

Mommy's the Boss Now

Intern's Late Arrival Seals His Diapered Fate Under CEO's Command
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Chapter 1 – Late Again

Alex overslept again.

The alarm had blared at 7:15 sharp, same as it did every morning since he started the internship, but today his hand moved on autopilot and silenced it before his brain even registered the sound. He rolled over, buried his face in the pillow, and let the next nine minutes slip away. Then another nine. Then another. By the time real awareness hit, the clock on his phone screen glowed 8:47 in unforgiving red numbers. Forty-seven minutes past when he was supposed to clock in at Voss Enterprises. Forty-seven minutes past when the other interns would already be at their desks, heads down, trying to look indispensable.

Panic hit like cold water. He threw off the blanket, stumbled over yesterday’s jeans, and yanked open the closet. Everything smelled faintly of damp laundry. He grabbed the least wrinkled button-down—a pale blue one that had once looked professional—and a pair of khakis he hoped no one would notice had a small coffee stain near the pocket. Socks mismatched. Loafers scuffed. No time to iron, no time to shower properly, barely time to brush his teeth while simultaneously trying to comb his hair with wet fingers. Coffee was out of the question. Breakfast too. He shoved his laptop into his backpack, snatched his keys, and bolted out the door.

The subway platform was crowded, the train already pulling away as he reached the stairs. He waited six agonizing minutes for the next one, heart thudding with every passing second. When it finally arrived he squeezed in between a delivery guy balancing three insulated bags and a woman scrolling aggressively on her phone. Every jolt of the train felt personal, accusatory. He kept checking the time. 9:03. 9:07. 9:11. The digital display above the doors mocked him with each station announcement.

By the time he emerged from the underground at the Voss plaza the sky had turned a flat, indifferent gray. The tower rose in front of him—thirty-two stories of obsidian glass and polished steel, modern to the point of looking almost alien. The revolving doors spun slowly, as if daring him to hurry. He swiped his temporary intern badge at the turnstile. It beeped red and flashed “Access Denied.” Of course. The system had already flagged him late.

The security guard behind the marble desk didn’t even pretend to be sympathetic. Broad shoulders, close-cropped hair, expression permanently set to bored.

“Name and department.”

“Alex Carter. Marketing intern.”

The man tapped at his screen, eyes narrowing slightly. A soft sigh. He slid a plain white visitor pass across the counter.

“Elevators to the left. Floor 31. Don’t lose this one.”

Alex clipped the pass to his shirt pocket with trembling fingers and hurried across the lobby. Marble floors echoed under his shoes. A few early executives in tailored suits glanced his way—brief, assessing looks that made his skin prickle. He jabbed the elevator button repeatedly, as if that would make it arrive faster.

The ride up was silent except for the faint hum of machinery and his own uneven breathing. He tried to fix his reflection in the mirrored wall: smooth his hair, straighten his collar, wipe a smudge from his glasses. It didn’t help. He still looked like someone who had rolled out of bed and directly into disaster.

The doors opened on floor 31.

The executive level hit him like a wave of quiet luxury. Pale oak floors, massive abstract canvases in muted blues and grays, low-slung leather furniture that probably cost more than his entire apartment’s rent for a year. Assistants moved with practiced efficiency—soft footsteps, murmured phone conversations, the occasional tap of heels. No one shouted. No one rushed. Everything felt controlled, deliberate, expensive.

He kept his head down and aimed for the intern bullpen at the far end—a cluster of low glass partitions near the copy room. If he could just slide into his chair without anyone noticing—

“Mr. Carter.”

The voice sliced through the ambient hum like a scalpel.

He stopped mid-step.

Elena Voss stood at the mouth of the executive corridor, arms folded across her chest, weight shifted to one hip. Black pencil skirt hugging her thighs, white silk blouse tucked immaculately, sleeves rolled once to reveal the delicate gold watch on her left wrist. Dark hair swept into a low, severe chignon. Red lipstick the exact shade of fresh arterial blood. Black patent stilettos that caught the overhead light and threw it back like knives.

She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t need to.

The entire floor noticed. Conversations trailed off. Keyboards fell silent. Heads turned—not dramatically, just enough to register that the CEO had spoken, and that the person she addressed was him.

Alex felt every drop of blood rush to his face.

“Ms. Voss,” he said, voice cracking on the second syllable. “Good morning.”

“Is it morning?” She tilted her head, studying him with cool detachment. “My watch says it’s nine-fourteen. Your employment agreement says your workday begins at nine. Perhaps you have a different definition of time.”

“I—overslept. The subway—”

“The subway.” One perfectly arched brow lifted. “Curious. Your badge logged entry at nine-twelve. That means you left your residence late enough that even public transit couldn’t compensate.”

He opened his mouth. Nothing intelligent came out.

She took three measured steps toward him. Each click of her heel rang out like a verdict.

“Look at me when I address you, Alex.”

He lifted his gaze. Her eyes were pale gray, almost silver, unblinking and impossibly steady. They pinned him in place.

“You are the third intern this quarter who appears to believe punctuality is negotiable. The first two are no longer employed here. Would you prefer to make it a clean sweep?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Ma’am.” A faint, amused curve touched her lips. “Charming. Follow me.”

She turned without waiting and started down the corridor toward the corner office—the largest one, the one with her name etched in understated steel beside the double doors.

Alex followed. His legs felt wooden. He could sense the ripple of attention following him: assistants pausing mid-stride, VPs glancing over monitors, the other interns exchanging wide-eyed looks behind their partitions. Someone coughed. Someone else whispered something too low to catch. The walk felt endless.

The double doors closed behind them with a soft, expensive thud. Soundproofed. The outside world vanished.

Floor-to-ceiling glass walls on two sides framed the city like an enormous painting—skyscrapers glittering under the flat morning light, the river far below like a strip of molten steel. A single white orchid stood in a black ceramic pot on the ebony desk. A long cream leather sofa stretched along one wall. The air smelled faintly of citrus, expensive leather, and authority.

Elena didn’t sit. She leaned against the front edge of her desk, arms still crossed, and regarded him like a specimen under glass.

“Strip.”

The command landed flat and absolute.

Alex blinked. “Sorry?”

“You heard me.” Her tone remained patient, almost kind—the patience one reserves for a child who keeps making the same mistake. “Shirt. Pants. Tie. Shoes. Socks. Everything except what’s underneath. Fold each item neatly and place it on the chair beside you.”

His throat closed. “Ms. Voss, I don’t—”

“That was not a suggestion.”

Pulse roaring in his ears, he reached for his tie. Fingers clumsy. He loosened the knot, pulled the silk free, folded it in half once, then again, set it on the chair. Shirt next—buttons fought him, slipping through numb fingertips. He shrugged it off his shoulders, folded it with shaking hands. Belt unbuckled. Khakis unzipped. They pooled at his ankles. He stepped out, folded them too. Shoes. Socks. Until he stood in nothing but plain gray boxer-briefs, arms wrapped around his torso, staring at the carpet.

She circled him once, slow and deliberate. He could feel her gaze tracing every inch—shoulders hunched, stomach clenched, the slight tremor in his thighs.

“Hands down.”

He let them fall.

She stopped directly in front of him. Close enough that he caught the faint warmth of her body, the subtle scent of her perfume—something sharp and expensive that made his head swim.

“You’re shaking.”

“I’m… cold.”

A soft laugh escaped her—low, throaty, genuinely amused. “You’re terrified. And aroused. Simultaneously. How predictable.”

She reached out. One crimson fingernail trailed down the center of his chest, over his sternum, past his navel, stopping just above the waistband of his underwear. His breath hitched.

“Look at yourself,” she murmured.

He glanced down. The cotton was stretched taut over his half-erection, the outline unmistakable.

She hooked a finger under the elastic, tugged it forward, peered inside with clinical interest.

“And yet you still believed you could conceal this… inadequacy from me.”

“I didn’t—”

“Don’t lie.” She released the band with a sharp snap that made him flinch. “I’ve observed you since your first day. The way you fidget under scrutiny. The way color floods your cheeks when you’re corrected. The way your eyes drop to my shoes when you think no one notices.”

She stepped away, opened a discreet drawer in the side of her desk, and withdrew a slim black key fob. One press. A quiet mechanical whir. A section of the wall panel slid aside, revealing a narrow closet. Shelves lined with supplies—medical-grade wipes, powder, tapes—and, prominently displayed, neat stacks of thick white adult diapers. Plastic-backed. Heavy-duty. Designed for total containment.

Alex’s knees threatened to give out.

“You’ve been wearing protection to the office,” she stated calmly. “Haven’t you?”

He couldn’t force sound past his throat.

“Answer.”

“…Yes.”

“Louder.”

“Yes.”

She selected the bulkiest one from the top of the stack—easily twice the thickness of anything he’d ever dared buy for himself—and carried it back.

“On your knees.”

He sank without resistance.

She crouched gracefully in front of him, tore the plastic packaging open with a crisp rip. The scent of baby powder and synthetic freshness bloomed between them.

“Legs apart.”

He obeyed. She unfolded the diaper with efficient movements, slid it beneath his hips, lifted him slightly with one hand under his lower back as though he weighed nothing. A cloud of powder. The front pulled up snug between his thighs. Tape after tape fastened with sharp, deliberate sounds—left, right, bottom, top—sealing him in.

When she finished the bulk forced his legs into an awkward spread. The diaper crinkled with every shallow breath. It sagged slightly between his thighs, already warm from body heat.

She stood, brushed her palms together.

“Pants.”

He struggled back into the khakis. The waistband barely closed over the obscene padding. The zipper refused to go past halfway. In the back the diaper peeked above the belt line, white against gray fabric.

She stepped back, appraised him.

“Suitable.”

She returned to her chair, sat with perfect posture, crossed her legs at the knee.

“Now crawl under the desk.”

He stared.

She raised one brow.

He dropped to hands and knees. The carpet was thick, soft. The diaper squished and rustled loudly with each shuffle forward. He ducked beneath the glass overhang, maneuvering until he knelt between her calves, the city skyline sprawling thirty-one stories below like a toy set.

She rolled the chair forward until her knees bracketed his shoulders, trapping him in place.

“Look up at me.”

He tilted his head. Her face hovered above him—serene, composed, faintly smiling.

“You will remain here for the duration of the workday,” she said. “You will not speak unless I invite it. You will not move unless directed. And if you make any sound during my calls that I have not authorized, I will ensure the entire executive floor learns precisely what sort of boy you truly are.”

She reached down, fingers curling under his chin, lifting his face higher.

“Do you understand?”

He nodded once.

“Verbalize.”

“Yes… Mommy.”

The word slipped out before he could stop it—small, broken, instinctive.

Her smile widened, slow and satisfied.

“Good boy.”

She released him, rolled back just far enough to open her laptop, then forward again, sealing him in darkness beneath her desk.

Thirty seconds later the first call connected.

Her voice—cool, professional, utterly in command—flowed above him while the pointed toe of one stiletto slowly, deliberately, pressed against the thick front of his diaper.

Alex closed his eyes.

The day had only just begun.


Chapter 2 – The Door Closes

The double doors sealed with that same soft, final thud. The soundproofing was absolute; the murmur of the executive floor vanished as though someone had hit mute on the world. Inside Elena’s office, the only noises were Alex’s uneven breathing and the faint, distant hum of the city thirty-one stories below.

He remained on his knees where she had left him after the diapering—still shirtless, pants barely zipped over the monstrous bulk between his legs, arms hanging useless at his sides. The thick padding forced his thighs apart in an embarrassing waddle even while kneeling. Every tiny shift made the plastic backing crinkle loudly in the quiet room. He couldn’t ignore it. Neither could she.

Elena walked a slow half-circle around him again. Not rushed. Not theatrical. Just deliberate. The click of her heels measured time like a metronome set to punish. She stopped behind him. He felt the air shift as she bent slightly at the waist.

“Hands behind your back.”

He obeyed instantly, crossing his wrists at the small of his back. The motion pulled his shoulders open, chest forward, made the diaper front press more insistently against his half-hard cock. He hated how quickly his body responded to her voice.

She didn’t touch him yet. Instead she reached past him to the desk, picked up a slim black leather portfolio, and flipped it open. His personnel file. She had it memorized, but she read aloud anyway, letting each word land like a small slap.

“Alexander James Carter. Twenty-three. Recent graduate, marketing concentration. References describe you as ‘eager,’ ‘creative,’ ‘occasionally disorganized.’ No mention of chronic tardiness. Curious omission.”

She closed the folder with a crisp snap and set it aside.

“Stand up.”

He struggled to his feet. The diaper sagged heavily now that gravity had its way; the tapes pulled at his skin. His khakis rode low on his hips, the waistband stretched to its limit, the top inch of white plastic visible above it like a guilty secret.

Elena stepped in front of him again. Close enough that he could see the fine weave of her silk blouse, the subtle rise and fall of her breathing. She was exactly his height in those heels—maybe a fraction taller. It made looking her in the eye feel like staring straight into judgment.

“Explain to me,” she said quietly, “why a grown man who has managed to graduate university, secure an internship at one of the most competitive firms in the city, and survive three full weeks here… cannot arrive on time.”

Alex swallowed. His mouth tasted like panic and toothpaste.

“I set my alarm for seven-fifteen. I just… hit snooze. A few times. Then the train was delayed, and—”

“Stop.”

One word. Sharp enough to cut the excuse in half.

“I did not ask for a timeline of your morning failures. I asked why.”

He stared at the floor between her shoes.

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t know.” She let the silence stretch until it hurt. “Try again.”

His voice came out smaller than he intended. “I guess… I don’t take it seriously enough. The consequences. Not yet.”

She studied him for a long moment. Then, unexpectedly, she reached out and lifted his chin with two fingers. Forced eye contact.

“That ends today.”

She released him and stepped back to the desk. Opened the same discreet drawer as before. This time she withdrew something smaller: a slim black remote no bigger than a car key fob. She pressed a button. A soft mechanical click sounded from somewhere under the desk—a hidden compartment sliding open.

From it she retrieved a second item: a matte-black chastity cage. Small. Sleek. Unforgiving. The kind made from surgical-grade steel with no give, no mercy.

Alex’s stomach dropped.

“You’re already leaking into your new underwear,” she observed calmly, nodding toward the front of his diaper where a small wet spot had begun to darken the plastic. “Clearly your body understands consequence better than your mind does.”

She set the cage on the desk between them like an exhibit.

“But first we address the immediate problem.”

She circled behind him again. This time her hands moved to his wrists—gentle but firm. She guided them forward until his palms rested flat on the glass desktop. The surface was cool against his skin.

“Bend.”

He leaned forward. The position arched his back, pushed his padded bottom out. The diaper crinkled obscenely with the movement.

Elena placed one palm between his shoulder blades—steady pressure that kept him exactly where she wanted him. With her free hand she tugged his khakis down just far enough to bare the top half of the diaper. The tapes gleamed under the office lights.

“You thought this would stay hidden,” she murmured. “That no one would notice the faint outline under your trousers. That you could sit at your little intern desk pretending to be a functioning adult while secretly wearing training pants like a toddler.”

Her fingers traced the waistband of the diaper—slow, almost affectionate.

“You were wrong.”

She hooked two fingers under the leg elastic on the right side and pulled it away from his skin. Cool air kissed the crease of his thigh. Then she let it snap back—sharp sting against sensitive skin. He flinched.

“Count.”

“One,” he whispered.

She repeated the motion on the left side.

“Two.”

Again. Harder.

“Three.”

By the tenth snap his thighs were trembling, the elastic leaving faint pink lines. She didn’t raise her voice once. The discipline stayed quiet, intimate, clinical.

When she finished she smoothed the diaper front flat again, pressing deliberately over his trapped erection until he gasped.

“Straighten up.”

He pushed off the desk on shaky arms. The khakis stayed pooled around his knees; she made no move to let him pull them back up.

She returned to the chastity device. Held it up between thumb and forefinger so he could see every detail—the tight ring, the curved tube, the small integrated lock.

“This,” she said, “is insurance. You clearly cannot be trusted with control of your own orgasms. Or your bladder. Or your punctuality. So Mommy will handle those things for you.”

The word Mommy landed like a velvet hammer. His cock twitched hard inside the padding.

She noticed. Of course she did.

“Remove the diaper.”

His hands shook as he peeled the tapes open—one by one, slow because she watched every motion. The thick padding fell away with a soft thud onto the carpet. Cool air hit his damp skin. His erection stood rigid, flushed, already glistening at the tip.

Elena stepped closer. Close enough that the silk of her blouse brushed his bare chest. She wrapped cool fingers around his shaft—no stroking, just holding. Possessive.

“Look at me.”

He did.

“You do not cum without permission. Ever. You do not touch yourself. Ever. You do not remove this device unless I unlock it. If you attempt any of those things, I will know. And the punishment will make today’s little lesson feel like kindness.”

She released him. Picked up the cage again.

“Kneel.”

He dropped to his knees for the second time that morning.

She worked quickly, efficiently. Cold metal ring slid behind his balls, then around the base of his cock. The tube followed—tight, constricting, forcing him downward into permanent semi-softness. The lock clicked shut with surgical finality.

She tested it with a light tug. He hissed through his teeth.

“Comfortable?” she asked, voice laced with mock sweetness.

“No.”

“Good.”

She retrieved the same mega-thick diaper from earlier—still clean, still waiting. This time she unfolded it on the carpet in front of him.

“Lie back.”

He obeyed. Legs up, knees bent, completely exposed. She powdered him generously—cool clouds drifting across his skin—then slid the diaper underneath. Lifted his hips with terrifying ease. Pulled the front up between his thighs. Taped it shut—tighter than before. The chastity cage pressed cruelly against the padding with every breath.

When she finished she helped him stand again. The bulk was even more obscene now; he had to spread his legs wider just to balance. The khakis refused to cooperate. She let him struggle for a full minute before taking pity.

“Leave them off.”

She gathered his discarded clothes—shirt, tie, socks, shoes—and carried them to the hidden closet. Locked them inside.

“You won’t need those today.”

She guided him toward the massive glass desk. Rolled her executive chair back. Pointed underneath.

“Crawl in.”

The space beneath was generous—room for his shoulders, his padded hips—but only just. He ducked his head, shuffled forward on hands and knees. The diaper dragged audibly against the carpet. When he was fully underneath she rolled the chair forward again, trapping his head between her crossed calves. Her skirt rode up just enough to reveal the smooth black lace of her stockings.

She opened her laptop. The screen’s glow lit her face from below.

“First call in seven minutes,” she said. “You will stay silent. You will stay still. And if that little locked clitty of yours dares to make a mess in your diaper before I give permission…” She trailed off, letting the threat hang.

Her heel nudged the front of his padding—slow, deliberate pressure right over the cage.

“Mommy will know.”

She began typing.

Alex pressed his forehead to the carpet and tried not to whimper.

The workday had barely started.

And he was already hers.


Chapter 3 – The Reveal

The space under Elena’s desk felt smaller with every passing second. Alex’s knees pressed into the thick carpet, the new diaper forcing them wider than felt natural. The chastity cage sat cold and heavy inside the padding, a constant reminder that even his arousal no longer belonged to him. Every breath made the plastic backing rustle faintly against the underside of the glass desktop. He tried to stay perfectly still, but his body betrayed him—small involuntary twitches whenever her heel grazed the front of his diaper.

Above him, Elena worked in serene silence. The soft clicks of her keyboard, the occasional murmur into her headset during a quick internal call, the quiet chime of incoming email notifications. Normal executive sounds. Except now they carried a cruel intimacy because he was trapped beneath them, hidden but not forgotten.

She hadn’t spoken to him since sealing him in place. Not a word. Just the occasional shift of her legs—crossing, uncrossing, one ankle brushing deliberately against his shoulder as though testing whether he would flinch. He didn’t. He couldn’t risk it.

Ten minutes passed. Maybe fifteen. Time blurred under the desk. Then her chair rolled back an inch—just enough for her to lean forward and peer down at him.

Her face appeared in the shadowed gap between her thighs and the desk edge. Silver-gray eyes calm, mouth curved in faint amusement.

“Comfortable down there?”

He nodded once. Barely.

“Use words.”

“Yes… Mommy.”

The title still felt foreign on his tongue—small, humiliating, inevitable. Saying it made his caged cock strain uselessly against the steel.

She studied him a moment longer, then reached down. Her fingers found the top edge of his diaper where it rose above his lowered khakis. She tugged once—sharp, testing the tapes.

“Still dry. For now.”

She released him and rolled forward again, trapping his head once more between her calves. The lace tops of her stockings brushed his ears.

Another call connected. Her voice switched instantly to crisp professionalism—discussing quarterly projections, supply-chain bottlenecks, investor sentiment. She sounded utterly composed, as though nothing unusual occupied the space beneath her desk.

Alex tried to focus on breathing slowly. In through the nose, out through the mouth. Anything to keep his mind from spiraling. But the combination of confinement, the tight cage, the thick padding hugging every sensitive inch—it was too much. Pre-cum had already begun to leak, warm and slick, soaking into the inner lining. He could feel it spreading, slow and shameful.

Elena must have noticed something. Mid-sentence she paused—just a heartbeat—then her foot moved again. This time the pointed toe of her stiletto pressed firmly against the front of his diaper, right over the locked cage. She didn’t grind. She simply held the pressure steady while continuing her conversation.

“…yes, I expect the revised numbers by end of day tomorrow. No exceptions.”

The pressure increased fractionally. Alex bit his lip to keep from whimpering. The steel cage bit back, denying any real relief. His hips jerked once—tiny, helpless—before he forced himself still.

She finished the call. Hung up. Silence returned.

Then her voice, low and private, drifted down to him.

“You’re already making a mess, aren’t you?”

He didn’t answer fast enough.

Her heel dug in harder.

“Answer.”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Mommy. I’m… leaking.”

She made a soft, thoughtful sound.

“Pathetic. But honest. I’ll allow that.”

She rolled her chair back fully this time. The sudden space felt almost disorienting. She uncrossed her legs and spread them slightly—enough for him to see the black lace garters framing smooth thighs.

“Come out.”

He crawled forward on elbows and knees. The diaper dragged audibly. When his head emerged she caught his chin between thumb and forefinger, tilting his face up.

“Look at me.”

His eyes met hers. No escape.

She released his chin and pointed to the floor in front of her chair.

“Kneel properly. Hands behind your back.”

He obeyed. Knees wide, back straight, wrists crossed at the base of his spine. The position thrust his padded crotch forward. The wet spot on the front of the diaper was now clearly visible—darker, spreading.

Elena leaned forward, elbows on her knees, studying the evidence like a scientist examining a specimen.

“You couldn’t even last twenty minutes without dribbling. And this—” she tapped the wet patch once with a crimson nail “—is just the beginning.”

She straightened and opened the side drawer again. This time she withdrew a slim digital caliper—cold steel jaws, precise markings. She set it on the desk beside the chastity key fob.

“Pants down. All the way.”

His hands shook as he pushed the khakis past his knees, then off completely. They pooled around his ankles. He kicked them aside when she raised an expectant brow.

Now only the diaper remained—obscenely thick, white, crinkling with every breath. The front sagged slightly from the weight of his leaking arousal.

She picked up the caliper.

“Hold still.”

She leaned in close. The jaws opened around the thickest part of the padding—right over his trapped cock—and closed gently but firmly. She read the measurement aloud.

“Four-point-eight inches of bulk at the front. Impressive for someone so small underneath.”

She set the tool aside and met his eyes again.

“You realize this is only going to get thicker before the day ends.”

He swallowed hard.

She reached for the tapes—slow, deliberate. One by one she peeled them open. The sound was loud in the quiet office. Left side. Right side. Bottom tapes. Top tapes. The front panel fell away with a soft, wet slap against his thighs.

Cool air hit his skin. The chastity cage glistened with pre-cum, the steel tube shiny and unforgiving. His balls hung heavy below the ring, flushed from confinement.

Elena tilted her head, inspecting him with clinical detachment.

“Look at this sad little thing.” Her voice stayed soft, almost tender. “Locked away where it can’t cause trouble. Leaking like it has somewhere better to be.”

She dipped one finger into the slickness at the tip of the cage, then brought it to his lips.

“Clean.”

He opened his mouth without hesitation. Her finger slid inside—warm, salty, faintly metallic from the steel. He sucked obediently, tongue curling around the digit until she withdrew it with a soft pop.

“Good boy.”

She reached for a pack of wipes from the drawer—unscented, thick, medical-grade. Tore one free and wiped him slowly, thoroughly. Around the cage. Under his balls. Along the crease of his thighs. Every stroke deliberate, teasing. His hips twitched despite himself.

When she finished she discarded the wipe and selected a fresh diaper from the stack. This one looked even thicker—extra absorbent core, reinforced tapes, raised leg cuffs.

“On your back. Legs up.”

He lowered himself to the carpet. The office air felt cold against his exposed skin. She lifted his ankles with one hand—effortless strength—and slid the new diaper underneath. A generous cloud of powder followed. She rubbed it in with slow circles, fingers brushing the cage, the sensitive skin behind his balls, the cleft of his ass.

His breathing grew ragged.

She pulled the front up between his thighs—snug, unyielding. Taped it shut. Three tapes per side this time. Extra tight. When she finished the bulk forced his legs into a permanent spread; he couldn’t bring his knees together even if he tried.

She helped him sit up, then stand. The new diaper sagged heavily between his legs, already warm from body heat. Without pants the white plastic dominated his lower half—ridiculous, infantile, obscene.

Elena circled him once more.

“Turn.”

He pivoted slowly. The diaper crinkled with every step.

“Again.”

He obeyed.

She stopped in front of him. Lifted his chin.

“Now,” she said quietly, “you understand why big boys who can’t keep time don’t get to wear big boy pants.”

He nodded.

“Say it.”

“Because… I’m not a big boy.”

“Louder.”

“Because I’m not a big boy, Mommy.”

Her smile was small, satisfied, dangerous.

“Correct.”

She guided him back toward the desk.

“Under again. We still have a full day ahead.”

He crawled back into position—slower this time, the thicker padding making every movement awkward and loud. She rolled her chair forward, resealing him in darkness.

Her heel returned to its place against the front of his diaper—firmer now, more possessive.

“And Alex?”

He froze.

“If I feel one more unauthorized twitch down there…” She let the sentence trail.

He knew better than to answer.

She began typing again.

The next call would connect in four minutes.

And the laxative latte was still waiting in her morning routine.


Chapter 4 – Taped Under the Desk

The new diaper felt heavier already, even though it was still clean. The extra-absorbent core and reinforced leg cuffs made every movement announce itself with a loud, unmistakable crinkle. Alex knelt just outside the shadowed space beneath Elena’s desk, hands still clasped behind his back, thighs forced apart by the bulk. Without pants the white plastic dominated his lower body like a glaring billboard. The chastity cage pressed relentlessly against the inner padding, a dull ache that refused to fade.

Elena remained seated, legs crossed at the knee, one stiletto dangling lazily from her toes. She regarded him with the same calm appraisal she might give a quarterly report that needed minor corrections.

“Under the desk,” she repeated. No edge to her voice. No hurry. Just expectation.

He hesitated for half a second—long enough for her brow to lift fractionally.

She uncrossed her legs and pointed one crimson-tipped finger at the carpet between her feet.

“Now.”

Alex dropped to hands and knees. The diaper dragged audibly across the thick wool pile. Each shuffle forward made the padding bunch and shift, forcing small involuntary grunts from his throat. He ducked his head under the glass overhang, shoulders brushing the underside of the desk. The space was generous by normal standards—room for a small filing cabinet or a footrest—but the obscene thickness between his legs turned it into a claustrophobic cage.

He maneuvered until he knelt facing her chair, knees wide, padded crotch inches from the base of her seat. The city skyline stretched behind her in panoramic glass, indifferent to the scene unfolding thirty-one floors up.

Elena rolled forward slowly. Her calves bracketed his shoulders again, stocking-clad skin warm against his bare arms. She spread her knees just enough to trap his head completely—close enough that he could smell the faint citrus of her perfume mixed with the warmer, intimate scent beneath her skirt.

She reached down with both hands. One cupped the back of his neck, thumb stroking once along his hairline in a gesture that felt almost affectionate. The other found the front of his diaper and pressed flat against it—firm, possessive pressure directly over the locked cage.

“Feel that?”

He nodded, throat tight.

“Words.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She increased the pressure until the steel bit into sensitive flesh. A small, involuntary whimper escaped him.

“That is where you belong for the rest of the day. Hidden. Contained. Quiet. If I feel one more twitch without permission, I will add another layer before lunch. Understood?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She released the front of the diaper but kept her hand resting there—light now, a constant reminder.

“Arms up.”

He lifted them. She guided his wrists to the underside of the desk where two discreet leather cuffs waited, bolted into the frame. Soft suede lining, steel buckles. She fastened one around each wrist, then clipped them to short chains anchored above. Not tight enough to cut circulation, but firm enough that he couldn’t pull his hands down more than a few inches. His shoulders opened, chest forward, back slightly arched. The position thrust his padded hips forward into her waiting foot.

She settled back in her chair, crossed her ankles, and let the sole of one stiletto rest squarely against the swollen front of his diaper.

“Perfect.”

She opened her laptop. The screen’s blue glow lit her face from below, sharpening the elegant lines of her cheekbones.

The first external call of the morning connected thirty seconds later.

Her voice shifted seamlessly into boardroom mode—cool, measured, commanding.

“Good morning, gentlemen. Let’s begin with the Asia-Pacific pipeline update.”

While she spoke, her heel began a slow, deliberate circle against the padding. Not grinding. Not frantic. Just enough friction to keep the steel cage shifting inside its warm prison. Alex bit the inside of his cheek to stay silent. His breathing grew shallow, ragged.

She muted herself briefly during a slide transition.

“Eyes on me.”

He tilted his head up as far as the cuffs allowed. Her gaze met his—steady, unblinking.

“If you make a sound during this call, I stop the meeting, pull you out, and march you—diapered and leaking—straight to the executive break room for everyone to see. Nod if you understand.”

He nodded frantically.

She unmuted.

“Continue, David. I’m listening.”

The heel resumed its lazy circles.

Minutes stretched. The conversation moved from revenue forecasts to competitive positioning. Elena asked pointed questions, offered concise directives. All while her foot kept up its relentless teasing. The diaper grew warmer, damper. Pre-cum soaked steadily into the lining; he could feel the slickness spreading.

Halfway through the call she reached for her coffee mug—black, no sugar, still steaming from the assistant’s earlier delivery. She took a slow sip, eyes never leaving the screen.

Then, casually, she set the mug down and slid her free hand under the desk.

Fingers found the top tape of his diaper. She tugged it open—just the one—enough to slip two fingers inside the waistband. Cool air kissed the skin above his pubic bone. Her fingertips brushed the steel ring of the cage, then traced upward along his lower abdomen in feather-light strokes.

He tensed. Muscles locked. A tiny, choked sound threatened to escape.

She pinched the skin just above the chastity ring—sharp warning.

He swallowed it back.

She continued the call without missing a beat.

“…and if we reallocate the Q3 marketing budget toward influencer partnerships in Southeast Asia, we can expect a fifteen percent lift in brand awareness by year-end. Thoughts?”

While the other participants responded, her fingers dipped lower. Found the base of the cage. Gripped it through the padding and gave one slow, deliberate tug.

Alex’s hips jerked forward involuntarily. The chains on his wrists rattled softly.

Elena muted again.

“Naughty.”

She withdrew her hand, re-fastened the single tape, then reached for something on her desk—a slim black marker, the kind used for whiteboards.

She uncapped it with her teeth, leaned down, and wrote a single word across the front of his diaper in bold capital letters:

PROPERTY

The ink bled slightly into the plastic, permanent enough to last the day.

She recapped the marker, set it aside, and returned her heel to its place—harder this time.

The call ended ten minutes later. She closed the laptop with a soft click.

Silence returned.

She rolled her chair back just enough to look down at him fully.

“Open.”

He parted his lips. She slipped two fingers inside—still faintly coffee-scented—and let him suck them clean while she studied his face.

“You’re already sweating,” she observed. “And leaking. And trembling. All before ten o’clock.”

She withdrew her fingers, wiped them on his cheek.

“Mommy’s going to make your morning very educational.”

She reached for the intercom on her desk.

“Claire, bring my eleven o’clock latte. The special blend.”

A soft voice replied through the speaker.

“Right away, Ms. Voss.”

Elena smiled down at him—slow, satisfied, predatory.

“And when it arrives,” she continued, voice dropping to a whisper meant only for him, “you’re going to drink every drop. While I watch. While you stay taped and chained and dripping under my desk.”

She pressed her foot harder against the word PROPERTY.

“Because from this moment forward, every accident, every leak, every desperate little whimper… belongs to me.”

Alex closed his eyes.

The diaper crinkled with his next shaky breath.

And somewhere in the outer office, the sound of approaching heels grew louder.


Chapter 5 – The Creamy Latte

The approaching heels stopped just outside the double doors. A soft knock—two precise taps—then the handle turned.

Claire entered carrying a tall porcelain mug on a small black tray. Steam curled from the surface, carrying the rich, dark scent of espresso blended with steamed milk and something faintly sweeter underneath. She was young, mid-twenties, immaculately dressed in a charcoal sheath dress and low pumps. Her expression remained perfectly neutral as she crossed the office, though her eyes flicked once—very briefly—toward the space beneath the desk before returning to Elena.

“Your eleven o’clock latte, Ms. Voss. Extra hot, as requested.”

“Thank you, Claire.” Elena accepted the mug without looking up from her screen at first. “Set it here, please.”

Claire placed the tray on the edge of the desk, exactly where indicated. She lingered for half a second—long enough to notice the faint crinkle that came from under the glass whenever Alex shifted his weight—then turned to leave.

“Claire?”

She paused at the door.

“Hold my calls for the next fifteen minutes. And close the doors behind you.”

“Of course, Ms. Voss.”

The doors sealed again. Silence returned, thicker now.

Elena rolled her chair back a few inches. Alex’s head remained framed between her calves, wrists still cuffed high under the desk, shoulders straining slightly from the position. The word PROPERTY stared up at her in bold black marker across the front of his diaper, already slightly smudged from the pressure of her earlier teasing.

She lifted the mug to her lips, took a slow, appreciative sip, then set it back on the tray.

“Smell that?”

Alex inhaled. Coffee. Warm milk. And beneath it—something chemical, faintly medicinal, almost like dissolved chalk.

She reached down and cupped his chin, tilting his face upward.

“That is your breakfast. Special blend. Creamy. Thick. And very, very effective.”

She released him, picked up the mug again, and swiveled her chair so she faced him more directly. Legs spread just enough to give her room to work.

“Open.”

He parted his lips. She brought the rim of the mug to them—careful, controlled—and tipped it slowly.

The first sip hit his tongue like velvet heat: rich espresso undercut by sweet steamed milk, but there was an aftertaste—gritty, slightly bitter, unmistakably artificial. He swallowed reflexively. She kept tilting until half the mug was gone, then pulled back.

“Good boy. Breathe through your nose. We’re not rushing.”

She waited thirty seconds, letting him feel the warmth settle in his stomach. Then she tipped the mug again.

Another long swallow. The liquid coated his throat, thick and cloying. He could taste the powder now—something lactose-based, heavy, designed to dissolve slowly and work relentlessly.

By the time the mug was three-quarters empty his belly already felt oddly full—bloated in a way that had nothing to do with volume yet. She fed him the last of it in small, measured sips, wiping a stray drop from his lower lip with her thumb and pressing it back into his mouth.

“Every. Drop.”

He swallowed the final mouthful. The mug clinked softly as she set it aside.

Elena leaned forward, elbows on her knees, studying his face.

“How does it feel?”

“Warm,” he whispered. “Heavy.”

She smiled—small, knowing.

“That’s just the beginning.”

She reached under the desk again, this time finding the front of his diaper. Her palm pressed flat against the PROPERTY lettering, fingers splaying wide. She rubbed in slow circles—enough friction to make the steel cage shift inside its padding prison.

“You’re going to sit here and let it work,” she said quietly. “No clenching. No fighting. When your tummy starts talking, you let it talk. And when it decides it’s time to fill that nice thick diaper Mommy taped you into… you thank me.”

His breathing hitched.

She increased the pressure of her hand until he whimpered.

“Say it.”

“Thank you… Mommy.”

“For what?”

“For… for feeding me. For taping me. For… keeping me.”

Her thumb traced the outline of the chastity cage through the padding—slow, deliberate.

“Correct.”

She rolled her chair forward again, resealing his head between her thighs. One hand stayed on the diaper front, kneading gently now—almost soothing—while the other returned to her keyboard.

The first internal email pinged. She began typing.

Minutes passed.

At first nothing. Just the warmth spreading lower, settling deep in his gut like a slow tide. Then—a faint gurgle. Low. Embarrassing. Amplified by the thick padding and the enclosed space.

Elena didn’t react outwardly. Her fingers kept moving across the keys. But her palm pressed a fraction harder against his abdomen through the diaper, right where the sound had come from.

Another gurgle—louder this time. Wet. Rolling.

His stomach clenched instinctively.

She felt it.

“No,” she said softly. “None of that.”

Her hand slid lower, cupping the swollen front fully now. She squeezed once—firm enough to make the cage bite.

“Let it happen.”

He exhaled shakily. Tried to relax. Failed.

The next cramp hit harder—sharp, insistent. His hips jerked forward against her hand. The chains on his wrists clinked.

Elena muted her microphone—she was on another call now, voice calm and professional—and leaned down.

“Eyes on me.”

He looked up. Her face hovered close—composed, expectant.

“You’re bloating already. I can feel it. Your little tummy is filling up with all that hot, creamy sludge. Isn’t it?”

He nodded, cheeks burning.

“Words.”

“Yes, Mommy. It’s… filling me.”

She smiled.

“Good. Keep going.”

She unmuted and continued the call.

“…yes, the revised deck is attached. I expect feedback by close of business.”

While the other party responded, her hand resumed its slow kneading—circular motions over his lower belly, pressing just hard enough to encourage the churning inside. Each press coaxed another wet gurgle from his guts. The sounds grew louder, more frequent—sloshing, bubbling, unmistakable.

His face flushed deeper. Sweat beaded at his temples.

She noticed.

“Shhh,” she whispered during the next mute. “Mommy’s working. You’re going to be quiet while your diaper gets ready for its first big gift.”

Another cramp—deeper this time. He bit his lip hard enough to taste copper.

Her heel returned—pointed toe pressing directly against the cage now, rocking gently in time with the cramps.

The combination was unbearable: the building pressure inside, the relentless teasing outside, the absolute helplessness of being taped, chained, and fed under her desk like an infant in training.

A soft, wet sound escaped—not quite a fart, not yet a mess, but the unmistakable prelude. The diaper crinkled as his body tried to push.

Elena’s hand stilled.

She leaned down again.

“Almost there.”

She cranked her chair forward until her thighs framed his face completely. The hem of her skirt brushed his forehead.

“Breathe deep,” she murmured. “Smell Mommy while you fill.”

He inhaled—citrus, warm skin, faint arousal. His stomach answered with a long, rolling gurgle that ended in a wet squelch.

The first hot rush came—sudden, unstoppable. Thick, liquid heat flooded the seat of the diaper, spreading fast across his skin. The padding swelled instantly, sagging heavily between his thighs. Another wave followed—louder, messier—squelching audibly against the plastic backing.

He whimpered—small, broken.

Elena’s hand returned to the front of his diaper, pressing the PROPERTY lettering into the fresh warmth.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Give Mommy everything.”

The call continued above him—her voice never wavered.

“…excellent. Schedule the follow-up for Thursday.”

She muted once more.

“Look at me.”

He did—eyes glassy, cheeks scarlet.

She smiled—slow, satisfied.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you… Mommy… for the latte.”

“For what?”

“For making me… fill my diaper.”

Her thumb stroked the swollen, sagging front.

“Good boy.”

She unmuted.

“Gentlemen, I think we’re done here. I’ll send the action items shortly.”

The call ended.

She rolled her chair back fully.

Alex remained under the desk—diaper heavy, warm, ruined—wrists still cuffed, body trembling.

Elena stood.

She crouched in front of him, lifted his chin.

“First accident of the day,” she said softly. “And we still have six hours left.”

She reached for the drawer again.

This time she pulled out a small remote—sleek, black, three buttons.

She pressed the first one.

Inside the diaper, something hummed to life—low, steady vibration right against the base of the chastity cage.

Alex gasped.

She pressed the second button.

The vibration climbed—stronger, pulsing.

His hips jerked.

She held the remote up so he could see it.

“Remote control,” she explained calmly. “For when Mommy wants to play during meetings. Or when she wants to remind you who owns that locked little clitty.”

She pressed the third button—highest setting.

The vibration turned punishing—intense, relentless, buzzing directly against the steel.

His body arched against the cuffs. A second, smaller wave of mess pushed out—hot, thick, adding to the already sagging weight.

Elena watched, expression serene.

Then she turned it off.

Silence. Only his ragged breathing and the faint squish of the ruined diaper.

She stood, smoothed her skirt.

“Stay right there,” she said. “Mommy has a lunch meeting in thirty minutes. You’re going to keep that messy bottom parked under my desk until then.”

She walked to the window—city sprawling below—then turned back.

“And when I get back… we’re going to change you. Thicker. Tighter. And maybe add a little something extra to keep you company.”

She smiled.

“Enjoy the rest of your morning, baby.”

She left him there—vibrating echoes still tingling through his caged cock, diaper sagging with its first full load, wrists chained, body owned.

The office door closed behind her.


Chapter 6 – Bloating Begins

The office door clicked shut behind Elena, leaving only the low hum of the HVAC and the occasional distant chime of an arriving elevator on other floors. Alex remained exactly where she had positioned him: wrists cuffed high under the desk, knees spread wide on the carpet, head bowed between the space where her thighs had been moments earlier. The diaper sagged heavily now—warm, sticky, clinging to every fold of skin. The fresh mess spread across the seat and crept forward, mixing with the earlier pre-cum until the entire inner lining felt slick and sodden.

The vibration had stopped, but the echo of it lingered in his caged cock like phantom pulses. Every tiny shift of his hips made the ruined padding squish audibly—soft, wet, obscene. He tried to stay perfectly still, but his body refused. Muscles trembled from the strain of the position; stomach muscles clenched reflexively around the lingering heat of the laxative latte.

Minutes passed. Five. Ten. The bloating started subtly—a slow, insidious pressure building deep in his lower abdomen, like a balloon being inflated from the inside. At first it was just fullness. Then discomfort. Then a dull, rolling ache that made him press his forehead harder against the carpet.

Another gurgle—louder than before, wet and rolling. The sound echoed in the enclosed space under the desk. He winced. The diaper answered with a faint squelch as more mush shifted inside.

He clenched everything—ass, thighs, stomach—desperate to hold back the next wave. It only made the pressure worse. A sharp cramp stabbed through his gut; his hips jerked forward involuntarily. The chains rattled softly against the desk frame.

No one was there to hear it. Yet the sound felt deafening to him.

The intercom on Elena’s desk buzzed once—soft, polite. Claire’s voice came through the speaker.

“Ms. Voss, your twelve-thirty is waiting in the small conference room. Shall I tell them you’ll be a few minutes late?”

Silence. Then Elena’s voice—calm, unruffled—filtered through the speaker from wherever she had gone.

“Tell them five minutes. I’m finishing something urgent.”

The line clicked off.

Alex exhaled shakily. Five minutes. She would be back soon. He could survive five minutes.

His stomach disagreed.

Another long, wet gurgle rolled through him—deeper this time, more insistent. The pressure built to a peak; he felt the inevitable push begin at the base of his spine. He whimpered—small, helpless—and tried to rock forward onto his toes to relieve it. The movement only made the diaper sag lower, the mess spreading further up his crack and down the backs of his thighs.

Hot sludge seeped out in a slow, thick wave. Not explosive like the first accident, but steady—relentless. The padding swelled again, forcing his legs even wider. The leg cuffs strained but held. Warmth crept up toward his balls, pressing the chastity cage deeper into the sodden core.

He bit his lip until it bled.

The office door opened.

Elena’s heels crossed the carpet—slow, measured. She didn’t speak at first. Simply walked to the desk, set her tablet down, and rolled the chair back.

Alex kept his head lowered. Shame burned through him hotter than the mess in his diaper.

She crouched in front of the opening, elbows on her knees, studying him.

The smell hit her immediately—thick, unmistakable, infantile. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t wrinkle her nose. She simply inhaled once, deeply, then let out a soft, satisfied hum.

“Look at me.”

He lifted his head. Tears stood in the corners of his eyes; cheeks flushed scarlet.

She reached in and cupped his face with one hand—gentle, almost tender.

“You’re bloating beautifully,” she murmured. “I can hear it from here. All that creamy sludge working its way through you. Making such a mess for Mommy.”

Another cramp hit. His body arched; a fresh spurt pushed out with a loud squelch. The diaper sagged visibly lower.

Elena’s thumb brushed a tear from his cheek.

“Let it out,” she said quietly. “No holding. Mommy wants to feel how full you are.”

She slid her free hand under the desk and pressed her palm against the swollen, sagging front of his diaper—right over the faded PROPERTY lettering. She kneaded slowly, fingers sinking into the warm, mushy bulk. Each press forced more mess to shift, squishing loudly against his skin.

He whimpered again—longer this time.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Give me another one.”

She pressed harder. His stomach answered with a violent churn. A thick, hot flood followed—louder, wetter—spreading across the already soaked padding until it felt like he was sitting in warm pudding. The diaper ballooned outward; tapes strained audibly.

Elena kept her hand there, feeling every ripple, every push.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Fill it up for me. Make it nice and heavy.”

When the wave finally subsided she withdrew her hand—fingers glistening slightly—and wiped them casually on his bare thigh.

She stood.

“Stay exactly like that.”

She walked to the hidden closet, selected a fresh mega-pack diaper—thicker than the last—and carried it back. Also a small travel pack of wipes, a bottle of baby oil, and—most ominously—a slim vibrating plug, black silicone, flared base, remote already attached.

She set everything on the desk within his line of sight.

“You’ve done so well,” she said, returning to crouch in front of him again. “But we can’t have you leaking through to the carpet. Not yet.”

She unbuckled the cuffs from his wrists. His arms dropped heavily; shoulders screamed in relief and protest at once.

“Out.”

He crawled forward on shaking limbs. The diaper dragged behind him—sagging, squishing, leaving a faint damp trail on the carpet. When he was fully out she pointed to the center of the rug.

“On your back. Knees to chest.”

He obeyed. Legs up, knees bent, ass presented. The ruined diaper sagged between his thighs like an overfilled water balloon.

Elena knelt beside him—stockings whispering against the carpet—and tore the tapes open one by one. The front panel fell away with a wet slap. The smell bloomed fully now—thick, earthy, inescapable.

She didn’t comment. Simply lifted his ankles higher with one hand and used the other to peel the sodden padding free. It landed in a heavy heap beside them.

Cool air hit his messy skin. He shivered.

She tore open the wipe pack and cleaned him methodically—slow strokes from front to back, between every crease, around the chastity cage, inside the cleft. Each pass made him twitch; the steel cage glistened with residual slickness.

When he was clean she poured a generous stream of baby oil into her palm, warmed it between her hands, and massaged it in—slow circles over his lower belly, down his thighs, between his cheeks. Her fingers lingered at his hole—teasing the rim without penetrating.

His cock strained uselessly inside the cage.

She picked up the vibrating plug.

“Relax.”

She coated it liberally with more oil, then pressed the tip against him. Slow, steady pressure. He gasped as it breached—thick enough to stretch, not enough to tear. She worked it in inch by inch until the flared base nestled flush against his skin.

She pressed the remote once.

Low hum. Deep inside. Right against his prostate.

His hips bucked.

She turned it off again.

“Insurance,” she explained calmly. “So the next dose hits even harder.”

She unfolded the fresh diaper—thicker still, with extra padding in the seat—and slid it under him. Lifted his hips. Powdered generously. Pulled the front up snug—tighter than before. Taped it shut with six tapes total: two extra on each side for reinforcement.

When she finished the bulk was obscene—legs forced into permanent spread, crotch swollen outward like he’d been stuffed.

She helped him sit up, then stand. The new diaper crinkled loudly with every movement. The plug shifted inside with each step—subtle pressure that made his knees weak.

Elena circled him once, appraising.

“Much better.”

She guided him back under the desk—cuffs re-fastened, head between her calves again as she sat.

Her heel returned to the front of the fresh padding—pressing directly over the cage and the base of the plug.

She opened her laptop.

“Lunch meeting in ten minutes,” she said. “You’re staying right here. And if that tummy starts talking again…”

She pressed the remote in her pocket.

The plug buzzed once—short, sharp.

“…Mommy will help it along.”

She began typing.

Alex closed his eyes.

The bloating was already returning—slower this time, deeper, more insistent.

And the plug hummed faintly in promise.


Chapter 7 – Remote Activation

The lunch meeting ran long.

Elena had left him under the desk again—freshly changed, freshly plugged, freshly bloated—and disappeared down the corridor toward the executive boardroom. The double doors stayed closed. No sound leaked through except the occasional muffled voice from the other side of the glass wall, too distant to make out words.

Alex stayed exactly as positioned: wrists cuffed high, knees spread on the carpet, the new mega-thick diaper forcing his thighs apart in a permanent waddle even while kneeling. The vibrating plug sat deep inside—silent for now, but heavy, insistent, pressing against his prostate with every shallow breath. The chastity cage throbbed uselessly beneath layers of padding. His stomach still churned from the earlier dose; smaller, slower cramps rolled through him every few minutes, each one coaxing a tiny, wet squish from the seat of the diaper.

He tried counting breaths to stay calm. In for four, hold for four, out for six. It helped a little. Until the first real aftershock hit—a deep, rolling gurgle that made his entire lower abdomen tighten. He clenched instinctively. The plug shifted with the motion, nudging his prostate just enough to send a jolt straight to the base of his trapped cock.

A bead of pre-cum welled up inside the steel tube. He felt it slide down, warm and slick, soaking into the already damp inner lining.

The office remained empty. No footsteps. No voices. Just him, the hum of the air conditioning, and the slow-building pressure in his guts.

Twenty-five minutes later the boardroom doors finally opened.

Elena’s heels announced her return first—crisp, unhurried. She entered alone, tablet tucked under one arm, expression calm as though she had just finished discussing quarterly earnings instead of leaving an intern taped and plugged under her desk for the better part of an hour.

She set the tablet down, rolled her chair back, and looked at him.

His face was flushed; sweat dampened his hairline. The diaper had sagged noticeably heavier during her absence—another small, involuntary release while she was gone. The smell lingered faintly in the enclosed space.

She crouched in front of him.

“You’ve been busy,” she observed quietly.

He couldn’t meet her eyes.

“Look at Mommy.”

He lifted his head. Tears of frustration stood in the corners again.

She reached in and pressed her palm flat against the swollen front of his diaper—feeling the warmth, the weight, the faint squish beneath her fingers.

“Still leaking. Still filling. Such a productive little boy.”

She straightened, sat, crossed her legs, and opened her laptop.

The afternoon schedule appeared on screen: back-to-back video conferences. First one starting in seven minutes.

She glanced down at him once more.

“Time to play.”

From her pocket she withdrew the small black remote—the one paired to the vibrating cock ring locked around the base of his caged shaft, hidden beneath the thick padding.

She pressed the lowest button.

A gentle buzz started—soft, steady, barely more than a tickle. It hummed directly against the steel ring, sending low-frequency waves up through his trapped cock and into his balls. The sensation was maddening: enough to keep him hard inside the cage, nowhere near enough to satisfy.

Alex’s hips twitched once—tiny, helpless.

Elena muted her microphone before the call connected.

“Eyes up.”

He obeyed.

“Every time you make a sound during this meeting—any sound—I increase the setting. Nod if you understand.”

He nodded.

She unmuted.

The call began.

“Good afternoon, team. Let’s jump straight into the creative brief for Q3 campaign rollout.”

Her voice flowed smooth and professional above him while the vibration continued its low, relentless tease. The plug in his ass stayed silent, but the combination of the two intrusions—deep pressure inside, buzzing at the root outside—made every cramp feel amplified. His stomach gurgled again—loud enough that he was sure the microphone would pick it up.

Elena’s foot moved—heel pressing firmly against the PROPERTY lettering, grinding the swollen padding inward.

The vibration climbed one notch without warning.

Medium setting now. Stronger pulses. His cock strained painfully against the steel bars. Pre-cum flowed steadily; he could feel it pooling at the tip of the cage, then dripping down the tube to soak deeper into the diaper.

He bit his lip. Hard.

Another participant spoke. Elena listened, nodding to herself, one hand typing notes while the other held the remote casually on her thigh.

She glanced down.

His breathing had grown ragged—short, shallow gasps he couldn’t quite control.

She pressed the button again.

High.

The buzz turned punishing—intense, rapid, hammering directly against the sensitive ring of skin behind his balls. His entire pelvis clenched; the plug shifted with the motion, pressing harder against his prostate. A fresh wave of mess pushed out—hot, thick, unstoppable—squelching loudly into the already heavy diaper.

The sound carried.

Elena muted instantly.

“Naughty.”

She leaned down, face close to his.

“You just made a very loud mess during my call. And you whimpered.”

She didn’t raise her voice. Didn’t need to.

“I’m going to leave it on high until the end of this meeting. If you cum—even a ruined one—without permission, I will double the thickness before we leave tonight. And you will wear it home.”

She straightened.

Unmuted.

“Sorry about that, technical glitch on my end. Please continue.”

The call resumed.

The vibration never let up.

Alex’s world narrowed to sensation: the relentless buzz against his caged cock, the deep ache of the plug, the slow, inevitable spread of another messy wave inside his diaper. His stomach kept churning—smaller cramps now, but frequent, each one forcing more sludge into the padding. The bulk swelled outward, sagging lower, tapes straining audibly with every push.

Sweat dripped down his temples. His thighs trembled. The chains on his wrists bit into skin as he pulled against them unconsciously.

Elena worked above him—calm, composed, occasionally glancing down with cool detachment. Once she rested her foot fully on the front of his diaper—weight pressing the buzzing ring harder against him—and left it there for a full minute while she typed.

He sobbed—quiet, broken, barely audible.

She muted again.

“Shhh. Mommy’s almost done.”

She increased the intensity one final notch—maximum.

His body locked. The vibration became a white-hot pulse that radiated through every nerve. His prostate throbbed under the plug’s pressure. A ruined orgasm built—slow, agonizing, unstoppable. No pleasure, only release. Thick spurts of cum leaked from the tip of the cage, mixing with the mess already flooding the diaper. The padding grew impossibly heavier, warmer, sloppier.

He shook through it—silent tears streaming now.

Elena finished the call.

“Thank you, everyone. I’ll circulate the revised timeline by end of day.”

She closed the laptop.

Rolled back.

Looked down at the trembling, sweat-soaked boy under her desk.

The diaper sagged grotesquely—bulging front and back, tapes stretched to their limit, the faint outline of the chastity cage barely visible beneath the swollen bulk.

She reached for the remote and turned it off.

Silence—except for his ragged breathing and the occasional wet squish when he shifted.

She crouched again.

“Such a good boy,” she murmured, brushing damp hair from his forehead. “You held most of it in. Almost.”

She pressed her palm against the ruined front—feeling the warmth of his release mixed with the mess.

“We’ll count that as progress.”

She unclipped his wrists. Helped him crawl out—slow, waddling, every step making the diaper squelch loudly.

“Stand.”

He did—legs shaking, thighs spread wide by the obscene bulk.

She circled him slowly.

“Completely soaked. Completely full. Completely mine.”

She stopped in front of him, lifted his chin.

“Afternoon break in fifteen minutes. You’re going to stay right here—standing beside my desk, hands behind your back—while I take my next call. No hiding. No sitting. Just leaking and waiting.”

She smiled—slow, satisfied.

“And when the call ends… Mommy’s going to change you again. Even thicker. And maybe turn that plug up a little higher.”

She guided him to the spot beside her chair.

“Hands.”

He clasped them behind his back.

She sat, crossed her legs, and opened the next meeting link.

The remote stayed in her hand—thumb hovering over the buttons.

Alex stood there—diaper sagging, plug humming faintly on low again, body trembling—and waited for the next wave.

The afternoon had only just begun.


Chapter 8 – First Accident

The afternoon light had shifted from sharp white to softer gold by the time Elena’s next call ended. She closed the laptop with a quiet snap, leaned back in her chair, and regarded the boy standing beside her desk.

Alex hadn’t moved from the spot she placed him in. Hands clasped tight behind his back, shoulders squared despite the trembling, legs spread wide by the grotesque swell of the diaper between his thighs. The fresh padding—already compromised—sagged visibly now, the seat bulging outward in a heavy, uneven lump. Faint damp spots darkened the plastic at the leg cuffs where the mess had begun to seep. The vibrating plug still hummed on its lowest setting inside him, a constant, low throb that kept his prostate swollen and sensitive. The chastity cage beneath the padding felt like it was drowning in heat and slickness.

Elena stood slowly. Her heels brought her eye-level with him again. She circled once—deliberate, silent—then stopped directly in front of him.

“Turn.”

He pivoted awkwardly. The diaper squelched with the motion—loud, wet, unmistakable.

She placed one palm flat against the seat of the diaper. Fingers splayed wide. She pressed inward, feeling the warm, yielding bulk give under her touch.

“You’re absolutely packed,” she murmured. “I can feel how full you are. Every little squish.”

She squeezed once—firm enough to make him gasp.

His stomach answered immediately: a deep, rolling gurgle that traveled the full length of his guts. The sound was obscene in the quiet office—wet, bubbling, urgent.

Elena’s lips curved.

“That’s the second dose catching up. You thought the first one was bad.”

She kept her hand there, kneading slowly while she spoke.

“You’re going to have your first real accident right here. Standing in front of Mommy’s desk. No crawling under. No hiding. Just you, leaking and filling while I watch every second of it.”

His breathing hitched. “Please… I can’t—”

“You can. And you will.”

She stepped back half a pace—enough to see his face clearly, enough to give him no escape from her gaze.

“Legs wider.”

He shifted. The diaper crinkled and squished louder.

“Hands stay behind your back. Eyes on me. Do not look away.”

He locked his gaze on hers—gray eyes steady, unblinking.

She reached into her pocket and pulled out the remote again. Thumb hovered over the buttons.

“I’m going to help this along,” she said softly. “And you’re going to thank me when it’s over.”

She pressed the middle button.

The plug jumped to medium—stronger pulses, deeper pressure against his prostate. His knees buckled slightly; he caught himself.

Another press.

High.

The vibration turned brutal—rapid, insistent, hammering directly into that swollen gland. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the steel cage. Pre-cum leaked in thick spurts, mixing with the mess already flooding the padding.

His stomach clenched hard. A long, wet gurgle rolled through him—louder than any before.

Elena stepped closer. One hand returned to the front of his diaper—pressing over the chastity cage—while the other slid around to cup the sagging seat from behind.

“Let go,” she whispered. “Right now.”

He tried to hold. Muscles locked. Body shaking.

She squeezed both hands at once—front and back—compressing the already overstuffed padding inward.

The pressure broke him.

A hot, thick flood erupted—sudden, violent, unstoppable. The first wave hit with a loud squelch; the diaper ballooned outward instantly. Another followed—louder, messier—pushing the tapes to their absolute limit. Warm sludge spread everywhere: up his back, down his thighs, pressing the cage deeper into the sodden core. The leg cuffs strained but held—just barely.

He sobbed once—small, broken—then another wave hit. His hips jerked forward involuntarily; the chains of restraint were gone but the position remained. Standing. Exposed. Filling.

Elena kept her hands where they were. Feeling every pulse, every push. Her thumbs traced slow circles over the PROPERTY lettering on the front while the seat swelled against her palm.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Give Mommy everything. Such a big, messy accident for such a little boy.”

The flow slowed but didn’t stop—small, involuntary spurts still escaping with each cramp. The diaper sagged grotesquely now—hanging low between his thighs, tapes stretched thin, plastic shiny with strain. A single droplet escaped one leg cuff and slid slowly down the inside of his calf before soaking into his sock.

Elena noticed.

She released the seat and crouched in front of him—eye level with the ruined padding.

“Look down.”

He did.

The diaper was a disaster: front swollen from cum and pre-cum, seat massively distended, faint brown streaks visible at the leg gathers where containment had begun to fail.

She traced one finger along the escaped droplet on his leg, then brought it to his lips.

“Clean.”

He opened his mouth. Sucked her finger clean—salty, bitter, humiliating.

She stood again.

“Say it.”

His voice cracked. “Thank you… Mommy… for letting me have my accident.”

“Louder.”

“Thank you, Mommy, for making me fill my diaper.”

She smiled—slow, satisfied.

“Good boy.”

She reached for the drawer once more. This time she withdrew a roll of wide medical tape—white, strong, three inches across.

“You leaked,” she said calmly. “Even with the extra tapes. That means we reinforce.”

She tore off a long strip. Wrapped it horizontally around his waist—tight, overlapping the existing tapes by an inch on every side. Another strip lower—around the fullest part of the seat. A third vertically—front to back—sealing the leg cuffs tighter.

When she finished the diaper looked armored: bulky, shiny, utterly immobile. He couldn’t close his legs even if he tried.

She stepped back. Appraised her work.

“Much better.”

She guided him to the center of the rug—slow steps, each one making the reinforced padding squish and crinkle in equal measure.

“Kneel.”

He dropped carefully. The swollen seat hit the carpet with a wet thud. He winced.

Elena sat on the edge of her desk—legs crossed, one foot dangling near his face.

“You’re going to stay right there until the next meeting. Kneeling. Hands behind your back. Diaper leaking. Plug buzzing.”

She pressed the remote again—back to medium.

The vibration resumed—steady, deep, relentless.

His hips rocked once—tiny, helpless.

She leaned forward, cupped his chin.

“And if another accident happens before I say it’s time…” She trailed off, letting the threat hang.

He nodded—tears tracking silently down his cheeks.

She released him.

Opened her laptop.

The next video call connected thirty seconds later.

Her voice—cool, professional—filled the room while the boy knelt at her feet: diaper sagging, plug humming, body trembling, utterly broken and owned.

She glanced down once during a long silence on the call.

Smiled.

Pressed the remote up one more notch.

His muffled sob was barely audible.

But she heard it.

And that was enough.


Chapter 9 – Wet Carpet Shame

The video call ended with polite farewells and the soft chime of Elena closing the meeting window. She remained seated for a long moment, legs crossed, one stiletto slowly swinging while she watched the boy kneeling at her feet.

Alex hadn’t moved. Hands still locked behind his back, knees wide on the carpet, the reinforced diaper sagging so heavily between his thighs that it nearly brushed the floor even while he knelt. The multiple layers of medical tape held the mess contained—for now—but the weight pulled downward relentlessly. Every shallow breath made the padding shift with a faint, wet squish. The plug still buzzed on medium inside him, a steady throb that kept his prostate swollen and his caged cock leaking in slow, useless pulses.

Elena uncrossed her legs and leaned forward.

“Stand up.”

He rose slowly—awkward, trembling. The diaper dragged as he straightened; the seat hung low, forcing his hips into an exaggerated forward tilt. A small, dark spot had begun to form on the carpet directly beneath him—first one droplet, then another. The leg cuff had finally given up under the strain of the latest accident. Thin rivulets of warm sludge trickled down the inside of his thighs and dripped onto the pristine wool pile.

She noticed immediately.

Her expression didn’t change—calm, composed—but her eyes narrowed fractionally.

She stood.

Walked around him in a slow circle. Stopped behind him. Crouched.

One crimson fingernail traced the wet trail down his inner thigh, collecting a small smear of mess. She brought it to her nose, inhaled once, then wiped it deliberately across the front of his diaper—smearing the PROPERTY lettering into a muddy blur.

“You leaked,” she said quietly. “On my carpet.”

He swallowed. Voice barely above a whisper. “I’m sorry… Mommy.”

“Sorry doesn’t clean wool.”

She rose again, stepped in front of him, and pointed to the dark spot on the floor—already the size of a small coin, spreading slowly.

“Kneel. Right there.”

He dropped to his knees—careful, but the impact still made the diaper squelch loudly. The fresh position pressed the swollen seat directly against the wet patch. More mess squeezed out through the compromised cuff; another droplet hit the carpet with an audible plop.

Elena towered over him.

“Lower your head.”

He bent forward until his forehead nearly touched the soiled spot.

“Apologize to the carpet.”

His cheeks burned. “I’m… I’m sorry, carpet. I didn’t mean to ruin you.”

“Louder. And look at the mess while you speak.”

He raised his voice slightly. “I’m sorry for leaking on you. I’m a messy boy who can’t control himself.”

She placed one heel beside the spreading stain—close enough that the pointed toe nearly touched his nose.

“Again. And kiss it.”

He hesitated.

Her voice dropped—soft, dangerous. “Now.”

He leaned down. Lips brushed the damp wool—salty, warm, humiliating. “I’m sorry,” he whispered against the carpet. “I’m so sorry.”

She let him stay there—forehead pressed to the floor, ass presented, diaper sagging—for a full minute. Then she stepped back.

“Up.”

He straightened. Tears tracked silently down his face now.

Elena walked to the hidden closet. Returned with a small stack: fresh mega-thick diaper, a roll of extra-wide packing tape, a bottle of carpet cleaner, and—most ominously—a heavy wooden paddle with a long handle and a broad, flat face drilled with ventilation holes.

She set everything on the desk except the paddle.

That she kept in her hand.

“You ruined part of my office,” she said calmly. “That means punishment. And then we fix the mess you made.”

She pointed to the copier in the corner of the room—the large, industrial machine used for executive proofs, still warm from earlier use.

“Walk over there. Bend over the glass.”

He waddled across the carpet—each step making the diaper squish and drip. More small trails followed him. By the time he reached the copier the wet spot under his starting position had grown to the size of a dinner plate.

He bent forward over the warm glass platen. Hands flat on the machine. Ass presented. The sagging diaper hung low between his spread thighs, tapes straining, plastic shiny with seepage.

Elena followed. Stopped behind him.

She tugged the medical tape free—ripping it away in long strips. The sound was sharp in the quiet room. Then she peeled the ruined diaper tapes open one by one. The front panel fell away with a heavy, wet slap against his thighs. The seat clung stubbornly; she had to pull it free in sections. When it finally came loose the mess spilled slightly—thick, warm sludge sliding down his legs before the bulk hit the floor with a sodden thud.

Cool air hit his exposed, messy skin. He shivered.

Elena didn’t clean him yet.

She lifted the paddle.

“Count each one. Thank me after every stroke. If you miss a number or forget to thank me, we start over.”

She brought the paddle back.

The first strike landed with a loud crack—flat across both cheeks, right over the center of his cleft. The force pushed a fresh spurt of mess out; it splattered onto the copier glass beneath him.

“One,” he gasped. “Thank you, Mommy.”

Again—harder, lower.

“Two. Thank you, Mommy.”

By the fifth his thighs trembled; red welts bloomed across pale skin. Each impact squelched against the residual mess still clinging to him. The copier surface grew streaked and smeared.

At ten she paused.

“Turn around.”

He straightened—slowly—and faced her. Cock cage glistening with fresh pre-cum, thighs streaked, face flushed and tear-streaked.

She pointed to the floor in front of the copier.

“Kneel. Clean the glass with your tongue.”

He dropped. The carpet beneath him was already damp. He leaned forward—hesitant—then pressed his tongue to the smeared platen. Salty. Bitter. Warm from the machine. He licked in slow strokes while she watched.

When the glass gleamed again she stepped back.

“Good.”

She retrieved the carpet cleaner and a thick microfiber cloth from the closet. Handed both to him.

“Clean the trail you left. Every drop.”

He crawled—diaperless now, messy bottom exposed—wiping the carpet spot by spot. The wet patches soaked into the cloth; he worked methodically, cheeks burning with shame.

When he finished she took the soiled cloth, dropped it into a discreet bin under the desk, and pointed to the center of the rug.

“Lie on your back. Knees up.”

He obeyed.

She unfolded the fresh diaper—thicker than any previous one, with an extra booster pad already sewn in. Lifted his ankles high. Wiped him thoroughly—slow, teasing strokes around the cage, between his cheeks, over the paddle welts. Powdered generously. Slid the diaper underneath. Pulled the front up—snug, unyielding. Taped it shut with eight tapes total—four per side, overlapping for maximum security.

She added two more strips of packing tape around the waist and seat—reinforcing the already armored bulk.

When she finished he looked ridiculous: legs splayed wide, crotch swollen outward like a pillow, tapes gleaming white.

She helped him stand.

“Back under the desk.”

He crawled—new diaper crinkling loudly—until he was once again sealed beneath the glass overhang. Wrists re-cuffed. Head between her calves as she sat.

She pressed her heel against the fresh padding—feeling the booster pad compress under her weight.

“Afternoon meetings start in ten minutes,” she said. “You’ll stay right here. Leaking. Bloating. Waiting for the next accident.”

She opened her laptop.

Pressed the remote.

The plug jumped straight to high.

His muffled whimper disappeared beneath the first professional greeting of the next call.

Elena smiled down at him once—brief, satisfied—then turned her attention to the screen.

The carpet was clean.

But the boy beneath her desk was far from finished.


Chapter 10 – Copier Spanking

The reinforced diaper crinkled with every shallow breath Alex took under the desk. The fresh padding—thicker, taped tighter, booster pad already compressing under the weight of his earlier accidents—forced his knees wider than ever. The plug still hummed on medium inside him, a constant pressure against his prostate that made his caged cock leak in slow, steady drips. His wrists remained cuffed high to the underside of the desk frame; shoulders ached, but the position kept his back arched and his padded bottom presented upward like an offering.

Elena finished typing a final note from the last meeting, closed the laptop, and rolled her chair back. She stood without a word at first—simply towered over the opening, looking down at him with that same calm, unreadable expression.

“Out.”

He crawled forward on elbows and knees. The diaper dragged heavily across the carpet; each shuffle made a wet, squishing sound that echoed in the quiet office. When his head emerged she caught him by the hair—not hard, just firm enough to guide—and pulled him the rest of the way into the open.

“Stand.”

Legs trembling, he rose. The bulk between his thighs kept him in a permanent waddle; the seat sagged low enough that it brushed the tops of his thighs with every movement. A fresh damp spot had already begun to darken the carpet where he had knelt moments earlier.

Elena noticed. Of course she did.

She walked to the copier in the corner—the same machine he had been bent over earlier for the paddle. The glass platen still gleamed from his tongue; the faint scent of baby powder and residual mess lingered in the air around it.

She pointed.

“Over it. Again. Cheeks exposed.”

He shuffled forward. The diaper crinkled obscenely with each step. When he reached the machine he bent at the waist, palms flat on the warm glass, ass thrust backward. The sagging seat of the diaper hung low between his spread thighs, tapes stretched thin, plastic shiny and strained.

Elena stepped behind him.

She didn’t remove the diaper yet.

Instead she hooked two fingers under the leg elastic on the right side—pulled it outward sharply, then let it snap back against his skin. The sting made him flinch; a small spurt of mess squeezed out, darkening the plastic further.

She repeated on the left.

Then again. And again.

Each snap louder than the last. By the tenth his thighs quivered; faint pink lines bloomed where the elastic had bitten.

She leaned over him—chest brushing his back, lips close to his ear.

“You still don’t understand consequences,” she murmured. “So we’re going to make sure the entire floor does.”

She straightened.

Pressed the intercom button on the wall beside the copier.

“Claire. Send in Mia and Jordan. Tell them it’s regarding the intern training protocol. Now.”

A brief pause.

“Yes, Ms. Voss.”

Elena released the button.

Alex’s heart slammed against his ribs.

She returned to her position behind him. One hand rested possessively on the swollen seat of his diaper—fingers sinking into the warm, mushy bulk.

“Stay exactly like this. Do not move. Do not speak unless spoken to.”

The office door opened thirty seconds later.

Mia and Jordan—the two junior assistants who had been on the executive floor since before Alex started—entered together. Mia: early twenties, sharp bob, always in tailored blazers. Jordan: taller, quieter, perpetually carrying a tablet. Both froze in the doorway when they saw the scene: the intern bent over the copier, diapered, sagging, ass presented, Elena standing behind him like a statue of calm authority.

Elena didn’t turn.

“Come in. Close the door.”

They obeyed. The latch clicked.

Mia cleared her throat. “You wanted to see us, Ms. Voss?”

“Yes.” Elena’s voice stayed level. “This is Alex. Our current intern project. He has been struggling with punctuality, focus, and—most recently—basic continence.”

She squeezed the seat of his diaper once—hard. A loud squelch filled the room. Both assistants’ eyes widened.

“He leaked on my carpet earlier. Ruined it. So we’re conducting a small demonstration of how we handle regression failures in this office.”

Jordan shifted his weight. “Do you… need us to step out?”

“No.” Elena’s tone left no room for negotiation. “You’re going to stay. Watch. And carry on with whatever you were doing before I called you in. This is part of your development too—understanding how discipline is applied at the executive level.”

She reached for the wooden paddle still resting on the copier from earlier. Lifted it. Tested the weight once in her hand.

“Continue your conversation about the client deck. Pretend he isn’t here.”

Mia swallowed visibly. “Right. Um… Jordan, you had the slide on the demographic breakdown?”

Jordan nodded, eyes flicking between the screen of his tablet and the boy bent over the machine. “Yeah. The 18-24 segment is showing the highest engagement drop. We were thinking of reallocating—”

Elena brought the paddle down.

Crack.

The sound echoed off the glass walls. The impact landed square across both cheeks—right over the thickest part of the diaper. The padding compressed; a wet squish followed immediately. Alex’s body jerked forward; his palms slid an inch on the glass.

“Count,” Elena said quietly.

“One,” he gasped. “Thank you, Mommy.”

Mia’s voice faltered for half a second, then picked up. “…reallocating budget toward short-form video content on the platform.”

Another strike—lower, harder.

Crack.

The diaper squelched louder; a fresh spurt pushed out, darkening the plastic at the seat.

“Two. Thank you, Mommy.”

Jordan kept talking—voice slightly higher than usual. “We projected a fifteen percent lift if we pivot to vertical formats. But the creative team is concerned about production timelines.”

Elena delivered three more in rapid succession—each one precise, measured, powerful. The paddle whistled through the air before landing with flat, resounding cracks. Every impact forced more mess to shift inside the diaper; the bulk swelled visibly, sagging lower with each stroke.

By the tenth Alex’s legs shook; tears streamed freely down his face. The assistants continued their discussion—halting at first, then steadier—as though reciting lines in a play. Their eyes kept darting to the scene, though: the red welts beginning to show through the stretched tapes, the way the diaper ballooned with every strike, the faint trails of mess that had begun to escape the leg cuffs again and drip onto the floor.

Elena paused at fifteen.

She rested the paddle against his lower back—warm wood on heated skin—and leaned down.

“You’re making a mess again,” she observed. “Even with the extra tape.”

She peeled one side tape free—slowly, deliberately. The plastic parted with a soft rip. More sludge oozed out immediately, sliding down his thigh in a slow, thick line.

She re-taped it—tighter this time—then delivered five more strikes in quick succession.

Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack.

Each one squelched louder than the last. By the end the diaper looked ready to burst: seat massively distended, tapes stretched to translucent thinness, faint brown streaks visible at every seam.

Elena set the paddle down.

“Straighten up.”

He pushed off the copier—slowly, shaking. Turned to face the room. The assistants stared—openly now. Mia’s cheeks were flushed; Jordan’s tablet hung forgotten at his side.

Elena stepped in front of Alex. Lifted his chin with two fingers.

“Apologize to them.”

His voice cracked. “I’m sorry… for disrupting your work. For being a messy, late intern.”

Elena nodded once.

She turned to the assistants.

“You may return to your desks. Thank you for your assistance.”

They left without another word—the door closing softly behind them.

Silence returned.

Elena guided Alex back to the center of the rug.

“Kneel.”

He dropped. The diaper hit the carpet with a heavy, wet thud.

She crouched in front of him—eye level.

“You did well,” she said quietly. “They saw. They heard. And now they know exactly what happens to boys who can’t behave.”

She brushed a tear from his cheek with her thumb.

“Afternoon change coming soon. Thicker again. And maybe a fresh plug—larger—to remind you during the rest of the meetings.”

She stood.

Pressed the remote in her pocket.

The vibration inside jumped to high.

His muffled sob disappeared beneath the first ring of her next call.

She sat.

Rolled forward.

Trapped him once more beneath the desk.

And the workday rolled on.


Chapter 11 – Midday Feed & Reload

The copier room incident left the office air thick with the lingering scent of baby powder, warm plastic, and faint musk. Elena had not bothered to clean the faint streaks on the glass platen again; she simply returned to her desk, heels clicking with measured calm, and pointed to the cream leather sofa that stretched along the far wall beneath the floor-to-ceiling windows.

“Lie down there. On your back.”

Alex obeyed without hesitation. His legs moved in the exaggerated waddle the reinforced diaper demanded—each step squishing audibly, the seat hanging so low it nearly brushed his calves. He lowered himself onto the sofa carefully, the padding compressing with a loud, wet sound as his weight settled. The city skyline sprawled behind the glass: indifferent towers glittering in the early-afternoon sun, tiny figures moving far below like ants.

Elena walked to the hidden closet once more. This time she returned carrying a large stainless-steel bottle—nursery-style, with a wide silicone nipple—and a fresh mega-pack diaper even thicker than the last one. She set both on the low table beside the sofa, then sat on the edge of the cushion near his hip.

“Legs up. Knees to chest.”

He lifted them. The position exposed the ruined diaper fully: tapes stretched translucent, plastic darkened in irregular patches, faint seepage already darkening the inner thighs where the cuffs had begun to fail again.

She tore the tapes open one by one—slow, deliberate. The front panel fell away with a heavy slap against his stomach. The seat clung stubbornly; she peeled it free in sections, folding the sodden bulk into itself before dropping it into a discreet black bin under the table.

Cool air kissed his messy, paddle-welted skin. He shivered.

Elena opened a packet of thick wipes and began cleaning him methodically—front to back, slow strokes that lingered around the chastity cage, between his cheeks, over every crease and fold. Each pass made him twitch; the steel cage glistened with fresh pre-cum the moment it was exposed. She wiped that away too, then poured a generous stream of baby oil into her palm.

She warmed it between her hands before massaging it in—circular motions over his lower belly, down the fronts of his thighs, between his legs. Her fingers brushed the rim of his hole where the plug still sat buried deep; she pressed lightly against the flared base, pushing it fractionally deeper.

A soft whimper escaped him.

She smiled—small, private.

“Mommy’s going to feed you now,” she said quietly. “A proper midday bottle. Thick. Creamy. And very, very special.”

She lifted the bottle. Unscrewed the cap. The liquid inside was pale, opaque, almost pudding-like in consistency. She stirred it once with a long spoon, then screwed the nipple back on.

“Open.”

He parted his lips. She brought the nipple to his mouth—warm from being held against her body—and tilted the bottle upward.

The first swallow hit thick and sweet: heavy cream blended with something milky and chemical, the same artificial sweetness as the earlier latte but denser, slower to go down. He gulped reflexively; she kept the bottle angled so the flow remained steady.

“Slow,” she murmured. “Breathe through your nose. Let it settle.”

He tried. The liquid coated his tongue, slid down his throat in warm, viscous waves. By the halfway mark his stomach already felt bloated again—full in a different way from the morning’s dose. Deeper. Heavier.

She kept feeding. No rush. No pause. When the bottle was three-quarters empty she pulled it back briefly, wiped a stray drop from his chin with her thumb, then pressed it back between his lips.

“Finish.”

He did—long, rhythmic swallows until the bottle gurgled empty. She removed it with a soft pop, set it aside, and rested her palm flat on his lower abdomen.

“Feel that?”

He nodded. The pressure was already building—slow, insistent, like a tide rising inside.

“Good. That’s going to work nicely with what’s already in there.”

She reached for the fresh diaper. Unfolded it on the sofa beside him. This one was monstrous: extra-wide, double core, raised leak guards, and pre-attached booster pad that added another full inch of bulk. She slid it under his hips—lifted him effortlessly with one hand under his lower back—then dusted him generously with powder. The scent bloomed between them: clean, infantile, overpowering.

She rubbed it in with slow circles—teasing the cage, tracing the welts from the paddle, circling his hole around the plug’s base.

His breathing grew ragged.

She pulled the front up between his thighs—snug, unyielding. Taped it shut with ten tapes total: five per side, overlapping in a lattice pattern that made the padding look armored. Then she added two wide strips of clear packing tape around the waist and another around the fullest part of the seat—reinforcing every seam.

When she finished the bulk was obscene: his legs forced into a permanent spread, crotch swollen outward like a pillow, the word PROPERTY re-written in fresh black marker across the front.

She helped him sit up—slowly—then stand. The new diaper crinkled with every tiny movement; the booster pad compressed audibly under his weight. He could barely bring his thighs together; the plug shifted deeper with each step.

Elena circled him once—appraising.

“Perfect.”

She guided him back toward the desk.

“Under again. Afternoon meetings start in five minutes.”

He crawled—awkward, waddling—until he was once more sealed beneath the glass overhang. Wrists re-cuffed high. Head framed between her calves as she sat and crossed her legs.

Her heel returned to the front of the fresh padding—pressing directly over the cage and the base of the plug.

She opened her laptop.

The first afternoon external call connected.

Her voice shifted seamlessly into boardroom mode—cool, measured, commanding—while her free hand reached under the desk and rested on his bloated abdomen.

She pressed gently.

The gurgle started almost immediately—low, rolling, wet.

She smiled down at him—brief, satisfied—then increased the pressure.

“Let it build,” she whispered during the first mute. “Mommy wants to feel every cramp while I work.”

She turned the plug remote up one notch.

The vibration deepened—steady, pulsing against his prostate.

His stomach answered with a long, bubbling churn.

She muted again.

“Good boy. Keep filling. We’ve got three more hours of meetings.”

She unmuted.

Continued the call.

Beneath the desk, Alex trembled—diaper swelling slowly, plug humming, belly bloating with the thick reload she had just fed him.

The city glittered beyond the glass.

And the afternoon stretched ahead—inescapable, endless, hers.


Chapter 12 – Afternoon Meetings

The next three hours passed in a slow, suffocating rhythm of conference calls and escalating torment.

Elena kept Alex exactly where she wanted him: sealed beneath the glass desk, wrists cuffed high to the frame, knees forced wide by the monstrous bulk of the latest diaper. The booster pad inside had already begun to compress and swell under the relentless pressure of the midday feed. Every tiny shift of his hips produced a wet, unmistakable squish that only she could hear—and she heard everything.

The first call was with the Asia-Pacific regional team. Elena’s voice flowed above him—crisp, authoritative, unruffled—while her heel rested possessively against the front of his diaper. The pointed toe pressed directly over the chastity cage, rocking in slow, deliberate circles that kept the steel shifting against his swollen, leaking flesh. The plug hummed on low inside him, a constant background pulse against his prostate that made every cramp feel magnified.

Midway through a discussion of supply-chain bottlenecks, his stomach let out a long, bubbling gurgle—loud enough that the microphone on her headset briefly picked up the wet roll. Elena muted herself without missing a syllable of her own sentence.

She leaned down, face appearing in the shadowed gap between her thighs and the desk edge.

“Quiet,” she whispered. “Or I turn everything up.”

He bit his lip until he tasted blood.

She unmuted.

“…yes, I expect the contingency plan on my desk by end of day tomorrow. No exceptions.”

Her heel resumed its slow grind.

The second call was internal—creative directors reviewing campaign visuals. Elena muted more frequently during this one, using the silences to torment him further. Each time the line went quiet she reached under the desk and pressed her palm flat against his bloated lower abdomen, kneading gently but firmly, coaxing the thick sludge deeper into his guts.

The pressure built steadily. Small, involuntary spurts escaped with every press—hot, thick waves that spread across the already sodden padding. The booster pad drank it greedily at first, then began to fail. Warmth crept outward, soaking the inner lining until the entire seat felt like a heavy, sagging sponge.

She never acknowledged the accidents verbally during the calls. She simply increased the pressure of her hand or the heel until he trembled harder, then returned to her professional tone as though nothing was happening beneath her.

By the third call—a tense negotiation with a major investor—Alex was a wreck. Sweat soaked his hair and dripped down his temples. His thighs quivered uncontrollably. The diaper had swollen to the point that it forced his legs into an even wider spread; the tapes strained audibly with every breath. The plug had been bumped to medium sometime during the second call; now the combined vibration against his prostate and the relentless teasing of the cage kept him on the razor edge of a ruined release he could never quite reach.

Elena muted during a long stretch of the other party reviewing numbers.

She rolled her chair back just enough to look down at him fully.

His eyes were glassy, cheeks flushed scarlet, lips parted around shallow, desperate breaths.

She reached under and cupped the front of his diaper—fingers splaying wide over the faded PROPERTY lettering. She squeezed once—slow, deliberate—feeling the warm, mushy give beneath her palm.

“You’re close,” she murmured. “I can feel how full you are. How desperate.”

She pressed the remote in her other hand.

The plug jumped to high.

His hips jerked forward against the cuffs; a choked sob escaped before he could swallow it.

She smiled—small, satisfied.

“No cumming,” she whispered. “Not yet. Not without permission. If you spill even one drop without me saying the word, I’ll lock you in double diapers overnight and leave the plug on pulse mode until morning.”

She released the front of the diaper but kept her heel there—pressing harder now, grinding the cage against the sodden core while the plug hammered his prostate relentlessly.

The investor droned on about ROI projections.

Elena unmuted.

“I appreciate the detail. Let’s move to the risk matrix.”

While the other party spoke, she edged him mercilessly—heel rocking, palm returning every few minutes to squeeze and knead, plug buzzing without mercy. Each time he neared the brink she eased off just enough to deny him, then built him back up again. Over and over. The diaper grew heavier with every denied peak—more pre-cum leaking, more mess pushing out in small, helpless waves.

Assistants came and went during the call—Claire with a fresh water glass, Jordan with a printed report, Mia collecting signed documents. None of them could see him beneath the desk, but they could hear the occasional faint crinkle when he shifted, the muffled whimper he couldn’t quite suppress, the wet squish when Elena pressed particularly hard.

They pretended not to notice.

Elena never acknowledged their presence beyond a quiet “thank you” or a nod. Her focus remained split perfectly: half on the multimillion-dollar negotiation, half on the trembling, leaking boy taped and caged at her feet.

When the call finally ended she closed the laptop with a soft click and rolled her chair back fully.

Alex remained curled beneath the desk—sweat-soaked, shaking, diaper grotesquely swollen, plug still humming on high, cock throbbing uselessly inside its steel prison.

She crouched in front of the opening.

“Look at me.”

He lifted his head—eyes red-rimmed, tears streaking his face.

She reached in and brushed damp hair from his forehead with surprising gentleness.

“You’ve been very good,” she said quietly. “Held everything back. Filled without permission to spill. Mommy’s proud.”

She turned the plug down to low—enough to keep him aching, not enough to push him over.

“But we’re not done.”

She unclipped his wrists. Helped him crawl out—slow, agonizing—until he knelt in front of her chair.

“Hands behind your back. Knees wide.”

He obeyed.

She stood, smoothed her skirt, then sat on the edge of the desk directly in front of him—legs parted just enough that the hem of her skirt brushed his shoulders.

“Lean forward. Rest your forehead against Mommy’s thigh.”

He did. The silk was cool against his fevered skin. He could smell her perfume, the faint warmth of her body beneath the fabric.

She stroked his hair slowly—almost tenderly—while her other hand reached down and rested on the swollen front of his diaper.

“You’re going to stay like this for the next thirty minutes,” she said. “No moving. No speaking. Just breathing against me while that tummy keeps working and that little locked clitty keeps dripping.”

She pressed once—firm, possessive.

A fresh cramp rolled through him; another small wave pushed into the padding with a soft squelch.

She kept stroking his hair.

“Good boy.”

The office fell quiet except for his ragged breathing, the faint hum of the plug, and the occasional wet sound of the diaper shifting under her hand.

Outside the glass walls the city continued its indifferent rhythm.

Inside, time belonged to her.

And the final stretch of the afternoon waited.


Chapter 13 – The Breaking Point

By late afternoon the office had grown quieter. Most of the executive floor had emptied for the day—assistants logging off, VPs heading to dinners or home, the soft hum of departing elevators fading into background silence. Only Elena remained, seated at her desk with perfect posture, laptop still open but screen dimmed, fingers resting lightly on the keys without typing.

Beneath the glass overhang Alex was no longer kneeling upright. The hours of restraint, vibration, denial, and forced filling had broken something fundamental inside him. His body had slumped forward as far as the cuffs allowed—forehead pressed to the carpet between Elena’s shoes, shoulders rounded, back curved in exhausted surrender. The diaper sagged grotesquely between his spread thighs: multiple layers swollen to capacity, booster pad long since saturated, tapes stretched to near-transparency, plastic darkened and shiny with constant seepage. Every shallow breath produced a soft, wet squelch; the plug still buzzed on low, a cruel background throb that kept his prostate aching without mercy.

He was crying steadily now—not loud sobs, but quiet, continuous tears that dripped onto the carpet in small dark spots. His lips moved in silent repetition of the same broken phrase he had whispered for the last forty minutes:

“Please… please… please…”

Elena rolled her chair back slowly.

She crouched in front of the opening—close enough that her knees nearly touched his shoulders—and reached in to cup his tear-streaked face with both hands.

“Eyes on me.”

It took him several seconds to lift his head. When he finally did, his gaze was glassy, unfocused, pupils blown wide from overstimulation and exhaustion.

She brushed her thumbs across his wet cheeks, wiping the tears away with surprising gentleness.

“You’re breaking beautifully,” she murmured. “Completely undone. Exactly how Mommy wants you.”

She unclipped the cuffs from his wrists. His arms dropped limply to his sides; he didn’t even try to move them. She helped him crawl out—slow, careful—until he knelt fully in the open space in front of her chair. The diaper dragged behind him like an anchor; fresh mess shifted inside with every inch of movement, squishing audibly.

“Kneel properly. Hands behind your back. Knees wide.”

He obeyed on autopilot—back straightening as much as it could, wrists crossing at the base of his spine, thighs forced apart by the obscene bulk. His head hung forward; tears continued to fall in slow, silent streams.

Elena sat on the edge of her desk directly in front of him—legs parted slightly, skirt riding up just enough to expose the lace tops of her stockings.

“Look up.”

He did—slowly. His eyes met hers: red-rimmed, pleading, empty of any resistance.

She reached down and rested one palm flat against the front of his diaper—fingers splaying wide over the ruined PROPERTY lettering. She pressed gently, feeling the warm, mushy give beneath.

“You’ve been so full for so long,” she said quietly. “Leaking. Aching. Begging without words. And still you haven’t spilled without permission.”

Her other hand lifted his chin higher.

“That ends now.”

She reached into her pocket and withdrew the small silver key that matched the chastity cage. She held it up between thumb and forefinger so he could see it clearly.

“I’m going to unlock you,” she told him. “But only so I can replace it with something tighter. Something that will remind you every second of tomorrow who owns this little clitty.”

She leaned forward. Her fingers worked quickly—efficient, practiced—unlocking the steel ring, sliding the tube free. His cock sprang upward immediately—red, swollen, glistening with hours of trapped pre-cum. It throbbed painfully in the open air, untouched for the entire day.

Elena studied it for a long moment—clinical, detached—then reached for a fresh device from the drawer: smaller, heavier, curved inward more severely, with a built-in urethral insert and tighter ring. Surgical-grade steel. Unforgiving.

She coated it with a thin layer of lube, then worked it onto him slowly—ring first, then the tube, sliding the insert in with careful pressure until it seated fully. The lock clicked shut with a sound that seemed to echo in the empty office.

He whimpered—small, broken—when the new cage squeezed him tighter than before.

Elena locked the key back in the drawer.

“Better,” she said softly. “Now you’ll feel every denied throb even more clearly.”

She helped him stand—legs shaking, diaper sagging so low it nearly brushed his knees. She guided him to kneel again—this time between her parted thighs, forehead resting against the smooth skin just above her stocking tops.

“Stay right here,” she whispered, stroking his hair. “Forehead against Mommy’s thigh. Hands behind your back. Let everything out while I hold you.”

She reached down with both hands—one cupping the back of his neck, the other pressing firmly against the swollen seat of his diaper.

“Relax,” she commanded gently. “No more holding. Give it all to me.”

The cramps had been building for hours—deep, rolling, unstoppable. The moment he stopped fighting, they crashed through him in a long, violent wave.

A thick, hot flood pushed out—loud, wet, unstoppable. The diaper ballooned outward instantly; tapes groaned under the sudden volume. Another wave followed—then another—each one squelching louder than the last until the padding sagged heavily between his thighs, warm sludge spreading everywhere inside. His body shook through it—silent sobs muffled against her thigh—while she kept one hand pressed to the seat, feeling every pulse, every push.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “All of it. Fill that diaper completely for Mommy. Let go.”

When the final wave subsided he was trembling—exhausted, emptied, broken. The diaper hung grotesquely low, tapes stretched to their limit, plastic dark and shiny.

Elena kept stroking his hair.

“Thank me,” she said quietly.

His voice cracked—barely audible.

“Thank you… Mommy… for letting me… for making me… fill everything.”

She lifted his chin again.

“Good boy.”

She helped him stand once more—slow, careful—then guided him to the sofa. He sat gingerly; the swollen diaper compressed with a loud squish beneath him.

Elena retrieved a fresh overnight mega-diaper from the closet—thicker still, with extra-long tabs and built-in plastic pants liner. She changed him on the sofa in full view of the darkening city skyline—wiping him slowly, teasing the new cage, powdering generously, taping the fresh padding shut with meticulous care.

When she finished she added locking plastic pants over the top—clear, heavy-gauge, padlocked at the waist.

She helped him lie back on the sofa—head in her lap, legs spread wide by the obscene bulk.

“You’ll sleep here tonight,” she told him softly. “On this couch. In your cot from now on. Until you learn how to arrive on time and behave like a good boy.”

She reached for the remote.

The plug buzzed back to life—low, teasing pulse all night.

She stroked his hair as his eyes fluttered closed—exhausted, owned, spent.

“Sleep now,” she whispered. “Mommy will be back first thing tomorrow.”

She stood.

Dimmed the office lights.

Walked to the door.

Her heels clicked once—twice—then faded down the corridor.

The city lights glittered beyond the glass.

Beneath them, Alex lay curled on the sofa—thickly padded, caged, plugged, leaking faintly into the fresh diaper—listening to the silence she left behind.

Tomorrow would start the cycle again.

And he no longer had the strength to dread it.


Chapter 14 – After-Hours Lesson

The office lights had dimmed to a soft amber glow by the time the last employee badge beeped out at the elevators. The executive floor was empty except for the low hum of climate control and the occasional distant clatter of a cleaning cart several floors below. Elena had not left.

She stood at the floor-to-ceiling window for several minutes, arms folded, watching the city transition from day to night: skyscrapers lighting up in grids, river traffic reduced to slow-moving strings of red and white, the faint pulse of traffic lights far below. Behind her on the sofa, Alex lay motionless except for the shallow rise and fall of his chest. The overnight diaper—thick, heavily taped, locked inside clear plastic pants—crinkled faintly with each breath. The plug had stayed on its lowest continuous pulse all evening; the new, tighter chastity cage kept him in a state of dull, permanent ache.

She turned.

Walked to the sofa.

Sat beside him.

“Wake up.”

His eyes fluttered open—red-rimmed, unfocused. He tried to sit up; the bulk between his legs made it clumsy. She caught his shoulder and guided him upright until he was sitting with his back against the armrest, legs spread wide across the cushions.

She studied him in silence for a long moment.

Then she reached down and rested one palm flat against the front of the locked plastic pants—feeling the heat trapped inside, the faint vibration traveling through the layers.

“You’ve been very quiet,” she said softly. “Very still. Almost obedient.”

Her fingers traced the outline of the chastity cage beneath the padding—slow, deliberate circles.

“But quiet isn’t the same as broken-in.”

She stood.

Removed her blazer. Draped it over the back of her chair.

Unbuttoned the top two buttons of her silk blouse—enough to reveal the black lace edge of her bra.

Kicked off her heels—bare feet silent on the carpet now.

She returned to the sofa and sat again—this time straddling his lap without touching him yet. Her thighs framed his padded hips; the hem of her skirt rode high enough that warm skin brushed the outer plastic of his pants.

“Hands behind your back. Keep them there.”

He obeyed instantly.

She leaned in until her lips were close enough to his ear that he could feel her breath.

“You’re going to hump Mommy’s leg now,” she whispered. “Exactly like a desperate little puppy. Slow. Pathetic. No rushing. No finishing. Just grinding that soaked, useless padding against me until I tell you to stop.”

She shifted her right leg forward—smooth calf sliding between his spread thighs until her knee pressed firmly against the swollen front of his diaper.

“Begin.”

He hesitated only a second—then rocked forward.

The first grind was tentative—barely movement. The diaper squished loudly against her leg; the plug shifted inside him with the motion, nudging his prostate just enough to make his breath hitch.

She caught his chin between thumb and forefinger.

“Harder.”

He obeyed.

Another roll of his hips—deeper this time. The plastic pants slid against her stocking with a faint squeak; the soaked inner padding compressed and released with a wet squelch. Pre-cum leaked steadily inside the tighter cage, adding fresh slickness to the already ruined core.

She kept her leg steady—unmoving—letting him do all the work.

“Tell me what you are.”

His voice cracked. “I’m… your messy boy.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your messy boy, Mommy.”

She smiled—slow, satisfied.

“Again. While you grind.”

He rocked forward—harder now—diaper squishing rhythmically against her thigh.

“I’m your messy boy, Mommy.”

Another thrust.

“I’m your messy boy, Mommy.”

The words tumbled out faster—breathless, broken—timed to each desperate hump. The plastic pants grew warmer where they rubbed her skin; faint dampness began to seep through the outer layer from the constant leakage inside.

She stroked his hair with one hand while the other rested lightly on his lower back—guiding the rhythm without ever taking over.

“Such a good puppy,” she murmured. “So eager. So helpless. Grinding that big, soggy diaper like it’s the only thing that matters.”

She increased the pressure of her knee—pushing it deeper into the front of his padding—right over the cage.

His hips stuttered; a choked whimper escaped.

“No cumming,” she reminded him softly. “Not tonight. Not until you’ve earned it. And you’re nowhere close.”

She let him continue—slow, pathetic rolls of his hips—for what felt like forever. Minutes stretched. His thighs trembled. Sweat beaded on his forehead again. The diaper grew heavier still—fresh spurts of pre-cum and involuntary mess adding to the load with every grind.

Finally—after he was shaking, sobbing quietly against her shoulder—she placed both hands on his hips and stilled him.

“Stop.”

He froze instantly—panting, trembling, cock throbbing uselessly inside its tighter prison.

She lifted his chin.

“Look at me.”

His eyes met hers—glassy, desperate, completely surrendered.

“You’re my favorite project now,” she said quietly. “My special boy. The one who needs the most correction. The one who leaks the most. The one who begs the prettiest.”

She leaned in and brushed her lips against his forehead—soft, almost tender.

“But projects take time.”

She stood—slowly—leaving him slumped against the sofa arm, diaper sagging, plastic pants fogged slightly from trapped heat, thighs trembling from the denied edge.

She walked to the closet. Returned with a thin fleece blanket and a small pillow.

She arranged them on the sofa—pillow at one end, blanket folded beside it.

“Lie down.”

He did—curled on his side, knees drawn up as much as the bulk allowed, facing the window so the city lights played across his tear-streaked face.

She tucked the blanket over him—careful not to press too hard on the swollen diaper.

Then she crouched beside the sofa—face level with his.

“One last lesson before sleep.”

She reached for the remote.

Turned the plug up—not to punishing high, but to a slow, teasing pulse: on for five seconds, off for ten, repeat forever.

His eyes widened.

She brushed hair from his forehead.

“This stays on all night,” she said. “So you dream of Mommy. So you wake up leaking. So you remember who owns every twitch, every drop, every accident.”

She stood.

Dimmed the lights further—leaving only the soft glow of the city beyond the glass.

Walked to her desk. Collected her blazer, her heels.

At the door she paused—looked back.

“Goodnight, baby.”

The door closed behind her with a soft, final click.

Alex lay in the dark—thickly padded, caged, plugged, edged, owned—listening to the slow pulse inside him, feeling the diaper grow warmer with every denied throb.

The city glittered outside.

Inside, he drifted toward exhausted, restless sleep.

Tomorrow she would return.

And the training would continue.


Chapter 15 – The New Normal

The first pale light of dawn filtered through the tinted glass, turning the office from deep indigo to soft gray. Elena arrived at 6:45 a.m.—earlier than most days, heels already clicking across the oak floor before the rest of the building had fully woken.

She paused in the doorway.

Alex lay exactly where she had left him: curled on his side on the cream leather sofa, knees drawn up as far as the locked plastic pants and the massive overnight diaper allowed. The blanket had slipped halfway off during the night, exposing the clear outer layer fogged with condensation from trapped body heat. Faint damp patches darkened the plastic at the leg gathers—small leaks that had escaped even the reinforced padding. The plug’s low pulse had continued all night; his breathing was still shallow, uneven, punctuated by tiny unconscious twitches every time the vibration cycled on.

She crossed the room without speaking.

Set her coffee on the desk.

Removed her blazer.

Approached the sofa.

“Wake up.”

He stirred slowly—eyes fluttering open, unfocused at first, then sharpening when he registered her standing over him. He tried to sit up; the bulk pinned him awkwardly. A soft, wet squish came from beneath him as the sodden diaper shifted.

Elena crouched beside the sofa—eye level with him now.

“Morning, baby.”

She reached out and brushed the back of her knuckles along his cheek—gentle, almost affectionate.

“Did you sleep?”

He swallowed. Voice hoarse from hours of crying and silence. “Not… really.”

She nodded once—as though that answer was expected.

“Good.”

She stood again. Walked to the closet. Returned with a fresh pack of the thickest diapers in her inventory, a new booster pad, a bottle of baby oil, wipes, powder, and—most telling—a slim metal chastity key on a thin chain around her neck.

“Up.”

He pushed himself upright—slow, wincing. The overnight diaper sagged heavily between his thighs; the plastic pants had fogged so badly that the white padding beneath looked blurred. A strong, unmistakable scent of stale mess and baby powder hung around him.

She pointed to the center of the rug.

“Stand there. Hands behind your back.”

He shuffled into position—legs wide, back straight despite the tremble in his thighs.

Elena circled him slowly—once, twice—then stopped in front.

She hooked one finger under the waistband of the plastic pants. Pulled downward just enough to expose the top tapes of the diaper.

“Leaked again,” she observed quietly. “Even with the lock. Even with the extra layer.”

She released the elastic with a soft snap against his skin.

“Mommy will fix that.”

She unlocked the plastic pants first—small padlock clicking open—then peeled them down his legs. The sodden diaper beneath sagged visibly once freed; a fresh trickle escaped one leg cuff and slid down his calf.

She tore the tapes open without ceremony. The front panel fell away. The seat clung wetly; she peeled it free in careful sections, folding the ruined bulk into itself before setting it aside.

Cool air hit his skin. He shivered.

She wiped him thoroughly—slow strokes front to back, around the tighter cage, between his cheeks where the plug still sat buried. Each pass made him flinch; the steel cage glistened with fresh pre-cum the moment it was exposed.

She removed the plug last—slow pull, flared base stretching him one last time before it slipped free. He gasped; his hole clenched around nothing.

Elena set the toy aside to be cleaned later.

She poured baby oil into her palm. Warmed it. Massaged it in—circles over his lower belly, down his thighs, between his legs. Her fingers lingered at his entrance—teasing the rim without entering—then moved to the cage. She stroked the steel lightly, watching his cock strain uselessly inside its tighter prison.

“Locked tighter today,” she murmured. “So you feel every denied throb even more clearly.”

She unfolded the fresh diaper—thicker still, double booster already inserted. Lifted his ankles. Slid it underneath. Powdered generously. Rubbed it in with slow, deliberate circles. Pulled the front up—snug, unyielding. Taped it shut with twelve tapes total: six per side, overlapping in a tight grid.

She added the clear plastic pants again—locked them at the waist with a fresh padlock.

When she finished he looked even more infantile: legs forced wide, crotch swollen outward like a pillow, plastic gleaming under the morning light.

She stood back. Appraised him.

“Perfect.”

She guided him to the sofa again—this time sitting him upright, back against the cushions.

“Knees up. Hold them.”

He obeyed—legs bent, hands behind his knees, ass presented slightly even while seated.

She sat beside him. Crossed her legs. Rested one hand on the front of his fresh diaper—palm flat, possessive.

“Today begins your new routine,” she said quietly. “Every morning you report here at 7:00 sharp. You strip. You kneel. You let Mommy inspect, change, feed, and secure you before the floor arrives. You spend the day under my desk or beside it—diapered, plugged, caged, leaking. You leave only when I allow it. You sleep here on this sofa every night until I decide you’ve earned real clothes and real freedom again.”

She pressed once—firmly—against the fresh padding.

A small gurgle rolled through his stomach; the morning’s residual laxative still lingered.

She smiled.

“And if you’re ever late again…”

She let the sentence trail.

He nodded—small, defeated.

“Yes, Mommy.”

She stood.

Walked to her desk.

Opened her laptop.

The first internal email of the day pinged.

She glanced back at him—still seated on the sofa, knees up, diaper crinkling with every breath.

“Crawl under the desk. Assume position. Wrists ready for the cuffs.”

He slid off the sofa—slow, careful—crawled across the carpet. The fresh diaper dragged audibly; plastic pants squeaked faintly against the wool pile.

He ducked beneath the glass overhang. Knelt. Lifted his wrists.

She rolled her chair forward—trapping his head between her calves once more.

Clipped the cuffs.

Pressed her heel against the front of his diaper—right over the cage.

Opened the first call of the day.

Her voice shifted seamlessly into professional mode.

“Good morning. Let’s begin with the overnight metrics.”

While she spoke, her free hand reached under the desk and rested on his lower abdomen—pressing gently, coaxing the inevitable bloat to return.

The plug—freshly cleaned, freshly lubed, freshly inserted during the change—hummed back to life on low.

Alex closed his eyes.

The city woke beyond the glass.

The workday began.

And the new normal settled over him—thick, crinkling, inescapable.

Forever Mommy’s.


Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 

[image: ]


The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


Disclaimer 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
  

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1ME.jpg
Mommy’s
the

Boss Now
Polly Bane






OEBPS/image_rsrc1MF.jpg
Clalmed :

A
10 Taboo Regress1 n Tales






OEBPS/image_rsrc1MG.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Mommy's the Boss Now

		Before You Begin…

		Chapter 1 – Late Again

		Chapter 2 – The Door Closes

		Chapter 3 – The Reveal

		Chapter 4 – Taped Under the Desk

		Chapter 5 – The Creamy Latte

		Chapter 6 – Bloating Begins

		Chapter 7 – Remote Activation

		Chapter 8 – First Accident

		Chapter 9 – Wet Carpet Shame

		Chapter 10 – Copier Spanking

		Chapter 11 – Midday Feed & Reload

		Chapter 12 – Afternoon Meetings

		Chapter 13 – The Breaking Point

		Chapter 14 – After-Hours Lesson

		Chapter 15 – The New Normal

		The Whisper Beyond the Page




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114






