
        
            
                
            
        

    
Nursed Into Submission

A Dark MDLB Ageplay Erotica Story of Maternal Regression, Diaper Dependency, and Total Surrender


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Table of Contents

Chapter 1: The Knowing Look

Chapter 2: Ink and Surrender

Chapter 3: The Warm Bottle

Chapter 4: Pacified

Chapter 5: The Crinkle Begins

Chapter 6: Betrayal Beneath Plastic

Chapter 7: The Warmth Spreads

Chapter 8: Changed and Cherished

Chapter 9: Mother's Milk

Chapter 10: The Secret Buzz

Chapter 11: Soft Restraints

Chapter 12: Dinner and Vibrations

Chapter 13: Nursery Doors Close

Chapter 14: Heavy and Sagging

Chapter 15: Reflected Baby

Chapter 16: Maternal Claiming

Chapter 17: No More Man

Chapter 18: Forever Hers


Chapter 1: The Knowing Look

Soren sat rigidly in the high-backed leather chair, the tailored charcoal suit still crisp from the morning’s board meeting, though the fabric now felt like a costume he was barely holding together. The consultation room was hushed, all soft cream walls and heavy velvet drapes that swallowed sound. A single crystal decanter of water sat untouched on the mahogany desk between them. His slate-gray eyes flicked toward the door for the third time in as many minutes, jaw tight, fingers drumming once against his thigh before he forced them still. Another sleepless night of spreadsheets and hostile takeovers had left his nerves raw, the kind of exhaustion that no amount of black coffee or power plays could mask. At twenty-eight he was supposed to be untouchable. Instead, the void behind his ribs felt wider every day.

The door opened without a sound.

Freya entered like gravity had decided to be gentle just for her. Statuesque, thirty-six, with generous yet toned curves that filled the deep emerald silk blouse and tailored pencil skirt without apology. Her thick chestnut hair was swept into a flawless chignon, not a strand out of place. Warm beige skin glowed under the low lighting, and when she turned those emerald eyes on him, something in Soren’s chest simply… tightened.

She didn’t speak at first.

She studied him.

The gaze was slow, unhurried, maternal in a way that had nothing to do with softness and everything to do with absolute knowing. It traveled from the sharp line of his cheekbones, down the tense column of his throat, across the rigid set of his shoulders, and lower - taking in the way his long legs were crossed too tightly, the faint tremor in his fingers he thought he’d hidden. Those eyes saw the sleepless nights. They saw the way he bit back the urge to snap at assistants. They saw the quiet, gnawing hunger he refused to name even in the darkest hours alone in his penthouse.

Soren’s breath caught. Heat crawled up the back of his neck. He was used to boardrooms where men twice his age flinched under his stare. Here, under Freya’s gaze, he felt stripped before a single word had been spoken. His cock gave a single, traitorous twitch inside his tailored trousers, and he hated how quickly the sensation registered - half shame, half electric thrill.

Freya closed the door behind her with a soft click. The sound might as well have been a lock turning.

“Mr. Vale,” she said at last, voice low and warm, like velvet wrapped around steel. “You look exhausted.”

He forced a sharp, professional smile. “Long week. Nothing a good night’s sleep won’t fix.”

Her lips curved, small and knowing. She moved to the chair opposite him, every step deliberate, hips swaying with unhurried grace. When she sat, she crossed her legs slowly, the silk of her skirt whispering. She leaned forward just enough that the generous swell of her breasts pressed softly against the fabric of her blouse.

“You’ve been running on adrenaline and control for years,” she continued, as if he hadn’t spoken. “Commanding rooms. Closing deals. Keeping every variable in your grip. But the body keeps score, Soren. The mind too. I see the fractures.”

He swallowed. The way she used his first name - casual, intimate - sent another unwelcome pulse through his groin. “I’m here for practical techniques. Stress management. Maybe some… regression exercises to quiet the noise. Nothing more.”

Freya’s emerald eyes held his without blinking. “Of course. That’s what the intake form said. But intake forms rarely tell the whole truth.” She tilted her head, studying him again with that same penetrating maternal warmth. “Tell me, when was the last time someone looked at you and truly saw how tired you are? Not the razor-sharp venture capitalist. Not the man who never misses a beat. Just… you. Fraying at the edges. Needing to put everything down for a while.”

Soren’s fingers tightened on the armrest. His cock was half-hard now, pressing uncomfortably against the fine wool of his trousers. The reaction mortified him. This was a therapist’s office, not some dimly lit club. Yet the way she watched him - like a mother who already knew every secret he’d buried - made his pulse throb in his ears and lower, traitorously lower.

“I function fine,” he said, voice clipped.

“Do you?” Freya’s smile deepened, soft and patient. “Your posture is perfect, but your shoulders are screaming. Your eyes are sharp, but they’re shadowed. You came here because something inside you is begging for relief. True relief. The kind that doesn’t come from another deal or another conquest.”

She let the silence stretch. The air between them felt thicker, warmer. Soren could smell her scent - something clean and faintly sweet, like warm vanilla and skin. His mouth went dry.

Freya leaned back slightly, folding her hands in her lap. The motion drew his gaze to the soft swell of her breasts again, the way they rose and fell with calm, even breaths. He hated how aware he was of every inch of her body. Maternal. Commanding. Utterly certain.

“Let’s begin simply,” she murmured. “Tell me what you’re carrying.”

For the next forty minutes, Soren talked. Or rather, he tried to stay clinical. He spoke of quarterly targets, hostile negotiations, the endless pressure of being the youngest partner at the firm. Freya listened without interrupting, her emerald eyes never leaving his face. Every time he faltered, she offered a small nod, a gentle hum of understanding that somehow made the words pour out faster. He found himself admitting more than he intended - the sleepless nights, the way success tasted like ash lately, the quiet fear that if he stopped moving for even a moment, everything would collapse.

And all the while, that gaze never wavered. It wrapped around him like warm arms, seeing past every polished deflection. His cock stayed stubbornly semi-hard, a constant low thrum of arousal he couldn’t explain and couldn’t ignore. The more she looked at him like he was already hers to soothe, the more his body responded - traitorous, needy, aching for something he refused to name.

When he finally fell silent, chest tight, Freya rose gracefully. She circled the desk and came to stand beside his chair. Close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her body. She reached down and brushed a single strand of his tousled obsidian hair from his forehead, the touch feather-light yet impossibly intimate.

“You’re a good boy for telling me all of that,” she said softly.

The words hit him like a spark to dry tinder. His cock jerked fully hard inside his trousers, the head pressing against the fabric with an embarrassing damp spot already forming. Heat flooded his face. Good boy. Two simple words, delivered in that calm maternal tone, and his body was betraying him completely.

Freya’s fingers lingered a moment longer, then withdrew. She returned to her seat, perfectly composed, as if she hadn’t just unraveled him with a touch and a phrase.

Soren shifted, trying to hide the obvious bulge. His voice came out rougher than he wanted. “That… wasn’t professional.”

“Wasn’t it?” She tilted her head, smiling that small, knowing smile. “Your body seems to disagree. It’s all right, Soren. Bodies don’t lie the way minds do. Yours is telling me you’re exhausted from carrying everything alone. It’s telling me you crave someone who can see the little boy beneath the suit. Someone who can take the weight for a while.”

His throat worked. “I didn’t come here for… that.”

“Didn’t you?” Freya’s voice remained soft, unhurried. “You booked the session with a regression therapist. You filled out the forms. You sat here and let me see every crack in that perfect armor. And now your cock is hard because a woman looked at you like a mother who knows exactly what you need.”

The bluntness made him flinch, even as fresh heat pulsed through his groin. Pre-cum leaked steadily now, soaking into his boxer briefs. He could feel the wet patch growing, humiliating and undeniable.

Freya watched him struggle with open, patient affection. “It’s natural to feel conflicted. The mind fights. The body knows. That’s why you’re here.”

She reached into a drawer and withdrew a thick manila folder. The contract. Soren’s eyes locked on it, heart hammering. Pages and pages of dense text, he could already tell. His analytical brain wanted to read every clause, dissect every risk. But the rest of him - the fraying, aching part - wanted to know what it would feel like to sign.

Freya placed the folder on the desk between them but didn’t open it yet. Instead, she leaned forward again, breasts pressing against the silk, emerald eyes holding his with that same penetrating maternal gaze.

“Before we discuss terms, I need to be clear. What I offer isn’t light stress relief. It’s surrender. Progressive. Deep. Maternal authority that grows until you no longer have to pretend to be the man in control. Some men dip a toe. Others… dive. I see which kind you are, Soren. I saw it the moment I walked in.”

His pulse thundered in his ears. His cock throbbed painfully, trapped and leaking. Part of him wanted to stand up, walk out, preserve the last shreds of his dignity. The larger part - the secret, shameful part - wanted to hear more. Needed to hear what she would do to him if he let her.

Freya’s voice dropped to a murmur, warm and certain. “True relief will require you to hand over far more than you yet understand.”

She slid the thick contract across the mahogany desk toward him. The pages whispered against the polished wood. Her fingers lingered on the edge for a moment, nails perfectly manicured, before she withdrew.

Soren stared at the document, chest tight, cock aching, the weight of her gaze still pressing down on him like the gentlest, most inescapable embrace.

He reached for the pen.


Chapter 2: Ink and Surrender

Soren’s fingers hovered over the heavy cream paper of the contract, the Montblanc pen suddenly feeling heavier than any deal he’d ever closed. The mahogany desk gleamed under the low lamplight, and across from him Freya sat in perfect stillness, her emerald eyes warm with patient approval. His cock still throbbed inside his tailored trousers, the wet spot at the front now unmistakably damp against the fine wool. Every heartbeat sent another pulse of humiliated arousal through him.

“You can read every clause,” Freya said softly, voice like warm honey. “I encourage it. But we both know your body already decided.”

He swallowed hard. The first pages outlined standard therapeutic disclaimers - confidentiality, safe words, mutual consent. But as he turned further, the language shifted. Maternal regression protocol. Progressive surrender of adult autonomy. Scheduled sessions escalating to full immersion. His analytical mind catalogued each line, yet his cock leaked steadily, soaking the fabric until he could feel the cool stickiness against his skin.

Freya watched him without hurry, her generous breasts rising and falling beneath the emerald silk. “Page seven,” she murmured. “Read it aloud.”

Soren’s voice came out rough. “The client agrees that the therapist shall assume increasing maternal authority, including but not limited to decisions regarding clothing, bodily functions, feeding, sleep, and sexual release. The client consents to physical handling, diapering, nursing, and disciplinary measures as deemed necessary for deep regression.”

His cheeks burned. Saying the words made his erection strain harder, the head slick and sensitive.

“Continue,” Freya encouraged gently.

He read the final clause, voice dropping to a whisper. “Upon signing, the client relinquishes day-to-day decision-making to the therapist. All adult privileges may be suspended at the therapist’s discretion. The client’s sole responsibility is to obey and to feel.”

Freya’s smile was small and serene. “Good boy for reading it all. Now sign.”

Soren’s hand trembled as he scratched his name across the dotted line. The ink flowed dark and permanent. When he set the pen down, a strange calm washed over him, undercut by the frantic pounding of his heart and the insistent throb between his legs.

Freya stood, circling the desk with deliberate grace. She took the contract, folded it neatly, and placed it in a locked drawer. Then she turned back to him, towering slightly in her heels, her warm beige skin glowing.

“Three rules begin tonight,” she said, voice calm and maternal. “First: You will address me as Mommy from this moment forward when we are alone. Second: No orgasms without my explicit permission. Your cock belongs to me now. Third: You will sleep in the pajama set I provide, and you will text me a photo of yourself in it before bed.”

Soren opened his mouth to protest, but the word came out small. “Mommy…”

Freya’s eyes sparkled with approval. She reached down and cupped his chin gently, thumb brushing his lower lip. “That’s my good boy. Feel how your cock twitched when you said it?”

He couldn’t deny it. Another bead of pre-cum welled at the tip, soaking through.

She released him and stepped back. “Go home. Rest. Tomorrow morning, nine sharp, you will arrive at my residence. The address is in the folder. Wear the suit again. We’ll begin the deeper work.”

That night, Soren lay in his penthouse bed wearing the soft, pale blue footed pajamas Freya had sent by courier - complete with a drop seat and subtle padding in the seat. His cock strained against the fabric, untouched. He took the required photo, sent it, and received back a single message: Good boy. Sleep well for Mommy.

Sleep came easier than it had in months.

The next morning, sunlight streamed through tall windows in Freya’s sunlit home office. The room smelled of fresh coffee and something sweeter - baby powder and warm vanilla. Soren stood before the wide oak desk in his charcoal suit, heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. The contract from yesterday sat open before him again, now with his signature bold and final.

Freya stood beside him, close enough that the heat of her body radiated through her cream cashmere sweater and flowing skirt. Her thick chestnut hair was once more in that elegant chignon, a few soft strands framing her face. She watched him with that same knowing maternal gaze, emerald eyes tracing the tension in his jaw, the way his hands clenched at his sides.

“Read the final clause again,” she instructed softly.

Soren’s voice shook slightly as he obeyed. “The client grants the therapist total daily authority over his schedule, bodily care, emotional state, and sexual needs. This authority may be exercised immediately and without further negotiation once residency begins.”

“Residency,” he repeated, the word thick on his tongue.

Freya’s hand settled on his lower back, warm and steady. “Yes, sweet boy. Not just sessions. You will live here when the time comes. But we start slow. Today we formalize what you already signed.”

She guided him to sit in the deep armchair, then perched on the wide armrest beside him, her generous hip pressing against his shoulder. The curve of her breast brushed his cheek as she leaned over to turn the page. Soren inhaled her scent - clean skin, faint vanilla, and something undeniably maternal.

“Your cock is hard again,” she observed calmly, glancing down at the obvious bulge in his trousers. “That’s all right. Mommy likes when her boy gets excited by surrender.”

He shifted, embarrassed heat flooding his face, but his erection only throbbed harder.

Freya reached down and palmed him lightly through the fabric, just enough pressure to make him gasp. “No coming. Rule two. You will learn to hold it for me.”

She withdrew her hand and stood, moving to a side table. From a drawer she produced a sleek black tablet. “This is your new daily journal. Every evening you will write what you felt during the day. How small you felt. How wet your diaper will eventually make you.” She smiled at his sharp inhale. “Not yet. But soon.”

Soren took the tablet with unsteady hands. His mind raced - contracts, liability, the sheer insanity of what he was doing - yet his body leaned toward her, craving more of that gentle authority.

Freya returned to stand before him, towering with serene confidence. She listed the expanded rules with quiet precision. “You will drink only from bottles or sippy cups when with me. No adult underwear after today’s session. You will ask permission to use the bathroom. And when you’re here, you will use the title Mommy at all times.”

Each rule landed like a warm weight on his chest, pressing him deeper. His cock leaked continuously now, a wet streak darkening the front of his trousers. He could smell his own arousal mixing with the faint baby-powder scent in the room.

Freya noticed. Of course she did. She stepped closer, her skirt brushing his knees, and cupped his face in both hands. Her thumbs stroked his sharp cheekbones.

“Look at Mommy,” she murmured. “You’re already leaking like a needy little boy. That’s perfect. It means you’re ready for more.”

She released him and moved to the desk, opening a lower drawer. From inside she produced the first three physical symbols of his surrender: a soft leather collar with a discreet silver ring, a small silver key on a chain, and a plain white pacifier clipped to a ribbon.

“These stay with you for now,” she said, fastening the collar around his throat with gentle fingers. The leather was supple, warm from her hands. “The key is to your future chastity. Not today. But soon your orgasms will be locked away until Mommy decides you’ve earned them.”

Soren’s breath hitched as the collar settled against his skin. It felt intimate. Possessive. His cock jerked hard, another spurt of pre-cum soaking his underwear.

Freya clipped the pacifier to the inside of his suit jacket, hidden but present. “Suck on this when you feel overwhelmed. It will remind you who you belong to.”

She stepped back, admiring her work with a soft, approving smile. “Stand up, sweet boy. Let Mommy see you.”

He rose on shaky legs. Freya’s hands smoothed down his lapels, then lower, cupping the heavy bulge in his trousers. She squeezed gently, feeling the dampness.

“So hard for Mommy already. Such a good, honest boy. Your body knows what your mind is still fighting.”

Soren whimpered - actually whimpered - when her thumb circled the wet head through the fabric.

She released him and returned to the desk. From another compartment she produced a small leather bag, soft and discreet, about the size of a large wallet. She held it up so he could see.

“Inside is the first implement,” Freya told him, voice dropping to a intimate murmur. “A simple cock ring. Nothing too intense yet. Just enough to keep you aching and focused on Mommy’s rules.”

Soren stared at the bag, heart slamming against his ribs. His mouth went dry even as fresh arousal pulsed through his trapped length.

Freya’s emerald eyes held his with absolute certainty. “Tomorrow the real work begins in my private nursery wing.”

She produced a small leather bag containing the first implement and told him tomorrow the real work begins in her private nursery wing.


Chapter 3: The Warm Bottle

Soren stood just inside the doorway of Freya’s private nursery wing, heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped animal. The room was bathed in soft golden light from recessed fixtures and a large arched window draped in heavy cream curtains. Thick, plush carpet the color of fresh cream cushioned his knees as he knelt where she had pointed, still wearing his crisp white dress shirt and tailored charcoal trousers from the morning. The contrast was obscene - sharp adult lines against the pastel surroundings of pale blue walls adorned with subtle cloud motifs, a massive wooden crib with raised sides, changing table stocked with neatly folded pads, and shelves lined with bottles, pacifiers, and stacks of thick disposable diapers in soft white and blue.

He felt utterly out of place. Razor-sharp venture capitalist reduced to kneeling on baby carpet in business attire, cock already half-hard from the sheer humiliation of it. The leather collar from yesterday sat warm and snug against his throat, a constant reminder.

Freya moved through the space with unhurried grace, her generous curves swaying gently beneath a soft cream blouse and flowing skirt. Her thick chestnut hair remained in its elegant chignon, a few tendrils framing her face. She turned to him, emerald eyes warm with maternal certainty.

“Come here, sweet boy,” she said softly, lowering herself into the wide, overstuffed rocking chair positioned near the center of the room. The chair looked built for two - broad seat, high back, perfect for holding an adult. She patted her lap. “Mommy’s waiting.”

Soren’s legs felt weak as he rose and crossed the carpet. His dress shoes sank into the plush fibers. When he reached her, Freya took his hand and guided him down, turning him so he sat sideways across her generous thighs. Her arms came around him immediately, one supporting his back, the other cradling his head as she pulled him against the soft swell of her breasts. The scent of warm vanilla and clean skin enveloped him. His cheek pressed to the silky fabric over her left breast, feeling the steady thump of her heartbeat.

“That’s it,” she murmured, voice low and soothing. “Let Mommy hold you. You’re safe here.”

Soren’s breath stuttered. At twenty-eight, lean and sharp-featured with tousled obsidian hair, he had never felt smaller. His long legs dangled awkwardly over the arm of the chair, dress shirt rumpled where it met her skirt. Between his legs, his cock stirred fully to life, pressing insistently against the confines of his trousers. The damp spot from earlier had dried but the memory of leaking made him flush hotter.

Freya’s fingers threaded through his hair, stroking slowly from crown to nape in long, rhythmic passes. “Shhh. Mommy sees how tired you are. How much you’ve been carrying. Just relax and let me feed you.”

She reached to the side table and lifted a large baby bottle - easily eight ounces, filled with warm milk that steamed faintly. The nipple was wide and soft, designed for adult mouths. Freya tested the temperature against her wrist, then brought it to his lips.

“Open for Mommy,” she coaxed gently.

Soren hesitated, slate-gray eyes wide with a mix of reluctance and dark, shameful want. His analytical mind screamed that this was insane - kneeling in a nursery, being bottle-fed like an infant while his cock throbbed. But his body betrayed him. His lips parted.

Freya slid the nipple between them, warm milk flooding his tongue as she tilted the bottle. The liquid was perfectly warmed, slightly sweet, sliding down his throat in smooth gulps. She rocked the chair slowly, the gentle motion lulling him as her fingers continued stroking his hair.

“Good boy,” she praised softly. “Such a good boy drinking for Mommy. Swallow it all down. Let it fill that empty place inside you.”

Soren’s throat worked, gulping obediently. Warmth spread through his belly with every swallow. The taste was comforting, almost nostalgic, though he had no real memories to attach it to. His eyes fluttered half-closed as Freya’s hand moved from his hair to rub slow circles on his back, then lower, cupping his bottom through his trousers and giving a gentle squeeze.

Between his legs, his cock was now fully hard, straining against the zipper. Each rock of the chair pressed his ass against her soft thigh, and the friction made him leak steadily into his underwear. He could feel the wet patch growing again, slick and humiliating.

Freya noticed everything. “Feel that, baby? Your little cock is getting so excited from Mommy’s milk. That’s perfectly normal. Little boys get hard when they’re cared for like this.”

She adjusted her hold, pulling him closer so his head nestled deeper into the valley of her breasts. The generous mounds pillowed his cheek, soft and warm through the thin blouse. Soren could feel the faint outline of her nipple against his skin. His own nipples tightened in response, a strange sympathetic ache.

He suckled harder, the rhythmic nursing sounds filling the quiet nursery - wet, greedy pulls on the silicone nipple. Milk dribbled from the corner of his mouth; Freya wiped it away with her thumb and brought it to his lips to clean.

“Messy boy,” she murmured affectionately. “But Mommy doesn’t mind. That’s what bibs are for later.”

The bottle was more than half empty now. Soren’s body felt heavy, limbs loose from the rocking and the steady intake of warm liquid. His mind, usually razor-sharp with calculations and contingencies, grew fuzzy at the edges. All that existed was the nipple in his mouth, the strong arms around him, the soft stroking of his hair, and the relentless throb of his denied cock.

Freya’s hand slid from his back to his front, palming the bulge in his trousers with gentle possession. She didn’t stroke, just held him there, feeling every twitch and pulse through the fabric.

“So hard for Mommy,” she whispered. “Leaking all over your big-boy pants. We’ll fix that soon. No more big-boy underwear for my little one.”

Soren whimpered around the nipple, the sound small and needy. He tried to thrust up into her hand, but she held him firmly in place with her arm around his waist.

“No, sweet boy. No rubbing. You drink. Mommy decides when that little cock gets attention.”

He obeyed, suckling faster, desperate for the comfort even as humiliation burned through him. The carpet beneath them looked so innocent, yet here he was - grown man in dress shirt, being cradled and bottle-fed like a helpless infant while his erection wept pre-cum into his clothes.

Freya rocked them steadily, humming a soft, wordless lullaby. Her fingers returned to his hair, massaging his scalp until his eyes drifted shut. The milk continued flowing, warm and filling, until his stomach felt pleasantly full and heavy. A faint pressure built in his bladder, but he pushed the thought away, too lost in the sensation of being held.

Minutes stretched. The bottle lightened. Soren’s suckling slowed as the last ounces disappeared down his throat. His tongue worked lazily against the nipple, drawing out the final drops with soft, wet sounds.

Freya tilted the bottle higher, ensuring he drained every bit. When it was empty, she eased the nipple from his lips with a gentle pop. A thin string of milk and saliva connected them for a moment before breaking.

Soren lay limp against her chest, breathing slow and deep, cock still aching and untouched. His dress shirt was rumpled, trousers tented obscenely, a dark wet stain clearly visible at the front.

Freya wiped his mouth with a soft cloth, then kissed his forehead. “Such a good boy for finishing your bottle.”

As the last drops disappear she whispers that bottles will replace solid food for the next phase and that something else will soon rest between his legs.


Chapter 4: Pacified

Soren lay limp in Freya’s lap, the empty bottle set aside on the side table, his stomach pleasantly full and heavy with warm milk. The rocking chair creaked softly beneath them, the motion slow and hypnotic. His dress shirt clung slightly to his skin from the warmth of her body, and the front of his trousers remained tented, the dark wet stain from his leaking cock now cooling against his thigh. His mind spun in lazy circles - sharp analytical thoughts fracturing under the weight of what he had already allowed. He had signed the contract. He had called her Mommy. He had drunk from the bottle like a helpless infant while she stroked his hair and praised him. And his body had loved every degrading second of it.

Freya’s fingers continued their gentle path through his tousled obsidian hair, nails lightly scraping his scalp in soothing rhythms. Her generous breasts pillowed his cheek, rising and falling with each calm breath she took. The scent of her - warm vanilla and clean skin - wrapped around him like a blanket he couldn’t escape.

“You did so well with your bottle, sweet boy,” she murmured, voice low and maternal. “Mommy is very proud. But little ones need more than just milk to settle. They need something to soothe that busy mind.”

She reached to the side table again, this time picking up a large adult-sized pacifier. It was substantial - thick silicone nipple, wide shield shaped like a soft cloud, and attached to pale blue ribbons that could be fastened behind the head. The nipple itself was longer and girthier than any standard pacifier, designed to fill an adult mouth completely.

Soren’s slate-gray eyes widened as she brought it into view. His cock gave a fresh twitch, another bead of pre-cum oozing out to join the mess already soaking his underwear.

“Open wide for Mommy,” Freya coaxed, pressing the thick nipple against his lips.

He hesitated, reluctance flickering through the haze of milk and surrender. The analytical part of him screamed that this was the next step down a slippery slope he had no business sliding along. Yet his lips parted anyway, driven by the same dark craving that had made him leak during the bottle feeding.

Freya slid the pacifier between his teeth, the thick silicone stretching his jaw slightly as it filled his mouth. The nipple pressed against his tongue, wide and comforting in a way that made his eyelids flutter. She adjusted it carefully, ensuring the shield sat flush against his lips, then brought the ribbons around his head and fastened them gently but securely at the nape of his neck with a soft click.

“There we go,” she whispered, stroking his cheek with her thumb. “Pacified. Now that busy adult brain can rest. Suck, baby. Nice and slow for Mommy.”

Soren’s cheeks hollowed as he obeyed, the rhythmic suckling sounds filling the nursery once more. The pacifier tasted faintly of silicone and something sweet, and each pull sent a strange calm washing through him. His cock throbbed harder, trapped and denied, the wet fabric of his trousers rubbing against the sensitive head with every small shift of his body.

Freya smiled down at him with serene approval, emerald eyes soft. “Look at you. Such a good, pacified boy. Still in your big-boy shirt, but already learning to settle like Mommy’s little one.”

She continued rocking him for several long minutes, one hand cradling his head against her breast, the other rubbing slow circles over his full belly. The pressure in his bladder had grown from the bottle, a warm heaviness that he tried to ignore. The pacifier kept him quiet, reducing any protest to soft, muffled whimpers around the thick nipple.

Eventually, Freya eased him upright in her lap, then stood with him cradled against her chest as if he weighed nothing. Her strength was quiet but undeniable. She carried him the few steps to the oversized crib, its wooden rails painted in soft white, the mattress thick and covered with a fitted sheet patterned with faint blue stars. The crib was built for an adult - extra-long, extra-wide, with high sides that promised no easy escape.

Freya lowered one rail with a smooth, practiced motion, the wood sliding down without a sound. She laid Soren on his back in the center of the crib, his long legs stretching out, dress shirt rumpling beneath him. His shoes had been removed earlier; his socked feet looked absurdly vulnerable against the babyish bedding.

“Time for your first enforced nap, sweet boy,” she said softly, raising the rail again until it clicked into place with finality. The bars rose high above him, turning the crib into a cage of gentle imprisonment. “Mommy will be right here watching over you. Suck your paci and let everything else fade.”

Soren lay there, stomach full and rounded under his dress shirt, pacifier strapped firmly in place, suckling rhythmically. The thick nipple kept his mouth occupied, forcing soft, wet nursing sounds with every pull. His mind spun faster now - thoughts of contracts, boardrooms, the life he had built - all clashing against the reality of lying in an oversized crib wearing business clothes, pacified and helpless while his cock ached untouched.

Freya pulled a soft white blanket over him, tucking it snugly around his body up to his chest. Her hands lingered, smoothing the fabric over his chest, then lower, brushing deliberately over the prominent bulge in his trousers. She gave the trapped length a single, teasing squeeze through the fabric.

“Still so hard,” she observed with a gentle smile. “Mommy loves how your body responds to being cared for like this. No touching. No rubbing. Just rest and suck.”

She dimmed the lights further, leaving only a soft nightlight glowing in the corner that cast gentle shadows across the nursery. Then she settled into the rocking chair beside the crib, legs crossed elegantly, watching him with that penetrating maternal gaze.

Soren tried to fight the lull. His slate-gray eyes darted around the room - the changing table stocked with supplies, the shelves of diapers, the bottles waiting for the next feeding. The pacifier kept him silent, but his mind raced. He had agreed to this. He had signed. And every degrading act so far had made his cock leak like a faucet. The shame burned hot, yet it only fueled the arousal, creating a vicious, delicious cycle.

Time stretched in the quiet nursery. The suckling became automatic, his jaw working steadily around the thick silicone. His full bladder pressed more insistently now, a warm urgency he tried to clench against. The milk sloshed gently in his stomach with every breath. His erection refused to soften, the head rubbing slickly against the wet fabric of his underwear with every small shift of his hips.

Freya’s voice drifted over occasionally, soft and encouraging. “That’s it, baby. Deep breaths. Let Mommy’s rules settle into you. You don’t have to be sharp anymore. You don’t have to decide anything. Just be Mommy’s good little boy.”

The words sank into him like warm syrup. His eyes grew heavier. The crib bars cast long shadows across his body, reminding him with every glance that he was contained, controlled, regressed. His dress shirt felt increasingly foreign - too adult, too structured - against the soft bedding and the pacifier strapped to his face.

Eventually, despite the spinning thoughts, exhaustion from the sleepless nights and the emotional weight of surrender pulled him under. His suckling slowed but never stopped, the pacifier a constant presence in his mouth. Sleep claimed him in fragments - dreams of boardrooms mixing with images of soft blankets and Freya’s breasts, his cock twitching helplessly in his sleep.

He woke sometime later to the sound of the crib rail lowering again. The nursery lights had been raised slightly. Freya stood beside the crib, her silhouette statuesque and calm. Soren’s mouth was still working around the pacifier, jaw slightly sore from the prolonged suckling. His bladder ached now, full and insistent from the bottle. His cock remained semi-hard, the front of his trousers marked with fresh dampness from unconscious leaking during the nap.

Freya reached down and unfastened the ribbons behind his head, gently easing the large pacifier from his lips. A string of saliva connected it to his mouth for a moment before she wiped his chin with a soft cloth.

“Such a good nap,” she praised, voice warm. “Mommy watched you the whole time. You looked so peaceful sucking your paci.”

Soren’s voice came out hoarse and small. “Mommy… I…”

“Shhh.” She pressed a finger to his lips. “Little ones don’t need big words right now. Mommy knows what you need.”

She helped him sit up in the crib, legs dangling over the lowered rail. His dress shirt was wrinkled, hair tousled from sleep and her earlier stroking. The pressure in his bladder made him shift uncomfortably, but he didn’t dare voice it yet.

Freya’s emerald eyes held his with absolute certainty. She reached behind her and produced a thick white object folded neatly in her hands - unmistakably a disposable diaper, adult-sized but printed with subtle babyish patterns along the landing zone.

She returns with a thick white object folded in her hands and tells him it's time for his first diaper.


Chapter 5: The Crinkle Begins

Soren sat on the edge of the lowered crib rail, his wrinkled dress shirt clinging to his torso, legs dangling like a child’s. The pacifier had left his lips slightly swollen, and the taste of silicone still coated his tongue. His bladder throbbed with insistent fullness from the large bottle of warm milk, a heavy, warm pressure that made him shift uncomfortably. Between his legs, his cock hung semi-hard, the front of his trousers darkened with dried and fresh pre-cum stains. Freya stood before him, statuesque and calm in her cream blouse and flowing skirt, holding the thick white disposable diaper folded neatly in her hands like an offering.

“It’s time for your first diaper, sweet boy,” she said softly, emerald eyes warm with maternal certainty. “Mommy is going to take care of everything now. No more big-boy underwear. No more decisions about when or where you go potty. Just thick padding between your legs to keep you safe and dry… for as long as Mommy allows.”

Soren’s breath hitched. Shame burned hot across his sharp cheekbones, yet his cock twitched visibly, thickening against his thigh at her words. “Mommy… I don’t - ”

“Shhh.” Freya placed a single finger against his lips. “Little ones don’t argue when Mommy knows what’s best. Up on the changing table, please.”

She helped him stand, legs shaky, and guided him the few steps to the padded changing table. The surface was firm yet cushioned, covered in a soft vinyl sheet with faint pastel patterns. Freya lifted him with surprising ease, laying him on his back so his head rested on a small pillow. His dress shirt rode up, exposing the pale skin of his lower abdomen. She unbuttoned and removed his trousers and socks with deliberate, unhurried movements, folding them neatly and setting them aside. His underwear followed last - peeled away slowly, revealing his half-hard cock, slick with pre-cum, and the heavy sac beneath.

Now he lay naked from the waist down, lean legs slightly spread, sharp hipbones prominent, obsidian hair tousled against the pillow. His cock bobbed in the cool nursery air, the head flushed and glistening. The thick leather collar around his throat felt tighter somehow. He trembled, exposed and vulnerable under Freya’s clinical yet tender gaze.

Freya’s eyes traveled over him slowly, taking in every inch - the tense line of his thighs, the way his cock jerked when she looked directly at it, the faint tremor in his flat stomach. “Such a pretty boy,” she murmured. “Lean and sharp, but already softening for Mommy. Look how your little cock is leaking just from being laid out like this.”

She reached for a bottle of baby powder, shaking it generously over her palm before sprinkling it across his groin. The cool, talc-scented cloud settled over his cock and balls, then lower, between his cheeks. Freya’s hands followed, rubbing the powder in with slow, firm strokes. Her fingers glided over his shaft, coating every ridge and vein, then cupped his balls, rolling them gently until they were dusted white. She lifted his hips with one hand and powdered his ass thoroughly, her fingertips brushing his tight hole in teasing circles.

Soren whimpered, hips twitching involuntarily. The powder made everything feel silky and sensitive. His cock stood fully erect now, angry red and dripping, the head shiny with pre-cum that mixed with the fine white dust.

“Mommy…” he breathed, voice small.

“Yes, baby?” Freya asked, continuing her work. She unfolded the thick diaper with a loud, unmistakable crinkle. The plastic outer shell was white with subtle blue accents and a wide landing zone. It was substantial - extra thick in the crotch, with high-rise wings and strong tapes. The inner padding looked plush and absorbent, already promising a bulky presence between his legs.

She slid the open diaper beneath his raised hips, positioning the padded center perfectly under his ass and genitals. The cool plastic kissed his powdered skin, sending another shiver through him. Freya lowered his hips gently onto the bulk, then brought the front up between his legs. The thick padding pressed firmly against his cock and balls, forcing his erection to angle upward against his lower belly.

Soren’s breath came faster. The crinkle was loud in the quiet nursery - every small movement produced a noisy, plastic rustle that filled his ears and made his face burn hotter. Freya smoothed the front panel over his straining cock, pressing it down so the padding molded around his length, trapping it in a soft, crinkly embrace.

“Feel that, sweet boy?” she whispered, voice tender. “That thick padding hugging your needy cock. No more bare skin for you. From now on, this is where your little penis lives - safe and snug inside Mommy’s diaper.”

She pulled the left wing snugly across his hip, then the right, overlapping them with precise tension. The tapes tore open with sharp rips, and she fastened them tightly - one, two, three, four - securing the diaper in a firm, padded cage around his waist and between his legs. The bulk was immediate and overwhelming. His thighs were forced slightly apart by the thickness, the crotch swelling heavily between them. Every tiny shift produced a loud, humiliating crinkle that echoed through the nursery.

Freya ran her hands over the finished product, pressing and molding the padding around his trapped erection. The diaper was snug but not painful, the plastic shell smooth and glossy under her palms. She cupped the heavy, padded mound, giving it a gentle squeeze that made his cock throb helplessly inside.

“Look at you,” she cooed. “All diapered up like the helpless little boy you’re becoming. So thick and crinkly. Mommy can already tell you’re going to make such pretty wet bulges for me.”

Soren lay there trembling, naked from the waist up in his rumpled dress shirt, lower body encased in the bulky white diaper. The padding felt foreign and infantile - soft yet restrictive, warm from his body heat, crinkling with every ragged breath. His cock strained desperately against the absorbent core, leaking steadily into the padding. The powder made everything feel dry and silky for now, but he knew it wouldn’t last.

Freya’s hand slipped inside the leg cuff, her fingers finding his powdered balls and the base of his shaft. She stroked him slowly through the inner padding, just enough to tease.

“So hard already. Such a greedy boy. But little ones in diapers don’t get to cum whenever they want.”

She withdrew her hand and reached for the small leather bag she had brought earlier. From inside she produced a simple but sturdy black cock ring - smooth silicone, adjustable, with a small metal ring for future attachments. Freya snapped it open and, with careful fingers, slid it behind his balls, pulling his sac through first, then working the ring snugly around the base of his cock and balls together. The ring tightened with a soft click, trapping his erection in a firm, pulsing grip. Blood flow restricted just enough to keep him achingly hard without relief.

She tucked his ringed cock and balls back inside the diaper, resealing the tapes with fresh precision so the bulky padding once again hugged everything tightly.

Soren gasped at the added pressure. The cock ring made every throb more intense, the thick diaper now pressing the ringed base firmly against his body. His hips jerked, crinkling loudly.

Freya smoothed her hands over the front of the diaper one final time, admiring her work with a serene smile.

She snaps a cock ring snug behind his balls beneath the diaper and informs him he will not be allowed to cum until she decides he has earned it.


Chapter 6: Betrayal Beneath Plastic

Soren lay on his back in the center of Freya’s large bed, the soft mattress yielding beneath him. The nursery lights had been dimmed to a warm, intimate glow, and the heavy curtains drawn, sealing the room in a cocoon of quiet maternal control. He wore nothing but a soft pale blue t-shirt that barely reached his navel and the thick white disposable diaper Freya had taped snugly around his hips. The bulky padding forced his lean thighs apart in a permanent, infantile spread. Every tiny shift produced a loud, humiliating crinkle that filled his ears and made fresh heat crawl up his neck.

The black cock ring sat snug behind his balls, biting just enough to trap the blood in his shaft. His cock throbbed angrily inside the padded prison, the head slick and leaking steadily into the soft inner core. The baby powder Freya had generously applied earlier still clung to his skin, mixing with the growing wetness of his pre-cum.

Freya stood beside the bed for a moment, simply admiring him. Her statuesque frame was clad in a loose cream silk robe that hinted at the generous curves beneath. Her thick chestnut hair remained in its elegant chignon, a few strands framing her face. Emerald eyes held that same penetrating maternal warmth as she climbed onto the bed and knelt between his spread legs.

“Look at my poor baby,” she murmured, voice low and soothing. “All diapered up and already so desperate. That thick plastic is the only thing keeping your little cock from the air, and still it’s trying so hard to get attention.”

She placed her palm flat against the front of the diaper, right over the prominent bulge where his trapped erection strained. The padding was warm from his body heat. Freya pressed gently, molding the thick material around his cock with slow, deliberate circles. The crinkle was deafening in the quiet room - sharp plastic rustling with every motion of her hand.

Soren’s hips jerked involuntarily. A broken whimper escaped his throat. “Mommy… please…”

“Please what, sweet boy?” Freya asked innocently, continuing the slow rubbing. Her palm dragged up and down the entire length of the padded mound, pressing the absorbent core firmly against his aching shaft. The cock ring made every throb more intense, the pressure building rapidly. “Please let you cum? Or please keep teasing this helpless little diapered cock?”

He couldn’t answer. His slate-gray eyes were wide, cheeks flushed dark. The contrast was obscene - his sharp, once-commanding features twisted in needy desperation while his lower body remained encased in noisy, infantile padding. Pre-cum leaked in heavy spurts now, soaking into the diaper’s core and creating a faint warm spot against his skin.

Freya leaned forward, her generous breasts brushing his chest through the silk robe as she increased the pressure. She rubbed faster, firmer, the heel of her palm grinding directly over the sensitive head trapped beneath layers of padding and plastic. The cock ring kept him rigidly hard, preventing any softening even as the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in his belly.

“You’re getting so close already,” she cooed, voice dripping with tender praise. “Mommy can feel how your hips are trying to fuck up into my hand. But you can’t, can you? All that thick, crinkly padding is in the way. Your cock is trapped like a little prisoner, leaking and throbbing while Mommy decides everything.”

Soren’s breath came in short, ragged gasps. His hands fisted the sheets on either side of him. The t-shirt had ridden up, exposing the taut skin of his abdomen and the white plastic waistband of the diaper. He was right there - teetering on the edge, balls drawn tight against the ring, cock pulsing wildly inside the warm, wet confines of the padding.

Freya felt it. She slowed her hand to a torturously light stroke, barely grazing the front of the diaper. The sudden denial drew a desperate whine from deep in Soren’s chest.

“Not yet, baby,” she whispered. “Mommy wants to play with her helpless boy a little longer. Feel how full and heavy your diaper is getting from all that leaking? Such a messy little thing.”

She resumed the rubbing, this time using both hands - one pressing and grinding over his cock, the other gently squeezing the padded bulk between his thighs. The crinkle intensified, loud and constant, accompanying every needy twitch of his hips. Freya kept him balanced on the razor’s edge for what felt like an eternity, bringing him right to the brink with firm, practiced strokes, then easing off until the orgasm retreated, leaving him panting and trembling.

Each time she denied him, she praised him lavishly.

“Good boy for holding it. Mommy loves how obedient your body is learning to be.”

“That’s it, let the diaper soak up all your excitement. No big-boy cums today.”

“Look at you trembling in your thick padding. So small and helpless already.”

Soren’s mind fractured under the assault. The analytical venture capitalist who once dominated boardrooms was gone, replaced by a whimpering, diapered boy who could only beg with his eyes and broken sounds. His cock burned with denied need, the ring keeping him painfully erect while the soaked padding squished softly against his skin with every rub. The warm, wet spot had grown, the absorbent material swelling slightly between his legs.

Freya shifted position, straddling one of his thighs so she could press her own body weight into the teasing. Her robe fell open slightly, revealing the soft, heavy curve of one breast. She ground the heel of her palm in slow, deliberate circles directly over the head of his cock through the diaper, watching his face intently.

“You’re right there again, aren’t you? So close Mommy could make you spill just by pressing a little harder. But you won’t. Because good boys wait for permission. Good boys leak and throb and suffer beautifully in their crinkly diapers while Mommy watches.”

Tears of frustration pricked at the corners of Soren’s eyes. His hips bucked weakly, the bulky diaper crinkling obscenely with the motion. The pressure in his bladder had returned stronger than ever from the earlier bottle, adding another layer of humiliating fullness. Every tease made the need to piss worse, yet his cock refused to soften.

Freya kept him there for long, agonizing minutes - edge after edge, each one sharper than the last. She never let him tip over. Her hand never slipped inside the diaper. Everything remained strictly through the thick, noisy padding, turning his own helplessness into the instrument of his torment.

Finally, when Soren was a shaking, sweat-damp mess, cock throbbing so hard it hurt, Freya slowed her movements to a complete stop. She rested her palm lightly on the front of the swollen, crinkly diaper, feeling the heat and dampness radiating through the plastic.

She leaves him denied and aching, telling him the next time his body loses control it will be far more humiliating.


Chapter 7: The Warmth Spreads

Soren stood in the corner of the softly lit nursery, nose almost touching the pale blue wall, hands clasped behind his back like a scolded child. Hours had passed since Freya’s relentless teasing on the bed. His body still hummed with denied arousal, cock ringed and trapped beneath the thick, crinkly diaper. The soft blue t-shirt clung to his sweat-damp skin, riding up to expose the white plastic waistband that hugged his narrow hips. The bulky padding forced his lean thighs apart in a permanent waddle, every tiny shift producing that humiliating plastic rustle.

His bladder was agony.

The warm milk from the bottle, combined with the long denial session, had filled him to bursting. A sharp, heavy pressure pulsed low in his belly, radiating down into his groin. His cock - still painfully hard from the cock ring - throbbed against the soaked inner padding where pre-cum had been leaking for what felt like forever. The front of the diaper was warm and slightly swollen from his constant arousal, but still dry of anything else. He clenched desperately, thighs trembling, trying to hold back the inevitable.

Freya sat in the rocking chair a few feet away, legs elegantly crossed, watching him with serene maternal approval. Her emerald eyes never left his rigid posture, the way his sharp shoulders tensed, the faint quiver in his calves. She had positioned him there after the last edge, telling him little boys who couldn’t control their cocks had to stand in the corner and think about their helplessness.

“Mommy…” Soren’s voice cracked, small and desperate. “Please… I need to - ”

“Shhh,” Freya interrupted gently. “No big-boy words in the corner. You stand there and feel it. Mommy is right here watching over her little one.”

The pressure built relentlessly. Every second felt like torture. His analytical mind - the part that once closed million-dollar deals - frantically searched for control, but there was none. The cock ring kept his erection iron-hard, pressing the urge to piss directly against the sensitive head trapped in padding. His balls ached, drawn tight. Sweat beaded on his forehead, sliding down his sharp cheekbones.

He shifted his weight, the diaper crinkling loudly in the quiet room. The sound only heightened his shame. A grown man - twenty-eight, lean and once commanding - reduced to standing in the corner in nothing but a t-shirt and a bulky disposable diaper, fighting not to wet himself like an infant.

The first involuntary spurt escaped without warning.

A hot jet of piss shot into the padding, soaking instantly into the absorbent core right at the front. Soren gasped, eyes widening in horror. He clenched harder, but his body betrayed him completely. Another spurt followed, then a third - longer, warmer. The warmth spread rapidly, flooding the crotch of the diaper in a heavy, unmistakable rush.

“Oh god… Mommy…” he whimpered, voice breaking as the floodgates opened.

The urine poured out of him in a powerful, uncontrollable stream. The thick padding swelled between his legs as it drank every drop. Heat bloomed across his groin, soaking downward and backward, creeping up toward the back of the diaper and around his balls. The cock ring made the sensation even more intense - every pulse of his still-hard cock pushed more piss into the already saturated material. The plastic shell grew warm and heavy, the absorbent core expanding with a soft, squishing give that pressed back against his trapped erection.

Freya’s voice remained perfectly calm, laced with warm approval. “That’s it, sweet boy. Let it all out. Mommy’s watching. Let the diaper take care of everything. Good boy for finally letting go.”

Soren’s face burned crimson. Tears of humiliation pricked his eyes as the wetting continued, seemingly endless. The warmth spread everywhere - between his thighs, under his ass, up toward his waistband. The once-thick padding sagged noticeably, growing heavier and bulkier with every second. Loud hissing sounds filled the nursery as the final powerful gushes emptied his bladder completely. The diaper was soaked through, the plastic outer layer glistening faintly, the crotch ballooning outward in a heavy, pendulous bulge that forced his legs even farther apart.

When the last trickle finally stopped, Soren stood trembling, breathing in short, ragged gasps. The diaper felt completely different now - warm, heavy, squishy. Every tiny movement made the wet padding shift and press against his still-throbbing cock. The cock ring kept him achingly hard, the denied arousal mixing horribly with the fresh shame of his accident. He could smell the faint, unmistakable scent of urine rising from the swollen padding.

Freya rose gracefully from the rocking chair and approached him. She placed a gentle hand on his lower back, right above the sagging waistband.

“Look at that beautiful wet diaper,” she murmured, voice full of tender pride. “So heavy and full already. My little boy couldn’t hold it any longer, could he? He had to make his first big wet for Mommy.”

She turned him slowly to face her. Soren’s slate-gray eyes were glassy with shame and lingering arousal. His cock strained visibly against the front of the sodden diaper, the wet padding clinging obscenely to every ridge.

Freya cupped the heavy, sagging bulge with one hand, lifting it slightly so he could feel its full, warm weight. The squish was audible. “Feel how much you let go? Such a good, honest boy for not fighting it at the end. Mommy is so proud.”

Soren whimpered, hips twitching despite himself. The wet padding rubbed against his ringed cock with every breath, keeping the desperate need alive.

Freya guided him away from the corner, her arm around his waist as she walked him the short distance to the changing table. The soaked diaper sagged heavily between his legs with every waddling step, crinkling wetly and squishing loudly. She lifted him effortlessly onto the padded surface, laying him on his back with his legs raised and spread.

The wet diaper clung to him, warm and intimate, the plastic shell slightly yellowed at the crotch from the heavy use. Freya ran her hands over the swollen front, pressing gently to feel the full extent of his accident.

She lifts him onto the changing table and promises the clean diaper will come with a reward if he is honest about how it felt.


Chapter 8: Changed and Cherished

Soren lay on his back on the padded changing table, the soaked diaper sagging heavily between his spread thighs like a warm, shameful weight. The once-crisp white plastic was now swollen and yellowed at the crotch, the absorbent core bloated from the long, uncontrollable wetting. Every shallow breath made the heavy padding squish audibly against his skin, pressing the wet material firmly around his still-hard, ringed cock. His face burned crimson, sharp cheekbones flushed dark with humiliation. The soft blue t-shirt had ridden up to his chest, leaving him exposed from the waist down in the most infantile way possible.

Freya stood beside the table, towering over him with calm, maternal grace. Her emerald eyes held nothing but tender approval as she looked down at the mess he had made. She ran her palm slowly over the front of the sagging diaper, pressing the warm, squishy bulk so he could feel every soaked inch.

“Look at my poor baby,” she murmured, voice soft and soothing. “You made such a big, heavy wet for Mommy. The diaper is all swollen and full now. Doesn’t it feel different? So warm and heavy between your legs?”

Soren whimpered, unable to meet her eyes. His cock throbbed traitorously inside the wet padding, the cock ring keeping him achingly erect despite the shame flooding his chest. “Mommy… it’s so embarrassing…”

“I know, sweet boy,” Freya cooed, leaning down to kiss his forehead. “That’s why Mommy is here - to take care of every messy, wet little thing. Let’s get you cleaned up and fresh again.”

She untaped the diaper with slow, deliberate movements, the loud rips of the tapes echoing in the quiet nursery. The front panel fell open with a heavy, wet slap, releasing a wave of warm, urine-scented air. Soren’s cock sprang up, still trapped by the black cock ring, glistening with a mixture of pre-cum and residual piss. His balls hung heavy and damp. The inner padding was dark yellow and sodden, clinging to his skin in places.

Freya’s hands were gentle but thorough. She lifted his hips with one strong arm and slid the ruined diaper out from under him, folding it neatly and setting it aside in a scented disposal bin. Then she took a stack of warm, wet wipes and began cleaning him with meticulous care.

She started at his inner thighs, wiping away the wetness in long, soothing strokes. The cool wipes made him shiver as they glided over his skin. Freya worked her way inward, carefully cleaning every crease, every fold. She lifted his cock gently with two fingers and wiped the underside, then the sensitive head, removing every trace of urine and sticky pre-cum. Soren gasped at the intimate touch, hips twitching.

“Such a messy boy,” she whispered affectionately. “Mommy has to clean every little inch. Look how hard you still are. Even after wetting yourself like a baby, your cock wants attention.”

She cleaned his balls next, rolling them softly in the wipe, then moved lower. She parted his cheeks and wiped his tight hole thoroughly, the cool cloth circling the sensitive ring until he was whimpering and squirming. Fresh pre-cum beaded at the tip of his cock and slid down the shaft.

Freya discarded the used wipes and reached for the bottle of baby powder. She shook it generously over his clean groin, then used both hands to rub the silky powder into his skin. Her fingers glided over his cock in long, slow strokes - coating the shaft, circling the head, then cupping and powdering his balls. She lifted his hips again and powdered his ass, her fingertips brushing deliberately over his hole, teasing the tight pucker with light circles.

Soren’s breath came in short, needy pants. The powder made everything feel dry and hypersensitive. His cock stood rigid and leaking, the ring keeping it painfully swollen.

Freya smiled down at him with serene warmth. “Time for a little reward while Mommy gets you ready for a fresh diaper. Be honest with Mommy - tell me exactly how it felt when you wet yourself.”

She wrapped her powdered hand around his cock and began to stroke him slowly, firmly, from base to tip. The cock ring made every pass more intense. Soren moaned loudly, hips bucking up into her grip.

“It… it was warm,” he gasped, voice breaking. “So warm and sudden. I couldn’t stop it. It just kept coming… flooding the diaper… making it heavy and squishy between my legs. I felt like a little boy… like I had no control at all.”

Freya’s strokes quickened, her thumb swirling over the leaking head on every upstroke. “Good boy for being honest. Keep going.”

“The crinkle changed… it got softer and wetter… and the padding swelled and pressed against my cock. The cock ring made it throb even more. I was so ashamed… but it felt… good. Too good.”

She edged him beautifully - bringing him right to the brink with fast, slick strokes, then slowing to feather-light touches when his balls drew tight and his hips started to stutter. Over and over she worked him, her free hand gently massaging his powdered balls while she praised him.

“Such a good, honest baby. Wetting your diaper for the first time while Mommy watched. Feeling that helpless warmth spread everywhere. Leaking and throbbing the whole time.”

Soren was a trembling mess on the changing table, legs spread wide, cock red and glistening in her hand. Tears of frustration and pleasure leaked from the corners of his eyes. Every time he approached orgasm, Freya eased off, leaving him whimpering and desperate.

After the fourth edge, she finally released his cock, leaving it twitching and denied in the cool air. She reached for a fresh diaper - thicker than the first, with even more padding in the crotch. The plastic crinkled loudly as she unfolded it and slid it beneath his raised hips. She brought the front up between his legs, pressing the thick, soft padding firmly against his aching erection. The cock ring nestled snugly beneath the bulk.

With deliberate care she taped the diaper closed - four strong tapes pulled tight, securing the heavy padding snugly around his waist and between his thighs. The new diaper was bulkier than before, forcing his legs apart in an even more pronounced waddle. The front swelled noticeably over his trapped cock.

Freya ran her hands over the finished product, molding the padding around his erection and giving the heavy crotch a gentle squeeze.

“There we go. All fresh and dry again. My perfect little diaper boy.”

Soren lay there panting, face still flushed, the new diaper crinkling with every ragged breath. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the thick padding, denied once more.

Freya’s hands moved to the front of her cream blouse. She unbuttoned it slowly, revealing the full, heavy curves of her breasts cradled in a soft lace bra. She reached behind and unclasped it, letting the bra fall away. Her breasts spilled free - generous, warm, with large dusky nipples already slightly hardened.

She opens her blouse and draws his head to her bare breast, telling him it's time to nurse like a proper baby.


Chapter 9: Mother's Milk

Soren lay on the changing table, freshly diapered in the thick new padding that hugged his ringed cock like a soft, crinkly prison. His breath still came in shallow, trembling bursts, the denial from Freya’s skilled hand leaving him aching and desperate. The baby powder clung to his skin, its sweet scent mixing with the faint plastic smell of the diaper. His sharp cheekbones were flushed deep crimson, slate-gray eyes glassy with humiliated need.

Freya stood beside him, her cream blouse hanging open, full breasts now completely bare. They were generous and heavy, warm beige skin glowing under the soft nursery lights, large dusky nipples already pebbled from the cool air and the sight of her regressed boy. She smiled down at him with that serene, absolute maternal certainty, emerald eyes soft yet burning with quiet power.

“Come here, my sweet baby,” she murmured.

She lifted him effortlessly from the table, cradling his lean body against her naked chest as she carried him to the wide rocking chair. Soren’s long legs dangled, the bulky diaper crinkling loudly with every step. The thick padding forced his thighs apart, the plastic shell warm and snug around his still-hard cock. Freya settled into the chair and arranged him sideways across her lap, pulling him close so his head nestled against the soft, heavy swell of her left breast. His cheek pressed into the warm flesh, the nipple brushing his lips.

The new diaper crinkled softly with every small shift of his body, a constant humiliating reminder of his surrender. His t-shirt had been removed earlier; he was now naked except for the thick white padding taped securely around his hips and the leather collar at his throat.

Freya cupped the back of his head with one hand, guiding his mouth to her nipple. “Open for Mommy, darling. It’s time to nurse like a proper baby.”

Soren hesitated for only a heartbeat, reluctance flickering in his eyes even as his cock throbbed harder inside the diaper. Then his lips parted. Freya pressed her breast forward, feeding the thick, dusky nipple into his mouth. The moment it touched his tongue, warm milk began to flow - rich, sweet, and perfectly warmed.

He suckled instinctively, cheeks hollowing as he drew the milk in long, greedy pulls. The taste flooded his senses, comforting and deeply intimate. Each swallow sent warmth spreading through his belly, heavy and soothing. The rhythmic nursing sounds filled the nursery - wet, rhythmic suckling mixed with the soft crinkle of his diaper every time he shifted closer to her body.

Freya sighed with deep satisfaction, her free hand stroking his tousled obsidian hair. “That’s it… good boy. Drink Mommy’s milk. Let it fill you up. You’re safe here. No more big decisions. Just nursing at Mommy’s breast like the helpless little boy you were always meant to be.”

Soren’s eyes fluttered half-closed. The combination of the warm milk, the gentle rocking, and the heavy diaper between his legs melted his sharp mind into a hazy, submissive fog. His cock leaked steadily into the fresh padding, creating a small wet spot that grew warmer with every suckle. The cock ring kept him rigidly hard, the thick padding pressing the trapped length firmly against his lower belly.

Freya’s breathing grew heavier as she watched him nurse. Her hand left his hair and trailed down her own body, slipping beneath the flowing skirt she still wore. Soren could feel the subtle movements as her fingers found her pussy - already slick and swollen from the power she held over him.

“Mmm… feel how hard you’re sucking?” she whispered, voice husky with arousal. “Mommy gets so wet when her big, clever boy surrenders like this. Nursing at my breast while wearing his thick, crinkly diaper. Such a perfect little baby.”

Her fingers moved faster between her legs, circling her clit with practiced strokes. The wet sounds of her masturbation joined the rhythm of his nursing. Freya’s generous breasts heaved with each breath, the one he wasn’t latched to jiggling softly. She pinched her free nipple, rolling it between her fingers as her hips rocked subtly in the chair.

Soren suckled harder, instinctively matching the pace of her growing pleasure. Milk flowed freely down his throat, some of it dribbling from the corner of his mouth onto her skin. Freya wiped it away with her thumb and brought it to his lips to clean, all while her other hand worked frantically between her thighs.

“You’re making Mommy feel so good,” she moaned softly. “The way you submit… the way you let me take everything from you… it makes me ache. My strong venture capitalist, reduced to a diapered baby nursing at my tit. God, I’m so close already.”

Her fingers plunged inside herself, fucking in time with his suckling. The rocking chair creaked steadily. Soren’s diaper crinkled with every small movement of his body as he pressed closer, desperate for more of her milk, more of her warmth, more of her control. His own cock throbbed painfully in the padding, leaking in heavy spurts that soaked the front of the diaper.

Freya’s head fell back, emerald eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Yes… suck harder, baby. Drink every drop while Mommy cums from owning you completely.”

Her body tensed. A low, throaty moan escaped her as the orgasm crashed through her. Her thighs trembled, fingers buried deep as her pussy clenched and pulsed around them. Warm milk spurted stronger into Soren’s mouth in response to her climax, forcing him to swallow faster. He could feel the rhythmic contractions of her body against him, the power of her pleasure feeding directly into his submission.

Freya rode the waves for long moments, soft gasps and praises spilling from her lips. “Good boy… such a good nursing baby… making Mommy cum so hard…”

When the peak finally ebbed, she kept him latched, stroking his hair tenderly while he continued to nurse more slowly, draining the last of the milk from her breast. His belly felt full and heavy, rounded slightly under the pressure of the liquid. The diaper between his legs was noticeably damper now, the crinkle softened by the fresh leaks from his denied cock.

Freya gently eased her nipple from his mouth with a wet pop, a thin string of milk and saliva connecting them for a moment before she wiped his lips clean. She looked down at him with radiant, possessive affection, her cheeks flushed from orgasm, breasts glistening with traces of milk.

Soren lay cradled against her naked chest, breathing slow and deep, the new diaper crinkling softly with every shift of his body. His mind was quiet in a way it had never been - hazy, small, utterly dependent.

Freya reached to the side table and picked up a small, shiny object. It was a sleek, egg-shaped vibrator, metallic and smooth, no larger than a large marble but clearly powerful. She held it up so he could see it glinting in the light.

She reveals a small shiny egg and tells him it is going inside him before the next diaper change.


Chapter 10: The Secret Buzz

Soren lay cradled against Freya’s naked chest, the rich taste of her warm milk still coating his tongue and lingering sweetly in his throat. His belly felt full and heavy, a pleasant warmth spreading through him from the long nursing session. The thick diaper between his legs crinkled softly with every small shift of his body, the fresh padding already slightly damp from the steady leaking of his denied cock. The cock ring kept him achingly hard, trapped and throbbing beneath the bulky white plastic.

Freya stroked his tousled obsidian hair with slow, tender fingers, her generous breasts still bare and glistening faintly where his mouth had been. Her emerald eyes held that serene, possessive glow as she looked down at him, cheeks still flushed from her powerful orgasm.

“You nursed so beautifully for Mommy,” she murmured, voice low and warm. “Drinking every drop while I came from how perfectly you surrendered. Such a good baby.”

She reached to the side table and picked up the small, shiny egg-shaped vibrator again. The metallic surface caught the soft nursery light, smooth and innocuous-looking yet promising deep, relentless torment. Freya held it between her fingers, letting him see it clearly.

“This is going inside you before the next diaper change, sweet boy,” she said softly, her tone matter-of-fact and maternal. “Deep in your tight little hole where it will stay pressed right against your prostate. Mommy will control it completely. And you will feel every buzz while you’re sealed safely in your thick padding.”

Soren’s breath hitched, a fresh wave of humiliated arousal surging through him. His cock jerked hard inside the diaper, leaking another heavy spurt into the absorbent core. The cock ring made the throb almost painful. He opened his mouth to protest, but the words died on his milk-sweet tongue when Freya pressed a gentle finger to his lips.

“Shhh. No arguments. Little boys don’t decide where things go inside them. Mommy does.”

She lifted him from her lap with effortless strength and carried him back to the changing table. The fresh diaper she had just taped on him crinkled loudly with every step. Freya laid him on his back, raising his legs high and resting his ankles on her shoulders so his padded bottom was fully exposed and elevated. The thick nighttime diaper she had prepared waited folded nearby - noticeably bulkier than the previous one, with extra absorbency layers and taller leak guards.

First, she untaped the current diaper and opened it, exposing his still-hard, ringed cock and powdered skin. She wiped him quickly but thoroughly, then reached for a small bottle of clear lubricant. Squeezing a generous amount onto her fingers, she circled his tight hole with slow, teasing strokes.

“Relax for Mommy,” she coaxed, pressing one slick finger inside him. Soren gasped at the intrusion, the muscle clenching around the digit. Freya worked him open patiently, adding a second finger, scissoring gently until he was panting and his cock was dripping steadily onto his lower belly.

Only then did she pick up the shiny egg. She coated it liberally with lube, making it glisten. “Deep breath, baby.”

She pressed the smooth, rounded tip against his hole and pushed steadily. The egg was small but firm, sliding inside him with a slick pop as his body yielded. Freya kept pushing until it was buried deep, nestled right against his prostate. The fullness was immediate and intimate, a constant, foreign pressure inside him.

Soren whimpered, hips twitching. The egg felt heavy and invasive, pressing exactly where it would torment him most. His cock throbbed violently, pre-cum pooling on his skin.

Freya smiled with calm approval and slid the now-empty diaper out from under him. She unfolded the new nighttime diaper - thicker, with a higher rise and visibly more padding in the crotch. The plastic shell was extra crinkly, the inner core plush and thirsty. She lifted his hips and slid it beneath him, then brought the front up between his legs, pressing the thick padding firmly over his leaking cock and the base of the egg.

The bulk was overwhelming. The heavy diaper forced his thighs even wider apart, the tall leak guards hugging his hips. Freya taped it snugly - four strong tapes pulled tight - sealing the vibrating egg deep inside him beneath layers of thick, noisy padding. The cock ring and his aching erection were now trapped under an even heavier, more restrictive mound of plastic and absorbent material.

She reached for the small black remote and pressed the lowest setting.

The egg buzzed to life instantly - deep, powerful vibrations rumbling directly against his prostate. Soren cried out, body arching on the changing table as intense pleasure shot through him. The thick diaper muffled the sound to a faint hum, but the sensation was merciless, making his cock strain and leak heavily into the fresh padding. The vibrations traveled through the ringed base of his shaft, turning every throb into exquisite torment.

Freya watched him with serene delight, cycling through the settings slowly - low, medium, then a teasing pulse pattern that made his hips jerk and the diaper crinkle wildly.

“Feel that, baby?” she whispered. “Mommy’s little egg buzzing deep inside you while you’re all sealed up in your thick nighttime diaper. No one will know except us. You’ll just have to sit there and take it like a good boy.”

She turned the remote off, leaving him panting and trembling, the egg silent but still lodged firmly inside. His new diaper was noticeably bulkier, the crotch swelling heavily between his spread legs, forcing an unmistakable waddle even while lying down.

Freya helped him sit up on the edge of the changing table, then dressed him in a soft, loose onesie that snapped securely over the thick diaper. The garment was pale blue with subtle snap closures at the crotch, barely containing the massive bulk. Over that she added a simple pair of loose sweatpants that did little to hide the obvious padding between his thighs.

Soren stood on shaky legs, the heavy nighttime diaper sagging slightly already from his leaks, the egg a constant, silent presence deep inside him. He could still taste her milk on his tongue, sweet and intimate.

Freya adjusted his collar and smoothed his obsidian hair, then cupped his face in both hands.

She announces they are going out for an important dinner and that the remote will stay in her purse.


Chapter 11: Soft Restraints

Soren stumbled into the nursery on shaky legs, the thick nighttime diaper sagging heavily between his thighs with every waddling step. The humiliating public dinner had been pure torment. Seated across from Freya in an upscale restaurant, dressed in loose sweatpants that did nothing to hide the bulky padding, he had endured wave after wave of the remote-controlled egg buzzing mercilessly inside him. Freya had kept the small black remote in her purse, casually activating it during conversation, smiling serenely while he gripped the edge of the table, fighting back whimpers as the vibrations slammed against his prostate.

Multiple times the egg had pushed him right to the edge of orgasm - his ringed cock leaking continuously into the already swollen diaper - only for Freya to turn it off at the last second with a gentle, knowing smile. By the time they returned home, his legs trembled uncontrollably, the thick padding soaked with pre-cum and sweat, the egg still lodged deep inside him like a constant, silent threat.

Freya closed the nursery door behind them with a soft click, her movements as graceful and unhurried as ever. Her emerald eyes gleamed with quiet satisfaction as she looked at her boy - flushed, trembling, the front of his sweatpants tented obscenely over the massive, crinkly bulk of the nighttime diaper.

“Poor baby,” she murmured, voice dripping with maternal sympathy. “All that buzzing in public while you tried so hard to be a big boy. Legs shaking, diaper getting wetter and wetter. Come here.”

She guided him to the center of the nursery floor, where a soft, thick play mat had been laid out. With gentle but firm hands she stripped off the sweatpants and unsnapped the onesie, leaving him standing in nothing but the heavily swollen nighttime diaper and the leather collar around his throat. The padding was visibly sagging now, yellowed slightly at the crotch from the constant leaking, the plastic shell warm and crinkly.

“On your back, sweet boy,” Freya instructed softly.

Soren obeyed, lowering himself onto the mat. His legs shook as he lay down, the heavy diaper forcing them apart. Freya knelt beside him and produced the restraints - velvet-lined wrist cuffs in soft black leather, and a sturdy metal spreader bar with padded ankle cuffs. She fastened the wrist cuffs first, buckling them snugly around his wrists, then clipped them to short chains attached to rings embedded in the floor on either side of the mat. His arms were pulled out and slightly upward, rendering them completely immobile.

Next came the spreader bar. She lifted his legs, spreading them wide, and secured the padded ankle cuffs around each ankle. The bar locked into place with a firm click, holding his legs open in a wide, helpless V. The thick diaper bulged obscenely between his spread thighs, the crotch swollen and damp, the cock ring keeping his erection painfully trapped beneath the padding.

Soren tested the restraints instinctively. The velvet lining was soft against his skin, but the bonds were unyielding. He was completely open, exposed, and unable to close his legs or move his arms. His heart hammered, a mix of fear and dark, shameful arousal flooding his system.

Freya stood over him for a moment, admiring her handiwork with serene approval. Her generous curves filled the cream silk robe she wore, the fabric parting slightly to reveal the swell of her breasts. She reached into her purse and withdrew the small black remote.

“Time for Mommy to play properly,” she said, voice low and intimate. “No more hiding it in public. Now you can cry and beg as loud as you need to.”

She pressed the button.

The egg inside him roared to life at full power.

The vibrations were brutal - deep, intense, relentless pulses slamming directly into his prostate. Soren’s body arched violently off the mat, a raw cry tearing from his throat as pleasure exploded through him. The thick diaper crinkled and squished loudly with the sudden movement, the heavy padding pressing the buzzing egg even harder against that sensitive spot.

“Oh fuck - Mommy!” he gasped, hips jerking uselessly against the spreader bar.

Freya knelt between his spread legs, one hand resting possessively on the swollen front of the diaper. She pressed down firmly, grinding the thick padding against his ringed cock while the egg buzzed mercilessly inside him. The combination was devastating. Every powerful vibration traveled through the prostate, through the cock ring, straight into his trapped shaft. Pre-cum poured out of him in heavy, continuous spurts, soaking the already damp core.

“That’s it, baby,” Freya cooed, voice calm and tender even as she tortured him. “Feel how deep Mommy’s egg is buzzing? Right against that special spot while you’re locked in your thick, wet diaper. You can’t close your legs. You can’t touch yourself. You can only take it.”

She cycled the settings - long, steady vibrations, then sharp, stuttering pulses that made his eyes roll back. Soren thrashed in the restraints, wrists pulling against the velvet cuffs, ankles straining against the spreader bar. The diaper crinkled constantly, loud and infantile, accompanying every desperate buck of his hips. His cock strained violently against the padding, the head rubbing slickly inside the soaked material.

Freya never let him cum.

Every time his balls drew tight and his moans turned into broken sobs of impending release, she turned the remote down or off completely, leaving him teetering on the edge, whimpering and begging.

“Please… Mommy… I can’t… I need to cum… please let me cum…”

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss his trembling lips. “Mommy loves watching you suffer so beautifully. Look at your diaper - so heavy and squishy from all that leaking. Such a desperate little baby.”

She brought him to the edge again and again - five times, six, seven - each denial more agonizing than the last. Sweat slicked his sharp chest, his obsidian hair plastered to his forehead. Tears leaked from the corners of his slate-gray eyes as the relentless prostate stimulation pushed him closer and closer to a hands-free ruin.

Freya finally turned the egg to a low, teasing hum and left it there, just enough to keep him throbbing and desperate without pushing him over. She stroked the front of the massive, sagging diaper with slow, possessive circles, feeling the heat and wetness radiating through the plastic.

“You took your public buzzing so well tonight,” she praised softly. “Trying so hard to be quiet while the egg tormented you in front of strangers. But now you’re home, completely restrained, and Mommy can enjoy every sound you make.”

Soren could only whimper in response, body trembling continuously in the velvet restraints. The spreader bar kept him wide open, the thick diaper a heavy, crinkly reminder of his complete loss of control. The egg continued its low buzz, keeping his prostate stimulated, his cock leaking endlessly into the padding.

Freya spent long minutes simply watching him, occasionally pressing on the diaper or adjusting the remote to send fresh spikes of vibration through him. His moans filled the nursery - raw, needy, broken. The once razor-sharp venture capitalist was gone, replaced by a helpless, restrained baby boy crying out for relief that would not come.

When his struggles finally weakened into exhausted, trembling submission, Freya turned the egg off completely. She unclipped the spreader bar and released the wrist cuffs, but only long enough to gather him into her arms and carry his limp, shaking body to the oversized crib.

She laid him on his back, the heavy, soaked diaper squishing loudly beneath him. After checking the tapes to ensure everything was still secure, she pulled a soft blanket over him and lowered the crib rail into place with a final, decisive click.

She informs him that tomorrow he will not leave the nursery again - his adult life is officially over.


Chapter 12: Dinner and Vibrations

Soren sat rigidly at the corner table of the upscale restaurant, the soft lighting and quiet hum of conversation doing nothing to calm the frantic pounding of his heart. He wore a tailored charcoal button-down and dark slacks that Freya had chosen for him - adult clothing that outwardly projected the successful venture capitalist he had once been. Beneath it all, however, the thick nighttime diaper bulked heavily between his thighs, forcing his legs slightly apart in an awkward, hidden waddle. The plastic shell and extra padding crinkled faintly with every tiny shift in his seat, a constant, private reminder of his degradation. Deep inside him, the smooth metallic egg pressed firmly against his prostate, silent for the moment but ready to betray him at any second.

Freya sat across from him, statuesque and elegant in a deep emerald dress that hugged her generous curves. Her thick chestnut hair was swept into its usual flawless chignon, and her emerald eyes sparkled with calm, maternal amusement as she perused the menu. She looked every bit the sophisticated woman enjoying a quiet dinner with her companion. No one in the busy dining room could possibly guess what she held in her lap beneath the tablecloth.

The small black remote.

“Relax, sweet boy,” she murmured, voice low enough that only he could hear. “You’re doing so well pretending to be a big boy tonight. Try the wine. Mommy thinks you’ll need it.”

Soren’s hand trembled slightly as he lifted the glass. The thick diaper squished softly against his skin when he shifted, the cock ring keeping his cock half-hard and leaking steadily into the absorbent core. He had barely taken a sip when Freya’s thumb brushed the remote.

The egg exploded to life at maximum power.

The sudden, brutal vibrations slammed directly into his prostate like a hammer. Soren’s breath caught sharply, his slate-gray eyes widening as intense pleasure ripped through his body. His cock surged to full, painful hardness inside the bulky padding, leaking in heavy, uncontrollable spurts. The thick diaper muffled the faint buzzing, but the sensation was merciless - deep, rhythmic pulses that made his balls draw tight and his thighs clench around the massive bulk.

He gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white, trying desperately to keep his face neutral while the other diners laughed and clinked glasses nearby. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped his throat.

Freya watched him with serene approval, her lips curved in a small smile. “Easy, baby. Just breathe. Mommy’s right here.”

She kept the remote on high for long, agonizing seconds, letting the egg buzz at full strength while the waiter approached to take their order. Soren could barely speak, his voice strained and hoarse as he forced out his selection. The vibrations never let up. His prostate throbbed under the assault, sending wave after wave of building pressure straight to his ringed cock. Pre-cum poured out of him, soaking the front of the diaper in warm, sticky pulses. The padding swelled noticeably between his legs, growing heavier and squishier with every passing minute.

Just as he felt the first terrifying flutter of an impending orgasm, Freya turned the remote off.

The sudden absence left him gasping, hips twitching involuntarily under the table. His cock throbbed angrily against the wet padding, denied at the very brink. Sweat beaded on his sharp cheekbones.

Freya reached across the table and patted his hand gently, as if offering comfort to a nervous date. “Good boy for holding it. Mommy is so proud of how quiet you’re being.”

The first course arrived. Soren tried to eat, but Freya activated the egg again - maximum power, this time with a pulsing pattern that made the vibrations come in sharp, unpredictable bursts. Each pulse made his body jerk subtly in his chair. The crinkle of the diaper was louder in his own ears than it could possibly be to anyone else, but the fear that someone might notice the slight rustling or the way his face flushed made the humiliation burn hotter.

A couple at the next table glanced over. Soren forced a tight smile, pretending to laugh at something Freya said, while inside the egg hammered relentlessly against his prostate. His cock leaked in thick, continuous streams now, the front of the bulky diaper growing warm and sodden. The cock ring bit into the base of his shaft, keeping him rigidly hard and preventing any softening. He was right there again - teetering on the edge of a humiliating hands-free orgasm in the middle of a crowded restaurant.

Freya turned it off once more, leaving him panting softly, thighs trembling under the table.

She repeated the cycle throughout the entire meal.

During the main course, she kept the egg on high for nearly two full minutes while he tried to cut his steak, his knife scraping loudly against the plate as his hand shook. During dessert, she switched to a rapid flutter setting that made his eyes flutter and his breath come in short, desperate gasps. Each time she brought him right to the brink - his balls tight, his prostate pulsing, his cock spurting helplessly into the now thoroughly soaked padding - she would cut the power at the last possible second, leaving him whimpering internally and fighting back tears of frustration.

By the time coffee was served, Soren was a wreck. His legs shook uncontrollably beneath the table. The thick nighttime diaper sagged heavily between his thighs, warm and squishy from the massive amount of pre-cum it had absorbed. The plastic shell clung wetly to his skin, the leak guards doing their job but leaving him with an unmistakable, bulky waddle when he finally stood to leave. His face was flushed, his obsidian hair slightly damp with sweat, and his voice was hoarse from the constant effort of staying quiet.

Freya paid the bill with serene grace, then took his arm as they walked out, supporting his trembling frame. In the car on the way home, she kept the egg on a low, teasing hum, just enough to keep him throbbing and desperate without letting him tip over.

When they finally stepped back into the nursery wing, Soren’s legs nearly gave out. The heavy, soaked diaper squished loudly with every step, the crinkle now wet and obscene.

Freya closed the door behind them and turned to him, her emerald eyes warm with absolute certainty. She reached out and began unbuttoning his adult shirt with slow, deliberate fingers.

Upon returning home she tells him his clothes are going into storage permanently and the nursery is now his only home.


Chapter 13: Nursery Doors Close

Soren stood trembling in the center of the nursery, the heavy, cum-soaked nighttime diaper sagging warm and squishy between his thighs. The thick padding clung wetly to his skin, the plastic shell crinkling with every shaky breath. His adult clothes lay in a neat pile on the changing table where Freya had stripped him moments after they returned from the restaurant. The metallic egg still nestled deep inside him, silent now but a constant, invasive reminder of the evening’s torment. His cock remained trapped and aching beneath the swollen padding, the cock ring ensuring he stayed hard and denied.

Freya turned the heavy nursery door and slid the deadbolt home with a decisive click. The sound echoed through the softly lit room like a final sentence.

“This is your home now, sweet boy,” she said softly, her voice warm and utterly final. “No more penthouse. No more office. No more adult world waiting for you outside these walls. The nursery doors have closed. You belong to Mommy completely, twenty-four hours a day.”

Soren’s slate-gray eyes widened, his sharp chest rising and falling rapidly. A fresh spurt of pre-cum leaked into the already sodden diaper at her words. The analytical part of his mind screamed in protest, but his body responded with helpless, shameful arousal. He opened his mouth, but Freya raised a single finger.

“No arguments tonight. You’ve already surrendered everything. Now Mommy is going to dress her baby properly for the first time.”

She guided him to the changing table and lifted him onto the padded surface with effortless strength. Soren lay on his back, legs dangling, the heavy diaper forcing them apart. Freya untaped the ruined nighttime diaper slowly, the loud rips of the tapes filling the quiet room. The plastic front fell open with a wet slap, releasing the strong scent of his accumulated leaks. His cock sprang up, flushed dark red, still ringed and glistening with fresh pre-cum. The egg remained buried deep inside him.

Freya cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes, her touch gentle yet clinical. She paid special attention to his cock and balls, wiping away every trace of stickiness before powdering him generously. Her fingers dusted the silky powder over his shaft, around his sac, and between his cheeks, rubbing it in with slow, possessive strokes that made him whimper and leak again.

Once he was clean and powdered, she reached for the clothing she had prepared. First came the baby-blue onesie - soft, thick cotton with subtle embroidered clouds along the chest and short sleeves. It was cut generously to accommodate the bulk of a diaper, with a wide snap crotch and reinforced leg openings.

Freya lifted his hips and slid the onesie beneath him, then brought the front up over his chest. She worked his arms through the sleeves, the fabric soft and snug against his lean torso. The material hugged his body, emphasizing how small and helpless he looked. Finally, she pulled the wide crotch panel between his legs and began snapping it closed - four strong plastic snaps that clicked shut one by one, sealing the thick, fresh diaper tightly against his body.

The onesie fit perfectly, the snaps pulling the fabric taut so the bulky white diaper bulged prominently between his legs, the padding forced outward in an unmistakable, infantile mound. The leg openings were elasticated, hugging the top of his thighs and framing the crinkly plastic. Soren looked down at himself and felt a fresh wave of humiliation crash over him. The once razor-sharp venture capitalist now wore nothing but a thick disposable diaper and a baby-blue onesie that snapped tightly between his legs like any infant’s outfit.

Freya stepped back to admire him, her emerald eyes glowing with maternal pride. “Look at my beautiful baby boy. All dressed properly for the first time. No more big-boy clothes hiding what you really are. Just soft cotton and thick, crinkly padding. Stand up for Mommy and take a few steps.”

Soren slid off the changing table on shaky legs. The onesie restricted his movement slightly, the snaps pulling firmly against the heavy diaper. Every step produced a loud, unmistakable crinkle. The bulky padding forced his thighs apart in a pronounced waddle, the onesie riding up slightly to reveal the white plastic edges. His cock throbbed visibly beneath the snapped crotch, the outline clear against the padded front.

Freya watched him waddle across the nursery floor, her smile soft and approving. “Such a perfect little waddle. The onesie looks so sweet on you, baby. It keeps everything snug and safe. No escaping your diaper now.”

She guided him around the room, making him walk back and forth while she praised every crinkle, every awkward step. The egg inside him shifted with each movement, pressing against his prostate and sending fresh sparks of denied need through his body. His face burned with shame, yet his cock continued to leak steadily into the fresh padding, creating a growing warm spot at the front of the onesie.

After several minutes of parading him, Freya led him to the oversized crib. She lowered the rail with a smooth motion and helped him climb inside. The thick mattress yielded beneath his weight, the baby-blue onesie stretching snugly over the massive diaper as he lay on his back. Freya pulled a soft, fluffy blanket over him, tucking it carefully around his body up to his chest. The blanket was printed with faint stars and clouds, completing the infantile picture.

She reached down and adjusted the snaps at his crotch, ensuring the diaper remained tightly sealed beneath the onesie. Her fingers lingered, pressing gently on the padded mound and feeling the hard outline of his ringed cock beneath.

“You’re going to sleep so well tonight, my little one,” she whispered, stroking his tousled obsidian hair. “All safe and snug in your crib, wearing your first proper baby outfit. Tomorrow, things will be even simpler for you.”

She raised the crib rail until it clicked into place, locking him inside the wooden bars. The nursery lights dimmed to a soft nightlight glow, casting gentle shadows across the room.

She lays him down for the night in the crib and promises tomorrow there will be no more adult words allowed.


Chapter 14: Heavy and Sagging

Soren woke slowly in the oversized crib, the soft morning light filtering through the heavy curtains of the nursery. The baby-blue onesie clung snugly to his body, the four plastic snaps at the crotch pulling tight over the thick disposable diaper beneath. Overnight the padding had already begun to swell from a combination of heavy leaks and the occasional small, unconscious wetting that had escaped while he slept. His cock, still trapped by the cock ring, rested warm and semi-hard against the damp inner core. The metallic egg remained buried deep inside him, a silent but constant presence.

Freya stood beside the crib, already dressed in a soft cream sweater and flowing skirt, her thick chestnut hair swept into its elegant chignon. She lowered the rail with a gentle click and smiled down at him with warm maternal approval.

“Good morning, my sweet baby,” she cooed, reaching in to stroke his tousled obsidian hair. “Did you sleep well in your crib? Mommy can already see your diaper is a little fuller than when I tucked you in.”

She helped him sit up, then lifted him out of the crib and set him on his feet. The moment he stood, Soren felt the difference. The diaper sagged noticeably between his legs, the overnight wetting having swollen the padding into a warm, heavy bulk that forced his thighs apart. The onesie stretched taut over the swollen mound, the snaps straining slightly. Every small movement produced a soft, wet squish and a muted crinkle.

“Waddle for Mommy,” Freya instructed gently. “Let’s see how heavy that diaper feels already.”

Soren took a few hesitant steps across the thick carpet. The sagging padding swung heavily between his legs, the wet core pressing insistently against his cock and balls with every waddle. The onesie rode up slightly in the back, revealing the yellowed lower edge of the plastic shell. Humiliation burned across his sharp cheekbones, yet his trapped cock twitched and leaked fresh pre-cum into the already damp padding.

Freya watched with serene delight. “Such a good, heavy boy. That diaper is already starting to sag so nicely. Mommy loves how it makes you walk.”

She guided him to the changing table but did not change him yet. Instead, she prepared a large bottle of warm milk and settled into the rocking chair, pulling him into her lap. Soren nursed obediently, the sweet milk filling his belly while Freya’s free hand rested possessively on the swollen front of his onesie, gently squeezing the heavy, wet bulk.

Halfway through the bottle, the pressure in his bladder became urgent. He squirmed in her lap, trying to hold it, but Freya simply pressed a little firmer on the diaper and murmured, “It’s okay, baby. Let go whenever you need to. Mommy wants to feel it.”

The first uncontrollable wetting of the day hit him without warning. A hot rush of piss flooded into the already swollen padding. Soren whimpered around the nipple, his body tensing as the warmth spread rapidly through the core. The absorbent material drank it greedily, swelling further and sagging even more heavily between his spread thighs. The onesie grew tighter as the diaper expanded, the snaps pulling taut. The wet heat enveloped his cock completely, pressing the ringed shaft in a warm, squishy embrace.

Freya felt the sudden increase in weight and heat against her thigh. Her emerald eyes sparkled with approval. “There it is. Such a big, long wet for Mommy. Feel how the diaper is growing heavier? That’s my good baby letting everything go into his padding like he’s supposed to.”

She kept him nursing until the bottle was empty, all while the fresh wetting continued in slow, intermittent spurts. By the time she set the bottle aside, the diaper had become noticeably bulkier, the crotch ballooning outward and forcing his legs wider apart. The onesie now strained visibly over the swollen padding, the baby-blue fabric stretched thin across the heavy mound.

Freya stood him up again and made him waddle around the nursery. The sagging diaper swung pendulously between his legs with every step, the wet squish audible even through the onesie. The plastic shell had begun to gleam faintly where it showed beneath the leg bands. Soren’s face burned with shame, but his cock remained hard and leaking inside the warm, soaked padding.

Throughout the morning Freya kept him active - playing with soft blocks on the floor, crawling a little on the play mat, sitting in the high chair for another bottle. Each activity was punctuated by another uncontrollable wetting. The second came while he was stacking blocks; a sudden hot flood that made the already heavy diaper sag lower, the crotch dropping visibly between his thighs. The third happened during tummy time, the warm rush spreading backward and upward until the back of the onesie felt damp and heavy as well.

By midday the diaper was massively swollen. The once-thick padding had doubled in size, hanging low and heavy like a soaked hammock between his legs. The onesie could barely contain it anymore - the snaps strained dangerously, the fabric riding up to expose large portions of the yellowed plastic shell. The bulk forced an exaggerated, rolling waddle that made his lean hips sway comically. Every step produced loud, wet squelching sounds and constant crinkling. The weight pulled constantly at his hips, making the soaked padding rub relentlessly against his ringed cock and the buried egg.

Freya praised every single wetting with tender, affectionate words.

“Look at that beautiful sag, baby. Your diaper is getting so full and heavy for Mommy.”

“Another big wet already? You’re such a helpless little boy. You can’t even hold it for an hour anymore.”

“Feel how it swings between your legs? That’s what real baby boys feel like - all warm and sagging and dependent.”

Each time she would cup the massive, pendulous bulge in her hand, lifting it slightly to feel its full, warm weight before letting it drop heavily again. The squish was loud and obscene. Soren’s face remained flushed with constant humiliation, yet the relentless praise and the intimate attention only made his cock throb harder inside the soaked prison.

By late afternoon he had wet four times in total. The diaper was now grotesquely swollen - sagging almost to his knees, the crotch a thick, yellowed, glistening mass that forced his legs into a permanent wide stance. The onesie had given up; two of the crotch snaps had popped open under the pressure, exposing the heavily used padding. The back of the diaper sagged heavily as well, the weight pulling the waistband down to reveal the top of his powdered ass.

Soren could barely walk anymore. He waddled in slow, laborious steps through the nursery, the massive, soaked bulk swinging and slapping wetly between his thighs with every movement. The constant motion rubbed the wet padding against his prostate through the egg, keeping him in a state of desperate, denied arousal. Pre-cum mixed freely with the urine, turning the inner core into a warm, sticky mess.

Freya finally guided him to stand still in the center of the room. She circled him slowly, admiring the full extent of his regression. Her hands roamed over the ruined onesie, squeezing the heavy, sagging diaper from every angle, lifting the swollen crotch and letting it drop with a loud, wet slap.

She stands him before the full-length mirror still in his soaked, swollen diaper and tells him it's time to meet the real him.


Chapter 15: Reflected Baby

Soren stood trembling in the center of the nursery, stripped completely naked except for the thoroughly used diaper that hung heavily between his legs. The once-white padding was now a swollen, yellowed, sagging monstrosity - massively bloated from multiple uncontrollable wettings throughout the day. The plastic shell glistened wetly where it showed beneath the stretched, popped-open snaps of the ruined baby-blue onesie that Freya had finally peeled away. The heavy bulk swung pendulously with every shallow breath, the soaked core squishing audibly and pressing warm, sticky wetness against his ringed cock and balls. His lean, sharp body - once radiating commanding presence - now looked small and vulnerable, sharp cheekbones flushed dark crimson with burning shame.

Freya guided him gently but firmly toward the full-length mirror mounted on the nursery wall. The glass was tall and wide, reflecting the pastel nursery behind him in soft focus. She positioned him directly in front of it, his bare feet planted on the thick carpet, hands hanging uselessly at his sides.

“Look, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice low and intimate as she stood behind him, her generous curves pressed lightly against his back. Her hands rested on his narrow hips, thumbs stroking the bare skin just above the sagging waistband of the diaper. “Look at the real you. No more pretending. No more sharp suits or boardroom stares. Just Mommy’s helpless, heavy, wet baby.”

Soren’s slate-gray eyes locked onto his own reflection. The sight hit him like a physical blow. His tousled obsidian hair was messy from the day’s activities, his intelligent face twisted with humiliated arousal. Below, the massive, sagging diaper dominated everything - yellowed and swollen to grotesque proportions, hanging low between his spread thighs like an obscene, infantile weight. The crotch bulged outward in a thick, pendulous mound, the plastic stretched shiny and taut. Darker yellow patches spread across the front and between his legs, evidence of every uncontrollable release. His cock was clearly outlined beneath the soaked padding, still trapped by the cock ring, hard and leaking despite - or because of - the degradation.

He tried to look away, but Freya’s hand cupped his chin and turned his face back to the mirror.

“No hiding, baby. You’re going to watch every second. Mommy wants you to see exactly what you’ve become.”

She reached for a bottle of thick baby lotion and squeezed a generous amount into her palm. The sweet, powdery scent filled the air as she began to rub it slowly into his bare skin - starting at his shoulders, working down his arms, then across his chest. Her touch was tender, almost reverent, yet every stroke carried humiliating intent.

“Look at your little nipples getting hard while Mommy lotions you,” she whispered against his ear, her breath warm. “Such sensitive baby skin. All smooth and soft now that big-boy muscles don’t matter anymore.”

Her hands moved lower, circling his flat stomach, then dipping teasingly toward the top of the diaper. Soren’s breath hitched, his reflection showing the way his sharp jaw clenched and his cheeks burned even darker. Fresh pre-cum leaked from his trapped cock, adding to the sticky mess inside the already ruined padding.

Freya’s voice dropped to a soft, crooning murmur as she continued applying the lotion. “My poor little diaper boy. So heavy and sagging between his legs. Can you see how low it hangs? All that warm piss you couldn’t hold. You wet yourself over and over like a real baby, and now you have to waddle around with your mess swinging and squishing. Doesn’t it feel good, baby? Doesn’t it feel right?”

Soren whimpered, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. His cock throbbed violently inside the soaked diaper, the ring keeping him painfully erect. The reflection showed everything - the way his lean thighs trembled, the obscene sag of the yellowed padding, the way his hips involuntarily rocked forward as if seeking friction.

Freya’s lotion-slick hands moved to his hips, then slid around to cup the heavy, sagging bulk of the diaper from behind. She lifted the swollen mass slightly, letting it drop with a loud, wet squish. The motion made the padding slap against his thighs and press firmly against his prostate through the buried egg.

“Look at that,” she cooed. “See how it swings? See how full and used it is? That’s my baby’s diaper. That’s what happens when you give up all control. You just let go and let Mommy’s thick padding take care of everything. Such a good, helpless little boy.”

Tears spilled over now, sliding down his flushed cheeks. Conflicted arousal burned through him - shame so intense it made his stomach twist, yet his cock continued to leak and throb desperately inside the warm, sticky prison. The contrast was unbearable: the sharp, once-powerful man in the mirror reduced to a crying, diapered infant who couldn’t stop wetting himself.

Freya didn’t stop. She rubbed more lotion into his thighs, her fingers brushing deliberately against the leg cuffs of the diaper, then higher, teasing the sensitive skin where plastic met bare flesh.

“Cry for Mommy, baby. It’s okay. Big feelings are normal for little ones. Cry while you look at how small and wet you are. Cry while your little cock tries so hard to cum inside its soggy diaper. You’re not a man anymore. You’re Mommy’s regressed, dependent baby boy, and you love it. You love how heavy and warm and humiliating it feels.”

Soren’s shoulders shook with silent sobs. More tears tracked down his face, dripping onto his chest. His reflection blurred slightly through the moisture, but he couldn’t look away. The sight of his own crying face above the grotesquely swollen, sagging diaper only intensified the humiliating cycle. His cock pulsed harder, another thick spurt of pre-cum soaking deeper into the core.

Freya wrapped one arm around his waist from behind, holding him steady while her other hand continued to caress and squeeze the heavy diaper. She pressed the swollen front firmly against his trapped erection, grinding slowly so the wet padding rubbed relentlessly against his sensitive head.

“That’s it… let it all out. Look at yourself and accept it. This is the real you now. Wet, heavy, crying, and so desperately hard for Mommy’s control.”

His sobs grew louder, raw and broken, yet his hips rocked weakly into her touch, seeking more of the degrading friction. The tears kept falling, mixing shame and surrender into a potent, overwhelming cocktail that left him dizzy and aching.

Freya finally set the lotion aside and turned him gently to face her. She wiped his tear-streaked cheeks with her thumbs, kissing his forehead with soft, maternal tenderness.

She produces her strap-on harness and tells him Mommy is going to claim her baby completely tonight.


Chapter 16: Maternal Claiming

Soren stood bent over the changing table, his lean body trembling as Freya prepared him. The fresh overnight diaper she had just taped onto him was even thicker than the previous ones - plush, extra-absorbent, with tall leak guards and a heavy crotch panel that forced his thighs wide apart. The plastic shell crinkled loudly with every shaky breath, the white padding already slightly warm from the powder and the steady leaking of his ringed cock. His wrists were cuffed securely behind his back with the same velvet-lined leather restraints from earlier, the soft lining a cruel contrast to the unyielding hold that kept his arms pinned and useless.

His sharp cheekbones were still flushed from the mirror scene, tear tracks drying on his face. The metallic egg remained buried deep inside him, a constant pressure against his prostate. The cock ring bit firmly at the base of his shaft, keeping him achingly hard and denied beneath the thick padding.

Freya stood behind him, her statuesque form radiant with calm power. She had stripped down to nothing but the strap-on harness now buckled around her generous hips. The thick, realistic silicone cock jutted forward - long, girthy, and slightly curved, glistening with a generous coating of lube. It bobbed heavily with her movements, the base pressing against her clit with every shift. Her full breasts swayed freely, nipples hardened with arousal, and her emerald eyes burned with possessive hunger as she looked at her helpless boy.

“Such a perfect position for Mommy,” she murmured, running her hands possessively over the smooth plastic back of his diaper. She squeezed the heavy, padded cheeks, spreading them slightly through the thick material. “Bent over like a good little baby, diapered and cuffed, ready to be claimed completely.”

Soren whimpered, his forehead pressed against the padded surface of the changing table. The thick overnight diaper crinkled and squished as he shifted his weight, the bulk making any movement awkward and infantile. His cock throbbed desperately inside the fresh padding, leaking steadily into the absorbent core.

Freya stepped closer, the tip of the strap-on nudging against the back of the diaper. She reached between his legs and unsnapped the crotch of the onesie she had left on him earlier - no, she had removed it completely for this. He was naked except for the thick diaper and the cuffs. She pulled the back of the diaper down just enough to expose his lubed hole, keeping the front and sides snugly taped around his waist and cock.

The thick silicone cock pressed against his tight entrance. Freya leaned over him, her soft breasts pressing against his back, her voice a warm whisper in his ear.

“Take Mommy’s cock, baby. Let her claim what belongs to her now.”

She pushed forward slowly but relentlessly. The thick head breached him with a wet pop, stretching his ring around the girthy shaft. Soren gasped sharply, the sound raw and broken as the strap-on sank deeper, pressing the buried egg even harder against his prostate. The combination was devastating - the thick diaper still hugging his front, the cock ring keeping his erection trapped, and now the heavy silicone filling him from behind.

Freya moaned softly as she bottomed out, the base of the dildo grinding against her clit. “Oh, sweet boy… you feel so good. So tight and warm around Mommy’s cock. Listen to that crinkle - your thick diaper rustling while I fuck you.”

She began to thrust - slow, deep strokes at first, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in to the hilt. Each thrust made the heavy diaper crinkle and squish loudly, the plastic shell slapping against her hips and his thighs. The thick padding between his legs bounced and rubbed relentlessly against his ringed cock, turning the fucking into a full-body torment of sensation.

Soren’s moans quickly turned into desperate, high-pitched cries. His cuffed wrists pulled uselessly against the restraints, his body rocking forward with every powerful thrust. The changing table creaked beneath him. The thick silicone cock dragged over his prostate again and again, the egg amplifying every sensation until pleasure bordered on pain.

“Mommy… please…” he gasped, voice cracking.

Freya’s pace quickened, her generous hips snapping forward with increasing force. The wet, rhythmic sounds of the strap-on plunging into his lubed hole mixed with the constant crinkling of the thick diaper. She reached around and pressed her hand firmly on the front of the swollen padding, grinding the wet, heavy bulk against his trapped cock in time with her thrusts.

“Look at you,” she panted, voice thick with arousal. “Bent over in your thick overnight diaper, taking Mommy’s cock like the helpless baby you are. No escape. No control. Just crinkling and moaning while I use you.”

Her own pleasure built rapidly. The base of the strap-on rubbed perfectly against her clit with every deep thrust, and the sight of Soren - once commanding and sharp, now reduced to a cuffed, diapered boy crying out with every plunge - pushed her closer to the edge. She fucked him harder, the thrusts becoming punishing and possessive.

“That’s it, baby. Cry for Mommy. Let me hear how completely you’ve surrendered.”

Soren’s sobs mixed with his moans, tears leaking from his eyes again as the overwhelming stimulation pushed him right to the brink without allowing release. The cock ring and thick padding prevented any real friction on his cock, leaving him leaking helplessly while the strap-on ruined him from behind. The diaper grew warmer and wetter from fresh pre-cum, the squishing sounds growing louder and more obscene.

Freya’s breathing grew ragged. Her free hand gripped his hip hard, nails digging into his skin as she drove into him with deep, grinding strokes. Her breasts bounced heavily against his back. The power of owning him so completely sent her spiraling.

“Yes… yes, baby… Mommy’s going to cum while she fucks her little diaper boy,” she gasped.

Her orgasm crashed over her with sudden, violent intensity. She cried out, a deep, throaty moan that filled the nursery as her body shuddered and convulsed. Her hips jerked erratically, grinding the strap-on deep inside him while her clit pulsed against the base. Warmth flooded through her, powerful waves of pleasure drawn directly from the sight and sound of his total submission - the crinkling diaper, the helpless cries, the way his body yielded completely to her.

She rode the orgasm for long, shuddering moments, thrusting through it until the last tremors faded. Only then did she slow, pressing deep and holding still inside him while she caught her breath. Her hand continued to rub the front of his thick, crinkly diaper in slow, soothing circles.

Soren lay limp and trembling over the table, chest heaving, tears still slipping down his cheeks, his cock throbbing uselessly in its padded prison.

Freya finally eased the strap-on out of him with a wet sound, carefully pulling the back of the diaper up and resealing the tapes snugly around his waist. She uncuffed his wrists and gathered his limp body into her arms, carrying him to the crib.

She informs him that tomorrow there will be no adult words, no adult privileges, for a full twenty-four hours.


Chapter 17: No More Man

Soren woke to the soft creak of the crib rail lowering and the familiar warm weight of a thoroughly soaked diaper between his legs. The thick overnight padding sagged heavily, warm and squishy, the plastic shell clinging wetly to his skin. He had wet again during the night - multiple times, unconsciously, without any attempt to hold it. The realization settled over him like a thick blanket: he had not spoken a single adult sentence since Freya had declared the twenty-four hours of total regression had begun. Not one. Not even a protest.

Freya’s gentle hands lifted him from the crib, cradling his limp, regressed body against her generous chest. She wore a soft cream robe that parted slightly to reveal the swell of her breasts. Her emerald eyes were warm with absolute maternal certainty as she carried him to the changing table and laid him on his back.

“Good morning, my precious baby,” she cooed, voice soft and melodic. “Look at that heavy, wet diaper. You made such big messes for Mommy again. No big-boy words today, remember? Just little sounds and cries. Mommy will take care of everything.”

Soren opened his mouth, but the words wouldn’t come. The rule had sunk deep into his fractured mind overnight. He could only whimper softly as Freya untaped the ruined diaper, the loud rips echoing through the nursery. The swollen, yellowed padding fell open with a heavy, wet slap, releasing the strong scent of his repeated wettings. His cock - still ringed and half-hard from the constant teasing of the buried egg - lay slick against his lower belly.

Freya cleaned him with warm wipes, her touch slow and thorough. She lifted his legs high, wiping every crease, every fold, even circling his tight hole where the egg still pressed. Fresh baby powder dusted his skin, silky and sweet. She slid a new, even thicker daytime diaper beneath him - plush, with extra padding in the seat and crotch - and taped it snugly around his hips. The bulk was immediate and overwhelming, forcing his thighs apart in a permanent infantile spread.

The first bottle feeding came next. Freya settled into the rocking chair and pulled him into her lap, cradling his head against her bare breast. Warm milk flowed as he nursed, the rhythmic suckling the only sound he was allowed to make. His hands stayed limp at his sides; he no longer reached or grabbed like an adult. He simply drank, belly filling, while Freya stroked his hair and praised him endlessly.

“Such a good, quiet baby. No more big words. No more decisions. Just nursing and wetting for Mommy.”

After the bottle, she placed him on the thick play blanket spread across the nursery floor. Soft toys surrounded him - blocks, rattles, a stuffed bear. Freya sat nearby, watching with serene approval as he crawled slowly across the blanket, the massive diaper crinkling and sagging with every movement. He had already begun to wet again without realizing it - a warm trickle that swelled the fresh padding further, making it heavier and squishier between his legs.

Freya praised every accident immediately. “Another wet already? Good boy. Let it all go. Mommy loves how your diaper is getting so full and saggy for her.”

Mid-morning brought another change. The diaper was swollen and yellowed again, hanging low and swinging heavily as she carried him to the table. She repeated the ritual - untaping, cleaning, powdering, taping a fresh one on - while he lay passive, eyes glassy, mind quiet except for the constant, humiliating awareness of his own helplessness.

Lunch was another bottle, this time thicker formula that left his belly rounded and full. He drank it all while lying in her lap, the thick diaper crinkling softly beneath him. Afterward, she placed him back on the play blanket for more “tummy time.” He lay on his stomach, face turned to the side, the heavy padding pressing up between his spread thighs. Another uncontrollable wetting hit him halfway through - hot and long, flooding the core until the diaper sagged visibly lower. The wet heat rubbed against his ringed cock with every small shift, keeping him in a haze of denied arousal.

Freya changed him again in the early afternoon, cooing over how many times her baby had wet in just a few hours. “You’re not fighting it anymore, are you? No big-boy potty thoughts. Just letting go whenever your body needs to. That’s what good babies do.”

The hours blurred into a relentless cycle of feedings, changes, and play. No choices. No words. Only soft, infantile sounds when he needed something - whimpers for more milk, soft cries when the wet padding grew too heavy and uncomfortable. Freya responded instantly to every sound, lifting him, feeding him, changing him, praising him. The egg inside him stayed mostly silent, but the constant pressure and the rubbing of the wet diapers against his trapped cock kept him in a state of low, throbbing need.

By late afternoon, something inside Soren had finally cracked. The razor-sharp analytical mind that once dominated boardrooms was gone - replaced by a quiet, floating acceptance. He no longer thought in sentences. He thought in feelings: warm, heavy, safe, small, wet, Mommy. When Freya placed him on the blanket for evening playtime, he crawled to her feet and rested his head against her leg without being prompted, the thick, sagging diaper squishing loudly beneath him. He had wet three more times since lunch. The current diaper hung obscenely low, yellowed and swollen, forcing an exaggerated waddle even while crawling.

Freya stroked his hair, her voice thick with pride. “My perfect baby. No more man left at all. Just my sweet, dependent little boy who lives in his diapers and needs Mommy for everything.”

As the nursery lights dimmed for the evening, she gave him one final bottle while rocking him slowly. Soren nursed with slow, lazy pulls, eyes half-closed, belly full and rounded. The thick diaper between his legs was once again soaked and heavy from another long, unconscious wetting during the feeding. He no longer felt shame about it - only the deep, quiet relief of surrender.

Freya carried his limp, regressed body to the changing table for the last change of the day. She cleaned him thoroughly, powdered him generously, and taped on a fresh, ultra-thick overnight diaper. The padding was massive, forcing his legs wide and making the plastic crinkle loudly with every adjustment. She dressed him in a soft, footed sleeper with built-in mittens that prevented any adult-like grasping, snapping it closed over the enormous bulk.

Then she lifted him into the crib, tucking the fluffy blanket around his body and raising the rail with a final, decisive click.

At the end of the day Freya presents the final permanent contract and tells him the choice must be made while he is allowed one full orgasm.


Chapter 18: Forever Hers

Soren lay cradled in Freya’s arms in the oversized rocking chair, his body limp and heavy with surrender. The thickest diaper yet hugged his hips - plush, ultra-absorbent, and already slightly warm from the slow leaks that had escaped him throughout the day of total baby treatment. The soft footed sleeper had been unsnapped at the crotch, the heavy white padding left fully exposed and accessible. His head rested against the generous swell of Freya’s bare breast, lips latched loosely around her nipple as he nursed with slow, lazy pulls. Warm, sweet milk flowed steadily into his mouth, filling his rounded belly and quieting the last fragments of his former self.

Freya rocked them gently, one arm supporting his back, her free hand resting possessively on the front of the massive diaper. Her emerald eyes watched him with serene, absolute love as he suckled. The leather collar remained snug around his throat, a permanent symbol of ownership.

“You’ve been such a good, quiet baby today,” she murmured, voice low and tender. “No adult words. No resistance. Just wetting and nursing and letting Mommy take care of everything. The old Soren is almost gone now, isn’t he? Just my sweet little boy left.”

She reached to the side table and lifted the final permanent contract - thicker than the first, bound in soft leather, every clause written in elegant script. The pages detailed total, irreversible surrender: permanent residency in the nursery, complete loss of adult autonomy, financial and legal transfer of all assets to Freya’s control, and lifelong regression under her maternal authority. At the bottom waited a single dotted line.

Freya held the contract where he could see it, her thumb gently stroking his cheek as he continued to nurse.

“This is the last choice you will ever make as an adult, baby. Sign it, and there is no going back. You will belong to Mommy forever - diapered, dependent, and completely hers. But Mommy wants you to feel it completely when you sign.”

Her hand slid slowly beneath the waistband of the thick diaper. Soren’s breath hitched around her nipple as her warm fingers found his cock - still trapped by the cock ring, slick with pre-cum and desperate from an entire day of denial and constant wet friction. She eased the ring off with practiced care, freeing his aching length inside the plush padding. His cock sprang fully hard, throbbing against her palm.

“Keep nursing, sweet boy,” she whispered. “Drink Mommy’s milk while you sign away your old life.”

She guided his cuffed hand - mittens removed for this single moment - to the pen. With her other hand she began to stroke him slowly inside the diaper, her fingers wrapping firmly around his shaft and sliding up and down in long, deliberate strokes. The thick padding rustled and squished around her wrist as she worked him, the absorbent material pressing warmly against the back of her hand.

Soren’s eyes fluttered, a soft, needy whimper vibrating around her nipple. Milk dribbled from the corner of his mouth as his suckling grew distracted by the building pleasure. Freya’s strokes remained steady and perfect - twisting gently at the head, squeezing the base, her thumb circling the sensitive underside with every pass.

“Look at the contract, baby. Read the final line while Mommy makes you feel so good.”

His vision blurred with overwhelming sensation, but he forced his eyes to focus on the words: “I, Soren Vale, hereby surrender all adult rights, identity, and autonomy to Freya permanently and irrevocably. I consent to live as her regressed baby for the rest of my life.”

Freya’s hand moved faster inside the diaper, the wet squelching sounds growing louder as pre-cum poured freely from him, soaking the fresh padding. She pressed the pen into his fingers and guided his hand to the page.

“Sign it while you cum for Mommy,” she whispered hotly against his ear. “Give everything to me while your little cock explodes in its diaper.”

Soren’s body tensed. The combination of her warm milk flooding his mouth, the rhythmic stroking inside the thick, crinkly padding, and the weight of the final surrender pushed him over the edge with shattering intensity. A broken, muffled cry escaped around her breast as his orgasm crashed through him. Thick ropes of cum spurted violently from his cock, splattering against the inner padding and Freya’s pumping fingers. She kept stroking through every pulse, milking every drop from him while his hips jerked helplessly in her lap.

Wave after wave of pleasure tore through his body, his mind going blissfully blank as the last remnants of the razor-sharp venture capitalist dissolved in the wet heat of his own release. He signed the contract in shaky, childlike scrawls - Soren Vale disappearing forever beneath the ink - while his cock continued to throb and spurt inside the diaper, soaking the front with heavy, sticky cum.

Freya moaned softly with him, her own arousal evident in the way her thighs pressed together. She kept her hand inside the diaper long after the final weak spurts, gently squeezing and stroking his spent cock as he nursed in exhausted, trembling bliss.

“Good boy,” she praised, voice thick with emotion. “Such a good, perfect baby. You signed it all away while you came so hard for Mommy. The old you is gone now. Only my little boy remains.”

She eased the pen from his limp fingers and set the signed contract aside. For long minutes she simply rocked him, letting him nurse slowly while his breathing returned to normal. His cock softened inside the cum-soaked diaper, the heavy padding now warm and sticky against his skin. Tears of overwhelming release and surrender slipped silently down his cheeks.

Freya finally eased her nipple from his mouth, wiping his lips and chin with gentle fingers. She kissed his forehead, then lifted him carefully and carried him to the changing table one last time that night.

She laid him on his back and untaped the ruined diaper, revealing the mess of cum and residual leaks smeared across his groin. She cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes, powdered him generously, and slid the freshest, thickest overnight diaper beneath his hips. The padding was luxurious and impossibly bulky, designed for long, helpless nights. She taped it snugly around him - four strong tapes pulled tight - sealing his spent cock and the buried egg safely inside the plush prison.

She kisses his forehead, tapes him into a fresh overnight diaper, and whispers that his new life as her baby has only just begun.
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