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Chapter 1: The Midnight Consultation
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Casper's eyes burned as he stared at the ceiling of his Upper East Side penthouse bedroom, the digital clock on the nightstand glowing 3:17 AM like a taunt. Sleep had abandoned him again, leaving his lean-athletic frame wired and heavy at the same time. Silver streaks cut through his dark hair, evidence of the price exacted by commanding billions in hedge-fund deals that never truly ended. His mind churned through market volatility and boardroom betrayals even now, a relentless loop that no scotch or pill could silence. He rolled over, grabbed his phone, and started scrolling through the usual late-night desperation feeds—insomnia apps, herbal remedies, anonymous therapy hotlines. All garbage.

Then the ad appeared, simple black text on a clean white background: Executive Nursing Therapy by Certified Discretion. For the high-powered man who can no longer carry it all. Late-night consultations available. Complete confidentiality guaranteed. Something in the phrasing—nursing, discretion, complete—hooked low in his gut. His cock gave an involuntary twitch beneath the sheets. Shame flooded him instantly, hot and sharp. He was thirty-eight, ruthless, untouchable in boardrooms across three continents. Men like him didn’t need this. Yet his thumb hovered, then tapped. The reply came within ninety seconds: an address in the same luxury building complex, penthouse access code, and a single line—Come as you are. No questions.

He dressed in jeans and a black button-down, heart hammering as the private elevator carried him upward. The doors opened into a hushed foyer lit only by candles. The scent of warm vanilla and something clinical drifted on the air. A woman waited for him, copper hair pinned in a sleek updo that caught the flickering light like molten threads. She wore a crisp white lab coat open over a clinging silk pencil dress that traced the mature swell of her hips and breasts. Forty-five, poised, radiating the kind of calm authority that made his knees feel unsteady.

“Welcome, Casper,” she said, voice low and velvet-edged with precision. “I’m Iris. You made the right choice tonight. Follow me.”

She led him down a short hallway into a private consultation room that felt more sanctuary than clinic. An exam table dominated the center, draped in crisp white paper. Soft candlelight danced across the walls and over her hair as she moved, turning the copper strands into living flame. The air was cool, sterile yet intimate. Casper’s pulse thudded in his ears.

“Up on the table, please,” Iris instructed, patting the surface. He hesitated only a moment before complying. The paper crinkled under his weight; the surface was cool against the backs of his thighs even through his jeans. He sat there, legs dangling, feeling suddenly exposed under her steady gaze.

She pulled a rolling stool close and sat, knees brushing his. “Tell me everything. No filters. Why are you here at three in the morning, Casper?”

The words poured out of him in a rush—sleepless nights that stretched into weeks, the crushing weight of decisions that could bankrupt companies or launch empires, the bone-deep exhaustion that no vacation or vice could touch. He admitted the secret craving he’d buried for years: the need to stop thinking, to stop deciding, to simply be taken care of. Iris listened without interruption, her eyes never leaving his face. Every so often her fingers brushed his knee in a gesture that was both clinical and soothing.

“You’re carrying far too much,” she murmured when he finally fell silent. “High-powered men like you come to me when the mask finally cracks. What you need isn’t rest. It’s surrender. Complete, medical surrender to someone who knows exactly how to unmake you and keep you safe while it happens.”

Casper’s breath caught. The word unmake sent heat flooding straight to his groin. His cock thickened against the denim despite the shame clawing at his chest. He was supposed to be in control. Always. Yet here he was, half-hard on a stranger’s exam table while candlelight painted her copper hair in shifting gold.

Iris stood and circled the table slowly. “Remove your shirt and jeans. Underwear stays for now. I need to assess you properly.” Her tone left no room for argument. He obeyed, fingers clumsy as he stripped. The cool air kissed his bare skin. He lay back when she directed, the paper crinkling loudly beneath his shoulders. The table’s surface pressed cold against his spine, raising gooseflesh along his arms. Iris snapped on a pair of thin latex gloves, the sharp sound echoing.

“Relax,” she said, voice dropping into that perfect maternal register. “This is where it begins. Let Mommy see what she’s working with.”

The word Mommy landed like a velvet hammer. Casper’s cock jumped visibly inside his black boxer briefs. Shame burned hotter, but so did the arousal. Iris noticed. A small, knowing smile curved her lips as she hooked her fingers into the waistband and peeled the fabric down his thighs. His cock sprang free, already thick and flushed, the head glistening with a bead of pre-cum.

“Beautiful,” she whispered, almost reverent. “So tense. So ready to let go.”

She wrapped one gloved hand around the base of his shaft without warning. The latex was cool and smooth, a stark contrast to the heat of his skin. Casper gasped, hips twitching upward involuntarily. Her grip tightened just enough to hold him still.

“Easy,” she cooed, beginning a slow, deliberate stroke from root to tip. “You’ve been carrying this burden alone for too long. Tonight Mommy takes it from you. All of it.”

Her hand moved with expert precision—long, firm pulls that dragged the skin over the sensitive head, thumb swirling over the slit on every upstroke to spread the leaking pre-cum. Candlelight flickered across her face, highlighting the elegant line of her jaw and the copper strands escaping her updo. The cool exam table pressed harder against his back as he arched, every nerve alight. Inside his head the war raged: this is insane, you’re a CEO, not some helpless patient—but his body betrayed him utterly, cock throbbing harder in her grasp, balls drawing up tight.

“Talk to me,” Iris commanded softly, never breaking rhythm. “Tell Mommy how it feels to finally hand over control.”

“It… it feels terrifying,” Casper rasped, voice cracking. “And so fucking good I can’t stop.”

“Good boy,” she praised, speeding her strokes. The wet sound of latex sliding over slick flesh filled the quiet room. “You don’t have to be strong here. You don’t have to decide anything. Just feel my hand owning this cock. That’s it—let your hips move for Mommy.”

He did. Shame and surrender twisted together as he thrust into her fist, the cool table creaking faintly beneath him. Iris leaned closer, her silk dress brushing his thigh, the scent of her—warm skin and faint antiseptic—flooding his senses. Her free hand rested on his chest, fingers splayed over his racing heart.

“You’re getting close already,” she observed, voice clinical yet dripping with maternal heat. “I can feel it. That heavy throb right here.” She squeezed the base, then stroked faster, twisting her wrist on the upstroke. “When you come, you’re going to give Mommy every drop. No holding back. This is your first therapeutic release. Let it happen.”

Casper’s breathing turned ragged. The pressure built like a tidal wave—tight, urgent, unstoppable. His thighs trembled. The candle flames danced wildly across her copper hair as she worked him relentlessly. “Iris—fuck—Mommy—” The title slipped out unbidden, raw and broken.

“Yes,” she hissed, triumphant. “That’s the word. Come for Mommy. Right now.”

The orgasm crashed through him without mercy. His cock pulsed violently in her grip, the first thick rope of cum erupting hard enough to splatter across his own abs in a hot, white arc. A guttural groan tore from his throat as the second spurt followed, then a third, painting his stomach and chest in messy streaks. His balls emptied in heavy, rhythmic jets while Iris milked him through every shuddering wave, stroking slower now but never stopping, drawing out the last weak pulses until he was spent and twitching. Cum glistened on his skin, some of it dripping down his side onto the white paper. The release left him boneless, mind floating in a haze of endorphins and raw vulnerability.

Iris kept her hand on him a moment longer, gentle now, squeezing out one final bead that rolled over her gloved thumb. “Perfect,” she murmured. “Look at all that tension you gave me. Such a good patient.”

She reached for a warm cloth and cleaned him thoroughly, wiping away every trace of his climax with careful, maternal strokes. Casper lay there, chest heaving, staring at the ceiling while the aftershocks rippled through him. The cool table no longer felt cold; it felt grounding.

But Iris wasn’t finished. She turned to a side tray and lifted a thick, adult medical diaper—crisp white, discreet, unmistakably padded. The sweet, powdery scent bloomed in the air as she shook a generous cloud of talc across his groin and between his cheeks. Casper’s spent cock twitched again at the intimate sensation.

“Lift your hips for me,” she instructed. He obeyed without thinking. The diaper slid beneath him with a soft rustle. Iris folded it up between his legs, the material crinkling loudly as she pressed it snug against his balls and softening dick. The powder scent enveloped him completely, clean and intimate. She taped the sides with precise, practiced motions—first the right, then the left—each pull tightening the padding around him until it hugged every contour. The final crinkle sounded final, irreversible.

Casper’s breath hitched. The diaper felt bulky yet strangely comforting between his thighs, the crinkle audible with even the smallest shift of his hips. For the first time in decades he was diapered, contained, held. An unfamiliar wave of calm washed through his chest—deep, soothing, almost narcotic—while terror prickled at the edges. This was only the beginning. He was already slipping.

Shh now, let Mommy take care of everything from here.


Chapter 2: Nursing at Midnight

Casper stepped out of the private elevator into Iris’s penthouse foyer just after midnight, the thick medical diaper from their first session still taped securely around his hips beneath his tailored charcoal suit pants. The constant, subtle crinkle with every step had haunted him for three days—through board meetings, conference calls, and a brutal trading session where millions had hung in the balance. He’d tried to remove it twice, only to find his cock hardening at the memory of her gloved hands and the sweet powder scent. Now he was back, pulse racing, cock already half-thick against the padded front.

The same candlelight greeted him, flickering across the walls like liquid gold. Iris waited in the consultation room doorway, copper hair pinned in that elegant updo, white lab coat open over the clinging silk pencil dress that hugged her full breasts and flared hips. Her eyes swept over him with clinical hunger.

“You came back,” she said softly, voice warm yet commanding. “Good boy. The diaper stayed on, didn’t it?”

Casper swallowed hard. “Yes… Mommy.”

The title still felt foreign on his tongue, but it sent blood rushing straight to his groin. Iris smiled, slow and satisfied, then led him inside.

Scene 1 – Arrival and Preparation

The exam table waited, fresh paper crisp and cool. Candlelight danced across Iris’s copper hair as she moved, turning each strand into molten threads. Casper stripped without being told, folding his expensive clothes neatly on a chair. The cool air kissed his skin, raising goosebumps. When he climbed onto the table, the paper crinkled loudly. The thick diaper—still dry but noticeably bulky—pressed between his thighs, its comforting weight a constant reminder of how far he’d already fallen.

Iris rolled her stool close, gloved hands stroking up his bare thighs. “Still processing last time, aren’t you? That first therapeutic diapering broke something open inside you.” Her fingers traced the taped edges of the padding, pressing gently against the front where his cock strained. The crinkle was loud in the quiet room. “Tonight we go deeper.”

Casper’s mind spun. I’m a CEO. I close nine-figure deals. Yet here I am, diapered and leaking pre-cum for a woman who calls herself Mommy. Shame burned, but so did raw need. His cock throbbed against the soft inner padding, begging for more.

“Lift your hips,” she ordered. He obeyed instantly. Iris untaped the used diaper with practiced efficiency, peeling it open. Cool air hit his stiff cock and heavy balls. She cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes, then dusted fresh powder across his groin. The sweet scent bloomed thick and intimate. A new diaper slid beneath him—thicker than the last—and she taped it snug, pulling the sides tight until the padding cradled his erection like a firm, crinkling embrace.

“Perfect,” she murmured, patting the front. The weight felt even more comforting now, hugging every inch.

Scene 2 – Escalation and Nursing

Iris helped him lie back fully, the exam table cool against his shoulders. She brought the crystal flute—a heavy, elegant piece of cut glass filled with warm milk. Steam curled gently from the open top. “Open for Mommy,” she said, guiding the smooth, cool rim to his lips.

The crystal felt luxurious and obscene against his mouth. Casper parted his lips and the first flow of warm milk hit his tongue—rich, slightly sweet, perfectly heated. He suckled instinctively, the liquid sliding down his throat in slow, soothing gulps. Iris’s free hand stroked his silver-streaked hair, nails grazing his scalp.

“That’s it,” she hummed a soft, wordless lullaby, low and melodic, vibrating through her chest. The sound wrapped around his brain like warm silk. “Drink up for Mommy like a good boy. That’s it.”

Casper’s eyes fluttered half-closed. The milk filled him, heavy and comforting in his stomach, while the diaper’s padded weight pressed reassuringly between his legs. Every swallow deepened the floaty haze in his head. His cock was rock-hard now, trapped and throbbing inside the fresh padding, leaking steadily.

Iris kept the flute tilted, letting him nurse in long, rhythmic pulls. Her other hand slipped under the diaper’s waistband without warning, wrapping around his thick shaft. The contrast—warm milk in his mouth, cool crystal on his lips, and her hot, bare hand stroking his cock—made him moan around the glass.

“Such a needy patient,” she whispered, still humming that lullaby between words. Her strokes were slow and deliberate, twisting at the head, spreading his pre-cum down the shaft. “Nursing so sweetly while Mommy plays with this hard cock. You don’t have to fight anymore, Casper. Just drink and let go.”

His interior world fractured. This is insane. I should stop. I should run. But his body betrayed him completely—hips rocking up into her fist, lips sealed tight around the crystal flute, gulping more warm milk as pleasure coiled tighter in his gut. The lullaby filled his ears. The diaper crinkled with every small thrust.

Iris set the half-empty flute aside on a side table and climbed onto the exam table, straddling his diapered hips. She hiked up her silk pencil dress, revealing she wore nothing underneath. Her pussy was smooth, already glistening with arousal. She pulled the front of his diaper down just enough to free his aching cock, then sank onto him in one smooth, wet glide.

Casper gasped, milk still coating his tongue. Her cunt was scalding hot and velvet-tight, gripping every inch as she took him to the hilt. The thick diaper bunched beneath her ass, crinkling loudly with her first roll of her hips.

“Fuck—” he groaned.

“Language,” she chided gently, but her eyes sparkled with dark delight. She began riding him with slow, deliberate strokes, rising until only the head stretched her entrance, then slamming back down, taking him deep. The wet sounds of her slick pussy devouring his cock mixed with the constant crinkle of the diaper. Milk sloshed warmly in his belly. Her copper hair had loosened slightly, strands framing her face as candlelight painted her skin golden.

Casper’s hands flew to her hips, but she caught his wrists and pinned them above his head with surprising strength. “Mommy’s in control,” she reminded him, grinding her clit against his pelvis on every downstroke. Her inner walls fluttered and clenched around his dick, milking him relentlessly.

The pressure built fast—too fast. Between the warm milk filling him, the lullaby still humming in her throat, the heavy comforting diaper, and her tight cunt riding him without mercy, Casper was lost. His balls drew up tight, cock swelling inside her.

“I’m—Mommy—I’m going to—”

“Come,” she ordered, riding harder, pussy squelching wetly around his shaft. “Fill Mommy while you’re still nursing the rest of your milk.”

She grabbed the crystal flute and brought it back to his lips. Casper suckled desperately as his orgasm exploded. His cock pulsed violently inside her cunt, the first thick rope of cum jetting deep into her heat. He moaned loudly around the crystal rim, body shuddering as spurt after heavy spurt flooded her pussy. Iris kept riding through it, grinding down to take every drop, her own breathing turning ragged.

“Yes—good boy—give it all to Mommy,” she gasped, then shuddered hard as her own climax hit. Her cunt clamped down rhythmically around his spurting cock, milking him dry while fresh slickness coated his balls and the inside of the diaper. She rode out both their orgasms, slow and deep, until Casper was twitching and empty, the last weak pulses leaking into her overflowing pussy.

Only then did she lift off, letting his spent cock slap wetly against the diaper. Thick white cum immediately dripped from her well-fucked cunt onto the padded front, soaking into the material. She used two fingers to push some of the leaking mess back inside herself, then smeared the rest across his cock and balls before pulling the diaper back up snug. The warm, sticky cum mixed with fresh powder created an obscene, squelching sensation against his sensitive skin.

Scene 3 – Deepening and Hook

Iris resumed feeding him the rest of the warm milk from the crystal flute, stroking his hair and humming the lullaby again. Casper drank greedily, body limp and glowing with aftershocks. The comforting weight of the cum-soaked diaper pressed heavily between his thighs, every tiny shift producing a wet, sticky crinkle.

His mind drifted in a hazy fog of milk, orgasm, and submission. The powerful hedge-fund CEO who had dominated markets hours earlier was now lying on an exam table, belly full of Mommy’s milk, cock spent and tucked into a messy diaper. Shame and bliss twisted together so tightly he couldn’t separate them.

Iris leaned down, brushing her lips against his forehead while he finished the last drops from the smooth crystal rim. “You’re doing so well for Mommy,” she whispered. “This is exactly where you belong.”

As the final warm milk slid down his throat and settled heavy in his stomach, Casper realized with a quiet, sinking thrill that this was only the beginning of his descent.


Chapter 3: Swaddled Surrender

Casper paced the sleek elevator rising to Iris’s penthouse, his body already humming with anticipation and gnawing anxiety. The memory of the previous session clung to him like a second skin—the warm milk sliding down his throat, Iris’s tight cunt riding him to a shattering orgasm while he nursed from the crystal flute. His cock had been half-hard for hours today, trapped inside the fresh medical diaper he’d put on himself that morning before leaving the office. The constant soft crinkle under his suit pants had nearly driven him to distraction during a strategy meeting. Now, at the appointed hour, he stepped into the candlelit foyer, heart hammering against his ribs.

Iris appeared in the doorway, copper hair pinned elegantly, white lab coat open over the silk pencil dress that clung to her mature curves. Her eyes swept over him with possessive approval. “My eager patient returns. Come inside, Casper. Mommy’s been thinking about you.”

He followed her into the consultation room, the plush carpet muffling his steps. The exam table waited, fresh paper gleaming under dancing candlelight. His stomach twisted with nerves even as his dick stiffened further inside the padding.

Scene 1 – Arrival and Fresh Diapering

Casper stripped quickly, folding his clothes with shaking hands. The cool air raised goosebumps across his lean-athletic frame. When he climbed onto the table, the paper crinkled loudly beneath him. Iris rolled her stool close, gloved hands stroking up his thighs with clinical tenderness. Candlelight played across her copper hair, turning it into liquid fire.

She peeled open the used diaper he’d worn all day, the sweet powder scent mixing with the faint musk of his earlier leaks. “Look at this mess,” she murmured, cleaning him thoroughly with warm wipes. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed, already leaking. Iris dusted fresh talcum powder generously over his groin and between his cheeks. The sweet scent bloomed thick and intimate, making his balls tighten.

A new, even thicker diaper slid beneath his lifted hips. She brought the front up snug, pressing the soft padding firmly against his rigid shaft, then taped the sides with deliberate pulls. The material crinkled loudly as it hugged his cock and balls, the comforting bulk settling heavily between his thighs. Casper’s breath hitched at the familiar containment.

This is insane. I ran a thirty-billion-dollar fund today. Now I’m lying here letting a woman diaper me like I can’t control myself. Shame burned hot in his chest, but his body betrayed him utterly—hips twitching upward, seeking more pressure against the padding. The plush inner lining stroked his leaking cock with every small movement.

“Such a good boy for Mommy,” Iris praised, patting the front of the diaper firmly. The crinkle echoed. She leaned down, brushing her lips against his forehead. “You’re already so much calmer when you’re properly padded for me.”

Casper swallowed hard. “I… I couldn’t stop thinking about last time. The milk. You riding me.”

Iris’s smile turned dark and satisfied. “Good. That’s exactly what I want. Your mind turning to Mommy even when you’re playing big CEO.”

Scene 2 – Swaddling and Building Heat

Iris helped him off the table and guided him to a wide, padded chaise lounge in the corner of the room. Soft blankets waited in a neat stack—luxurious, plush fleece in deep cream tones. She laid him back and began wrapping him methodically. First layer: a large blanket folded under his back. She pulled it over his chest, tucking it tightly around his arms so they were pinned gently to his sides. The plush texture enveloped him, warm and heavy.

Then the second layer—tighter. Iris rolled him slightly to wrap the blanket snugly around his torso and hips, cocooning the bulky diaper in soft pressure. The tight embrace compressed the padding against his throbbing cock, creating delicious friction. Casper’s breathing grew shallow as she added a third layer, swaddling him from shoulders to ankles in a firm, inescapable bundle. The plush fabric pressed everywhere, hugging his body in a constant, rhythmic squeeze.

She climbed onto the chaise and pulled him into her arms, cradling his swaddled form against her chest. Her full breasts pressed softly against his cheek through the silk dress and lab coat. The rhythmic thump of her heartbeat filled his ear—steady, powerful, maternal. Her warm body radiated heat through the blankets, surrounding him completely.

Casper’s mind spun in the tight confines. I can barely move. She has me completely helpless, wrapped like this. Panic flickered at the edges of the calm flooding his system. His cock strained desperately inside the diaper, trapped and aching, the plush blankets and padding combining into overwhelming sensation. Every tiny shift produced a muted crinkle and a fresh wave of plush pressure.

Iris stroked his silver-streaked hair, nails grazing his scalp. “All snug and safe in Mommy’s arms now,” she whispered, voice low and velvet. “Feel how tightly I have you? No decisions. No markets. No stress. Just Mommy’s warmth and the sound of my heart keeping you safe.”

“Mommy…” The word slipped out raw. Casper turned his face into her breasts, inhaling her scent—warm skin, faint perfume, and authority. “It’s so tight. I feel… small.”

“You are small here,” she affirmed, rocking him gently. The motion pressed her body closer, her thigh sliding against the front of his swaddled diaper. “And that’s perfect. Let yourself sink deeper for me.”

Her hand slipped between the top layers of the blanket and found the waistband of his diaper. She worked it open just enough to free his aching cock. The cool air hit wet skin for only a moment before her warm palm wrapped around him. Casper moaned into her chest as she began slow, firm strokes.

Scene 3 – Explicit Release and Deep Surrender

The plush blankets hugged him tighter with every twitch of his body. Iris’s heartbeat thrummed steadily against his ear while her hand pumped his cock with expert rhythm—long strokes from base to swollen head, thumb swirling over the leaking slit to spread pre-cum. The tight swaddle kept his arms pinned, forcing him to accept every sensation without resistance. Her warm body pressed flush against him, silk dress sliding over the blankets, her full breasts heaving softly with her own rising arousal.

Casper’s interior world fractured further. The powerful man who dominated boardrooms was now reduced to a tightly wrapped bundle in Mommy’s arms, cock leaking desperately while she stroked him. Humiliation and bliss crashed together. He wanted to fight it. He wanted to beg for more. His hips could barely move inside the swaddle, only tiny, helpless rocks that rubbed the diaper padding against his balls.

“Mommy—please—” he gasped.

“Shh. Mommy knows what you need.” Iris shifted, opening her lab coat and hiking up her dress. She wore no panties. Her smooth, wet pussy glistened in the candlelight. She straddled his swaddled hips carefully, guiding his throbbing cock to her entrance. Then she sank down in one smooth motion, taking every inch into her scalding cunt.

Casper groaned loudly, the sound muffled against her breasts. Her pussy was incredibly tight and slick, gripping him like a velvet fist as she bottomed out. The thick diaper and blankets bunched beneath her, creating a firm platform that let her ride him with deep, controlled rolls of her hips. Each downward thrust produced a wet squelch and a muted crinkle from the padding.

Iris rode him steadily, her warm body enveloping him completely. The rhythmic thump of her heartbeat accelerated against his ear. “That’s it,” she breathed, grinding her clit against him on every downstroke. “Feel Mommy’s cunt taking care of you. You’re so hard for me, so needy inside your diaper.”

The pleasure built like a slow-burning fire. The tight swaddle restricted his movement, forcing him to feel every inch of her pussy sliding up and down his shaft. Her inner walls fluttered and clenched, milking him relentlessly. Sweat beaded on his skin beneath the plush blankets. The scent of sex mixed with powder and her skin filled his lungs.

Iris fucked him harder, breasts bouncing against his face as she chased her own pleasure. “You’re going to come inside Mommy while you’re all wrapped up. Give me everything.”

Casper’s balls tightened, cock swelling inside her. The orgasm crested violently. “Mommy—fuck—I’m coming—”

Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock, pulsing deep into her cunt. He shuddered hard inside the swaddle, moaning into her chest as spurt after heavy spurt flooded her. Iris kept riding through it, grinding down to take every drop, her own climax hitting moments later. Her pussy clamped rhythmically around his spurting dick, milking him dry while fresh slickness coated his balls and soaked into the diaper.

She rode out both their orgasms with slow, deep grinds, then finally lifted off. Cum immediately leaked from her well-fucked pussy onto the front of his diaper. She used her fingers to smear the warm mess across his softening cock before tucking him back inside and resealing the padding. The sticky, cum-soaked diaper pressed heavily against him once more.

Iris wrapped the final blanket layer tighter around him and pulled him fully into her arms again, cradling his helpless, swaddled body against her chest. Her heartbeat returned to its steady rhythm, lulling him deeper. The plush texture surrounded him completely, warm and inescapable. Her hand stroked his hair as she whispered affirmations of his regression—how safe he was, how good it felt to let go, how much further they would go together.

Wrapped helplessly in the tight embrace of the blankets and Mommy’s arms, Casper fought the overwhelming urge to beg for more sessions, for deeper surrender, for permanent escape from the man he used to be. The words hovered on his tongue, terrifying and irresistible.


Chapter 4: The Pacifier's Pull

Casper arrived twenty minutes early, unable to stay away any longer. The memory of being tightly swaddled in Iris’s arms while she rode him to a shattering orgasm had consumed him for days. He’d worn the thick diaper under his suit through another brutal trading day, the constant crinkle and plush pressure keeping him semi-hard and distracted. His cock throbbed with need as the private elevator rose. When the doors opened, candlelight welcomed him into the dimly lit penthouse, the lights turned low and warm, casting long shadows across the walls.

Iris stood waiting, copper hair pinned in her elegant updo, white lab coat open over the clinging silk pencil dress. Her eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction at his early arrival. “My impatient boy. Come to Mommy.”

Scene 1 – Arrival and Deepening Preparation

Casper stepped inside, pulse racing. The dimmed lights softened every edge, turning the consultation room into an intimate cocoon of flickering gold and shadow. Iris guided him to the exam table. He stripped without prompting, the cool air kissing his skin as he climbed up. The fresh paper crinkled beneath his back. Iris rolled her stool close, gloved hands stroking up his lean thighs with possessive care.

She untaped his used diaper slowly, the loud crinkle filling the quiet room. His cock sprang free, thick and leaking, balls heavy with built-up need. Iris cleaned him thoroughly, then powdered him generously. The sweet scent bloomed thick and intimate. A new, ultra-thick diaper slid beneath his hips. She taped it snug, the padding compressing his rigid shaft in a firm, crinkling embrace.

“You’re craving more tonight,” she observed, voice already dropping into that soothing, hypnotic register. “Good. We’re going deeper.”

Casper’s mind churned. I ran a board meeting this afternoon like nothing was wrong. Now I’m diapered again, leaking for a woman who wants to erase me. The shame only made his cock harder against the padding.

Iris helped him off the table and onto the wide chaise. She dimmed the lights further until only a few candles remained, their glow dancing softly. “Lie back. Mommy has something new for you tonight.”

Scene 2 – Pacifier Introduction and Hypnotic Training

Iris produced a large, medical-grade silicone pacifier—smooth, firm, with a thick bulb designed for deep suckling. She held it to his lips. “Open.”

Casper obeyed. The silicone bulb pressed past his teeth, filling his mouth. It felt foreign yet instantly soothing as he closed his lips around the shield. The rhythmic sucking motion began instinctively, each pull sending calm waves through his body. Iris’s voice wrapped around him like warm velvet.

“Suck on it nicely for Mommy and let go of all those big thoughts,” she murmured, the words slow and rhythmic. “That’s it… deep pulls. Feel the pacifier anchoring you. Every suck takes you deeper. Deeper into surrender. Deeper into my care.”

The dimmed lights blurred at the edges of his vision. Casper suckled harder, the steady rhythm syncing with his heartbeat. Iris’s hand stroked his silver-streaked hair while her other traced circles over the front of his diaper, pressing the padding against his aching cock. The combination—pacifier in his mouth, hypnotic voice in his ears, firm diaper around his dick—melted his resistance.

This is too much. I’m a grown man. A CEO. Yet I’m sucking on a pacifier like I need it to breathe. His adult identity fractured with every pull. His cock throbbed desperately inside the thick padding, leaking steadily.

Iris continued the guided visualization, her voice a low, soothing current. “Imagine all your stress, all your power, draining away with every suck. You’re safe. You’re small. You’re Mommy’s patient now.” She slipped her hand inside the diaper and wrapped her fingers around his slick cock, stroking slowly in time with his suckling.

Casper moaned around the pacifier, the sound muffled and needy. The rhythmic sucking intensified the pleasure, turning his mind hazy and floaty.

Scene 3 – Explicit Penetration and Regression Climax

Iris stood and removed her lab coat, then hiked up her silk dress. She wore a thick, realistic strap-on beneath—long, veined, and already glistening with lube. Casper’s eyes widened around the pacifier as she slicked the shaft generously.

“Keep sucking,” she commanded softly, still using that hypnotic tone. “Mommy’s going to fuck you while you nurse. This is how we make the regression stick.”

She rolled him onto his stomach on the chaise, the thick diaper bunching under his hips, lifting his ass. Iris pulled the diaper down just enough to expose his tight hole, then poured more lube between his cheeks. One gloved finger circled, then pushed inside, stretching him open. Casper groaned around the pacifier, sucking harder as she added a second finger, scissoring and curling until he was panting.

“Such a good boy for Mommy,” she praised, removing her fingers. The thick head of the strap-on pressed against his lubed asshole. She pushed forward steadily, the fat crown popping past his ring and sliding deep. Casper moaned loudly around the silicone bulb, the stretch burning sweetly as she bottomed out, her hips flush against his diapered ass.

Iris began fucking him with deep, deliberate strokes—pulling almost all the way out, then driving back in to the hilt. The thick strap-on plowed his ass relentlessly, the base of the harness grinding against her own clit with every thrust. The wet, obscene sounds of lube and flesh filled the dim room alongside the rhythmic crinkle of the diaper and Casper’s muffled suckling.

“Feel Mommy fucking you open,” she breathed, voice still hypnotic and steady. “Every thrust pushes those big CEO thoughts further away. Suck and take it. That’s it.”

Casper’s world narrowed to three sensations: the pacifier filling his mouth with constant rhythmic sucking, the plush diaper rubbing his leaking cock, and Iris’s thick strap-on pounding deep into his asshole. She railed him harder, hips snapping, the strap-on bottoming out with every stroke and dragging across his prostate. Pleasure coiled unbearably tight in his gut.

His moans grew frantic around the pacifier. Iris reached underneath, gripping his cock through the diaper and stroking firmly. “Come for Mommy while you suck. Let it happen.”

The orgasm crashed through him without mercy. Casper cried out around the silicone, body convulsing as thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock, soaking the inside of the diaper in heavy, pulsing spurts. His asshole clenched rhythmically around the pounding strap-on, milking it as wave after wave of pleasure tore through him. Iris kept fucking him through every shudder, driving deep and grinding against his prostate to prolong the climax until his balls were empty and his cock twitched weakly in the messy padding.

Only then did she pull out slowly, the thick shaft glistening. She resealed the cum-soaked diaper snug around him, patting the heavy, wet front. Casper remained on his belly, still suckling desperately on the pacifier, body limp and glowing.

Iris rolled him onto his back and pulled him into her arms, cradling his head against her breasts. She secured the pacifier strap around his head so it stayed firmly in place. “Keep sucking, sweet boy. Mommy has you.”

With the pacifier secured, Casper slipped further from his adult identity, the rhythmic sucking and dimmed candlelight pulling him deeper into helpless, blissful regression.


Chapter 5: The Doctor's Examination

Casper stepped into the candlelit penthouse fifteen minutes early, his body already primed and aching for the ritual. The thick medical diaper he’d worn all day under his suit had kept him in a constant state of low-grade arousal through back-to-back meetings. Every subtle crinkle reminded him of Iris’s hands, her voice, the pacifier locked between his lips last session. His cock was half-hard against the padding as he entered the consultation room, the dim lights wrapping around him like a promise.

Iris waited in her white lab coat over the clinging silk pencil dress, copper hair pinned perfectly. She smiled with clinical hunger. “My dedicated patient. So eager for Mommy’s examination tonight.”

Scene 1 – Arrival and Ritual Preparation

The exam table gleamed under soft candlelight. Casper stripped without hesitation, folding his expensive clothes neatly. The cool air raised goosebumps across his lean-athletic frame as he climbed onto the table. Fresh paper crinkled loudly beneath his back and ass. Iris rolled her stool close, her presence radiating calm authority.

She snapped on a fresh pair of latex gloves—the sharp, clinical sound cutting through the quiet room like a starter pistol. Casper’s cock twitched hard inside the used diaper. Iris peeled the tapes open slowly, the loud crinkle filling the space as she exposed his groin. His dick sprang free, thick and flushed, already leaking a steady bead of pre-cum. She cleaned him with warm wipes, then dusted fresh powder generously over his balls and between his cheeks. The sweet scent bloomed thick and intimate.

A new, extra-thick diaper slid beneath his lifted hips. Iris brought the front up firmly, pressing the plush padding tight against his rigid shaft, then taped it snug with precise pulls. The material hugged every inch, creating a heavy, comforting bulk between his thighs. She added soft blankets next, partially swaddling his torso and arms while leaving his diapered lower half accessible. The plush layers wrapped him in gentle restraint, pinning his arms lightly to his sides.

Casper’s mind raced even as his body surrendered. I closed a nine-figure deal today. Now I’m diapered, half-swaddled, and throbbing for a woman who’s about to examine me like a patient who can’t control himself. The conflict burned—shame twisting with desperate need. His cock strained visibly against the padded front, the crinkle loud with every small shift of his hips.

Iris’s gloved hand stroked up his thigh. “You’re already so ready for Mommy’s thorough care.”

Scene 2 – The Medical Examination

Iris began the exam with deliberate precision. The cold metal of the stethoscope pressed against Casper’s chest, making him gasp. The contrast—icy circle on warm skin—sent shivers racing across his body. She listened to his racing heart, moving the diaphragm slowly over his pecs, then down to his abdomen.

“Deep breaths for Mommy,” she instructed, voice soft yet commanding. Her free hand rested on the front of his diaper, pressing gently, feeling the hardness trapped inside. The crinkle sounded with every tiny movement as he breathed.

Casper inhaled deeply, the plush swaddle restricting his chest while the heavy diaper compressed his aching cock. Every shift produced fresh crinkles and delicious pressure against his leaking dick. Iris’s touch was clinical yet deeply maternal—probing, assessing, owning.

She moved lower, palpating his lower belly, then slid her gloved hand inside the diaper’s waistband to cup his balls, rolling them gently. “Such heavy tension here. Mommy’s going to take care of everything.”

Casper moaned softly. “Mommy… it feels so much. I can’t think straight when you touch me like this.”

“Good,” she purred, continuing the exam. “That’s exactly the point. Let all those big thoughts fade while I check my perfect patient.” She retrieved a sleek prostate stimulator from the tray, slicking it generously with lube. “Turn slightly for me.”

She eased the toy into his ass while he remained partially swaddled, the stretch making him groan. The device pressed firmly against his prostate as she turned it on low. Vibrations hummed deep inside him. Her other hand stroked his cock through the diaper, pressing the padding rhythmically.

The combination overwhelmed him—cold stethoscope earlier, now vibrating fullness in his ass, clinical gloves on his skin, constant crinkle, and her soothing voice guiding him. His adult identity frayed further with every pulse.

Scene 3 – Explicit Penetration and Climactic Release

Iris removed the prostate toy and fully opened the front of his diaper, freeing his throbbing cock. It slapped heavily against his powdered belly, slick with pre-cum. She climbed onto the exam table, straddling him carefully within the partial swaddle, and hiked up her silk dress. No panties. Her smooth, aroused pussy glistened in the candlelight.

“Mommy needs to examine you internally now,” she said, voice husky with maternal heat. She gripped his cock and sank down onto it in one smooth, wet motion, taking him balls-deep into her tight cunt.

Casper cried out, the sudden velvet heat enveloping his shaft. Her pussy gripped him like a slick fist, scalding and perfect. The thick diaper bunched beneath her ass, crinkling loudly as she began riding him with deep, deliberate rolls of her hips. Each downward thrust took him to the hilt, her inner walls fluttering and squeezing around every vein.

“Fuck—Mommy—” he gasped, arms pinned by the swaddle, forced to accept every sensation.

Iris rode him harder, breasts bouncing beneath the open lab coat, copper hair starting to loosen from its pins. “Such a perfect patient for Mommy’s special care,” she moaned, grinding her clit against his pelvis on every stroke. Her cunt squelched wetly around his dick, juices coating his balls and soaking into the open diaper.

The exam table creaked beneath them. Casper’s world narrowed to the relentless slide of her pussy devouring his cock, the constant crinkle of the diaper with every impact, and her clinical-maternal touch—gloved hands pinning his shoulders, eyes locked on his face, monitoring every reaction.

Pleasure coiled tighter in his gut. The vibrations of the earlier toy still echoed in his prostate, amplifying every thrust. Iris fucked him faster, riding with purpose, her cunt clenching rhythmically.

“I’m close—Mommy, please—” Casper begged, hips bucking up as much as the swaddle and diaper allowed.

“Come inside me,” she ordered, slamming down harder. “Fill Mommy’s cunt while you’re diapered and examined like the helpless patient you are.”

The orgasm exploded through him. Casper’s cock pulsed violently inside her, the first thick rope of cum jetting deep into her heat. He shuddered hard, moaning loudly as spurt after heavy spurt flooded her pussy—hot, powerful jets that overflowed almost immediately, leaking down his balls and soaking the diaper beneath. Iris kept riding through his climax, grinding to take every drop, then cried out as her own orgasm hit. Her cunt clamped down like a vice around his spurting dick, milking him through wave after wave while fresh slickness gushed around his shaft.

She rode out both their orgasms with slow, deep grinds, then finally lifted off. Thick white cum immediately poured from her well-fucked pussy onto his cock and the open diaper. Iris used two gloved fingers to scoop some of the mess and push it back inside herself before smearing the rest across his softening dick and resealing the heavy, cum-soaked diaper around him. The warm, sticky squelch pressed against his sensitive skin.

Scene 4 – Deepening Revelation

Iris adjusted the partial swaddle, pulling the blankets tighter around his torso while keeping his messy diaper accessible. She resumed the exam with the stethoscope and gentle probing hands, listening to his racing heart and checking his reflexes while he floated in post-orgasmic haze. Her touch remained clinical yet deeply affectionate—stroking his hair, murmuring praise about his responses, his deepening dependency.

Casper lay there, body limp inside the swaddle, cock spent and tucked into the cum-drenched padding. Every small movement produced a wet, sticky crinkle. The exam continued, revealing elevated arousal markers, rapid pulse even after release, and clear signs of psychological surrender—how quickly he regressed under her care, how eagerly his body accepted the diaper and her dominance.

Iris leaned close, kissing his forehead. “The results are clear, sweet boy. Your need for Mommy’s care is growing stronger every session. You’re becoming exactly what you were always meant to be.”

The thorough medical-style examination had stripped him bare in more ways than one—body probed, mind exposed, identity fracturing further with every crinkle and clinical caress. Casper realized he was no longer just visiting for therapy. He was becoming Mommy’s patient, body and soul.


Chapter 6: Rules of Dependency

Casper sat at his mahogany desk on the forty-second floor, staring at a spreadsheet that refused to focus. Three days since his last session with Iris and the withdrawal clawed at him like physical hunger. His skin felt too tight. His mind wouldn’t settle. The thick medical diaper hidden beneath his tailored navy suit pants crinkled faintly with every shift in his leather chair, a constant secret reminder that made his cock twitch against the plush padding. He had put it on himself that morning following the rules she’d begun texting him. The subtle crinkle under his clothes during a morning investor call had nearly made him leak.

He left the office early, heart pounding as the private elevator carried him up to her penthouse. The moment the doors opened, candlelight and the faint scent of powder and warm skin wrapped around him.

Iris stood in the doorway, copper hair pinned elegantly, white lab coat open over her silk pencil dress. Her eyes darkened with approval. “My needy boy couldn’t wait. Come to Mommy.”

Scene 1 – Arrival and Withdrawal Relief

Casper stepped inside, already stripping out of his suit jacket. The constant subtle crinkle of the hidden diaper under his trousers followed him into the consultation room. Iris guided him to the exam table. The cool paper crinkled loudly as he climbed on, the sound echoing in the dim, intimate space. Candlelight danced across her copper hair as she rolled her stool close.

She snapped on fresh latex gloves. The sharp sound sent a jolt straight to his groin. Iris peeled open his suit trousers and untaped the day-worn diaper, the loud crinkle filling the room as she exposed his heavy, aching cock. Pre-cum glistened at the tip. She cleaned him thoroughly, then powdered him with generous clouds of sweet talc. The scent bloomed thick and comforting. A fresh, extra-thick diaper slid beneath his hips. She taped it snug, the padding compressing his rigid dick in a firm, crinkling embrace.

“You’ve been feeling it, haven’t you?” she murmured, stroking the front of the new diaper. “The pull between sessions. The need for Mommy’s rules.”

Casper’s breath hitched. “Yes, Mommy. I can’t concentrate. I keep thinking about you. About this.” The hidden diaper under his expensive clothes all day had been both torment and secret thrill—the constant subtle crinkle whenever he moved, the fear and excitement that someone might hear.

Iris smiled darkly. “Good. That’s exactly how it should be. Tonight Mommy gives you structure so you never have to be without me again.”

Scene 2 – Assignment of Rules and Building Tension

Iris helped him off the table and led him to the wide chaise. She laid him back and partially swaddled his upper body in soft blankets, pinning his arms gently while leaving his diapered lower half free. The plush texture hugged him while the heavy diaper pressed between his thighs. She sat beside him, phone in hand, and began listing the daily rules in her soft, commanding voice.

“Every morning you will message Mommy a photo of you in your diaper before you dress for work. You will wear one at all times—thick enough to be noticeable to you, discreet enough for the boardroom. You will check in at lunch with a voice note telling Mommy how much you need her. And at night, before sleep, you will edge yourself in your diaper for ten minutes without coming unless I permit it. Understood?”

Casper’s cock throbbed painfully inside the fresh padding. “Yes, Mommy. I’ll follow them.”

Iris leaned closer, her warm body pressing against his side. “You will follow Mommy’s rules like the good boy you are.” Her hand slipped inside the diaper and wrapped around his slick cock, stroking slowly. The crinkle sounded with every pump. “These rules will keep you dependent. Connected. Mine.”

The thrill of secret obedience mixed with the constant subtle crinkle under his suit earlier in the day flooded his mind. I’m a hedge-fund CEO. I make decisions that move markets. Yet the thought of texting her diaper photos from my private bathroom makes me leak like a teenager. Shame and arousal twisted together until he couldn’t tell them apart.

Iris continued stroking him while reciting more rules—hydration checks, posture reminders, forbidden orgasms without permission. Each new command deepened the dependency. Her voice wrapped around his brain like warm silk.

Scene 3 – Hard Anal Pounding and Explicit Climax

Iris stood and removed her lab coat and dress, revealing a thick, veined strap-on already glistening with lube. She rolled Casper onto his stomach on the chaise, the thick diaper bunching under his hips and lifting his ass. She pulled the diaper down just enough to expose his tight hole, then poured generous lube between his cheeks.

“Time for Mommy to reinforce the rules,” she said, voice husky. She pressed two gloved fingers inside him first, stretching and scissoring, curling against his prostate until he moaned into the blanket. Then the thick head of the strap-on replaced her fingers.

Casper gasped as she pushed forward. The fat crown popped past his ring, stretching him open. Inch after thick inch sank deep until her hips pressed against the back of his diaper, the strap-on buried to the hilt in his ass. The fullness was overwhelming—burning stretch that melted into deep, prostate-melting pleasure.

Iris gripped his swaddled shoulders and began fucking him hard. Deep, powerful strokes that pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in, bottoming out with wet, obscene slaps. The chaise creaked. The diaper crinkled loudly with every brutal thrust. Her hips snapped forward, railing his asshole with relentless rhythm, the thick shaft dragging across his prostate on every plunge.

“Take it,” she growled, voice still maternal but edged with dominance. “This is what following Mommy’s rules feels like—getting your ass fucked open while diapered and helpless.”

Casper moaned loudly into the blanket, body rocking forward with each pounding thrust. The constant crinkle mixed with the wet sounds of lube and flesh. His cock was trapped beneath him, rubbing against the inside of the diaper with every impact, leaking steadily. The thrill of secret obedience earlier in the day—wearing the diaper through meetings—now fused with the raw sensation of being plowed.

Iris fucked him harder, deep strokes that split him open and bottomed out against his prostate. “You will wear your diaper. You will send your photos. You will obey every rule because this is what you need.”

The pressure built unbearably. Casper’s balls tightened, cock swelling against the soaked padding. “Mommy—I’m going to—fuck—”

“Come hands-free while Mommy pounds your ass,” she ordered, railing him faster, hips slapping loudly against the diaper.

The orgasm detonated through him. Casper cried out as thick ropes of cum erupted from his untouched cock, pulsing hard inside the diaper. Heavy spurts soaked the front of the padding in hot, messy jets while his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thick strap-on still pounding deep. Wave after wave tore through him, prostate milking every drop as Iris kept fucking him through the climax, driving the shaft to the hilt again and again until his balls were empty and his body shuddered violently.

Only when he was whimpering and spent did she slow, grinding deep a few final times before pulling out. She resealed the cum-drenched diaper snug around his spent cock and dripping ass, patting the heavy, warm, sticky front.

Scene 4 – Final Rules and Hook

Iris pulled him into her arms on the chaise, holding his partially swaddled body close while she finished detailing the daily check-ins and rules. She made him repeat them back to her, her hand stroking his hair as he recited every command with a hazy, fucked-out voice.

The rules already felt carved into his mind. As he lay there in her arms, the heavy, cum-soaked diaper squelching warmly against him with every breath, Casper realized the dependency had taken root. Even tomorrow, during his critical afternoon board meeting, the constant subtle crinkle under his suit and the incoming text messages from Mommy would consume his thoughts, pulling his focus away from markets and deals and straight back to her. The powerful CEO was already cracking, rules tightening around him like the softest, most unbreakable chains.


Chapter 7: Gentle Correction

Casper entered the penthouse with deliberate slowness, testing the edges of his submission tonight. The thick diaper under his suit had been a constant presence all day, its subtle crinkle a secret thrill during negotiations, but the new rules chafed at his lingering pride. He wanted to push—just a little—to see how far Mommy’s control truly reached.

Iris waited in the candlelit consultation room, copper hair pinned elegantly, white lab coat open over her silk pencil dress. Her eyes narrowed with knowing sharpness the moment he hesitated at the threshold.

“Strip completely and get on the table, Casper. Mommy’s waiting.”

He paused, arms crossed, voice low. “I’ve been wearing it all day like you said. Can’t we skip the fresh one tonight?”

Scene 1 – Arrival and First Resistance

The dim candlelight danced across Iris’s copper hair as she stepped closer, her presence filling the room. Casper stood his ground for a moment longer, heart hammering. The cool air in the consultation room raised goosebumps on his arms as he finally removed his jacket but left his trousers on. The hidden diaper crinkled softly with the movement.

Iris’s tone remained firm but loving. “That wasn’t a request, sweet boy. When Mommy gives a command, you obey. Now.”

Casper’s cock twitched against the padding despite the defiance simmering in his chest. I run billion-dollar funds. I don’t fold this easily. Yet his body betrayed him, already leaking into the diaper at her authoritative presence. Shame and arousal twisted together as he slowly unbuttoned his shirt.

Iris watched every movement, then guided him onto the exam table. The paper crinkled loudly beneath his back. She untaped the day-worn diaper with deliberate slowness, the loud rustle echoing. His thick cock sprang free, flushed and dripping. She cleaned him, powdered him generously—the sweet scent blooming thick—then taped a fresh, even thicker diaper snug around his hips. The plush padding compressed his erection firmly.

“You’re testing Mommy tonight,” she observed, voice calm. “That’s alright. Naughty boys get corrected so they can be good for Mommy again.”

Casper’s breath caught at the words, a shiver running down his spine. The constant subtle crinkle of the fresh diaper under his bare ass already felt heavier, more controlling.

Scene 2 – Gentle Correction and Spanking

Iris helped him off the table and positioned him over her lap on the wide chaise, his diapered ass raised, upper body partially draped across the plush cushions. She peeled the back of the diaper down just enough to expose his firm cheeks, leaving the front snug around his throbbing cock.

The first smack landed—firm, open-handed, the sting blooming hot across his left cheek. Casper gasped. The warmth spread immediately, a deep radiating heat that made his skin tingle. Iris’s other hand stroked his back soothingly even as she delivered the second smack on the right cheek, then alternated in a steady rhythm. Each impact produced a sharp crack and a fresh wave of stinging warmth that sank deeper into his muscles.

“Mommy—wait—I’m sorry,” he breathed, voice cracking.

“Shh. This is correction, not punishment,” she murmured, her firm but loving tone wrapping around him like velvet. “You resisted Mommy’s command. Now you feel the consequences and let it release you.” Another series of firm spanks landed, the heat building into a glowing fire across his entire bottom. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes—not from pain, but from the overwhelming release of tension he’d carried for years.

Casper’s interior world fractured. I’m thirty-eight. A ruthless CEO. Yet I’m draped over a woman’s lap getting spanked like a naughty boy while my cock leaks into a diaper. The humiliation burned hotter than the sting, yet his body surrendered completely—hips rocking subtly, seeking friction against the padding with every smack. Tears slipped free, hot and cathartic, wetting the cushion beneath his face.

Iris paused to rub the warmed, reddened skin gently. “That’s it. Let it out for Mommy. Good boys cry when they need to.” Her hand resumed the correction—lighter now but steady—until Casper was openly sobbing with release, the fight draining from his body.

Scene 3 – Explicit Hard Fucking and Climax

Iris helped him stand on shaky legs, then laid him on his back on the chaise, diaper still pulled down in back but snug in front. She removed her lab coat and dress, revealing her smooth, aroused body. Her pussy glistened with wetness. She climbed over him, straddling his hips, and guided his throbbing cock to her entrance.

“Mommy’s going to fuck the last of that resistance out of you,” she said, voice husky yet maternal. She sank down in one smooth motion, taking every inch of his thick dick into her tight, scalding cunt.

Casper groaned loudly as her velvet walls gripped him completely. Iris began riding him with deep, powerful rolls of her hips—lifting until only the head stretched her, then slamming back down, bottoming out with wet, obscene sounds. The thick diaper bunched beneath her ass, crinkling loudly with every impact. Her reddened handprints on his ass cheeks burned hotter as her weight pressed against them.

“Fuck—Mommy—your pussy feels so good,” he moaned, hands gripping her thighs.

Iris rode him harder, breasts bouncing, copper hair loosening from its pins. “Naughty boys get corrected so they can be good for Mommy again,” she repeated, grinding her clit against him on every downstroke. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around his shaft, milking him with slick, wet heat. Juices coated his balls and soaked into the open edges of the diaper.

The sting across his spanked ass mixed with the overwhelming pleasure of her cunt devouring his cock. Every thrust sent fresh warmth radiating through his punished cheeks. Casper’s balls tightened, pressure building fast and brutal.

Iris leaned forward, pinning his wrists above his head while she fucked him relentlessly. “Come for Mommy. Fill my cunt while your bottom is still warm from correction.”

The orgasm exploded through him without mercy. Casper cried out as thick ropes of cum erupted deep inside her pussy—the first powerful spurt jetting hard against her cervix, followed by heavy, pulsing jets that overflowed almost immediately. His cock throbbed violently with every spurt, flooding her until white cum leaked out around his shaft and dripped down onto the diaper. His spanked ass clenched with each wave, the sting amplifying the pleasure into something shattering.

Iris kept riding through his climax, grinding down to take every drop, then shuddered hard as her own orgasm hit. Her cunt clamped like a vice around his spurting dick, milking him dry with rhythmic spasms while fresh slickness gushed around him.

She rode out both their orgasms with slow, deep grinds, then finally lifted off. Thick cum poured from her well-fucked pussy onto his cock and the front of the diaper. Iris used her fingers to smear the warm mess across his sensitive skin before resealing the heavy, cum-soaked diaper snug around him. The sticky warmth pressed against his spent cock and punished ass.

Scene 4 – Aftercare and Hook

Iris pulled him into her arms on the chaise, cradling his body against her chest. She stroked his hair and rubbed cooling lotion gently over his reddened bottom, murmuring soft praise. “There’s my good boy again. See how much better you feel after correction?”

Casper floated in a haze of tears, warmth, and deep satisfaction. The spanking still tingled across his ass, a constant reminder with every shift. The correction—firm, loving, necessary—had stripped away the last fragments of resistance. Instead of resentment, a powerful new eagerness bloomed inside him. He already craved the next command, the next opportunity to obey perfectly, just to earn more of Mommy’s care.

The gentle correction had not broken him. It had made him far more desperate to please her.


Chapter 8: Overnight in the Cradle

Casper stood in the candlelit foyer, heart pounding with a mix of fear and overwhelming need. After the correction last session, the rules had sunk deeper into his bones. He had texted her the requested diaper photo from his office bathroom that morning and edged himself that night without release. Now he was here, agreeing to his first overnight stay. No escape until morning.

“I’m staying,” he said quietly, voice already softening. “All night, Mommy.”

Iris’s copper hair caught the low light as she smiled, warm and possessive. “Good boy. Mommy will take perfect care of you until the sun comes up.”

Scene 1 – Arrival and Full Preparation

The consultation room felt different tonight—dimmer, safer, transformed into a private sanctuary. Heavy curtains blocked all external light, creating perfect darkness broken only by a few flickering candles. Casper stripped slowly, folding his suit with trembling hands. The cool air kissed his skin as he climbed onto the exam table. Fresh paper crinkled beneath him.

Iris worked with deliberate maternal precision. She snapped on latex gloves, the sharp sound sending a shiver through him. She removed his day diaper, cleaned him thoroughly, then powdered his groin and ass generously. The sweet scent filled the room. A thick overnight diaper—extra absorbent, plush, and wide—slid beneath his hips. She taped it snugly, the material hugging his semi-hard cock and balls in a heavy, comforting embrace.

Next came the full swaddle. Soft, luxurious blankets wrapped around his body layer by layer—first pinning his arms to his sides, then cocooning his torso and legs until only his head remained free. The plush texture pressed the bulky diaper firmly against his skin. Every tiny shift produced a muted, reassuring crinkle.

“You’re completely safe here,” Iris murmured, stroking his silver-streaked hair. “No markets. No decisions. Just Mommy and the dark.”

Casper’s mind spun. I’m a hedge-fund CEO who hasn’t slept through the night in years. Now I’m letting a woman swaddle me like an infant and keep me overnight. Terror and bliss collided. His cock strained harder inside the thick padding, already leaking at the total loss of control.

Scene 2 – Nighttime Bottle and Deep Regression

Iris helped him onto the wide, padded sleeping chaise in the inner room. Complete darkness enveloped them except for one low candle. She settled beside him, pulling his swaddled body against her chest. Her silk dress and warm skin radiated safety.

“Time for your nighttime bottle,” she whispered. She brought a large crystal bottle filled with warm, sweetened milk to his lips. The smooth nipple pressed into his mouth. Casper began to suckle instinctively, the warm liquid flowing steadily down his throat.

Iris rocked him gently, her hand stroking his hair and occasionally pressing on the front of his diaper. “Drink for Mommy. Fill that belly so you sleep deep and wet for me.”

The rhythmic sucking, the darkness, her steady heartbeat against his ear, and the constant heavy weight of the diaper created a profound floaty haze. Casper suckled greedily, milk warming his stomach. His adult thoughts dissolved further with every swallow.

After the bottle, Iris laid him on his back and climbed over him. She hiked up her dress—no panties—and freed his cock from the front of the diaper. Her wet pussy hovered above him, glistening in the faint candlelight. She sank down slowly, taking every inch of his thick dick into her tight cunt in one smooth glide.

Casper moaned loudly, the sound muffled against her breast. Iris rode him with slow, deep rolls of her hips, her pussy gripping and milking his shaft. The thick overnight diaper bunched beneath her, crinkling rhythmically with every thrust. Her full breasts pressed against his face as she leaned forward, grinding her clit against him.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Mommy’s going to fuck you to sleep. Give me all that tension.”

She rode him harder, cunt sliding wetly up and down his cock, juices coating his balls and soaking into the open diaper. The darkness amplified every sensation—the slick heat of her pussy, the plush swaddle restricting his movement, the constant crinkle, her soft maternal moans.

Casper’s orgasm built fast and deep. “Mommy—I’m close—”

“Come inside me,” she ordered, slamming down harder. “Fill Mommy’s cunt before you sleep.”

The climax tore through him. Casper cried out as thick ropes of cum erupted deep into her pussy, heavy spurts pulsing against her walls. His cock throbbed violently, flooding her with jet after jet until cum leaked out around his shaft and dripped down into the diaper. Iris ground down through his orgasm, then shuddered hard as her own climax hit, her cunt clamping rhythmically around his spurting dick, milking every last drop.

She rode out both orgasms slowly, then lifted off. Thick white cum poured from her well-fucked pussy onto his cock and the diaper. Iris smeared some of the mess across his skin before resealing the diaper snugly, trapping the warm cum against his spent cock.

Scene 3 – Overnight Care and Diaper Change

Hours later, in the perfect darkness, Casper stirred. The diaper felt heavy and warm—he had wet it heavily in his sleep. Iris was right there, her presence constant and soothing. She clicked on a single low lamp.

“Shh, Mommy’s here,” she whispered. She unwrapped the top layers of the swaddle just enough to access the diaper. The loud crinkle filled the quiet room as she untaped the soaked padding. The scent of urine and cum mixed with fresh powder as she cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes.

Casper lay there, half-asleep and deeply regressed, cock twitching as she powdered him again and taped a fresh overnight diaper around him. The new padding felt even thicker, more comforting. Iris re-swaddled him tightly, then brought another warm bottle to his lips.

“Drink, sweet boy. Then back to sleep.”

He suckled obediently in the near-darkness, her body pressed close, one hand resting possessively on the front of his fresh diaper. The rhythmic sucking, her steady breathing, and the total safety of the room pulled him back under.

Throughout the night Iris remained with him—stroking his hair during small stirs, whispering affirmations, changing him once more in the early hours with the same calm efficiency. Her presence never wavered. The darkness wrapped around them like a cocoon.

Scene 4 – Morning Awakening

Casper woke slowly to soft morning light filtering through the heavy curtains. For the first time in years, he felt truly rested—body relaxed, mind clear, no exhaustion clinging to his bones. He was still tightly swaddled, the overnight diaper warm and heavy between his legs, slightly damp. Iris lay beside him, watching him with soft, possessive eyes.

“Sleep tight, my little patient. Mommy’s right here,” she had whispered the last time he drifted off. Those words echoed in his mind now.

He felt refreshed, lighter, dangerously content. The powerful CEO who once survived on four hours of broken sleep had just experienced the deepest, most peaceful night in over a decade—because of her. Because of the diapers, the swaddle, the milk, the fucking, and her constant presence.

The addiction solidified in that moment. Casper knew he would beg for more overnights. He needed this. He needed Mommy. There was no going back.


Chapter 9: Mansion Sessions

Casper’s black Maybach rolled through the gated entrance of his sprawling private mansion in the Hamptons, Iris seated beside him in the back. The invitation had come impulsively after his first overnight with her—more privacy, more time, more surrender. Now the luxury estate that had always been his fortress of adult power felt strangely vulnerable as the car stopped at the grand entrance.

Iris stepped out first, copper hair pinned elegantly, white lab coat over her silk pencil dress. She surveyed the marble foyer, crystal chandeliers, and sweeping staircase with a dark, satisfied smile. “Lead the way, Casper. Show Mommy your big fancy house.”

Scene 1 – Arrival and Claiming the Space

The mansion’s master bedroom was a masterpiece of masculine luxury—king-sized bed with Egyptian cotton sheets, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean, dark wood paneling, and original art on the walls. Candlelight from the dozens of candles Iris had instructed him to light earlier transformed the space. Familiar surroundings now felt strange, almost alien under her gaze. The ocean waves whispered distantly, but inside the room there was only her presence and the thick silence of complete isolation.

Casper’s pulse hammered as he stripped on command. The cool air of his own bedroom raised goosebumps across his lean-athletic frame. Iris opened the large medical bag she had brought and laid out supplies on the antique dresser. She guided him onto the massive bed. The expensive sheets crinkled loudly as she slid a thick overnight diaper beneath his hips. The sweet powder scent bloomed as she dusted it generously over his cock and ass, the familiar ritual now happening in his own sanctuary.

“You’re trembling,” she observed, taping the bulky diaper snug around his waist. The padding compressed his already hardening cock in a heavy, crinkling embrace. “Your big powerful house, yet here you are, diapered on your own bed like a helpless patient.”

Casper’s mind reeled. This is my bedroom. I’ve closed deals from this desk. Now Mommy is turning it into her playroom. The contrast sent shame flooding through him, but his cock throbbed harder against the plush padding, betraying him completely.

Iris smiled. “Mommy’s in charge here now, in your big fancy house.”

Scene 2 – Extended Play and Deepening Control

Iris spent the next hours claiming every inch of the mansion. She made him crawl behind her in just his diaper through the marble hallways, the constant loud crinkle echoing off the walls. In his home office, she bent him over the mahogany desk and delivered firm, loving swats to the seat of his diaper while reviewing his rules. In the luxurious living room, she fed him warm milk from a crystal bottle while he lay across her lap on the leather sofa.

Back in the master bedroom, she fully swaddled him in soft blankets on top of his own king bed. The plush layers pinned his arms and legs, turning the expensive mattress into a cradle. The familiar scent of his own sheets mixed with powder and her skin, creating a disorienting new reality. Complete isolation wrapped around them—no staff, no security inside the room, just the ocean and her voice.

Casper floated in the extended play. Every ritual that had once belonged only to the penthouse now stained his home. His cock leaked steadily into the diaper as she stroked the front through the padding, edging him slowly while whispering hypnotic affirmations.

“You belong to Mommy everywhere now,” she murmured, her hand pressing rhythmically. “Even in your own mansion.”

Scene 3 – Hard Anal Pounding in His Own Bed

Iris unwrapped the top layers of the swaddle just enough to access his lower half. She removed her lab coat and dress, revealing a thick, veined strap-on already slick with lube. Casper’s breath caught at the sight.

“On your stomach, sweet boy. Mommy’s going to fuck you properly in your own bed.”

She positioned him face-down on the luxurious sheets, the thick diaper pulled down to mid-thigh. His ass was raised, the familiar surroundings making the vulnerability sharper. Iris poured generous lube between his cheeks, working two, then three gloved fingers deep inside him, stretching his hole with clinical precision until he moaned into the pillow.

The fat head of the strap-on pressed against his loosened asshole. Iris pushed forward steadily, the thick crown popping past his ring and sinking inch after inch until her hips met his diapered ass. The fullness was overwhelming—deep, stretching, perfect.

“Take Mommy’s cock in your big expensive bed,” she growled, voice dripping maternal dominance. She gripped his swaddled shoulders and began fucking him hard—long, powerful strokes that pulled nearly all the way out before slamming back in to the hilt. The wet, obscene sounds of lube and flesh filled the room, mixed with the constant crinkle of the diaper bunched around his thighs and the creak of his own mattress.

Each deep thrust bottomed out against his prostate, sending electric pleasure shooting through him. Iris railed him relentlessly, hips snapping, the thick shaft splitting him open again and again. The familiar luxury of his bedroom—silk sheets now rumpled and stained with lube, ocean view watching silently—made the degradation burn hotter.

Casper moaned loudly into the pillow. “Mommy—fuck—it’s so deep—”

“That’s right,” she panted, pounding harder. “This is your new reality. Mommy fucking your ass raw in the house you used to own.”

The pressure built brutally fast. His cock rubbed against the inside of the diaper with every punishing thrust, trapped and leaking. Iris reached underneath, gripping him through the padding while she continued railing his hole.

“Come for Mommy,” she commanded, driving the strap-on to the hilt with every stroke. “Come hands-free while I wreck your tight ass in your own bed.”

The orgasm detonated violently. Casper cried out as thick ropes of cum erupted from his untouched cock, pulsing hard inside the diaper. Heavy, messy spurts soaked the front of the padding in hot jets while his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thick pounding shaft. Wave after wave tore through him, prostate milking every drop as Iris kept fucking him through the climax—deep, relentless strokes that prolonged the pleasure until he was shuddering and whimpering, balls empty and body limp.

Only when he was spent did she slow, grinding the strap-on deep a few final times before pulling out slowly. She resealed the cum-drenched diaper around his twitching cock and leaking hole, patting the heavy, warm, sticky front possessively.

Scene 4 – Extended Night and Final Realization

Iris re-swaddled him tightly and pulled his helpless body against her on the king bed. She fed him more warm milk from the crystal bottle, stroked his hair, and whispered ownership over every room in the mansion. They played for hours more—diaper checks, gentle teasing, her body pressed close in the darkness—turning his private sanctuary into an extension of her domain.

As the night deepened and Casper lay spent and regressed in his own bed, the truth settled heavily. The luxury mansion that once symbolized his power now felt completely different. The master bedroom smelled of powder and sex. The rules echoed in every hallway. His home no longer felt like his own adult domain. It belonged to Mommy now.


Chapter 10: Cooing for Mommy

Casper knelt in the center of his own master bedroom, the thick diaper crinkling loudly with every small shift of his weight. The mansion that once echoed with conference calls and power meetings now held only the sound of his own ragged breathing and Iris’s calm footsteps. He was deep in regression after days of constant rules and overnights, yet fragments of his old CEO voice still clung to him like stubborn armor.

Iris stood before him in her white lab coat over the silk pencil dress, copper hair pinned elegantly. She tilted his chin up with one finger. “Tell Mommy why you’re here tonight, Casper. Use your words.”

“I… I need you to take control,” he managed, voice hoarse but still adult. “I can’t stop thinking about—”

Scene 1 – Arrival and First Resistance

The familiar luxury of the master bedroom felt warped under the low candlelight. Ocean waves whispered beyond the windows, but inside, the air was thick with powder scent and anticipation. Casper’s lean-athletic body was already stripped except for the heavy medical diaper taped snugly around his hips. The plush padding hugged his semi-hard cock, every tiny movement producing a constant, humiliating crinkle that echoed off the dark wood walls.

Iris circled him slowly, her delighted gaze drinking in his posture. “Such a big strong man on his knees in his own mansion. But big boys don’t get what they need tonight. Only little voices do. Try again.”

Casper’s cheeks burned. “I need… I need your care, Mommy. Please.”

“Better,” she praised softly, but not enough. “Now use your little voice. Coo for me, sweet boy.”

He hesitated, clinging to the last shreds of adult speech. “This is… this is difficult. I’m still—”

Iris’s hand stroked his silver-streaked hair. “Mommy knows. But the more you fight, the longer we practice. Use your little voice for Mommy. Coo for me, sweet boy.”

The words lodged in his throat. Shame flooded him, hot and sharp, yet his cock throbbed harder against the diaper at the command. I negotiate billion-dollar deals. Now I’m supposed to coo like an infant in my own bedroom. The internal war raged even as his body betrayed him, hips rocking subtly, chasing friction against the padded front.

Iris smiled at his struggle. “Good. That conflict is exactly what we’re breaking tonight.”

Scene 2 – Vocal Training and Building Intensity

Iris guided him onto the massive king bed, laying him on his back atop the expensive sheets. She swaddled his upper body tightly in soft blankets, pinning his arms while leaving his diapered lower half exposed. The plush texture compressed the bulky padding against his leaking cock. Candlelight danced across her copper hair as she climbed beside him, one hand resting possessively on the front of his diaper.

“Every time you speak like a big CEO, Mommy edges you without letting you finish,” she warned. “But every sweet coo gets you closer to what you need. Understand?”

“Yes, M—” He caught himself. “Y-yes, Mommy.”

She pressed the front of the diaper firmly, rubbing his trapped erection in slow circles. “Try again. Tell Mommy how much you love your diaper.”

Casper’s breath hitched. The words fought to come out adult. “I… I like the way it feels—”

Iris immediately slowed her hand to a torturous tease. “Little voice, sweet boy.”

He whimpered, humiliation twisting with desperate arousal. “I… I wuv my diapee, Mommy,” he forced out, the babyish distortion making his face flame.

Iris’s delighted response was instant—her eyes lit up, a soft moan of approval escaping her lips. “There it is. Such a good little patient. Coo more for Mommy.” She rewarded him by slipping her hand inside the diaper and wrapping warm fingers around his slick cock, stroking with firm, luxurious pulls.

The humiliating yet strangely freeing sounds poured out of him as she pumped. “Mmm… Mommy… feew so good…” Each coo and broken syllable made her touch faster, her delighted hums and praises wrapping around his fracturing mind like warm silk. The contrast between his powerful past and the infantile noises he was making sent waves of shame crashing through him, yet every delighted response from Iris made the surrender feel safer, sweeter, more addictive.

Scene 3 – Intense Fucking While Cooing

Iris removed her lab coat and dress, revealing her smooth, aroused body. She freed Casper’s throbbing cock from the front of the diaper and straddled him, her wet pussy hovering above his leaking tip. “Keep using your little voice the entire time Mommy fucks you. No big words. Only coos and baby sounds. If you slip, I stop.”

She sank down onto him in one smooth, wet glide, taking every thick inch of his cock into her tight cunt. Casper groaned, the sound automatically softening into a needy whimper. Iris began riding him with deep, rolling thrusts, her pussy gripping and milking his shaft with every downward slam.

“Use your little voice,” she reminded, grinding her clit against him.

“Mommy… so tight… mmmph—” The words melted into helpless coos and soft, broken moans as she fucked him harder. The wet sounds of her slick cunt devouring his dick mixed with the constant crinkle of the diaper bunched beneath her ass. Her full breasts bounced with every thrust, copper hair loosening from its pins.

Casper’s mind fractured further with every humiliating sound he made. “Ahh… goo… Mommy… feew so full…” The babyish vocalizations poured out unfiltered now, each one earning delighted praise from Iris.

“Yes, that’s it,” she moaned, riding him faster, her cunt clenching rhythmically around his pounding cock. “Coo for Mommy while I use this big dick. Let me hear how small you feel.”

The pressure built unbearably. Casper’s balls tightened as her pussy worked him relentlessly. “Mommy—gah—coo—cooing for you—” The words dissolved into pure, infantile sounds—high-pitched whimpers and soft, rhythmic coos that matched the pace of her riding.

Iris fucked him with purpose, slamming down to take him to the hilt again and again, her juices soaking his balls and the open diaper. “Such pretty little sounds. Come for Mommy while you coo, sweet boy. Give it all to me.”

The orgasm exploded through him like a breaking dam. Casper cried out in a long, helpless string of babyish coos and whimpers as thick ropes of cum erupted deep inside her cunt. Heavy, powerful spurts jetted against her walls, pulse after pulse flooding her until white cum leaked out around his shaft and dripped messily into the diaper. His body shuddered violently beneath her, cock throbbing with every spurt while the humiliating vocalizations continued pouring from his lips.

Iris ground down through his climax, taking every drop, then shuddered hard as her own orgasm hit. Her pussy clamped rhythmically around his spurting dick, milking him dry with strong contractions while fresh slickness gushed around him. She rode out both their orgasms with slow, deep grinds, moaning in delight at every broken coo that escaped him.

Only when he was twitching and empty did she lift off, letting thick strands of their mixed cum stretch between her pussy and his cock before she smeared the warm mess across his spent dick and resealed the heavy, cum-soaked diaper around him.

Scene 4 – Deepening Regression

Iris pulled his swaddled upper body into her arms, cradling him against her breasts while stroking his hair. She continued praising every soft coo and whimper he made, encouraging more until adult language felt distant and unnatural.

Casper floated in a haze of post-orgasmic bliss and deep humiliation. The powerful words that once commanded boardrooms now felt impossibly far away. Every time he tried to form a normal sentence, only soft coos and babyish sounds emerged. The CEO voice was fading fast, replaced by the freeing, helpless little sounds Mommy loved to hear. His home, his mind, his very identity were slipping completely into her control.


Chapter 11: Sensory Overload

Casper arrived at the mansion already trembling with need. The addiction had consumed him completely. Days of cooing and constant rules had left him aching for the extremes only Iris could deliver. He had texted her the required diaper photo from his private jet and now stood in the master bedroom, pulse hammering, cock already straining against the thick padding he’d worn all day.

Iris entered behind him, copper hair pinned elegantly, white lab coat open over her silk pencil dress. The candlelight she had instructed him to prepare turned the luxurious room into a private medical chamber. “Look at you, so desperate for Mommy’s special overload tonight.”

Scene 1 – Arrival and Initial Setup

The master bedroom smelled of expensive linen, ocean air, and the sweet powder Iris immediately began scattering. Casper stripped without being told, the cool air of his own home raising goosebumps across his lean-athletic frame. The thick day diaper crinkled loudly as he climbed onto the massive king bed. Fresh sheets felt strange beneath him now—once symbols of power, now just another surface for Mommy to claim.

Iris snapped on latex gloves, the sharp sound sending a jolt straight to his groin. She untaped the used diaper slowly, the loud crinkle echoing off the dark wood walls. His cock sprang free, flushed and leaking heavily. She cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes, then dusted fresh powder generously over his balls, cock, and between his cheeks. The sweet scent bloomed thick and intimate.

A new, ultra-thick overnight diaper slid beneath his hips. Before sealing it, Iris inserted two powerful vibrating toys: one thick prostate massager deep into his ass, the other a ribbed sleeve that enveloped his cock. Both were already humming on low. She taped the diaper shut with firm pulls, the heavy padding compressing everything tightly against his skin. The constant low vibrations buzzed through his prostate and cock at once.

Casper gasped, hips twitching. The multiple layers of sensation—plush padding, relentless vibration, powder, and tight containment—hit him instantly. “Mommy… it’s already too much.”

Iris smiled, stroking the front of the bulging diaper. “This is only the beginning, sweet boy. Mommy’s going to overload every single sense until you break beautifully for me.”

His mind reeled. I used to control empires. Now I’m lying in my own bed with toys locked inside a diaper, already leaking and whimpering. Shame and raw craving twisted together as the vibrations built in steady waves.

Scene 2 – Escalation and Sensory Build

Iris partially swaddled his upper body in soft blankets, pinning his arms while leaving his diapered lower half completely accessible. She climbed onto the bed and straddled his thighs, her warm weight adding pressure to the vibrating toys. The low setting increased to medium. The prostate massager hummed deeper, pressing firmly against his gland, while the cock sleeve vibrated along every inch of his trapped shaft.

Casper moaned loudly, the sound already softening into helpless coos. The building waves of forced pleasure rolled through him—vibration against his prostate, tight vibration around his cock, the constant crinkle and plush compression of the diaper, Iris’s maternal scent and warm body pressing down. Every nerve fired at once.

“Tell Mommy how it feels,” she commanded, grinding slowly against the bulky front.

“It’s… overwhelming… Mommy… buzzing everywhere… I can’t think—” His words fractured into needy whimpers as she turned both toys higher.

Iris leaned down, her copper hair brushing his chest, lips against his ear. “Good. Let the sensations take you. No control. Just feel what Mommy does to her patient.” She reached between them and pressed the diaper firmly over the vibrating toys, intensifying every buzz. The multiple layers—vibration, pressure, heat, crinkle, powder scent—crashed over him in relentless waves.

Casper’s hips jerked involuntarily, chasing and fleeing the overload at the same time. Tears of overwhelming pleasure pricked his eyes. His adult thoughts dissolved further with every pulsing throb. The toys buzzed mercilessly against his prostate and cock, forcing him right to the edge without mercy.

Scene 3 – Full Penetration and Shattering Climax

Iris removed her lab coat and silk dress, revealing her smooth, dripping pussy. She pulled the front of his diaper down just enough to free his throbbing, vibrating cock while leaving the prostate massager locked deep inside. The ribbed sleeve continued buzzing around his shaft as she positioned herself above him.

“Mommy’s going to ride you while the toys keep working,” she purred. “You’re going to come harder than you ever have.”

She sank down onto his cock in one smooth, wet motion, taking every thick inch into her tight cunt. The combination was devastating—her scalding velvet walls gripping him, the prostate toy buzzing hard against his gland from inside, the cock sleeve vibrating along his shaft, and the heavy diaper still bunched around his balls. Iris began riding him with deep, powerful rolls of her hips, slamming down to take him to the hilt again and again.

The sensory overload became total. Vibrations, slick heat, tight compression, her delighted moans, the constant crinkle of the diaper with every thrust. Casper’s body convulsed under the onslaught. “Mommy—too much—can’t—ahh—”

“Let it all go for Mommy. Give me everything,” she commanded, riding him harder, her cunt clenching rhythmically around his vibrating cock. Juices coated his balls and soaked into the open diaper as she fucked him without mercy.

The pressure built like a tidal wave—prostate milked relentlessly by the toy, cock stroked internally by her pussy and externally by the vibrating sleeve. Casper’s balls drew up tight, every muscle straining.

“I’m—Mommy—I’m—” His words dissolved into broken coos and cries as the orgasm detonated.

Thick ropes of cum exploded from his cock deep inside her cunt. The first powerful spurt jetted hard against her walls, followed by heavy, violent pulses that kept coming. His body shuddered violently beneath her, prostate and cock both forced to orgasm at once. Cum flooded her pussy in messy, overflowing jets, leaking out around his shaft and dripping down into the diaper while the toys continued buzzing through every wave. Iris kept riding hard, grinding down to take every spurt, her own climax hitting moments later. Her cunt clamped like a vice around his pulsing dick, milking him through the shattering release while fresh slickness gushed around him.

She rode out both their orgasms with deep, grinding thrusts, then finally lifted off. Thick white cum poured from her well-fucked pussy onto his still-vibrating cock and the diaper. Iris left the toys on high for several more seconds, forcing aftershocks through his oversensitive body until he was whimpering and twitching helplessly.

Only then did she switch them off and reseal the cum-drenched, toy-filled diaper snugly around him, patting the heavy, warm, sticky front.

Scene 4 – Final Overload and Fracture

Iris pulled his partially swaddled body into her arms, cradling him against her chest while the residual sensations continued echoing through him. She kept one hand pressed firmly on the front of the messy diaper, occasionally tapping the toys back on low to draw fresh whimpers from his lips.

Casper floated in a broken haze. The building waves of forced pleasure had shattered something deep inside. His mind fractured further under the onslaught of her dominance—thoughts fragmented, identity dissolving, every sense owned completely by Mommy. The powerful CEO was gone. Only her helpless, overloaded patient remained, craving even more.


Chapter 12: The Risky Call

Casper paced the master bedroom of his Hamptons mansion, phone gripped tight in one hand, thick medical diaper crinkling softly under his tailored trousers. A critical board conference call was scheduled in minutes—fifty million dollars and three major investors on the line. Yet all he could think about was the deep, aching need clawing at his chest. The sensory overload from the previous session still echoed in his body. He had texted Iris the moment the meeting was confirmed. She had answered immediately: Mommy’s coming.

The front door opened. Iris stepped in, copper hair pinned elegantly, white lab coat over her silk pencil dress, medical bag in hand. Her eyes gleamed with dark excitement as she took in his tense posture.

“You’re really going to do this?” Casper asked, voice already strained.

Iris smiled. “Answer your big boy call while Mommy plays with her little patient.”

Scene 1 – Setup and Rising Tension

Casper’s luxurious bedroom felt both too familiar and completely alien. Late afternoon light filtered through the ocean-facing windows, but the heavy curtains were half-drawn, creating intimate shadows. The massive king bed waited, sheets still rumpled from their last session. The constant subtle crinkle of the thick diaper under his suit trousers reminded him of his secret every time he shifted weight.

Iris wasted no time. She guided him to the edge of the bed and unbuckled his belt. “Drop the trousers. Keep the jacket and tie on. You need to look professional for your important call.” She untaped the day diaper, the loud crinkle cutting through the quiet room, and replaced it with a fresh, extra-thick one. Before sealing it, she slipped a powerful vibrating plug into his ass and a tight cock sleeve around his already leaking shaft. Both hummed to life on low as she taped the diaper snugly.

Casper’s breath hitched. The dual vibrations buzzed against his prostate and cock, sending immediate waves of forced pleasure through him. “Mommy… the call starts in two minutes. This is too risky.”

Iris pressed a finger to his lips. “That’s what makes it perfect. Sit at your desk like the powerful CEO you pretend to be. Mommy will be right here.”

He obeyed, settling into the leather chair at his massive mahogany desk. The laptop was open, camera angled to show only his upper body. The thick diaper compressed the toys tightly against him, every small movement producing a soft but audible crinkle. His cock throbbed hard inside the sleeve.

The conference call connected. Voices of board members and investors filled the speaker. “Casper, good to have you. Let’s dive into Q3 projections.”

Scene 2 – The Risky Call and Escalating Teasing

Iris knelt between his spread thighs under the desk, hidden from the camera. She slowly pulled the front of his diaper down just enough to free his vibrating cock. Casper’s voice stayed steady as he delivered opening remarks, but his free hand gripped the desk edge white-knuckled.

“Current projections show strong growth in emerging markets,” he said, tone professional. Beneath the desk, Iris’s warm mouth engulfed the head of his cock, sucking slowly while the sleeve continued vibrating along his shaft. The wet heat combined with the buzzing made his thighs tremble.

A soft crinkle escaped as his hips twitched involuntarily. One board member asked a question. Casper answered, voice only slightly tighter. “Yes, we’ve hedged appropriately against volatility.”

Iris pulled off his cock with a quiet pop and whispered, “Good boy. Keep talking.” She climbed onto his lap, facing him, hiking up her dress. No panties. Her slick pussy hovered above his throbbing dick. She sank down in one smooth motion, taking every inch into her tight cunt while the prostate plug continued buzzing deep inside him.

Casper bit the inside of his cheek to suppress a moan. The sudden velvet grip of her pussy combined with the vibrations created devastating pleasure. Iris began rolling her hips in slow, deep circles, riding him while he spoke.

“On the merger front,” he continued, voice strained, “we’re looking at… ah… strong synergies.” The diaper crinkled audibly with every roll of her hips. Iris leaned close, lips brushing his ear. “Answer your big boy call while Mommy plays with her little patient.”

Terror spiked through him—the fear of being heard, of the crinkle carrying through the speaker, of accidentally letting a coo slip. Yet his body betrayed him completely. His cock throbbed inside her cunt, leaking steadily as she rode him with increasing rhythm. The dual sensations—the professional conversation above the desk and Mommy’s tight pussy fucking him beneath it—pushed him toward the edge with terrifying speed.

Scene 3 – Explicit Risky Fuck and Forced Climax

Iris rode him harder, her slick cunt sliding up and down his thick cock with wet, obscene sounds barely masked by the desk. The vibrating plug pressed relentlessly against his prostate while her inner walls milked him on every downstroke. Casper’s free hand gripped her hip under the desk, trying to control her pace, but she swatted it away and slammed down harder.

“Thoughts on the dividend increase, Casper?” an investor asked.

He swallowed hard, fighting the building pressure. “We should… maintain flexibility… fuck—” The last word slipped out as a tiny breath. Iris grinned wickedly and ground her clit against him, her cunt clenching rhythmically.

“Keep going,” she whispered, voice dripping maternal heat. “Coo for Mommy quietly while you close your big deal.”

Casper’s mind fractured under the terror and pleasure. The constant soft crinkle of the diaper with every thrust, the fear of the microphone picking it up, the overwhelming sensation of her pussy devouring his cock while the toy buzzed deep in his ass—it was too much. Suppressed coos and whimpers threatened to escape his throat.

Iris rode him faster, breasts bouncing silently beneath her open lab coat, hips snapping with purpose. Her cunt was scalding and soaked, juices coating his balls and soaking into the open diaper. “Let it happen,” she breathed. “Come inside Mommy while they listen.”

The orgasm hit like a freight train. Casper’s vision whited out as thick ropes of cum erupted violently from his cock deep into her pussy. He clenched his jaw, barely choking back a broken coo as heavy spurts pulsed again and again, flooding her cunt until it overflowed. Warm cum leaked out around his shaft, dripping messily into the diaper with every twitch of his hips. His asshole clenched hard around the buzzing plug, intensifying every wave until his balls were drained and his body shuddered helplessly beneath her.

Iris kept riding through his climax, grinding down to take every last spurt, then shuddered hard as her own orgasm hit. Her cunt clamped rhythmically around his pulsing dick, milking him dry while fresh slickness gushed around his cock. She rode out both their orgasms with slow, deep grinds, smiling at his desperate attempts to keep his voice steady on the call.

Only when the final tremors faded did she lift off, letting thick strands of cum stretch between them before she tucked his spent, dripping cock back into the messy diaper and sealed it snugly. The warm, sticky squelch pressed against his sensitive skin.

Scene 4 – Aftermath and Dangerous Thin Line

Casper wrapped up the call with the last of his professional composure, voice hoarse but intact. The moment the line disconnected, he slumped back in the chair, chest heaving. Iris rose from his lap, cum still leaking down her thighs, and stroked his silver-streaked hair.

“You did so well for Mommy,” she praised softly.

Casper stared at the darkened laptop screen, heart still racing from the terror of nearly being exposed. The thick, cum-soaked diaper squelched warmly between his thighs with every breath. The line between his two worlds—ruthless CEO and Mommy’s helpless patient—was now dangerously thin. One more slip, one louder crinkle, one uncontrolled coo, and everything could come crashing down. And the terrifying truth was that part of him craved exactly that.


Chapter 13: Boardroom Betrayal

Casper sat at the head of the virtual boardroom table in his home office, laptop camera perfectly framed to show only his crisp white shirt and professional tie. The quarterly results call had been running for twelve minutes. Twelve of the most powerful investors and board members stared back at him through the screen. Fifty-eight billion dollars in assets under management hung on every word.

His thick medical diaper crinkled softly under his tailored trousers with every small shift in the leather chair. Iris stood just out of frame behind him, copper hair pinned elegantly, white lab coat open over her silk pencil dress, a dark smile playing on her lips.

“...and moving to the European portfolio,” Casper said, voice steady but already strained, “we’ve seen a twelve percent uptick in—”

Scene 1 – The Call Begins and Initial Setup

The home office smelled of polished wood, expensive cologne, and the faint sweet powder already drifting from the thick diaper Iris had taped him into moments before the meeting started. The large oak desk hid everything below his chest. Iris had prepared him thoroughly—extra-thick overnight diaper, vibrating plug seated deep in his ass, and a tight ribbed sleeve around his cock. Both toys hummed on the lowest setting, sending constant ripples of forced pleasure through his body.

Casper gripped the edge of the desk as an investor asked a pointed question about risk exposure. “We’ve stress-tested the models extensively,” he answered, forcing his voice into its usual commanding tone.

Behind him, Iris knelt silently and pulled the front of his trousers open. The loud crinkle of the diaper filled the small space as she untaped the front panel. His cock sprang free, already leaking into the sleeve. Iris’s warm mouth engulfed him without warning, sucking slowly while the toys continued their low buzz.

Casper’s thigh twitched. The crinkle was audible to him, terrifyingly loud in his own ears. “Yes, Mr. Hargrove, the hedges are holding. We project—”

Iris pulled off with a wet pop and whispered just loud enough for him to hear, “Keep talking like a big CEO. Mommy’s going to play with her little patient right here.”

She stood, hiked up her dress, and straddled his lap facing him, lowering herself onto his throbbing cock in one smooth, slick glide. Her tight cunt swallowed every inch until her ass rested on his diapered thighs. The sudden velvet heat combined with the buzzing plug against his prostate nearly made him groan out loud.

Scene 2 – Escalation During the Live Call

Iris began riding him with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, her slick pussy gripping and milking his cock on every downward thrust. The thick diaper bunched beneath her, crinkling rhythmically with each movement. Casper’s voice cracked slightly as he answered the next question.

“Q3 guidance remains… robust.” The word came out breathier than intended. One board member frowned. “You sound a little off, Casper. Everything alright?”

Iris leaned in close, lips brushing his ear while she ground her clit against his pelvis. “Answer them,” she whispered. “Tell them you’re fine while Mommy fucks you on camera.”

“I’m perfectly fine,” he managed, teeth clenched. “Just a minor… technical issue with the connection.”

Beneath the professional mask, terror and unbearable pleasure warred inside him. The voices of his colleagues discussing spreadsheets and valuations filled the speaker, while Iris’s tight, wet cunt rode him harder. Her juices coated his balls and soaked into the open diaper with every wet slap. The vibrating plug buzzed relentlessly against his prostate, forcing waves of prostate milking pleasure that made his cock swell thicker inside her.

Iris picked up speed, breasts bouncing silently beneath her open lab coat, copper hair starting to loosen. She whispered hotly against his ear, “Use your little voice, sweet boy. Let some coos slip through. Let them hear.”

Casper’s mind fractured. These men have trusted me with their fortunes. If they hear me cooing like a baby while Mommy rides my cock… The humiliation burned hotter than the pleasure, yet his hips began rocking up to meet her thrusts, chasing the overwhelming sensations.

Scene 3 – Full Regression and Live Exposure

Iris reached down and turned both toys to maximum. The sudden intense buzzing against his prostate and along his cock made Casper’s eyes roll back. He bit his lip hard, but a soft, involuntary coo escaped his throat.

“—mmhh… goo…”

Several board members leaned closer to their screens. “What was that, Casper?”

Iris smiled triumphantly and slammed down harder, her cunt clenching around him like a velvet fist. “Let them hear what you really are now, my sweet little patient,” she whispered, voice dripping with dark maternal triumph. She rode him without mercy, hips snapping, wet sounds barely masked by the desk.

Casper tried to speak, but only broken babyish coos and whimpers came out. “Mmm… Mommy… ahh… coo… cooing for you…” His voice carried clearly through the microphone. The board erupted in confused murmurs.

“Is this some kind of joke?” one investor demanded.

Iris fucked him harder, her slick pussy devouring his cock with obscene, squelching thrusts. “That’s it. Let it all out. They’re listening to the real you now.”

The pressure became unbearable. The combination of her tight cunt, the maxed-out vibrating toys, the terror of live exposure, and the final shattering of his adult identity pushed Casper over the edge.

“I’m—Mommy—I’m—” A long, helpless string of coos and whimpers poured from his mouth as the orgasm detonated violently.

Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock deep inside Iris’s pussy. Heavy, powerful spurts jetted against her walls again and again, flooding her until it overflowed in messy white streams that dripped down his balls and soaked the diaper. His body convulsed in the chair, asshole clenching rhythmically around the buzzing plug as wave after wave of shattering pleasure tore through him. Casper moaned openly in pure infantile sounds, cooing and whimpering on the live call while his cock continued pulsing, emptying every drop into Mommy’s cunt.

Iris ground down through his climax, taking every spurt, then shuddered hard as her own orgasm hit. Her pussy clamped like a vice around his spurting dick, milking him through the final powerful jets while fresh slickness gushed around his cock. She rode out both their orgasms with deep, possessive grinds, moaning softly in delight.

The board call had dissolved into stunned silence and frantic questions. “Casper? What the hell is going on?”

Iris finally lifted off, thick cum pouring from her well-fucked pussy onto his spent cock and the ruined diaper. She resealed the heavy, cum-soaked padding snugly around him and stroked his hair tenderly while he continued making soft, broken cooing sounds.

Scene 4 – Total Surrender

Casper sat limp in the chair, chest heaving, face flushed, the live call still connected to fifteen powerful men who had just heard him cooing and whimpering like a baby while getting fucked. Iris leaned into the frame, smiling serenely at the camera.

“Thank you for your time, gentlemen. Casper will no longer be requiring your services. He belongs completely to his doctor now.”

She ended the call with a calm click.

Casper stared at the blank screen, tears of overwhelming release and final surrender sliding down his cheeks. The powerful CEO identity that had defined him for decades lay shattered on the floor of his home office. The thick, cum-filled diaper squelched warmly between his thighs with every trembling breath.

With his secret exposed to the world that once feared and respected him, Casper belonged completely to Dr. Mommy. There was no going back. He turned his face into her chest, cooing softly as she cradled his head.

And for the first time, the surrender felt like perfect peace.
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