Count each. Thank Mommy after.”

First stroke landed—fire across sit-spot. Breath punched out.

“One. Thank you, Mommy.”

Second. Third. Each harder. Each welting red lines across thighs and lower cheeks. By sixth sobbing—open, broken sounds—cock leaking steadily into padding despite cage.

She set crop aside. Gloved hand cupped swollen, welted rear—squeezing gently.

“Good boy. Pain teaches. Now relief—as reward for endurance.”

Guided me to changing table. Straps loose this time—more restraint than imprisonment. Peeled sodden diaper away. Wipes cool fire over welted skin. Fresh powder. Thinner daytime diaper—“for sensitivity training.”

But she paused.

Kneeled between spread thighs. Breath ghosted caged length.

“Earned release. Hands-free. Through Mommy’s touch alone.”

Gloved fingers traced steel bars—slow circles around head visible through gaps. Thumb pressed perineum—right over prostate. Low buzz from hidden vibe in fresh padding activated.

Built slow. Torturously slow. Each stroke along bars sent sparks up spine. Each press against perineum milked pre-cum in thin strings. Cage prevented full erection—kept sensation trapped, intensified.

Hips bucked helplessly. Whimpers turned to pleas.

“Please—Mommy—”

“Not yet.”

Vibe ramped. Fingers squeezed base ring—grounding, possessive. Prostate milked relentlessly.

Edge arrived—razor sharp. Body trembling. Tears streaking.

“Now.”

Command soft. Final.

Orgasm crashed—silent, violent. Cock pulsed hard against bars. Cum dribbled through gaps in thin, helpless spurts—coating her glove, dripping onto fresh padding. No full shaft release. Just prostate-driven emptying that left me shuddering, empty, still caged.

She wiped me clean. Taped fresh diaper over spent length—thicker again.

“First permitted orgasm as Cadet. Earned through discipline.”

Lifted me to her hip. Carried back to crib.

“Rest now. Afternoon holds begin at 1400. Tonight—caged edging marathon. No release. Only edge.”

Laid me down. Bars rose.

Kiss to forehead—soft seal.

“Sleep, my fractured soldier. Deeper drills await.”

Lights dimmed.

Curled in fresh bulk. Cage still warm from release. Body trembling with aftershocks.

Sleep came slow—haunted by welts, by dribbles yet to come, by the promise of endless edges under her hand.

And somewhere beneath exhaustion, a small, secret part of me was already starving for the next denial.


Chapter 10: Dare Two: Park Piddle Parade

The crib rails gouged my shoulders like frozen talons. The mattress vibes had thrummed a merciless rhythm through the sodden overnight bulk all night—each pulse wrenching another involuntary spurt until the padding felt like a lead weight pinning my hips to the soaked sheet. Elena’s parting kiss from the previous evening still scorched my forehead. Her scent lingered: lavender laced with authority, clinging like a shroud. Fractured dreams had invaded the haze—vast green expanses under merciless sun, shadowed benches harboring witnesses, the grotesque bulge of my secret straining against sissy shorts while strangers stared.

Midnight inspections had loomed in the fevered dark. Her dissecting gaze had promised to excavate buried shames. Exhaustion finally claimed me. Bladder spasming in defeat. Warmth surged around the plug’s unyielding intrusion and the cage’s vise-like denial.

Dawn’s blade pierced the nursery blinds. Crib mechanisms ground downward with mechanical indifference. Flesh pulsed with exhaustion. The diaper was a festering morass of nocturnal deluges—tapes splaying against the distended mass like failed restraints.

Elena materialized at the crib’s edge. Form eclipsed by backlight, arms folded across a blouse that molded to her like armored silk. No trace of warmth in her obsidian stare. It carved through me, cataloging wreckage.

“Inspection, Cadet.”

Words resonated like seismic aftershocks.

Precise click unlatched rails. Gloved grip yanked me vertical. Diaper emitted vulgar slosh—redistributing cargo in rivulets down thighs.

Unmoved, she unsnapped sleeper. Baring devastation: padding bloated yellow, cage a forlorn gleam amid slurry.

Probing digits invaded core. Compressing until excess welled over edges. Gasp fueled faint nod.

“Midnight’s tribute received. But Dare Two demands more. Park Piddle Parade.”

Phrase struck like flayer’s whip. Transmuting nocturnal phantoms into imminent dread. Tapes ripped free with languid precision. Wipes scoured raw flesh. Plug evacuated in vacuumed wrench that hollowed core.

Powder dusted ritual cleanse. New diaper—slimmer for mobility. Stealth channels promised discretion, yet ensured telltale contour. Cage snapped home. Thumb grazed apex in fleeting torment—igniting futile throbs.

“Sissy shorts for exposure.”

Unveiled abomination: bubblegum pink terrycloth, lace-rimmed legs, waistband stitched with mocking paci icons. Tailored to broadcast padding’s whisper to prying eyes.

Assembly surgical. Ruffled socks hugged ankles. Pink velcro traps. Midriff-baring tank exposed collar’s gleam. Floppy sunhat with oversized bow completed regression uniform. Baby cologne veiled nothing.

Mirror betrayed grotesque puppet. Shorts hiking to silhouette diaper’s mound. Legs quaking under weight of impending ruin.

Elena pressed close from behind. Exhaling authority against nape as she tugged waistband taut. Knuckles dragging padded front.

“Protocol unbreakable. Traverse Willow Park’s spine—dual circuits. Flood on command, twice. Remote surveillance: vibes, mic feed. Close calls? Withstand. Fracture? Demotion to novice sludge.”

Palm crushed pouch. Extorted whimper. Initial seep.

“Fountain rendezvous for breach. Triumph grants Elite Piddle ascent. Collapse invites Mommy’s recalibration.”

Rear portal ejected me into blinding day. Willow Park unfurled—verdant trap encircled by oblivious civilians. Runners in packs. Pram-pushing clusters. Leashed beasts.

Pulse hammered war drums. Shouldered mandated satchel: backup garb, sanitation gear, emergency paci muzzle.

Trail snaked past sculpted turf. Park benches cradled gossiping retirees. Distant swing-set cacophony taunted. Gait minced involuntarily. Shorts whispering against bulk. Every rustle siren in skull.

Breeze toyed with hems. Baring padded flashes to ether.

Initial circuit feigned normalcy. Gravel yielding underfoot. Elena’s drills enforced hip-swaying sashay amid public scrutiny. Bladder knotted tighter. Cage gnawing at rising heat.

Glances pierced. Stroller mom detoured near. Eyes tracing getup.

“Adorable ensemble, sweetie.” Tone ambiguous.

Mortification scalded. Choked “Th-thanks” escaped. Muscles locking against mounting siege.

Directive hissed through concealed earbud. “Compliant. First cue imminent.”

Plug-vibes awakened. Subtle at onset. Infiltrating from within. Park aromas barraged: verdant clippings, cart-sourced grease, loamy decay.

Bike-riding youths streaked by. One catcalled: “Sizzlin’ stems, dollface!” Jeers lingered. Accelerated stride. Padding dampening with terror-sweat.

“Flood one,” she ordered. Tone silken blade.

Vibes escalated. Surgically needling bladder control. Stride shattered. Veered to ancient oak’s flank.

Heat detonated. Scalding deluge saturating channels. Front panel ballooning to distort shorts with shadowed stain. Legs wobbled. Bark shredded under clawing nails. Ragged exhales misting leaves. Bliss infiltrating degradation. Cage pulsing in vain.

Approaching footfalls. Lithe runner, gaze flaring at contortion.

“Need help, sport?”

Gut twisted in near-exposure. Rigidified, piping: “L-laces… tripped me.”

She eyed damp betrayal dubiously. Pressed on, grumbling of overzealous thirst.

Elena’s purr vibrated. “Resilient. Mark one. Invert course.”

Nerves frayed to acid. Sodden heft grinding relentlessly. Contour now blatant. Shorts translucent adhesive.

Picnic clusters loomed. Juvenile yelps deriding procession. Cur snuffled boldly at groin. Yanked away by handler’s chagrin. Violation seared. Plug sloshing in mire.

Sun stewed load into tepid paste. Diuretics conspiring second charge.

Retiree duo ahead. Yarn looping needles.

Elena’s prompt electrified. “Flood two. Mid-path, unshielded.”

Terror crested. No sanctuary. Raw vulnerability.

Vibes surged to psychotic frenzy. Prostate teased to phantom drains. Evacuating without mercy. Clenches availed nothing.

Mid-step, urine erupted in pressurized arcs. Diaper hissing internally. Surplus cascading inner legs in steaming trails. Shorts blackened boldly. Protuberance obscene. Exposure absolute.

Pensioners gawked. Crone’s inhalation piercing.

“Goodness, a mishap?”

Query amplified. Summoning scrutiny. Father with offspring halted. Devices brandished. Onlookers congealed: murmurs, drills of judgment.

Frenzy alchemized to rapture. Cage oozing into torrent. Peak tantalizingly proximate. Yet barred.

Scurried. Brim shielding eyes. Fountain’s gleam salvation.

“Parade executed flawlessly,” Elena exalted. Acclaim narcotic rush. “Fountain hold.”

Slumped against damp stone. Cascade jeering. Her SUV prowled adjacent. Portal flung wide. Stowed like illicit cargo. Satchel discarded.

Leather embraced wreckage. Grasp instant on band.

“Recount.”

Stripping shorts unveiled annihilation: padding maxed, seams splitting, pools forming below.

Gloves assayed deluge. Kneading to expel aftershocks.

“Dual floods, communal witness. Brushes survived. Elite Panty-Wetter conferred.”

Catharsis engulfed. Saline stinging as she navigated return. Palm staking flank. Vibes modulating to languid pulses.

Facility nursery sealed retreat. Changing slab bore nudity. Plug withdrawn amid convulsions. Cage unclasped after eons.

Wipes soothed abraded nerves. Powder sacrament of pardon. Yet she halted at resurgence—rampant, drooling.

“Denial persists,” cautioned. Digits ghosting shaft to crown in torturous glissade. “Merit teases.”

Arched. Mewled. Climax coiling from parade’s crucible: public inundations, voyeuristic assault, spectral dominion.

She ascended slab. Perched astride torso. Skirt ascended to bare lace haven proximal to maw.

“Devour Mommy’s verdict.”

Aroma dominated. Primal command. Descended. Tongue compelled into service. Pelvis rutting void in agony.

Remote reactivated vibes. Syncing prostate throbs to cadence. Pinnacle breached hands-free. Erupted across abdomen. Senses blanking to her crescendo.

Sated, alighted. Purifying before enfolding virgin elite diaper: burlier, pink rank emblems woven in. Chastity resealed with slack for residual spasms.

Collar cinched. Elite plaque appended. Drew to throne-lap. Unlaced milk bottle breaching lips.

“Park procession forged you anew,” murmured. Sway methodical. “Defenses crumbling. Yet midnight probes excavate psyche’s abyss tomorrow. What confessions yield to Mommy’s scrutiny?”

Limp in thrall. Elite padding possessive heat. Reveries reshaped: intensified trials, vigilance perpetual. Craving reignited. Thirsting for incursions as vital breath.


Chapter 11: Mommy's Midnight Inspection

The bottle’s nipple pressed past my lips. Un-laced milk flooded my mouth—creamy, insistent, warm and faintly sweet like forbidden surrender. Elena’s lap cradled me. Her thighs stood unyielding beneath the elite diaper’s fresh bulk, its pink stripes rasping softly against her silk robe with every rock of the chair.

Her fingers threaded through my hair. Not gentle. Possessive. Tugging just enough to anchor me in the dim nursery glow. The afterglow from the park’s edge lingered in my veins—a dull throb, caged loosely now. But her words—“midnight inspections probe psyche’s depths”—coiled tighter than the collar’s new elite tag. Its metal bit my throat like a vow etched in skin.

I suckled mechanically. The rhythm pulled me under. Body limp. Milk pooled heavy in my gut. Her breath stirred the air, lavender undercut by the sharp tang of our shared release. Vibes hummed faint in the mattress below—a dormant threat syncing with my pulse.

Dreams tugged at the edges already. Squadron shadows marching in frills. But her whisper sealed them away. Tension rebuilt, yes. This craving clawed deeper now—less for the dares, more for the unraveling she promised. The probe that would strip not just my padding, but the lies I’d armored my core with.

She eased the bottle free. Thumb tracing my slick lips.

“Drink’s done, Elite. Night falls heavy. Time to bare it all.”

Voice dipped low. Velvet blade sliding under ribs. Chair creaked as she rose, depositing me on unsteady feet. Diaper’s weight shifted with crinkle—echoing like confession in hush.

Led me by collar’s leash. New length, coiled tight around her wrist. To nursery’s heart. Inspection alcove waited. Glimpsed before: padded throne-like chair for her, ringed by mirrors warping reflections into endless vulnerability. Floor scattered with soft restraints disguised as nursery rugs.

Candles flickered to life via remote. Flames casting elongated shadows that danced like specters across walls. Heavy with melting beeswax. And something earthier—her arousal, perhaps. Or mine leaking through cage.

“Strip the sleeper.”

Settled into throne. Legs crossing with deliberate grace. Robe parted slightly, revealing thigh-high stockings clipped to garters. Glimpse of power that hollowed gut.

Hands trembled. Unzipped cadet sleeper. Peeled it down sodden arms and legs. Elite diaper gleamed under candlelight—pristine yet swollen with promise. Naked save for it and collar. Chastity glinting pink-matched. Mirrors multiplied sight: sissified shell. Elite stripes mocking man buried under wettings and whims.

She patted lap.

“Over Mommy’s knee for prelude.”

No spanking this time. Palm flattened against diaper’s front. Pressing firm until bladder clenched in protest. Milk sloshed inside. Diuretic ghosts from earlier days whispering release.

“Feel it build. Inspection starts with truth in padding.”

Fingers kneaded. Clinical yet intimate. Tracing cage’s outline through padding. Heat bloomed low—not just urine, but ache she’d denied so long. Cage loosening enough for twitches. But not escape.

Gasped into rug. Face pressed to plush weave, scented with baby powder and faint piss-stains from prior drills.

“Mommy… it’s coming.”

Shame surged. Visceral as first hot spurt she coaxed out. Soaking elite core in deliberate flood. Mirrors caught it all—sag, spread. Hips bucked involuntarily as she massaged deeper. Robe hiked, baring more skin against side.

“Good boy.”

Murmur threaded hypnosis into air.

“Now, up. Into mirrors.”

Guided to stand before central pane. Hands cuffed loosely to overhead restraints—dangling from ceiling like nursery mobiles gone sinister. Reflection stared back: diaper drooping heavy between thighs. Collar gleaming. Eyes wide with precipice of exposure.

Elena circled behind. Presence heat at back. Fingers unlatching cage with click reverberating through bone. Freedom—partial, mocking—left cock half-hard. Twitching in soaked padding’s embrace.

“Midnight inspection commences.”

Intoned it, dimming all but mirrors’ glow. Voice dropped to rhythmic cadence. Laced with bootcamp triggers—paci-sucks from drills past. Puddle-patrol chants weaving into skull.

“Eyes on reflection, Elite. Breathe deep. In… out… let padding hold you. Mommy sees all fractures now.”

Air thickened. Beeswax smoke curling like fingers into lungs. Hands roamed diaper’s tapes—not changing yet. Probing edges. Thumbs dipping into warm mess, smearing higher.

“Repeat after Mommy: I am Elena’s vessel.”

Breath ghosted ear. Authoritative dark weaving through nerves.

“I… I am Elena’s vessel.”

Voice cracking. Words sank hooks into psyche. Mirrors trapped in triplicate. Wetting elite staring back. Cock stirring fuller against sodden bulk. Tension coiled. Bladder emptying further under press. Now denial’s dam cracked—arousal unbound save for her will.

“Deeper. I crave regression that birthed me.”

Synced palm’s rhythm to breaths. Cupped front fully. Squeezed until pre leaked into flood.

“I crave regression that birthed me.”

Confession tore free. Not from bootcamp. Older scars—childhood bedwettings hidden from Dad’s belt-shadow. Teen nights huddled in shame over stolen diapers from laundry bins. Pulse of vulnerability no gym grind or corner-office chase could bury. Mirrors amplified.

“Again. Louder. Let mirrors hear.”

“I crave the regression that birthed me.”

Voice broke on last word. Tears spilled hot. Body trembled. Cage gone now—cock fully hard, leaking steadily into diaper front. She massaged mess deeper—slow rolls that ground soaked gel against shaft. Friction unbearable.

“Tell Mommy the oldest secret. The one you buried deepest.”

Throat closed. Mirrors reflected shatter: sissy wrecked, diaper flooding, cock straining.

“Age… eight,” choked. “Dad caught me… wet again. Belt. Plastic sheets. Locked in room all night. I… I touched myself after. First time. Came crying into soaked sheet. Never told anyone.”

Silence stretched. Her hand stilled on padding.

“Then?”

“Never stopped wanting… someone to see. To know. To… take it away.”

Palm resumed—harder now. Grinding deliberately.

“Beautiful fracture. Mommy sees it all now.”

Fingers slipped inside diaper front—skin on skin. Wrapped shaft in slow, deliberate stroke. Mess slicked movement. Built fast—too fast.

“Edge for Mommy. No release yet.”

Body obeyed. Hips bucked into fist. Whimpers turned desperate. Edge arrived razor-sharp—body trembling, tears streaking.

She withdrew hand. Left me straining, untouched.

“Confession logged. Now deeper probe.”

Guided to padded bench. Strapped facedown—wrists and ankles secured wide. Rear presented. Diaper tapes peeled back just enough to expose hole.

Probe appeared—slender, vibrating, slick with lube.

“Anal regression trigger test. Hold still.”

Inserted slow. Turned on low. Prostate buzzed immediately. Bladder spasmed. Fresh flood poured into diaper—hot, unstoppable.

She massaged from outside—palm grinding swollen front while probe milked inside.

“Confess again. Why you signed.”

“Because… I need this. Need you. Need… to stop pretending I’m anything else.”

Probe ramped. Hand squeezed harder.

“Edge. Hold it.”

Body shook. Cock leaked steadily—pre-cum stringing downward. Edge hovered—violent, unbearable.

“Now beg for release.”

“Please—Mommy—let me—”

“Not yet.”

Probe twisted. Hand stilled.

“Swear eternal obedience. No more escapes. No more doubt.”

“I swear. Eternal. Yours. Always.”

Probe maxed. Hand resumed—fast, merciless strokes along shaft.

“Come for Mommy. Now.”

Orgasm crashed—silent scream. Body convulsed against straps. Cum erupted in thick ropes—splattering padding, bench, floor. Prostate milked empty. Vision whited. Senses blanked to her voice alone.

She withdrew probe. Wiped clean. Fresh elite diaper taped—thickest yet. Cage relocked with softer ring—“for comfort after fracture.”

Unstrapped. Lifted to throne-lap. Rocked slow.

“Inspection complete. Psyche bared. Elite cemented.”

Kiss to forehead—seal deeper than any collar.

“Sleep now. Tomorrow—squadron simulations. Rivals will test your loyalty.”

Curled against her. Fresh bulk warm badge of surrender. Cage still warm from release. Body trembling with aftershocks.

Sleep came heavy—haunted by confessions, by probe’s buzz, by promise of rivals circling.

And somewhere beneath exhaustion, a small, secret part of me was already starving for the next fracture.


Chapter 12: Squadron Simulations

Her body molded to mine on the alcove chaise. A fortress of silk and steel. The fresh elite diaper’s warmth seeped through us both—like a shared secret pulsing alive.

Vibes hummed faint under the padding. Not demanding yet. Just teasing. They stirred the post-inspection haze where my pledge still echoed raw in my chest.

Elena’s breath feathered my collarbone. Her engraved ring—“Mommy’s Devotee”—bit cool against my skin. It marked the territory her arms now claimed.

Dreams tugged at the edges. Phantom dommes circled like smoke-wraiths. Their voices surrounded rival commands. Jealousy knotted tight in my gut.

Squadron simulations. The words hung. A blade poised above fragile loyalty.

Dawn’s accusatory fingers pried through nursery blinds. They yanked me from fractured sleep into reality sharper than nightmare.

Diaper sagged bloated now. Overnight yields had transformed it into clammy anchor. It ground against thighs with every twitch.

Elena stirred beside me. Hand glided over swollen mound with predatory precision. Fingers tested tapes’ taut strain.

“Rise, Devotee.” Voice gravel-edged velvet, laced with dawn’s authority. “Squadron dawn fractures illusions. Rivals hunger for your fractures.”

Extracted me from chaise with surgical efficiency. Peeled night’s evidence like flawed skin.

Cool air assaulted inflamed mess. Wipes carved sterile fire across groin. Each pass blurred tenderness into exquisite control.

Chastity cage dangled loose from prior mercy. She ratcheted it tighter now. Metallic snick fell like guillotine on fleeting freedom.

Fresh diaper unrolled beneath me. Elite bulk amplified. Stripes embedded with sensor webs ignited crimson pulses beneath her touch.

“Simulation armor.” Intoned words, dusting talc clouds that clawed lungs with saccharine defeat. “Logs every betrayal, every quiver. Pits you against squad’s ghosts.”

Taped implacable. Padding wedged legs into perpetual bow-legged surrender. Waddle scripted before frills descended.

Squadron regalia followed. Pink camo romper riding high to expose taped edges on any bend. Booties rigged with silenced bells, awaiting trigger.

Neural headset vise-gripped skull. Electrodes prickled like buried thorns.

Gaze impaled me. Abyssal mirrors swallowed crimson flush.

“Grid syncs us all.” Spoke low. “I summon phantoms—three shadow Mommies, starved for your crumble. Eclipse them, Lieutenant bars etch flesh. Stumble, cadet chains reclaim you.”

Nursery walls warped as she triggered projectors. Air thickened with ozone hum.

Holographic silhouettes solidified beside throne-chair. Icy blondes and raven predators in gleaming latex. Simulated bulk crinkled with engineered realism. Eyes drilled psychic barbs that twisted spine.

Elena enthroned herself. Remote pulsing in fist. Corporeal dominance eclipsed illusions.

“Squadron, form ranks!”

Voice detonated through headset. Splintered into venomous quartet—hers alpha snarl, others hissing coven of derision.

Knees shattered. Dropped to crawl formation on padded rug. Bells whispered doom.

Holograms echoed posture. Digital diapers rasped in stereo scorn.

“Maggot recruits.” Holo-Mommy One snarled. Pixel-whip lashed air. “Vow deluges or taste lash!”

Blush scorched cheeks. Elite core already gnawed bladder’s frayed gates—from residual loads.

Elena’s real stare shackled me. Lips curled predatory.

“Devotee commands vanguard.” Decreed. “Soak synchronized—endurance trial one: defy surge longest. Yield early, ranks erode.”

Vibes erupted in unison. Phalanx vibration battered padding’s nexus.

Coercion ballooned like inbound squall. Sphincter spasming against inevitable.

Holograms convulsed for show. One capitulating first. Sim-diaper inflated in hyperbolic gouts.

Announcer intoned: “Vera seizes inaugural surge! Elite capitulation: twenty-eight seconds!”

Irrational fury lanced through. Venom for etheric frauds.

Their barbs slithered deep: “Devotee faltering. Mommy’s pet drowns last?”

Two succumbed. Bulk distending. Slosh symphonies engineered to eviscerate.

Frame rioted. Every fiber locking down.

Elena’s private murmur sliced solo: “Mine endures supreme. Etch ownership in denial.”

Fifty-one seconds.

Perspiration lashed temples. Romper plastering slick.

Holo-Three yielded penultimate. Boasting false triumph.

Shattered at fifty-eight. Torrent erupting volcanic. Saturating sensor-web in cascades that flared stripes electric blue.

Diaper bloated triumphant. Scalding bastion drooping low.

Elena’s approval scorched blood.

“Devotee conquers restraint.” Proclaimed. “Phantoms accrue penalties.”

Holograms glitched in simulated fury. Dissolved to static ash as phase one crumbled.

Illusion of mercy shattered. Elena prowled quadruped form. Boot toe prodding engorged seat.

“Adequate opener.” Tone sliced. “Trial two: rivalry relay. Sabotage leaks in puddle gauntlet pursuit.”

Projectors resurrected trio. Digital diapers pristine—yet programmed to hemorrhage.

“Assault circuit!”

Decree fractured choral.

Floor grids materialized. Crib barricades. Changer ramps. Shame-mirrors enforcing grotesque self-audits.

Bells heralded charge. Sodden drag hauling like ballast. Knee-grinds amplifying internal sluice.

Holo-One bolted ahead. Phantom dribbles misting romper in spectral sabotage.

“Vera overruns! Devotee founders in filth!”

Amplified crinkles drowned mine. Heavier dirges of shame.

Hatred surged. Not for ghosts. For scripted theft of her favor.

Elena’s crop ghosted flank. Real sting propelling without quarter.

“Surge, claimant.” Urged. “Outpace or witness coronation.”

Shame-mirror gaped. Image: distended sissy conscript. Azure stripes indicting.

Holo-Two and Three overtook. Digital flourishes mocking pristine amid leaks.

Panic clawed visceral. Vaulted. Chimes frenzied. Padding grinding thighs raw.

Vibes escalated. Extorting dribbles that greased grind.

Eclipsed One at crib breach. Sprawled victorious through final gate. Sloshing laurels.

Elena killed sim. Holograms warping to jeers.

Palm seized jaw. Elevated it.

“Dominion seized.” Noted. “Yet envy corrodes you, Devotee. Phantoms haunt every flicker?”

Truth clawed unsaid. Pixel-glare confessed.

Chuckled abyssal. Quaked marrow.

“Trial three ascends: collective degradation gauntlet.” Continued. “Voice-commanded exposures, timed to deluge. Squad devours fractures.”

Holograms refreshed to virgin padding. Mine denied. Elena’s spite calculated scourge.

Headset hissed: “Expose, squadron! Profoundest regression scar, metered to rupture. Endurance in vulnerability claims supremacy.”

Holo-One led. Tone dripping acid.

“Prom night tux soaked through, groveling for Vera’s bindings!”

Instant swell. Self-sabotage.

Two followed: “Boardroom seep beneath desk, coworkers inhaled ruin!”

Delayed breach. Still feeble.

Three protracted. Chronicling holiday feast fiasco. Mid-reveal bloating.

My sequence.

Elena’s gaze fused mine. Authentic timbre isolated. Cataclysmic intimacy.

“Unveil authentic, possession.” Commanded. “Outendure shades—excavate abyss reserved for me.”

Gullet constricted. Vibes gnawing subterranean.

“College closets hid mattress stains, yellowed secrets begging exposure.” Initial leak menaced.

“Secret shipments of padding under professional slacks, shame encasing locked throbs in meetings.”

Holo-taunts bayed. Forged on. Syllables hemorrhaging as flood loomed.

“Public park rupture forged me—crowd-veiled release climaxing denial, yet your probes unearthed infantile origins: crib-yearnings for Mommy’s yoke.”

Fracture at eighty-seven seconds. Deluge raging. Alarms shrieking capacity.

Elena aborted sim in torrent’s zenith.

“Devotee sovereign.” Proclaimed. Shades imploding to void. “Raw exposure pulverizes pretenders.”

Gasping prone. Hyper-saturated mass immobilized.

Envy alchemizing to ravenous monopoly. Specters presumed to siphon dominion. Directives.

Solely I endured tangible caresses. Purges. Murmurs.

Descended. Remote silencing quake. Fingertips mapping drenched perimeter.

“Sense transmutation?” murmured. “Envy hones talon.”

Nod raw. Rasp emergent.

“Illusions.” Managed. “Your floods alone govern me.”

Grin honed lethal. Omen veiled.

“Climax trial: squadron Armageddon.” Rose. “Saturation siege—padding to rupture. Survive intact, Lieutenant incarnate.”

Nursery metastasized into phantom garrison. Bunk trenches. Mock latrines. Parade turf.

Holograms reemerged. Hyper-bulked sim-diapers aglow.

Elena ascended seat-citadel. Thighs crossed imperious. Remote enslaving quartet.

“Endurance ordained.” Boomed. “Unyielding floods. Initial rupture burdens cadre. Mommy’s legion, drown for glory!”

Vibes locked catatonic max. Sadistic cadence pummeling like barrage howitzers.

Holo-One ruptured inaugural. Diaper fissioning pixels. Wail scripted: “Vera’s pawn perforates!”

Sensors shunted “yield” virtual. Imperceptibly taxing core. Ghostly ballast ridiculing fealty.

Two imploded next. Shame-loop reciting as sim detonated: “Corporate capitulation cycles!”

Phantom surcharge swelled mine insidious.

Three resisted fiercest of shades. Shattering operatic. Augmenting load.

Persevered. Sinews fibrillating. Prior exposures reverberating cranial.

Elena’s tangible scrutiny unblinking. Timbre private lightning: “Mine prevails. Envy incinerates interlopers.”

Deluge cascaded. Romper drenched. Bells muted in tidal roar.

Padding groaned. Crimson maxed. Sirens isolating ordeal.

Holo-echoes rallied ghosts. Crop landed authentic. Flank welt blooming.

“Rupture claimed.” Snapped. “Annihilate field.”

Crisis.

Peak flood sovereign. Integrity defiant. Designed supremacy.

Shades verified extinction. Mine endured paramount saturation.

Elena surged. Projectors extinguishing to abyss.

Levered vertical. Tapes shredding. Cataclysm sluicing shank-ward. Steaming puddles claiming rug.

Reverence wipes ensued. Cage unshackled for audit. Agonized pulse granted gauntleted coax. Ascending precipice—then cliffhanger denial.

“Exceeded.” Affirmed. “Envy tempered to fealty steel.”

Renewed padding: Lieutenant archetype. Auric elites denser. Seals ripping decretal.

Romper transmuted to command ruffles. Capes. Aiguillettes in blush tyranny. Collar ascending to Lieutenant leash-jangle.

Paci harnessed thereto. Enforced by digit.

“Sissy Lieutenant forged.” Declared. “Shadows pulverized.”

Frame vibrated in edged rapture. Novel bulk searing proprietary.

Envy persisted. Toxin to crucible blaze. Lashed possessive to singularity.

Summoned to throne-lap. Phial primed. Diuretic venom now.

“Squadron ratified fealty.” Words sealed. “Abyss dares beckon—mall forays where mortal gazes stalk Lieutenant betrayals.”

Lips clamped nipple. Draught invading with alchemical bite.

Reveries igniting: thronged arcades. Dictate unleashing amid unwitting multitudes.

What forays would assay this honed monopoly?

Nursery stilled. Palm undulating padded throne languid. Vibes preluding torment.

Lieutenant insignia exalted. Yet avarice gnawed: no specters, no usurpers. Solely Elena’s perpetual suzerainty.


Chapter 13: Dare Three: Mall Mess Mission

The milk surged down my throat. Thick. Insistent. Each swallow dragged the diuretic’s subtle fire deeper into my core. A slow ignition bloomed behind my navel.

Elena’s hand rocked steady on the elite diaper’s lieutenant-striped bulk. Vibes thrummed their prelude rhythm—low, insidious. Tension coiled into the chastity cage like barbed wire tightening.

Her throne-lap held me captive. The jingling chain of my new collar clinked with every shift. Officer frills bunched under my chin.

Dreams flickered unbidden: echoing mall corridors, fluorescent glare slicing through crowds, her voice a phantom whisper commanding release amid oblivious stares.

Possessiveness gnawed sharper now. Not just against sim-rivals. The world itself—its prying eyes a threat to this sacred regression she owned.

She withdrew the bottle with a wet pop. Thumb tracing my slick lips. Then she sealed them around the paci clipped to the chain.

“Swallow it down, Lieutenant,” she said. “That lace will prime you for tomorrow’s mission. Crowds thicker than squad sims. Real risks where leaks could betray everything.”

Voice dipped to velvet blade. Eyes locked mine in the nursery’s hush.

“Navigate the mall in frillier camouflage—sissy hints under street guise. Wet on my command. Change in the family restroom while I guide every squirm. Survive, and elite status hardens. Falter, and lieutenant stripes dissolve.”

Tongue worked the paci instinctively. Rubber bulb swelled my mouth into compliant silence.

Inside, terror clawed up from the diuretic churn. A black wave crashing against the glory of her claim.

The padding warmed already. Vibes pulsed like a heartbeat syncing to her words.

No phantoms here. This was flesh-and-blood peril. Strangers’ glances—potential shatter points for the sissy I’d forged under her.

Yet that gnaw twisted euphoric. Her command the only anchor in the storm.

Sleep claimed me ragged. Crib rails bit shoulders through the night. Floods built and released in half-waking obedience. The elite bulk sagged heavier by dawn. Tapes strained against lieutenant bulk.

Morning light stabbed through nursery blinds. Elena’s silhouette loomed as she unlocked the crib.

Hands moved like clinical steel. Peeled the sodden diaper with efficient rips. Cool wipes dragged over raw skin. Chastity twitched under inspection.

“Messy lieutenant,” murmured. Powdering thick. Then taping on the mission elite—thicker still. Reinforced for public strain. Pink lieutenant bars embroidered bolder. A subtle crinkle-hint under clothing.

Dressed me in frillier disguise: loose joggers over sissy-short bloomers peeking at ankles. Pastel hoodie masking the romper’s lace collar. Epaulets tucked, but chain dangling just visible. Sneakers hid ruffled socks. The bulk forced a toddler waddle. She approved with a crop-tap to my thigh.

“Earpiece in. Phone silenced. My app live. No removal.”

Fitted the wireless bud deep. Breath hot against ear.

“Mission parameters: Enter south mall entrance. Acquire three items—diaper pins from craft store, baby oil from pharmacy, frilly bow from accessory kiosk. Wet twice on voice cue. Check-ins every fifteen. Changing station at hour’s end, family restroom by fountain. Leak visibly? Demotion. Beg for bailout? Regression reset.”

Crop cracked padded rear. Propelled toward facility’s hidden exit.

Service van idled. Tinted windows veiled reflection: hooded figure with faint chain gleam. Joggers tented by elite swell.

Heart hammered visceral. Ribs caging trapped storm.

Van deposited two blocks from sprawling mall. Concrete jungle pulsing with Saturday throng.

Doors whooshed open to fluorescent assault. Air thick with pretzel grease and synthetic perfume. Chatter battered like accusations.

Waddle amplified in elite padding’s grip. Each step crinkled faint under joggers. Vibes dormant but poised.

Crowds parted unconsciously around bulk’s sway. Harried dad with coffee mug veered wide. Double-take snagged on chain’s glint.

Terror surged. Metallic tang flooding mouth around phantom paci.

Elena’s voice crackled soft in bud: “First check-in. Describe.”

“Entered south doors,” muttered into collar mic. Voice pitched low amid escalator din. “Crowds heavy. Bulk… noticeable.”

Diuretic pressure mounted. Bladder an insistent balloon swelling against cage.

“Good boy. Craft store, pins first. Hold.”

Tone brooked no flood yet. Vibes flickered alive. Teasing buzz grinding against caged ache. Forced stifled gasp into sleeve.

Storefront loomed: bolts of fabric. Beads glittering like judgmental eyes.

Clerk—mid-forties, bored—eyed approach. Nostrils flaring subtle at powder-tinged scent.

“Help you?”

“Pins. Diaper pins, large.”

Words tumbled mortified. Face burning as she rummaged without blink. Plastic pack sliding across counter.

Gaze dipped to joggers’ crotch sag. Smirked?

Handed payment with trembling fingers. Joggers rustling betraying. Fled clutching bag.

Vibes ramped to throb. Milking pre-spurt warmth into padding. Thighs slicking instant.

“Progress,” Elena purred. “Pharmacy next. Wetting cue in five. Feel it build. Describe clerk’s stare.”

“Pharmacy aisle,” hissed. Weaving past stroller brigade. “She… suspected.”

Mall arteries clogged tighter. Teens clustering with vape haze. Families hauling bags that mocked hidden load.

Pharmacy reeked of antiseptic promise. Shelves stocked with adult continence aids leering at elite surrender.

Baby oil bottle grabbed hasty. But at register, line: elderly man ahead, fumbling coins. Rheumy eyes drifting to hooded form. Lingering on chain’s jingle.

“Nice necklace, kid,” grunted. “Military?”

“Lieutenant.”

Choked it out. Vibes surging vicious now. Bladder clenching futile against diuretic tide. Pre-warmth beading at tapes.

Cue hissed like venom: “Release now. Slow flood, Lieutenant. Eyes on you—own it.”

Warmth gushed unbidden. Elite padding blooming hot and heavy between thighs. Sagging joggers’ crotch into obscene swell. Faint dark patch at seam.

Knees buckled micro. Face contorting as man shuffled away oblivious. Clerk scanning oil with neutral beep.

Nose wrinkled. Head tilting.

Soaked bulk chafed with every waddle out. Wetness seeping sticky up spine.

Possessiveness flaring wild. This shame hers alone. Not theirs to dissect.

“Check-in,” demanded amid fountain splashes nearby. Water mocking leaks.

“Wet. Heavy, leaking edges. Accessory kiosk next.”

Voice cracked. Arousal tenting chastity painfully against sodden confines. Joggers chafing raw.

Her laugh rippled dark. “Bow for Mommy’s lieutenant. Strangers notice yet? Report patch.”

Kiosk swirled with ribbons. Vendor—pierced twenty-something—leaning in. Eyes raking ankles’ ruffle peek.

“What’re you crafting, cutie? That hoodie’s adorable—hiding a costume? Smells like… baby time?”

Frills itched exposed under scrutiny. Bulk squishing audible to ears alone. Vibes drilling denial into fractured nerves.

“Bow. Pink, frilly.”

Fingers fumbled selection. Gaze sharpening on crotch shadow.

“Baby shower project?” fished. Handing change with knowing wink. Leaning closer to sniff.

“Training,” rasped.

Fleeing as second cue dropped like guillotine: “Flood harder. Saturate to breaking. Let them smell.”

Legs trembled mid-stride through food court gauntlet. Second deluge erupting volcanic.

Padding maxing into swampy weight. Pinning thighs rubbing slick. Ammonia tang wafting sharp now.

Cluster of moms nearby chattered over smoothies. One head snapping up. Nostrils flaring. Whisper rippling: “Did you smell that?”

Terror peaked. Psyche fracturing under fluorescent inquisition. Knees near buckling.

Kid pointed: “Mommy, he smells like pee!”

Euphoria cracked through raw. Elena’s voice threading chaos. Her claim euphoric lifeline.

Craved shatter. Her reconstruction.

Bag clutched like lifeline—pins, oil, bow. Waddled to benches by central fountain. Crowds swirling oblivious predators. One teen snickering at sway.

“Items secured,” whispered. Sweat beading. “Soaked twice. Visible patch. Smelled.”

“Family restroom, east wing. Enter. Lock. Strip on my mark—no mercy for leaks.”

Guidance sharpened to razor. Vibes maxing to edge torment. Forcing micro-spurts with every step.

Restroom door yielded to family code. Cavernous space with changing table bolted wide. Mirrors merciless, amplifying crotch stain.

Heart thundered seismic as lock clicked. Joggers shoved down. Revealing elite ruin: lieutenant stripes darkened sodden. Tapes peeling at edges. Chastity glistening trapped amid yellowed gel.

Bloomer frills clung damp. Romper lace wilted. Reek billowing thick.

“Table up,” Elena commanded. “Describe exposure—the shame in detail.”

“Stripped to diaper. Soaked through, leaking tapes. Mirrors show… lieutenant catastrophe, stain on joggers.”

Fingers shook on tapes. Ripping free to air ammonia storm mingled with powder’s ghost.

“Wipe front to back, meticulous. Powder heavy. Oil the cage till it begs.”

Voice paced each motion. Intimate puppeteer.

“Feel Mommy’s eyes through glass—strangers outside hear crinkles?”

Wipes dragged cold fire over inflamed skin. Each pass wrenching humiliated twitches from cage. Arousal denied in script. Moans stifled against sleeve.

Powder puffed clouding stall like surrender fog. Oil slicking steel prison into gleaming torment. Fingers slipping on swell.

New elite diaper unrolled. Thickest yet. Mission reinforcements with leak guards and odor-block liners. Positioned trembling under me. Fresh tapes sealing with desperate rips.

“Tape left first. Pull vicious snug.”

Vibes synced to rhythm. Buzzing savage as tapes locked authoritative. Fresh bulk reclaiming hips like armored reclamation.

Romper readjusted. Bloomers tugged up. Joggers masking anew.

Stain lingered faint. Mirrors reflecting change: sissy lieutenant reborn mid-mall. Her voice the forge hammering dread to devotion.

Mission clock ticked. Hour elapsed. Bladder already twitching anew.

“Exit protocol: Fountain bench, photo proof of fresh tapes.”

Emerging. Bulk pristine but memory scorching.

Dad with toddler glanced. Toddler pointing gleeful at waddle. “Baby walk! Stinky baby!”

Laughter knifed deep. Whispers trailing.

Elena’s praise flooded electric: “Survived, Lieutenant. Elite cemented despite sniffers. Return to van point—crawl if you must.”

Exit blurred in adrenaline haze. Strangers’ brushes electric.

Shoulder bump from shopper jolted fresh dribble. Eyes boring on chain and stain. Outright “freak” hissed from passing teens. Security guard’s distant glance sharpening.

Each terror-blast birthing euphoric submission. Psyche alchemizing public scorn to worship.

Van doors sealed sanctuary. Driver Elena’s proxy vanishing me back. Bulk sagging traitorously en route.

Facility nursery swallowed. Elena waiting throne-perched. Crop idle but eyes devouring.

“Report—every glance, every whiff.”

Bag spilled treasures at feet: pins glinting, oil gleaming, bow fluttering like captured shame.

Inspected slow. Nodding.

Then hauled to lap. Peeling joggers for verification. Nose inches from faint stain.

Fresh bulk passed muster. Hand cupping possessive. Thumb pressing lieutenant bars till whimpered.

“Peak dare conquered. No full exposure, but edges bled truth. Terror transmuted?”

Words choked raw. Body quaking.

“Terror… birthed this. Voices in wild, smells betraying—your cue the lifeline. Elite… yours forever, leaks and all.”

Crop tapped approving. Tracing chain.

“Status cements. Craving consolidation next—freedom tempted to test if chains hold.”

Bottle offered. Laced absent. Pure milk sealing vow amid shuddering breaths.

Body sagged into her. Bulk warm badge of survival. Possessiveness now blade-honed devotion.

Dreams stirred: unlocked days, chores tempting escape, her intimate rewards binding tighter.

What temptations would probe this elite forge?

Nursery dimmed. Rocking lulling. Chain jingling soft.

Lieutenant glory burned. But consolidation loomed—her ultimate claim.


Chapter 14: Craving Consolidation

The milk’s purity flooded my throat. No diuretic fire this time—a rare mercy. It pooled heavy in my belly, like liquid chains binding the mall’s euphoric terror into something solid. Unyielding.

Elena’s lap cradled the elite diaper’s lieutenant-striped bulk. Her palm cupped it with possessive weight. Fingers splayed wide, claiming every padded inch. Nursery lamps cast elongated shadows across padded floors. Collar chain jingled faintly with each sway—a metallic whisper echoing the consolidation she had promised. Freedom tempted. Chains tested. Her crop lay idle across the armrest. Leather tip brushed frilled sleeve. Dormant threat.

Her voice sliced the hush. Low. Probing.

“You’ve forged elite through public floods and stranger stares. Now reflection tempers the blade. Tomorrow, consolidation: a day unlocked. No locks, no vibes, no direct commands. Chores in full regalia. Facility yours to roam. Escape tempts at every door. Return by dusk—or bootcamp fractures.”

Pulse stuttered against her thigh. Chastity cage throbbed dull beneath fresh diaper. Unlocked. Word clawed at buried fragments of old self—the man who signed up in bedwetting shame. Not this lieutenant sissy, leaks paraded under mall lights. Freedom’s ghost stirred. Cold draft through nursery’s sealed warmth. Talc-scented. Her faint jasmine dominance. Yet her palm’s heat anchored me. Bulk between legs? Warm reminder of floods guided by her voice alone.

She eased me from lap. Stood to tower in silk robe. Fabric whispered against curves like conspirator.

“Strip to regalia now. Sleep in anticipation.”

Fingers unclasped collar chain. Left engraved band—Mommy’s Devotee—permanent bite at throat. No crib tonight. Led to alcove cot. Sheets crisp and powdered. Then left me to night’s churn.

Dawn bled gray through high windows. Air thick with facility’s isolation. No traffic hum. No neighbor echoes. Just remote sprawl Elena commanded.

Woke to elite diaper’s familiar heft. Drier than expected. Heavy with night’s subtle seep. Chastity loose in cage—no vibes’ torment. No locks clicked as rose. Nursery door hung ajar. Invitation laced with peril.

Reflection in vanity mirror halted me. Lieutenant frills cascaded from puffed sleeves. Diaper stripes peeked from ruffled shorts. Booties laced high on stockinged calves. Powder residue clung to thighs—talc ghost of cleanings past.

Chores. Her list waited on vanity. Penned in precise script: Kitchen scrub, laundry fold, garden weed, library dust. All in regalia. Unlocked.

Outside lay gravel paths to outbuildings. Perimeter fence distant but real. Gates perhaps unlatched in this test. Heart hammered. Ribs caged bird desperate to bolt—back to world without diapers, without crop’s kiss. But bulk rasped with each step. Frills bounced like traitors. Announcing sissy march.

Kitchen first. Down corridor’s polished oak. Booties padding soft on cold tile. Room gleamed sterile. Counters vast for one stern Mommy’s domain. Sink piled with porcelain—cups rimmed faint lipstick, plates from solitary suppers.

Soap suds foamed under hands. Bending stretched diaper taut. Tapes straining as pressure built low in gut. No command to wet. No vibes enforcing. Just me. Suds’ chill splash mirrored sweat prickling frilled collar.

Freedom whispered. Slip out back door. Trek to road two miles off. Clothesline held her robes—adult garb, shapeless enough to flee in. Fingers trembled on saucer. Suds dripping pink from frill cuffs.

No.

Thought lodged like hook. Pulled back. Her voice in mall—guiding flood amid echoing chatter—hadn’t just commanded. Hollowed me. Filled void with her alone. Scrubbed harder. Knuckles whitening. Diaper’s bulk swaying heavy now. Insistent nudge toward release.

Spurt escaped unbidden. Warm. Shameful against chastity steel. Soaking padding’s core. No audience. No praise. Just kitchen’s indifferent gleam. Reflecting flushed cheeks. Frills wilted damp.

Chores dragged. Each bend and reach teased wetness wider. But back door stayed shut. Handle untouched.

Laundry next. Mudroom’s industrial washers hummed empty. Her linens tumbled in—silk robes, used diapers bundled discreet. Faint ammonia tang rose with steam.

Folding tested. Each elite bulk laid flat. Tapes aligned. Stripes pristine for inspections. Own soaked padding squelched softly. Thighs chafing slick. Sensation visceral pull toward regression’s pit.

Perimeter path visible through window. Gravel crunching under imagined boots—not mine in booties. But free man’s stride. Temptation coiled. Serpent-tight. Stuff pockets with robe. Scale low fence. Vanish into pines. Lieutenant rank. Mall survival. Why chain further?

Hands shook folding fresh diaper. Powder puff clouded air. Like surrender’s fog. Pressed it to nose. Inhaled deep. Cloying baby scent flooded memories of intimate cleanings. Gloved hands parting thighs. Clinical hunger. Groan escaped. Chastity straining futile against growing wet warmth.

No escape. Chores bound tighter than locks. Waddled on. Frills swishing. Bulk sagging lower.

Garden called under midday sun. Facility’s heart—walled plot of herbs and roses. Elena’s private Eden.

Weeding on knees ground dirt into booties. Thorns snagged frills like accusatory fingers. Sun baked diaper’s outer shell. Turned inner flood to tepid stew. Chastity cage slick with betrayal.

Sweat trickled down spine. Pooling at tapes’ edges. Threatening leaks. Fence loomed close here. Slats loose enough to squeeze through. Road’s promise hazy line beyond.

Old self screamed. Run. Reclaim manhood from padded hell. Visions flashed: job, apartment, nights dry and alone. No Mommy’s lap. No crop’s sting.

Roses’ thorns bit palms. Blood welling tiny as shame’s pinpricks. Elena’s jasmine lingered on air—imagined or real. Twisting scream to whimper.

Wet again. Deliberate this time. Release flooding hot, unresisted. Padding swelling to capacity. Booties sinking in muddied kneel.

Freedom’s gate blurred through tears. Not flight. Fracture. Who was I without her? Bedwetter ghost, relapsed and rootless. Here, in regalia’s crinkle and bulk’s embrace, bloomed perverse under her shadow.

Library last. Outbuilding’s oak doors unlocked as promised. Dust motes danced in sun shafts. Shelves groaned with tomes—psychology thicks on submission, regression erotica leather-bound, contracts of past graduates yellowed.

Dusted slowly. Each shelf a mirror of descent. Fingers lingered on one volume: “Total Power Exchange: Case Studies in Irreversible Surrender.” Opened it. Skimmed testimonials eerily similar to my own—fractured men who never left. One line underlined in red ink: “The final chain is the one he forges himself.”

Closed book. Chest tight. Looked out window toward fence. Then back at shelves. At my reflection in glass—frilled, padded, collared.

Returned to main house. Chores complete. Sun low. Dusk approaching.

Stood in nursery doorway. Elena waited on throne-chair. No crop. No remote. Just quiet expectation.

“Kneel.”

Dropped. Knees sank into rug. Crawled to her feet. Head bowed.

“Report.”

“Chores finished. Doors open. Fence close. Tempted… every moment.”

Voice small.

“But stayed.”

Silence stretched.

“Why?”

Swallowed. Truth rose like flood I could no longer fight.

“Because alone I’m nothing. Wet sheets. Shame. Emptiness. Here… I’m yours. Floods have purpose. Pain has meaning. Denial… feels like love.”

Tears spilled. Hot tracks down cheeks.

She leaned forward. Cupped chin. Lifted gaze.

“Consolidation complete.”

No praise. No punishment. Just truth.

“Tomorrow advanced forging. But tonight… reward for voluntary chains.”

Lifted me to lap. No bottle. No paci. Just rocking. Hand slipped beneath romper. Cupped fresh bulk—still damp from garden release.

Fingers worked slow circles over front. Ground padding against cage. Built deliberately. No rush. No edge-tease. Just steady pressure until body trembled.

“Release when ready. No command. Your choice.”

First voluntary orgasm since signing. Slow-building. Deep. Hips rocked into her palm. Breath hitched. Cock pulsed against bars. Cum leaked in thick, helpless spurts—coating inner liner, soaking fresh gel. No violence. No denial. Just quiet, earned emptying.

She held me through aftershocks. Rocked slower.

“Chains hold because you chose them.”

Kiss to forehead. Soft seal.

“Sleep now. Forging dawns tomorrow. You are ready.”

Curled against her. Fresh bulk warm with own release. Body heavy with peace I had not felt since childhood.

Sleep came deep. No dreams of escape. Only her voice—soft, eternal—promising deeper drills.

And for the first time, I did not fear them.

I craved them.


Chapter 15: Elite Sissy Forging

The nursery lamps flickered low. Their amber glow pooled like molten honey across padded floors. Shadows stretched long from Elena’s throne. There I sagged against her, chin slick with milk dribble. The echo of my ragged love declaration hung thick in the jasmine-scented air.

Her thighs still framed my trembling form. The elite diaper’s lieutenant stripes sodden and heavy between my legs. Chastity cage throbbing with the ghost of denied release. Plug’s absence left a hollow ache. Vibes silenced. Her crop idle across the armrest like a sentinel blade.

“Reflection tempers,” she murmured, voice a velvet rasp threading through the dim hush.

“Elite Sissy Forging dawns—custom drills to dissolve old ghosts fully.”

Dreams clawed at the edges as sleep dragged me under. Visions fractured into custom-stitched frills that bound my limbs like living restraints. Endurance floods surged without mercy. Obedience poses twisted my body into monuments of her will.

What forges would melt this romantic chain into eternal steel?

Sterile white light blasted from overhead panels. It ripped me from fractured sleep into the crib’s iron grip—her doing, seamless in the night.

Diaper bulk shifted with a sodden crinkle as I stirred. Overnight seepages clung warm and insistent. Cage a barbed constant.

Elena loomed at the crib’s foot. Forged in black latex corset that gleamed like liquid night. Thigh-high boots stamping authority. Hair coiled tight as a whip’s handle. She cradled a garment bag heavy with lace, its contents whispering promises of tailored torment.

“Up, Lieutenant.”

Snapped the words, unlatching the gate with a steel click that drilled into my spine. Kohl-rimmed eyes impaled me. Stripping away any lingering adult facade.

Lurched to knees. Padding drooping obvious. Gloved palm offered like a chain—not nurturing. Pure command.

Marched me to the changing station. Mirrors encircled like a coliseum of judgment. Every angle primed to flay dignity.

Ozone bit the air from fresh leather and buzzing ink. Tools arrayed surgical: steaming wipes, powder shakers, tattoo gun idling with predatory hum.

Bladder fluttered under diuretic ghosts. Locked it down. Pulse a war drum.

“Strip inspection.”

Yanked the nightie over my head in one merciless tug. Baring the lieutenant-striped diaper, translucent against pale skin.

Mirrors cloned wreckage—thighs bracketed by swollen padding. Cage straining futile. Gaze shattered in endless reflections.

Shame knifed deep. Ribs crushed. Yet her nearness twisted it into hunger. Resistance unraveling filament by filament.

Tapes ripped free with clinical brutality. Cool air shocked exposed flesh.

Wipes dragged long and invasive. Gloved tips probing cage bars. Nail scraping the lock to spark lightning through core.

“Old self festers,” she hissed, breath scorching navel. “We’ll cauterize it.”

No powder mercy—only after total yield.

Unveiled the garment bag. Petticoats in shimmering violet tulle, rigid with concealed stays to enforce sissy sway. Bodice corset threaded in silver runes spelling “Mommy’s Forge.” Bloomers fringed in black ostrich plumes that rasped like accusations.

The diaper was paramount—elite elite. Quilted labyrinth of channels for directed deluge. Etched with anvil, hammer, shackle icons.

Dressing commenced relentless.

Corset crushed waist to fragility.

Petticoats erupted in humiliating dome that hissed with movement.

Bloomers clamped over fresh padding. Plumes grazing thighs like phantom lashes.

Pinafore apron bound unbreakable at back.

Mirrors sealed verdict—a porcelain puppet. Frills sculpted to exaggerate every padded swell. Every tremor.

Fists balled at sides. Craving cover. Crop lifted chin.

“Confront the forge. Witness rebirth.”

Drill one erupted: controlled cataclysms.

Planted me at mirrors’ nexus. Knees fused. Arms rigid in T—Obedience Crucifix.

Diaper vibes ignited. Bass pulse merging with veins. Tattoo gun snarling to life in her grip.

“Deluge on order, staunch between. Ten rounds. Falter, ink etches permanent.”

Bladder rioted instantly. Milk sludge churning within.

“Mommy—”

Crop lashed feather-trimmed thigh. Fire exploding stars.

“Execute. Deluge.”

Forced it. Flood erupting hot into channels. Precision warmth radiating contained.

Mortification warped to ecstasy as bulk inflated. Petticoats arching faint.

Mirrors devoured: face ablaze. Mouth agape in mute wail. Plumes shivering.

“Adequate.”

Growled it. Needle plunging inner thigh above padding—henna-black “E” searing skin with vibration fury.

Agony fused vibes’ surge. Cage convulsing. Arousal a noose tightening.

“Staunch.”

Seized control. Stream severed. Bladder a molten fist.

Vibes ramped merciless. Courting oblivion.

Sweat lashed face. Soaking pinafore. Reflections etching torment—limbs stone. Plumes quaking. Mark gleaming raw.

“Deluge.”

Second wave ravaged. Diaper groaning under load. Heat snaking channels to rear reservoir.

Glove seized dome. Squeezing dominion. Latex slicking fabric.

“Profounder abdication.”

Breathed it. Needle carving opposite hip—“FORGED”—bite anchoring me to abyss.

Autonomy’s specter—suits, decisions—splintered against grip. Body betraying into arch despite sting.

Rounds dissolved into haze: deluge, staunch, etch.

At five, stance splintered. Thighs a canvas of conquest—flame serpents coiling shins. Shackle bands encircling pelvis.

Vibes hammered denial’s precipice. Essence weeping useless into padding.

Shame fractured to revelation. That signing fool? Vaporized. Eclipsed by this plumed, scarred thrall craving her decree.

“Reposition.”

Barked at seven. Crop herding to quadruped—Crawling Forge.

Petticoats domed triumphant. Bulk hauling sodden between knees. Marks pulsing vibes’ tempo.

“Cataclysm on circuit. Circle station. Zero leaks.”

Crawling commenced. Mirrors twisting into infinite sissy legion. Plumes scouring floors laced with shame-musk.

“Deluge.”

Torrent geysered. Slosh echoing per crawl.

Boot prodding flanks to vise-tight loops. Gun hovering.

Needle impaled mid-lurch. Scripting “ELITE” over bloomers’ peek on lower back. Jolt arcing to spine.

Staunch wrenched brutal. Vibes cresting orgasmic threat.

Sob crushed into padding as I gripped. Orbiting devoted.

Ten crushed capacity. Channels breaching in sly rivulets down scarred thighs. Plumes sodden.

Elena yanked collar chain. Forcing Prostrate Obedience—brow ground. Haunches skyward. Petticoats splayed capitulation.

Mirrors crowned zenith: flesh branded slick. Bulk grotesque and rigid. Visage will-shattered.

“Sovereign fusion completes.”

Intoned it. Gun discarded.

Latex form mounted elevated rear. Mass absolute dominion.

Gloves sundered petticoats. Mauling drenched mound with pulverizing rolls. Vibes harmonizing her cadence.

“Internalize forge. Antiquity incinerates.”

Digits probed welts. Grinding tender. Corset bosom grazing spine. Jasmine suffocating. Inferno bleeding layers.

Wail tore into floorboards. Cage a vise of anguish. Lust inferno her rule stoked.

Tease alone—hips gyrating conquest. Burying deeper in bulk.

“Implore erasure.”

Exacted it. Crop stinging scarred flank.

“Mommy, obliterate me.”

Shattered. Voice gravel. Mirrors snaring tear-tracks.

“Antiquities eradicated—your forge, your shell absolute.”

Truth hemorrhaged. Recruit, lieutenant, man—incinerated cinders. Elena reigned. Edict. Essence.

Roll accelerated. Glove delving to toy cage latch tauntingly. Vibes peaking torment symphony.

Ruin crested. Frame seizing beneath. Yet she froze. Granting only crush of form.

“Denied. Ascension precedes.”

Dismounted silken. Retrieving rank plaque—gold “Elite Sissy Soldier.” Forged chain to collar.

Mirrors beheld pinning to pinafore. Crop saluting with whistle.

“Ascend, Soldier. Forged consummate.”

Knees buckled rising. Bulk sloshing seismic. Brands throbbing oaths. Frills resettling.

Reflection reborn: antiquity erased. Solely her elite—scarred, pliant.

Glove seized chin. Thumb invading lips.

“Drills conquered. Ultimate outing rises—public pyre broadcasting your alloy.”

Bladder spasmed terminal rebellion. Leak spurting unchecked. Drenching plumes.

Yet humiliation alchemized to zeal in her stare.

Visions ignited as throne milk beckoned: fetish coliseums pulsing scrutiny. Regalia bared brazen. Orchestrated deluges beneath her baton.

What spectacle infernos would alloy this soldier perpetual?

Nursery thrummed portent. Palm kneading elite soldier bulk languid. Chain tolling oath.

Forging consummated. Yet outing menaced—her sovereignty proclaimed universal.


Chapter 16: The Ultimate Outing Dare

The reward milk cascaded down my throat. Thick, silken pulses. Its heat settled deep, like quicksilver forging the fresh brands into my marrow.

Elena’s throne enveloped me tighter. Gloved fingers laced at my nape. She hauled my elite soldier bulk against the iron rigidity of her corseted frame. Nursery lamps fractured amber light across padded walls. The collar chain yanked taut with each gulp—a vital cord fusing my rhythm to her dominion.

Bladder spasmed around that leaked betrayal. Feathers sodden and adhesive. But her palm ground into the padded crest with calculated drags. Inflating the urgency into a phantom stadium chant roaring through my blood. Forging locked in place. Yet the outing’s blaze already scorched my horizons.

She withdrew the bottle. Thumb smearing the milk bead from my lip in a claim that pierced like territory staked.

“Steel hardens under eyes,” she purred. Voice a silken razor parting the jasmine fog.

Her other hand hooked the elite diaper’s waistband. Yanking lieutenant stripes drum-tight. The snap detonated like a flare gun.

“Rig for revelation. The arena hungers for its champion.”

Limbs uncurled shaky beneath me. Crinkles crackling as she steered me to the changing altar. Mirrors spawned legions of my frilled capitulation: tattoos iridescent beneath translucent organza pinafore, feathers darkened by leak-medals unfurling proud.

She peeled the drenched mass with surgical detachment. Chilled wipes ignited trails over sensitized flesh. Chastity cage winked cruel as she dusted the inflamed void.

Replacement elite soldier diaper clamped on—bulked denser for the gauntlet. Shell stitched with her initials in pulsing crimson filament. Layered atop: petticoats erupting in militant white flounces. A micro sissy frock of mirrored vinyl-pink grazed upper thighs, flaunting the padded mass. Garter-stockinged legs. Bell-chiming mary janes. Bonnet’s lace shroud diffused reality into obedient mist.

Chain clattered as she buckled the service yoke to my waist. Drink slots and toy bays swayed like indictments.

Pulse hammered anvil-hard against sternum. A feral ram battering bone. Her crop skimmed the frock’s fringe, hiking it for audit. Exposure gnawed upward—not nursery-confined mortification, but abyssal, tidal. Multitudes poised to devour me entire.

Yet threaded through surged that alchemized glory. A venomous ecstasy straining the cage. Her etchings rendering me indestructible.

“Reservoir charged,” she decreed. Glove slamming the virgin padding until desperation flowered acute. “Spill to signal tonight. Circulate flawless.”

Subterranean garage devoured us. Her obsidian van prowled eager. Smoked panes barricaded the exterior abyss.

Dropped to knees in the hold. Yoke bolted rigid to deck plating. Diaper rasping every pothole lurch.

Nocturne crushed close. Urban glare seeping fissures. Psyche splintering into premonitions: jeering mobs, strobes flaying frills raw, Elena’s crop dictating deluges amid hordes.

Lust battered vain at confinement. Bladder twitching cadence-matched. Her command from the helm—a black hole warping me to eruption.

Eons smeared into plunge. The van braked at a derelict warehouse on the metropolis’s ragged hem. Bass pounded steel portals like arterial throbs.

Elena unlatched the yoke. Leash-snapping the collar chain. Stilettos stabbed supremacy as she hauled me forth.

Night’s chill lashed bare thighs. Diaper mass pendulous under frock. Mary janes scraping pitted concrete.

Portals yawned. Vomiting leather reek, latex creaks, and gasps threaded with edicts. Fetish coliseum’s viscera throbbing vital.

Multitude struck visceral. Figures in rigs, chokers, tails thrashing from pens. Mistresses on spike-heels brandishing cats. Slaves slithering leashed via strobe miasma.

Gazes latched instant. My ruffles a flare. Diaper’s monogrammed shell scintillating under beams.

Murmurs cascaded: “Elena's champion… elite sigils… prime quarry?”

Disgrace imploded visceral. Scorching liquid. Compelling minced genuflects. Yoke shuddering vacant bays.

Elena’s leash navigated the press. Crop drumming padded haunch metronomic—snap, totter, dribble. A stealth jet warming the armored core unsolicited.

“Stock the rack,” she barked. Timbre cleaving tumult. Chin-jerking a flank bar helmed by yoke-bound barkeep.

Minced advance. Chimes tolling treason. Bladder vise-tightening under alien scrutiny.

Palms skimmed petticoats “unwitting.” A latex-clad sovereign simpering,

“Darling crinkled trooper—does it gush for Matron?”

Elena’s chuckle coiled ominous rearward. Crop prying thighs asunder.

“Exhibit anon. Dispense priority.”

Yoke freighted—champagne coupes fizzing panic-mimic, lube phials ominous gleam. Threaded return. Shanks aquiver. Strides amplifying primed ballast downward.

Throng cleaved grudging. Digits snagging ruffles. Susurrus densifying: “Padded pageant primed… Elena’s apex.”

Cage wrenched. Fragility pulverizing thorax to gravel. Yet Elena’s tether-haul moored me. Her approbation venom surging arteries.

Ministration ignited proper. Genuflects before domme clusters. Yoke proffered on quaking limbs. Bonnet gossamer quivering as they rifled coupes, dissecting my glyphs.

“Reservoir battle-tested?” one probed. Gauntlet thudding the mass—resonant packed.

Elena affirmed. Crop orbiting throat.

“Calibrated for dais. Absorb his mettle.”

Straitjacketed strain ratcheted. Horde crush grinding me to Elena’s pillar-thigh. Her aura—jasmine spiked with hide—submerging pandemonium.

Reservoir bayed. Distended orb grinding cage’s fang. Each bob imperiling torrent.

She piloted via torment-vaults. Thralls caned across trestles. Wails fusing my chimes.

A furry ring tonguing troughs. Orbs feasting my waddle.

A canine-clad crawler snuffled my padding inquisitive. Reaping Elena’s crop-lash athwart muzzle—whip! My reflexive jet scalding mortification inward.

“Vetted sufficient,” she proclaimed. Tether wrenching toward nucleus dais. Elevated plinth cordoned velvet. Kliegs slashing merciless ivory voids.

Horde avalanched. Voltage crackling. Incantations swelling: “Elena! Exhibit! Drown it!”

Veins thrashed tympanic. Mary janes hydroplaning sweat-varnish. Yoke near-tipping.

She ascended foremost. Regal seat dais-aft. Amp booming decree:

“Behold my Elite Sissy Soldier—quenched in seclusion pyres, refined public. Circulate, then capitulate.”

Klieg impaled me stage-core. Searing. Multitude’s gale slamming breakers—legions amassed, cells twinkling, visages smudged to verdict-jaws.

Shanks collapsed to plinth’s cushioned field. Yoke tendered Elena premier. Her coupe seized approving.

“Initiate exhibit,” she proclaimed. Timbre avalanching. “Reservoir to order. Deluge for observers.”

Debasement summited. Tsunami atomizing defiance. Reservoir convulsing her stare’s assault. Broadcast colossal.

Elite oath stammered mic-warped: “Trooper spills for Matron’s triumph… mettle in yielding…”

Dam burst. Scalding surge jetted boundless. Elite shell inflating sonic—pssst booming speakers. Core bloating viscous betwixt haunches. Heat tumbling mortifying throbs.

Horde detonated. Acclaims. Shrieks. Strobes erupting. Cage hammering anguish-rapture. Ruffles arching vain o’er inundation.

Fragility apogee. Soul shattering euphoric fragments: prior husk eradicated. Solely her trooper. Bared and possessed.

Elena surged. Crop muting bedlam with ether-rending sweeps.

Prowled my form. Gauntlet cradling drooping, vaporous mass. Hoisting display—slosh ponderous, monogram strained.

“Immaculate refinement,” she avowed. Horde hushing pious.

From corset slot flashed perpetual choker—beefier than chain, incised “Elena's Eternal Soldier.” Clasp ominous gleam.

“Prostrate profounder.”

Imploded. Brow to field. Padding slurping obeisance.

Stilettos flanked bonnet. Digits unclasping chain—clank vast. Supplanting with novel choker’s vise. Clasp detonating terminal. Key engulfed bosom-ward.

Horde avalanched ovation. But her susurrus clove private maelstrom:

“Perpetual at last. Mine amid multitudes.”

Rapture supernova-ed. Yielding total. Brine drenching gossamer. Frame convulsing in padded lagoon. Crop pecking choker consecration.

Wrenched tether. Parading dais-off via venerate press. Palms buffeting flooded mass accolade.

Wings alcove swaddled us. Her frame barricading as she cradled bloated padding. Vibes awakening subterranean purr.

“Endured infernos. Commencement murmurs ahead—irrevocable seizure.”

Van bulkheads hermetically sealed retreat. Metro glare dwindling. Fresh pang ignited—not reservoir, profounder: tableaux of perpetual rites, her suzerainty incarnate boundless.

What consummate clasp would rivet this broadcast mettle immortal?


Chapter 17: Graduation Embrace

The van’s tires hummed a relentless dirge over rain-slicked asphalt. City lights smeared into blurred halos beyond the tinted windows. Each one fractured like the remnants of my public shattering.

Elena’s body heat seeped through my sodden elite soldier regalia. Her arm clamped across my swollen diaper bulk like a steel band. Vibes pulsed in lazy, insistent waves, dragging my denied arousal through fresh cycles of torment. The collar’s new bite throbbed at my throat. Its weight forced a perpetual swallow, locking the crowd’s thunder into my veins—pats on my flooded padding, whispers of “good sissy,” her eternal claim broadcast before strangers.

Backstage alcove’s intimacy lingered. Her shielding form imprinted my skin even here. She rocked me like fragile cargo as the facility’s remote silhouette loomed closer under storm clouds.

A deeper spasm clawed upward. Not the familiar bladder betrayal. A psychic fracture, widening. Visions of ink-bound chains. Her signature devouring mine on documents that would erase my old name. Regression not temporary, but tectonic—shifting my core into her permanent dependency.

The vibes escalated. A guttural rumble harmonized with the engine’s growl. The cage constricted my straining flesh. Pre-cum pooled uselessly inside.

Elena’s breath feathered my ear. Jasmine laced with leather. And the sharp tang of my evaporated dignity.

“It’s fusing now, soldier,” she whispered. “Public steel forges private oaths. Graduation demands your fracture—no half-measures.”

She adjusted. Her corseted thigh compressed the diaper’s drenched bulk. A squelch pierced the rain’s rhythm. I stifled a gasp as my body betrayed me, grinding into the vise.

The van braked at hidden gates. Floodlights carved the deluge like surgical incisions. They bathed the nursery wing’s gothic arches. Stained glass pulsed with entwined pacifiers and whips. Neon veins throbbed accusation.

Her nails bit my padded flank. The leash uncoiled with a serpentine rasp. She yanked me out as doors sighed apart. Rain scourged my frilled bonnet. Veils adhered to cheeks raw from stage-salted tears. Chill infiltrated the sodden layers like violation incarnate.

The foyer exhaled talcum haze and electric ozone. A ritual antechamber.

Elena peeled my cloak with surgical precision. Bared the battle-worn regalia: sodden puffed sleeves, petticoats leaden with saturation. Diaper protruding obscenely beneath feather-stitched panels bearing my elite insignia, now scarred by public deluge.

Her gaze flayed me. Obsidian wells mirrored the chandelier’s prismatic fire. Chain glinted like a noose.

“Strip for terminal audit,” she decreed. Tone forged iron.

Heels echoed retreat to a gloom-shrouded niche. A pedestal throne displayed the contract. Its vellum uncoiled predatory.

Shudders convulsed my frame as I obeyed. Fumbling sodden ruffles. Peels resounding like verdicts in the cavernous hush.

Chastity cage winked derisively under glare. Flesh prickled. Tapes shredded as I dragged the diaper free. Its contents cascaded in a viscous torrent across marble. A private ocean echoing the stage’s flood. But laced now with finality’s venom.

Bare but for collar and cage, I quaked. Desire scorched synapses like voltage. Her scrutiny vivisected every tremor. Every rivulet tracing my ribs.

Vibes fell silent. Abandoning me to the storm’s muffled thunder. And my heart’s insurrection.

She prowled my perimeter. Crop conjured from shadow. Ferrule skating vertebrae to the plug’s phantom hollow.

“Elite soldier, tempered in spectacles and spills,” she said. “Bootcamp terminates here—rite binds or banishes.”

Decree compressed lungs. Atmosphere congealed as she indicated the pedestal.

Parchment loomed, hide-thick. Stipulations incised in blood-red: lifelong internment, disciplines compounding infinitely. Her suzerainty over flesh, psyche, secretions absolute. Relocation instantaneous. Abrogations void. Holdings surrendered. Self supplanted by “Mommy’s Perpetual Thrall.”

Viscera knotted. Not recoil. Ravenous void. The bedwetter’s ghost sneered from recollection. That primal shame spawning this descent. Now parched for her abyss.

Prostrated before it. Knees pulverizing tile into contusions. Devoured clauses dissolving in mounting fog.

Elena towered. Gloved palm vise-gripped my jaw. Compelling locked stares.

“Recite the oath clause, soldier,” she commanded. “Etch it in air.”

Throat vise-tightened. Yet compulsion erupted toxin-sweet.

“I, elite soldier, abdicate self eternal… yield to Mommy Elena’s bootcamp as perpetual bastion… diapers irrevocable, climaxes her largesse… spectacles at her whim…”

Each utterance lacerated autonomy’s husk. Cage pulsed ratification. Leakage spattered to alloy with the diaper’s effluent.

Her assent arctic. Crop drumming collar. Vindication’s pulse.

“Inscribe.”

Quill rammed into fist. Ponderous as doom. Ink hemorrhaging as I inscribed. Script convulsing. Ratifying the rift.

A key flickered in her décolletage. Not cage’s salvation. Vault’s abyss.

She jerked me erect by collar. Leash cracking taut. Marched me into ceremony crypt.

Mirrors sheathed every plane. Spawning legion defeats. Altar a colossal changing slab enthroned on plinth. Ringed by braziers belching talc incense. Tongues licking silhouettes from frilled fetters swaying on cabling.

Atmosphere crackled terminal. Reflections multiplying my debasement—ashen, confined, leashed. Slime-tracks glistening penitential.

“Ascend for consummation forge,” she mandated.

Hoisted me onto slab with effortless supremacy. Puissance invoking every restraint. Every chastisement’s inferno.

Fetters snapped ankles splayed. Wrists to stanchions. Crucifying me displayed. Cage protruding ludicrous. Glutes sundered by posture. Every spasm magnified manifold.

Elena doffed corset languid. Unveiling harness filigreed with remotes. Breasts orbs gravid above. Crests erect harbingers.

No concessions to softness. Primal command. Haunches honed by ceaseless dominions. Crop sheathed at belt.

Bestrode plinth rim. Gloved digits assaying initial: cage integrity verified. Yank spawning wheeze.

Then anal incursion. Lubricant-sheened phallus bulkier than antecedents. Crenelated behemoth breaching with conflagration bowing my spine. Vibes erupting zenithal. Prostate reamed unsparing.

“Terminal trial assays eternity,” she intoned. Timbre gravel-laced. Inclining to graze lips with crop’s edge.

“Withstand fusion’s anvil—no effusion sans oath reprise.”

Phallus enthroned. She bestrode complete. Knees imprisoning pelvis. Her inferno tantalizing cage span. Bouquet of rut merging powder. Primal deluge.

Coils viciously wound as she undulated. Denial’s grind: labia sheathing bars. Nectar varnishing alloy. Pearl abrading facets while vibes pulverized phallus.

Mirrors ensnared omniscience. Her hegemony occulting my exposure. Breasts oscillating oracles. Visage warped rapture-anguish. Seepage filigrees from tip to her nexus.

“Implore contract’s eternity,” she exacted. Talons furrowing torso. Incising scarlet furrows pearling gore.

Pleas erupted splintered.

“Mercy… perpetual bastion… ingress immediate… your thrall unending…”

Loins spasmed vain. Pursuing abrasion interdicted. Bladder ghost-spasming conditioned torrents.

Her cadence intensified. Cuisses vise-locking thorax. Inhalations honing to snarls reverberating bone-deep.

Hierarchy transmuted. Her rapture sovereign. Mine parasitic agony.

Phallus synchronized to her tempo. Vibes scything thresholds. Cage disgorging surplus she daubed aloft with gauntleted stroke. Compelling ingestion: brine-humiliation fused her quintessence.

Mirrors distorted continuum. Myriad thralls convulsing. Her deity axial. Pyres surging as tempest bellowed without. Bolts capping her apotheoses.

Initial silent paroxysm clenching phallus profounder. Secondary ululation shredding ether. Talons crucifying deltoids sanguine.

Imploded mute. Barren rapture eviscerating nucleus sans vent. Convulsions racking chassis. Fetters clanging discord.

Phantasms detonating: cribs perpetual, corteges infinite. Her elixir arterial.

She navigated the cataclysm. Inexorable. Crop scourging haunches into carmine cartography. Inscribing union’s heraldry.

Ebb protracted. Her mass anchoring. Maw seizing mine savaging. Lingual conquest aping phallus’s conquest. Jasmine and ichor and triumph.

“Reaffirmed,” she exhaled.

Loosed fetters dexterous. Form crumpling into hers. Leash lax amid sudor-drenched swells.

Cradled possessive. Leash trailing. Ferried me to annex vault. Relocation sanctum. Nursery paramount: crib colossus emblazoned railings. Murals cycling dare archives. Diaper ziggurats bespoke emblazoned.

Diaper station scalped pristine. Phials luminescent. Elixir unending. Diuretics perfected.

Deposited tender. Inaugural post-union ablution: heated linens effacing traces. Powder nebula intimate. Diaper paramount—quad-thick, eternal soldier striations pearlescent. Tapes binding irrevocable.

Cage unlatched post-interrogation.

“Endured faithful,” she said. “Bounty for perpetuity.”

Liberation’s spasm aborted. Palm enthroning pristine heft. Vibes quiescent portent.

Diapered, collared nude. Guided to contract plinth reborn bed-altar. Attestation by holographic alumni beaming ethereal imprimatur.

“Enlist eternally,” she chanted.

Quill resurrecting. Curlicue resolute. Ink hardening adamantine vow.

Ingress ordained: auroral transplant. Chattels hers. Cosmos constricted to this vise.

Nocturne deepened. Her form subsuming on altar. Spoon imperious. Phallus humming nocturne. Diaper mound her bolster.

Murmurs interlaced reveries.

“Consort devoted, beyond novitiate,” she whispered. “Hunger me abiding.”

Desire accreted languid. Digits orbiting cage’s void. Auguring repletion.

Tempest crested without. Fulgurations silhouetting fusion. Psychological nadir gravid. Antecedent ego incinerated ritual pyre.

Aurora pierced stained panes vermilion. Relocation caskets materializing spectral. Existence distilled diapered kernel.

Elena arrayed terminal panoply: gossamer rompers translucent-padding. Bonnet shrouds abiding. Crop girt my girdle derisive.

“Sergeant mandates initiate,” she said.

Van recharged. Not exodus but exodus inverted. To her demesne shrouded foothills. Bootcamp nucleus.

Gates dwindling astern. Palm vise-thigh, kneading mass sovereign. Nascent pang unfurled. Not misgiving. Proliferation: phantasms of inducting novices. My subjugation tutoring theirs beneath her panopticon.

Facility dwindled mirror. Jasmine persistent miasma.

Lips grazed collar.

“Demesne summons, perpetual soldier,” she murmured. “Prime edict: deluge for advent.”

Bladder capitulated prompt. Inundation ardent baptizing pristine padding. Mortification transmuted rapture.

Her accolade seismic.

“Impeccable. Indelibly mine.”

Yet as demesne pinnacles lanced skyline—gothic filigrees vertiginous, demesnes maze with enclosures and muster plains—a specter coalesced unbidden: murmurs of contender dommes orbiting Elena’s mythos. Pacts assailed by interlopers. What sieges would sentinel this fusion?

The crib rails rose behind me one final time. Not prison. Sanctuary. Her arms encircled from behind—spoon imperious once more. The new diaper crinkled softly as she settled me against her.

No more ranks to climb. No more dares to survive.

Only her.

Only this.

Forever.
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