
        
            
                
            
        

    
Mommy's Permanent Baby

A Dark ABDL Erotica Story of Diaper Mess, Forced Regression, and Maternal Ownership


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
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Chapter 1: Piercing Eyes

Soren adjusted his cufflinks as the private car rolled to a silent stop. The secluded retreat sat nestled among ancient trees. He had come here for meditation sessions. Nothing more.

He was a mergers attorney. Twenty-eight years old and at the top of his game. Every contract, every negotiation, every second of his life stayed under his iron control. Vulnerability had no place in his world.

Yet the burnout clawed at him now. Sleepless nights. A neck that refused to unknot. A colleague had whispered about this place. Total reset, he had said. Soren had laughed at the time. Now he stood here anyway.

The front doors opened before he reached them. A subtle scent drifted out on the warm air. Baby powder. Clean and faint. It made his nostrils flare.

He dismissed it. Probably some organic spa product. Nothing important.

Click. Click. Click.

The sound of heels on marble echoed down the long hallway. Soren turned. A woman approached with slow, deliberate grace. Her raven hair sat in a perfect chignon. Her silk dress clung to every curve of her statuesque body. Emerald eyes locked onto his face and held.

Thalia.

She stopped three feet away. Her gaze moved over him like she already owned every secret he carried. She did not smile. She did not need to.

"Welcome, Soren. I have been expecting you."

Her voice wrapped around his name like warm silk. He felt his spine straighten automatically. Years of boardrooms had taught him to read power. This woman radiated it without effort.

She turned and led him deeper into the building. The click of her heels filled the silence. Soren followed. His expensive shoes felt suddenly loud. Childish.

The intake room waited at the end of the corridor. Soft lighting. Two wide chairs facing each other. A low table between them held a single leather folder. No windows. The baby powder scent grew stronger here.

Thalia gestured to one chair. "Sit, darling."

He sat. The word darling should have irritated him. Instead it slid under his skin and stayed there.

She took the opposite chair. Her dress rode up slightly as she crossed her legs. The hem whispered against flawless olive skin. She studied him in perfect silence for a long minute.

Soren felt the weight of her emerald eyes. They missed nothing. Not the slight tightness at the corner of his mouth. Not the way his fingers flexed once against his thigh. Not the micro-twitch at his temple.

"You carry so much tension, darling." Her voice stayed low and calm. "Mommy sees exactly what you really need."

His breath caught. Mommy. The word landed heavy in his gut. His cock twitched inside his tailored trousers. Once. Hard.

He crossed his legs quickly. Heat crawled up his neck.

Thalia noticed. Of course she noticed.

"Tell me about your life, Soren. The real one. Not the polished version you show clients."

He cleared his throat. "I close mergers. Big ones. The kind that make headlines. I control every detail. Every clause. Every person on my team."

She leaned forward a fraction. Her full breasts pressed against the silk of her dress. The fabric outlined her nipples. They had begun to harden.

"And at night?" she asked softly. "When the deals are done and the office is empty? What happens then?"

His mouth went dry. "I review contracts. Plan the next day. I don't... I don't do downtime."

Her lips curved the smallest amount. "Your body says otherwise. Your shoulders are locked. Your jaw is tight. And your cock is already responding to my voice."

Soren's face burned. He gripped the arms of the chair. "This is highly unprofessional."

"Is it?" Thalia uncrossed her legs. The movement was slow. Deliberate. "Or is it exactly why you came here? A place where someone else carries the weight. A place where Mommy takes control."

His cock throbbed now. Fully hard. The front of his trousers tented obviously. He wanted to adjust himself. He refused to give her the satisfaction.

Thalia's breathing had changed. Shallower. Her cheeks carried a faint flush. She squeezed her thighs together once. The motion looked involuntary.

She was getting wet. He could see it in the way her nipples tightened further. The way her emerald eyes had gone darker.

"Stand up, Soren."

He stood before his brain caught up. The obedience shocked him. He had negotiated against billionaires without flinching. Yet this woman spoke and his legs obeyed.

"Take off your jacket. Fold it neatly. Place it on the chair."

He did. His hands moved with precision even as his mind spun. The baby powder scent seemed thicker now. It filled his lungs with every breath.

Thalia remained seated. She did not touch him. Her eyes did all the work. They traced his lean frame. His sharp cheekbones. The bulge straining against his zipper.

" unzip your trousers. Pull your cock out. Let Mommy look at it."

His hands shook as he obeyed. The zipper sounded obscenely loud. He freed his erection. It sprang out thick and flushed. The head already glistened with precum. His shaft pulsed visibly in the warm air.

Thalia let out a slow breath. Her tongue touched her lower lip.

"Beautiful," she murmured. "So tense. So needy. Stroke it for me. Slow. Base to tip. Do not rush."

Soren wrapped his hand around his cock. The first stroke pulled a groan from his throat. He hated how good it felt. He hated that she watched every flicker across his face.

Her voice stayed maternal. Calm. "That's it, darling. Look at you. A powerful attorney reduced to this. Your cock leaking because a woman called you darling."

He stroked again. His balls drew up tight. The baby powder scent mixed with the faint musk of his own arousal. The marble floor felt cold under his expensive shoes.

Thalia shifted in her seat. Her dress had ridden higher. The flush on her neck spread downward. She pressed one hand to her own thigh. Not touching herself directly. Not yet.

"I run a special program here," she continued. Her voice never wavered even as her nipples strained against silk. "For men like you. Men who need to be stripped of control. Men who need to regress. To let Mommy handle everything. Including their orgasms. Including their bathroom privileges."

Soren's hand faltered. His cock jerked in his grip. "What?"

"Diapers, darling. Constant care. Nursing at my breast. Losing the ability to decide when you cum, when you wet, when you mess. Complete maternal ownership." She smiled then. Small and knowing. "The kind of ownership that starts with a contract and ends with you in a crib. Permanently."

His strokes sped up without permission. The image burned into his brain. Him. Soren Vale. High-powered attorney. Crinkling in a thick diaper while this woman cooed at him. The shame made his cock leak more. A thick bead of precum rolled down his shaft and coated his fingers.

Thalia's breathing grew audible. "Slow down. Edge for me. I want to see the exact moment you fight not to cum."

He forced his hand to slow. The denial hurt. His thighs trembled. His gray eyes locked onto hers. Those piercing emerald eyes saw everything. The part of him that wanted to run. The larger part that wanted to drop to his knees.

"Good boy," she whispered.

The praise hit like a drug. His cock surged. The vein along the underside throbbed against his palm. He pictured her breasts freed from that silk dress. Pictured his lips around her nipple while she held him close. The fantasy made him whimper.

Thalia stood finally. She did not approach. She simply rose to her full height and let him look at her. The curves. The confidence. The visible hardness of her nipples and the way her dress clung to the damp spot forming between her thighs.

Her own arousal coated the air now. Sweet and unmistakable beneath the baby powder.

"You will sign the contract today," she said. "It binds you to six months minimum. No escape clause. No safe word that overrides Mommy's decisions. By the end you will not remember how to be anything but my permanent baby."

Soren stroked again. His knees weakened. The head of his cock had turned purple. So close. So painfully close.

Thalia raised one finger. "Stop."

His hand froze. A tortured sound escaped him. His cock bobbed in the air. Denied. Aching. A thick string of precum dangled from the tip and stretched toward the marble floor.

She watched it fall. Her thighs pressed together harder. A tiny shudder moved through her statuesque frame. She had nearly cum just from watching him obey.

"Put your cock away. Zip up. We will finish this interview properly."

He obeyed on shaking legs. Tucking his throbbing erection back into his trousers hurt. The fabric rubbed against sensitive skin. Every movement reminded him how hard he still was.

Thalia sat again. She opened the leather folder. Inside lay a thick contract. Ten pages at least. Her handwriting had already filled several lines.

"This document gives me legal ownership of your regression. Your body. Your pleasure. Your waste." She tapped the page. "Sign it and the program begins immediately. Refuse and you may leave. But we both know you will not refuse."

Soren stared at the paper. His career flashed through his mind. Courtrooms. Boardrooms. The respect in other attorneys' eyes. All of it felt distant now. The baby powder scent wrapped around him like a promise.

His cock still throbbed. His balls felt heavy. The denial left him dizzy.

Thalia leaned back. Her emerald eyes never left his face. She looked aroused. Satisfied. Maternal. The combination made his chest tighten with something dangerously close to need.

"You surprised yourself today, didn't you?" she asked gently. "A grown man stroking his cock on command. Leaking for the idea of diapers. For the idea of Mommy's milk on your tongue."

He swallowed hard. The truth of her words stung.

She slid the contract closer. A pen rested beside it. Gold. Heavy. Expensive. Just like everything else in this place.

Soren picked up the pen. His fingers still smelled like his own precum. The metal felt cool against his heated skin.

The contract waited. Page after page of clauses that would strip him. That would regress him. That would make him hers in every way that mattered.

Thalia watched. Her nipples still stood tight against her dress. Her breathing had not quite returned to normal. She wanted this. Her body showed it clearly.

He clicked the pen open.

The sound seemed final. Like the click of her heels. Like the crinkle he would soon wear constantly.

The contract he was about to sign would change everything.


Chapter 2: Ink and Surrender

Soren sat rigidly in the high-backed leather chair, the kind that cost more than most people’s monthly rent and creaked with every shift of weight like it was judging him. The executive retreat’s private signing suite smelled of aged paper, polished mahogany, and something faintly sweet - vanilla and warm skin - that he couldn’t quite place. Across the wide desk, Thalia watched him with those piercing emerald eyes that seemed to strip away every layer of his tailored armor without ever blinking.

He was still in his charcoal three-piece suit, the knot of his silk tie perfect, cufflinks catching the low lamplight. At twenty-eight, Soren had built an empire on never yielding an inch. Courtrooms bent to his will. Opposing counsel crumbled. Even his own body obeyed when he commanded it. Yet here, in this hushed room with its heavy velvet drapes and soft classical music playing from hidden speakers, his pulse hammered against his collar.

Thalia leaned back slightly, the silk of her emerald dress whispering against her curves. The fabric clung to the swell of her breasts and the flare of her hips with indecent precision. Her raven hair was pulled into a flawless chignon, not a strand out of place. She looked every inch the impeccable professional - until you noticed the faint flush high on her olive cheeks and the way her full lips curved with quiet satisfaction.

“The standard executive reset package,” she said, her voice low and smooth as warm honey, “is thirty pages. Most clients skim. You won’t.” She slid the thick sheaf of paper across the desk toward him. “Read every line, Soren. I insist.”

He picked it up. The contract felt heavier than it should. “Caregiver Agreement for Total Mental Reset,” the header read in elegant serif font. Standard legalese followed: non-disclosure, liability waivers, payment terms. His eyes flicked down the pages with practiced speed, the same way he tore through discovery documents at 2 a.m. before a hearing.

Page seven caught something odd.

“Section 4.2 - Regression Protocols,” he muttered, brow furrowing. The language was buried in subclauses, dense and clinical. “The Participant agrees to full surrender of adult autonomy, including but not limited to voluntary relinquishment of continence control, personal grooming decisions, and decision-making authority to the assigned Caregiver for the duration of the program.”

Soren’s gray eyes narrowed. “This reads like… infantilization language.”

Thalia’s smile didn’t waver. “It is. The fine print is very clear for those who actually read it. Many don’t. They sign, they break, they thank me later.” She folded her hands on the desk, manicured nails gleaming. “You came here because you’re burning out from constant control, Soren. Every second of every day you grip the wheel so tight your knuckles bleed. This program takes the wheel. Completely.”

His cock twitched traitorously in his slacks at the casual way she said it. He hated that. Hated how his body responded before his mind could lock it down.

He kept reading.

Section 4.7: “The Caregiver may enforce complete body hair removal, including pubic region, to facilitate hygiene and regression conditioning.”

Section 5.3: “Participant consents to the application of absorbent undergarments as deemed necessary by the Caregiver, with mandatory use and no right of refusal.”

Section 6.9: “Insertion and use of internal stimulation devices for behavioral reinforcement is authorized and non-negotiable once regression protocol activates.”

Soren’s mouth went dry. The words were clinical, cold, but they painted pictures that made heat crawl up his neck. He imagined it - thick padding between his legs, smooth shaved skin, something pressing inside him while this woman watched with those knowing eyes.

“You hid this,” he said, voice tight.

“I didn’t hide it. I placed it where only someone truly desperate for surrender would find it.” Thalia tilted her head. “And you found it, didn’t you? Because part of you wants this. The part that leaks when you think about letting go.”

His face burned. He shifted in the chair, trying to ignore the growing pressure against his zipper. The contract trembled slightly in his grip.

Thalia rose slowly, moving around the desk with deliberate grace. Her heels clicked softly on the hardwood. She stopped beside him, close enough that he could smell her - subtle jasmine and something warmer, unmistakably feminine. One manicured finger traced the edge of the page he was on.

“Keep reading, darling. Don’t skip the best parts.”

He did. Section 8.4 detailed mandatory messing protocols. Section 9.2 covered lactation nursing and oral fixation training. Section 11.7 outlined permanent transfer options at program conclusion, including full legal adoption of regressive status.

His cock was fully hard now, straining. A small wet spot darkened the front of his briefs where he was already leaking pre-cum. The betrayal of his own body made his stomach twist with equal parts shame and dark, throbbing arousal.

Thalia noticed. Of course she did. Her emerald eyes dropped to his lap for a brief, knowing moment, then returned to his face.

“See? Your body is already choosing. It’s leaking for me, Soren. Just from reading words on paper.” Her voice dropped lower, intimate. “Imagine what it will do when I have you taped into your first thick diaper. When you feel the warm rush you can’t stop. When you mess yourself like a helpless little boy while I watch every squirm.”

A low sound escaped his throat - half protest, half moan. He gripped the pen so hard his knuckles whitened.

“You can walk out right now,” she continued, still calm, still in control. “Tear the contract up. Go back to your corner office and your endless control. Or…” She leaned down, her breath brushing his ear, breasts pressing softly against his shoulder through silk. “You can sign. You can give me everything. And I will take such good care of my new baby.”

Soren’s breath came shallow. His mind screamed to stop, to stand up, to reclaim the power he’d spent years accumulating. But his cock throbbed harder, leaking steadily now, and the ache in his chest - the burnout, the exhaustion of always being the one in charge - whispered darker promises.

He flipped to the final pages. Signature lines. His name. Thalia’s. And below them, in smaller but still binding text: “By signing, Participant affirms full consent to all regression clauses, including permanent options if elected during the program.”

His hand shook as he hovered the pen over the line.

Thalia’s fingers brushed the back of his neck, light as a feather, sending electricity down his spine. “Be a good boy and sign for Mommy.”

The word “Mommy” hit him like a physical blow. His cock jerked, another pulse of pre-cum soaking through. Shame flooded him, hot and sweet.

He pressed the pen to paper.

The scratch of ink was deafening in the quiet room. He signed his full name - Soren Elias Voss - on every required line. Each stroke felt like another chain clicking into place. When he finished, his hand was trembling.

Thalia took the contract gently, reviewing his signatures with obvious satisfaction. She affixed her own elegant signature beside his, then set the pen down.

“Well done, baby,” she murmured. “You just sold your adulthood to me. And you’re already so hard from it.”

Soren couldn’t speak. His face was flushed, breathing ragged. The reality of what he’d just done settled over him like thick, warm syrup - inescapable, suffocating, and unbearably arousing.

Thalia straightened, smoothing her dress. Her nipples were visibly hard beneath the silk, two dark points pressing against the fabric. She was aroused too. The sight made his trapped cock twitch again.

She extended a hand toward him, not to shake, but to help him rise like a child.

“Come along now. The shaving table was already prepared in the next room.”

Soren stood on unsteady legs, the damp spot in his briefs clinging coldly to his skin, and followed her toward the door. Every step reminded him of the contract now binding him, the ink still drying on the pages that had just rewritten his future.

He was no longer in control.

And deep down, in the darkest part of him, he didn’t want to be.


Chapter 3: Razor's Edge

Soren followed Thalia through the heavy oak door, his legs feeling strangely detached from the rest of him. The signing suite had been dim and intimate; this room was the opposite - blindingly bright under banks of clinical LED lights that left no shadow, no mercy. The air was cool against his flushed skin, carrying the sharp tang of antiseptic and something floral - baby powder, he realized with a sick lurch in his stomach.

“Strip,” Thalia said simply, her voice never rising above that calm, velvet tone. She gestured to a low platform in the center of the room, covered in crisp white paper like a doctor’s exam table. Beside it stood a stainless-steel tray laden with razors, clippers, shaving cream, lotion, and powder. A large mirror covered one wall, reflecting the harsh lights back at him mercilessly.

Soren hesitated, fingers hovering at his tie. “This is - ”

“Necessary,” she finished for him. “You signed, baby. Every clause. Now be good and take everything off. Mommy wants to see what she owns.”

The word “Mommy” again. It slid under his skin like warm oil, making his cock - still half-hard from the signing - twitch visibly against the front of his slacks. Shame burned his cheeks, but his hands moved anyway, loosening the knot of his tie, unbuttoning his vest, shrugging off the tailored jacket. Piece by piece, his armor fell away: shirt, belt, trousers, socks, until he stood in nothing but his black designer briefs, the front darkened with dried pre-cum.

Thalia’s emerald eyes raked over him slowly, approving. “All of it.”

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down. His cock sprang free, already thickening again under her gaze, the head glistening. Lean and sharp-featured, his body was toned from years of disciplined gym sessions, but now it felt exposed, vulnerable. Dark hair dusted his chest, trailed down his flat stomach, and thickened into a neat patch above his cock and balls. His legs and arms carried a light covering too.

“Up on the table. On your back first.”

Soren climbed onto the crinkling paper, the surface cold against his bare ass. The lights beat down, highlighting every inch of him. Thalia moved with deliberate grace, wheeling a small stool beside him. She donned thin latex gloves with a soft snap that made his stomach clench.

“Arms above your head. Legs spread.”

He obeyed, heart pounding. She started with clippers - electric, buzzing softly. The vibration traveled through his skin as she ran them over his chest in long, methodical strokes. Coarse dark hair fell away in clumps, revealing smooth, pale skin beneath. She worked downward, over his stomach, circling his navel, then lower.

When the clippers approached his groin, Soren’s cock jerked upright, fully hard now, veins standing out. Pre-cum beaded at the slit and trickled down the shaft.

“Such a responsive little thing,” Thalia murmured, almost fondly. She cupped his balls gently, lifting them as she buzzed the hair from his scrotum. The sensation was electric - cool air on newly exposed skin, the faint tug of the clippers. His hips twitched involuntarily.

She set the clippers aside and picked up a can of shaving cream, dispensing a thick swirl into her gloved palm. The scent was baby-fresh, powdery. She lathered it over his chest first, smoothing it in slow circles until every inch was covered in white foam. Then the razor - sharp, gleaming - descended.

Stroke by stroke, she shaved him bare. Long, clinical glides from collarbone to sternum, around his nipples until they stood tight and sensitive. The blade whispered over his skin, leaving it slick and hairless. Soren’s breath came faster. Every pass made him feel smaller, more exposed. When she reached his underarms, she had him raise them higher, stretching him out like a specimen.

“Legs next,” she said. She worked down his thighs, calves, even the tops of his feet, the razor scraping away every trace of masculinity. The skin underneath was baby-smooth, flushed pink from the closeness of the shave.

Then came the groin.

Thalia adjusted the stirrups at the end of the table, guiding his feet into them so his legs were spread wide, knees bent, ass slightly lifted. His cock stood rigid, pointing toward his navel, balls drawn tight. She lathered him generously - thick foam coating his shaft, balls, perineum, even the sensitive skin around his hole.

“Stay very still, baby. Mommy doesn’t want any nicks on her property.”

The first stroke was along the base of his cock. The razor glided upward, stripping the dark hair in a clean line. Soren groaned, hips bucking slightly despite himself. The sensation was maddening - sharp danger mixed with the slick slide of cream and the cool air hitting bare skin. Thalia held his shaft firmly in one hand, pulling it this way and that to get every angle. She shaved the underside, around the head, even carefully around the frenulum until his entire cock was as smooth and hairless as a boy’s.

His balls received the same treatment. She tugged the sac taut, razor scraping delicately until only smooth, wrinkled skin remained, glistening with cream. Then lower - between his cheeks. She had him lift his hips higher as she shaved his ass crack and around his tight hole, the blade whispering dangerously close.

By the time she wiped him down with warm, damp cloths, Soren was trembling. His entire body from the neck down was completely hairless, skin pink and hypersensitive. Every breath of air felt like a caress. His cock throbbed visibly, untouched but leaking a steady stream of pre-cum that pooled on his shaved stomach.

Thalia peeled off her gloves and ran her bare hands over him, inspecting her work. Her palms glided over smooth chest, down his sides, across his belly, then cupped his bare balls. She rolled them gently, thumb brushing the sensitive skin behind them.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “So soft. So vulnerable. No more big-boy hair. Just smooth little baby skin for Mommy to take care of.”

Soren’s face burned with humiliation. He was a ruthless corporate attorney, reduced to this - naked, shaved, leaking under clinical lights while a woman he barely knew praised his hairless groin like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She applied lotion next - thick, unscented baby lotion that she massaged in with firm, possessive strokes. It soaked into his newly bare skin, leaving it glossy and even more sensitive. Her fingers lingered between his legs, circling his hole teasingly but not penetrating, then stroking his shaft once, twice, until he whimpered and thrust into her hand.

“No coming,” she said firmly, pulling away. “Not yet. Babies don’t get to decide when they finish.”

She helped him sit up, then stand. The mirror showed him everything: a hairless, flushed man with intense gray eyes wide with a mix of dread and desperate arousal. His cock jutted out obscenely, smooth and glistening.

Thalia guided him to a changing table that had been positioned nearby - padded, with raised sides and straps. “Lie down on your back again, legs up.”

Soren’s heart slammed against his ribs as he complied, knees drawn toward his chest. The position exposed everything - his shaved cock, balls, and tight pink hole on full display under the bright lights.

Thalia opened a cabinet and lifted out a massive diaper. It was thick, medical-grade, with loud plastic backing and printed landing zones. The scent of powder and plastic filled the air as she unfolded it with a loud crinkle that echoed in the room.

She slid it under his lifted bottom, the cool padding brushing his freshly shaved skin. Powder dusted generously over his groin, making him sneeze softly at the cloud. More lotion followed, her fingers rubbing it thoroughly into every crease, every fold, until his skin shone.

The first diaper was about to seal around his shaved groin.


Chapter 4: First Crinkle

Soren lay on his back on the padded changing table, knees drawn up and spread wide by the raised sides, his freshly shaved body gleaming under the merciless clinical lights. Every inch of skin from neck down felt hypersensitive, pink and smooth as a newborn’s after Thalia’s careful razor work. His cock stood rigid and traitorous, the smooth shaft glistening with pre-cum that continued to leak in slow, humiliating beads from the flushed head. His balls, now hairless and tight, rested against the cool padding already slid beneath his lifted hips.

Thalia stood beside him in her emerald silk dress, the fabric hugging her full breasts and hips as she unfolded the thick medical diaper with deliberate, unhurried movements. The plastic backing crackled loudly - sharp, unmistakable crinkles that filled the sterile room and made Soren’s stomach twist with a sick surge of arousal. It was enormous, far thicker than anything he’d imagined: padded heavily through the crotch with extra absorbent layers, wide wings with strong tapes, and a prominent landing zone printed with faint babyish patterns that only deepened the degradation.

“Look at it, baby,” she murmured, holding the unfolded diaper up so he could see every humiliating detail. “This is what big, controlling lawyers like you wear when they sign away their adulthood. Thick, noisy, and completely inescapable.”

She lowered it between his legs, the cool, crinkly plastic brushing teasingly against his shaved inner thighs and the sensitive skin of his ass. With gentle but firm hands, she positioned the back panel perfectly under his bottom, lifting his hips higher with one arm as if he weighed nothing. The padding cupped his ass cheeks, the thick material already molding to his body. Soren’s breath hitched as the plastic touched his bare skin - cool at first, then warming quickly from his heat.

Powder came next. Thalia shook the large container generously over his exposed groin, a sweet, talc-scented cloud rising in the air. Soft white flakes settled thickly on his smooth cock, dusting the shaft, coating his balls, and drifting into every crease between his legs and around his tight hole. She set the bottle aside and used both hands to rub it in thoroughly - slow, circular motions that made his hips jerk. Her fingers glided over the lotion-slick skin, massaging the powder into his perineum, under his balls, and along the length of his leaking cock until every inch was coated in a soft, fragrant layer.

“Such a good boy staying still for Mommy,” she praised softly, her emerald eyes gleaming with visible satisfaction. A faint flush colored her olive cheeks, and her nipples pressed hard against the silk of her dress. “Feel how smooth you are now? No more big-boy hair getting in the way. Just soft, baby skin ready for its first diaper.”

Soren’s face burned crimson. He was a 28-year-old corporate shark who destroyed opponents in boardrooms, yet here he lay naked and exposed, legs spread like an infant while this statuesque woman powdered his genitals as if it were the most natural thing in the world. His cock throbbed violently under her touch, another thick spurt of pre-cum mixing with the powder to form a sticky paste at the tip.

Thalia’s fingers lingered, stroking his shaft once, twice, spreading the mess before pulling away with a soft tsk. “No coming yet. Babies leak, but they don’t get release until Mommy says.”

She reached for the front panel of the diaper. The loud crinkle intensified as she brought it up between his legs, pressing the thick padding firmly against his powdered groin. The material was heavy, bulky, forcing his thighs apart even wider as it enveloped his cock and balls completely. The absorbent core squished softly against his skin, trapping the powder and lotion in a warm, cushioned embrace. His erection was pushed downward, trapped at an awkward angle inside the padding, the head nestled against the soft inner lining.

Thalia smoothed the front panel carefully, her palms pressing and molding the diaper to his body with possessive care. The plastic shell hugged his hips, the thick crotch bulging obscenely between his legs. She aligned the tapes - four heavy-duty adhesive strips, two on each side - and peeled the first one with a sharp rip.

The sound echoed. Soren’s cock pulsed inside the diaper as she pulled the left wing tight and taped it securely to the landing zone. Then the right. She repeated on the other side, tugging each tape firmly so the diaper cinched snugly around his waist and thighs. The fit was perfect - snug enough to hold everything in place, loose enough for the inevitable swelling and mess, but inescapably thick. The padding forced his legs into a permanent waddle stance even while lying down.

She ran her hands over the finished product, palms gliding over the smooth plastic front, pressing into the bulky crotch to feel the trapped heat of his erection. The diaper crinkled loudly with every touch, the noise constant and humiliating.

“Listen to that,” Thalia whispered, leaning closer so her breasts brushed his arm. “That beautiful crinkle. That’s the sound of your control disappearing, Soren. Every step, every squirm from now on will announce what you’ve become. My padded little boy.”

Soren groaned, hips shifting involuntarily. The thick diaper compressed around his cock with the movement, the padding rubbing teasingly against his sensitive, powdered skin. He could feel the bulk between his thighs, the way it lifted his ass slightly off the table, the tight tapes gripping his waist. Pre-cum continued to leak steadily into the inner lining, soaking the material in a warm, shameful patch.

Thalia helped him sit up slowly, the diaper compressing further with a loud series of crinkles as his weight settled onto it. Sitting made the thickness even more obvious - bulging prominently in front, forcing his legs apart. She adjusted the fit one last time, running a finger along the leg cuffs to ensure no gaps, then patted the front possessively.

“Stand up for Mommy. Let’s see how my baby walks in his first diaper.”

Soren slid off the table on unsteady legs. The moment he stood, the full weight and bulk hit him. The heavy padding sagged slightly between his legs, the plastic shell rustling and crackling with every tiny movement. His cock, still rock-hard, was trapped inside the warm, padded confines, rubbing deliciously against the soft lining with each shift of his hips. The powder made everything slick and fragrant. He took a tentative step, thighs forced apart by the massive crotch, the diaper swishing and crinkling loudly in the quiet room.

Thalia watched with hooded eyes, one hand resting lightly on her own thigh as if resisting the urge to touch herself. “Waddle for me, baby. Show Mommy how helpless you look.”

He did, cheeks burning as he crossed the room in short, awkward steps. Each movement produced a symphony of loud crinkles and soft squishes from the padding. The diaper felt impossibly infantile - thick, noisy, confining. His smooth, shaved skin slid against the inner lining, heightening every sensation. Pre-cum leaked freely now, creating a growing wet spot inside that he could feel warming against his cockhead.

Thalia circled him slowly, her heels clicking, admiring her work from every angle. She reached out to pat his padded bottom, squeezing the thick seat. “Perfect fit. You’ll be living in these from now on. No more big-boy underwear. No more control over when or where you go. Just thick, crinkly diapers taped on by Mommy whenever I decide.”

Soren’s breath came in short gasps. The constant crinkling was driving him insane - every shift reminded him of his surrender, of the contract he’d signed, of the smooth vulnerability between his legs. His cock strained desperately inside the padding, aching for friction that the bulky diaper both provided and denied in equal measure.

Thalia guided him back toward the changing table, but instead of having him lie down again, she had him stand in front of her as she sat on a stool. Her hands explored the diaper freely - palming the bulging front, tracing the tapes, slipping a finger under the leg cuff to check the fit against his smooth thigh.

“So warm already,” she noted with a soft laugh. “Leaking like a little faucet. That’s okay, baby. Diapers are for leaks. And messes.”

She pressed firmly on the front of the diaper, right over his trapped cock, rubbing in slow circles that made the padding squish and crinkle. Soren moaned, knees buckling slightly as pleasure spiked through him. The stimulation was muffled but intense, the thick material turning every touch into a frustrating tease.

Thalia’s own arousal was evident now - her breathing deeper, the flush on her cheeks darker, nipples diamond-hard beneath her dress. She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to his smooth chest before whispering against his skin.

“You’re doing so well, my sweet boy. Accepting your first diaper so obediently. But we’re only getting started.”

Her hand slipped into the pocket of her dress and emerged with a small, sleek black remote. Her thumb hovered over the buttons, emerald eyes locking onto his with dark promise.

The small remote in her hand was about to change everything.


Chapter 5: Hidden Egg

Soren stood before Thalia in nothing but the thick, freshly taped medical diaper, the heavy padding forcing his smooth, shaved legs into an unmistakable waddle. Every tiny shift of his weight produced a loud, constant crinkle that echoed through the bright clinical room like a shameful confession. The bulky crotch bulged obscenely between his thighs, the plastic shell warm and snug against his powdered skin. His cock - still rock-hard and leaking - remained trapped inside the soft inner lining, rubbing teasingly with every awkward step he took. The powder and lotion created a slick, fragrant cocoon around his smooth groin, heightening every sensation until even breathing made the diaper squish softly against his sensitive flesh.

Thalia remained seated on the low stool, her emerald silk dress hugging her statuesque curves, the faint flush on her olive cheeks betraying her growing arousal. She watched him with those piercing eyes that missed nothing, one manicured hand resting lightly on her thigh while the other held the small black remote like a promise.

“Turn around, baby,” she commanded softly. “Bend over the changing table and spread your legs. Mommy needs to put something special inside you.”

Soren’s gray eyes widened, his heart slamming against his ribs. The contract clauses flashed through his mind - internal stimulation devices, non-negotiable. His mouth went dry even as his trapped cock gave a violent throb inside the diaper, leaking another thick spurt of pre-cum into the padding. Shame flooded him, hot and sweet, but his body betrayed him completely. He turned slowly, the diaper crinkling loudly with the movement, and bent forward over the padded table. The position pushed his padded bottom out, the thick seat stretching taut across his cheeks. He spread his legs as best he could, the bulky crotch making it difficult, forcing his stance wide and vulnerable.

Thalia stood with deliberate grace, her heels clicking softly as she moved behind him. She ran her hands possessively over the crinkly plastic, squeezing the heavy padding, then slipped two fingers under the leg cuff of the diaper on his right side. With practiced ease, she pulled the elastic aside, exposing his freshly shaved ass crack and the tight, pink pucker of his hole. Cool air kissed the sensitive skin, making it twitch involuntarily.

“So smooth back here,” she murmured approvingly, tracing a single finger along his crack. “Perfect for what’s coming.”

She reached for a small bottle of clear lubricant from the tray and a sleek, egg-shaped device - smooth silicone, slightly larger than a golf ball, with a thin retrieval cord trailing from one end. The egg gleamed under the bright lights as she coated it generously with lube, the viscous fluid dripping in thick strands. Then she squeezed more lube directly onto his hole, rubbing it in with slow, circling strokes of her fingertip. The cool gel made Soren gasp, his hole clenching reflexively around nothing.

“Relax for Mommy,” Thalia whispered, pressing the tip of one finger against his entrance. “This is going deep. It’s going to stay inside you for a long time, pressing right against that naughty prostate. Every time Mommy wants, she’ll make her baby squirm and leak without ever touching that little cock in its diaper.”

Soren’s breath came in shallow pants. He gripped the edges of the changing table, knuckles white, as her finger pushed inside him - slow, inexorable. The lube eased the way, but the intrusion still burned sweetly. She worked the finger in and out, curling it deliberately until she found the small, swollen gland inside. When she pressed against it, Soren’s knees buckled, a choked moan escaping his throat. His cock jerked hard inside the thick padding, another gush of pre-cum soaking the front of the diaper.

“That’s it,” Thalia cooed, adding a second finger and scissoring gently to stretch him. “Feel how your body opens for me? Already so eager even though your mind is still fighting. Such a treacherous little hole.”

She continued the slow finger-fucking for several long minutes, twisting and pressing until Soren was whimpering, hips rocking back involuntarily despite the bulky diaper hindering his movement. The crinkling never stopped - loud, rhythmic, announcing every shameful twitch.

Finally, she withdrew her fingers with a wet sound and pressed the lubricated egg against his entrance. The smooth, rounded tip nudged insistently. “Deep breath, baby. Push out a little for Mommy.”

Soren obeyed with a broken sound, bearing down as Thalia applied steady pressure. The egg stretched his tight ring wider and wider, the silicone gliding in on a thick coat of lube. There was a moment of resistance, then the widest part popped past his sphincter with a soft, obscene sound. Soren gasped sharply, eyes squeezing shut as the heavy egg slid deeper, deeper, until it nestled firmly against his prostate. The thin cord trailed out between his cheeks, disappearing under the pulled-aside leg cuff of the diaper.

Thalia adjusted the diaper carefully, tucking the cord neatly inside so only the very end remained accessible if needed. She smoothed the plastic back into place and taped the leg cuff securely again, patting the bulky seat with satisfaction. The egg felt enormous inside him - solid, unyielding, pressing constantly against that sensitive spot with every tiny movement. Even breathing made it shift subtly, sending sparks of unwanted pleasure through his core.

“Stand up straight now,” she said, helping him rise on wobbly legs.

Soren straightened, the sudden change in position driving the egg even firmer against his prostate. A low groan tore from his throat as his cock pulsed violently inside the diaper. The combination was devastating: the thick, crinkly padding hugging his smooth groin, the heavy egg lodged deep inside, and the constant, humiliating rustle with every shift of his weight. He took a tentative step, waddling awkwardly, thighs forced apart by the massive bulk. The egg moved with him, grinding subtly against his prostate and making his trapped erection leak in steady, uncontrollable dribbles.

Thalia circled him slowly, admiring the sight. Her own breathing had grown heavier, the front of her silk dress showing faint damp spots where her nipples strained. “Look at you,” she whispered, voice thick with arousal. “Waddling in your first diaper like a proper little boy, with Mommy’s special toy tucked right up inside that greedy hole. Every step is going to remind you who owns you now.”

She made him walk back and forth across the room several times, her eyes never leaving his padded crotch and the obvious bulge. Each waddling step produced loud crinkles and soft squelches from the powder and pre-cum inside the diaper. The egg shifted relentlessly, massaging his prostate with every motion until Soren’s moans grew louder, more desperate. His smooth, hairless skin slid slickly against the inner lining, the sensation overwhelming.

Thalia finally stopped him in front of her, placing both hands on the front of his diaper and pressing firmly. The pressure pushed the egg even harder against his prostate from the outside. Soren cried out, hips bucking into her touch as pleasure spiked through him in hot waves.

“So responsive already,” she praised, rubbing slow circles over the crinkly plastic. “This egg is going to train you so well. It will vibrate right against that spot whenever I decide, making you leak and twitch and beg without ever letting you cum like a man. You’ll learn to associate every crinkle, every mess, every helpless feeling with pleasure. Until you can’t imagine life without it.”

She slipped her fingers under the waistband of the diaper briefly, checking that the egg was seated perfectly, then withdrew and smoothed everything back into place. The retrieval cord was hidden completely now, the diaper looking deceptively innocent from the outside - nothing but thick, noisy padding taped securely around a once-powerful attorney’s waist.

Soren stood there trembling, legs spread in that forced waddle, the constant low-level pressure from the egg making his cock throb painfully inside its padded prison. Pre-cum had soaked through the front layers, creating a warm, squishy patch he could feel with every breath. His mind reeled - humiliation, surrender, and dark, treacherous arousal warring inside him. He had signed for this. He had chosen to keep going because the shame made his balls ache and his hole clench greedily around the intruder.

Thalia picked up the small black remote again, turning it over in her fingers. Her lips curved into a slow, predatory smile as she met his wide gray eyes.

She hadn't pressed the button yet.


Chapter 6: Betrayed Twitch

Soren sat rigidly on the padded chair in the small orientation lecture room, the thick medical diaper crinkling loudly beneath him with even the slightest shift of his weight. The freshly shaved skin of his groin and ass felt hypersensitive against the soft, powder-dusted inner lining, while the heavy silicone egg nestled deep inside him pressed relentlessly against his prostate. Every breath caused the intruder to shift subtly, sending low sparks of unwanted pleasure through his core. The bulky padding between his thighs forced his legs apart in a humiliating sprawl, the plastic shell warm and snug around his trapped, leaking cock.

The room was designed for small groups - soft lighting, a large screen at the front, and several other executive participants scattered in the seats ahead of him. They were all dressed in business casual, reviewing tablets or murmuring quietly as they waited for the session to begin. None of them knew what he was wearing beneath his tailored trousers. None of them could hear the constant, soft crinkle every time he adjusted his posture.

Thalia sat beside him in the back row, her statuesque form elegant in the emerald silk dress, legs crossed with deliberate poise. Her raven chignon was flawless, and her piercing emerald eyes occasionally flicked toward him with quiet amusement. A small black remote rested casually in her lap, hidden from view by the fold of her dress.

The orientation presenter - a calm, professional woman in a gray suit - began speaking about the retreat’s wellness protocols, mindfulness techniques, and the importance of surrendering control for mental reset. Her voice droned on through the speakers, but Soren barely heard a word. His entire focus was narrowed to the heavy diaper hugging his smooth groin and the egg lodged inside him.

Thalia leaned slightly closer, her voice a barely audible whisper meant only for him. “Remember your contract, baby. Complete surrender. No matter what happens in public, you will behave like a good boy for Mommy.”

Soren’s jaw clenched. His cock, already half-hard from the constant stimulation of the egg and the crinkling padding, twitched inside the thick absorbent core. A fresh bead of pre-cum leaked from the tip, soaking into the powder and creating a warm, slick patch against his smooth shaft.

Then Thalia’s thumb brushed the remote.

The egg buzzed to life on its lowest setting - a gentle, pulsing vibration that traveled straight into his prostate with merciless precision. Soren’s eyes widened, a sharp inhale catching in his throat as pleasure slammed through him. His cock surged fully erect inside the diaper, the head pressing desperately against the soft lining. The vibration was subtle but relentless, a low thrum that made his hole clench greedily around the smooth silicone and his balls draw up tight.

He gripped the arms of the chair, knuckles whitening, trying to keep his face neutral as the presenter continued talking about stress management. His thighs trembled slightly, the bulky diaper compressing with a loud, betraying crinkle that seemed deafening to his own ears. The vibration massaged his prostate in slow, rhythmic pulses, forcing another thick spurt of pre-cum to leak freely into the padding. The warm wetness spread, making the inner lining cling slickly to his shaved skin.

Thalia watched him closely, her lips curving into a faint, satisfied smile. She didn’t increase the intensity - just kept it on that maddening low setting, letting the egg do its work while she observed every micro-expression on his sharp-featured face. His intense gray eyes darted around the room, checking if anyone noticed, but the other participants remained oblivious, focused on the lecture.

“Such a good boy, sitting so still,” Thalia whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “Feel it pressing right there? That’s Mommy’s toy teaching your body who it belongs to now. Every twitch, every leak is mine.”

Soren bit the inside of his cheek to stifle a moan. The vibration continued its steady rhythm, making his prostate swell and throb. His cock was leaking steadily now, the front of the diaper growing damper with each pulse. The powder mixed with the pre-cum into a sticky, fragrant paste that squished softly inside the padding every time he shifted. The constant crinkling only heightened the humiliation - each small movement announced the bulky secret between his legs.

He tried to focus on the lecture, forcing his breathing to remain even, but the egg betrayed him at every turn. A particularly strong pulse made his hips jerk involuntarily, the diaper rustling loudly. One of the participants in the row ahead turned slightly, but Soren quickly crossed his arms and pretended to adjust his posture. Inside, his body was on fire. The smooth, hairless skin of his groin slid slickly against the wet padding, the trapped erection throbbing painfully without any direct friction.

Thalia’s hand rested lightly on his thigh, hidden from view, her fingers tracing slow circles over his trousers right above the diaper’s waistband. The light touch made the egg’s vibrations feel even more intense. She increased the speed by one tiny notch - just enough to make the pulses faster, more insistent.

Soren’s breath hitched audibly. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped before he could swallow it. Pleasure coiled tight in his belly, his prostate pulsing in time with the egg. More pre-cum flooded the diaper, the warm wetness now spreading toward the back, making the heavy padding sag slightly between his legs. His hole clenched rhythmically around the vibrating intruder, milking it as if begging for more.

“Look at you,” Thalia murmured, voice thick with arousal. Her own nipples were visibly hard beneath the silk dress, and a faint dampness had appeared between her thighs. “Twitching like a desperate little boy in the middle of a professional lecture. Your big, important cock is just leaking uselessly into its first diaper while everyone else thinks you’re still in control. But you’re not, are you, baby? Mommy owns that hole now.”

Soren’s face burned with humiliation. Sweat beaded on his forehead despite the cool room temperature. He shifted again, trying to find relief, but the movement only ground the egg harder against his prostate and produced another loud series of crinkles. The vibration never stopped - low, steady, maddening. It built the pressure slowly, relentlessly, without ever letting him crest. His balls ached, drawn up tight, and his smooth cockhead rubbed slickly against the soaked padding with every tiny twitch of his hips.

The lecture continued for what felt like hours. Thalia kept the remote in her lap, occasionally adjusting the intensity in tiny increments - never enough to make him cum, always enough to keep him on the agonizing edge. At one point she turned it off completely for thirty seconds, letting him catch his breath, only to switch it back on just as he started to soften. The sudden return of the buzzing made him gasp sharply, his cock surging back to full, leaking hardness.

By the time the presenter announced a short break, Soren was trembling. His diaper felt noticeably heavier, the front thoroughly soaked with pre-cum, the inner layers clinging wetly to his shaved groin. The egg continued its low, pulsing work, making his hole flutter and his thighs quiver. When he stood up, the full bulk of the wet diaper sagged between his legs, forcing an even more pronounced waddle as he followed Thalia out of the room.

She led him to a quiet side corridor, away from the other participants. Once they were alone, she pressed him gently against the wall, her body close enough that he could smell her arousal - warm, feminine, intoxicating.

“You did so well, my sweet boy,” she praised softly, one hand cupping the bulging, crinkly front of his diaper through his trousers. She squeezed gently, feeling the squish of the soaked padding and the hard ridge of his trapped erection. “All that leaking just from a little vibration. Imagine what will happen when I turn it higher.”

Soren’s head fell back against the wall, a broken moan escaping his lips as she rubbed slow circles over the wet padding. The pressure pushed the egg firmer against his prostate, intensifying the buzz.

Thalia leaned in, her full lips brushing his ear. “Tomorrow, during our private session, you’re going to learn to wet this diaper on command while I watch. No more holding it like a big boy. Just warm, helpless floods whenever Mommy tells you.”

She gave the remote a final, teasing click, increasing the vibration one more notch before slipping it back into her pocket.

She was going to make him wet it on command tomorrow.


Chapter 7: Warm Flood

Soren stood in the center of the private treatment room, his legs forced apart by the heavy, sagging bulk of the medical diaper he had been wearing for hours. The thick padding, once crisp and dry, now hung warm and swollen between his smooth, shaved thighs, the plastic shell crinkling with every tiny shift of his weight. The remote-controlled egg still nestled deep inside him, silent for the moment but a constant, heavy presence pressing against his prostate. His cock - trapped and aching - throbbed uselessly inside the soaked front panel, the inner lining clinging wetly to his powdered skin from the endless leaks forced by the earlier vibrations during the lecture.

Thalia had kept him hydrated all afternoon with strict protocol: bottle after bottle of electrolyte water pressed to his lips, her calm voice instructing him to drink every drop while she watched with those piercing emerald eyes. Now his bladder ached with desperate, insistent pressure, a heavy fullness that made his lower belly swell slightly against the waistband of the diaper. Hours of denial, teasing vibrations, and the constant humiliating crinkle had left him trembling on the edge of control.

“Strip down to just your diaper, baby,” Thalia commanded softly as she closed the door behind them. Her silk dress whispered against her curves as she moved to the padded changing table, adjusting the bright clinical lights so they illuminated every inch of him.

Soren’s hands shook as he removed his trousers and shirt, folding them neatly out of habit even as his face burned with shame. Soon he stood before her in nothing but the thick, crinkling diaper, his lean, hairless body fully exposed under the lights. His intense gray eyes met hers, wide with a mix of dread and dark, unwilling arousal. His nipples had tightened from the cool air, and his cock strained visibly against the front of the swollen padding.

Thalia approached slowly, her heels clicking, and circled him once, running a hand possessively over the sagging, warm seat of the diaper. “So heavy already from all that leaking. But you haven’t truly used it yet, have you? Not like a real baby.”

She guided him to stand directly in front of her as she sat on the edge of the changing table, her legs slightly parted so he could see the faint damp patch between her thighs through the silk. One manicured hand rested on his smooth chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart, while the other cupped the bulging front of his diaper, squeezing gently. The squish of the soaked padding made his breath hitch.

“Look at Mommy, Soren,” she said, her voice low and velvet-smooth. “Eyes on mine. No looking away.”

He obeyed, locking his gray eyes with her emerald ones. The intensity of her gaze stripped him bare more effectively than any razor.

“You’ve been holding it all day like a big, important lawyer. But that ends now. You are going to wet this diaper for me. Right here. Right now. While I watch every second of it.”

Soren’s stomach clenched. The pressure in his bladder surged at her words, a hot, urgent wave that made his hole flutter around the silent egg. “Thalia… please… I can’t - ”

“You can and you will,” she interrupted calmly, her fingers pressing firmer against the front of the diaper, right over his trapped, leaking cock. “The contract is very clear. No refusal. And deep down, that desperate little cock of yours is throbbing because you want to let go for Mommy. So be a good boy. Relax your muscles. Let the warm flood happen. Fill your diaper while you look into my eyes.”

The command hit him like a physical blow. His face flushed crimson, sweat beading on his forehead. The need to piss was overwhelming now - hours of forced hydration making his bladder feel ready to burst. His thighs trembled, the bulky diaper crinkling loudly as he shifted his weight from foot to foot in a pathetic little dance.

Thalia’s hand never left the front of the padding. She rubbed slow, encouraging circles, her thumb brushing the wettest spot. “That’s it. Feel the pressure? It’s okay to let it out. Babies don’t hold it. They just wet whenever they need to. Start with a little trickle… then let the rest flood out. Mommy wants to feel it happen.”

Soren’s breath came in short, desperate gasps. He tried to clench, to fight it, but her steady gaze and the relentless fullness broke him. A tiny spurt escaped first - hot, uncontrollable - splashing into the already damp padding. The warmth spread instantly across his smooth groin, soaking the absorbent core with a soft hiss that was audible in the quiet room. The diaper grew noticeably heavier between his legs as the liquid was wicked away, but not fast enough. A second, stronger spurt followed, then another.

“Good boy,” Thalia praised, her voice thick with arousal. Her emerald eyes never left his. “Keep going. Let it all out. Flood it for Mommy.”

The dam broke. Soren moaned brokenly as the full stream released, hot piss gushing uncontrollably into the thick diaper. The warmth flooded the front panel, spreading rapidly through the absorbent layers, turning the padding into a heavy, swollen, squishy mass between his thighs. The plastic shell expanded outward with a loud, wet crinkle as it struggled to contain the flood. Urine soaked every inch of the crotch, seeping backward toward his ass and around the base of the egg still lodged inside him. The sensation was overwhelming - hot, wet, humiliating relief that made his cock throb and leak pre-cum in time with the piss.

He kept his eyes locked on hers the entire time, tears of shame pricking at the corners as the endless stream continued. The diaper sagged heavily, the tapes pulling tight against his waist while the seat ballooned with warmth. Soft squelching sounds accompanied every tiny shift of his hips as the saturated padding compressed.

Thalia’s breathing had deepened, her full breasts rising and falling as she watched him wet himself like an infant. One hand slipped between her own thighs, pressing lightly against her dress as she visibly enjoyed his surrender. “Look at that beautiful warm flood. My big, ruthless attorney pissing his diaper on command while Mommy watches. Feel how heavy it’s getting? That’s all you, baby. All that control… just soaking away.”

Soren whimpered, the stream finally slowing to a trickle, then a few last weak spurts. The diaper was thoroughly soaked now - swollen to nearly twice its original thickness, sagging low between his legs, the plastic shiny and taut. Every movement produced loud, squishy crinkles and wet sounds. His cock floated in the warm, piss-filled padding, still achingly hard and leaking.

Thalia stood, pulling him close so his heavy, wet diaper pressed against her thigh. She kissed his smooth chest softly, then cupped his face, forcing him to maintain eye contact a moment longer.

“You did so well,” she whispered. “Such a helpless, wet little boy for me already. But we’re not finished.”

She guided him onto the changing table, positioning him on his back with his legs lifted high and spread wide. The soaked diaper squelched loudly as his weight settled onto it, the warm mess shifting heavily against his skin and around the egg. Thalia ran her hands over the bloated front, pressing firmly to feel the liquid slosh inside.

“Such a good baby wetting on command. Tomorrow we’ll practice again… and again… until you can’t hold it at all.”

She reached for a fresh bottle of lubricant and a large, clear enema bag already prepared on the side tray. The bag was full, the tubing coiled neatly, a thick nozzle waiting at the end.

The enema bag was already hanging beside the table.


Chapter 8: Cramping Pressure

Soren lay strapped to the padded changing table, his legs elevated high in the stirrups and spread wide, the thick, piss-soaked diaper still taped securely around his waist. The heavy padding sagged heavily between his thighs, warm and swollen from the humiliating flood he had released on Thalia’s command. Every tiny movement caused the saturated core to squelch audibly, the plastic shell stretching taut and crinkling with wet, obscene sounds. His smooth, shaved skin felt slick and sticky inside the mess of urine and pre-cum, his cock still half-hard and floating in the warm wetness.

Thalia moved with calm precision beside him, her emerald silk dress whispering against her curves. The enema bag hung from an IV stand next to the table, already filled with nearly two liters of warm, soapy water that glowed softly under the bright clinical lights. The thick, flexible tubing ended in a large, bulbous nozzle designed for deep retention.

“Such a good, wet baby,” she murmured, one hand resting possessively on the bloated front of his diaper. She pressed down gently, making the piss slosh inside the padding and forcing a soft whimper from Soren’s lips. “Now it’s time to fill you properly. Mommy’s going to pump you so full that your body has no choice but to surrender everything.”

She unfastened the tapes on one side of the diaper just enough to pull the front panel down, exposing his smooth groin, the still-leaking cock, and the tight pink hole nestled between his spread cheeks. The retrieval cord from the vibrating egg trailed out obscenely. Thalia coated the large nozzle generously with thick lubricant, then pressed the slick tip firmly against his entrance.

“Relax for me, baby. Take it all.”

Soren’s breath hitched as the nozzle stretched him open, sliding deep with a wet pop until the bulbous base seated securely inside. The sensation of being plugged while still wearing the warm, soaked diaper made his stomach twist with fresh shame and dark arousal. Thalia opened the clamp on the tubing.

The warm water began to flow.

At first it was a gentle trickle, filling him slowly, but Thalia gradually increased the flow until a steady, heavy stream pumped into his bowels. Soren gasped sharply as the warmth spread through his abdomen, the pressure building with every second. The liquid felt soothing at first - comforting heat flooding his insides - but as more and more entered him, the fullness turned insistent, then uncomfortable.

Thalia reached for the small black remote and pressed a button.

The egg buried deep inside him buzzed to life on a low, pulsing setting, vibrating directly against his prostate in time with the flowing enema. The dual sensation was devastating. The warm water continued to pump in while the egg massaged his swollen gland, forcing his cock to surge fully erect again inside the wet diaper. Pre-cum leaked freely, mixing with the piss already soaking the padding.

“Oh god…” Soren moaned, his hips twitching against the straps that held him firmly in place. His smooth belly began to swell visibly as the enema filled him, the pressure mounting relentlessly.

Thalia watched with hooded eyes, one hand gently rubbing his distended abdomen in slow circles while the other kept the remote ready. “Feel that, baby? All that warm water rushing into your tummy. You’re going to hold every drop for Mommy. No accidents until I say so.”

She increased the flow further. The bag gurgled as the level dropped, pumping more and more liquid deep into his guts. The cramping started then - sharp, rolling waves that made his hole clench desperately around the thick nozzle. The vibrating egg only intensified the torment, buzzing intermittently in unpredictable patterns that made his prostate throb and his cock leak in rhythmic spurts.

Soren’s breathing grew ragged, sweat beading on his forehead and chest. His lean, hairless body strained against the restraints, muscles tensing as the pressure built to an unbearable level. The soaked diaper crinkled and squelched beneath him with every helpless squirm, the warm piss shifting heavily against his skin.

Thalia leaned closer, her full breasts brushing his arm as she whispered against his ear. “Look at your tummy, sweet boy. So round and full already. All that water sloshing inside you while your little egg buzzes away. You’re clenching so hard trying to be a big boy, but babies don’t hold enemas. They just let go and mess their diapers like they’re supposed to.”

Another strong cramp hit, harder than the last. Soren cried out, his cock jerking violently inside the sodden padding as the egg switched to a faster pulse. The combination of the building pressure in his bowels, the relentless prostate stimulation, and the humiliating warmth of the wet diaper pushed him deeper into helpless surrender. His gray eyes were glassy with desperation, locked on Thalia’s calm, aroused face.

She turned the vibration higher for a long moment, making his entire body jerk and twitch. The enema continued to flow until the bag was nearly empty, leaving him grotesquely bloated, his smooth belly distended and tight. The nozzle kept everything locked inside, the warm soapy water churning with every cramp.

Thalia finally closed the clamp and gently removed the nozzle, replacing it quickly with a thick, inflatable plug that she pumped up until it sealed him completely. The egg kept buzzing intermittently - short bursts that kept his prostate throbbing and his hole fluttering uselessly around the plug.

She taped the heavy, piss-soaked diaper back into place, pulling the tapes extra tight to contain the massive load now trapped inside him. The added pressure from the swollen padding only increased the cramping, making the water slosh audibly in his guts.

Soren whimpered continuously now, his body covered in a sheen of sweat, hips rocking in tiny, futile movements as wave after wave of cramping pressure rolled through him. The diaper felt impossibly heavy and warm, the crinkling constant, the egg buzzing in cruel, unpredictable intervals that kept him teetering on the edge without relief.

Thalia ran her hands over his bloated belly, pressing lightly to feel the trapped liquid shift and gurgle. Her own arousal was obvious - the damp spot between her thighs darker now, her nipples hard peaks beneath the silk.

“You’re doing so well holding it for Mommy,” she cooed, voice thick with satisfaction. “All that desperate cramping, all that pressure building while your diaper stays warm and wet. Such a good little boy.”

She increased the egg’s vibration again, watching with visible pleasure as Soren arched and moaned, his trapped cock leaking steadily into the already saturated padding.

The cramps grew stronger, closer together. His hole clenched desperately around the inflated plug, but the pressure was becoming unbearable. His mind fogged with the need to release, shame and arousal twisting together into something dark and consuming.

He wouldn’t be able to hold it much longer.


Chapter 9: Messy Release

Soren lay strapped to the padded changing table, his body glistening with sweat under the harsh clinical lights. His smooth, hairless belly was grotesquely distended, swollen tight from the massive warm enema still locked inside him by the thick inflatable plug. Every breath caused the trapped liquid to slosh heavily in his guts, sending fresh, rolling cramps through his abdomen that made his hole clench desperately around the unyielding silicone. The thick, piss-soaked diaper sagged heavily between his spread thighs, the plastic shell warm and stretched taut, crinkling wetly with every helpless twitch of his hips.

Thalia stood beside the table, her emerald eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction as she watched him struggle. Her silk dress clung to her curves, the faint dampness between her thighs visible now as her own arousal grew with his humiliation. The vibrating egg inside him continued its cruel, intermittent buzzing - short, unpredictable pulses that kept his prostate throbbing and his trapped cock leaking steadily into the already saturated padding.

“Such a desperate little boy,” she murmured, one hand resting lightly on his bloated stomach. She pressed down gently, and Soren cried out as the pressure forced another vicious cramp through his bowels. “All that warm water churning inside you, begging to come out. But babies don’t decide when they go. Mommy does.”

Soren’s intense gray eyes were glassy with strain, sweat dripping down his temples and chest. His lean muscles tensed and released in futile waves as he tried to hold back the inevitable. The plug sealed him completely, but the pressure was building to an unbearable peak. His hole fluttered and spasmed around the inflated base, the warm soapy water demanding exit with growing violence. The soaked diaper beneath him squelched loudly with every small shift, the heavy padding clinging slickly to his smooth skin and powdered groin.

Another powerful cramp hit, harder than any before. Soren’s back arched against the straps, a guttural groan tearing from his throat. “Please… Thalia… I can’t… it’s coming…”

“You can and you will hold it until Mommy says otherwise,” she replied calmly, though her voice had thickened with arousal. She increased the egg’s vibration to a steady, medium buzz, the relentless stimulation against his prostate making his cock surge painfully hard inside the wet diaper. Pre-cum mixed with the piss, creating a sticky, fragrant mess that squished with every twitch.

The cramps came faster now, overlapping in brutal waves. Soren’s face contorted, teeth gritted, sweat pouring down his body as he clenched with everything he had. His smooth, shaved ass cheeks quivered from the effort, the thick plug stretching him wide. The vibrating egg only made it worse - each pulse sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through his core that mixed shamefully with the desperate need to release.

Thalia leaned closer, her full breasts brushing his arm as she whispered hotly against his ear. “Let go, baby. Stop fighting it. Fill your diaper for Mommy. Make it messy and loud. I want to watch every second of your first accident.”

The words broke something inside him. A particularly savage cramp ripped through his guts, and Soren’s control shattered with a broken sob. His hole spasmed violently around the plug as the first explosive burst of warm, mushy mess forced its way out. The inflatable plug popped free with a wet, obscene sound as the pressure became too much, and the floodgates opened completely.

The messy release was violent and unstoppable.

Thalia quickly pulled the front of the diaper aside just enough to watch as the thick, warm enema erupted from his stretched hole in powerful, uncontrollable waves. The first heavy gush splattered into the seat of the diaper with a loud, squelching splat, followed immediately by another explosive burst. Soft, mushy shit mixed with the soapy water poured out in rapid, humiliating spurts, filling the thick padding with hot, heavy sludge. The mess spread rapidly through the absorbent core, turning the already piss-soaked diaper into a warm, bulging, stinking mass between his legs.

Soren moaned loudly, his body shaking as wave after wave of the messy accident continued. The crinkling plastic expanded outward, the heavy seat ballooning with the sheer volume of the release. Loud, wet squelching and crackling sounds filled the room as the mess compressed and shifted with every spasm of his bowels. The warm sludge pushed upward toward his balls and cock, coating his smooth perineum and making the entire diaper sag heavily, the tapes straining to hold the overload.

Thalia’s eyes were hooded with visible lust as she watched the spectacle. She kept the egg buzzing steadily, the vibration traveling through the mess and intensifying every humiliating sensation. “That’s it, baby. Mess your diaper like a helpless little boy. Feel all that warm, mushy shit filling your padding? Listen to how loud and dirty it sounds. You’re making such a big, stinky mess for Mommy.”

Soren’s face burned with overwhelming shame, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes as the accident continued. His cock remained traitorously hard, throbbing inside the rapidly filling diaper as the vibrating egg and the warm, squishy mess stimulated him relentlessly. The sludge coated everything - his shaved balls, the base of his cock, the sensitive skin between his cheeks - creating a hot, sticky, overwhelming sensation that made his hips jerk involuntarily.

The release seemed to last forever. Spurt after spurt of soft, creamy mess exploded into the diaper until the seat was thoroughly packed, bulging obscenely downward with the weight. The plastic shell gleamed with strain, the once-white padding now discolored and swollen to capacity. Every tiny movement produced loud, wet, squelching crinkles and the unmistakable scent of a thoroughly used diaper filled the air.

When the final weak spurts finally tapered off, Soren lay panting and trembling, his body limp against the straps. The diaper was a complete disaster - massively overloaded with piss and thick, mushy shit, sagging heavily between his spread thighs and squishing with every labored breath. The vibrating egg continued its low buzz, making the mess shift and press against his prostate in the most degrading way possible.

Thalia ran her hands over the bloated, messy seat of the diaper, squeezing gently so the warm sludge squelched loudly between her fingers. Her breathing was heavy, nipples diamond-hard beneath her dress, the scent of her own arousal mixing with the heavy, infantile smell of his accident.

“Such a perfect messy baby,” she praised softly, voice thick with satisfaction. “Your first real release into the diaper. Look how full and heavy it is now. All that control… gone in one big, dirty accident.”

She patted the front of the overloaded padding, right over his still-hard cock, making the entire mess shift and press against him. Soren whimpered, another weak spurt of pre-cum leaking into the sludge.

Thalia smiled slowly, her emerald eyes promising more.

The change would include merciless edging.


Chapter 10: Denied in Wet

Soren lay panting on the padded changing table, his body slick with sweat and trembling from the aftershocks of his explosive messy release. The thick medical diaper was a complete ruin - massively overloaded, sagging heavily between his spread thighs under the bright clinical lights. Warm, mushy shit mixed with piss filled every inch of the absorbent core, the plastic shell stretched taut and gleaming as the heavy sludge shifted with every ragged breath. The vibrating egg still buzzed intermittently inside him, its low pulses traveling through the thick mess and pressing relentlessly against his prostate. His smooth, shaved cock remained traitorously hard, trapped in the hot, sticky sludge, leaking weak spurts of pre-cum that mixed into the disgusting warmth.

Thalia stood beside the table, her emerald eyes dark with arousal as she surveyed her work. The front of her silk dress showed clear damp spots where her nipples strained, and the scent of her excitement mingled with the heavy, infantile stench rising from his ruined diaper.

“Such a dirty, messy baby,” she murmured, voice smooth and velvet-soft. “Look at what you did. All that warm mush packed into your first real diaper. Mommy is very proud.”

She unstrapped his legs from the stirrups but left the waist straps in place, keeping his upper body secured. With deliberate slowness, she began the change. First, she untaped the left side of the diaper with a loud rip, then the right. The heavy front panel peeled away slowly, revealing the full extent of the disaster. Thick, creamy brown sludge coated his smooth groin, smeared across his shaved balls, caked along his perineum, and smeared up the underside of his throbbing cock. The mess had pushed forward during his spasms, turning the entire crotch area into a warm, sticky swamp.

Soren’s face burned with humiliation as the cool air hit the filth. He whimpered, trying to close his legs, but Thalia gently pushed his knees apart again.

“No hiding, baby. Mommy needs to clean every single inch.”

She took her time. Warm wipes appeared in her gloved hands, but she used them sparingly at first, choosing instead to smear the mess around with her fingers. She scooped thick globs of the soft shit from between his cheeks, spreading it deliberately over his smooth inner thighs and across his belly before finally wiping it away. Each slow, possessive stroke made the mess squelch and slide against his hypersensitive skin. The vibrating egg continued its teasing pulses, keeping his cock rigid and dripping even as she cleaned him.

“Look how hard you still are,” Thalia cooed, wrapping her slick fingers around his shaft. She stroked him slowly - long, firm glides from base to tip - spreading the remaining mess along his smooth length. “All that disgusting sludge on your little cock and you’re leaking like a faucet. Does being Mommy’s messy baby turn you on this much?”

Soren moaned brokenly, hips bucking up into her hand despite himself. The combination of shame, the warm filth, and her expert teasing had him teetering on the edge within seconds. His balls drew up tight, the head of his cock flushing dark and swollen.

Thalia immediately stopped, squeezing the base firmly until the urge receded. “Not yet, baby. No cumming during changes. Babies leak, but they don’t get to finish.”

She continued the cleaning with agonizing patience. More wipes, more lotion, more powder. She lifted his legs high, folding him almost in half so she could thoroughly wipe his crack and around the still-buzzing egg. The retrieval cord was slick with mess. She tugged it gently, making the egg shift inside him and grind against his prostate, drawing another desperate whimper. Then she pushed it back deeper, ensuring it stayed pressed right where it would do the most damage.

Every time his cock throbbed and leaked, threatening to spill over, Thalia would pause her cleaning and edge him mercilessly. She would stroke him with slow, twisting motions, thumb circling the sensitive head, spreading the last traces of mess and pre-cum until he was gasping and begging with broken sounds. Then she would stop, slap his cock lightly against his belly, and return to wiping his balls or powdering his smooth skin.

The denial went on for what felt like an eternity. She brought him to the brink at least six times - each edging longer and more intense than the last. His cock was purple and angry by the end, veins standing out, the head glistening and hypersensitive. Pre-cum flowed in a near-constant dribble, but she never let him tip over.

“Poor baby,” she whispered, finally applying a thick layer of lotion to his clean, powdered groin. Her fingers massaged it in thoroughly, paying special attention to the sensitive skin behind his balls and around his hole. “So desperate. So close. But good boys wait for Mommy’s permission.”

She unfolded a fresh diaper - another massive medical one, even thicker than the last, with extra padding in the seat. The loud crinkle as she opened it made Soren’s cock twitch violently. Thalia slid it under his lifted hips, the cool padding brushing his newly cleaned skin. She dusted him generously with powder, the sweet scent cutting through the lingering smell of his accident, then rubbed it in with both hands until his entire groin was soft and fragrant.

The front panel came up between his legs, pressing the thick, crinkly padding firmly against his aching cock and balls. She taped it snugly into place - four strong tapes pulled tight so the diaper hugged his waist and thighs perfectly. The new padding felt impossibly bulky, forcing his legs apart once more and lifting his ass slightly off the table. The vibrating egg was now trapped deep inside the fresh, clean diaper, its occasional buzzes muffled but still devastating.

Thalia ran her palms over the finished product, pressing and molding the heavy padding to his body. She squeezed the front right over his denied cock, rubbing slow circles that made the fresh diaper crinkle loudly and the egg shift inside him.

“So perfect,” she praised. “Clean and padded again, but still so desperate. All that edging and no release. Your little cock must be aching.”

Soren lay there panting, his smooth chest heaving, gray eyes glassy with frustrated lust. The new diaper felt heavier than before, the thick seat cradling his ass while the front bulged obscenely over his throbbing erection. Every breath made it crinkle, every tiny movement reminded him of his complete lack of control.

Thalia finally unstrapped his upper body and helped him sit up. The fresh diaper compressed with a loud series of crinkles as his weight settled onto it. She kept one hand on his padded crotch, gently palming him through the plastic as she leaned in close.

“You’ve been such a good boy enduring your first messy change,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “But we’re far from done. Mommy has so much more to teach you tonight.”

She helped him slide off the table onto unsteady legs. The thick, clean diaper forced an immediate waddle, the heavy padding swaying between his thighs and the egg pressing firmly with every step.

Thalia guided him toward the center of the room where a new piece of equipment waited. Heavy leather cuffs and a metal spreader bar lay ready on the floor, positioned beneath a padded bench designed for restraint.

The cuffs and spreader bar waited for his first feeding.


Chapter 11: Cuffed Little

Soren waddled unsteadily across the room, the thick, freshly taped diaper crinkling loudly with every awkward step. The heavy padding forced his smooth, shaved thighs apart, the bulky crotch swaying heavily between his legs and pressing the still-buzzing egg deeper against his prostate. His cock remained painfully hard and denied, trapped inside the soft, powdered lining, leaking steadily after the merciless edging during his messy change. The sweet scent of baby powder mingled with the lingering shame of his earlier accident, making his face burn as he moved.

Thalia guided him with a gentle but firm hand on his lower back until they reached the center of the room. A padded restraint bench waited there, low and angled slightly upward. Heavy leather cuffs and a sturdy metal spreader bar lay ready on the soft mat beside it.

“Up you go, baby,” she murmured, helping him climb onto the bench on his back. The thick diaper compressed with a loud, wet-sounding crinkle as his weight settled onto it, the fresh padding squishing softly beneath him. She positioned his arms above his head and fastened the wide leather cuffs around his wrists, buckling them securely to rings embedded in the bench. His legs came next - she spread them wide apart, attaching the spreader bar between his ankles so he was held completely open and exposed, the massive diaper bulging obscenely in the center.

Soren tested the restraints instinctively. The leather held firm, allowing almost no movement. His lean, hairless body was stretched out helplessly, smooth chest rising and falling rapidly, gray eyes wide with a mix of lingering humiliation and dark, throbbing need. The position made the thick diaper even more prominent, the tapes pulling tight across his hips while the heavy seat cradled his ass.

Thalia stepped back to admire her work, her emerald eyes tracing every inch of him with visible hunger. “Look at my cuffed little boy. All spread open and diapered, completely at Mommy’s mercy. No more big-lawyer control. Just a helpless, leaking baby ready for his feeding.”

She moved closer, the silk of her emerald dress whispering against her curves. Slowly, deliberately, she reached behind her neck and unzipped the dress, letting the fabric slide down her body in a smooth pool of silk at her feet. She wore nothing underneath. Her flawless olive skin glowed under the lights, full, heavy breasts swaying gently with dark, erect nipples already beaded with tiny drops of milk. Her waist curved into wide, fertile hips, and between her thighs her shaved pussy glistened with obvious arousal, lips swollen and slick.

Soren’s breath caught at the sight. His cock jerked violently inside the thick diaper, another thick spurt of pre-cum soaking the front.

Thalia climbed onto the bench, straddling his chest so her breasts hung heavy and full just above his face. The scent of her skin - warm, sweet, faintly milky - filled his senses. She cupped one heavy breast in her hand, lifting it and guiding the leaking nipple toward his mouth.

“Time for your first nursing, baby,” she whispered, voice thick with maternal dominance and lust. “Open wide for Mommy. Suckle like the good little boy you are now.”

Soren hesitated for only a second, the last shreds of his adult pride warring with the desperate ache in his body. Then Thalia pressed the firm, warm nipple between his lips. The moment it touched his tongue, a thin stream of sweet, warm milk squirted into his mouth. Instinct took over. He latched on with a soft, desperate moan and began to suckle.

The taste was rich and creamy, flooding his senses as he drew harder. Thalia sighed in pleasure above him, one hand cradling the back of his head while the other stroked his smooth cheek.

“That’s it… good boy. Drink Mommy’s milk. Feel it filling your tummy while your thick diaper crinkles beneath you.”

Soren nursed with growing hunger, the rhythmic sucking sounds filling the room alongside the constant crinkle of his diaper every time his hips twitched. Milk flowed steadily into his mouth, warm and sweet, some of it dribbling down his chin as he suckled eagerly. The act was profoundly intimate and degrading - he, the once-ruthless attorney, now cuffed and spread wide, drinking from a woman’s lactating breast like an infant.

Thalia rocked gently above him, her wet pussy brushing occasionally against his smooth chest, leaving slick trails on his skin. Her free hand roamed downward, palming the front of his bulky diaper and rubbing slow, firm circles over the crinkly plastic right where his denied cock strained.

“Listen to you suckling so greedily,” she purred, voice husky. “Your little cock is throbbing so hard in its padding. All that denial during the change… and now nursing like a proper baby. Does it feel good, sweetheart? Having Mommy’s milk in your mouth while your diaper holds all your messes?”

Soren could only moan around her nipple, suckling harder as fresh milk spurted onto his tongue. His hips bucked weakly against the spreader bar, the thick diaper rustling and squishing with the movement. The vibrating egg chose that moment to pulse again, grinding against his prostate and sending sharp jolts of pleasure through the mess of sensations. His cock leaked continuously now, the front of the fresh diaper growing damp with pre-cum.

Thalia switched breasts after several long minutes, offering the other swollen nipple. More warm milk flowed as he latched on again, drinking deeply while she continued to tease his padded crotch. She slipped her fingers under the leg cuff occasionally, stroking the smooth, powdered skin of his inner thigh or brushing lightly against the base of his trapped erection, never giving enough friction to let him cum.

The nursing went on for a long time. Soren’s belly grew warm and full from the milk, his mind fogging into a hazy, submissive state. The restraints kept him completely open and vulnerable, the spreader bar forcing his diapered groin on full display. Every suckle made the crinkling louder as his body responded, hips twitching helplessly.

Thalia’s own arousal built steadily. Her breathing grew heavier, soft moans escaping her lips as she ground her slick pussy against his chest. Milk continued to leak from her free breast, dripping onto his skin. She pinched and rolled her own nipple, smearing the milk across his lips when he switched sides again.

“You’re doing so beautifully, my sweet padded boy,” she whispered, voice trembling with lust. “Drinking Mommy’s milk while locked in your thick diaper. This is what you signed for. This is what you need.”

By the time she finally pulled her breast away, Soren’s lips were swollen and shiny with milk, his gray eyes dazed and glassy. A thin trail of milk ran down his chin onto his smooth chest. His cock ached unbearably inside the crinkling padding, denied for so long that every heartbeat sent painful throbs through it.

Thalia slid off his chest and stood beside the bench, looking down at him with possessive pride. She ran one hand over his full belly, then lower, giving the front of his diaper one final, teasing squeeze.

“You nursed so well for your first time. Such a hungry little baby.”

Her gaze shifted to the side table where a large, realistic strap-on dildo waited, already glistening with a thick coat of lube. The harness was sturdy black leather, the shaft thick and veined, curved perfectly to reach deep inside.

Her strap-on was already glistening beside them.


Chapter 12: Mommy's Milk

Soren lay helplessly cuffed to the padded restraint bench, wrists secured above his head and legs held wide apart by the unyielding metal spreader bar. The thick, freshly diapered padding between his thighs crinkled constantly with every tiny, involuntary twitch of his hips. His smooth, hairless body glistened with a light sheen of sweat and traces of Thalia’s milk. His lips were still swollen and shiny from the first long nursing session, his belly warm and full from the rich, sweet liquid he had greedily suckled. Yet the ache in his denied cock had only grown worse - trapped inside the soft, powdered lining of the heavy diaper, it throbbed painfully, leaking steady pulses of pre-cum that soaked the front panel in a warm, sticky patch.

Thalia stood beside the bench, completely naked now, her flawless olive skin glowing under the clinical lights. Her full, heavy breasts swayed gently, nipples still dark and glistening with residual milk. Between her thighs, her shaved pussy was visibly swollen and slick, lips parted and shining with arousal. She looked down at him with those piercing emerald eyes, a slow, predatory smile curving her lips.

“You drank so well for Mommy, baby,” she purred, voice low and thick with lust. “But you’re still hungry, aren’t you? Look at that desperate little cock twitching inside its thick diaper. Nursing made you even more needy.”

She climbed back onto the bench, this time lowering herself directly onto his diapered crotch. The moment her wet, hot pussy made contact with the crinkly plastic front of the diaper, Soren gasped sharply. Thalia settled her weight fully, straddling him so her slick folds pressed and ground against the bulky padding right over his trapped erection. The thick diaper compressed beneath her, the loud crinkling intensifying as she began to rock slowly.

“Open your mouth again, sweet boy,” she commanded softly. “Mommy has more milk for her desperate little baby.”

Soren obeyed without hesitation this time, lips parting eagerly. Thalia leaned forward, cupping one heavy, milk-swollen breast and guiding the leaking nipple between his lips. The moment he latched on, a warm, forceful stream of sweet milk squirted onto his tongue. He moaned around the firm nipple and began to suckle with deep, rhythmic pulls, the wet nursing sounds filling the room alongside the constant rustle and crinkle of the diaper beneath Thalia’s grinding hips.

“That’s it… good boy,” Thalia sighed in pleasure, her free hand cradling the back of his head as she fed him. “Suckle harder. Drink every drop while Mommy uses your padded crotch.”

She rolled her hips in slow, deliberate circles, pressing her dripping pussy firmly against the front of his diaper. The thick padding squished and crinkled loudly with every movement, the soft inner lining rubbing teasingly against Soren’s aching cock through the plastic barrier. Each grind dragged the heavy diaper material over his sensitive, powdered shaft, the vibrating egg inside him pulsing intermittently in time with her rhythm, grinding mercilessly against his prostate.

Soren’s muffled moans grew louder around her breast. Milk flowed steadily into his mouth, some of it spilling from the corners of his lips and running down his chin onto his smooth chest. He sucked greedily, hollowing his cheeks, desperate for more of the warm, creamy liquid. The dual sensation was overwhelming - nursing like an infant while Thalia humped his thickly padded groin like a woman in heat.

Thalia’s breathing quickened as she rode the bulky diaper harder. Her slick juices smeared across the plastic front, making the crinkling wetter and louder. She angled her hips so her swollen clit dragged directly over the prominent bulge of his trapped cock, the pressure forcing the heavy padding to rub firmly against him with every roll.

“Feel that, baby?” she gasped, voice husky. “Mommy’s wet pussy grinding on your diaper while you nurse. Your big, important cock is just leaking uselessly inside all that padding, getting teased but never allowed to cum. Such a perfect, denied little boy.”

She switched breasts after several long minutes, offering the other swollen nipple. Fresh milk spurted as Soren latched on again, drinking deeply while his hips tried futilely to thrust up against her weight. The spreader bar kept his legs wide, the thick diaper bulging obscenely between them as Thalia continued her slow, relentless grind. The egg buzzed stronger now, sending sharp waves of prostate pleasure through him that mixed with the rhythmic rubbing of the diaper and the sweet taste of her milk.

Soren’s mind fogged deeper into submission. The restraints held him completely open and helpless, the constant crinkling a humiliating soundtrack to his degradation. His cock felt ready to explode - throbbing, leaking, straining desperately against the thick absorbent layers that both stimulated and denied him. Every time he approached the edge, Thalia would slow her grinding or lift slightly, keeping him teetering without release.

Milk continued to flow in warm, generous streams. Soren swallowed greedily, his belly growing even fuller, a soft sloshing sensation joining the warm weight in his abdomen. Some milk dribbled down his neck and chest, mixing with his sweat. Thalia smeared the spilled milk across his smooth skin with her free hand, then brought her fingers to his lips so he could lick them clean while still suckling.

“You’re such a hungry baby,” she moaned, grinding harder now, her own pleasure building visibly. Her pussy was soaked, juices coating the front of his diaper in shiny streaks. “Nursing so eagerly while Mommy humps your crinkly padding. Listen to how loud your diaper is. Every grind makes it announce what a helpless, padded little boy you’ve become.”

Soren whimpered around her nipple, the vibrations from the egg intensifying as she rocked faster. The combination was maddening - the sweet, warm milk flooding his mouth, the relentless prostate massage, the teasing friction of the thick diaper against his cock, and the wet sounds of Thalia’s pussy sliding over the plastic. His balls ached, drawn up tight, his entire body trembling with the need to cum.

Thalia’s moans grew louder and breathier. She pinched her free nipple, sending thin streams of milk spraying across Soren’s face as she rode the diaper with increasing urgency. Her hips rolled in firm, deliberate circles, pressing down hard so the bulky padding molded perfectly around his throbbing erection.

“That’s my good boy… keep suckling. Mommy’s getting so close just from using her baby’s thick diaper.”

She ground down one final time, her clit rubbing firmly against the crinkly bulge, and came with a low, shuddering cry. Her pussy clenched and pulsed, fresh slickness flooding over the front of his diaper as her orgasm washed through her. Soren moaned desperately around her breast, the sensation of her climax vibrating through the padding and pushing him right to the razor’s edge - only for Thalia to lift her hips at the last possible second, denying him once again.

She stayed seated on his thighs for a long moment, catching her breath, breasts heaving. Milk still leaked slowly from both nipples, dripping onto his chest. Soren lay there panting, lips shiny and swollen, gray eyes glassy with desperate, unfulfilled lust. His diaper was now thoroughly marked with her juices, the front panel warm and slick, the crinkling constant.

Thalia finally slid off him, standing beside the bench with a satisfied, predatory smile. She looked down at his restrained, diapered form - cuffed, spread wide, belly full of her milk, cock aching and denied inside the thick padding.

“You nursed so beautifully for Mommy again,” she whispered, voice still husky. “Drank every drop while I used you. Such a perfect, desperate baby.”

Her gaze shifted to the side table where the large, realistic strap-on dildo waited, thick and already glistening with fresh lube, the sturdy black harness ready beside it.

The thick strap-on would be next.


Chapter 13: Strapped Submission

Soren remained cuffed to the padded restraint bench, wrists locked above his head and legs held obscenely wide by the metal spreader bar. His thick diaper crinkled constantly beneath him, the front panel now slick and warm with Thalia’s juices from her grinding orgasm. His smooth, hairless body trembled with unspent need, cock throbbing desperately inside the powdered padding, denied for what felt like hours. Milk still glistened on his swollen lips and chest, his belly full and heavy from the extended breastfeeding.

Thalia stood beside him, naked and flushed with satisfaction. She reached for the large strap-on harness, stepping into it with deliberate grace. The thick, realistic dildo - veined, curved, and nearly eight inches long - bobbed heavily as she tightened the straps around her wide hips. She coated the shaft generously with thick, clear lube until it glistened obscenely under the bright lights, then added more to her fingers.

“Time for your first real fucking, baby,” she murmured, voice low and commanding. “Mommy’s going to peg that greedy little hole while you stay locked in your thick overnight diaper.”

She first untaped the heavy diaper, peeling the front panel down slowly. The cool air hit Soren’s smooth groin, making his leaking cock twitch. Thalia removed the vibrating egg with a wet pop, setting it aside, then lifted his hips and slid an even thicker overnight diaper beneath him. This one was massive - extra absorbent layers in the seat and crotch, taller wings, and reinforced tapes. The loud crinkle as she unfolded it filled the room like a promise of further helplessness.

She powdered his clean skin generously, rubbing the sweet talc into every crease, under his balls, and around his tight hole. Then she brought the front panel up between his spread legs, pressing the bulky padding firmly against his aching cock and balls before taping it securely into place. The overnight diaper was noticeably thicker than the previous one, forcing his thighs even farther apart and creating a prominent, waddling bulge. The plastic backing was louder, the padding heavier, designed to contain everything a helpless baby might produce overnight.

Soren’s breath hitched at the added bulk. The fresh diaper hugged him snugly, the extra thickness lifting his ass slightly off the bench and making every small movement produce loud, emphatic crinkles.

Thalia climbed between his spread legs, the strap-on bobbing menacingly. She pressed the slick, lubed tip against his freshly prepared hole and pushed forward slowly. The thick head stretched him open, sliding in inch by inch until the flared base nestled against his smooth cheeks. Soren groaned deeply, the fullness immediate and overwhelming. The curved shaft pressed directly against his prostate the moment it bottomed out.

“Good boy,” Thalia praised, gripping his cuffed thighs for leverage. “Take all of Mommy’s cock.”

She began to thrust - slow at first, deep and deliberate, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in. Each stroke made the thick overnight diaper crinkle loudly beneath him, the heavy padding compressing and squishing with the rhythm. The extra bulk amplified every sensation, the plastic shell rubbing against his trapped cock while the dildo massaged his prostate relentlessly.

Soren’s moans grew louder and more broken with every thrust. The restraints kept him completely open and helpless, unable to do anything but take the thorough pegging. His cock leaked steadily into the fresh diaper, creating a warm, slick spot inside the thick padding that grew with each deep plunge.

Thalia gradually increased her pace, hips snapping forward harder. The wet, rhythmic sounds of the lubed strap-on plunging into his hole mixed with the constant loud crinkling of the overnight diaper. She leaned over him, her heavy breasts swaying above his face, nipples still leaking faint drops of milk.

“Look at you,” she gasped, voice thick with arousal. “All cuffed and spread, wearing the thickest diaper Mommy could find, getting your hole fucked like the helpless baby you are. Feel how deep I am? That’s Mommy owning every inch of you.”

She angled her thrusts to grind the curved head directly against his prostate with every stroke. Soren cried out, his body jerking against the cuffs as intense pleasure spiked through him. His cock strained desperately inside the bulky overnight padding, the thick layers both cushioning and denying any real friction. The louder the diaper crinkled, the harder Thalia fucked him, clearly deriving intense satisfaction from the humiliating sounds.

Her own pleasure built rapidly. She reached down between them, rubbing her swollen clit while continuing to pound into him with deep, powerful strokes. Her breasts bounced heavily, milk occasionally spraying across his smooth chest as she moved.

“That’s it, baby… take Mommy’s cock. Your thick diaper is making such pretty noises for me. Crinkle louder while I fuck you.”

Soren’s head fell back, incoherent moans spilling from his lips. The combination of the deep pegging, the relentless prostate stimulation, and the heavy, crinkling overnight diaper pushed him right to the edge again and again. Every time he neared orgasm, Thalia would slow her thrusts or grind in slow circles, keeping him denied while she chased her own pleasure.

She fucked him thoroughly for long minutes, varying her rhythm - long, deep strokes followed by short, rapid pistoning that made the diaper crinkle frantically. Sweat glistened on both their bodies. Thalia’s moans grew louder, her fingers working her clit faster as she drove the strap-on into him with increasing urgency.

Finally, she buried the dildo to the hilt and ground hard against him, the base of the strap-on pressing firmly against her clit. Her body tensed, then shuddered violently as a powerful orgasm crashed through her. She cried out, hips jerking erratically, pussy clenching and flooding with fresh slickness that dripped down onto the waistband of his diaper. The contractions of her climax made the strap-on twitch inside Soren, milking his prostate mercilessly.

Soren wailed in frustration, his own cock pulsing and leaking helplessly inside the thick overnight padding, brought right to the brink once more but denied release. The heavy diaper squelched wetly with the movement, the extra absorbency already soaking up his constant pre-cum.

Thalia stayed buried deep inside him as she came down from her orgasm, breathing hard, breasts heaving. She leaned down and kissed his forehead tenderly, then slowly withdrew the glistening strap-on with a wet pop. Soren’s hole fluttered emptily, still stretched and sensitive.

She patted the front of his massively padded crotch, squeezing the thick, crinkly overnight diaper possessively.

“You took Mommy’s cock so well, my sweet padded boy. Look at this heavy overnight diaper - already getting damp from all your leaking. Perfect for keeping my baby safe and contained all night.”

She finally released the cuffs and spreader bar, helping Soren sit up on the bench. The thick overnight diaper forced an immediate, pronounced waddle even while seated, the heavy padding sagging slightly between his legs from the added bulk and absorbed fluids. Every movement produced loud, emphatic crinkles that announced his infantile state to anyone who might hear.

Thalia helped him stand, steadying him as he adjusted to the massive padding. She ran her hands over the swollen seat and bulging front, admiring how thoroughly the overnight diaper encased him.

“Tomorrow the staff would see him waddle.”


Chapter 14: Exposed Crinkle

Soren stood in the private gardens of the executive retreat, the warm afternoon sun filtering through carefully manicured hedges and flowering trellises. He wore nothing but a soft, pale blue onesie and the massively thick overnight diaper Thalia had taped onto him the night before. The onesie snapped securely at the crotch, stretching taut over the enormous bulge of padding between his legs and riding high on his smooth, shaved thighs. The diaper was obscenely bulky - extra thick absorbent layers making the plastic-backed garment sag heavily and force his stance into a permanent, waddling spread. Every tiny shift of his weight produced loud, unmistakable crinkles that seemed to echo across the manicured lawn.

His cock was already half-hard inside the warm, padded confines, trapped and teased by the constant rustle of the plastic and the soft inner lining rubbing against his powdered skin. The vibrating egg had been re-inserted that morning, nestled deep against his prostate, silent for now but a constant heavy reminder of Thalia’s control.

Thalia walked beside him, elegant in a flowing white sundress that hugged her curves and accentuated the swell of her breasts. She carried the small black remote openly in one hand, her emerald eyes sparkling with dark amusement as she watched him waddle awkwardly along the garden path.

“Such a pretty baby,” she cooed softly, one hand resting possessively on the back of his onesie, right above the padded seat. “Look how nicely your thick diaper shows under that little onesie. The staff designed the gardens with large observation windows specifically for moments like this.”

Soren’s face burned with humiliation. The retreat’s main building rose behind the hedges, its floor-to-ceiling glass windows reflecting the sunlight. Several staff members - professional, impeccably dressed women and a few men in tailored uniforms - stood at various windows, observing the gardens with calm, clinical interest. Some held tablets, others simply watched with faint smiles. They could see everything: the way the onesie strained over his massive diaper, the obvious waddle in his step, the way his smooth legs were forced apart by the bulk.

“Thalia… please,” he whispered, voice tight. “They’re watching.”

“Yes, they are,” she replied calmly, thumb hovering over the remote. “And they know exactly what you are now. A regressed executive who signed away his control. Keep walking, baby. Mommy wants them to see how well you waddle in your padding.”

Soren took another unsteady step. The thick diaper crinkled loudly, the heavy seat swaying between his thighs and brushing his smooth inner legs with every movement. The onesie’s snaps pulled tight at the crotch, accentuating the prominent bulge. His cock twitched visibly inside the padding, already leaking from the sheer embarrassment of being displayed like this.

Thalia pressed the button.

The vibrating egg roared to life at maximum intensity.

The sudden, powerful buzz slammed directly into Soren’s prostate like a lightning strike. His knees buckled instantly, a sharp, choked moan tearing from his throat. The egg vibrated with brutal force, relentless and unforgiving, grinding against that swollen gland with every pulse. Pleasure exploded through his core, making his trapped cock surge to full, aching hardness inside the thick diaper. Pre-cum flooded the front panel in heavy spurts, soaking the absorbent core instantly.

“Oh fuck - ” he gasped, stumbling forward. The thick padding compressed with loud, frantic crinkles as he tried to keep his balance, thighs trembling violently. The vibrations were merciless, pulsing in strong, rapid waves that made his hole clench and flutter around the egg. His smooth, shaved balls drew up tight, and his cock throbbed painfully against the wet, crinkling plastic.

Staff members at the windows leaned closer, watching with professional detachment mixed with clear fascination. One woman in a crisp blouse raised an eyebrow and murmured something to her colleague, both of them observing the way Soren’s hips jerked involuntarily. Another man adjusted his glasses, a slight smile playing on his lips as he noted the obvious bulge and the frantic crinkling.

Thalia kept her hand on his lower back, steadying him while guiding him deeper into the garden path. “Walk, baby. Let them see how the vibrations make you twitch. Listen to that loud crinkle - your thick diaper is announcing every desperate movement.”

Soren tried to obey, but the maximum setting made it nearly impossible. Every step became a tortured waddle, the heavy overnight padding squishing wetly now from the flood of pre-cum. The onesie stretched and pulled, the snaps straining as the diaper swelled slightly from the leaking. His face was flushed crimson, sweat beading on his forehead despite the pleasant garden air. Moans and whimpers escaped him uncontrollably, his gray eyes glassy with overwhelming sensation.

The egg never let up. It buzzed at full power, driving brutal pulses straight into his prostate. His cock leaked in rhythmic gushes, the front of the diaper growing visibly damper, the plastic darkening in a large wet spot that spread toward the seat. Each involuntary twitch of his hips made the crinkling louder, more frantic, the sound carrying clearly toward the observation windows.

Thalia walked beside him unhurriedly, her sundress swaying gracefully. She occasionally pressed the remote again to vary the pattern - long, steady vibrations followed by sharp, staccato bursts that made Soren cry out and nearly drop to his knees. Each time he stumbled, the thick diaper crinkled explosively, the heavy seat bouncing between his legs.

“Look at them watching you,” she whispered, voice thick with arousal. “They can see exactly what a helpless, padded little boy you’ve become. Your big, ruthless cock is just leaking uselessly into its overnight diaper while they observe every twitch and crinkle. Does that make you even harder, baby?”

Soren could only whimper in response, his body betraying him completely. The maximum vibrations pushed him relentlessly toward the edge, prostate throbbing, cock pulsing inside the soaked padding. He was dangerously close to cumming from prostate stimulation alone, the thick diaper amplifying every sensation. His hole clenched greedily around the buzzing egg, milking it as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in his belly.

One of the female staff members at a nearby window actually smiled and gave a small nod of approval as Soren passed, her eyes lingering on the obvious wet spot spreading across the front of his diaper. The public exposure, the loud crinkling, the relentless buzzing - it all blended into an overwhelming haze of shame and arousal that made Soren’s mind melt.

Thalia finally guided him to a secluded bench surrounded by tall hedges, but still clearly visible from several windows. She sat down gracefully and pulled him onto her lap, facing outward so the staff could continue to watch. His thickly diapered bottom settled heavily on her thighs with a loud, squelching crinkle, the wet padding compressing between them.

She wrapped one arm around his waist, the other hand slipping under the leg cuff of the onesie to palm the soaked front of his diaper. She rubbed slow, firm circles over the bulging plastic, pressing the vibrating egg even harder against his prostate from the outside.

“Come on, baby,” she murmured hotly against his ear. “Let them see you twitch and leak. Mommy wants a big, desperate show.”

The egg continued at maximum, buzzing furiously. Soren’s hips jerked helplessly on her lap, the thick diaper squishing and crinkling wildly as he humped against her hand. Pre-cum poured out of him in heavy waves, the overnight padding growing heavier and warmer by the second. His moans grew louder, more broken, echoing softly through the gardens as the staff continued their silent observation.

Thalia’s own breathing had grown heavy, her nipples hard and visible through the thin sundress. She kept him right on the agonizing edge, never quite letting him tip over, while the remote-controlled egg and the public exposure pushed him deeper into humiliated surrender.

After long, torturous minutes, she finally decreased the intensity to a low, teasing hum, leaving him panting and trembling on her lap, the front of his diaper thoroughly soaked and the seat slightly sagging from the sheer volume of his leaks.

She kissed the side of his neck softly, then helped him stand on shaky, waddling legs.

The nursery crib had his name on it.


Chapter 15: Crib Time

Soren waddled slowly behind Thalia through the softly lit corridors of the nursery wing, his thick overnight diaper sagging heavily between his thighs after the intense public session in the gardens. The pale blue onesie clung to his smooth, sweat-dampened body, the snaps at the crotch strained tight over the massive, urine-soaked padding. Every step produced loud, rhythmic crinkles that echoed off the pastel walls, announcing his infantile state to anyone who might be listening. His cock, still semi-hard and sensitive from the relentless vibrations and public exposure, rubbed slickly against the warm, wet inner lining with each awkward movement. His legs felt weak, muscles trembling from the prolonged humiliation and denied orgasms.

Thalia walked ahead with her usual graceful poise, the hem of her white sundress brushing her calves. She carried a small tablet in one hand, occasionally glancing at the live feeds from the observation windows they had just left. A satisfied smile played on her full lips.

“You did so well for Mommy out there, baby,” she murmured without turning around. “All those staff members watching you twitch and leak in your thick diaper. Such a brave, exposed little boy.”

They reached a heavy wooden door labeled “Private Nursery Suite - Soren Voss.” Thalia opened it with a soft click, revealing a dimly lit room designed like an oversized infant nursery. Soft moonlight filtered through reinforced windows covered with sheer curtains. The centerpiece was a large, adult-sized crib with high wooden rails, white mesh sides, and a thick, padded mattress covered in soft fleece. A mobile with soft pastel stars hung above it. The walls were painted in gentle blues and creams, and several discreet cameras were mounted high in the corners, their small red lights blinking steadily - monitoring every inch of the space.

Soren’s stomach twisted at the sight. The crib looked simultaneously comforting and terrifyingly final.

Thalia guided him inside and closed the door behind them. “Time for crib time, sweet boy. You’ve had a very long, very humiliating day. Mommy is going to get you cleaned up, changed into a fresh overnight diaper, and locked in safe and sound so the cameras can watch over you while you rest.”

She helped him onto the wide changing table beside the crib, the surface cool against his back as she unsnapped the onesie and peeled it open. The soaked diaper was a mess - front panel dark and swollen from hours of leaking pre-cum, the seat slightly discolored from the earlier garden session. Thalia untaped it slowly, the loud rips echoing in the quiet room. She folded the heavy, wet padding down, exposing his smooth, shaved groin once more. His cock sprang free, still glistening and half-hard, a thin string of pre-cum connecting it to the soaked diaper.

“Such a leaky baby,” she cooed, using warm wipes to thoroughly clean him. Her gloved hands moved with slow, possessive care - wiping every crease, under his balls, around his sensitive hole, and along the length of his cock. She lingered on the latter, stroking him gently with a wipe until he whimpered and twitched, then stopping just as he began to harden fully. Powder followed in generous clouds, the sweet scent filling the air as she rubbed it deeply into his skin, making his groin soft and fragrant once again.

She unfolded a fresh overnight diaper - this one even thicker than the last, with extra swelling capacity and reinforced leak guards. The plastic backing was louder, the padding denser. Thalia lifted his hips easily and slid it beneath him, then brought the front up between his legs, pressing the bulky material firmly against his cock and balls. She taped it securely with four strong tapes, pulling each one tight so the diaper hugged his waist and thighs perfectly. The finished product was massive - protruding prominently, forcing his legs apart in a wide, infantile stance even while lying down. The crinkle was deeper, heavier, more permanent-sounding.

Thalia snapped the onesie back into place over the fresh diaper, the soft fabric stretching taut over the enormous bulge. The crotch snaps clicked shut one by one, locking the thick padding in place and making the onesie ride up slightly on his smooth thighs.

“Perfect,” she whispered, running her hands over the padded front and giving it a gentle pat. The loud crinkle made Soren’s cock twitch inside its new prison. “Now into your crib, baby.”

She helped him down from the table and guided him to the large crib. The side rail lowered with a soft mechanical whir. Soren climbed in on shaky legs, the thick diaper compressing loudly as he settled onto the soft mattress. The padding lifted his ass slightly, making him feel even smaller. Thalia raised the rail again, locking it securely with a heavy click that echoed through the room. She fastened soft padded cuffs around his wrists, attaching them to short chains on either side of the crib so he could move a little but not reach down to touch himself or remove the onesie.

“These cameras are always on,” she explained calmly, gesturing to the blinking red lights. “Night staff will monitor you. If you need a change or if you make a mess, they’ll see it immediately and Mommy will be notified. You’re completely safe… and completely observed.”

Soren lay there exhausted, his body heavy with fatigue from the day’s relentless teasing, public humiliation, and physical exertion. The thick overnight diaper felt like a warm, crinkly cocoon around his groin and ass, the extra padding making every small shift loud and obvious. His cock, still sensitive and denied, nestled softly in the fresh powder, occasionally twitching as residual arousal lingered. The onesie hugged him tightly, the snaps at the crotch a constant reminder that he was locked in.

Thalia leaned over the rail, brushing a strand of dark hair from his forehead. She pressed a soft kiss to his cheek, then to his milk-swollen lips.

“Sleep well, my sweet padded boy. Mommy will check on you in the morning. Dream about how good it feels to let go completely.”

She dimmed the lights until only a soft night-light glowed, casting gentle shadows across the crib. The cameras continued their silent watch, red lights blinking steadily like watchful eyes. Soren’s eyelids grew heavy, the exhaustion pulling him under despite the constant crinkle of his diaper and the awareness of being monitored. His last conscious thought was the deep, humiliating comfort of the thick padding cradling him, the soft onesie holding everything in place, and the knowledge that he was now truly locked away for the night like the baby he had become.

Hours passed in fitful, dream-heavy sleep. The thick diaper remained dry for most of the night, but toward dawn a small, involuntary trickle escaped as he shifted in his sleep, warming the front panel slightly. The cameras captured every moment - the soft squirm, the faint crinkle, the subtle darkening of the padding.

When morning light began to filter through the curtains, Thalia returned, dressed in a fresh silk blouse and pencil skirt, looking impeccable and ready for the day. She lowered the crib rail and gently woke him with soft strokes along his cheek.

“Good morning, baby,” she whispered. “Did you sleep well in your crib? The night staff said you looked so peaceful… and so padded.”

Soren blinked awake, groggy and disoriented, the thick diaper crinkling loudly as he tried to sit up. His wrists were still lightly cuffed, and the onesie felt warm and confining. The slight dampness in the front of his overnight padding reminded him immediately of his helpless state.

Thalia helped him out of the crib and onto the changing table once more, but this time her eyes held a new, darker promise. She unsnapped the onesie and checked the diaper, noting the small wet spot with approval.

“Such a good start to the day,” she murmured. “But today we begin the final overload phase. No more gentle teasing. Mommy is going to push you until your body has no choice but to surrender completely - mess, vibrations, and everything in between - while you stay locked in the heaviest padding possible.”

She began preparing a fresh, even thicker diaper on the table beside him, along with the remote, several clamps, and a fresh vibrating egg already glistening with lube.

The final overload phase began in the morning.


Chapter 16: Full Load

Soren stirred in the oversized crib, the soft morning light filtering through the sheer curtains. His thick overnight diaper was heavy and warm between his thighs, the massive padding sagging noticeably from the slow, involuntary wetting that had occurred during the night. The pale blue onesie clung to his smooth body, the crotch snaps strained tight over the swollen, discolored bulge. A faint, unmistakable scent of used padding rose from the crib as he shifted, the plastic backing crinkling loudly in the quiet nursery.

He had barely registered the discomfort when the crib rail lowered with a soft mechanical whir. Thalia stood there, elegant and composed in a fitted black silk blouse and pencil skirt, her raven hair in its perfect chignon. Her emerald eyes gleamed with dark intent as she looked down at her regressed charge.

“Good morning, my messy little boy,” she murmured, voice smooth as velvet. “The cameras showed Mommy everything. You soaked that thick diaper nicely while you slept. Now it’s time to fill it even more.”

She helped him out of the crib, his legs unsteady from sleep and the heavy, sagging padding forcing an immediate waddle. The overnight diaper squelched wetly with every step, the warm piss shifting inside the saturated core. Thalia guided him straight to the changing table and laid him on his back, unsnapping the onesie with quick, practiced movements. The soaked diaper was peeled open slowly, revealing the full extent of the night’s accident - his smooth, shaved groin glistening with urine, his cock half-hard and sticky, the seat of the diaper heavily stained with a soft, mushy load from an unconscious early-morning mess.

Thalia tsked softly, though her cheeks flushed with visible arousal. “Such a dirty baby already. But we’re going to make it so much worse today.”

She cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes, taking her time to wipe every crease, under his balls, and deep between his smooth cheeks. Once he was fresh and powdered, she slid the thickest diaper yet beneath his lifted hips - an enormous overnight model with extra swelling capacity, reinforced sides, and a loud, glossy plastic shell. Before taping it, however, she reached for the tools of the morning’s overload session.

First came the vibrating egg. She coated it generously with lube and pressed the slick sphere against his tight hole. Soren whimpered as it stretched him open and slid deep, settling firmly against his prostate. Thalia followed it with a fresh, larger inflatable plug to keep everything locked inside until she decided otherwise.

Next were the nipple clamps. She pinched each of his sensitive, hairless nipples until they stood erect, then attached the small, adjustable clamps with rubber-coated tips. The bite was sharp and immediate, sending jolts of stinging pleasure-pain straight to his cock. Thin chains dangled from the clamps, swaying with every breath.

Finally, she taped the massive diaper into place, pulling the tapes extra tight so the thick padding compressed his cock and balls while the heavy seat cradled his plugged ass. The crinkle was deafening as she snapped the onesie back over the enormous bulge.

“Up on your knees, baby. Hands on the rail of the crib.”

Soren obeyed shakily, kneeling on the changing table with his padded bottom pushed out. Thalia fastened his wrists to the crib rail with soft cuffs, keeping him bent forward and exposed. She turned on the vibrating egg at a low, steady setting. The deep buzz hummed directly into his prostate, making his cock surge hard inside the fresh diaper.

Then she began the enema.

The large, clear bag hung from the IV stand, filled with nearly three liters of warm, slightly soapy water. Thalia removed the inflatable plug and attached the thick nozzle to the tubing, sliding it deep into his hole alongside the vibrating egg. She opened the clamp.

The warm flood started immediately.

Soren gasped as the liquid rushed into his bowels, mixing with the constant prostate vibrations. His belly began to swell visibly, rounding out beneath the tight onesie. The nipple clamps tugged with every shallow breath, sharp little spikes of pain that only heightened the growing pressure in his guts.

Thalia kept the flow steady, one hand rubbing slow circles over his expanding abdomen while the other occasionally tugged the chains on his nipple clamps. The egg continued its low, relentless buzz, turning the filling sensation into something torturously pleasurable.

“Feel that, baby?” she whispered, leaning close so her breasts pressed against his back. “All that warm water pumping into your tummy while your little egg vibrates right against your prostate. Your thick diaper is going to be so full by the time we’re done.”

The cramps started as the bag emptied past the halfway mark. Sharp, rolling waves that made Soren moan and clench desperately around the nozzle. His cock leaked steadily into the diaper, the front panel growing damp and warm. Thalia increased the egg’s intensity, switching it to pulsing bursts that made his hole flutter and his trapped erection throb painfully.

By the time the bag was empty, Soren’s belly was noticeably distended, tight and heavy. The nipple clamps bit harder as his breathing grew ragged. Thalia removed the nozzle and quickly replaced it with the inflatable plug, pumping it up until he was completely sealed. The vibrating egg continued its merciless work inside the trapped water.

She left him like that for long, agonizing minutes - kneeling, plugged, clamped, and vibrating - while she circled him slowly, admiring the sight. The thick diaper crinkled with every tremor of his body. Pre-cum soaked the front in a growing wet spot. The pressure in his bowels built relentlessly, cramps coming faster and harder, each one forcing broken whimpers from his lips.

Thalia finally released his wrists and helped him lie back on the changing table, legs lifted high in the stirrups. She turned the egg to maximum.

The buzzing became brutal.

Soren cried out, hips jerking as the powerful vibrations slammed into his swollen prostate through the wall of trapped enema water. The nipple clamps tugged with every spasm, sending fresh sparks of pain-pleasure through his chest. His cock strained desperately against the thick padding, leaking in heavy, uncontrollable spurts.

“Please… Thalia… I need to… I can’t hold it…”

“Not yet,” she said calmly, though her own breathing was heavy and her thighs pressed together with obvious arousal. She reached down and palmed the front of his diaper, rubbing firm circles over his throbbing cock while the egg continued its assault. “Mommy wants you right on the edge. Feel that pressure? That desperate, cramping need? Hold it for me, baby. Hold every drop while I edge that leaky little cock inside its thick diaper.”

She stroked him through the bulky padding - slow, teasing rubs that made the plastic crinkle loudly and the wet spot spread. Every time he approached orgasm, she would stop, tug sharply on the nipple clamp chains, or increase the egg’s intensity until the building mess inside him overwhelmed the pleasure and dragged him back from the brink.

The session stretched on for nearly an hour. Thalia brought him to the edge repeatedly, combining the merciless prostate vibrations, the biting clamps, the unbearable cramping pressure, and the constant, humiliating crinkle of the thick diaper. Soren’s moans turned into desperate sobs, his body slick with sweat, belly tight and round, nipples red and swollen around the clamps.

Finally, when he was shaking uncontrollably and babbling incoherently, Thalia removed the inflatable plug.

The messy release was immediate and catastrophic.

The warm enema erupted into the thick diaper in powerful, explosive waves. Loud, wet squelching and gurgling sounds filled the room as thick, mushy shit mixed with soapy water flooded the seat of the overnight padding. The heavy diaper swelled rapidly, the seat ballooning outward and sagging heavily between his spread thighs. The mess pushed forward, coating his balls and the base of his cock in warm, disgusting sludge while the egg continued vibrating at full power through it all.

Soren wailed in humiliated ecstasy as the overload hit every sense at once - the hot, heavy mess filling his diaper, the relentless buzzing against his prostate, the sharp tug of the nipple clamps, and the thick padding compressing it all into one overwhelming, squishy nightmare.

Thalia watched with hooded, lust-filled eyes, one hand between her own thighs as she drank in the sight of her once-dominant lawyer completely broken and filling his diaper like a helpless infant.

When the final weak spurts finally tapered off, leaving the diaper massively overloaded and sagging, she leaned down and kissed his sweat-damp forehead.

“You did so well, baby. Such a perfect, full load.”

She removed the nipple clamps slowly, rubbing the sore buds gently as blood rushed back in stinging waves. The vibrating egg was left buzzing inside the ruined diaper, keeping him on a low, torturous simmer.

Soren lay there panting, trembling, utterly spent and floating in a haze of shame, arousal, and deep submission. The massively messy, soaked diaper squished and crinkled with every tiny movement, the weight of it pinning him to the table.

In that moment, with his body completely owned and his mind fogged with surrender, something inside him finally cracked open.

He was ready to beg for permanence.


Chapter 17: Clamped Pathetic

Soren knelt in the center of the nursery room, his massively swollen diaper sagging heavily between his spread knees. The overnight padding was thoroughly ruined - saturated with piss, packed with thick, warm mush from the morning’s explosive enema, and still leaking fresh pre-cum from the vibrating egg that continued its low, relentless buzz deep inside him. The plastic shell stretched taut, the seat ballooning outward and forcing his thighs wide apart in a permanent, humiliating waddle even while kneeling. The pale blue onesie had been unsnapped at the crotch, the fabric pulled up to expose the disgusting, overloaded bulge.

His smooth, hairless body glistened with sweat. Nipple clamps bit sharply into his reddened buds, thin silver chains dangling and swaying with every trembling breath. A tight black cock ring had been snapped around the base of his throbbing erection, trapping the blood and keeping him painfully, achingly hard. The ring pressed firmly against the swollen diaper, making his denied cock jut obscenely against the wet, squishy padding.

Thalia circled him slowly, her emerald eyes dark with possessive hunger. She wore a tight black corset that lifted her full breasts and a short skirt that barely covered the tops of her thighs. In one hand she held the remote for the egg, in the other a bottle of lube and a soft, vibrating wand.

“Such a pathetic sight,” she murmured, voice thick with arousal. “Kneeling in your own massive mess, diaper swollen and stinking, nipples clamped, cock ring keeping you desperate. This is what you are now, Soren. My clamped, messy little boy.”

She stopped in front of him and tilted his chin up with two fingers, forcing his glassy gray eyes to meet hers.

“Today you’re going to recite Mommy’s permanent rules while I milk you to the edge. Every time you stumble or hesitate, the egg goes to maximum and I stop touching you. Understand?”

Soren nodded shakily, his voice hoarse. “Yes, Mommy.”

Thalia smiled and knelt beside him. She reached under the heavy, sagging seat of the diaper and pressed the wand firmly against the crinkly plastic right over his prostate from the outside, adding to the egg’s internal vibrations. Then she slipped her other hand through the leg cuff and wrapped her slick fingers around his ringed cock, stroking slowly from base to tip through the warm, mushy mess.

“Begin,” she commanded.

Soren’s breath hitched as her hand began its slow, torturous milking. The combination of the cock ring, the vibrating egg, the wand, and the thick, squelching diaper made every stroke feel devastating.

“I… I belong to Mommy completely,” he gasped, hips twitching involuntarily. The messy diaper squished loudly with the movement. “My body is hers… to use… to diaper… to control.”

Thalia’s fingers tightened, stroking faster. “Good boy. Keep going.”

“My… my cock is not for cumming like a man,” he continued, voice breaking as she twisted her wrist on the upstroke, thumb circling the sensitive head through the slick padding. “It leaks only when Mommy allows… and only into my thick diapers.”

The nipple clamps tugged sharply as his chest heaved. Thalia increased the pressure on the wand, grinding it harder against the swollen seat of the diaper. The egg buzzed louder.

“I will wet and mess my diapers whenever Mommy tells me,” Soren moaned, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes from the overwhelming sensations. “No more toilets. No more control. I am… I am a permanent baby.”

Thalia leaned in, her breath hot against his ear. “Louder, baby. Let the cameras hear how pathetic you sound.”

“I am a permanent baby!” he cried out, hips bucking desperately into her hand. The overloaded diaper made wet, obscene squelching noises as the mess shifted and compressed around his cock. “Mommy decides when I eat, when I sleep, when I cum… if I ever cum again.”

She brought him right to the edge, his cock pulsing wildly in her grip, the head flaring dark and swollen. Just as his balls tightened and his moans turned frantic, Thalia stopped stroking and pulled the wand away. She clicked the remote, sending the egg to maximum for ten brutal seconds. Soren wailed, body jerking as the intense vibrations assaulted his prostate through the heavy mess, pushing him agonizingly close but not over.

When the buzzing dropped back to low, she resumed her slow milking.

“Next rule,” she ordered calmly.

Soren was panting, sweat dripping down his chest, the nipple clamps stinging with every heave. “I… I will wear diapers twenty-four hours a day… thick ones… noisy ones… and I will never ask to be changed until Mommy decides.”

Thalia rewarded him by stroking faster, her fingers sliding slickly through the warm sludge coating his shaft. The cock ring kept him brutally sensitive, every vein standing out as she edged him mercilessly.

“I will nurse from Mommy’s breasts… every day… and thank her for her milk while I crinkle in my padding.”

His voice cracked as she brought him to the brink again. His cock throbbed violently, pre-cum pouring out in thick streams that soaked the already ruined diaper even further. Thalia stopped once more, letting him hang there, whimpering and trembling.

“More,” she demanded.

“I surrender all my adult rights,” Soren sobbed, tears finally spilling down his flushed cheeks. “My money, my name, my body… everything belongs to Mommy now. I am her property… her permanent regressed baby… forever.”

Thalia smiled darkly and resumed stroking, this time faster and firmer. She tugged rhythmically on the nipple clamp chains with her free hand, sending sharp sparks of pain through his chest that blended seamlessly with the pleasure. The vibrating egg and wand worked in perfect sync, driving him higher and higher.

“Say it again,” she whispered. “Tell Mommy what you are.”

“I’m… I’m your clamped, pathetic, messy baby!” he cried, voice raw. “I live in diapers… I leak and mess for you… I have no control anymore!”

The edging continued relentlessly. Thalia brought him to the edge six more times, forcing him to recite every humiliating rule between broken moans and desperate pleas. Each time he neared orgasm she would stop, crank the egg to maximum, and let the overwhelming pressure of the swollen, messy diaper and the biting clamps drag him back from release. His cock was purple and angry, the head glistening with pre-cum, veins pulsing visibly against the tight ring.

By the final round, Soren was a wreck - kneeling in his massively overloaded, squishing diaper, body shaking, tears streaming, voice hoarse from reciting his own surrender.

“I… I want to be Mommy’s forever,” he whispered brokenly as her hand stroked him one last time, slow and torturous. “Please… please keep me like this… I don’t want to be a man anymore… I just want to be your baby…”

Thalia finally pulled her hand away completely, leaving him throbbing and denied, the cock ring still tight, the nipple clamps still biting, the egg still buzzing inside the heavy, disgusting mess.

She cupped his tear-streaked face gently, her thumb brushing his trembling lower lip.

“You’ve been such a good boy reciting your permanent rules while Mommy milked you like a pathetic little toy,” she whispered, voice thick with satisfaction. “Tomorrow you will sign the final adoption papers… while you’re cumming.”

Tomorrow he would sign while cumming.


Chapter 18: Eternal Cradle

Soren knelt willingly in the center of the private signing suite, the same room where he had first surrendered his adulthood weeks ago. The thick, once-white medical diaper he wore was utterly destroyed - massively swollen, sagging heavily between his spread knees, and bulging obscenely outward from the enormous load of warm, mushy mess packed inside. The plastic shell had stretched to its limit, dark stains spreading across the front and seat where fresh piss and pre-cum mixed with the thick sludge from repeated overload sessions. Loud, wet squelches accompanied every tiny shift of his weight, the heavy padding compressing and shifting around his throbbing, ringed cock.

His smooth, hairless body was flushed and trembling. Nipple clamps still bit into his swollen buds, thin chains swaying gently. The tight cock ring kept his erection brutally engorged, the head dark purple and glistening with constant leaks. The vibrating egg remained buried deep inside him, buzzing on a low, teasing setting that kept his prostate swollen and sensitive.

Thalia stood before him like a goddess of maternal ownership, her statuesque form wrapped in a deep emerald silk dress that clung to every curve. In her hands she held the final document - the Permanent Adoption and Regression Agreement. The thick parchment lay open on a low table in front of Soren, the elegant signature line waiting beneath the coldly legal language that would strip away the last remnants of his adult identity forever.

“Today is the day, my sweet baby,” Thalia murmured, her voice soft yet commanding. “You’ve recited the rules. You’ve filled your diapers like the helpless little boy you were always meant to be. Now you will sign while Mommy makes you cum harder than you ever have in your life. Willingly. Eagerly. Like the regressed baby you choose to become.”

Soren’s gray eyes were glassy with desperate need and deep, aching submission. He nodded slowly, his voice hoarse but certain. “Yes, Mommy. I want this. I need this.”

Thalia smiled with visible satisfaction and pride. She placed the pen in his trembling right hand, then moved behind him. She knelt gracefully, pressing her body against his back so her full breasts rested warmly against his shoulders. One hand reached around to grip the front of his ruined diaper, palming the massive, squishy bulge where his cock strained desperately. With the other, she retrieved a powerful, wand-style vibrator and pressed its broad, buzzing head firmly against the crinkly plastic directly over his prostate from the outside.

The combined sensations were immediate and devastating.

The internal egg ramped up to a strong, steady pulse while the external wand sent deep, rumbling vibrations straight through the thick, messy padding. The warm sludge shifted and squelched loudly as Thalia ground the wand in slow, firm circles. Soren moaned brokenly, his hips rocking involuntarily, the overloaded diaper making wet, obscene noises with every movement.

“Sign the first line, baby,” Thalia whispered hotly against his ear. “Your full legal name. While Mommy milks that desperate little cock through your destroyed diaper.”

Soren’s hand shook as he pressed the pen to the paper. “Soren… Elias… Voss…” he gasped, writing in jagged, uneven letters as the dual vibrations assaulted his prostate. The cock ring kept him painfully hard, every vein pulsing. Pre-cum poured out in thick streams, further soaking the already ruined padding.

Thalia praised him softly, her voice dripping with maternal warmth. “Good boy. Such a brave baby. Keep writing while you feel all that warm mess squishing around your leaking cock. This is what you were made for.”

He continued, line by line, reciting and signing each clause as Thalia worked him relentlessly. With every signature, she increased the intensity - pressing the wand harder, grinding it in tighter circles, occasionally tugging on the nipple clamp chains to send sharp sparks of pain-pleasure through his chest.

“I surrender all adult rights and legal autonomy…” he moaned, pen scratching across the page as his hips bucked. The messy diaper squelched wetly, the heavy load shifting and pressing against his balls and the base of his cock.

“Yes, baby. Give it all to Mommy,” Thalia cooed, her own breathing growing heavier. “Feel how full and heavy your diaper is? All that mess you made for me while you edge closer and closer. You’re going to cum so hard while you sign away your name forever.”

Soren’s vision blurred with tears of overwhelming sensation. His cock throbbed violently inside the soaked, sludge-filled padding, the cock ring preventing any softening. The wand and egg worked in perfect, cruel harmony, driving him higher with every passing second.

He signed the next section - relinquishment of financial assets, property, and decision-making power - his handwriting growing more childlike and shaky as pleasure coiled tighter in his belly.

Thalia leaned in closer, her lips brushing his neck. “You’re doing so perfectly, my sweet padded boy. Listen to that crinkle and squish. Your thick, destroyed diaper is announcing to the world what you really are. A helpless, messy, owned little baby. Mommy is so proud of how far you’ve fallen.”

The praise hit him like a drug. Soren whimpered loudly, hips grinding back against the wand as he scrawled his name on the line that transferred permanent guardianship to Thalia. The vibrations intensified. His balls drew up tight against the cock ring, his entire body trembling on the razor’s edge.

“Almost there, baby,” Thalia whispered, voice thick with her own arousal. “Just the final signature. The one that makes it permanent. The one that says you willingly choose to be Mommy’s adopted baby forever. Cum for me while you write it. Let go completely.”

She pressed the wand even harder against the bulging seat of the diaper, grinding it ruthlessly while the egg buzzed at maximum inside him. Her free hand reached around to tug rhythmically on the nipple clamps, then slipped through the leg cuff to squeeze his ringed cock through the warm, mushy mess.

Soren’s moan turned into a broken wail. His hand trembled violently as he pressed the pen to the final line.

“Soren… Elias… Voss… hereby… adopts… permanent… baby… status…” he gasped, the words barely legible as orgasm finally crashed over him.

The release was shattering.

His cock erupted inside the destroyed diaper in powerful, rhythmic jets. Thick ropes of cum flooded the already overloaded padding, mixing with the piss and mess in hot, sticky waves. The dual vibrations milked every spurt from him, prolonging the orgasm into a long, mind-melting sequence of pulsing contractions. His hole clenched greedily around the buzzing egg, his nipples burned from the clamps, and the heavy, squishing diaper compressed around his spurting cock, turning the entire experience into one overwhelming, humiliating flood of sensation.

Thalia held him through it, whispering constant praise against his ear. “That’s it, baby. Cum for Mommy while you sign. Fill your dirty diaper like the perfect little boy you are. All that cum… all that mess… all for me. You’re mine now. Forever.”

Soren’s vision whited out as the orgasm peaked, his body convulsing in helpless waves while his pen finished the final signature in a shaky, childlike scrawl. The moment the last letter was written, Thalia clicked the remote, sending both the egg and wand to their highest settings for one final, devastating push that wrung every last drop from his exhausted cock.

When the orgasm finally ebbed, leaving him panting, trembling, and utterly spent, Thalia gently removed the pen from his limp fingers. She folded the signed document with deliberate care, sealing it in a thick envelope with her own elegant signature as witness and guardian.

She rose gracefully and stood before him, looking down at the broken, kneeling man who had once been a ruthless corporate attorney. His head rested against her thigh, tears of release and surrender streaking his face, his massively destroyed diaper sagging heavily between his knees, leaking slightly at the leg cuffs from the sheer volume of cum, piss, and mess.

Thalia stroked his damp hair tenderly, her emerald eyes soft with possessive love.

“You did it, baby. You signed. You’re mine completely now.”

Soren looked up at her with hazy, adoring eyes, voice barely a whisper.

“Thank you… Mommy.”

There was no going back. He didn’t want to.
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