
        
            
                
            
        

    
Milk and Mercy

A Dark ABDL Romance of Nurturing Regression, Maternal Dominance, and Lactation Surrender


Before You Begin…
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a free bonus book
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Chapter 1: A New Home

Ethan dragged his suitcase up the cracked stone steps of the old Victorian house, the weight of it pulling at his tired arms. At thirty, he felt older than he should, the sting of his recent divorce still raw in his chest. His life, once neatly ordered like the spreadsheets he managed as an accountant, was now a mess of loose ends and lonely nights.

The door creaked open before he could knock. Clara stood there, her curvy frame filling the doorway, a soft smile on her lips. At thirty-six, she carried herself with a quiet grace, her dark hair pinned neatly back, her eyes warm but piercing.

“Ethan, right on time,” she said, her voice smooth and maternal. “Come in, sweetie. Let me take that for you.”

He hesitated. Her tone felt too familiar, too intimate for a landlady meeting a new tenant. But his shoulders ached, and he let her take the suitcase handle, her fingers brushing his for a fleeting second.

Inside, the house smelled of something sweet and comforting, like warm vanilla and a faint hint of baby powder. He frowned, sniffing the air, but dismissed it as some old memory playing tricks. The hallway was dim, with floral wallpaper and polished wood floors that creaked under his weight.

“Follow me,” Clara said, leading him toward the kitchen. Her movements were deliberate, her hips swaying just enough to draw his eye before he looked away, embarrassed. She wore a simple dress, the fabric hugging her maternal curves, and he couldn’t help but notice the way she seemed to fill every space she entered.

The kitchen was bright, with sunlight streaming through lace curtains. A pot simmered on the stove, the aroma of stew wrapping around him like a blanket. His stomach growled, reminding him he hadn’t eaten since breakfast.

“Sit down,” Clara said, pointing to a sturdy wooden chair at the table. “I’ve made something for you. Moving day is hard, and I bet you haven’t had a proper meal in a while.”

He obeyed without thinking, the chair scraping as he settled in. Her words hit something deep, a longing for care he’d buried after his marriage crumbled. He watched her ladle stew into a bowl, her hands steady and sure, like she’d done this a thousand times.

“Thank you,” he mumbled, his voice soft, almost lost in the quiet clatter of dishes. He felt small under her gaze, her eyes lingering on him as she set the bowl down. There was something in that look—something that made his skin prickle with unease and a strange, unfamiliar warmth.

“Eat up, sweetie,” she said, sitting across from him, her elbows resting on the table. Her tone was gentle, but it carried a weight, like she was used to being listened to. “You look like you’ve been carrying the world on those shoulders.”

He spooned the stew into his mouth, the rich, savory taste grounding him. It was the first home-cooked meal he’d had in months, and it stirred something in him, a ache for simpler times he couldn’t quite name. Clara watched him eat, her smile never fading, her presence both comforting and unnerving.

“You’ve been through a lot, haven’t you?” she asked, her voice low, almost a purr. “I can see it in your eyes. So tired, so… lost.”

Ethan paused, the spoon halfway to his lips. He didn’t want to talk about the divorce, the sleepless nights, or the empty apartment he’d left behind. But her words pulled at him, coaxing a nod before he could stop himself.

“It’s okay,” she said, reaching across the table to pat his hand. Her touch was warm, her fingers lingering just a moment too long. “You don’t have to carry it alone anymore. I’m here to take care of everything.”

His chest tightened. The way she said it, with such certainty, made his heart beat faster. He pulled his hand back, gripping the spoon like it was an anchor, but the warmth of her touch lingered on his skin.

She stood, moving to the counter to pour him a glass of water. He couldn’t help but watch her, the way her dress clung to her full hips, the way she seemed so at ease in her own space. There was a confidence in her, a quiet control that made him feel off-balance.

“Tell me about yourself, Ethan,” she said, setting the glass in front of him. Her eyes locked on his, and he felt pinned, like a butterfly under glass. “What brought you here, to my home?”

He swallowed, the stew suddenly heavy in his stomach. “I… I needed a change. After the divorce, I just couldn’t stay in that place anymore.”

Her smile softened, but there was something sharp behind it, something knowing. “A fresh start, then. You’ve come to the right place. I have a way of making things… better.”

He didn’t know what to say to that. The way she looked at him, the way her voice wrapped around each word, made his skin flush. He took a sip of water, hoping it would cool the heat rising in his cheeks.

Clara leaned back in her chair, crossing her arms under her chest, the movement drawing his eyes before he forced them away. “I’ve got a room ready for you upstairs. It’s cozy, just what you need. But first, let’s get you settled in with a little more comfort.”

He frowned, unsure what she meant. But before he could ask, she stood and moved to a small cabinet in the corner of the kitchen. She pulled out a soft, folded blanket, the fabric pale blue with little white clouds printed on it.

“Here,” she said, draping it over his shoulders as she stood behind him. Her hands brushed his neck, sending a shiver down his spine. “You look like you need a little warmth, sweetie.”

He tensed under her touch, the word “sweetie” hitting him like a soft punch. It was too intimate, too close, but the blanket was warm, and her hands lingered, smoothing it over his shoulders with a tenderness he hadn’t felt in years. His breath caught, and he hated how much he craved more of it.

“Thank you,” he managed, his voice barely above a whisper. He felt small again, smaller than he had in a long time, and the feeling both scared and soothed him.

Clara moved to stand in front of him, her hands on her hips, her gaze soft but unyielding. “I’ve always believed a home should be a place of care. A place where you can let go, where someone else takes the weight for a while. Don’t you think that sounds nice?”

His throat tightened. It did sound nice—too nice. He nodded, unable to meet her eyes, focusing instead on the bowl of stew, now half-empty.

She stepped closer, her hand reaching out to tilt his chin up, forcing him to look at her. Her touch was gentle but firm, her thumb brushing his jawline. “You don’t have to hide how tired you are, Ethan. I see it. I see you.”

His heart raced. Her words cut through the walls he’d built, and for a moment, he felt bare, exposed in a way he hadn’t been in years. Her eyes held his, warm and commanding, and he couldn’t look away.

“I… I’m fine,” he lied, his voice cracking. But her smile told him she didn’t believe it, and something in her gaze made him feel like she already knew everything he wasn’t saying.

“Of course you are,” she said, her tone teasing but kind. Her hand dropped from his chin, but the warmth of it lingered, burning into his skin. “Finish your meal. Then I’ll show you to your room. I’ve made it special, just for you.”

He nodded, spooning more stew into his mouth, though his appetite was gone. The blanket around his shoulders felt heavier now, like a claim, and the faint scent of baby powder drifted up again, mixing with the vanilla warmth of the kitchen. He couldn’t place it, couldn’t understand why it made his chest ache with something he didn’t want to name.

Clara watched him eat, her presence a constant weight, her eyes never leaving him for long. Every so often, she’d hum softly, a lullaby-like tune that made his eyelids feel heavy despite himself. It was strange, how quickly she’d made this space feel like hers, how quickly she’d made him feel like he belonged to it.

When the bowl was empty, she took it from him, her fingers brushing his again. “Good boy,” she murmured, almost under her breath, but the words hit him hard, sending a jolt through his body. He froze, unsure if he’d heard her right, unsure why it made his skin flush with heat.

She didn’t seem to notice his reaction, or if she did, she didn’t comment. Instead, she moved to the sink, rinsing the bowl with the same deliberate care she seemed to give everything. He watched her, the blanket still around his shoulders, feeling more lost than ever but also… safe, in a way he hadn’t expected.

“Come on, sweetie,” she said, turning back to him with that same warm smile. “Let’s get you upstairs. I’ve got everything ready for you to just relax.”

He stood, the blanket slipping slightly, and followed her out of the kitchen. His legs felt unsteady, not from exhaustion but from the strange pull of her presence, the way she seemed to draw him in without even trying. The staircase creaked under their weight, and the scent of baby powder grew stronger as they climbed, though he still couldn’t place why.

At the top, she led him down a narrow hallway to a door painted pale blue. She opened it, revealing a small room with a single bed, a soft quilt folded neatly at the foot, and a small dresser in the corner. The air here was thick with that same powder scent, and he noticed a faint crinkle of plastic from somewhere he couldn’t see.

“This is yours,” she said, stepping aside to let him enter. Her hand rested lightly on his back as he passed, guiding him in, and the touch sent another shiver through him. “I’ve made it cozy. A place where you can let everything go.”

He stood in the center of the room, clutching the blanket around his shoulders, feeling out of place yet oddly comforted by the softness of it all. The bed looked inviting, the quilt plush and welcoming, and for a moment, he wanted nothing more than to collapse into it. But Clara’s presence behind him kept him standing, kept him aware of every breath she took.

“Sit,” she said, her voice gentle but firm, pointing to the bed. He obeyed, the mattress dipping under him, and she sat beside him, close enough that he could feel the warmth of her body through her dress. Her hand rested on his knee, a simple touch that felt anything but simple.

“You’ve had a long day,” she said, her tone softening even more, wrapping around him like a caress. “I can see how much you need rest. How much you need someone to take care of you.”

His breath hitched. Her words were too close to the truth, too close to the ache he’d been ignoring for months. He wanted to pull away, to tell her he didn’t need anyone, but her hand on his knee held him in place, and the warmth in her eyes made his resistance crumble.

“I’m okay,” he said, but the words lacked conviction, and she smiled like she heard the lie in them.

“Of course you are,” she repeated, her thumb rubbing small circles on his knee through his jeans. The motion was soothing, hypnotic, and he felt his body relax despite himself, his shoulders slumping under the blanket. “But you don’t have to be strong all the time. Not here. Not with me.”

His throat burned with emotion he didn’t want to feel. He looked away, focusing on the quilt, on the faint pattern of little stars stitched into the fabric. But her hand moved from his knee to his cheek, turning his face back to hers, and he couldn’t escape the intensity of her gaze.

“Let me take care of you, Ethan,” she said, her voice a whisper now, but it carried a weight that made his chest tighten. Her thumb brushed his cheek, and he felt a heat building in him, a mix of shame and longing he couldn’t name. “Let me make everything better.”

He nodded before he could stop himself, the movement small but undeniable. Her smile widened, and she leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead. The contact was brief, but it seared into him, her lips warm and maternal, leaving a tingling warmth in their wake.

“Good boy,” she murmured again, and this time, the words sent a rush of heat through him, straight to his core. He felt his cock stir, unbidden, and his face burned with embarrassment. He shifted, hoping she wouldn’t notice, but her eyes flickered with something that told him she already had.

She stood, smoothing her dress, her movements graceful as ever. “Get some rest, sweetie. I’ll check on you later. We’ve got plenty of time to get you settled in just right.”

He watched her leave, the door clicking shut behind her, and sat there on the bed, the blanket still around his shoulders, his heart pounding in his chest. The room felt too quiet now, too full of her lingering presence, and that faint scent of baby powder clung to the air, stirring something deep in him he didn’t want to face.

He lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, the quilt soft beneath him. Her words echoed in his mind—“let me take care of you”—and for the first time in months, he felt a warmth he couldn’t deny, a pull toward something he didn’t understand. But as he closed his eyes, Clara’s voice lingered, promising to take care of everything, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was already slipping into something he couldn’t control.


Chapter 2: First Care

Ethan trudged down the hallway of the Victorian house, his work bag heavy on his shoulder. The day at the office had been long, endless spreadsheets and droning meetings grinding him down until his shoulders ached with tension. He’d barely slept the night before, Clara’s lingering words—“let me take care of you”—echoing in his mind until dawn.

He reached his room, the pale blue door still slightly ajar from when he’d left that morning. The faint scent of baby powder hit him as he stepped inside, stirring something uncomfortable in his chest. He dropped his bag by the bed and sank onto the quilt, his body begging for rest, though his mind churned with unease.

A soft knock broke the silence. Clara’s voice came through the door, warm and steady. “Ethan, sweetie, are you in there?”

His stomach tightened. He didn’t want to face her, not after the strange pull he’d felt last night. But her tone left little room for refusal. “Yeah, I’m here.”

The door creaked open, and she stood there, her curvy frame filling the space. She wore a soft cream sweater today, the fabric hugging her full breasts, and a long skirt that swayed as she moved. Her dark hair was pinned neatly back, and her eyes held that same piercing warmth.

“You look exhausted,” she said, stepping closer. Her gaze swept over him, taking in his slumped shoulders and tight jaw. “Long day at work, huh?”

He nodded, avoiding her eyes, focusing instead on the quilt beneath him. The little stars on the fabric seemed to mock him, too soft, too childish for a man his age. But her presence loomed, pulling his attention back.

“I can’t stand seeing you like this,” she said, her voice dropping to a soothing murmur. She sat beside him on the bed, close enough that he felt the heat of her body. “All tense and worn out. Let me help.”

His throat went dry. He wanted to tell her he was fine, to push her away, but the weight of the day pressed down on him. Her hand rested lightly on his arm, her touch warm through his shirt, and his resolve wavered.

“I’m okay,” he muttered, the words sounding hollow even to himself. He shifted, trying to put space between them, but the bed dipped under her weight, keeping her close.

Clara’s smile softened, but her eyes held a quiet command. “You don’t have to pretend with me, sweetie. I see how much you’re carrying. Let me take it off your shoulders, just for a little while.”

His chest tightened. Her words hit too close, stirring that same ache he’d felt last night. He wanted to resist, to stand up and leave the room, but her hand slid up to his shoulder, squeezing gently, and his body betrayed him by leaning into the touch.

“I’ve got an idea,” she said, standing with that graceful ease that seemed to define her. She held out a hand, waiting for him to take it. “Come with me. I’m going to run you a bath. You need to relax.”

A bath. The thought felt too intimate, too vulnerable, but the promise of warmth and relief pulled at him. He hesitated, his hand hovering over hers, before finally letting her fingers close around his. Her grip was firm, guiding him up from the bed with a quiet strength.

She led him down the hallway to a small bathroom he hadn’t explored yet. The air inside was warm, scented with lavender and something softer, like baby shampoo. A large clawfoot tub sat in the center, gleaming white, and Clara moved to the faucet with purpose.

“Sit there,” she said, pointing to a small stool by the wall. Her tone was gentle but firm, leaving no room for argument. He obeyed, perching awkwardly on the stool, his hands fidgeting in his lap as she turned on the water.

The sound of it rushing into the tub filled the room, a steady roar that somehow soothed his frayed nerves. Clara bent over to test the temperature, her skirt tightening across her hips, and Ethan’s eyes darted away, heat creeping up his neck. He hated how his body reacted, how her every movement seemed to draw him in.

She poured something into the water, a clear liquid that bubbled softly, filling the air with more of that lavender scent. Then she turned to him, her smile warm but knowing. “Let’s get you out of those work clothes. They’re just holding all that tension in.”

His heart raced. “I can do it myself,” he said quickly, standing from the stool. But her hand was on his arm again, stopping him mid-motion.

“I know you can,” she said, her voice a soft caress. “But you don’t have to. Let me take care of everything, Ethan. Just for tonight.”

He froze. Her words wrapped around him, pulling at something deep, something he’d buried after years of fending for himself. His hands dropped to his sides, and she stepped closer, her fingers finding the buttons of his shirt with deliberate care.

Her touch was gentle as she undid the first button, then the second, her knuckles brushing his chest. His breath hitched, a mix of shame and longing flooding him. He wanted to stop her, to step back, but his body stayed still, letting her peel the shirt away until it hung open.

“There we go,” she murmured, sliding the fabric off his shoulders. Her hands lingered on his bare skin, warm and steady, and his cock stirred traitorously in his pants. He prayed she wouldn’t notice, but her eyes flickered downward, a faint smirk playing on her lips.

She didn’t comment, though, and for that, he was grateful. Instead, she moved to his belt, her fingers deftly unbuckling it with a quiet clink. His face burned as she slid the leather free, the sound echoing in the small room, and then her hands were at the waistband of his trousers.

“Lift your hips,” she instructed, her tone still soft but unyielding. He did as she asked, unable to meet her gaze, and she tugged the pants down, leaving him in just his boxers. The air felt cool against his legs, but her presence was a furnace, warming every inch of him.

She knelt to pull the trousers off his ankles, her face level with his lap for a fleeting moment. His cock throbbed, the thin fabric of his boxers doing little to hide it, and he clenched his fists, mortified. But Clara only stood again, folding his clothes neatly on the counter as if nothing was amiss.

“Almost there,” she said, turning back to him. Her hands reached for the waistband of his boxers, and his breath caught in his throat. “Let’s get these off, sweetie. You’ll feel so much better in the water.”

He wanted to protest, to cover himself, but her hands were already moving, tugging the fabric down with a slow, deliberate motion. His cock sprang free, hard and aching, and his face burned hotter than ever. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t bear to see her reaction, but her soft hum of approval sent a jolt through him.

“Such a good boy,” she murmured, and the words hit him like a physical touch, making his cock twitch. She didn’t linger, though, guiding him to step out of the boxers and then leading him to the tub. “In you go. The water’s just right.”

He stepped into the bath, the warm water enveloping his legs, then his hips, as he sank down. The heat seeped into his muscles, melting away some of the day’s tension, but his mind raced. Clara stood over him, her presence towering, and he felt exposed, vulnerable in a way he hadn’t been in years.

She knelt beside the tub, rolling up her sleeves, her movements graceful as ever. “Lean back,” she said, and he obeyed, the porcelain cool against his shoulders. Her hand dipped into the water, scooping up a soft cloth, and she began to wash him, her touch gentle but firm.

The cloth glided over his shoulders, down his arms, the warm water trailing in its wake. He closed his eyes, trying to block out the intimacy of it, but her hands were relentless, moving to his chest, the cloth brushing over his nipples. A gasp escaped him, and his eyes snapped open, meeting hers.

She smiled, her eyes warm but piercing. “Relax, sweetie. I’ve got you.” Her voice was a lullaby, wrapping around him, and his body softened despite himself. The cloth moved lower, over his stomach, and his breath hitched again, his cock throbbing beneath the water.

He prayed she wouldn’t go lower, wouldn’t touch him there, but her hand paused just above his hips, the cloth hovering. “You’re so tense,” she said, her tone teasing now. “I can feel it. Let me help you let go.”

His heart pounded. He wanted to say no, to stop her, but the warmth of the water, the softness of her voice, held him captive. Her hand dipped lower, the cloth brushing against the base of his cock, and a moan slipped out before he could stop it.

“There we are,” she murmured, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. Her hand moved slowly, the cloth gliding over his length, the friction through the fabric sending sparks through him. His hips bucked, water sloshing, and shame flooded him, but the pleasure was undeniable.

“Clara,” he gasped, his voice raw, pleading, though he didn’t know for what. Her hand stilled for a moment, her eyes locking on his, and the intensity in her gaze made his chest tighten.

“Shh, baby,” she said, her free hand brushing his cheek. “Just feel. Let me take care of everything.” Her hand moved again, the cloth stroking him with a slow, deliberate rhythm, and his body arched into it, desperate for more.

The buildup was agonizing, his cock throbbing with every pass of her hand, the warm water amplifying every sensation. He felt the edge approaching, his breaths coming in short, ragged gasps, but just as he neared the peak, she pulled the cloth away, leaving him aching and desperate.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice firm now, though her smile was soft. “You’ll cum when I say, sweetie. Not before.”

He groaned, his head falling back against the tub, frustration and need warring in him. His cock pulsed beneath the water, untouched now, and the denial burned, making him ache in a way he hadn’t felt before. But her hand on his cheek grounded him, her touch a promise of more to come.

She stood, rinsing the cloth in the sink, her movements unhurried. He watched her, the ache in his body mirrored by the flush on her cheeks, the way her breathing had quickened. She was aroused too, he realized, and the thought sent another jolt through him.

“I’ll let you soak for a bit,” she said, turning back to him. Her eyes lingered on his body, half-submerged in the water, and her smile held a quiet hunger. “But I’ll be back to check on you soon. Don’t get out until I say, okay?”

He nodded, unable to speak, the warmth of the bath and the weight of her words holding him in place. She stepped toward the door, pausing to look back at him one last time. “You look so sweet like this, Ethan. So vulnerable, so mine.”

Her words seared into him, making his cock throb again, and then she was gone, leaving the door slightly ajar. The sound of her footsteps faded down the hallway, but her presence lingered, heavy in the air, and he sank deeper into the water, feeling cared for in a way that scared him.

The lavender scent wrapped around him, the warmth of the bath easing his muscles but not his mind. He felt exposed, stripped bare in more ways than one, and yet there was a comfort in it, a strange solace in letting her take control. His cock still ached, the denial sharp and maddening, but her promise to return kept him on edge, waiting for whatever she had planned next.

He closed his eyes, the water lapping against his skin, and tried to ignore the pull in his chest, the longing for her touch to return. But her voice echoed in his mind—“so vulnerable, so mine”—and he knew he was already slipping further into her care, whether he wanted to or not.

The minutes stretched on, the warmth of the bath seeping deeper into his bones, but the tension in his body refused to fade. Every creak of the house made him tense, expecting her to return, her presence a constant shadow even in her absence. He shifted in the tub, water sloshing softly, and felt the weight of his own vulnerability pressing down on him.

He couldn’t deny how her touch had felt, how her control had both humiliated and soothed him. His cock twitched at the memory of her hand, the cloth stroking him, and he bit his lip, trying to push the thought away. But it lingered, mixing with the lavender scent, the warmth, the quiet promise of her return.

The door remained ajar, a sliver of hallway light cutting through the dim bathroom, and he stared at it, heart pounding with a mix of dread and anticipation. Clara had promised to check on him, and the thought of her coming back, of her hands on him again, made his breath come faster. He didn’t know what she’d do next, but the uncertainty only heightened the pull, the strange need building inside him.

He sank lower in the water, letting it cover his shoulders, but the ache in his body refused to ease. Her words played on a loop in his mind, her voice a tether he couldn’t escape. And as he waited, vulnerable and bare in the bath she’d drawn for him, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was already hers, whether he admitted it or not.


Chapter 3: The Nursery Reveal

Ethan sat in the cooling bathwater, his skin prickling as the warmth faded. The lavender scent still hung in the air, mixing with the faint baby shampoo aroma that clung to the small bathroom. His cock ached beneath the water, the denial from Clara’s teasing touch burning in him, leaving him raw and desperate.

He shifted in the tub, water sloshing softly against the porcelain. His hands gripped the edges, fighting the urge to touch himself, to finish what she’d started. Her words echoed in his mind—“you’ll cum when I say”—and the control in her voice kept him frozen, waiting for her return.

The door creaked open without a knock. Clara stepped in, her curvy frame filling the space, her cream sweater hugging her full breasts. Her dark hair remained neatly pinned, and her eyes locked on him with that familiar warmth, now laced with something sharper.

“You’ve been a good boy, staying put,” she said, her voice smooth and maternal. She knelt beside the tub, her skirt brushing the floor, and dipped a hand into the water to test it. “Getting cold, though. Time to get you out and warmed up proper.”

Ethan’s throat tightened. He wanted to protest, to insist he could handle himself, but the weight of her gaze pinned him. His body betrayed him with a shiver, not just from the cooling water, but from the pull of her presence.

“Come on, sweetie,” she said, standing and holding out a large, fluffy towel. Her tone was gentle but firm, a command wrapped in care. “Up you go. Let’s get you dry.”

He stood slowly, water dripping off his bare skin, his cock still half-hard and impossible to hide. Shame burned his cheeks as her eyes flicked downward, a small smile playing on her lips. She wrapped the towel around him, her hands lingering on his shoulders, rubbing gently through the fabric.

“There we are,” she murmured, her touch sending heat through him. She dried him with deliberate care, the towel gliding over his chest, down his arms, and across his back. Every stroke felt intimate, too close, and his breath hitched when her hands moved lower, brushing his hips.

His cock twitched under the towel, and he clenched his fists, mortified. Clara didn’t comment, but her smile deepened, her fingers lingering just a moment longer than necessary. She guided him out of the tub, her hand on his lower back, steering him with quiet control.

“Let’s get you dressed in something comfy,” she said, leading him out of the bathroom. The hallway felt cooler against his damp skin, the towel barely covering him as they walked. That faint baby powder scent grew stronger, stirring an unease he couldn’t name.

She stopped at his room, the pale blue door still ajar, and nudged him inside. The quilt on the bed looked softer than ever, the little stars mocking him again with their childish charm. But Clara didn’t linger by the bed—she moved to the dresser, opening a drawer with a slow, deliberate motion.

Ethan watched, his stomach twisting as she pulled out a folded garment, pale yellow with tiny duck prints. It looked like a onesie, the kind he’d seen in stores but never imagined wearing. His mouth went dry, a mix of dread and strange curiosity flooding him.

“What… what is that?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. He tightened the towel around his waist, feeling exposed in more ways than one.

Clara turned to him, holding the onesie up with a warm smile. “Something cozy for my special boy,” she said, her tone dripping with maternal care. “You’ve had such a hard day, Ethan. I want you to feel safe, to let go of all that grown-up stress.”

His heart raced. He wanted to back away, to tell her no, but her eyes held him in place, warm and unyielding. The idea of wearing something so childish made his face burn, yet a small, buried part of him ached for the comfort she promised.

“I don’t… I’m not sure,” he stammered, his hands clutching the towel tighter. But Clara stepped closer, her presence towering, and laid the onesie on the bed before reaching for something else in the drawer.

She pulled out a thick, white diaper, the plastic backing crinkling loudly in the quiet room. The sound hit him like a punch, sharp and humiliating, and his breath caught in his throat. Baby powder scent wafted up stronger now, mixing with his rising panic.

“Clara, I can’t—” he started, but her finger pressed gently to his lips, silencing him. Her touch was soft, but the command behind it was undeniable.

“Shh, sweetie,” she said, her voice a soothing murmur. “You don’t have to decide anything. Mommy’s going to take care of it all. You just need to trust me.”

Mommy. The word seared into him, making his skin flush with a heat he couldn’t control. His cock stirred under the towel again, traitorously, and he hated how his body reacted to her words, to the promise of her care.

She guided him to sit on the bed, her hands firm on his shoulders. The towel slipped slightly as he sat, and she tugged it away with a gentle pull, leaving him bare. His hands moved to cover himself, but her gaze stopped him, piercing and calm.

“No need to hide,” she said, unfolding the diaper with practiced ease. The crinkle of the plastic filled the room, each sound amplifying his shame. “Lie back for me, baby. Let me get you all snug.”

His mind screamed to resist, to stand up and leave, but his body obeyed, lying back on the quilt as if pulled by strings. The fabric felt cool against his bare skin, and Clara’s hands were warm as she lifted his legs slightly, sliding the diaper beneath him.

The padding felt thick and foreign under his hips, the plastic crinkling with every tiny movement. She sprinkled baby powder over him, the scent enveloping him, and her fingers brushed his skin as she smoothed it in. His cock throbbed at the touch, shame and arousal twisting together in a painful knot.

“There’s my good boy,” she murmured, her voice warm with approval. She pulled the front of the diaper up, the padding pressing against his cock, trapping his hardness in soft, humiliating confinement. The tapes ripped loudly as she secured them, each sound a reminder of his surrender.

He couldn’t look at her. His eyes fixed on the ceiling, his face burning as the diaper hugged him tight. The bulk between his thighs felt heavy, unnatural, and yet the warmth of her care seeped into him, soothing something deep he didn’t want to face.

Clara’s hands moved to the onesie, sliding it over his legs with the same deliberate care. The soft fabric brushed his skin, the snaps at the crotch clicking shut over the diaper, sealing him in. Every crinkle, every touch, made his body tense with a mix of dread and unwanted need.

“Doesn’t that feel better?” she asked, sitting beside him on the bed. Her hand rested on his chest, rubbing small circles through the onesie, and her eyes locked on his with quiet intensity. “So soft, so safe. Just what my baby needs.”

His breath hitched. The word “baby” hit hard, stirring heat in his core even as his mind recoiled. He shifted, the diaper crinkling loudly, and felt the padding press against his cock, the sensation both humiliating and maddeningly arousing.

“I… I don’t know,” he whispered, his voice small, barely his own. But Clara’s smile only widened, her hand sliding down to pat the front of his diaper, the touch sending a jolt through him.

“You don’t have to know,” she said, her tone a caress. “Mommy knows. And I’m going to show you just how good it can feel to let go completely.”

His cock throbbed under her hand, the diaper amplifying every sensation, and he bit his lip to stifle a moan. Her touch lingered, pressing just enough to tease, and his hips moved before he could stop them, seeking more. Shame flooded him, but the need burned hotter.

“Not yet, sweetie,” she said, pulling her hand away with a soft chuckle. Her eyes gleamed with hunger, her own breathing a little faster now. “You’ll get your release when I decide. For now, I want to show you something special.”

He lay there, panting, the denial aching in his body as she stood and held out her hand. He took it, letting her pull him up, the diaper crinkling with every movement. The bulk between his thighs forced his legs apart slightly, making him feel clumsy, vulnerable, as she led him out of the room.

“Where are we going?” he asked, his voice shaky. The onesie felt too tight, the diaper too heavy, and yet her hand in his was a strange anchor, grounding him even as his mind spun.

“You’ll see,” she said, her tone teasing but warm. She guided him down the hallway, past familiar doors, until they reached one he hadn’t noticed before. It was painted pale pink, with a small brass lock gleaming under the dim light.

Clara pulled a key from her skirt pocket, the metal clicking as she turned it in the lock. The door creaked open, revealing a room unlike any he’d seen in the house. His breath caught, his feet freezing in place as he took it in.

It was a nursery. A full, meticulously arranged nursery, with a large crib in the center, its wooden bars polished and sturdy. A changing table sat against one wall, stocked with stacks of diapers, wipes, and baby powder, the scent hitting him stronger now. Soft pastel walls were decorated with little animal decals, and a rocking chair sat in the corner, plush and inviting.

“What… what is this?” he stammered, his heart pounding. The diaper around his hips felt heavier, the crinkle louder in his ears, and his cock twitched despite the shock. The room screamed care, control, and something deeper he couldn’t name.

Clara’s hand rested on his shoulder, her touch warm through the onesie. “This is for special care, sweetie,” she said, her voice low, almost a purr. “A place where my baby can be exactly who he needs to be. No worries, no stress—just complete surrender to Mommy.”

His knees weakened. Her words wrapped around him, pulling at that buried ache, and his body flushed with heat he couldn’t control. He stood frozen, staring at the crib, the changing table, the sheer weight of what this room meant sinking in.

Her gaze locked on his, intense and knowing, and he felt bare under it, more exposed than ever. “I’ve been waiting for the right one to care for,” she said, her hand sliding down his arm, her fingers brushing his wrist. “Someone who needs this as much as I need to give it. And I think that’s you, Ethan.”

His cock throbbed in the diaper, the padding pressing against him, and he hated how much her words stirred him. His mind screamed to run, to reject this, but his body stayed rooted, drawn to the promise in her voice, the warmth in her touch.

She stepped closer, her body brushing his, and he felt the softness of her breasts through her sweater, the heat of her so close. “I’ve prepared everything for you,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “Even my milk, sweetie. I’ve been ready for months, waiting to nurse my special boy.”

His breath stopped. The thought of her milk, of nursing from her, sent a jolt straight to his core, his cock straining against the diaper. Shame burned hot, but the need was stronger, raw and undeniable, and his hips shifted, the crinkle loud in the quiet room.

Clara’s hand moved to the front of his onesie, patting the diaper gently, and he gasped at the pressure on his aching cock. Her eyes gleamed, her own cheeks flushed now, her breathing heavier. “I can see how much you want this,” she said, her voice husky. “Your body knows, even if you’re not ready to admit it yet.”

He moaned softly, unable to hold it back, the sound humiliating but true. Her hand pressed harder, rubbing slow circles through the padding, and his hips bucked, desperate for more. The diaper amplified every touch, the plastic crinkling with each movement, driving him closer to the edge.

“Not yet, baby,” she said, pulling her hand away just as he neared release. Her smile was warm but firm, her control absolute. “You’ll get what you need when Mommy says. But first, I want you to feel this space, to know it’s yours.”

His body ached, the denial sharp and maddening, but her words held him captive. She guided him further into the nursery, her hand on his back, and stopped by the crib. Her fingers traced the wooden bars, her touch almost reverent, and he felt the weight of her intent settle over him.

“Imagine sleeping here,” she said, her voice a soft lullaby. “Safe in your crib, diapered and snug, with Mommy watching over you. No more worries, no more stress. Just rest, just care.”

His chest tightened. The image she painted stirred something deep, a longing he couldn’t deny, and his cock pulsed in the diaper, the padding warm and heavy now. He wanted to pull away, to deny this pull, but her hand on his shoulder kept him there, grounding him in the moment.

She turned to face him, her eyes locking on his with quiet hunger. Her hand slid to his cheek, her thumb brushing his skin, and he felt her warmth seep into him. “You’ll understand soon, sweetie,” she whispered, her voice a promise. “You’ll see how good it feels to be my baby.”

His body flushed with heat, his cock throbbing harder in the diaper, and he stood frozen, caught between shame and surrender. Clara’s hand lingered on his cheek, her presence a weight he couldn’t escape, and the nursery around him felt like a trap and a haven all at once.

He didn’t know what to say, didn’t know how to fight the pull in his chest. The crinkle of the diaper, the scent of baby powder, the softness of the onesie—all of it wrapped around him, pulling him deeper into her world. And as her eyes held his, warm and commanding, he felt the first cracks in his resistance, the first whispers of surrender he couldn’t ignore.


Chapter 4: First Diaper

Ethan stood in the center of the nursery, the pale pastel walls closing in around him. The crinkle of the thick diaper under his yellow onesie echoed with every tiny shift of his weight. His cock throbbed against the soft padding, a humiliating reminder of Clara’s teasing touch just moments ago.

Her hand rested on his shoulder, warm and steady. The scent of baby powder hung heavy in the air, mixing with the faint lavender from the bath. He felt trapped, caught between the crib’s polished bars and the changing table stacked with diapers, each item a silent promise of deeper surrender.

“Sweetie, you look so tense,” Clara said, her voice a soft murmur that wrapped around him. She stepped closer, her curvy frame brushing against his side. Her cream sweater hugged her full breasts, and he couldn’t stop his eyes from flickering there before darting away, shame burning his cheeks.

He shifted again, the diaper’s plastic backing rustling loudly. The bulk between his thighs forced his legs apart, making him feel clumsy and small. His hands fidgeted at his sides, unsure where to rest, unsure how to escape the weight of her gaze.

“Look at me, baby,” she said, her tone gentle but firm. Her fingers tilted his chin up, forcing his eyes to meet hers. The warmth in her dark gaze pierced him, and his breath hitched, his cock twitching traitorously in the diaper.

He wanted to pull away, to hide from the intensity of her stare. But his body stayed rooted, held by the quiet command in her touch. Her thumb brushed his jaw, sending a shiver down his spine.

“You’ve had such a hard day,” she murmured, her other hand sliding down to pat the front of his onesie. The pressure on the diaper sent a jolt through his cock, and a small gasp escaped his lips. “Mommy’s going to make it all better. Just let go for me.”

His face burned hotter. The word “Mommy” hit him like a wave, stirring heat deep in his core. He hated how much it affected him, how his hips pressed forward into her hand before he could stop them.

Clara smiled, her eyes gleaming with a mix of care and hunger. “There’s my good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with approval. She rubbed slow circles over the diaper, the padding amplifying every touch, and his breath came in short, ragged bursts.

The sensation was maddening. The soft bulk trapped his aching cock, turning every movement into a tease. He bit his lip, trying to hold back the moan building in his throat, but it slipped out anyway, soft and desperate.

“Not yet, baby,” she whispered, pulling her hand away just as the tension coiled tighter. His groan of frustration filled the nursery, and his hips bucked, chasing the touch that was no longer there. The diaper crinkled loudly, a humiliating sound that echoed his need.

Her cheeks flushed slightly, her breathing a little faster now. He could see the arousal in her eyes, the way her thighs pressed together beneath her skirt. She wanted this as much as he did, and the realization sent another jolt through him, deepening his shame and desire.

“I’ve got something special for you,” she said, stepping back with a small, knowing smile. She moved to the changing table, her movements graceful and deliberate. The scent of baby powder grew stronger as she opened a small drawer, pulling out a folded diaper even thicker than the one he wore.

His stomach twisted. “Clara, I—” he started, his voice shaky, but her gaze silenced him. She held the diaper up, the plastic backing catching the soft light of the nursery, and the crinkle as she unfolded it was deafening in the quiet room.

“This one’s for extra comfort,” she said, her tone soothing but unyielding. “After a stressful day, my baby needs the best care. Something to hold you tight, to remind you Mommy’s got everything under control.”

His heart raced. The idea of something thicker, heavier, made his skin flush with dread and unwanted anticipation. He shifted on his feet, the current diaper already feeling bulky, and imagined how much worse it would be with more padding.

“Come here, sweetie,” she said, patting the changing table with her free hand. The surface was padded, covered in a soft pastel sheet, and the stack of diapers beside it loomed like a threat. “Let’s get you out of that wet one and into something fresh.”

He froze. Wet. The word hit him hard, though he hadn’t even realized it himself. His face burned as he felt the faint warmth in the padding, the subtle weight he’d ignored in his haze of arousal. When had that happened? The shame was crushing.

Clara’s smile softened, but her eyes held a quiet triumph. “It’s okay, baby,” she said, stepping closer to guide him with a hand on his back. “That’s what diapers are for. Mommy’s not mad. I’m proud of you for letting go.”

Her words twisted in him, both soothing and humiliating. He wanted to resist, to pull away, but her touch steered him toward the table. His legs trembled as he climbed up, the onesie snaps brushing the padded surface, the diaper crinkling with every awkward move.

“Lie back for me,” she instructed, her voice a lullaby. He obeyed, the cool sheet against his back making him shiver. The nursery’s pastel walls blurred in his vision as he stared at the ceiling, trying to block out the reality of where he was, what he was doing.

Clara stood over him, her presence towering. She unsnapped the crotch of his onesie with slow, deliberate motions, each click echoing in his ears. The fabric peeled back, exposing the wet diaper beneath, and his face burned hotter, his hands clenching at his sides.

“Such a good boy,” she murmured, her fingers brushing the tapes of the diaper. The ripping sound as she pulled them free was obscenely loud, and the cool air hit his skin as she lifted the front away. His cock sprang up, hard and aching, and he turned his head, unable to face her gaze.

She didn’t comment on his arousal, though he felt her eyes linger. Instead, she reached for a wipe, the scent of baby powder mixing with the faint antiseptic as she cleaned him. Her touch was gentle but firm, gliding over his skin, and his breath hitched, his cock twitching under her care.

“You’re so sensitive,” she said, her voice husky now. Her fingers lingered just a moment too long, brushing the base of his cock, and a moan slipped out before he could stop it. The shame burned, but the pleasure was undeniable, amplified by the vulnerability of his position.

She sprinkled fresh baby powder over him, the silky dust settling on his skin, the scent enveloping him. Her hands smoothed it in, warm and deliberate, and his hips shifted, seeking more of her touch despite himself. The diaper crinkled beneath him, a constant reminder of his surrender.

“Now for the new one,” she said, sliding the thicker diaper under his hips. The padding felt even bulkier than before, the plastic backing rustling as she adjusted it. She pulled the front up, pressing it against his cock, trapping his hardness in a soft, humiliating cage.

The tapes ripped as she secured them, each sound a nail in his dwindling resistance. The diaper hugged him tight, the bulk forcing his thighs further apart, making him feel even smaller, even more helpless. His cock throbbed against the padding, the pressure both frustrating and oddly comforting.

“There we go,” Clara said, her hand patting the front of the diaper. The touch sent a jolt through him, and he gasped, his hips bucking slightly. Her smile widened, her own arousal clear in the flush of her cheeks, the way her breathing quickened.

“Doesn’t that feel nice?” she asked, her voice a soft purr. She rubbed slow circles over the diaper, the crinkle loud with every movement, and his body arched into her hand, desperate for more. The padding amplified her touch, turning it into a maddening tease.

“Clara, please,” he whispered, his voice raw and pleading. He didn’t even know what he was asking for—release, escape, or more of her control. But the need burned in him, his cock aching in the tight confines of the diaper, every crinkle driving him closer to the edge.

“Shh, baby,” she said, her free hand brushing his cheek. Her thumb traced his lip, and he felt the warmth of her skin, the tenderness in her touch. “Mommy decides when you get what you need. For now, just feel how safe you are, all snug in your diaper.”

Her words hit deep, stirring heat and shame in equal measure. He moaned softly, the sound humiliating but true, as her hand pressed harder against the diaper. The friction through the padding was agonizing, pushing him toward a peak he couldn’t reach without her permission.

She leaned down, her face close to his, and he felt the softness of her breath against his ear. “I love seeing you like this,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “So vulnerable, so mine. My perfect little baby, letting Mommy take care of everything.”

His cock pulsed harder, the diaper crinkling with every involuntary twitch of his hips. Her words wrapped around him, pulling at something raw and buried, and he felt tears prick his eyes—not from sadness, but from the overwhelming weight of her care, her control.

Clara pulled back slightly, her hand still resting on the diaper, her eyes locking on his. He saw the hunger there, the way her thighs squeezed together, her own need mirroring his. She was wet, he realized, aroused by his surrender, and the thought sent a fresh wave of heat through him.

“I’ve got a little surprise for you,” she said, her tone teasing now. She reached into a small basket on the changing table, pulling out a pacifier, its pastel blue handle gleaming under the nursery light. The sight of it made his stomach twist, another layer of regression he wasn’t ready for.

“Open for Mommy,” she instructed, holding it to his lips. Her voice was gentle but firm, leaving no room for refusal. He hesitated, his mouth tight, but her gaze pinned him, and slowly, his lips parted, letting her slip the pacifier in.

The rubber nipple felt foreign against his tongue, the plastic shield pressing against his lips. He sucked once, instinctively, and the click of it against his teeth was humiliatingly loud. His face burned, but Clara’s smile was warm, approving, and her hand patted his diaper again, sending another jolt through him.

“Such a cute baby,” she cooed, her voice dripping with maternal pride. “Look at you, all snug and sucking on your paci. You’re just perfect for Mommy, aren’t you?”

He couldn’t answer, not with the pacifier in his mouth, but his cock throbbed in response, the diaper amplifying his arousal. Her words, her touch, the crinkle of the padding—it all overwhelmed him, pulling him deeper into a space he didn’t understand but couldn’t escape.

Her hand moved to his chest, rubbing small circles through the onesie, and he felt the warmth of her care seep into him. The pacifier clicked softly as he sucked again, the motion involuntary now, and shame twisted with a strange comfort he didn’t want to admit.

Clara leaned down again, her lips brushing his forehead in a soft kiss. The contact seared into him, her warmth lingering on his skin, and his body softened under her touch, despite the ache in his cock. Her scent—lavender and something uniquely hers—mixed with the baby powder, wrapping around him like a blanket.

“I want to show you something else,” she said, straightening up with a small, secretive smile. She moved to the rocking chair in the corner, sitting down with a graceful ease that drew his eyes. Her skirt shifted slightly, revealing the curve of her thigh, and he looked away, his face burning hotter.

She patted her lap, her gaze locking on his. “Come here, baby,” she said, her voice a soft command. “Mommy wants to hold you, to make you feel even safer.”

His heart pounded. The idea of sitting on her lap, diapered and pacified, made his skin crawl with embarrassment. But the promise of her warmth, her closeness, pulled at him, and he found himself sliding off the changing table, the thick diaper crinkling with every step.

The bulk between his thighs made walking awkward, each movement a reminder of his regression. He reached her, hesitating for a moment, but her hands guided him down, settling him across her lap. Her arms wrapped around him, warm and secure, and he felt the softness of her breasts against his side through her sweater.

“There’s my good boy,” she murmured, one hand rubbing his back through the onesie. The other rested on the front of his diaper, the pressure sending a fresh wave of heat through his cock. He sucked harder on the pacifier, the click loud in his ears, and buried his face against her shoulder, unable to face her gaze.

Her hand moved to cradle his head, pressing him closer to her chest. “Feel how safe you are,” she whispered, her voice a lullaby. “Mommy’s got you, baby. No more worries, no more stress. Just let go for me.”

Her words melted into him, soothing something raw and aching. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the padding warm and heavy now, and his cock throbbed with every gentle pat of her hand. He felt small, smaller than he ever had, and the feeling both scared and comforted him.

Clara rocked the chair slowly, the motion lulling him despite the tension in his body. Her breathing was heavier now, her own arousal clear in the way her thighs pressed together beneath him. He could feel her heat, her need, and it only deepened his own, his cock straining against the diaper’s confines.

“I’ve waited so long for this,” she said softly, her hand sliding up to stroke his hair. “To have a special boy to care for, to nurse and hold. And you’re perfect, Ethan. So perfect for Mommy.”

The mention of nursing sent a jolt straight to his core. His mind flashed to her earlier words—her milk, prepared for him—and his cock pulsed harder, the diaper amplifying the sensation. He moaned around the pacifier, the sound muffled but desperate, and her soft chuckle vibrated against him.

“Soon, baby,” she promised, her hand patting his diaper again. “Soon you’ll get to nurse from Mommy, to feel how much I’ve prepared for you. But for now, just rest here, all snug and safe.”

The denial burned in him, his body aching for release, but her control held him captive. The pacifier clicked as he sucked, the diaper crinkled with every tiny shift, and her warmth enveloped him, pulling him deeper into her world. He felt tears prick his eyes again, overwhelmed by the mix of shame, need, and strange solace.

Her hand moved to his cheek, tilting his face up to meet her gaze. Her eyes were warm, commanding, and filled with a hunger that mirrored his own. “You’re doing so well, my little one,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “Mommy’s so proud of you for trusting me with this first diaper change. We’ve got so much more to explore together.”

Her words lingered, a promise and a threat, as he lay across her lap, diaper taped snugly around him. The pacifier clicked in his mouth, her “good boy” echoing in his ears, and he battled the shame and unwanted excitement coiling tight in his chest. He knew he was slipping further, knew he couldn’t fight the pull much longer, and the thought both terrified and thrilled him.


Chapter 5: First Wetting

Ethan sat curled in Clara’s lap, the rocking chair swaying gently beneath them in the pastel nursery. The thick diaper hugged his hips, the plastic backing crinkling with every tiny shift of his body. His cock throbbed against the soft padding, trapped and aching from her earlier teasing, while the pacifier clicked softly against his teeth as he sucked without thinking.

Her arms wrapped around him, warm and secure, her cream sweater brushing his cheek. The scent of baby powder mixed with her faint lavender perfume, enveloping him in a haze of comfort and shame. He felt small, impossibly small, pressed against the softness of her breasts, her hand resting lightly on the front of his diaper.

“Such a sweet baby,” Clara murmured, her voice a soothing lullaby. Her fingers traced slow circles over the onesie covering his chest, sending shivers through him. “All snug and safe with Mommy. Doesn’t that feel good?”

He wanted to shake his head, to push away the words that sank deep into his core. But his body softened against her, leaning into the warmth of her touch. The pacifier clicked again, a humiliating sound that echoed in the quiet room, and his face burned with heat.

Her hand slid lower, patting the bulk of his diaper with gentle pressure. The sensation jolted his cock, making it twitch hard against the padding. A muffled moan escaped around the pacifier, and he turned his face into her shoulder, unable to meet her gaze.

“There, there,” she cooed, her tone dripping with maternal care. “Mommy knows what her baby needs. You don’t have to hide how much you like this.”

His hips pressed forward before he could stop them, seeking more of her touch through the thick diaper. Shame twisted in his chest, sharp and hot, but the need burned stronger, amplified by the crinkle of the plastic with every movement. He hated how his body betrayed him, hated the desperate ache that wouldn’t let go.

Clara’s breathing hitched slightly, her thighs squeezing together beneath him. He could feel her heat, her own arousal mirroring his, and the realization sent a fresh wave of humiliation through him. She was getting off on this—on his regression, on his helplessness—and it only made his cock throb harder.

“I’ve got a little treat for you, sweetie,” she said, her voice taking on a playful edge. She shifted him slightly in her lap, reaching for a small table beside the rocking chair. Her hand returned with a tall glass of warm milk, the liquid steaming faintly in the soft nursery light.

His eyes widened, the pacifier still clicking as he sucked. He didn’t want to drink it, didn’t want to sink deeper into this strange, infantilizing space she’d created. But her gaze locked on his, warm and commanding, and his resistance wavered.

“Open up, baby,” she instructed, easing the pacifier from his mouth with a gentle tug. The rubber nipple popped free, leaving his lips feeling bare, and she pressed the rim of the glass against them. “Drink for Mommy. It’ll make you feel so cozy inside.”

The warmth of the milk touched his tongue, sweet and rich, and he swallowed before he could think to refuse. The liquid slid down his throat, warming his chest, and Clara’s smile widened with approval. Her hand rubbed his back through the onesie as he drank, each sip pulling him further into her control.

“Good boy,” she praised, her voice thick with satisfaction. She tilted the glass higher, encouraging him to take more, and he obeyed, unable to stop. The warmth spread through him, settling in his belly, and a strange pressure began to build, subtle at first but growing with every swallow.

He finished the glass, his lips damp with milk, and she set it aside with a soft clink. Her hand returned to his diaper, patting gently, and the pressure in his bladder sharpened, making him squirm in her lap. The crinkle of the plastic was louder now, a constant reminder of his vulnerability.

“Feeling full, aren’t you?” Clara asked, her tone teasing but kind. Her fingers pressed just above the waistband of his diaper, right over his lower belly, and he tensed, the urge to go growing stronger. “That’s okay, baby. Diapers are for letting go. Mommy’s right here.”

His face burned hotter than ever. He clenched his muscles, fighting the need, unwilling to give in to something so humiliating. But her hand kept pressing, her touch both soothing and insistent, and the warmth of the milk sat heavy inside him, pushing against his control.

“No… I can’t,” he whispered, his voice small and shaky. He shifted in her lap, trying to ease the pressure, but the thick padding only amplified it, the plastic crinkling with every desperate move. His cock throbbed, caught between arousal and dread, as his body teetered on the edge.

Clara’s hand moved to his cheek, turning his face to hers. Her eyes were warm, filled with a tender certainty that pinned him in place. “You can, sweetie. You don’t have to fight it. Let Mommy take care of everything.”

Her words melted into him, softening his resistance even as his mind screamed to hold on. The pressure built, sharp and undeniable, and her hand pressed again, just enough to tip him over. A slow, hot stream released into the diaper, the warmth spreading through the padding in a rush that made him gasp.

The sensation was overwhelming. The heat soaked into the thick layers, the weight of it sagging between his thighs, and the plastic crinkled softly as the diaper absorbed it all. His face burned with shame, his breath coming in short, ragged bursts, but a strange relief washed over him, easing the tension in his body.

“There’s my good boy,” Clara murmured, her voice dripping with pride. Her hand patted the now-warm front of his diaper, sending a jolt through his still-hard cock, and he moaned softly, the sound raw and unbidden. “See? Doesn’t it feel better to let go for Mommy?”

He couldn’t answer. The warmth in the diaper pressed against him, heavy and humiliating, but her approval wrapped around him like a blanket, soothing the sharp edges of his embarrassment. His hips shifted, the wet padding rubbing his cock, and the mix of shame and arousal twisted tighter in his core.

Clara’s breathing quickened, her thighs pressing together again beneath him. Her hand lingered on the diaper, rubbing slow circles over the soaked padding, and he felt her own need in the way her touch trembled slightly. She was wet, he knew it, aroused by his surrender, and the thought sent a fresh wave of heat through him.

“You’re so perfect like this,” she whispered, her voice husky now. Her hand moved up to cradle his head, pressing his face against her chest, and he felt the softness of her breasts through her sweater, the warmth of her skin so close. “My little baby, all wet and needy for Mommy’s care.”

His cock throbbed harder, the wet diaper amplifying every sensation as her words sank in. He sucked in a breath, overwhelmed by the intimacy of it, the way her care stripped him bare in ways he couldn’t fight. His hands clenched at his sides, unsure where to rest, unsure how to handle the storm inside him.

“Let’s get you changed, sweetie,” she said, her tone returning to that gentle command. She eased him off her lap, guiding him to stand, and the heavy, sagging diaper pulled at his hips, the crinkle louder now with the added weight. His legs felt unsteady, the bulk forcing them apart, and he wobbled as she led him to the changing table.

“Up you go,” she instructed, her hands firm on his waist as she helped him onto the padded surface. The cool sheet brushed his back through the onesie, and he lay back as she directed, his heart pounding in his chest. The wet diaper clung to him, warm and humiliating, and he couldn’t meet her gaze as she stood over him.

Clara unsnapped the crotch of his onesie, the clicks echoing in the quiet nursery. She peeled the fabric back, exposing the soaked diaper beneath, and a soft hum of approval escaped her lips. “Look at that,” she said, her voice warm. “You really let go for Mommy, didn’t you?”

His face burned, and he turned his head to the side, staring at the pastel wall. Her fingers worked at the tapes, the ripping sound obscenely loud as she freed them one by one. The cool air hit his skin as she lifted the front of the diaper away, and his cock sprang up, hard and aching, betraying him all over again.

“Such a needy little thing,” she murmured, her tone teasing but kind. She reached for a wipe, the faint antiseptic scent mixing with baby powder as she cleaned him. Her touch was gentle, gliding over his skin, and his breath hitched when her fingers brushed the base of his cock, sending sparks through him.

He bit his lip, trying to hold back the moan building in his throat, but it slipped out anyway, soft and desperate. Clara’s eyes gleamed, her own cheeks flushed now, and he could see the hunger in her gaze, the way her breathing had quickened. She wanted him like this, vulnerable and exposed, and it only deepened his shame.

She sprinkled fresh baby powder over him, the silky dust settling on his skin, the scent wrapping around him. Her hands smoothed it in, warm and deliberate, and his hips shifted, seeking more despite himself. His cock throbbed under her touch, the need burning hotter with every second.

“Now for a fresh diaper,” she said, sliding a new one under his hips. The padding felt thick and plush, the plastic backing crinkling as she adjusted it. She pulled the front up, pressing it against his cock, trapping his hardness in a soft, humiliating cage once more.

The tapes ripped as she secured them, each sound a reminder of his surrender. The diaper hugged him tight, the bulk forcing his thighs apart, and his cock pulsed against the padding, the pressure both frustrating and oddly soothing. He felt small again, smaller than ever, under her careful hands.

“There we go,” Clara said, patting the front of the diaper with a smile. The touch sent a jolt through him, and he gasped, his hips bucking slightly. Her eyes locked on his, warm and commanding, and he saw the arousal in her flushed skin, the way her thighs squeezed together as she stood over him.

“Doesn’t that feel nice?” she asked, her voice a soft purr. Her hand rubbed slow circles over the diaper, the crinkle loud with every movement, and his body arched into it, desperate for more. The padding amplified her touch, turning it into a maddening tease that pushed him closer to the edge.

“Clara, please,” he whispered, his voice raw and pleading. He didn’t know what he wanted—release, escape, or more of her control—but the need consumed him, his cock aching in the tight confines of the fresh diaper. His hands gripped the edges of the changing table, knuckles white with tension.

“Shh, baby,” she said, her free hand brushing his cheek. Her thumb traced his jaw, and he felt the warmth of her skin, the tenderness in her touch. “Mommy decides when you get what you need. For now, just feel how safe you are, all snug and fresh.”

Her words hit deep, stirring heat and frustration in equal measure. He moaned softly, the sound raw in the quiet nursery, as her hand pressed harder against the diaper. The friction through the padding was agonizing, pushing him toward a peak he couldn’t reach without her permission.

She leaned down, her face close to his, and he felt the softness of her breath against his ear. “I love taking care of you like this,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “Seeing my baby all wet, then making you clean and snug again. It makes Mommy so happy.”

His cock pulsed harder, the diaper crinkling with every involuntary twitch of his hips. Her words pulled at something raw inside him, a need for her approval, her care, that he couldn’t deny. He felt tears prick his eyes, overwhelmed by the mix of shame, arousal, and the strange comfort of her control.

Clara pulled back slightly, her hand still resting on the diaper, her eyes locking on his. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing heavy, and he knew she was as turned on as he was. Her free hand slid down her own body for a fleeting moment, brushing her skirt, and he caught the way her fingers lingered near her thigh, a subtle sign of her own need.

“I want to give you more, sweetie,” she said, her tone soft but loaded with promise. She straightened up, smoothing her skirt with a deliberate motion, and her gaze turned toward the crib in the center of the nursery. “But first, I think it’s time for a little rest. You’ve had such a big moment, letting go like that.”

His heart raced. The crib loomed in his vision, its polished wooden bars a silent invitation to deeper regression. He wanted to protest, to say he couldn’t sleep there, but the weight of the diaper, the warmth of her care, held him captive on the changing table.

“Come on, baby,” she said, helping him sit up with a gentle hand on his back. The diaper crinkled loudly as he moved, the fresh padding heavy between his thighs, and his cock throbbed with every step as she guided him toward the crib. His legs felt shaky, the bulk making him wobble, but her arm around his waist steadied him.

She lowered the side of the crib with a soft click, the bars sliding down, and gestured for him to climb in. The mattress inside was covered in a soft, pastel sheet, a plush blanket folded neatly at the foot. The scent of baby powder clung to the air, stronger here, and his stomach twisted with a mix of dread and unwanted anticipation.

“In you go,” she instructed, her voice warm but firm. He hesitated, his hands gripping the wooden frame, but her hand on his back pushed gently, urging him forward. He climbed in, the diaper crinkling with every awkward movement, and lay back on the mattress, feeling the bars loom above him as she raised the side again.

“There’s my good boy,” she murmured, reaching through the bars to stroke his hair. Her touch was soothing, her fingers warm against his scalp, and his body softened despite the ache in his cock. The diaper pressed against him, a constant reminder of his vulnerability, and he shifted, the plastic rustling softly.

Clara leaned over the crib, her curvy frame filling his view, her cream sweater brushing the bars. Her eyes held his, warm and possessive, and he felt bare under her gaze, more exposed than ever in the confines of the crib. Her hand moved to the front of his diaper, patting gently through the onesie, and he gasped, his hips twitching into her touch.

“Rest for now, baby,” she said, her voice a soft command. Her fingers lingered on the diaper, pressing just enough to tease, and his cock throbbed harder, the need burning in him. “Mommy’s got so much more planned for you. We’re just getting started.”

Her words hung in the air, a promise that sent a shiver down his spine. She stepped back, her gaze still locked on him, and he felt the weight of her intent settle over him in the crib. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the fresh padding warm and snug, and her soothing presence lingered even as she turned toward the door, leaving him to wrestle with the storm of shame and need inside him.


Chapter 6: First Nursing

Ethan lay in the crib, the pastel sheet cool against his back through the yellow onesie. The thick diaper hugged his hips, crinkling softly with every small shift of his body. His cock throbbed against the fresh padding, the ache from Clara’s earlier denial still burning deep in his core.

The nursery was quiet, save for the faint hum of the house settling around him. The scent of baby powder clung to the air, heavy and familiar now, stirring a mix of comfort and shame in his chest. He gripped the wooden bars above him, staring at the ceiling, trying to ignore the bulk between his thighs.

Footsteps approached, soft but deliberate, echoing in the hallway outside. His heart quickened, knowing it was her before the door even opened. The faint click of the handle turned, and Clara stepped in, her curvy frame filling the doorway with that same unyielding warmth.

“Sweetie, you look so cozy in there,” she said, her voice a gentle purr. She wore a soft blouse today, the fabric slightly unbuttoned at the top, hinting at the fullness of her breasts beneath. Her dark hair was pinned neatly back, and her eyes locked on him with quiet intensity.

He shifted in the crib, the diaper rustling loudly in the silence. His face warmed, the bulk making him feel clumsy and small. He wanted to look away, to hide from her gaze, but her presence pinned him in place.

Clara crossed the room, her movements graceful and slow. She lowered the side of the crib with a soft click, the bars sliding down, and sat on the edge of the mattress beside him. Her hand rested on his chest through the onesie, warm and steady, sending a shiver through his body.

“You’ve had such a big day, baby,” she murmured, her fingers tracing small circles over the fabric. “Letting go for Mommy like that. I’m so proud of you.”

Her words hit deep, stirring heat in his core. He hated how they affected him, how his cock twitched in the diaper at her praise. His hands clenched at his sides, fighting the urge to lean into her touch.

She smiled, her eyes gleaming with care and something hungrier. “I think it’s time for something special,” she said, her voice dropping lower. “Something to make you feel even closer to Mommy.”

His stomach twisted. He didn’t know what she meant, but the promise in her tone sent a jolt straight to his cock. The diaper crinkled as he shifted again, the padding pressing against his aching hardness.

Clara’s hand slid down to pat the front of his diaper, the gentle pressure making him gasp. His hips moved before he could stop them, pressing into her touch, and a soft moan slipped out. Shame burned his cheeks, but the need was stronger, raw and undeniable.

“Not yet, little one,” she teased, pulling her hand back with a small chuckle. Her cheeks flushed slightly, her breathing a little faster now. He could see the arousal in her eyes, the way her thighs pressed together under her skirt.

She stood for a moment, smoothing her blouse with deliberate care. Then she sat back down, closer this time, her body brushing against his side. Her hand guided him to sit up, the diaper crinkling loudly as he moved, and she pulled him into her lap with surprising strength.

“There we are,” she cooed, wrapping her arms around him. The warmth of her body enveloped him, her breasts soft against his cheek through the thin blouse. His cock throbbed harder in the diaper, the closeness amplifying every sensation.

He tensed, feeling exposed and vulnerable in her hold. The bulk of the diaper forced his legs apart, making him feel even smaller against her curvy frame. But her hand rubbed his back through the onesie, soothing him despite the storm in his chest.

“Relax, baby,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. Her fingers tilted his chin up, forcing his eyes to meet hers. “Mommy’s got something very special for you now. Something I’ve been waiting to share.”

His heart raced. Her tone carried a weight that made his skin prickle with anticipation. He swallowed hard, unable to speak, as her hand moved to the buttons of her blouse, undoing them one by one with slow, deliberate motions.

The fabric parted, revealing the soft swell of her breasts, barely contained by a lacy bra. His breath caught, his cock twitching hard in the diaper, and heat flooded his face. He wanted to look away, but her gaze held him captive, warm and commanding.

“I’ve been preparing for this, sweetie,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. She eased the bra strap down, exposing one breast, the skin pale and full, the nipple already hard and glistening slightly. “Mommy’s got milk for her special boy. I’ve been waiting months to nurse you.”

His mind reeled. The sight of her breast, the thought of her milk, sent a surge of need through him, raw and overwhelming. His cock strained against the diaper, the padding crinkling with every involuntary twitch of his hips.

“Clara, I—” he started, his voice shaky and small. But her finger pressed gently to his lips, silencing him, her touch soft but firm. Her eyes gleamed with a mix of tenderness and hunger that made his chest tighten.

“Shh, baby,” she murmured, guiding his head closer to her chest. “Just let Mommy take care of you. Open up for me, like a good boy.”

His lips trembled as she pressed his face against her breast, the warmth of her skin searing into him. The scent of her—lavender and something uniquely hers—mixed with a faint sweetness he couldn’t place. His body tensed, resisting for a fleeting moment, before her hand on the back of his head urged him forward.

Her nipple brushed his lips, and a shudder ran through him. He hesitated, shame burning hot, but her soft hum of encouragement melted his resolve. His mouth closed around her, tentative at first, and the first taste of her warm milk hit his tongue, sweet and rich.

A moan escaped him, muffled against her breast, as the milk flowed easily. The sensation was overwhelming, intimate in a way he’d never known, and his cock throbbed harder in the diaper. He sucked gently, the rhythm instinctive, and her hand tightened in his hair, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

“There’s my good boy,” she breathed, her voice husky with arousal. Her thighs squeezed together beneath him, and he felt the heat of her body, the way her breathing quickened. “Suck for Mommy, baby. Take what you need.”

Her words pulled him deeper, the act of nursing stripping away layers of resistance he didn’t know he still had. The milk warmed his throat, filling his belly with a soothing heat, and his body softened against her, surrendering to the moment. His cock ached, trapped in the diaper, the crinkle loud with every small shift.

Clara rocked him gently in her lap, her hand rubbing his back through the onesie. Her nipple hardened further in his mouth, and he felt a fresh rush of milk, the sweetness intoxicating. A soft moan slipped from her, and he realized she was as turned on as he was, her arousal feeding his own.

“You feel so perfect like this,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. Her free hand slid down to the front of his diaper, patting the bulk with gentle pressure, and his hips bucked, a desperate groan muffled against her breast. “My little baby, nursing so sweetly, so needy.”

The diaper amplified her touch, the padding pressing against his throbbing cock. He sucked harder, the milk flowing faster, and the intimacy of it overwhelmed him. Shame twisted in his chest, but the need burned hotter, his body craving more of her care, more of her control.

Her hand rubbed slow circles over the diaper, teasing him through the thick layers. His breath came in ragged gasps around her nipple, the milk dripping slightly at the corner of his mouth as he struggled to keep up. Every crinkle of the plastic, every taste of her, pushed him closer to an edge he couldn’t reach without her permission.

“Mommy loves this,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. Her thighs shifted beneath him, and he felt the heat between them, the way her body trembled with her own need. “Seeing you nurse, feeling you depend on me. It makes me so wet, baby.”

Her confession sent a jolt straight to his cock, the diaper crinkling louder as his hips twitched. He moaned against her breast, sucking harder, the milk flooding his senses. The thought of her arousal, of her pussy wet from his surrender, made his need unbearable.

Clara’s hand pressed harder against the diaper, the friction through the padding driving him wild. “Not yet, little one,” she teased, her voice firm despite the hunger in it. “You’ll cum when Mommy says. For now, just keep nursing. Keep taking what I give you.”

The denial burned, his cock aching in the confines of the diaper, but her control held him captive. He sucked desperately, the milk soothing even as his body screamed for release. Her hand in his hair tightened, her soft gasps filling the nursery, and he knew she was close to her own edge.

Her body tensed beneath him, her breathing ragged now. “Oh, baby,” she gasped, her hand stilling on the diaper as her thighs clenched tight. A quiet moan escaped her, her chest heaving against his face, and he realized she was coming, her orgasm shuddering through her while he nursed.

The knowledge pushed him to the brink, his cock throbbing painfully in the diaper. He groaned against her breast, the milk still flowing, as her body trembled with aftershocks. Her hand resumed its slow rubbing over the diaper, teasing him further, and tears of frustration pricked his eyes.

“So good for Mommy,” she whispered, her voice softer now, sated but still hungry. She eased his head back slightly, her nipple slipping from his mouth with a wet pop, a trickle of milk lingering on his lips. Her thumb brushed it away, the touch tender, and his chest ached with a confusing mix of longing and shame.

He lay against her, panting, the diaper heavy and warm between his thighs. His cock pulsed with every heartbeat, the denial sharp and maddening, but her warmth enveloped him, soothing the raw edges of his need. The taste of her milk lingered on his tongue, sweet and binding, pulling him deeper into her world.

Clara shifted him in her lap, guiding him to her other breast with a gentle hand. “More, baby,” she murmured, her voice a soft command. “Mommy’s got plenty for you. Keep nursing, let me take care of everything.”

His lips closed around her other nipple, the warmth of her skin grounding him even as his body ached. The milk flowed again, rich and comforting, and he sucked gently, the rhythm lulling him despite the tension in his core. Her hand patted the diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet nursery, and a soft moan slipped from him.

Her breathing quickened again, her thighs pressing together beneath him. “You’re making Mommy feel so good,” she whispered, her voice husky. Her free hand slid down her own body for a moment, brushing her skirt, and he knew she was touching herself, her arousal building once more.

The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through him, his cock straining against the diaper. He sucked harder, the milk flooding his senses, and her soft gasp told him she felt it too. Her hand on the diaper pressed firmer, rubbing slow circles, and his hips bucked, desperate for more.

“Shh, baby,” she cooed, her voice trembling with her own need. “Just nurse. Let Mommy feel this with you.” Her body tensed again, her thighs clenching beneath him, and another quiet moan escaped her, her second orgasm shuddering through her as he sucked.

His cock throbbed painfully, the diaper amplifying every denied sensation. He groaned against her breast, the milk dripping slightly as he struggled to focus through the haze of need. Her hand stilled on the diaper, letting him ache, and the frustration burned hot in his chest.

Clara eased him back again, her nipple slipping free with another wet pop. She cradled his head, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead, her lips warm against his skin. Milk lingered on his mouth, sticky and sweet, and he felt bound to her in a way he couldn’t name.

“You’re so perfect, my little one,” she murmured, her voice thick with emotion. Her hand rubbed his back through the onesie, soothing him even as his cock ached in the diaper. “Nursing from Mommy, letting me care for you like this. It’s everything I’ve wanted.”

His chest tightened, her words pulling at something raw inside him. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the padding warm and heavy now, and the bulk between his thighs reminded him of every surrender. He felt small, smaller than ever, cradled in her lap with the taste of her milk still on his lips.

She guided him to lie back in the crib, her hands gentle but firm. The mattress dipped under him, the pastel sheet cool against his back, and she raised the side of the crib with a soft click, the bars looming above him once more. Her curvy frame filled his view as she leaned over, her blouse still unbuttoned, her breasts barely covered.

“Rest now, baby,” she said, her tone a mix of tenderness and promise. Her hand reached through the bars, patting the front of his diaper one last time, and his cock twitched hard, a desperate gasp escaping him. “Mommy’s got so much more to give you. We’re just beginning to bond.”

Her words lingered in the air, heavy with intent, as she stepped back, her gaze still locked on him. The taste of her milk, the crinkle of the diaper, the warmth of her care—it all wrapped around him, pulling him deeper into a space he couldn’t escape. And as he lay there, aching and bound by her tenderness, he felt the confusing, unshakable tie between them tighten, knowing he was already hers in ways he couldn’t deny.


Chapter 7: Public Secret

Ethan lay in the crib, the pastel sheet cool beneath him, his body still humming from the taste of Clara’s milk on his lips. The thick diaper clung to his hips, crinkling softly with every restless shift. His cock throbbed against the padding, aching from her denial, a constant reminder of her control over his release.

A faint flush warmed his cheeks as he stared at the wooden bars above. The nursery’s soft light cast gentle shadows, the scent of baby powder heavy in the air. His hands gripped the sides of the crib, fingers tense, as the memory of nursing from her breast played on a loop in his mind.

The door creaked open, breaking the quiet. Clara stepped in, her curvy frame filling the space with that familiar, enveloping warmth. Her blouse was buttoned now, but the fabric still hugged her full breasts, and her dark hair remained neatly pinned, not a strand out of place.

“Sweetie, you’re still awake,” she said, her voice a soft murmur that sent a shiver through him. She crossed the room with deliberate grace, lowering the crib’s side with a quiet click. “Mommy thought you’d be resting after such a special moment.”

He shifted, the diaper rustling loudly in the stillness. His face burned hotter, the bulk between his thighs making him feel clumsy and exposed. He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came, her presence pinning him in place.

Her hand rested on his chest through the yellow onesie, warm and steady. “You look so tense, baby,” she murmured, her fingers tracing small circles. “I think you need a little outing with Mommy to relax.”

His stomach twisted. An outing? The thought of leaving the house, diapered and under her control, sent a jolt of dread through him. His cock twitched in the padding, betraying him with a rush of unwanted heat.

“Clara, I don’t think—” he started, his voice small and shaky. Her finger pressed gently to his lips, silencing him with a tender but firm touch. Her eyes locked on his, warm and unyielding.

“Shh, little one,” she said, her tone dripping with maternal care. “Mommy knows what’s best. A quick trip to the store will be good for you. Just a few errands with me.”

His heart raced. The idea of being out in public, the diaper hidden beneath his clothes but crinkling with every step, made his skin crawl. Yet her voice wrapped around him, soothing his resistance even as his mind screamed to refuse.

She helped him sit up, the diaper rustling as he moved, and guided him out of the crib. Her hand stayed on his back, steadying him as his legs wobbled from the bulk between his thighs. The plastic backing shifted against his skin, a constant reminder of his vulnerability.

“Let’s get you dressed, baby,” she said, leading him to the changing table. She patted the padded surface, her smile warm but commanding. “Up you go. Mommy needs to make sure you’re all snug for our trip.”

He hesitated, his hands clenching at his sides. But her gaze held him, and he climbed onto the table, the onesie brushing the soft sheet beneath him. The diaper crinkled louder as he lay back, his face burning with every sound.

Clara unsnapped the crotch of the onesie, the clicks echoing in the quiet nursery. She checked the diaper with a gentle pat, the pressure sending a jolt through his cock. “Still nice and fresh,” she murmured, her voice approving. “But let’s add a little something to make this outing extra special.”

His breath hitched. What did she mean? Before he could ask, she reached into a small basket on the table, pulling out a tiny, egg-shaped toy with a thin wire attached. His eyes widened, recognizing it as a vibrating egg, and heat flooded his face.

“Clara, no,” he whispered, his voice trembling. He tried to sit up, but her hand pressed gently on his chest, keeping him down. Her smile never wavered, her eyes gleaming with a mix of care and hunger.

“Mommy’s got you, sweetie,” she said, her tone soothing but firm. She held up a small bottle of lube, squirting a dollop onto her fingers. “This will make you feel so good, even if you’re shy about it.”

His body tensed as her slick fingers brushed his skin, sliding beneath the waistband of the diaper. She eased the egg inside him, her touch deliberate and slow, pushing past his resistance with gentle care. A gasp escaped him, his cock throbbing hard against the padding as the toy settled in place.

“There we are,” she murmured, securing the diaper tapes back with a loud rip. The plastic crinkled as she adjusted it, trapping the egg inside him, the wire tucked discreetly against his skin. “All snug and ready for a little fun.”

His face burned with shame, the sensation of the toy inside him foreign and humiliating. His cock strained against the diaper, the bulk amplifying every twitch, and he bit his lip to stifle a moan. Her hand patted the front of the padding, sending a fresh jolt through him.

“Now, let’s get some clothes on you,” she said, her voice playful. She pulled a pair of loose sweatpants and a baggy hoodie from the dresser, dressing him with the same careful attention. The diaper’s bulk was hidden beneath the layers, but he could still feel it, heavy and crinkling with every move.

She slipped a small remote from her pocket, her thumb hovering over the button. “Mommy’s got control of this little toy,” she whispered, her eyes locking on his with quiet intensity. “You’ll behave for me out there, won’t you, baby?”

His throat tightened. The threat of the vibrating egg turning on in public made his skin prickle with dread. He nodded, unable to speak, as she guided him to his feet, the diaper forcing his legs slightly apart.

The walk downstairs felt endless. Every step made the diaper crinkle beneath the sweatpants, the sound deafening to his ears even if no one else could hear it. The egg shifted inside him, a constant reminder of her power, and his cock stayed hard, trapped in the padding.

Clara grabbed her purse and keys, her movements graceful as ever. She wore a simple jacket over her blouse, her skirt swaying as she moved, and her presence filled the hallway. “Just a quick grocery run, sweetie,” she said, her tone light but loaded with intent.

He followed her to the car, his heart pounding in his chest. The diaper crinkled louder as he sat in the passenger seat, the padding pressing against him, and he shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide the bulk. Clara’s hand rested on his thigh, warm through the fabric, and his breath hitched.

“Relax, baby,” she murmured, starting the engine. Her thumb brushed the remote in her pocket, a subtle warning, and his body tensed, waiting for the inevitable. “Mommy’s right here to take care of everything.”

The drive to the store was torture. Every bump in the road made the diaper shift, the plastic rustling beneath his clothes, and the egg inside him pressed deeper, teasing his nerves. His cock throbbed, the denial from earlier still burning, and he gripped the seat, trying to stay still.

They pulled into the parking lot, the grocery store looming ahead with its bright lights and crowded aisles. Clara turned to him, her smile warm but mischievous. “Stay close to Mommy, little one,” she said, her voice low. “We don’t want anyone guessing our little secret.”

His face burned as he climbed out of the car, the diaper crinkling with every step. The sweatpants hid the bulk, but he felt it, heavy and humiliating, forcing his gait into an awkward shuffle. Clara’s hand rested on his lower back, guiding him toward the entrance, her touch a constant anchor.

Inside, the store buzzed with noise—carts rattling, people chatting, announcements crackling over the speakers. Ethan’s heart raced as they moved through the aisles, the diaper rustling softly beneath his clothes. He prayed no one could hear it, no one could see the thickness under the loose fabric.

Clara pushed the cart, her movements casual, as if this were any normal shopping trip. She grabbed items off the shelves—bread, milk, apples—while her other hand stayed near her pocket, the remote a silent threat. His cock twitched in the diaper, half from fear, half from the humiliating thrill of her control.

They reached the cereal aisle, a quieter section with fewer people. Clara paused, her hand brushing his arm as she leaned close. “Pick something you like, baby,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “Mommy wants to spoil you.”

His hands trembled as he reached for a box, the diaper crinkling with the movement. Before he could set it in the cart, a low hum started inside him, the vibrating egg coming to life with a subtle buzz. His breath caught, his knees buckling slightly, and his cock throbbed hard against the padding.

“Clara,” he gasped, his voice a desperate whisper. The vibration was low but insistent, teasing his nerves, sending sparks of pleasure through him. He gripped the cart for support, his face burning as he fought to stay composed.

“Shh, sweetie,” she murmured, her hand patting his back through the hoodie. Her eyes gleamed with hunger, her own cheeks flushed now. “Just feel it. Mommy’s got you, even here.”

The vibration pulsed, steady and maddening, and his hips twitched before he could stop them. The diaper crinkled softly, the sound lost in the store’s noise, but to him, it was deafening. His cock strained against the padding, leaking precum into the soft layers, and shame twisted with the building pleasure.

A woman walked past, pushing her cart, and Ethan froze, the vibration still humming inside him. She didn’t look twice, didn’t seem to notice, but the risk of exposure made his skin prickle with heat. Clara’s hand squeezed his arm, her touch grounding him even as the toy teased him higher.

“Good boy,” she whispered, her voice thick with arousal. Her thighs pressed together beneath her skirt, and he knew she was wet, turned on by his struggle, by the secret they shared in this public space. The thought sent a fresh jolt through his cock, pushing him closer to the edge.

The vibration stopped suddenly, leaving him panting and aching. His body trembled, the denial sharp and frustrating, and he gripped the cart harder, trying to steady himself. Clara’s smile was knowing, her hand sliding into her pocket to toy with the remote again.

“Not yet, baby,” she said, her tone teasing but firm. “Mommy decides when you get your release. Keep being good for me, and I might let you cum later.”

His groan was barely audible, swallowed by the store’s background noise. The diaper felt heavier now, warm with his arousal, and the egg inside him shifted with every step as they moved to the next aisle. His cock pulsed, the need burning in him, amplified by the humiliating bulk of the padding.

They passed a group of shoppers, their chatter loud and oblivious, and Ethan’s face burned hotter. The diaper crinkled softly beneath his sweatpants, the sound a constant whisper of his regression, and he kept his head down, praying no one noticed his awkward gait. Clara’s hand stayed on his back, her touch a quiet claim even in the crowd.

She added more items to the cart—vegetables, pasta, a jar of baby food that made his stomach twist with dread. Her eyes flicked to him, a small smirk playing on her lips as she set it down. “For my special boy,” she murmured, her voice low enough that only he could hear.

His cock twitched hard in the diaper, shame and arousal twisting tighter. The egg shifted again as he moved, teasing his nerves even without the vibration, and he bit his lip to hold back a moan. Clara’s presence loomed beside him, her warmth a constant pull, dragging him deeper into her control.

They reached the checkout line, the store’s fluorescent lights harsh overhead. Ethan stood rigid, the diaper crinkling with every tiny shift, as Clara unloaded the cart. Her hand brushed his thigh as she reached past him, a subtle reminder of the remote in her pocket, and his breath hitched, waiting for the next torment.

The cashier scanned their items, her bored expression never changing, and Ethan’s heart pounded in his chest. The diaper felt impossibly thick now, the padding sagging slightly with the heat of his arousal, and he shifted his weight, trying to hide the bulk. Clara’s smile was serene, her hand resting lightly on his arm, as if this were the most normal moment in the world.

As they paid and bagged the groceries, the vibrating egg hummed to life again, this time on a higher setting. Ethan’s knees nearly buckled, a sharp gasp escaping him before he could stop it. The buzz pulsed inside him, relentless and intense, sending waves of pleasure through his core.

“Clara, please,” he whispered, his voice raw and desperate. His cock throbbed painfully in the diaper, the padding amplifying every sensation, and his hands clenched around the cart handle, knuckles white. The cashier didn’t seem to notice, but the risk of being caught made his skin burn with heat.

“Almost done, baby,” she murmured, her tone soothing but laced with hunger. Her eyes locked on his, her own arousal clear in the flush of her cheeks, the way her breathing quickened. “Hold on for Mommy. You’re doing so well.”

The vibration pulsed harder, driving him to the brink, and his hips twitched, the diaper crinkling softly beneath his clothes. Precum soaked into the padding, the warmth spreading, and he fought to keep his composure, his breath coming in short, ragged bursts. The line moved forward, agonizingly slow, as the toy teased him without mercy.

Finally, the vibration stopped as they finished at the checkout, leaving him trembling and aching. His cock pulsed in the diaper, denied once again, and frustration burned hot in his chest. Clara’s hand guided him out of the store, her touch firm on his lower back, and the cool outside air hit his flushed skin, offering no relief.

They loaded the groceries into the car, the diaper rustling with every bend and reach. The egg shifted inside him, a constant tease, and his cock stayed hard, trapped in the padding. Clara’s gaze lingered on him, her smile warm but loaded with promise, as she closed the trunk.

“You did so good, my little secret,” she said, her voice low and intimate. She stepped closer, her hand brushing his cheek, and his body softened under her touch despite the ache. “Mommy’s so proud of how you handled that. We’ve got more fun waiting at home.”

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, the promise of “more” both thrilling and terrifying. He climbed into the car, the diaper crinkling louder as he sat, the bulk heavy and warm between his thighs. The egg still sat inside him, a silent threat, and his cock throbbed, desperate for release.

Clara slid into the driver’s seat, her hand resting on his thigh as she started the engine. Her thumb brushed the remote in her pocket, a subtle reminder of her control, and his breath caught, waiting for the next wave. The taste of her milk still lingered on his tongue, mixing with the scent of baby powder that clung to him, pulling him deeper into her world.

The drive home stretched endlessly, every bump making the diaper shift, the plastic rustling beneath his sweatpants. His body trembled, the denial sharp and maddening, but her presence beside him was a tether, binding him to her care. He felt small, smaller than ever, caught in the web of her control, and the thought of what awaited at home made his heart race.

As they pulled into the driveway, Clara turned to him, her eyes gleaming with quiet hunger. Her hand squeezed his thigh, warm through the fabric, and his cock twitched hard in the diaper, aching for her touch. “We’re home, baby,” she said, her voice a soft promise. “Mommy’s got plans to make you feel even better. Let’s get inside and see how good my little secret can be.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with intent, as he followed her out of the car, the diaper crinkling with every step. The egg shifted inside him, teasing his nerves, and his body burned with a mix of shame and need. He knew he was slipping further, knew he couldn’t fight her pull, and the trembling in his limbs promised more surrender as they stepped into the house together.


Chapter 8: Restrained Comfort

Ethan stumbled through the front door, the heavy grocery bags weighing down his arms. The thick diaper beneath his sweatpants crinkled with every step, the sound piercing in the quiet hallway of Clara’s Victorian house. His cock throbbed against the padding, still aching from the public teasing with the vibrating egg nestled inside him.

Clara closed the door behind them, her curvy frame filling the space with that familiar, enveloping warmth. Her jacket hung loosely over her blouse, and her dark hair remained neatly pinned, not a strand out of place. She set her purse on the entry table, her movements graceful and deliberate.

“Sweetie, you did so well out there,” she said, her voice a soft purr that sent a shiver down his spine. Her hand rested on his lower back, guiding him toward the kitchen. “Mommy’s so proud of how you kept our little secret.”

His face burned with heat. The diaper felt heavier now, warm with the precum that had leaked into it during their store trip. He shifted awkwardly, the plastic backing rustling, and the egg inside him pressed deeper, teasing his nerves even without vibration.

They reached the kitchen, the faint scent of vanilla lingering from earlier meals. Ethan set the bags on the counter, his hands trembling slightly. The bulk between his thighs forced his legs apart, making every movement feel clumsy and humiliating.

Clara stepped close, her body brushing his as she unpacked the groceries. Her hand lingered near her pocket, where the remote for the egg sat, a silent threat. His cock twitched in the diaper, trapped and desperate, as he waited for her next move.

“Let’s get you settled, baby,” she said, her tone dripping with maternal care. She turned to face him, her eyes warm but commanding. “Mommy thinks it’s time for a little nap after such a big morning.”

His stomach twisted. A nap meant the nursery, the crib, and sinking deeper into her control. He wanted to protest, to insist he didn’t need rest, but her gaze pinned him, and his voice caught in his throat.

She took his hand, her fingers warm and firm, and led him upstairs. The diaper crinkled with each step, the sound echoing in the narrow hallway. The egg shifted inside him, sending a subtle jolt through his core, and his breath hitched, his cock pulsing against the padding.

They reached the nursery, the pale pink door already ajar. The scent of baby powder hit him stronger as they stepped inside, wrapping around him like a blanket. The crib loomed in the center, its polished wooden bars a silent promise of restraint and surrender.

“Up you go, little one,” Clara instructed, guiding him toward the crib. She lowered the side with a soft click, the bars sliding down, and patted the pastel-sheeted mattress. “Lie down for Mommy. Let’s get you all comfy.”

His legs trembled as he climbed in, the diaper rustling loudly. The sweatpants and hoodie hid the bulk, but he felt it, heavy and humiliating, pressing against his aching cock. He lay back, the cool sheet brushing his neck through the fabric, and stared at the ceiling, avoiding her gaze.

Clara stood over him, her presence towering as she raised the crib’s side again. The click of the bars locking into place sent a shiver through him. Her hand reached through, brushing his cheek, her touch warm and possessive.

“You look so tense, baby,” she murmured, her fingers tracing his jaw. “Mommy’s going to help you relax. But first, let’s make sure you can’t wiggle too much.”

His heart raced. What did she mean? Before he could ask, she moved to a small drawer near the changing table, pulling out soft, pale blue restraints with Velcro straps. His breath caught, dread mixing with a traitorous heat in his core.

“Clara, I don’t—” he started, his voice shaky and small. Her finger pressed to his lips, silencing him with a gentle but firm touch. Her eyes gleamed with care and hunger, pinning him in place.

“Shh, sweetie,” she cooed, her tone soothing. “Mommy knows what’s best. These will keep you safe and still, just how my baby should be.”

She leaned over the crib, her blouse brushing the bars as she took his left wrist. Her fingers wrapped around it, guiding it to the wooden frame, and secured the soft strap with a quiet rip of Velcro. His arm stretched slightly, bound to the crib, and a flush of vulnerability washed over him.

His right wrist followed, her touch deliberate and warm as she fastened the second restraint. He tugged lightly, testing the hold, but the straps kept him in place, his hands unable to move far. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, his cock throbbing harder, trapped and exposed under her control.

“There we are,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. Her cheeks flushed slightly, her breathing a little faster now. “My perfect little baby, all tied up and safe for Mommy to take care of.”

His face burned with shame. The restraints made him feel smaller, more helpless than ever, and yet his cock pulsed in the diaper, leaking more precum into the padding. He hated how his body reacted, hated the heat building in him despite the humiliation.

Clara’s hand reached through the bars again, patting the front of his sweatpants over the diaper. The pressure sent a jolt through his cock, and a soft gasp escaped his lips. The plastic rustled beneath the fabric, amplifying every sensation, driving him wild with need.

“Still so needy, aren’t you?” she teased, her voice husky with arousal. Her fingers rubbed slow circles over the bulk, the crinkle loud in the quiet nursery. “Mommy can feel how hard you are, even through all this padding.”

His hips bucked before he could stop them, pressing into her touch. A moan slipped out, raw and desperate, and his wrists tugged at the restraints, the Velcro holding firm. Shame twisted in his chest, but the pleasure burned hotter, overwhelming his resistance.

“Not yet, little one,” she said, pulling her hand back with a soft chuckle. Her eyes locked on his, her own desire clear in the flush of her skin. “Mommy’s going to take care of you, but you’ll cum when I decide.”

The denial stung, his cock aching painfully in the diaper. He groaned, his head falling back against the mattress, frustration burning through him. The restraints kept him still, amplifying his helplessness, and the egg inside him shifted, teasing his nerves with every breath.

Clara moved to the side of the crib, her curvy frame filling his view. She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, revealing the lacy bra beneath, her breasts full and inviting. His cock twitched hard, the diaper crinkling, as heat flooded his body.

“I think my baby needs a little comfort,” she murmured, easing the bra strap down to expose one breast. Her nipple was already hard, glistening slightly, and the sight sent a surge of need through him. “Time to nurse, sweetie. Let Mommy make everything better.”

His mouth went dry. The memory of her milk, sweet and warm on his tongue, flooded back, and his cock strained against the padding. He wanted to resist, to turn away, but the restraints held him, and her gaze pinned him, warm and commanding.

She leaned over the crib, guiding her breast to his lips, her skin warm against his face. “Open for Mommy,” she instructed, her voice a soft lullaby. His lips trembled, parting despite himself, and her nipple brushed against them, sending a shiver through his body.

He closed his mouth around her, the first taste of her milk hitting his tongue, rich and soothing. A muffled moan escaped him, his cock throbbing in the diaper as he sucked gently. The rhythm came naturally, pulling him deeper into her control, and her hand cradled his head through the bars, urging him on.

“There’s my good boy,” she breathed, her voice thick with arousal. Her thighs squeezed together beneath her skirt, and he felt the heat of her body, her breathing quickening. “Suck for Mommy, baby. Take all you need.”

The milk flowed easily, warming his throat, filling his belly with a comforting heat. His wrists tugged at the restraints, the Velcro holding tight, and the feeling of being bound while nursing made his cock pulse harder. Shame burned in his chest, but the intimacy overwhelmed him, stripping away his resistance.

Clara’s free hand slid down her own body, brushing her skirt, and he knew she was touching herself, her arousal mirroring his own. A soft gasp escaped her, her nipple hardening further in his mouth, and a fresh rush of milk flooded his senses. His hips twitched, the diaper crinkling loudly, as his cock ached for release.

“You make Mommy feel so good,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. Her hand moved faster beneath her skirt, and her body tensed, a quiet moan slipping out as she reached her peak. The sound of her orgasm, the way her chest heaved against his face, pushed him closer to the edge.

His cock throbbed painfully in the diaper, precum soaking the padding, the warmth spreading between his thighs. He sucked harder, the milk dripping slightly at the corner of his mouth, and groaned against her breast, the denial burning hotter with every second. The restraints kept him still, amplifying his frustration, his need.

Clara shuddered through her aftershocks, her hand slowing beneath her skirt. She eased his head back slightly, her nipple slipping from his mouth with a wet pop, a trickle of milk lingering on his lips. Her thumb brushed it away, the touch tender, and her eyes locked on his, warm with sated hunger.

“Such a sweet baby,” she murmured, her voice softer now. She adjusted her blouse, covering her breast, and leaned down to kiss his forehead through the bars. Her lips were warm, lingering on his skin, and his body softened despite the ache in his cock.

But she wasn’t done. Her hand reached into her pocket, pulling out the small remote for the vibrating egg. His breath caught, dread and anticipation twisting in his gut, as her thumb hovered over the button, her smile turning mischievous.

“Let’s see how my tied-up baby handles a little more,” she said, her tone playful but loaded with intent. She pressed the button, and a low hum started inside him, the egg buzzing to life with a subtle vibration. His body jolted, a sharp gasp escaping as the sensation teased his nerves.

“Clara, please,” he whispered, his voice raw and desperate. The vibration pulsed, steady and maddening, sending waves of pleasure through his core. His cock strained against the diaper, the padding amplifying every buzz, and his wrists tugged at the restraints, unable to escape.

“Shh, little one,” she cooed, her hand patting the front of his sweatpants over the diaper. The added pressure made the vibration even more intense, and his hips bucked, a moan tearing from his throat. “Just feel it. Mommy’s got you all safe and snug.”

The buzz increased, the remote clicking in her hand as she turned it up. His body trembled, the pleasure building fast, his cock throbbing painfully in the confines of the diaper. The plastic crinkled with every twitch of his hips, the sound humiliating but drowned out by the rush in his ears.

Her eyes gleamed, her cheeks flushed with renewed arousal. Her free hand slid back beneath her skirt, and he saw her thighs clench, her breathing quickening again. She was getting off on this, on his helplessness, on the way the restraints and diaper held him captive.

“You look so perfect like this,” she whispered, her voice husky. “My tied-up baby, all hard and needy in your diaper. Mommy loves seeing you struggle for me.”

Her words sent a fresh jolt through his cock, the vibration pushing him closer to the brink. His breath came in short, ragged bursts, his body arching against the restraints, the Velcro holding firm. Precum soaked the padding, the warmth spreading, and he felt the edge approaching, desperate and unstoppable.

But Clara clicked the remote again, the vibration stopping just as he neared release. A groan of frustration tore from him, his head falling back against the mattress, tears of denial pricking his eyes. His cock pulsed in the diaper, aching and untouched, the egg still nestled inside him, a silent tease.

“Not yet, sweetie,” she said, her tone firm but kind. Her hand patted the diaper again, the crinkle loud, and his hips twitched, seeking more despite the denial. “Mommy wants to enjoy this a little longer. You’ll cum when I’m ready for you to.”

His body trembled, frustration burning hot in his chest. The restraints kept him bound, the diaper heavy and warm with his arousal, and the taste of her milk still lingered on his tongue. He felt small, smaller than ever, caught in her web of control, unable to do anything but wait for her mercy.

Clara leaned over the crib, her curvy frame filling his view, her blouse slightly askew from her own touch. Her hand reached through the bars, stroking his hair, her fingers warm against his scalp. Her eyes held his, warm and possessive, a quiet hunger still burning in them.

“I love having you like this,” she murmured, her voice thick with emotion. Her other hand slid down to pat the diaper one more time, sending a final jolt through his aching cock. “So vulnerable, so mine. My perfect little baby, all tied up and waiting for Mommy’s next game.”

Her touch lingered, her fingers brushing his cheek as she straightened up. His cock throbbed in the diaper, the padding sagging slightly with the heat of his need, and the egg inside him shifted, teasing him even in stillness. The restraints held his wrists, a constant reminder of his helplessness, and his breath came in shallow gasps, overwhelmed by the mix of shame and longing.

Clara stepped back, her gaze still locked on him, her smile a mix of tenderness and promise. She smoothed her skirt, her movements graceful as ever, and her eyes gleamed with quiet satisfaction. The nursery’s pastel walls seemed to close in around him, the scent of baby powder heavy in the air, binding him to her world.

“Rest now, my sweet boy,” she said, her voice a soft command. Her hand lingered near the crib’s bars, as if reluctant to leave, and his body softened under her words despite the ache. “Mommy’s got deeper training planned for tomorrow. We’re going to explore so much more together.”

Her promise hung in the air, heavy with intent, as she turned toward the door, leaving him restrained in the crib. Her aftercare kisses on his forehead lingered on his skin, mixing with the whispered threat of what was to come. His cock pulsed in the diaper, his body trembling with denied need, and he knew he was slipping further, bound not just by straps but by the unshakable pull of her care.


Chapter 9: Total Regression

Ethan’s wrists tugged at the soft blue restraints, the Velcro holding firm against the crib’s wooden bars. The thick diaper clung to his hips, crinkling with every restless shift of his body in the pastel nursery. His cock throbbed painfully against the warm padding, still aching from Clara’s relentless teasing with the vibrating egg nestled deep inside him.

A faint hum of the house settled around him, the scent of baby powder thick in the air. His sweatpants and hoodie hid the diaper’s bulk, but he felt it, heavy and humiliating, a constant reminder of his surrender. The taste of Clara’s milk lingered on his tongue, sweet and binding, pulling at a raw need he couldn’t shake.

Footsteps echoed in the hallway, slow and deliberate, breaking the quiet. His heart quickened, knowing it was her before the door even creaked open. Clara stepped in, her curvy frame filling the space with that familiar warmth that seemed to swallow every room.

“Good morning, my sweet baby,” she said, her voice a soft lullaby that sent a shiver through him. Her blouse hugged her full breasts, and her dark hair was pinned neatly back, not a strand out of place. She carried a small tray with items he couldn’t quite see, her movements graceful as she approached the crib.

His face warmed, the diaper rustling as he shifted under her gaze. He wanted to speak, to ask what she had planned, but the words stuck in his throat. Her eyes locked on his, warm and commanding, pinning him in place more than the restraints ever could.

She lowered the crib’s side with a quiet click, setting the tray on a nearby table. “You look so precious, all tied up for Mommy,” she murmured, her hand brushing his cheek. Her touch was warm, possessive, and his cock twitched hard in the diaper, betraying him once again.

He tugged at the straps, a weak attempt to free himself, but they held tight. The plastic backing of the diaper crinkled louder, the sound obscene in the quiet room. His breath hitched, shame burning in his chest as her smile deepened, her fingers tracing down to his jaw.

“Mommy’s got a very special day planned for you, little one,” she said, her tone dripping with maternal care. Her hand slid to the front of his sweatpants, patting the hidden diaper, and a jolt shot through his cock. “We’re going to take you even deeper today. Total surrender.”

His stomach twisted. Deeper. The word carried a weight that made his skin prickle with dread and unwanted heat. He shifted again, the egg inside him pressing against sensitive nerves, and a small gasp escaped his lips.

Clara’s eyes gleamed with hunger, her cheeks flushing slightly. “First, let’s get you out of these big-boy clothes,” she cooed, her fingers tugging at the waistband of his sweatpants. “My baby doesn’t need them for what’s coming.”

He wanted to protest, to pull away, but the restraints kept him still, and her touch was relentless. She slid the pants down, exposing the thick diaper beneath, the plastic backing catching the soft nursery light. His cock throbbed harder, trapped in the padding, as she folded the pants neatly and set them aside.

The hoodie came next, her hands lifting it over his head, careful not to disturb the restraints. She unsnapped the yellow onesie at the crotch, the clicks echoing in his ears, and peeled it back, leaving him bare except for the diaper. His face burned hotter, vulnerability crashing over him like a wave.

“There’s my perfect boy,” she murmured, her hand patting the diaper’s front again. The pressure sent sparks through his cock, and he bit his lip to hold back a moan. The crinkle was deafening now, a humiliating reminder of his state, as her fingers lingered just long enough to tease.

She stepped back, retrieving something from the tray—a new diaper, even thicker than the one he wore, with a plush, white exterior and extra padding that made his throat tighten. The plastic backing rustled as she unfolded it, the scent of fresh baby powder wafting up. His heart raced, knowing what was coming, fearing how much further it would push him.

“Mommy’s got something extra snug for you today,” she said, her voice a playful tease. She set the diaper down and reached for a small bottle of baby oil, squirting a dollop onto her fingers. “But first, let’s make sure you’re all comfy inside and out.”

His breath stopped. She leaned over, her fingers slick with oil, and eased the tapes of his current diaper free with a loud rip. The cool air hit his skin as she lifted the front away, his cock springing up, hard and aching, glistening with precum that had soaked into the padding.

“Such a needy little thing,” she cooed, her tone thick with arousal. Her oiled fingers brushed his skin, sliding down to tease around the egg still nestled inside him. A sharp gasp tore from him, his hips twitching as she gently worked the toy, sending waves of pleasure through his core.

“Clara, please,” he whispered, his voice raw and desperate. The sensation was too much, her touch too intimate, and his cock pulsed, begging for more. But she only smiled, easing the egg out with slow care, leaving him empty and trembling.

“Shh, baby,” she murmured, setting the toy aside. Her fingers returned, slick with oil, massaging his skin with tender strokes, spreading warmth through his most sensitive areas. His body arched into her touch, shame burning as a moan slipped out, loud in the quiet nursery.

She sprinkled baby powder over him, the silky dust settling on his skin, the scent wrapping around him like a haze. Her hands smoothed it in, lingering near his cock, teasing without fully touching, and his hips bucked, the need driving him mad. The crinkle of the old diaper beneath him was a constant reminder of his helplessness.

“Now for the new one,” she said, sliding the thicker diaper under his hips. The padding felt impossibly plush, the plastic backing rustling as she adjusted it, and she pulled the front up, pressing it against his throbbing cock. The tapes ripped loudly as she secured them, the bulk forcing his thighs even further apart.

His face burned with heat. The diaper hugged him tight, heavier than ever, the padding warm and suffocating around his aching hardness. Every tiny movement made it crinkle, the sound echoing in his ears, amplifying his humiliation.

“There we go, my sweet boy,” Clara murmured, patting the front of the diaper. The touch sent a jolt through him, his cock twitching hard, and a desperate gasp escaped his lips. “So thick and safe for Mommy’s special day. Doesn’t that feel nice?”

He couldn’t answer. The bulk made him feel smaller, more vulnerable, and yet his body reacted, heat pooling in his core. Her hand rubbed slow circles over the padding, the crinkle loud with every pass, and his hips moved before he could stop them, seeking more.

She chuckled softly, her cheeks flushed with her own arousal. “Mommy’s got one more piece for you,” she said, reaching for the tray again. She held up a new onesie, pale blue with tiny bear prints, the fabric soft and stretchy, and his stomach twisted at the sight.

“Arms up, baby,” she instructed, her tone gentle but firm. She eased the onesie over his head, careful of the restraints, and pulled it down, the fabric snug against his skin. The crotch snapped shut over the diaper with loud clicks, sealing him in, and the tightness only amplified the bulk between his thighs.

He felt ridiculous, childish, and utterly hers. The bear prints mocked him, a visual reminder of his regression, and yet the softness of the fabric, the warmth of the diaper, stirred a strange comfort he couldn’t ignore. His cock throbbed harder, trapped and teased by the layers.

Clara stepped back, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Look at my perfect little baby,” she cooed, her voice thick with pride. “All dressed up, all tied up, ready for Mommy to take you even deeper.”

His heart pounded. Deeper. The word echoed in his mind, stirring dread and a humiliating excitement. He tugged at the restraints again, the Velcro unyielding, and the diaper crinkled with his movement, a sound that made his face burn.

She leaned over the crib, her curvy frame filling his view, and unbuttoned her blouse slowly. The fabric parted, revealing her full breasts, barely contained by a lacy bra, and his cock twitched hard in the diaper. Her nipple peeked out as she eased the strap down, already hard and glistening with milk.

“Time for a little comfort, sweetie,” she murmured, guiding her breast to his lips through the bars. “Open for Mommy. Let me make everything soft and safe inside you.”

His lips trembled, parting despite the storm in his chest. Her nipple brushed against him, warm and inviting, and he closed his mouth around it, the first rush of sweet milk hitting his tongue. A muffled moan escaped, his cock pulsing in the diaper as he sucked gently, the rhythm pulling him under.

“There’s my good boy,” Clara breathed, her voice husky with arousal. Her free hand cradled his head through the bars, urging him deeper, and her thighs squeezed together beneath her skirt. He could feel her heat, her need, mirroring his own as he nursed.

The milk flowed warm down his throat, filling his belly with a soothing heat. His wrists tugged at the restraints, the helplessness amplifying every sensation, and the diaper crinkled with every small twitch of his hips. Shame burned hot, but the intimacy drowned it, binding him to her in a way he couldn’t fight.

Her breathing quickened, a soft gasp escaping as her nipple hardened further in his mouth. “You make Mommy feel so good, baby,” she whispered, her free hand sliding down her skirt, fingers brushing her thighs. He knew she was wet, knew she was touching herself, and the thought sent a jolt straight to his cock.

He sucked harder, the milk flooding his senses, and her body tensed, a quiet moan slipping out. Her chest heaved against his face, her orgasm shuddering through her as he nursed, and his cock throbbed painfully in the diaper, desperate for release. The crinkle of the plastic backing echoed with every buck of his hips, the padding warm with his precum.

Clara’s aftershocks trembled through her, her hand slowing beneath her skirt. She eased his head back, her nipple slipping free with a wet pop, a trickle of milk lingering on his lips. Her thumb brushed it away, tender and possessive, and her eyes locked on his, sated but hungry.

“Such a sweet baby,” she murmured, adjusting her blouse but leaving it slightly open. Her hand reached for something on the tray—a small, sleek vibrator, its surface gleaming under the nursery light. His breath caught, dread and anticipation twisting in his gut as she held it up.

“Mommy wants to feel even closer to you,” she said, her voice a soft purr. She stepped back, sliding her skirt up slightly, revealing the edge of her lacy panties. His cock twitched hard in the diaper, heat flooding him as he watched her, unable to look away.

She pressed the vibrator against herself through the fabric, a low hum filling the quiet nursery as it buzzed to life. Her eyes stayed on his, her cheeks flushing deeper, and a soft moan escaped her lips. “See what you do to Mommy, baby?” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Seeing you all tied up, nursing so sweet—it makes me so wet.”

His cock throbbed painfully, the diaper amplifying every pulse as he watched her pleasure herself. The crinkle of the plastic backing was loud in his ears, his hips twitching helplessly against the restraints. He wanted to touch her, to touch himself, but the Velcro held him captive, forcing him to just watch.

Her breathing came faster, her thighs clenching around the vibrator, and her free hand gripped the crib’s bar for support. “My perfect little boy,” she gasped, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment as the buzz intensified. “All diapered and snug, making Mommy cum just by being so helpless.”

Her words hit him like a physical touch, his cock leaking more precum into the thick padding. The warmth spread between his thighs, the diaper sagging slightly with the weight, and a desperate moan tore from his throat. He tugged at the restraints, the need burning in him, unbearable and raw.

Clara’s body tensed, her moan louder now, echoing in the nursery as her second orgasm crashed through her. The vibrator hummed against her, her knuckles whitening on the bar, and her eyes locked on his again, burning with possession. Her chest heaved, her blouse slipping further open, and his cock ached at the sight.

She turned off the vibrator with a shaky hand, setting it aside on the tray. Her skirt fell back into place, but her flushed skin, her heavy breathing, told him how much she’d enjoyed it. She stepped closer to the crib, her hand reaching through the bars to pat his diaper, the touch sending a fresh jolt through him.

“You’re so good for Mommy,” she murmured, her voice thick with emotion. Her fingers rubbed slow circles over the padding, the crinkle loud and humiliating, and his hips bucked, a gasp escaping him. “Seeing you like this, feeling myself cum while you watch—it’s everything I’ve wanted.”

His body trembled, the denial sharp and maddening. The diaper felt heavier now, warm with his arousal, and the bulk between his thighs made him feel impossibly small. He wanted release, needed it, but her control held him captive, dragging out his torment.

Her hand lingered on the diaper, pressing just enough to tease, and his cock pulsed hard, straining against the padding. “Mommy’s not done with you yet, baby,” she said, her tone a mix of tenderness and promise. She leaned down, her lips brushing his forehead through the bars, warm and binding.

His chest tightened, her kiss searing into his skin. The milk’s sweetness still coated his tongue, the crinkle of the diaper a constant echo, and the restraints reminded him of his utter helplessness. He felt tears prick his eyes, overwhelmed by the mix of shame, need, and the strange solace of her care.

Clara straightened up, her eyes gleaming with quiet hunger as she adjusted her blouse. Her curvy frame towered over the crib, her presence a weight he couldn’t escape. She reached through the bars one more time, her hand resting on his chest through the onesie, feeling his racing heartbeat.

“Let’s see how my baby handles a little more comfort,” she said, her voice soft but loaded with intent. She moved to the changing table, picking up a pacifier from the tray, its pastel handle gleaming under the light. His stomach twisted, another layer of regression he wasn’t ready for.

“Open for Mommy,” she instructed, holding it to his lips. Her tone left no room for refusal, and his mouth parted despite himself, letting her slip the rubber nipple inside. It clicked against his teeth as he sucked once, instinctively, the sound humiliatingly loud in the quiet room.

“There’s my cute little boy,” she cooed, her hand patting his diaper again. The touch sent another jolt through his cock, and he moaned around the pacifier, the muffled sound raw and desperate. The thick padding crinkled with every twitch of his hips, amplifying his torment.

Her fingers traced the edge of the onesie, her eyes locked on his, warm and possessive. He felt the weight of her gaze, the way it stripped him bare, and his body softened under it despite the ache. The pacifier clicked again as he sucked, the rhythm involuntary now, pulling him deeper into littlespace.

Clara’s hand slid up to stroke his hair through the bars, her touch warm and soothing. “Mommy loves seeing you like this,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. “So small, so needy, sucking on your paci while your diaper keeps you all snug and hard for me.”

His cock throbbed harder, the diaper warm and heavy with his arousal, and the restraints held his wrists tight, leaving him no escape. Her words wrapped around him, binding him to her in a way that scared and thrilled him. He felt smaller than ever, caught in her web, unable to fight the pull.

She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear through the bars. “We’ve got one more big step tomorrow, my precious boy,” she whispered, her tone a soft promise that made his skin prickle. “The final piece to make you completely mine. Rest now, and let Mommy dream of it.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with intent, as she stepped back, her gaze still locked on him. The pacifier clicked in his mouth, the diaper crinkled with his slightest shift, and the restraints kept him bound in the crib. His cock pulsed, aching and denied, as he lay there, overwhelmed by her care.

Clara turned toward the door, her curvy frame swaying slightly, her blouse still slightly askew from her earlier pleasure. She paused, looking back at him one last time, her smile a mix of tenderness and control. His heart raced, knowing tomorrow would push him even further, and the thought both terrified and ignited him.

He curled slightly in her lap of vision, the onesie snug against his skin, the heavy diaper sagging between his thighs with the warmth of his need. Her murmured promise echoed in his mind, and he felt broken in a good way, shattered by her care into something new. As her footsteps faded down the hallway, he knew there was no turning back, only deeper surrender waiting ahead.


Chapter 10: Milk and Mercy

Ethan’s breath came in shallow gasps, the soft blue restraints holding his wrists tight against the crib’s wooden bars. The thick diaper hugged his hips, the plastic backing crinkling with every tiny shift of his body in the pastel nursery. His cock throbbed hard against the warm padding, aching from Clara’s endless teasing and the memory of her sweet milk still lingering on his tongue.

The pacifier sat in his mouth, clicking softly against his teeth as he sucked without thinking. The pale blue onesie with bear prints clung to his skin, the snaps at the crotch sealing the heavy diaper in place. Every crinkle, every restraint, made him feel smaller, more helpless, and the heat of his arousal burned through the shame.

A soft hum drifted from the hallway, Clara’s familiar lullaby tune cutting through the quiet. His heart raced, knowing she was near before her footsteps even sounded. The door creaked open, and she stepped in, her curvy frame filling the room with a warmth that swallowed everything else.

“Mommy’s sweet baby looks so ready for today,” she said, her voice a gentle caress that sent a shiver down his spine. She wore a soft lavender dress, the fabric hugging her full breasts, her dark hair pinned neatly as always. In her hands, she held a small velvet bag, the contents hidden but promising something new.

His eyes flicked to the bag, dread and heat twisting in his gut. The diaper rustled as he shifted, the bulk between his thighs forcing his legs apart. He wanted to ask, to resist, but the pacifier muffled any words, and her gaze pinned him, warm and unyielding.

She lowered the crib’s side with a quiet click, setting the bag on the nearby changing table. Her hand brushed his cheek, warm through the bars, and his cock twitched hard in the diaper. “Today’s the day, little one,” she murmured. “The final step to make you completely mine.”

His stomach clenched. Final step. The words carried a weight that made his skin prickle, his body tensing against the restraints. The pacifier clicked louder as he sucked, a nervous reflex, and the plastic backing of the diaper crinkled with his involuntary squirm.

Clara smiled, her eyes gleaming with hunger and care. “Don’t be scared, baby,” she cooed, her fingers tracing down to his jaw. “Mommy’s going to take you so deep, you’ll never want to leave. Just let go for me.”

He tugged at the Velcro straps, a weak protest, but they held firm. His chest tightened, the need to fight warring with the pull of her voice. The diaper felt heavier now, warm with his arousal, and he hated how his hips pressed slightly forward, seeking something he couldn’t name.

She leaned over, her lavender dress brushing the bars, and eased the pacifier from his mouth with a gentle tug. The rubber nipple popped free, leaving his lips bare, and she set it aside. “Mommy wants to hear every little sound you make today,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear.

His throat went dry. Without the pacifier, he felt even more exposed, every gasp and moan ready to spill out. The diaper crinkled as he shifted again, his cock throbbing harder, trapped in the thick padding.

Clara’s hand slid down, patting the front of the onesie over the diaper. The pressure sent a jolt through his cock, and a soft gasp escaped his lips. “Still so needy for Mommy,” she teased, her voice husky. “I can feel how hard you are, even through all this.”

His face burned with heat. Her fingers rubbed slow circles over the padding, the crinkle obscenely loud in the quiet nursery. His hips bucked before he could stop them, a desperate moan slipping out, raw and unhidden now.

“Not yet, my sweet boy,” she said, pulling her hand back with a soft chuckle. Her cheeks flushed, her breathing a little faster, and he saw the arousal in her eyes, the way her thighs pressed together under her dress. “Mommy’s got something very special first. A little ritual to seal you as mine.”

His heart pounded. Ritual. The word sent a shiver through him, anticipation mixing with fear. He watched as she turned to the velvet bag, her movements graceful and slow, pulling out a pair of gleaming silver nipple clamps connected by a thin chain.

His breath caught. The clamps looked delicate but menacing, the tips padded with soft rubber, and his cock twitched hard in the diaper at the sight. Shame flooded him, but the heat in his core burned hotter, his body betraying him before she even touched him.

“These are for my baby,” Clara murmured, holding them up for him to see. Her eyes locked on his, warm and possessive. “To make you feel Mommy’s control everywhere. To mark you as mine in every way.”

He wanted to shake his head, to beg her not to, but his voice stayed locked in his throat. The restraints held his wrists tight, the diaper crinkled with his tense shift, and her gaze kept him still, unable to look away. His cock pulsed, leaking precum into the padding, the warmth spreading between his thighs.

She unsnapped the top of his onesie, the clicks echoing as she peeled the fabric down to expose his chest. The cool air hit his skin, making his nipples harden instantly, and her smile widened, her fingers brushing over one sensitive bud. A sharp gasp tore from him, his body arching against the restraints.

“So sensitive,” she cooed, her touch teasing as she rolled his nipple between her fingers. His cock throbbed in the diaper, the sensation shooting straight to his core, and a low moan escaped, humiliating but true. She leaned down, her breath warm against his chest, and took the other nipple into her mouth, sucking gently.

His head fell back, a desperate groan spilling out. Her tongue flicked over the hard peak, sending waves of pleasure through him, and his hips bucked, the diaper crinkling loudly. The restraints tugged at his wrists, amplifying his helplessness as she teased him higher.

Clara pulled back, her lips wet and glossy, and picked up the first clamp. “Breathe for Mommy, baby,” she instructed, her voice a soft command. She opened the clamp, positioning it over his left nipple, and slowly let it close, the padded tips pinching with a sharp, controlled bite.

A gasp tore from his throat, the sensation sharp and stinging, but it morphed into a deep, aching pleasure. His cock pulsed hard in the diaper, the warmth of his arousal spreading further, and his breath came in ragged bursts. She adjusted the clamp, tightening it just enough to make him squirm, the chain dangling across his chest.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her hand brushing his cheek. Her eyes gleamed with hunger, her own breathing quick now, as she moved to the other nipple. The second clamp closed around it, the pinch mirroring the first, and a moan ripped from him, his body trembling under the dual sensation.

The chain pulled lightly with every breath, connecting the clamps, sending constant sparks through his chest. His cock strained against the diaper, the thick padding trapping his hardness, and the crinkle echoed with every twitch of his hips. He felt owned, marked, and the shame of it only made him ache more.

Clara’s hand slid down, patting the front of the diaper again. “Mommy loves seeing you like this,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “All clamped and diapered, so vulnerable for me. My perfect little baby.”

His moan was raw, desperate, as her words sank into him. The clamps bit into his nipples, the chain tugging with each ragged breath, and his cock throbbed painfully, begging for more. The diaper felt heavier, sagging with the heat of his need, and he tugged at the restraints, unable to escape her control.

She stepped back, her eyes raking over him, and reached for the velvet bag again. This time, she pulled out a small, sleek vibrator, its surface gleaming under the nursery light. His stomach twisted, knowing it wasn’t for him, and his cock pulsed at the thought of watching her again.

“Mommy needs to feel good while she takes care of you,” she said, her tone a soft purr. She hiked her dress up slightly, revealing the edge of her lacy panties, and pressed the vibrator against herself through the fabric. A low hum filled the room as it buzzed to life, and a soft moan escaped her lips.

His breath hitched, his cock throbbing harder in the diaper. Her eyes stayed on his, her cheeks flushing deep, and her thighs clenched around the toy. “See what you do to me, baby?” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Seeing my little boy all tied up, clamped, and diapered—it makes Mommy so wet.”

Her words sent a jolt straight to his core, his hips bucking against the restraints. The diaper crinkled loudly, the padding warm and heavy with his precum, and the clamps tugged at his nipples, amplifying every sensation. He moaned, raw and desperate, unable to look away from her pleasure.

Clara’s breathing quickened, her free hand gripping the crib’s bar for support. Her moan grew louder, echoing in the nursery, as her body tensed, the vibrator humming against her. Her chest heaved, her dress slipping slightly to show more of her curves, and her eyes fluttered shut for a moment as she came.

His cock pulsed painfully, the sight of her orgasm pushing him to the brink. The diaper amplified every throb, the plastic backing rustling with his desperate movements, and the chain between the clamps pulled tight, sending sharp pleasure through his chest. He groaned, frustration burning as he ached for release.

She turned off the vibrator with a shaky hand, setting it aside, and smoothed her dress back down. Her flushed skin, her heavy breathing, showed how much she’d enjoyed it, and her eyes locked on his again, burning with possession. “Mommy loves sharing this with you,” she murmured, stepping closer to the crib.

Her hand reached through the bars, brushing his cheek, warm and tender. “But now it’s time for the final piece,” she said, her voice soft but loaded with intent. “Time to change you, nurse you, and make you cum with Mommy. Total surrender, baby.”

His heart raced, the promise in her words sending heat through every inch of him. She moved to the changing table, grabbing wipes, baby powder, and a fresh diaper, thicker than ever, with extra padding that made his throat tighten. The scent of powder wafted up as she prepared, and his cock twitched, trapped and aching.

Clara returned, her movements graceful, and unsnapped the crotch of his onesie with loud clicks. She peeled the fabric back, exposing the soaked diaper beneath, the warmth of his arousal heavy between his thighs. “Look at that,” she cooed, her voice approving. “My baby’s all wet with need for Mommy.”

His face burned, shame twisting in his chest, but her touch was gentle as she ripped the tapes free. The cool air hit his skin as she lifted the front away, his cock springing up, glistening with precum, hard and desperate. A low moan slipped out, his hips twitching despite himself.

“Such a good boy,” she murmured, reaching for a wipe. The faint antiseptic scent mixed with baby powder as she cleaned him, her touch gliding over his skin, teasing around the base of his cock. His breath hitched, the sensation maddening, and his wrists tugged at the restraints, unable to reach for more.

She sprinkled powder over him, the silky dust settling on his skin, the scent wrapping around him. Her hands smoothed it in, warm and deliberate, lingering just enough to tease, and his cock pulsed, a desperate groan escaping. The fresh diaper slid under his hips, the plastic backing crinkling as she adjusted it.

The padding felt impossibly thick, heavier than before, and she pulled the front up, pressing it against his aching cock. The tapes ripped loudly as she secured them, the bulk forcing his thighs apart, trapping his hardness in a soft, humiliating cage. His moan was raw, the pressure amplifying every throb.

“There’s my snug little baby,” Clara said, patting the front of the diaper. The touch sent a jolt through him, his hips bucking slightly, and the crinkle echoed in the quiet room. Her eyes gleamed, her own arousal clear in the flush of her cheeks, the quickness of her breath.

She unsnapped more of the onesie, easing it up to expose his clamped nipples, the chain still tugging with every breath. Her fingers brushed over them, adjusting the clamps tighter, and a sharp gasp tore from him, pleasure and pain mixing in a heady rush. His cock throbbed in the diaper, leaking more into the fresh padding.

“Time for Mommy’s milk,” she whispered, unbuttoning her dress further to reveal both breasts. Her nipples were hard, glistening with readiness, and she leaned over the crib, guiding one to his lips. “Open, baby. Take what Mommy gives you.”

His lips parted, trembling, and closed around her, the sweet rush of milk flooding his tongue. He moaned against her breast, sucking gently, the rhythm pulling him deeper into her control. The clamps bit into his nipples, the diaper crinkled with every twitch, and his cock ached, trapped and desperate.

Clara’s hand cradled his head through the bars, her breathing quickening as he nursed. “Good boy, suck for Mommy,” she gasped, her thighs pressing together beneath her dress. Her free hand slid down her body, brushing her skirt, and he knew she was wet, aroused by his surrender.

The milk warmed his throat, filling him with soothing heat, and his body softened despite the ache. The clamps tugged with every breath, sending sparks through his chest, and the diaper amplified every pulse of his cock. He sucked harder, her soft moan vibrating against him, pushing him closer to the edge.

Her body tensed, her hand moving faster beneath her skirt, and a louder moan escaped her. “Oh, baby,” she gasped, her chest heaving as she came again, her orgasm shuddering through her while he nursed. The sound, the heat of her, made his cock throb painfully, precum soaking the diaper.

She eased his head back, her nipple slipping free with a wet pop, milk trickling down his chin. Her thumb brushed it away, tender and possessive, and her eyes locked on his, burning with hunger. “Mommy’s ready to cum with you now,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

His breath stopped. With him. The promise sent a surge through his core, his cock straining against the diaper. Clara reached through the bars, her hand rubbing over the padding, the crinkle loud as she pressed harder, the friction driving him wild.

“Feel Mommy’s touch, baby,” she murmured, her other hand sliding back beneath her skirt. Her breathing quickened, her eyes never leaving his, and he saw her fingers move, teasing herself again. “Cum with me. Let go for Mommy.”

Her words broke him. The pressure on his cock through the diaper, the clamps biting his nipples, the restraints holding him helpless—it all crashed together. His hips bucked hard, a raw moan tearing from his throat as his cock pulsed, cum spilling into the padding in hot, thick bursts.

The warmth spread through the diaper, heavy and sagging between his thighs, the crinkle louder with every shudder of his body. His chest heaved, the clamps tugging with each gasp, and the contractions of his orgasm shook him, raw and overwhelming. He groaned, the sound desperate, as the last waves faded, leaving him trembling.

Clara’s moan matched his, her body tensing as she came too, her fingers working beneath her skirt. Her thighs clenched, her chest heaving against the bars, and her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, lost in her own release. Her hand stilled on the diaper, pressing gently, feeling the warmth of his cum through the padding.

“Oh, my perfect baby,” she gasped, her voice thick with emotion. Her eyes opened, locking on his, sated but still hungry, and her hand brushed his cheek, warm and tender. “You came so hard for Mommy. Look at you, all wet and snug, completely mine now.”

His body trembled, the aftershocks rippling through him. The diaper sagged with the weight of his cum, the plastic backing crinkling softly, and the clamps still bit into his nipples, a lingering reminder of her control. Tears pricked his eyes, not from pain, but from the overwhelming bind of her care.

Clara leaned over, pressing soft kisses to his forehead through the bars, her lips warm and grounding. “Mommy’s so proud,” she whispered, her hand rubbing his chest gently, avoiding the clamps for now. “You’ve surrendered everything, my sweet boy. You’re mine forever.”

His chest ached, her words sealing something deep inside him. The nursery’s pastel walls blurred in his vision, the scent of baby powder mixing with the warmth of her presence. He felt small, broken open, and oddly whole, bound to her in a way he couldn’t undo.

She eased the clamps off one by one, the release stinging briefly before a rush of relief followed. His nipples throbbed, sensitive and raw, and she rubbed them gently, soothing the ache. His cock twitched in the diaper, spent but still aware, the padding heavy with his cum.

Clara adjusted his onesie, snapping it back over the diaper, the clicks echoing in the quiet. She reached for the pacifier, slipping it back into his mouth with a tender touch. It clicked against his teeth as he sucked, the rhythm calming despite the storm in his body.

“Rest now, baby,” she murmured, raising the crib’s side with a soft click, the bars looming above him again. Her hand lingered through them, stroking his hair, her eyes warm and possessive. “You’ve chosen to stay with Mommy forever, haven’t you?”

He nodded, the pacifier clicking, a small but undeniable motion. His voice came, soft and broken, around it. “Never want to leave, Mommy.”

Her smile widened, a mix of triumph and tenderness, as she leaned down, her breath warm through the bars. “That’s my good boy,” she whispered, her voice a binding promise. “Forever mine, sealed in milk and mercy.”
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