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Chapter 1: The Interview

Ethan adjusted his tie in the elevator mirror. The cheap fabric scratched against his neck, and the shirt—his only good one—felt too tight across his broad shoulders. He was three weeks from broken kneecaps, and the weight of that deadline pressed harder than the loan sharks’ threats ever could.

The penthouse floor dinged. The doors slid open to a hallway of polished marble and glass. His sneakers squeaked against the floor, a pathetic sound that made him wince. He was a personal trainer, built like a brick wall, but right now he felt small. Desperate. The ad had promised triple market rate for a live-in personal assistant. He’d sign anything to make the debt vanish.

He knocked on the door of Suite 4500. It opened before his knuckles hit a second time.

Isabelle stood there, ice-blonde hair pulled back in a sleek bun, her tailored black blazer hugging a frame that radiated control. She was forty, maybe, but her green eyes held a sharpness that made his stomach twist. Her lips curved into a faint smile, not warm, not cold—just knowing.

“Ethan. Right on time.” Her voice was soft, deliberate, like every word had been weighed before it left her mouth.

He nodded, forcing a grin. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

She stepped aside, gesturing him in. The penthouse was all glass and steel, a panoramic view of the city glittering below. Her home office sat at the end of a long hall, a mahogany desk dominating the space. A leather chair waited behind it, and a smaller one faced it. His seat, obviously.

“Sit.” She didn’t ask.

He obeyed, the chair creaking under his weight. His hands rested on his thighs, fingers twitching. He hated how nervous he felt. He was used to being the guy in charge—clients listened to him, women flirted with him. But Isabelle’s gaze pinned him like a bug on a board.

She sat across from him, crossing her legs with precision. Her manicured nails tapped the desk, a slow, rhythmic click that echoed in the quiet room. “Tell me about your experience.”

He launched into his rehearsed spiel—personal training for five years, client retention, certifications. She nodded occasionally, her expression unreadable. Then, mid-sentence, she cut him off.

“How much do you owe?”

His mouth went dry. He stared at her, the question slamming into him like a punch. “What?”

“Your debt.” She leaned forward slightly, her nails still tapping. “How much?”

He swallowed hard. “I don’t… How do you know about that?”

“I do my research.” Her smile returned, sharper now. “I don’t interview anyone without knowing exactly who they are. So. How much?”

His face burned. He wanted to stand, to walk out, but the number clawed its way out of him. “Forty-two thousand. Give or take.”

Her head tilted, assessing. “Gambling. Correct?”

He nodded, barely. Shame curled hot in his chest. He felt exposed, raw, like she’d peeled back every layer of bravado he’d built.

Isabelle opened a drawer and pulled out a thick folder. She slid it across the desk, the sound of paper against wood unnervingly loud. “Open it.”

He did. The first page read Employment Contract: Live-In Personal Assistant. Thirty pages, at least. Small print, dense paragraphs. His eyes skimmed the first few lines—standard stuff about hours and duties. Then weird phrases jumped out. Compliance with all household rules. Personal care protocols. Full discretion required.

“I’ll pay your debt in full,” she said, her voice cutting through his thoughts. “Forty-two thousand, wired to your creditors by tomorrow morning. In exchange, you work for me for one year. Live-in. My terms.”

His head snapped up. “All of it? Just like that?”

“Just like that.” Her nails tapped once more, then stopped. “But you sign now. No negotiation. No second chances.”

Ethan’s heart pounded. He flipped a few pages, but the words blurred together. He didn’t have time to read this, not with the sharks circling. Triple pay. Debt gone. One year. He could handle anything for a year.

He grabbed the pen from the desk. Its weight felt heavier than it should, cold metal biting into his palm. “Where do I sign?”

“Last page.” She pointed with a single, elegant finger. “Initial every page first.”

He scrawled his initials, page after page, barely glancing at the text. Section 7 caught his eye—something about mandatory personal attire—but he pushed it aside. Debt gone. That was all that mattered. He reached the final page and signed his name, the scratch of the pen loud in the silent room.

Isabelle took the contract back. She clicked the folder shut, the sound sharp and final. Her smile deepened, and for the first time, he saw something like hunger in her eyes.

“Good.” She stood, smoothing her blazer. “You’ll move in tomorrow. I’ll have your belongings picked up. We’ll settle the debt by noon.”

He stood too, legs shaky. Relief flooded him, but something else gnawed at the edges—doubt, maybe. Fear. “Thank you. I… I won’t let you down.”

“I don’t need an assistant, Ethan.” Her voice dropped, soft but heavy with intent. “I need someone who understands what obedience means.”

His breath caught. The words hung between them, weighted, dangerous. He didn’t know what to say, so he just nodded, his throat tight.

She walked him to the door, her heels clicking on the marble. As he stepped into the hallway, her voice stopped him cold.

“Read Section 7 tonight. That’s where we start tomorrow.”

The elevator ride down felt endless. His hands shook as he clutched the copy of the contract she’d given him. Section 7. He didn’t want to look, but he had to. Back in his tiny apartment, he flipped to the page, his stomach sinking with every word.

Mandatory personal attire will be provided and worn at all times within the residence. Non-compliance will result in immediate disciplinary action. Attire includes, but is not limited to, protective undergarments as deemed necessary by the Employer.

Protective undergarments. What the hell did that mean? His mind spun, but the debt loomed larger than the questions. Forty-two thousand. Gone tomorrow. He could handle weird rules. He had to.

He tossed the contract onto his bed and stared at the ceiling. Isabelle’s voice echoed in his head—obedience means. His cock twitched, unbidden, and he hated himself for it. What had he just signed up for?

---

The next morning, Ethan packed a duffel with the few things he cared about—gym clothes, sneakers, a photo of his mom. A black SUV arrived at 9 a.m. sharp, just as Isabelle promised. The driver didn’t speak, just loaded his bag and drove him back to the penthouse. His stomach churned the whole way. Section 7 burned in his mind, but he shoved it down. Debt gone. That was the mantra.

Isabelle met him at the door, dressed in a cream silk blouse and pencil skirt. Her smile was the same—knowing, controlled. “Welcome home, Ethan.”

Home. The word felt wrong, but he nodded. “Thanks.”

She led him through the penthouse, past the office, to a room at the far end of the hall. The door was closed, and a faint scent of lavender lingered in the air. “This will be your space,” she said, turning the knob.

He stepped inside and froze. It wasn’t a bedroom. Not a normal one. A crib sat against one wall, oversized, with bars that gleamed under the soft light. A changing table stood nearby, stacked with thick white diapers, baby powder, and wipes. A rocking chair waited in the corner, a pacifier resting on its arm. The walls were pale blue, dotted with cartoon clouds. A nursery. A fucking nursery.

“What… what is this?” His voice cracked. He turned to her, pulse racing.

“Your room.” Her tone was calm, matter-of-fact. “As per Section 7. Protective undergarments and a structured environment are non-negotiable.”

He shook his head, stepping back. “No. I didn’t sign up for this. I’m not—”

“You did.” She held up her copy of the contract, tapping Section 7 with a manicured nail. “You initialed every page. You signed. This is legally binding, Ethan. And I’ve already wired the money. Your debt is gone.”

His knees felt weak. He wanted to argue, to tear the contract up, but the weight of that forty-two thousand crushed him. Paid. Done. He had nothing left to fight with.

Isabelle stepped closer, her hand resting lightly on his arm. Her touch was warm, but her eyes were steel. “I know it’s a shock. But you’ll adjust. You’ll learn to need this. To need me.”

His cock twitched again, traitorously, and heat rushed to his face. He hated how his body reacted, how her words sank into him like hooks.

“Now,” she said, her voice softening. “Let’s get you settled. Strip.”

His jaw dropped. “What?”

“Clothes off.” She pointed to the changing table. “We start with the basics. Protective undergarments, as outlined.”

He stood frozen, heart hammering. This couldn’t be real. But her gaze didn’t waver, and the contract’s weight sat heavy in his memory. Slowly, hands trembling, he unbuttoned his shirt. His jeans followed, pooling at his feet. He stood there in boxers, muscular frame exposed, feeling smaller than he ever had.

Isabelle’s eyes roamed over him, and a faint flush crept up her neck. She liked this—his exposure, his hesitation. It made her breathe just a little faster. “Boxers too.”

He hesitated, then slid them down. His cock hung heavy, already half-hard from the shame of it all. He covered himself with one hand, face burning.

She stepped to the changing table and unfolded a thick diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet room. “Lie down.”

He didn’t move. Couldn’t. “Isabelle, I—”

“Mommy.” Her voice cut through his protest, soft but firm. “You’ll call me Mommy from now on. It’s in the contract. Section 8. And you will obey. Lie down, baby boy.”

Baby boy. The words hit him like a slap, but his body moved before his mind caught up. He climbed onto the table, the padded surface cool against his bare skin. He stared at the ceiling, unable to look at her.

Isabelle’s hands were gentle but precise. She lifted his legs, sliding the diaper under him. The plastic crinkled again, and the scent of baby powder filled the air as she sprinkled it over him. Her fingers brushed his skin, light but deliberate, and his cock hardened fully. He bit his lip, mortified.

“Look at you,” she murmured, her voice thick with something he didn’t want to name. “Already so eager. Such a good boy.”

The praise sliced through him, raw and hot. He hated how it made him throb, how her hands felt as she taped the diaper snug around his hips. The padding pressed against him, bulky, humiliating, trapping his erection.

She stood back, admiring her work. Her breathing had changed—faster, shallower. Her hand rested on her thigh, fingers curling slightly, and he realized she was aroused. Wet, probably. The thought made him dizzy.

“You’ll wear this at all times,” she said, smoothing the front of the diaper. Her palm pressed against him through the padding, and he gasped, hips jerking. “Unless I’m changing you. Understand?”

He nodded, voice gone. The crinkle followed every tiny movement, a constant reminder of what he’d become.

“Good boy.” She smiled, and the words hit harder than her touch. “Now, let’s get you fed.”

She led him to the rocking chair, a baby bottle waiting on a small table beside it. Warm milk, he guessed. She sat down, patting her lap. “Come here, sweet boy.”

He hesitated, the diaper sagging slightly between his thighs. But her eyes held him, and he climbed into her lap, his weight awkward against her slender frame. She guided his head down, cradling him, and pressed the bottle to his lips.

“Drink,” she whispered.

He opened his mouth, the warm rubber nipple slipping in. Sweet milk coated his tongue, and he sucked instinctively, each pull regressing him further. Her fingers stroked his hair, slow and possessive. Her breathing hitched, and he felt her thighs press together beneath him.

“That’s it, baby,” she murmured, her voice trembling just enough to betray her. “Mommy’s got you.”

Her arousal was undeniable now—her chest rose faster, her grip tightened in his hair. He kept drinking, the bottle emptying, and a quiet moan escaped her. She was coming, right there, just from this. From holding him, feeding him, owning him.

The bottle slipped from his lips, empty. He lay there, head in her lap, diaper crinkling with every breath. Shame and need warred inside him, but her hand on his cheek silenced it all.

“We’ve only just started, little one,” she said, her voice steady again, though her flush remained. “Tomorrow, we go deeper. Section 7 has more for you to learn.”

His heart raced. Deeper. He didn’t know if he could handle deeper. But the contract was signed, the debt was paid, and Mommy’s smile told him he didn’t have a choice.


Chapter 2: Section Seven

Ethan woke to the faint scent of lavender lingering in the air. His body felt heavy, pinned to the padded surface of the oversized crib where he’d fallen asleep after Isabelle—Mommy—had fed him from the bottle. The diaper still hugged his hips, thick and crinkling with every small shift, a constant reminder of the surreal turn his life had taken.

He blinked at the pale blue ceiling, cartoon clouds mocking him in the dim morning light. His cock stirred beneath the padding, a traitor to his racing mind. The memory of her fingers in his hair, her quiet moan as she came just from holding him, burned through him. He hated how much he wanted more of it.

The door creaked open. Isabelle stepped in, her presence filling the room before she even spoke. She wore a soft gray cashmere sweater and a tailored black skirt, her ice-blonde hair loose over her shoulders. Her green eyes locked on him, sharp and knowing, as if she could see every thought he tried to bury.

“Good morning, baby boy.” Her voice was velvet, smooth and commanding. “Did you sleep well in your crib?”

Ethan’s throat tightened. He wanted to snap back, to demand his old clothes and his old life, but the weight of the contract—and the paid debt—crushed any fight in him. “Yeah. Fine.”

She smiled, a small curve of her lips that made his stomach twist. “Good. It’s six o’clock. Time to start the day. I’ve prepared your schedule.”

She crossed the room, her heels silent on the plush rug, and picked up a folded piece of paper from the small table beside the rocking chair. She unfolded it with deliberate care, her manicured nails catching the light. “Wake at six. Meals provided. Uniform required. We’ll go over the rest later.”

Ethan pushed himself up, the bars of the crib looming around him. “Uniform? What kind of uniform?”

Isabelle’s gaze didn’t waver. She stepped closer, holding out a neatly folded bundle of clothes she’d carried under her arm. “Section 8 of the contract. Employer provides all garments. You’ll wear what I choose, when I choose. These are yours for today.”

He took the bundle with hesitant hands. Soft cotton pants, pale blue, and a loose white t-shirt. No underwear. He stared at them, then at her, his jaw tight. “No boxers? Nothing else?”

“No.” Her tone was firm, but her eyes softened just enough to make his chest ache. “Everything I ask is in the contract you signed. I’m a lawyer, Ethan. I don’t improvise.”

His fingers clenched around the fabric. The softness of the cotton mocked him, a stark contrast to the rough gym clothes he was used to. He wanted to argue, but the memory of Section 7—protective undergarments—and the diaper already taped around him silenced any protest. He was in too deep.

“Stand up, little one,” she said, stepping back to give him space. “I’ll help you change out of your night diaper. Then you’ll put on your uniform. I need to see that it fits.”

Ethan’s face burned. He climbed out of the crib, the padding between his thighs making every movement awkward. The crinkle was louder now, echoing in the quiet nursery. He stood before her, towering over her physically but feeling impossibly small under her gaze.

Isabelle gestured to the changing table. “Lie down. Let’s get you freshened up.”

He hesitated, his hands twitching at his sides. But her eyes held no room for defiance. Slowly, he climbed onto the table, the cool padding pressing against his back. He stared at the ceiling, unable to meet her gaze as she stepped closer.

Her hands were gentle but precise, undoing the tapes on his diaper with a soft ripping sound. The cool air hit his skin as she peeled it away, and his cock twitched, already half-hard from the shame of it all. He bit his lip, mortified, but her soft hum of approval made it worse.

“Look at you, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with something dark and hungry. “So responsive already.”

She grabbed a wipe from the stack, the cold dampness making him flinch as she cleaned him. Her touch was clinical but intimate, lingering just long enough to make his breath hitch. Then came the baby powder, the familiar scent filling the air as she sprinkled it over him. Her fingers brushed his skin, light but deliberate, and he hardened fully under her gaze.

Isabelle’s breathing changed, a subtle hitch that betrayed her arousal. Her hand lingered, her palm pressing lightly against his erection through the fresh diaper she slid under him. “Such a good boy,” she whispered, taping it snug around his hips.

The praise hit him like a punch. His cock throbbed against the padding, trapped and desperate. He hated how much he wanted her to keep touching him, to keep calling him that.

She stepped back, her cheeks faintly flushed, her thighs pressing together for a brief moment. He saw it—her arousal, her need. It made his head spin. She was getting off on this just as much as his body was betraying him.

“Now, the uniform,” she said, her voice steady again. She handed him the cotton pants and t-shirt. “But first, I need your old clothes. All of them. Section 8 is clear. Only what I provide.”

Ethan sat up, the new diaper crinkling with the movement. He looked at the pile of his clothes from yesterday, folded on a chair in the corner. His jeans, his shirt, his boxers—the last remnants of who he’d been. “All of them? Why?”

“Because I said so.” Her tone was soft but unyielding. “And because it’s in the contract. Hand them over, baby boy.”

His hands shook as he stood and gathered the clothes. The jeans felt rough in his grip, a lifeline to his old self. But her gaze pinned him, and he handed them over, piece by piece. She took them with a small nod, her fingers brushing his as she did. The contact sent a jolt through him, unwanted but undeniable.

“Good boy,” she said again, and the words sliced through him, raw and hot. “Now, get dressed. I’ll watch to make sure it’s done right.”

He froze, standing there in just the diaper, the crinkle loud in the silence. “Watch? You don’t need to—”

“I do.” Her smile returned, sharp and knowing. “I decide what you need, Ethan. Put on the pants first.”

His face burned hotter than ever. He stepped into the soft cotton pants, the fabric sliding over the bulky diaper with a faint rustle. The pants were loose, but the padding underneath made them fit oddly, a constant reminder of his regression. He pulled the t-shirt over his head next, the cotton clinging to his broad shoulders but hanging loose around his torso. It felt wrong—too soft, too gentle for a man like him.

Isabelle stepped closer, her eyes roaming over him. Her hand reached out, smoothing the shirt across his chest, her touch lingering just a moment too long. “Perfect,” she murmured. Her breath was warm, her fingers electric against him through the thin fabric. “You look just right, little one.”

His cock throbbed again, trapped beneath the layers. He hated how her approval made him ache, how her touch made him want to lean into her. He stood rigid, fighting the urge, but her smile told him she knew exactly what he was feeling.

“Come,” she said, turning toward the door. “Breakfast is ready. Section 12: nutritional oversight. I decide what you eat and how you eat it.”

Ethan followed her out of the nursery, the diaper crinkling with every step, the soft cotton of the uniform brushing against his skin. The penthouse kitchen was bright, sunlight streaming through floor-to-ceiling windows. A small table sat in the center, set with a single plate of scrambled eggs, toast, and fruit. A glass of water waited beside it, and a high chair—oversized, just like the crib—stood ominously in the corner.

“Sit,” she said, pointing to the regular chair. “For now.”

He obeyed, the diaper padding squishing slightly under him as he sat. The sensation was humiliating, a constant nudge of his new reality. Isabelle sat across from him, her posture perfect, her eyes never leaving his face.

“Eat,” she instructed, pushing the plate closer. “But the last bite is mine to give. It’s in the contract.”

He stared at her, fork halfway to his mouth. “What does that mean?”

“It means I feed you the last bite.” Her voice was calm, but her eyes gleamed with something possessive. “Finish the rest, baby boy. Then Mommy takes over.”

His stomach twisted, a mix of dread and something hotter, deeper. He ate slowly, each bite of eggs and toast tasting like ash under her gaze. The fruit was sweet, but it did nothing to ease the tension building inside him. He left a small piece of toast on the plate, unable to delay any longer.

Isabelle stood, rounding the table with that deliberate grace of hers. She picked up the toast, her fingers delicate but firm, and sat on the edge of the table right beside him. “Open,” she said softly.

Ethan’s mouth went dry. He hesitated, but her gaze pinned him, and he parted his lips. She leaned in, her body close enough that he could feel the heat of her, smell the faint lavender on her skin. Her fingers guided the toast to his mouth, brushing against his lips as she fed him.

The contact was electric. Her touch lingered, her thumb grazing the corner of his mouth as he chewed. His cock strained against the diaper, desperate and trapped, and a small gasp escaped him. He couldn’t hide it—not from her.

“There we are,” she murmured, her voice low and thick. Her thumb pressed against his lip again, just for a moment, before she pulled back. “Such a good boy, letting Mommy feed you.”

The praise hit harder than her touch. His face burned, but his body ached for more—more of her fingers, more of her words. He hated himself for it, but the heat pooling low in his gut wouldn’t let him lie.

Isabelle’s breathing had quickened, just enough to notice. Her thighs pressed together again, and he knew she was wet, aroused by this simple act of control. She stood, smoothing her skirt, but the flush on her neck betrayed her. “You’ve done well, little one. Breakfast is over. We’ll move to the next part of the schedule soon.”

Ethan nodded, unable to speak. The diaper felt heavier now, though it was still dry, and the soft cotton of the uniform clung to his skin like a second shame. He wanted to ask what was next, but her smile told him he’d find out soon enough.

She walked to the counter, her back to him as she poured herself a cup of coffee. The silence stretched, heavy and tense, until she spoke again without turning around. “While you wait, read Section 14 of the contract. It’s on the table in your nursery. You’ll need to know it for tonight.”

His heart raced. Section 14. He didn’t want to know, but he had to. He stood, the crinkle loud in the quiet kitchen, and made his way back to the nursery, the soft pants brushing against his thighs with every step. The contract sat on the small table beside the rocking chair, just as she’d said.

He flipped to Section 14, his hands trembling as he read the words. Employee agrees to nocturnal wellness provisions as determined by Employer. Provisions include, but are not limited to, bedtime routines, protective attire, and supervised rest protocols.

Nocturnal wellness provisions. Supervised rest. The phrases spun in his mind, each one heavier than the last. He didn’t know exactly what it meant, but the weight of her authority—Mommy’s authority—told him it would be deeper than anything he’d faced so far.

He sat on the edge of the crib, the bars looming around him, and stared at the contract. His debt was gone, but at what cost? Isabelle’s voice echoed in his head—I don’t improvise—and a shiver ran down his spine. Whatever Section 14 held, he’d find out tonight. And something told him it would strip away another piece of who he used to be.


Chapter 3: Nocturnal Provisions

Ethan sat on the edge of the oversized crib, the contract trembling in his hands. The pale blue walls of the nursery closed in around him, the cartoon clouds a cruel mockery of the freedom he’d signed away. His heart thudded hard, each beat echoing the words of Section 14—nocturnal wellness provisions—that he’d just read for the second time.

The diaper still hugged his hips, crinkling softly with every tense shift of his body. The soft cotton pants and t-shirt Isabelle had chosen for him felt foreign against his skin, too gentle for the rough edges of the man he used to be. He was still dry, for now, but the bulk between his thighs was a constant humiliation, a reminder of how far he’d fallen in just a day.

A sharp knock broke the silence. His head snapped up, eyes darting to the door. It was 10 PM, late, and the nursery was dim, lit only by a small nightlight shaped like a star.

“Ethan.” Isabelle’s voice came through the wood, soft but unyielding. “Open the door, baby boy.”

His stomach twisted. He stood, the diaper rustling louder in the quiet room, and crossed to the door with heavy steps. His hand hesitated on the knob, but her tone left no room for delay. He turned it and pulled the door open.

She stood there, ice-blonde hair cascading over one shoulder, dressed in a silk robe the color of midnight. The fabric clung to her curves, hinting at the body beneath, and her green eyes pinned him with that familiar intensity. In her hands, she held a small package wrapped in plain brown paper and a tablet tucked under her arm.

“Good evening, little one,” she said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. Her presence filled the nursery, lavender scent trailing behind her. “It’s time to discuss Section 14.”

Ethan’s throat went dry. He stepped back, his bare feet cold on the plush rug, as she closed the door behind her with a soft click. “What’s in the package?” His voice came out rough, betraying the nerves coiling tight in his chest.

Isabelle set the tablet on the changing table and held up the package with a faint smile. “Your nighttime uniform. As per the contract.” She tore the paper away with precise movements, revealing a stack of thick adult diapers, white with pastel blue tabs. The plastic backing caught the dim light, and the sight hit him like a punch to the gut.

He laughed, short and sharp, disbelief spilling out. “You’ve got to be kidding me. More of these? I’m already wearing one. I’m not some—”

“You are.” Her voice cut through his protest, calm but firm. She didn’t smile now, didn’t flinch at his tone. “Section 14 specifies nocturnal wellness provisions. Nighttime diapers are non-negotiable, Ethan. You signed it.”

His laughter died. He shook his head, muscles tensing as if he could fight his way out of this. “I’m a grown man. A personal trainer. I don’t need this. I don’t—”

“You do.” She picked up the tablet, swiping it on with a manicured finger. The screen glowed, and she turned it to face him, the contract text glaring in black and white. “Let me read it aloud, since you seem to forget. Section 14, paragraph 1: ‘Employee agrees to nocturnal wellness provisions as determined by Employer. Provisions include, but are not limited to, bedtime routines, protective attire, and supervised rest protocols. Non-compliance will result in immediate termination of contract and reinstatement of financial obligations.’”

His blood ran cold. Reinstatement of financial obligations. The forty-two thousand. Paid, but not forgotten. Not if he broke the rules.

Isabelle set the tablet down, her gaze never leaving his. “You can refuse. But refusal triggers the termination clause, and I recall the debt payment. Your choice.”

His hands clenched into fists at his sides. The diaper he already wore crinkled with the movement, a humiliating sound that underscored her words. He wanted to tear it off, to walk out, to be Ethan the trainer again, not this… this baby boy. But the loan sharks’ faces flashed in his mind, their threats, the broken kneecaps just weeks away if he failed here.

He swallowed hard. “Fine. Do it.”

Her smile returned, small and knowing. “Good boy.” The praise sliced through him, raw and unwanted, making his cock twitch beneath the padding. He hated how it affected him, how her voice alone could do that.

Isabelle gestured to the changing table. “Lie down, sweet boy. Let’s get you ready for bed.”

Ethan’s face burned. He moved slowly, each step heavy, until he climbed onto the padded surface. The cool material pressed against his back through the thin t-shirt, and he stared at the ceiling, unable to look at her. The diaper he wore felt bulkier now, a constant weight, and his erection was already stirring from the shame of it all.

She stepped closer, setting the new diaper beside him with a soft crinkle. Her hands moved to the waistband of his cotton pants, sliding them down with deliberate care. The fabric brushed his thighs, exposing the diaper underneath, and his breath hitched at the vulnerability. “Lift your hips,” she instructed, her voice soft but commanding.

He obeyed, hating himself for it. His hips lifted, and she tugged the pants off completely, folding them neatly and setting them aside. Her fingers moved to the tapes of his current diaper, pulling them free with a loud ripping sound that echoed in the quiet nursery. The cool air hit his skin as she peeled the padding away, and his cock sprang free, hard and aching, betraying him fully.

Isabelle’s eyes dropped to it, and a faint flush crept up her neck. Her breathing changed, just a little faster, and he knew she was aroused. Wet, probably. The thought made his head spin. “Look at you,” she murmured, her voice thick with hunger. “So eager already.”

She grabbed a wipe, the cold dampness making him flinch as she cleaned him. Her touch was clinical but intimate, lingering over his skin just long enough to make his hips jerk involuntarily. Then came the baby powder, the familiar scent filling the air as she sprinkled it over him. Her fingers brushed against him, light but deliberate, and his cock throbbed, desperate for more.

“You’re doing so well, baby boy,” she whispered, sliding the fresh nighttime diaper under him. The plastic crinkled loudly as she positioned it, the sound obscene in the silence. She lifted his legs with gentle authority, taping the sides snug around his hips. The padding pressed against his erection, trapping it, and he bit his lip to stifle a groan.

Her hand rested on the front of the diaper, smoothing it down. The pressure made him gasp, his hips twitching under her touch. She didn’t pull away, her palm lingering, feeling him through the thick material. “There we are,” she said, her voice trembling just enough to betray her own need. “All ready for bed.”

Ethan’s face burned hotter than ever. The crinkle of the new diaper was louder, the padding thicker for nighttime, and it sagged slightly between his thighs. He felt small, pathetic, but the heat pooling low in his gut wouldn’t let him ignore how much his body wanted this.

Isabelle stepped back, her cheeks flushed, her thighs pressing together for a brief moment. She was wet—he could tell, could almost feel it in the way her breath hitched. Her hand lingered near her robe, fingers curling as if she wanted to touch herself right there. But she didn’t. Not yet.

“Stand up, little one,” she said, her voice steadying. “Let’s get you into bed.”

He sat up, the diaper crinkling with every movement, and slid off the changing table. His bare legs felt exposed without the pants, the thick padding making every step awkward. Isabelle guided him to the crib, her hand warm on his lower back, and pulled back the soft blanket waiting there.

“Climb in,” she instructed, her tone soft but firm.

Ethan hesitated, the bars of the crib looming around him. But her gaze pinned him, and he obeyed, climbing into the oversized frame. The mattress was soft, the blanket cool against his skin, but the diaper’s bulk made lying down feel wrong. Humiliating. He shifted, the crinkle loud in his ears, and stared at the ceiling as she pulled the blanket over him.

She leaned down, her face close, her lavender scent wrapping around him. Her fingers brushed his cheek, light and possessive, and his cock throbbed again, trapped beneath the padding. “Such a good boy,” she murmured, the praise hitting him like a wave. “Mommy’s so proud of you for following the rules.”

The words sliced through him, raw and hot. He wanted to hate them, to push her away, but his body ached for more of her approval. More of her touch. He turned his head, unable to meet her eyes, but her hand tilted his chin back to her.

“Look at me, baby,” she whispered. Her green eyes burned with something dark, something hungry. “You’re exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

His breath caught. Her words sank into him, hooks he couldn’t pull out. And then she straightened, stepping back, her silk robe shifting with the movement. “Sleep well, sweet boy. Tomorrow, we continue. Section 14 has more provisions to explore.”

She turned toward the door, but paused, glancing back at him. Her hand rested on the frame, and her voice dropped, heavy with intent. “And don’t think about taking that diaper off. I’ll know. And there will be consequences.”

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving him alone in the dim nursery. The nightlight cast soft shadows across the room, the star shape glowing faintly. Ethan lay there, the blanket heavy on his chest, the diaper heavier between his thighs. His cock ached, trapped and desperate, but he didn’t dare touch himself. Not with her warning ringing in his ears.

He turned onto his side, the crinkle loud with the movement, and his mind spun. Furious. That was the only word for it. He was furious at her, at the contract, at himself for signing it without reading every line. He was a grown man, not some helpless infant, and yet here he was, diapered and tucked into a crib like a child.

His hand reached for the contract on the small shelf beside the crib. He flipped to Section 14 again, his eyes scanning the text under the dim light. The words blurred at first, anger clouding his vision, but then the last line snapped into focus. Employee acknowledges this provision is permanent.

Permanent. The word slammed into him, cold and final. His breath hitched, and he dropped the contract, letting it fall to the mattress. Permanent. Not just for tonight, not just for a week. Forever, as long as the contract held. One year. Or more, if she decided to extend it. His debt was gone, but this—this was the price.

His cock twitched again, traitorously, and heat rushed to his face. He hated how the shame made him ache, how the word permanent made something dark and needy stir inside him. He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to block it out, but Isabelle’s voice echoed in his mind—Mommy’s so proud of you.

He shifted again, the diaper crinkling, the padding pressing against him. Sleep felt impossible, not with the bulk between his thighs, not with his erection throbbing, not with the weight of permanent sitting on his chest. But his body was heavy, exhausted from the day, from the regression, from her control.

Across the penthouse, Isabelle stood in her bedroom, her silk robe open, her fingers trembling as they slid between her thighs. Her breath came fast, her pussy wet from the memory of taping him into that diaper, from the sight of his cock hard and aching beneath her hands. She leaned against the wall, eyes closed, picturing him in the crib, vulnerable and hers. Her clit throbbed under her touch, and she came quickly, a quiet moan escaping her lips as her body shuddered.

She straightened, smoothing her robe, her flush still hot on her skin. He didn’t know how much she needed this, how much his surrender fed her. But he would. Soon. Section 14 was just the beginning.

Back in the nursery, Ethan’s eyes grew heavy, despite the storm in his mind. The diaper’s crinkle softened as he stilled, his breathing slowing. But the last thought before sleep claimed him wasn’t anger, wasn’t even shame. It was her voice, soft and possessive, calling him good boy. And somewhere, deep down, a part of him wanted to hear it again.


Chapter 4: Compliance Review

Ethan jolted awake, his heart pounding against the soft blanket draped over him. The dim glow of the star-shaped nightlight cast faint shadows across the nursery, the cartoon clouds on the pale blue walls seeming to mock him in the early morning silence. The thick nighttime diaper sagged between his thighs, still dry, the crinkle loud as he shifted in the oversized crib.

He rubbed his eyes, the weight of last night pressing down on him. Isabelle—Mommy—had taped him into this fresh diaper just before bed, her fingers lingering, her voice thick with hunger as she called him a good boy. His cock twitched at the memory, and he hated how his body reacted, even now, hours later.

The clock on the small shelf read 4:02 AM. Too early. But his bladder ached, a dull pressure he’d been ignoring for days. He clenched his jaw, determined to hold it. He wasn’t some helpless infant, no matter what the contract said. No matter how much Isabelle wanted him to break.

A soft knock came at the door. His stomach dropped. He froze, the diaper crinkling as he sat up, the bars of the crib looming around him.

“Ethan, baby boy,” Isabelle’s voice purred through the wood, calm and deliberate. “I know you’re awake. Open the door for Mommy.”

His hands clenched the blanket. He didn’t want to obey, didn’t want to face her in the dark of the night, but her tone left no room for refusal. He climbed out of the crib, the thick padding making his steps awkward, and crossed to the door. His fingers hesitated on the knob, but he turned it and pulled it open.

She stood there, a vision of control in a deep emerald robe that clung to her curves. Her ice-blonde hair was loose, framing her sharp green eyes, which locked onto him with an intensity that made his breath catch. In her hand, she held a leather-bound notebook, a pen tucked into its spine, and a faint smile curved her lips.

“Good morning, little one,” she said, stepping inside without waiting for a response. Her lavender scent wrapped around him, mixing with the baby powder lingering in the air. “It’s time for your weekly compliance review. Section 14b requires regular assessments.”

Ethan’s brow furrowed. “Compliance review? At four in the morning?”

Her smile didn’t waver. “The contract doesn’t specify a time, baby boy. It specifies thoroughness. And I take my obligations seriously.”

She brushed past him, her robe grazing his bare arm, and set the notebook on the changing table. The soft thud of it landing sent a shiver down his spine. He stood there, the diaper sagging slightly, feeling exposed in just the thick padding and the loose white t-shirt she’d chosen for him.

Isabelle turned, her gaze dropping to his hips. She stepped closer, her fingers brushing the edge of the diaper’s plastic backing, the touch light but possessive. “Let’s see how you’ve done this week. I’ve collected the used provisions from the past seven nights. All dry. Every single one.”

His face burned. He’d held it every night, out of spite, out of sheer stubbornness. He wasn’t going to give in, wasn’t going to let her win that piece of him. “Yeah. I don’t need them. I’m not—”

“You are.” Her voice cut through his protest, soft but firm. She tapped the notebook with a manicured nail. “Section 14b is clear. Provisions must be utilized. Non-compliance isn’t an option, Ethan. The contract says you wear them. The contract says you use them. I’m simply ensuring compliance.”

His stomach twisted. He wanted to argue, to rip the diaper off and walk out, but the weight of the paid debt—forty-two thousand, gone—crushed any fight in him. “What are you going to do about it?” His voice came out rough, a challenge he didn’t fully mean.

Her smile deepened, a glint of hunger in her eyes. “I’ve already updated your routine. Section 12: nutritional oversight. Starting tonight, you’ll have warm milk before bed. And Section 9: hydration schedule. You’ll drink 32 ounces of water between dinner and sleep. Every night. Starting now.”

Ethan’s jaw tightened. “You’re forcing me to—”

“I’m enforcing the contract,” she interrupted, her tone unyielding. “You signed it. You initialed every page. This isn’t force, baby boy. This is compliance.”

He stood there, heat rushing to his face, his hands clenching at his sides. The diaper crinkled with the movement, a humiliating reminder of his reality. He hated how trapped he felt, how her words sank into him like hooks he couldn’t pull out.

Isabelle stepped closer, her hand resting lightly on his arm. Her touch was warm, electric, and his cock twitched beneath the padding, betraying him again. “Don’t fight it, sweet boy. Mommy’s just helping you follow the rules. Now, come with me. Let’s get your first hydration dose.”

She guided him out of the nursery, her hand firm on his lower back, and led him to the kitchen. The penthouse was dark, the city lights glittering through the floor-to-ceiling windows, a stark contrast to the soft glow of the nursery. A tall glass of water waited on the counter, 32 ounces, just as she’d said.

“Drink,” she instructed, handing it to him. Her eyes never left his, watching with a quiet intensity that made his skin prickle.

Ethan hesitated, the glass cold against his palm. But her gaze pinned him, and he lifted it to his lips, taking slow sips. The water was cool, sliding down his throat, but each swallow felt like surrender. He drank under her watch, the diaper crinkling as he shifted his weight, until the glass was empty.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the praise slicing through him, raw and hot. His cock throbbed, trapped beneath the thick padding, and he hated how much he wanted more of her approval.

Isabelle took the glass, setting it aside, and stepped closer. Her hand rested on his hip, just above the diaper’s edge, and her thumb brushed the plastic backing. “Now, back to bed, little one. The milk will come later tonight. For now, let the water do its work.”

His face burned. He knew what she meant, knew what she wanted to happen. He turned, her hand still guiding him, and they returned to the nursery. The crib waited, the blanket pulled back, and he climbed in without a word, the padding squishing under him as he lay down.

She tucked the blanket over him, her fingers brushing his cheek. Her breathing had changed, just a little faster, and he saw the faint flush on her neck. She was aroused by this—by controlling him, by enforcing the contract. It made his head spin.

“Sleep, baby boy,” she whispered, leaning down until her face was close. Her lavender scent wrapped around him, intoxicating. “Mommy will be just outside if you need me.”

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving him alone in the dim nursery. The water sat heavy in his bladder, the pressure building already, and he clenched his jaw, determined to hold it. He wasn’t going to give in. Not tonight. Not ever.

But his body had other plans. At 4:47 AM, the ache became unbearable. He shifted in the crib, the diaper crinkling loudly, trying to distract himself. Sweat beaded on his forehead. He couldn’t hold it much longer. His hands gripped the blanket, knuckles white, as the first trickle escaped.

The warmth spread through the padding, slow at first, then faster. Hot and wet, it soaked into the thick material, the diaper sagging heavier between his thighs. His face burned, shame flooding him as the crinkle grew louder with the added weight. He’d lost. He’d wet himself, just as she wanted.

A soft creak came from the door. His heart stopped. Isabelle stepped inside, her robe still on, her eyes gleaming in the dim light. She’d been waiting, listening, just outside. Her smile was small, satisfied, and it cut through him like a knife.

“Oh, baby boy,” she murmured, crossing to the crib. Her voice was thick with something dark, something hungry. “Look at you. Finally using your diaper like you’re supposed to.”

Ethan turned his head away, unable to meet her gaze. The warmth still lingered in the padding, the weight humiliating, and his cock twitched despite himself. He hated how his body reacted, how her words made him ache even now.

Isabelle leaned over the crib bars, her hand reaching down to smooth the blanket. “Don’t be ashamed, sweet boy. That’s what diapers are for. Mommy’s so proud of you for letting go.”

The praise hit harder than the shame. His breath caught, and he felt the heat pooling low again, his erection growing against the wet padding. He wanted to hide, to disappear, but her gaze held him captive.

“Come, little one,” she said, pulling the blanket back. “Let’s get you changed. Section 14c: wellness assessment during changes. We need to make sure everything’s okay.”

His stomach twisted. He climbed out of the crib, the soggy diaper sagging heavily, the crinkle obscene in the quiet room. Each step felt like a confession as he followed her to the changing table and climbed on, the cool surface pressing against his back through the thin t-shirt.

Isabelle’s hands moved with deliberate care, undoing the tapes with a loud ripping sound. The wet diaper peeled away, the cool air hitting his skin, and his cock sprang free, hard and aching, glistening slightly from the dampness. Her eyes dropped to it, and a faint flush crept up her neck. Her breathing hitched, betraying her arousal.

“Look at you,” she murmured, her voice low and thick. “So responsive, even now.”

She grabbed a wipe, the cold dampness making him flinch as she cleaned him. Her touch lingered, intimate and slow, wiping every inch with a precision that made his hips jerk. Then came the baby powder, the familiar scent filling the air as she sprinkled it over him. Her fingers brushed his skin, light but deliberate, and his cock throbbed under her gaze.

Isabelle’s hand wrapped around him, her grip firm through the thin layer of powder. She stroked once, slow and teasing, and a gasp escaped his lips. His hips bucked involuntarily, desperate for more, but she pulled back, her smile knowing.

“Not yet, baby boy,” she whispered, sliding a fresh diaper under him. “Good boys earn their rewards. Let’s see how compliant you are this week.”

The plastic crinkled as she taped the new diaper snug around his hips, the padding pressing against his erection, trapping it once more. He bit his lip, frustration and need warring inside him, but her touch had stopped, leaving him aching and denied.

She stepped back, her cheeks flushed, her thighs pressing together for a brief moment. He knew she was wet, could almost feel it in the way her breath came faster. Her hand lingered near her robe, fingers curling as if she wanted to touch herself right there. But she didn’t. Not yet.

“Back to bed, sweet boy,” she said, her voice steadying. She guided him to the crib, her hand warm on his lower back, and tucked the blanket over him again. “You’ve done well tonight. Mommy’s very pleased with your progress.”

The words sliced through him, raw and hot. He turned his head, unable to meet her eyes, but her fingers tilted his chin back to her. “Look at me, little one,” she whispered. Her green eyes burned with hunger, with possession. “You’re exactly where you need to be.”

His breath caught. Her words sank deeper, hooks he couldn’t pull out. She straightened, stepping back, her robe shifting with the movement. Then she picked up the leather-bound notebook from the changing table and opened it, scribbling a quick note with her pen.

She glanced at him, her smile sharp and knowing. “I’ve added a note to your file, baby boy. ‘Responding to hydration protocol. Increase to 24/7 provisions.’ We’ll discuss what that means tomorrow.”

Ethan’s heart raced. 24/7 provisions. The phrase spun in his mind, heavy with implication. He didn’t know exactly what it meant, but her tone, her smile, told him it would strip away another piece of who he used to be. And somewhere, deep down, a part of him trembled—not just with fear, but with a dark, unwanted need to find out.


Chapter 5: Full Provisions

Ethan lay in the oversized crib, the early morning light filtering through the pale blue curtains of the nursery. The thick diaper, freshly taped around his hips just hours ago after his humiliating accident, crinkled with every restless shift. The weight of it pressed against him, a constant reminder of Isabelle’s control, of the contract he’d signed without truly understanding.

His t-shirt clung to his broad chest, slightly damp with sweat from the tension that hadn’t left him since 4:47 AM. The bars of the crib loomed around him, making him feel smaller than his muscular frame should allow. His mind spun with her last words—24/7 provisions. They echoed like a threat, a promise, a cage he couldn’t escape.

The door creaked open. Isabelle stepped in without knocking, her presence filling the room before she even spoke. She wore a tailored white blouse and a deep navy skirt, her ice-blonde hair pulled into a sleek bun that made her look every inch the corporate attorney she used to be. Her green eyes locked on him, sharp and possessive, a faint smile playing on her lips.

“Good morning, baby boy,” she said, her voice soft but heavy with authority. “It’s time to start the day.”

Ethan pushed himself up, the diaper rustling loudly in the quiet nursery. “What’s next?” His tone was rough, a mix of dread and defiance, though he already knew resistance was pointless.

Isabelle crossed to the small table beside the rocking chair, picking up a tablet with deliberate grace. She swiped it on, the glow illuminating her face as she turned it toward him. “Section 12e: nutritional regression. Effective today, you’ll be fed via bottle four times daily. I’ll administer each feeding myself.”

His stomach twisted. “Bottle? Like last time?” The memory of her lap, the warm milk, her fingers in his hair—it burned through him, unwanted but undeniable.

“Exactly like last time,” she said, her smile deepening. “But with added structure. And at noon, we escalate. Section 12f: organic nutrition. It’s all in the contract, sweet boy. You initialed it.”

Ethan’s jaw tightened. He wanted to argue, to tear the tablet from her hands and read every line himself, but the weight of the paid debt—forty-two thousand, gone—silenced him. He climbed out of the crib, the thick padding sagging slightly between his thighs, and stood before her, feeling smaller under her gaze.

“Come,” she said, setting the tablet down and gesturing toward the rocking chair. “It’s almost seven. First feeding of the day.”

He hesitated, the diaper crinkling with every tense movement. But her eyes held no room for refusal. He followed her to the chair, watching as she sat with perfect posture and picked up a baby bottle from the table, already filled with warm milk. She patted her lap, her gaze steady.

“Sit, little one,” she murmured.

Ethan’s face burned. He lowered himself onto her lap, his weight awkward against her slender frame. The diaper squished under him, the sound humiliating, but her hand guided his head down to rest against her shoulder. Her lavender scent wrapped around him, intoxicating, as she pressed the rubber nipple to his lips.

“Drink,” she whispered, her voice thick with something he couldn’t name.

He opened his mouth, the warm nipple slipping in. Sweet milk coated his tongue, and he sucked instinctively, each pull dragging him deeper into a space he didn’t want to name. Her fingers stroked his hair, slow and possessive, her breathing steady but heavier than before.

“That’s it, baby boy,” she murmured, her thighs pressing together beneath him. “Mommy’s got you.”

The intimacy of it overwhelmed him. His cock stirred beneath the diaper, trapped and aching, and shame curled hot in his chest. He kept drinking, the bottle slowly emptying, while her touch and her words sank into him like hooks.

She pulled the bottle away when it was done, setting it aside. Her hand lingered on his cheek, thumb brushing his skin, and her eyes gleamed with hunger. “Good boy,” she said, the praise slicing through him, raw and devastating.

His breath hitched. He wanted to pull away, to stand and reclaim some piece of himself, but her grip tightened in his hair, holding him there. Her flush was visible now, a faint pink on her neck, and he knew she was aroused. Wet, probably. The thought made his head spin.

“We’ll repeat this at ten, noon, and four,” she said, her voice steadying. “Every day. It’s in the contract. But noon will be… special. Section 12f. Be ready, sweet boy.”

Ethan nodded, unable to speak. The diaper felt heavier now, though it was still dry, and his erection throbbed against the padding. He climbed off her lap, the crinkle loud in his ears, and stood there, waiting for her next command.

She rose, smoothing her skirt, her movements deliberate. “For now, rest. I’ll be back soon.” Her hand brushed his arm as she passed, the contact electric, and then she was gone, the door clicking shut behind her.

He sank onto the edge of the crib, the bars looming around him. Noon. Section 12f. The words spun in his mind, heavy with implication. He didn’t know exactly what it meant, but her tone, her smile, told him it would strip away another piece of who he used to be.

The hours dragged. At ten, she returned, the bottle feeding repeating with the same intimate ritual. Her lap, her fingers, her voice calling him a good boy—it all chipped away at his resistance. His cock ached harder each time, trapped beneath the diaper, but she didn’t touch him there. Not yet.

When the clock neared noon, his stomach churned with dread and something darker, needier. He sat in the rocking chair, waiting, the diaper still snug around his hips, the soft cotton t-shirt clinging to his frame. The nursery was quiet, the pale blue walls and cartoon clouds a surreal backdrop to the tension building inside him.

The door opened again. Isabelle stepped in, her white blouse slightly unbuttoned at the top, her navy skirt hugging her hips. She carried no bottle this time, just the tablet tucked under her arm. Her green eyes locked on him, and her smile was sharper now, hungrier.

“It’s noon, baby boy,” she said, crossing to him with deliberate steps. “Time for your feeding. But this is different. This is Section 12f, subsection three: direct nutritional bonding. Open wide, baby.”

Ethan’s breath caught. “What does that mean?” His voice came out rough, a mix of fear and anticipation.

She set the tablet on the table and stepped closer, her hand reaching for the buttons of her blouse. “It means organic nutrition, sweet boy. Straight from Mommy. It’s in the contract. You signed it.”

His eyes widened as she undid the top two buttons, revealing the swell of her breasts beneath a cream lace bra. Her skin was soft, pale, and the sight hit him like a punch. He shook his head, stepping back, the diaper crinkling with the movement. “No. I can’t. I’m not—”

“You are.” Her voice cut through his protest, firm but soft. “Three seconds, Ethan. That’s how long I’ll wait before I enforce compliance. One.”

His heart raced. He wanted to run, to refuse, but the weight of the contract, the paid debt, crushed him. “Two,” she counted, her fingers pausing on the next button.

“Fine,” he snapped, the word spilling out before he could stop it. Shame burned hot in his chest, but he stepped forward, his hands trembling at his sides.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the praise hitting him like a wave. She undid the last button, letting her blouse fall open, and unclasped her bra with a quick flick. Her breasts spilled free, full and soft, her nipples already hardening in the cool air of the nursery.

Ethan’s mouth went dry. He stood frozen, his cock throbbing beneath the diaper, as she sat in the rocking chair and patted her lap. “Come here, little one,” she said, her voice thick with hunger. “Mommy’s ready for you.”

He hesitated, the crinkle of the diaper loud in the silence, but her gaze pinned him. Slowly, he lowered himself onto her lap, his weight awkward against her, the padding squishing under him. Her hand guided his head down, her skin warm against his cheek, and she pressed his face to her chest.

“Open,” she whispered, her fingers tightening in his hair.

His lips parted, trembling, and he took her nipple into his mouth. The warmth of her skin overwhelmed him, the softness of her breast against his face intoxicating. He suckled instinctively, a sweet, faint taste coating his tongue, and a shudder ran through him. Shame and need warred inside him, but the act dragged him deeper into surrender.

Isabelle’s breathing changed, growing faster, shallower. Her thighs pressed together beneath him, and a quiet moan escaped her lips. “That’s it, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice trembling with arousal. “Drink from Mommy. Let it all go.”

Her words sank into him, hooks he couldn’t pull out. He suckled harder, his cock aching beneath the diaper, the padding pressing against his erection with every tiny shift. Her fingers tightened in his hair, pulling him closer, and her other hand slid down her own body, disappearing beneath her skirt.

He heard the faint sound of fabric shifting, felt the subtle movement of her hips beneath him. She was touching herself, her pussy wet from this, from him nursing like a helpless infant. The realization made his head spin, made him suck harder, desperate and lost in the moment.

Her breath hitched again, a small gasp escaping her. “Oh, sweet boy,” she moaned, her voice breaking. Her body tensed beneath him, her thighs trembling, and he knew she was coming. A quiet, shuddering orgasm, right there while he nursed from her breast. Her fingers dug into his scalp, holding him tight as she rode it out.

Ethan’s own need surged, unbearable now. His cock throbbed, trapped in the diaper, and the pressure built low in his gut. He couldn’t stop it, couldn’t hold back. The warmth of her breast, the taste of her skin, her moans—it was too much. His hips jerked involuntarily, and he came, hard and sudden, the cum spilling into the padding, hot and wet against his skin.

The warmth spread through the diaper, the weight growing heavier, and his face burned with shame. He pulled back from her breast, panting, unable to meet her eyes. But her hand tilted his chin up, forcing him to look at her.

“Look at Mommy, baby,” she whispered, her voice still thick with arousal. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “That’s in the contract too. Section 18: stress relief. Employer may provide physical comfort and release at her discretion.”

His breath caught. Section 18. He hadn’t even read that far, hadn’t known. The shame deepened, but so did the heat pooling in his gut, the aftershocks of his orgasm still trembling through him.

She smiled, sharp and knowing, and slid her hand down to the front of his diaper. Her palm pressed against the wet padding, feeling the warmth, the weight of his release. “Look at you, little one,” she murmured. “Letting go for Mommy. Such a good boy.”

The praise sliced through him, raw and devastating. His cock twitched again, already stirring despite the mess, and he hated how much he wanted more of her approval, more of her touch. She kept her hand there, rubbing lightly through the padding, edging him with the pressure, but not enough to push him over again.

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she said, pulling her hand back. “Good boys earn their rewards. Let’s see how compliant you are this afternoon.”

Ethan nodded, unable to speak. The diaper sagged heavier now, the warmth of his cum lingering against his skin, a humiliating reminder of his surrender. He climbed off her lap, the crinkle louder with the added weight, and stood there, waiting for her next move.

Isabelle buttoned her blouse, her movements slow and deliberate, though her flush remained. She stood, smoothing her skirt, and picked up the tablet from the table. “I’ll change you soon, baby boy,” she said, her voice steadying. “But first, I want you to read Section 18 yourself. It’s on the tablet. Understand what you agreed to.”

She handed it to him, her fingers brushing his as she did. The contact sent a jolt through him, unwanted but undeniable. He took the tablet, the screen already open to the contract, and scrolled to Section 18 with trembling hands.

Employee acknowledges that Employer may provide physical comfort and release at her discretion as part of stress relief protocols. Such provisions are to be accepted without question as part of the employment agreement.

His stomach twisted. Accepted without question. The words glared at him, cold and final, a cage he’d built for himself with every initial, every signature. His debt was gone, but this—this was the price.

Isabelle watched him read, her smile small but satisfied. She stepped closer, her hand resting lightly on his arm, her lavender scent wrapping around him again. “You see, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice low and thick. “Everything we do is by the book. My book. And we’re just getting started with the fine print.”

Her words hung heavy in the air, a promise of more to come. Ethan’s heart raced, the tablet trembling in his hands, as he realized just how deep the contract went. Section 18 was only the beginning, and Mommy’s smile told him the next clause would break him even further.


Chapter 6: Disciplinary Action

Ethan sat hunched over the tablet on the small table beside the rocking chair, the glow of the screen casting harsh shadows across the pale blue nursery walls. The thick diaper sagged between his thighs, still damp from his earlier release during the nursing session with Isabelle. The crinkle of the padding was a constant reminder of his regression, each tiny shift amplifying the weight of his shame.

His t-shirt clung to his broad chest, the soft cotton a stark contrast to the rough gym clothes he once wore with pride. He scrolled through Section 18 again, the words physical comfort and release at her discretion glaring back at him. His stomach churned with a mix of dread and unwanted heat as he tapped out a desperate message to an old friend, Jake, on a hidden messaging app he’d managed to sneak onto the device. “Need help. Trapped in a bad contract. Can you get me out?”

He hit send, his heart pounding. The nursery was silent except for the faint hum of the city beyond the penthouse windows. He glanced at the door, half-expecting Isabelle to barge in, her sharp green eyes already knowing his betrayal.

Minutes ticked by. No response. His fingers trembled as he refreshed the app, the diaper crinkling louder with his restless movements. Sweat beaded on his forehead. He needed a way out, needed to reclaim some piece of the man he used to be before Mommy stripped it all away.

The door swung open without a knock. Ethan’s breath caught, the tablet nearly slipping from his hands. Isabelle stood there, ice-blonde hair pulled into a tight bun, her tailored black blazer and pencil skirt hugging her frame with ruthless precision. Her heels clicked on the marble floor just outside the nursery rug, each step a deliberate warning.

“Baby boy,” she said, her voice soft but laced with steel. “What are you doing with my tablet?”

His mouth went dry. He fumbled to close the app, but her gaze dropped to the screen, catching the faint glow of the message before it disappeared. Her lips curved into a faint, dangerous smile, and his stomach dropped.

“I… I was just reading the contract,” he stammered, his face burning. The lie felt pathetic even as it left his lips.

Isabelle stepped closer, her heels clicking again, the sound sharp in the quiet room. She plucked the tablet from his hands with a single, elegant motion, her manicured nails brushing his skin. “Section 22: communication oversight. All digital interactions are subject to my approval. Did you forget that clause, little one?”

Ethan shook his head, his hands clenching at his sides. The diaper rustled with the movement, a humiliating sound that underscored his vulnerability. “I didn’t mean to break any rules. I just—”

“You did.” Her tone cut through his excuse, firm but calm. She set the tablet on the changing table, her eyes never leaving his. “Breach of contract has consequences. Mommy’s a very thorough attorney.”

His heart raced. He stood, the soggy diaper sagging heavier between his thighs, and took a step back, but the crib bars loomed behind him, trapping him in her gaze. “What kind of consequences?” His voice came out rough, a mix of fear and defiance.

Her smile deepened, a glint of hunger flashing in her green eyes. She gestured toward the door. “Follow me to my office, baby boy. Section 25: disciplinary protocol. We’ll address this breach immediately.”

Ethan’s legs felt weak, but her tone left no room for refusal. He followed her out of the nursery, the diaper crinkling with every awkward step, the soft cotton t-shirt brushing against his skin as a cruel reminder of his regression. The penthouse hallway stretched long and cold, the marble floor chilling his bare feet until they reached her office at the far end.

The room was all glass and steel, a panoramic view of the city glittering below. Her mahogany desk dominated the space, but what drew his eye was a padded spanking bench positioned near the window, its black leather gleaming under the harsh overhead light. His stomach twisted at the sight, a cold sweat breaking out on his neck.

“Stand by the bench, sweet boy,” Isabelle instructed, closing the door behind them with a soft click. Her heels clicked again as she crossed to her desk, retrieving a small black box and a leather paddle from a drawer.

Ethan hesitated, the diaper’s weight pulling at him, his cock already stirring despite the dread pooling in his gut. He moved to the bench, the padding rustling loudly in the quiet office, and stood there, waiting, his hands trembling at his sides.

Isabelle approached, her presence filling the room as she set the box on a small table beside the bench. She opened it with deliberate care, revealing a sleek vibrating plug, its surface smooth and black, glinting in the light. His breath caught, his eyes widening.

“Section 25 specifies corrective measures for non-compliance,” she said, her voice soft but unyielding. “This is a therapeutic compliance aid, baby boy. It will help you remember to follow the rules. But first, a more traditional correction.”

She pointed to the bench with the paddle, her gaze pinning him. “Bend over. Diaper down.”

His face burned hotter than ever. He wanted to argue, to refuse, but the weight of the contract—the paid debt of forty-two thousand—crushed any fight in him. Slowly, he bent over the padded bench, the leather cool against his stomach through the thin t-shirt. His hands gripped the edges, knuckles white, as he felt her fingers hook into the waistband of the diaper.

She pulled it down with a loud ripping sound, the soggy padding peeling away from his skin. The cool air hit his bare ass, and his cock sprang free, half-hard already from the shame of it all. He bit his lip, mortified, as she folded the diaper and set it aside on the table.

“Look at you, little one,” she murmured, her voice thick with something dark and hungry. Her hand rested on his lower back, warm and possessive, as she picked up the paddle with the other. “So eager, even during punishment.”

The first strike landed with a sharp crack, the leather biting into his bare skin. Ethan gasped, his hips jerking against the bench, pain blooming hot across his ass. His cock throbbed, traitorously, pressed against the padded surface beneath him.

“Count for Mommy,” she instructed, her tone calm but commanding. Her heels clicked as she shifted her stance, the sound a rhythmic counterpoint to the paddle’s sting.

“One,” he grunted, his voice rough with shame and need. The second strike came harder, the pain sharper, and he hissed through his teeth. “Two.”

Each blow landed with precision, her control absolute. By the fifth, his ass burned, the heat spreading through him, and his cock was fully hard, aching against the bench. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, not just from the pain, but from the raw humiliation of being disciplined like a child.

Isabelle paused, setting the paddle down with a soft thud. Her hand smoothed over his stinging skin, the touch gentle but deliberate, and he flinched under her fingers. “Such a good boy, taking your punishment,” she murmured, the praise slicing through him, raw and devastating.

His breath hitched. He wanted to hate her words, to push away the heat they stirred in him, but his body betrayed him, his hips shifting slightly against the bench. She noticed, her hand lingering, her breathing changing—faster, shallower.

“Now, the compliance aid,” she said, picking up the vibrating plug from the box. She squeezed a small packet of lube onto her fingers, the cold gel glistening as she coated the toy with slow, deliberate strokes. “This will help you remember who’s in charge, baby boy.”

Ethan tensed, his hands gripping the bench harder. “Please, Mommy, I won’t do it again,” he whispered, the words slipping out unbidden, his regression deepening with every moment under her control.

“I know you won’t, sweet boy,” she replied, her voice thick with arousal. Her slick fingers brushed between his cheeks, cold and intimate, spreading the lube with precision. “But we follow the contract. Hold still.”

He felt the tip of the plug press against him, cool and firm, and his body resisted for a moment before she pushed it in with gentle authority. The stretch was slow, invasive, and a groan escaped his lips as it settled inside him, filling him with a strange, heavy pressure. His cock throbbed harder, trapped against the bench, as she adjusted it with a small twist.

“There we are,” she murmured, her hand resting on his hip. She pulled a small remote from her blazer pocket and pressed a button, and the plug buzzed to life, a low vibration pulsing through him.

Ethan gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily. The sensation was overwhelming, a deep thrum that made his cock ache even more, the heat building low in his gut. Tears spilled down his cheeks now, shame and need warring inside him, but her hand smoothed over his stinging ass, grounding him in her control.

“Feel that, baby boy?” she whispered, leaning close, her lavender scent wrapping around him. Her voice trembled just enough to betray her arousal. “That’s Mommy reminding you to behave.”

She turned the vibration up a notch, and he moaned, unable to stop it. His body trembled against the bench, his cock leaking pre-cum onto the leather below. He was so close, teetering on the edge, but she clicked the remote again, lowering the buzz just enough to keep him there, denied.

“Not yet, little one,” she said, her tone firm but thick with hunger. “Good boys earn their rewards. You’ve broken a rule. We’re not done with your correction.”

His breath came in ragged gasps, tears streaming down his face now. The plug pulsed inside him, a constant torment, and his ass still burned from the paddle. He felt small, broken, utterly hers, and the realization made his cock throb even harder.

Isabelle stepped back, her heels clicking as she moved to stand in front of him. She crouched slightly, her skirt riding up just enough to show the curve of her thigh, and tilted his chin up to meet her gaze. Her green eyes gleamed with satisfaction, a faint flush on her neck betraying how wet she must be.

“Look at Mommy, baby,” she murmured, her thumb brushing a tear from his cheek. “You’ve taken your punishment so well. Let’s finish this with something softer.”

She straightened, guiding him up from the bench with a gentle hand on his arm. His legs shook as he stood, the plug still buzzing inside him, the diaper left discarded on the table. His cock stood hard and aching, exposed in the cool air of the office, and he couldn’t hide the desperation in his eyes.

Isabelle led him to the plush rug in front of her desk, her touch warm and possessive on his lower back. She sat down, her skirt hiking up further as she pulled him into her lap, his weight awkward but familiar against her slender frame. “Come here, sweet boy,” she whispered, unbuttoning her blouse with one hand.

Her breasts spilled free as she pushed the fabric aside, her cream lace bra discarded quickly. Her skin was soft, pale, her nipples hardening in the cool air. Ethan’s breath caught, his cock throbbing at the sight, as she guided his head down to her chest.

“Drink, baby boy,” she murmured, pressing his face to her warmth. Her fingers tightened in his hair, her breathing already faster, shallower.

He opened his mouth, trembling, and took her nipple between his lips. The warmth of her skin overwhelmed him, the faint sweetness of her taste dragging him deeper into surrender. He suckled instinctively, each pull regressing him further, shame and need melding into something he couldn’t fight.

Isabelle moaned softly, her thighs pressing together beneath him. “That’s it, little one,” she gasped, her voice breaking with arousal. Her other hand slid down her body, disappearing beneath her skirt, and he heard the faint rustle of fabric as she touched herself.

Her breathing hitched again, her grip tightening in his hair. He felt her hips shift beneath him, her body tensing as she came, a quiet shudder running through her. The sound of her orgasm, the warmth of her breast, the buzz of the plug inside him—it was too much. His cock throbbed, the pressure unbearable, but the diaper was off, and he couldn’t hide his need.

She pulled him back from her breast, her cheeks flushed, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. Her hand slid down to his cock, wrapping around him with a firm, deliberate grip. “Look at you, baby boy,” she murmured, stroking him slowly, edging him further. “So desperate after your punishment.”

Ethan groaned, his hips bucking into her touch, tears still wet on his cheeks. The plug buzzed relentlessly, the sensation driving him closer to the edge, but her strokes slowed, keeping him there, denied once more.

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice thick with hunger. “Mommy decides when you come. Let’s see how good you can be.”

His breath came in ragged gasps, frustration and need warring inside him. She released his cock, her hand lingering just long enough to make him whimper, then stood, guiding him to his feet. The plug still pulsed inside him, a constant torment, as she led him back to the small table by the bench.

She picked up a fresh diaper from a stack in her office drawer, the crinkle loud in the quiet room, and unfolded it with deliberate care. “Lie down on the rug, baby boy,” she instructed, her tone soft but firm.

Ethan obeyed, his legs trembling as he lowered himself onto the plush surface. The cool rug pressed against his stinging ass, and he winced, his cock still hard and aching in the open air. Isabelle knelt beside him, her skirt riding up further, and slid the diaper under him with practiced ease.

Her hands were gentle but precise, sprinkling baby powder over him, the familiar scent filling the air. Her fingers brushed his skin, lingering on his cock just long enough to make him gasp, before she taped the diaper snug around his hips. The padding trapped his erection once more, the pressure unbearable with the plug still buzzing inside him.

“There we are,” she murmured, smoothing the front of the diaper. Her palm pressed against him through the padding, feeling his hardness, and a small moan escaped her lips. Her thighs pressed together again, her flush deepening, and he knew she was wet, aroused by his vulnerability.

She stood, smoothing her skirt, and retrieved a tablet from her desk. Her fingers swiped across the screen, pulling up a document, and she turned it to face him. “Look at this, little one,” she said, her voice steadying. “Your debt payoff statement. Half done. Twenty-one thousand cleared. Six more months, baby. Be good.”

Ethan stared at the numbers, his heart racing. Half done. Six more months. The reality of it sank in, a chain he couldn’t break, even as his cock throbbed beneath the fresh diaper. He nodded, unable to speak, the weight of it crushing him.

Isabelle set the tablet aside and pulled out a single sheet of paper from her desk drawer, along with a pen. “One more thing, sweet boy,” she said, her smile sharp and knowing. “An amendment to the contract. Section 22a: no unsupervised communication. Sign it. Now.”

His hands trembled as he took the pen, the diaper crinkling with his slight shift on the rug. The plug still buzzed inside him, a relentless reminder of her control, as he scrawled his name on the line. Each stroke of the pen felt like another piece of himself slipping away, surrendered to Mommy’s authority.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the praise slicing through him once more. She took the paper, folding it with care, and leaned down to brush a kiss against his forehead. “Mommy’s very pleased with your progress today. But remember, baby—every breach has a price. Tomorrow, we’ll explore what happens when you truly test my patience.”

Her words hung heavy in the air, a threat wrapped in maternal warmth. Ethan lay there on the rug, the diaper snug around him, the plug still pulsing, as her heels clicked away, leaving him alone with the weight of his new reality. Six more months. And Mommy’s patience was a line he wasn’t sure he could avoid crossing.


Chapter 7: Onesie Clause

“Up, baby boy.” Isabelle’s voice sliced through the quiet of the office, sharp and unyielding, pulling Ethan from the haze of his thoughts.

He blinked, still sprawled on the plush rug where she’d left him after the disciplinary session. The fresh diaper hugged his hips, crinkling softly with every breath, the weight of it a constant reminder of his surrender. The vibrating plug inside him had been turned off, but its presence lingered, a heavy pressure that kept his cock half-hard beneath the padding. His t-shirt clung to his chest, damp with sweat, and his ass still stung from the paddle’s earlier sting.

He pushed himself to his feet, the diaper rustling louder as he moved. Isabelle stood by her desk, her black blazer and pencil skirt immaculate, her ice-blonde hair still pulled tight in a bun. Her green eyes locked on him, a faint flush on her neck betraying the arousal she’d felt during his punishment. She held a small, folded bundle of pastel fabric in her hands, her smile sharp and knowing.

“Come here, little one,” she said, her tone soft but commanding. She gestured to the space in front of her, her manicured nails catching the light from the city view beyond the glass walls.

Ethan’s stomach twisted. He took a step forward, the diaper sagging slightly between his thighs, each movement awkward and humiliating. The rug felt soft under his bare feet, a stark contrast to the cold marble of the hallway he’d walked earlier. He stopped before her, towering over her physically but feeling impossibly small under her gaze.

“What’s that?” His voice came out rough, his eyes dropping to the bundle in her hands. Dread curled in his chest, but so did a dark, unwanted heat.

Isabelle unfolded the fabric with deliberate care, revealing a pale blue onesie, sized for an adult but unmistakably infantile. The front was adorned with tiny cartoon ducks, the snaps at the crotch glinting under the office lights. Beside it, she set down a pair of matching booties and a pacifier with a clip attached to a soft ribbon. The sight hit him like a punch, his breath catching in his throat.

“Section 8b, subsection 2,” she said, her voice smooth as silk. “Employee uniform shall reflect the developmental stage appropriate to the wellness phase. This, baby boy, is your Phase 2 uniform. Starting today, you’ll wear it every morning.”

His face burned. He shook his head, stepping back, the diaper crinkling with the movement. “No. I’m not wearing that. I’m a grown man, Isabelle—Mommy. I can’t—”

“You can.” Her tone cut through his protest, firm but calm. Her smile didn’t waver as she stepped closer, the onesie still in her hands. “And you will. It’s in the contract, Ethan. You signed it. You initialed every page. Refusal triggers the termination clause, and I recall the debt. Your choice, sweet boy.”

His hands clenched at his sides. The weight of the forty-two thousand—half paid, as she’d shown him—crushed any fight in him. He wanted to tear the onesie from her hands, to walk out, but the loan sharks’ threats loomed in his memory. Broken kneecaps. Or worse. He swallowed hard, his throat tight.

“Fine,” he muttered, the word bitter on his tongue. Shame curled hotter in his chest, but his cock twitched beneath the diaper, betraying him again.

“Good boy.” The praise sliced through him, raw and devastating. Her smile deepened, a glint of hunger in her eyes as she gestured to the padded bench by the window. “Sit there. Mommy will dress you.”

Ethan’s legs felt heavy as he moved to the bench, the diaper rustling with every step. The leather was cool against his thighs through the padding as he sat, his hands trembling on his lap. Isabelle knelt before him, her skirt riding up slightly, revealing the curve of her thigh. The intimacy of her position made his head spin, his cock stirring more despite the humiliation.

She started with the booties, slipping the soft, pale blue fabric over his feet. The material was plush, hugging his skin, and the tiny duck patterns matched the onesie perfectly. Her fingers brushed his ankles, light but deliberate, sending a jolt through him. He bit his lip, trying to focus on anything but the heat pooling low in his gut.

“Lift your arms, baby boy,” she instructed, picking up the onesie next. Her voice was soft, maternal, but heavy with authority.

He obeyed, hating himself for it. His arms rose, the t-shirt stretching across his broad chest as she pulled it over his head. The cool air hit his bare skin, his muscles tensing under her gaze. Her eyes roamed over him, a faint flush creeping up her neck, and he knew she was aroused by his exposure, by his compliance.

She slid the onesie over his head, the cotton soft against his skin as she guided his arms into the sleeves. The fabric clung to his frame, too tight across his shoulders but loose around his torso, emphasizing the bulk of the diaper beneath. Her hands smoothed the material down his chest, lingering just long enough to make his breath hitch.

“Stand up, sweet boy,” she murmured, her fingers moving to the snaps at the crotch. “Let’s get this secured.”

Ethan stood, the diaper crinkling louder with the movement, the booties soft under his feet. Isabelle’s hands worked with precision, snapping the onesie shut over the padding, each click a small surrender. The fabric pressed the diaper tighter against his cock, trapping his growing erection, and he stifled a gasp at the pressure.

She stepped back, her gaze sweeping over him. Her breathing had changed, faster now, and her thighs pressed together for a brief moment. “Perfect,” she whispered, her voice thick with hunger. “Come with me, little one. I want you to see yourself.”

His stomach dropped. She took his hand, her grip warm and possessive, and led him out of the office, down the cold marble hallway to a full-length mirror near the penthouse’s main bathroom. The diaper and onesie rustled with every step, the booties muffling his footfalls, and each sound deepened his shame.

They stopped before the mirror. Ethan froze, his reflection staring back at him. A muscular man, broad-shouldered and strong, dressed in a baby blue onesie with cartoon ducks, booties on his feet, the bulge of a thick diaper obvious beneath the snaps. His eyes filled with tears, the sight raw and devastating. He looked nothing like the personal trainer he used to be. He looked… helpless. Hers.

A sob caught in his throat. He turned his head away, unable to bear it, but Isabelle stepped behind him, her body close, her hands resting on his shoulders. Her reflection appeared in the mirror too, her ice-blonde hair and sharp green eyes a stark contrast to his vulnerability.

“You’re beautiful like this, baby boy,” she whispered, her voice trembling with arousal. Her hands slid down his arms, possessive and warm, and her chest pressed against his back. “Look at yourself. Look at what you’ve become for Mommy.”

Tears spilled down his cheeks. He forced his eyes back to the mirror, the image searing into him. The onesie, the diaper, the booties—it was all too much. But her words, her touch, stirred something deep and dark inside him. His cock throbbed beneath the padding, trapped and desperate, and he hated how much he wanted her approval, even now.

Her hand moved to his chin, tilting his head back against her shoulder. Her lips brushed his ear, her breath hot against his skin. “Don’t cry, sweet boy. Mommy loves you like this. So perfect. So mine.”

The praise hit him like a wave. His breath hitched, more tears falling, but her arms wrapped around him from behind, holding him tight. The warmth of her body, the scent of lavender on her skin—it overwhelmed him. He leaned into her, unable to stop himself, his regression deepening with every second in her embrace.

“Come, baby,” she murmured, pulling back but keeping a hand on his arm. “Let’s get you cleaned up. Section 16: grooming protocol. It’s time for a bath.”

Ethan nodded, unable to speak. She led him into the bathroom, the marble tiles cool under his booties, the space bright with morning light streaming through a high window. A large tub sat in the center, already filled with warm water, steam rising gently. The scent of baby shampoo lingered in the air, a reminder of the nursery, of his new reality.

“Stand here,” she instructed, pointing to a spot by the tub. Her hands moved to the snaps of the onesie, undoing them with a series of soft clicks. The fabric parted, exposing the diaper beneath, and his face burned as she slid the onesie off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

She knelt before him, her skirt riding up again, and undid the diaper tapes with a loud ripping sound. The padding peeled away, cool air hitting his skin, and his cock sprang free, hard and aching from the constant tension of the morning. Her eyes dropped to it, a faint flush deepening on her neck, and her breathing hitched just enough to betray her arousal.

“Look at you, little one,” she murmured, setting the diaper aside. Her hand brushed his thigh, light but deliberate, and he gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily. “So eager for Mommy.”

She stood, guiding him to step into the tub. The warm water enveloped his legs, soothing the sting on his ass from the earlier spanking, and he sank down under her watchful gaze. The heat relaxed his muscles, but his cock remained hard, bobbing slightly in the water, a humiliating display of his need.

Isabelle rolled up her sleeves, her movements precise, and picked up a soft washcloth and a bottle of baby shampoo from the tub’s edge. “Lean back, baby boy,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “Mommy’s going to take care of you.”

He obeyed, the water sloshing gently as he reclined. Her hands moved with care, dipping the cloth into the water and running it over his chest. The warmth of her touch through the fabric sent shivers through him, his nipples hardening under the attention. She washed him slowly, her fingers lingering on his skin, tracing the lines of his muscles with an intimacy that made his head spin.

She moved to his arms next, lifting each one to clean under it, her touch gentle but possessive. Then came his legs, her hands gliding over his thighs, dangerously close to his cock but never quite touching it. The teasing drove him mad, his hips shifting in the water, but she only smiled, her eyes gleaming with control.

“Now, let’s get you smooth, sweet boy,” she said, picking up a razor from the tub’s edge. “Section 16 requires full grooming. No hair below the neck. It’s in the contract.”

His breath caught. “Smooth? You mean—”

“Everywhere,” she interrupted, her tone unyielding. She lathered shaving cream onto her hands, the scent clean and sharp, and spread it over his legs first. The razor glided across his skin, smooth and precise, removing every trace of hair with each slow stroke. The sensation was strange, vulnerable, and his cock throbbed harder with every pass.

She moved to his chest next, her hands steady as she shaved him bare, the razor’s edge cool against his heated skin. Then came his groin, her fingers brushing his cock as she worked, lathering the cream around the base and shaving with deliberate care. He bit his lip, stifling a moan, the intimacy and humiliation blending into a raw, aching need.

“There we are,” she murmured, rinsing the razor in the water. Her hand smoothed over his now-bare skin, the touch electric, and his hips bucked involuntarily. “So soft. So perfect for Mommy.”

Her words sliced through him, raw and hot. His cock ached, desperate for more, but she pulled back, setting the razor aside. She stood, stepping to the edge of the tub, her skirt still hiked up slightly, and her gaze dropped to his erection, visible through the clear water.

“Look at you, baby boy,” she whispered, her voice trembling with arousal. Her thighs pressed together, and her hand moved to the waistband of her skirt, slipping beneath it. “So hard for Mommy. You make me so wet.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. He watched, transfixed, as her fingers moved beneath the fabric, her breathing growing faster, shallower. Her eyes stayed on him, locked on his cock, on his bare, vulnerable body in the tub. A quiet moan escaped her lips, her body tensing, and he knew she was touching her pussy, her clit, getting off on his regression right there in front of him.

Her moans grew louder, echoing off the marble tiles, each sound driving him closer to the edge without a single touch. Her thighs trembled, her hand moving faster, and she came with a soft gasp, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment before snapping back to him, gleaming with satisfaction.

“Oh, sweet boy,” she murmured, pulling her hand free, her flush deep on her cheeks. “You do this to Mommy. You make me lose control.”

His cock throbbed harder, the pressure unbearable now. He wanted to touch himself, to beg for release, but her gaze pinned him, and he knew better than to move without permission. She knelt by the tub again, her hand reaching into the water, wrapping around his cock with a firm, deliberate grip.

“Let Mommy help you, baby,” she whispered, stroking him slowly, her thumb brushing the sensitive tip. The water sloshed with her movements, the warmth and her touch combining into an overwhelming sensation. “You’ve been such a good boy this morning. Wearing your onesie. Letting me shave you. You deserve a reward.”

Ethan groaned, his hips bucking into her hand, the pleasure building fast and hard. Her strokes quickened, her grip tightening, and her other hand moved to cup his balls, massaging gently through the water. Tears pricked at his eyes again, the mix of shame and need too much to bear.

“Cum for Mommy, little one,” she murmured, her voice thick with hunger. “Let it all go.”

Her words pushed him over the edge. His cock pulsed in her hand, cum shooting into the water, hot and thick, each contraction wracking his body with shuddering intensity. He gasped, his head tipping back against the tub’s edge, the aftermath leaving him trembling and spent. The cum clouded the water briefly before dissipating, a humiliating reminder of his surrender.

Isabelle kept stroking him through it, drawing out every last shudder, until he whimpered from the oversensitivity. She pulled her hand free, rinsing it in the water, and smiled down at him, her flush still visible. “Good boy,” she said, the praise slicing through him once more, raw and devastating.

She stood, smoothing her skirt, and grabbed a plush towel from a nearby rack. “Come, baby boy,” she said, holding it out. “Let’s get you dried off and back into your uniform.”

Ethan climbed out of the tub, his legs shaky, the cool air hitting his bare, smooth skin. She wrapped the towel around him, drying him with gentle but possessive strokes, her hands lingering on his now-hairless thighs and chest. The vulnerability of being so exposed, so groomed for her, deepened his regression, and his cock twitched again despite the recent release.

She led him back to the mirror, picking up the onesie and a fresh diaper from a small stack she’d brought in earlier. Her hands moved with precision, taping the new diaper snug around his hips, the crinkle loud in the quiet bathroom. Then came the onesie, the snaps clicking shut over the padding, the booties slipping back onto his feet, and finally, the pacifier clip attached to the onesie’s collar, the pacifier itself dangling near his chest.

“Look at yourself, sweet boy,” she murmured, turning him to face the mirror again. Her hands rested on his shoulders, her body close behind him. “Look how perfect you are for Mommy.”

Ethan stared at his reflection, the tears returning as he took in the full picture. Smooth skin, baby blue onesie, diapered and bootied, a grown man reduced to this. But beneath the shame, a darker truth stirred. He looked exactly as he’d once imagined in his most private, hidden fantasies—helpless, owned, hers. And somehow, Mommy knew. Her smile in the mirror told him she’d always known.

“We’re not done, baby boy,” she whispered, her voice heavy with intent. Her hand slid down to the front of his onesie, pressing against the diaper beneath, feeling his stirring cock through the layers. “Phase 2 has so much more for you to learn. Tomorrow, we’ll explore what happens when Mommy pushes your limits even further.”

Her words hung in the air, a promise of deeper surrender. Ethan’s heart raced, the mirror reflecting his tear-streaked face and her satisfied gaze, as he realized just how far he’d already fallen—and how much further Mommy planned to take him.


Chapter 8: The Nursery

Ethan stood before the full-length mirror in the penthouse bathroom, the pale blue onesie clinging to his frame, cartoon ducks mocking him from the fabric. The thick diaper beneath crinkled with every shaky breath, the booties on his feet soft but suffocating, and the pacifier dangled from a ribbon clipped to his collar. His reflection stared back, a grown man stripped bare of dignity, smooth-shaven and dressed for Mommy’s pleasure, the shame of it still wet on his cheeks from earlier tears.

The bathroom’s marble tiles felt cold under the booties, the morning light harsh through the high window. His cock twitched beneath the padding, a traitor to his burning face, as the memory of Isabelle’s hand on him in the tub lingered. Half the debt paid, she’d said. Six more months. The weight of that timeline pressed down harder than the onesie ever could.

Footsteps echoed down the hallway, sharp and deliberate. Isabelle’s heels clicked with purpose, each sound tightening the knot in his stomach. She appeared in the doorway, her ice-blonde hair loose over her shoulders, a tailored cream blazer and pencil skirt hugging her curves with ruthless control. Her green eyes locked on him, a faint smile curling her lips, and his heart raced at the hunger in her gaze.

“Good morning again, baby boy,” she said, her voice soft but heavy with intent. “I have something special to show you today.”

Ethan turned from the mirror, the diaper rustling loudly in the quiet space. “What is it, Mommy?” His voice came out rough, a mix of dread and unwanted anticipation. The word Mommy still felt foreign on his tongue, but it slipped out easier each time, a sign of how deep he’d already sunk.

She stepped closer, her lavender scent wrapping around him, and rested a hand on his arm. Her touch was warm, possessive, sending a jolt through him despite the layers of fabric. “A renovation I’ve been working on for weeks. It’s ready now, and it’s all for you, little one. Come with me.”

His stomach twisted. He followed her out of the bathroom, the booties muffling his steps on the marble floor, the onesie’s snaps pulling tight over the diaper with every move. They passed the nursery he’d grown to know too well, heading further down the penthouse hallway to a door he’d never noticed before, tucked near the corner of the sprawling layout. A faint scent of polished wood and fresh paint lingered in the air, and his pulse quickened.

Isabelle paused at the door, her hand on the sleek silver handle. Her smile deepened, sharp and knowing, as she turned to him. “Section 10, paragraph one: ‘The Employer shall provide purpose-built living quarters.’ Welcome to your room, baby.”

She pushed the door open, and Ethan froze as the space revealed itself. It was a nursery, but not like the one he’d been sleeping in. This was luxury redefined, a penthouse fantasy of regression. An Italian-designed crib dominated the center, oversized with gleaming mahogany bars and silk bedding in soft ivory, the sheets shimmering under smart-home controlled lighting that cast a warm, golden glow. A matching changing table stood against one wall, its surface padded with plush white leather, stacked with thick diapers, baby powder, and wipes in elegant glass containers.

A walk-in closet sat open to the side, revealing rows of designer onesies in pastel shades, each folded with precision, alongside stacks of booties and pacifiers in every color. A rocking chair waited in the corner, upholstered in deep navy velvet, a baby bottle already resting on its arm. The walls were a pale gray, accented with subtle gold trim, and a white noise machine hummed faintly, filling the room with a soothing murmur. Every detail screamed wealth and control, tailored to strip him of his former self.

Ethan’s breath caught. His hands clenched at his sides, the diaper crinkling with the movement. “This… this is for me?” His voice cracked, disbelief and shame warring inside him.

Isabelle stepped into the room, her heels silent on the thick, cream-colored rug. She turned to him, her gaze pinning him in place. “All for you, sweet boy. I’ve designed every inch to help you settle into your new life. This is where you belong now.”

He shook his head, stepping back, but the hallway wall stopped him. “I don’t belong here. I’m not some… some baby. I’m a man, Mommy. I can’t live like this.” The protest felt weak, hollow, even as it left his lips.

Her smile didn’t waver. She crossed to him, her hand lifting to brush his cheek, the touch light but electric. “You can, baby boy. And you will. It’s in the contract. You signed it. This is your wellness space, as per Section 10. Let’s inaugurate it properly.”

His face burned. He wanted to argue, to push past her and run, but the weight of the debt—half paid, six months left—crushed any real fight. Her hand slid down to his, guiding him into the room, the door clicking shut behind them with a finality that made his chest tighten. The scent of mahogany polish filled his nose, rich and grounding, as she led him to the changing table.

“Up, little one,” she instructed, patting the padded surface. Her voice was soft, maternal, but heavy with authority.

Ethan hesitated, the diaper rustling as he shifted. But her green eyes held no room for refusal. He climbed onto the table, the white leather cool against his back through the onesie, and stared at the ceiling, unable to meet her gaze. The smart lighting dimmed slightly, casting a softer glow, as if the room itself knew what was coming.

Isabelle’s hands moved with precision, undoing the snaps at the crotch of his onesie with a series of soft clicks. The fabric parted, exposing the diaper beneath, and she peeled the tapes away with a loud ripping sound. Cool air hit his skin, his cock already half-hard from the shame of it all, and he bit his lip, mortified.

“Look at you, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with hunger. Her fingers brushed his thighs as she slid the used diaper away, setting it aside. She grabbed a wipe, the cold dampness making him flinch as she cleaned him, her touch lingering just long enough to make his breath hitch. Then came the baby powder, the familiar scent filling the air as she sprinkled it over him, her hands smoothing it across his skin with deliberate care.

His cock hardened fully under her gaze, throbbing in the open air. She noticed, her breathing changing, growing faster, shallower. Her hand wrapped around him for a moment, stroking once, slow and teasing, and a gasp escaped his lips. His hips jerked, desperate for more, but she pulled back, her smile sharp and knowing.

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she whispered, sliding a fresh diaper under him. The plastic crinkled loudly as she taped it snug around his hips, the padding pressing against his erection, trapping it once more. “Good boys earn their rewards. Let’s take this slow.”

Ethan’s frustration burned, but so did his need. He sat up as she snapped the onesie back over the diaper, the fabric tight against the bulk, and her hand lingered on his thigh, sending shivers through him. She stepped back, her flush visible on her neck, and gestured to the rocking chair.

“Come, little one,” she said, her voice trembling just enough to betray her arousal. “Time for a feeding in your new space.”

His legs felt shaky as he followed her to the chair, the diaper crinkling with every step. She sat down, the navy velvet framing her like a throne, and picked up the baby bottle from the armrest. Warm milk, he could tell from the faint steam. She patted her lap, her eyes gleaming with hunger.

“Sit, baby boy,” she murmured.

He lowered himself onto her lap, his weight awkward against her slender frame, the diaper squishing under him. Her hand guided his head down to rest against her shoulder, her lavender scent intoxicating as she pressed the rubber nipple to his lips. “Drink,” she whispered, her fingers stroking his hair.

Ethan opened his mouth, the warm nipple slipping in. Sweet milk coated his tongue, and he sucked instinctively, each pull dragging him deeper into a space he couldn’t name. Her thighs pressed together beneath him, her breathing growing heavier, and he felt the subtle shift of her hips. She was aroused, wet, just from this act of control.

“That’s it, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice breaking with need. “Mommy’s got you.”

The intimacy overwhelmed him. His cock throbbed beneath the diaper, trapped and aching, as shame curled hot in his chest. He kept drinking, the bottle emptying slowly, while her touch sank into him like hooks. Her fingers tightened in his hair, a quiet moan escaping her lips, and he knew she was close, teetering on the edge just from holding him like this.

She pulled the bottle away when it was done, setting it aside. Her hand lingered on his cheek, thumb brushing his skin, and her flush deepened. “Good boy,” she said, the praise slicing through him, raw and devastating.

His breath hitched. He wanted to pull away, to reclaim some piece of himself, but her grip held him there. She shifted beneath him, her blouse already half-unbuttoned from earlier, and she undid the rest with a quick flick, letting the fabric fall open. Her breasts spilled free, full and soft, her nipples hard in the cool air of the nursery.

“More, baby boy,” she whispered, guiding his head to her chest. “Drink from Mommy now.”

Ethan’s lips trembled as he took her nipple into his mouth. The warmth of her skin overwhelmed him, the faint sweetness of her taste dragging him deeper into surrender. He suckled instinctively, each pull regressing him further, shame and need blending into something he couldn’t fight.

Isabelle’s breathing grew ragged, her thighs trembling beneath him. “Oh, sweet boy,” she moaned, her voice thick with arousal. Her fingers dug into his scalp, pulling him closer, and her other hand slid beneath her skirt, the faint rustle of fabric telling him she was touching herself, her pussy wet from this act of dominance.

Her moans grew louder, echoing in the quiet nursery, each sound driving him closer to the edge without a single touch. Her body tensed, her hips shifting, and she came with a soft gasp, a shudder running through her as she rode out the quiet orgasm. The realization—that she could come just from him nursing—made his cock ache harder, the pressure unbearable beneath the diaper.

She pulled him back from her breast, her cheeks flushed, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Look at you, little one,” she murmured, her hand sliding down to press against the front of his diaper, feeling his hardness through the padding. “So desperate for Mommy. Let’s take this to your new crib.”

His heart raced. She stood, guiding him up from her lap, the diaper crinkling loudly as he moved. Her hand rested on his lower back, possessive and warm, as she led him to the oversized crib in the center of the room. The silk bedding shimmered under the soft lighting, the ivory sheets cool and inviting against the dark mahogany bars.

“Climb in, baby boy,” she instructed, her voice heavy with intent.

Ethan obeyed, the diaper rustling with every awkward movement as he settled onto the mattress. The silk sheets slid against his skin through the onesie, smooth and luxurious, a stark contrast to the humiliation of his outfit. He lay back, the bars looming around him, feeling smaller than ever under her gaze.

Isabelle leaned over the crib, her blouse still open, her breasts visible as she reached into a small drawer built into the frame. She pulled out a pair of padded wrist cuffs, the leather soft but unyielding, and a small remote. His stomach dropped as she dangled the cuffs before him, her smile sharp and hungry.

“Section 18, subsection 4,” she whispered, her voice trembling with arousal. “Employer may use restraint for stress relief and compliance training. Hold still, sweet boy.”

He wanted to protest, to pull away, but her gaze pinned him. She fastened the cuffs around his wrists with deliberate care, the leather snug against his skin, and attached them to the custom bars of the crib with small metal clips. His arms stretched above his head, leaving him vulnerable, exposed, and his cock throbbed harder beneath the diaper, betraying him once again.

Isabelle straightened, her eyes roaming over him, her flush deepening. She climbed into the crib with a grace that belied the act, straddling his hips, her skirt riding up to reveal the lace of her underwear. Her weight pressed the diaper tighter against his erection, and he gasped, hips jerking involuntarily under her.

“Look at you, baby boy,” she murmured, leaning down until her face was close, her breath hot against his ear. “All tied up for Mommy. Section 18, paragraph 2: ‘Physical comfort shall be provided at Employer’s discretion.’ Do you remember signing that, little one?”

Her words sank into him, hooks he couldn’t pull out. He nodded, barely, his throat tight as her hands moved to the snaps of his onesie, undoing them with slow, deliberate clicks. The fabric parted, and she peeled the diaper tapes away, freeing his cock into the cool air of the nursery. It stood hard and aching, glistening with pre-cum, and her eyes gleamed with hunger at the sight.

She slid her underwear aside, revealing her pussy, already wet and glistening, and positioned herself above him. “Mommy’s going to take care of you now,” she whispered, lowering herself onto him, her warmth enveloping his cock inch by inch.

Ethan groaned, his hips bucking up into her, the sensation overwhelming after so much denial. Her pussy was tight, hot, gripping him as she rode him slowly, her movements controlled and deliberate. The silk sheets slid against his back through the onesie, the scent of mahogany polish mixing with her lavender as she leaned down, her breasts brushing his chest.

“Section 18, paragraph 3,” she gasped, her voice breaking with arousal as she moved faster. “‘Employee shall accept all forms of physical bonding.’ You signed this, baby boy. You’re mine to fuck, mine to own.”

Her words drove him closer to the edge, each thrust pushing him deeper into surrender. The cuffs held his wrists tight, the crib bars looming as a reminder of his helplessness, and her pussy clenched around him, her arousal dripping onto his skin. Her breathing grew ragged, her thighs trembling, and he felt her nearing the edge, her control slipping just enough to reveal her raw need.

“Cum for Mommy, little one,” she moaned, her voice thick with hunger. “Let it all go inside me.”

The command pushed him over. His cock pulsed, cum shooting deep into her, hot and thick, each contraction wracking his body with shuddering intensity. He gasped, his head tipping back against the silk sheets, the aftermath leaving him trembling and spent. Isabelle came with him, her pussy tightening around him, a quiet cry escaping her lips as her body shuddered above him, her orgasm echoing his own.

She collapsed onto his chest for a moment, her breathing heavy, her flush hot against his skin. Her hands moved to undo the cuffs, freeing his wrists with gentle care, and she slid off him, her skirt falling back into place as she adjusted herself. His cock softened, slick with their combined release, and she taped a fresh diaper around him with practiced ease, the crinkle loud in the quiet nursery.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the praise slicing through him once more, raw and devastating. She smoothed the onesie snaps shut over the padding, her hand lingering on his thigh, and climbed out of the crib, smoothing her own appearance with that ruthless control returning.

Ethan lay there, the silk sheets cool against his overheated skin, the diaper snug around his hips. His wrists still tingled from the cuffs, his body spent but his mind racing. The luxury of the nursery pressed in around him, every detail a cage tailored to his regression, and the weight of Section 10—purpose-built living quarters—settled deeper into his bones.

Isabelle stood by the crib, her blouse buttoned now, her posture perfect once more. She picked up a tablet from the changing table, swiping it on with a manicured finger, and turned to him with a sharp, knowing smile. “Tomorrow, baby boy, your old room becomes my home gym. There’s nowhere else to sleep now. This nursery is your home, as per the contract. Rest well, little one. Mommy has more clauses to enforce soon.”

Her words hung heavy in the air, a promise of deeper control. Ethan’s heart raced, the crib bars looming as a permanent boundary, as he realized there was no going back to any semblance of his old life—not with Mommy’s fine print binding him tighter with every passing day.


Chapter 9: Performance Review

“Time to get up, baby boy.” Isabelle’s voice cut through the soft hum of the nursery’s white noise machine, sharp and deliberate, pulling Ethan from the haze of restless sleep.

He blinked against the warm golden glow of the smart-home lighting, his body heavy on the silk ivory sheets of the oversized mahogany crib. The pale blue onesie with cartoon ducks clung to his frame, the thick diaper beneath crinkling softly as he shifted. The booties on his feet and the pacifier clipped to his collar completed the humiliating ensemble, a constant reminder of his regression. His wrists still tingled faintly from the cuffs she’d used yesterday, and his cock stirred beneath the padding, a traitor to the shame burning in his chest.

Isabelle stood by the crib, her presence commanding as always. Her ice-blonde hair was pulled into a sleek bun, and she wore a tailored black blazer over a crisp white blouse, paired with a pencil skirt that hugged her curves with precision. Her green eyes locked on him, a faint smile playing on her lips, and a leather-bound notebook rested in her hands, a pen tucked into its spine.

Ethan pushed himself up, the diaper rustling louder in the quiet room. “What’s happening, Mommy?” His voice was rough, a mix of sleep and dread, though the title slipped out with an ease that made his stomach twist.

Her smile deepened, sharp and knowing. “It’s been three months, little one. Today is your formal performance review. Section 11c of the contract requires periodic assessments to ensure compliance and progress. We’ll conduct it in my office.”

His heart raced. A performance review. The words sounded so corporate, so normal, yet under her gaze, they carried a weight that made his skin prickle. He climbed out of the crib, the diaper sagging slightly between his thighs, and followed her out of the nursery, the booties muffling his steps on the plush rug. The penthouse hallway felt cold underfoot as they reached her office, the glass and steel space gleaming with morning light from the panoramic city view.

Isabelle gestured to a small chair facing her mahogany desk. “Sit, baby boy.”

He obeyed, the diaper squishing under him as he lowered himself onto the leather seat. The onesie’s snaps pulled tight over the padding, and the pacifier dangled near his chest, a humiliating detail in the stark, professional setting. His broad shoulders and muscular frame looked absurd in the infantile outfit, and heat rushed to his face as he avoided her gaze.

She sat behind the desk, her posture perfect, and opened the notebook with deliberate care. Her manicured nails tapped lightly on the page as she reviewed her notes, the sound echoing in the quiet room. “Let’s begin, sweet boy. I’ve rated you across several categories, as per the contract. We’ll discuss each one, and I expect full honesty.”

Ethan nodded, his hands trembling on his lap. The diaper crinkled with the movement, and he bit his lip, dreading what she’d say. Her authority loomed larger than ever in this formal setting, her blazer and desk a sharp contrast to his regression.

“First, compliance,” she said, her voice smooth and controlled. “You’ve followed most rules without significant resistance. I’ve rated you a 9 out of 10. You’ve worn your diapers, accepted your uniform, and adhered to the schedules I’ve set. I’m pleased with this.”

His chest tightened at the praise, even as shame curled hot inside him. A 9 out of 10. It shouldn’t matter, shouldn’t make him ache for more approval, but it did. He shifted in the chair, the diaper rustling again, and kept his eyes on the desk.

“Next, nursing receptivity,” Isabelle continued, her pen scratching a note as she spoke. “You’ve surrendered beautifully during our bonding sessions. Each time you drink from Mommy, you let go a little more. I’ve rated this a 10 out of 10. Perfect, baby boy.”

His face burned hotter. The memory of her breast against his lips, the warmth of her skin, her quiet moans as she came—it flooded him unbidden. His cock twitched beneath the diaper, and he clenched his hands tighter, hating how her words stirred him.

She leaned forward slightly, her green eyes piercing. “Now, diaper utilization. You’ve wet when instructed, which is progress, but I’ve noticed you still resist under stress. You hold back when you’re upset or defiant. I’ve rated this an 8 out of 10. We’ll work on full surrender, little one.”

Ethan’s stomach twisted. Full surrender. The thought of letting go completely, even in his most resistant moments, made his throat tight. He wanted to argue, to say he’d never give in that much, but her gaze silenced him, and the crinkle of the diaper under him mocked any protest.

Isabelle’s pen scratched again, her expression unreadable as she flipped a page in her notebook. “Finally, emotional vulnerability. This is where I’m disappointed, baby boy. You’ve opened up in small ways, but you still hide parts of yourself. I’ve rated this a 7 out of 10. Mommy needs more than your body. I need your heart.”

Her words hit like a punch. A 7. Disappointment. The weight of it crushed him, raw and unexpected. He looked down, tears pricking at his eyes, unable to meet her gaze. He hated how much her disapproval stung, how much he wanted to fix it.

She stood, her heels clicking as she rounded the desk. Her presence loomed closer, and she placed the notebook down, her hand resting lightly on his shoulder. “Don’t look so sad, sweet boy. We’ll address this now. Mommy’s going to help you open up.”

His breath caught. She gestured to the desk, her tone firm but soft. “Lie down on your back, little one. We’re going to have a deeper conversation.”

Ethan hesitated, the diaper rustling as he stood. The mahogany desk gleamed under the office lights, cold and imposing, but her gaze left no room for refusal. He climbed onto it, the wood hard against his back through the onesie, and lay down, staring at the ceiling. The position felt vulnerable, exposed, especially in his infantile outfit.

Isabelle stepped to the side of the desk, her hand reaching into a drawer. She pulled out a small black box, opening it to reveal a sleek vibrating egg, its surface smooth and glinting in the light. His stomach dropped, a mix of dread and unwanted heat pooling low as she held it up with a faint smile.

“Section 18, subsection 5,” she said, her voice thick with intent. “Employer may use therapeutic aids to facilitate emotional release. This will help you talk, baby boy. Let’s get started.”

She moved to his side, her fingers undoing the snaps of his onesie with a series of soft clicks. The fabric parted, and she peeled the diaper tapes away with a loud ripping sound, exposing his cock to the cool air. It was already half-hard, betraying him under her gaze, and his face burned as she set the diaper aside.

“Look at you, sweet boy,” she murmured, her breathing changing, growing faster. Her hand brushed his thigh, light but deliberate, and his cock twitched in response. She squeezed a small packet of lube onto her fingers, coating the vibrating egg with slow, teasing strokes that made his head spin.

Ethan bit his lip, his hands gripping the desk’s edges. “Mommy, please, I’ll talk. I don’t need—” His words cut off as her slick fingers brushed between his thighs, spreading the cool gel with intimate precision.

“You do need this, baby,” she whispered, pressing the egg against him. It slipped inside with a slow push, the stretch strange but undeniable, filling him with a heavy pressure. His hips jerked, a gasp escaping his lips, as she adjusted it with a small twist.

“There we are,” she said, her voice trembling with arousal. She pulled a small remote from her blazer pocket and pressed a button, and the egg buzzed to life, a low vibration pulsing through him.

His body tensed, a moan slipping out unbidden. The sensation was overwhelming, thrumming deep inside, making his cock harden fully against the desk. Tears pricked at his eyes, shame and need warring as the buzz drove him mad.

Isabelle leaned over him, her face close, her lavender scent wrapping around him. “Now, baby boy, tell Mommy what you’re afraid of. Why do you hold back your heart?” Her hand rested on his chest, warm through the onesie, while the other held the remote, turning the vibration up a notch.

Ethan groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. The egg pulsed harder, the pressure building low in his gut, and tears spilled down his cheeks onto the polished wood. “I… I’m scared, Mommy,” he stammered, his voice breaking. “I’m scared I’ll like it too much. That I won’t want to leave when the year ends.”

The confession hung in the air, raw and devastating. His chest heaved, more tears falling, as the weight of his words sank in. He’d said it. The deepest fear, the darkest truth—he wanted this, wanted her, more than he could bear to admit.

Isabelle’s eyes softened, but her smile was sharp, hungry. “Oh, sweet boy,” she murmured, her hand sliding down to wrap around his cock. Her grip was firm, deliberate, stroking him slowly as the egg buzzed inside him. “That’s what I needed to hear. Such a good boy, opening up for Mommy.”

Her praise sliced through him, raw and hot. His hips bucked into her hand, the vibration and her touch pushing him closer to the edge. Her strokes quickened, her thumb brushing the sensitive tip, and he gasped, trembling beneath her.

Her breathing grew ragged, her thighs pressing together as she stood beside the desk. “Look at you, baby boy,” she whispered, her voice thick with arousal. “So vulnerable. So mine.” Her other hand adjusted the remote, turning the vibration higher, and his moan echoed in the quiet office.

The pressure built, unbearable now. His cock throbbed in her hand, pre-cum leaking onto the desk, and tears streamed down his face. He was so close, teetering on the edge, but she slowed her strokes, keeping him there, denied for a moment longer.

“Your compliance is excellent,” she said, her voice trembling with need. “But I need your heart, not just your obedience. We’ll work on that.” Her hand tightened around him, stroking faster now, and she turned the vibration to its highest setting.

Ethan cried out, his body arching off the desk. His cock pulsed, cum shooting onto his stomach and the onesie, hot and thick, each contraction shuddering through him with raw intensity. He gasped, his head tipping back, the aftermath leaving him trembling and spent. Tears pooled on the polished wood beneath him, mixing with the mess of his release.

Isabelle kept stroking him through it, drawing out every shudder, until he whimpered from oversensitivity. She pulled her hand free, wiping it on a small cloth from her desk, and turned off the remote, the egg’s buzz finally stopping. Her flush was deep on her cheeks, her breathing still fast, and he knew she was wet, aroused by his breakdown, by his surrender.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the praise hitting him harder than ever in his vulnerable state. She leaned down, brushing a kiss against his forehead, her lips warm and possessive. Then she straightened, smoothing her blazer, and retrieved a fresh diaper from a stack in her drawer.

She slid it under him with practiced ease, sprinkling baby powder over his skin, the familiar scent filling the air. Her fingers brushed his cock, still sensitive, as she taped the diaper snug around his hips, the crinkle loud in the quiet office. Then she snapped the onesie back over it, her hand lingering on his thigh.

Ethan lay there, spent and trembling, as she stepped back to her desk. She picked up her notebook and pen, flipping to his review page, and circled something with a slow, deliberate stroke. He couldn’t read it upside down, the angle obscuring the words, but her smile was sharp, satisfied, and it sent a shiver down his spine.

“We’ve made progress today, little one,” she said, setting the pen down. Her voice was steady now, though her flush remained. “But there’s always more to explore. Rest now, baby boy. Mommy has plans for our next session, and I expect your heart to keep opening for me.”

Her words hung heavy in the air, a promise of deeper control. Ethan’s chest tightened, the weight of his confession still raw, as he slid off the desk, the fresh diaper crinkling with every move. He didn’t know what she’d circled on that form, didn’t know what it meant for his future, but Mommy’s gaze told him it would bind him tighter than any contract clause ever could.


Chapter 10: The Gala

“Get up, baby boy. We’ve got a big night ahead.” Isabelle’s voice sliced through the quiet of her office, sharp and laced with a thrill that made Ethan’s stomach tighten.

He slid off the mahogany desk where he’d just undergone his performance review, the fresh diaper crinkling under the pale blue onesie with cartoon ducks. The booties on his feet muffled his steps on the cold floor, and the pacifier dangled from its ribbon clipped to his collar. His wrists still tingled from the emotional rawness of his confession, and his cock stirred beneath the padding, a lingering reaction to her touch and the vibrating egg that had been inside him—now removed during the change. Tears dried on his cheeks, but a new tension coiled in his chest as he registered her words.

A big night. He stood, the diaper sagging slightly between his thighs, and faced her. “What kind of night, Mommy?” His voice was rough, a mix of dread and curiosity, the title slipping out with an ease that deepened his shame.

Isabelle’s green eyes gleamed with intent. She smoothed her tailored black blazer, her posture perfect behind the desk, and her ice-blonde hair remained pulled into a sleek bun. A faint flush lingered on her neck, a reminder of her arousal during his breakdown. “A charity gala, little one. I’m bringing you with me. It’s time to show the world my perfect project.”

His heart raced. Public. The word hit him like a punch, raw and terrifying. He shook his head, stepping back, the diaper rustling with the movement. “Out? Like this? Mommy, I can’t—people will see. They’ll know.”

Her smile deepened, sharp and hungry. She rounded the desk, her heels clicking on the marble floor, and rested a hand on his arm. The touch was warm, possessive, sending a jolt through him. “They’ll see what I want them to see, baby boy. You’ll wear something appropriate over your uniform. But underneath, you’ll still be mine. Now, come. We need to get you ready.”

Ethan’s face burned. Resistance flared, hot and desperate, but the weight of the contract—half the debt paid, six months left—crushed any real fight. He followed her out of the office, the booties soft on the cold floor, as they moved down the penthouse hallway to the luxury nursery she’d unveiled yesterday. The scent of mahogany polish lingered in the air, and the smart-home lighting cast a warm glow over the oversized crib and plush changing table.

She led him to the walk-in closet, rows of designer onesies and stacks of diapers neatly arranged. But instead of pulling out another infantile outfit, she reached for a garment bag hanging on a separate rack. She unzipped it with deliberate care, revealing a tailored tuxedo, black and sleek, the fabric shimmering faintly under the light. Beside it, she placed a small black box and a pair of polished dress shoes.

His breath caught. Real clothes. The sight of the tuxedo stirred a flicker of his old self—the personal trainer who turned heads, who owned every room he entered. But her next words shattered that hope.

“Section 8, subsection 3,” she said, her voice smooth and unyielding. “Employer may provide temporary outer attire for public appearances, but core uniform remains mandatory beneath. You’ll wear this tuxedo, baby boy, but your diaper stays on. And I have something extra to ensure you remember who you are under it all.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. He eyed the small black box warily, his hands clenching at his sides. “What’s in there, Mommy?” His tone trembled, dread mixing with a dark, unwanted anticipation.

Her smile turned wicked. She opened the box, revealing a sleek, remote-controlled vibrating plug, its black surface glinting in the light. Beside it lay a small remote, her manicured fingers brushing over it with intent. “A compliance aid, sweet boy. Section 18 allows for therapeutic tools during outings. This will keep you focused on Mommy, no matter who you’re talking to tonight.”

His face burned hotter than ever. He wanted to refuse, to tear the box from her hands, but her gaze pinned him, and the contract’s weight loomed. “Mommy, please. I’ll behave. I don’t need that.”

“You do,” she countered, her tone soft but firm. She stepped closer, her lavender scent wrapping around him. “This isn’t punishment, baby. It’s a reminder. Now, let’s get you dressed. Lie down on the changing table.”

Ethan’s legs felt heavy as he moved to the table, the white leather cool against his back through the onesie. He stared at the ceiling, unable to meet her eyes, as she undid the snaps at his crotch with soft clicks. The fabric parted, and she peeled the diaper tapes away with a loud ripping sound, exposing his cock to the cool air. It twitched, already stirring from the shame of her control, and he bit his lip, mortified.

“Look at you, little one,” she murmured, her voice thick with hunger. Her fingers brushed his thighs as she set the used diaper aside, grabbing a wipe to clean him. The cold dampness made him flinch, but her touch lingered, intimate and deliberate, sending heat pooling low in his gut.

She squeezed a packet of lube onto her fingers, coating the plug with slow, teasing strokes. Her breathing changed, growing faster, and he knew she was aroused by this act of preparation. She pressed the plug against him, the cool tip making him tense, but she pushed it in with gentle authority. The stretch was slow, filling him with a heavy pressure, and a gasp escaped his lips as it settled inside.

“There we are,” she whispered, adjusting it with a small twist. Her hand rested on his hip, possessive, as she taped a fresh diaper snug around him, the crinkle loud in the quiet nursery. “This stays on under the tuxedo, baby boy. And so does this.” She held up the remote, pressing a button, and a low buzz pulsed through him.

Ethan groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily on the table. The vibration was subtle but undeniable, thrumming deep inside, making his cock harden beneath the padding. Tears pricked at his eyes, shame and need warring as the sensation teased him without relief.

“Not yet, sweet boy,” Isabelle said, turning off the remote with a click. Her smile was sharp, knowing, as she snapped the onesie back over the diaper. “Good boys earn their rewards. Let’s see how well you behave tonight.”

His frustration burned, but so did his arousal. She helped him off the table, the diaper rustling with every move, and guided him to stand by the closet. She removed the onesie and booties, leaving him in just the diaper for a moment, his muscular frame absurdly vulnerable under her gaze. Then she dressed him in the tuxedo with meticulous care, sliding the crisp white shirt over his shoulders, buttoning it with precision, and adjusting the black jacket until it fit perfectly. The fabric was smooth, heavy, a stark contrast to the infantile padding beneath, and the dress shoes gleamed as she slipped them onto his feet.

“Perfect,” she murmured, stepping back to admire him. Her eyes roamed over the tuxedo, but her hand pressed briefly against his hip, feeling the diaper’s bulk through the tailored pants. Her breathing hitched, a faint flush on her neck, and he knew she was wet, aroused by the hidden truth under his polished exterior.

Ethan glanced at himself in the closet’s full-length mirror. The tuxedo made him look like his old self—strong, confident, commanding. But the crinkle of the diaper with every shift, the subtle pressure of the plug inside him, reminded him of who he truly was now. Mommy’s baby boy, no matter how the world saw him.

“Come, little one,” she said, her voice steadying as she smoothed her own outfit—a stunning emerald gown that hugged her curves, the neckline plunging just enough to turn heads. Her ice-blonde hair cascaded over one shoulder, and diamond earrings glinted under the light. “The car is waiting downstairs. Remember, you’re my personal assistant tonight. Smile, shake hands, and let Mommy handle the rest.”

His heart pounded as they left the penthouse, descending in the elevator to the black SUV idling outside. The city lights glittered beyond the tinted windows as they drove to the gala venue, a grand ballroom in a historic downtown hotel. The diaper crinkled faintly under the tuxedo with every move, the plug a constant weight inside him, and his face burned at the thought of anyone noticing.

They stepped into the ballroom, a sea of elegant suits and gowns under crystal chandeliers. Isabelle’s hand rested lightly on his arm, guiding him through the crowd with effortless grace. Her presence commanded attention, heads turning as she smiled and nodded to colleagues, introducing him as “Ethan, my assistant.” Her voice was warm, professional, but her grip on his arm was possessive, a silent reminder of his place.

“Nice to meet you,” a gray-haired man in a navy suit said, extending a hand. Ethan shook it, forcing a smile, his voice steady despite the diaper’s bulk pressing against him under the tuxedo. “Good to meet you too.”

The man’s grip was firm, his eyes appraising, and Ethan felt a bead of sweat on his neck. Then a soft buzz pulsed through him, the plug vibrating low and steady. His breath caught, his smile faltering for a split second as he glanced at Isabelle. She stood a few feet away, chatting with a woman in a red gown, her hand casually in her clutch—where the remote hid. Her eyes flicked to him, gleaming with mischief, as she turned up the vibration just a notch.

His cock twitched beneath the diaper, hardening against the padding, and his face burned. He nodded to the man, excusing himself with a mumbled, “Excuse me for a moment,” and moved to stand near a marble pillar, gripping a glass of champagne he’d grabbed to steady his hands. The buzz pulsed through him, relentless, making his knees weak as he fought to keep his composure.

Isabelle approached, her emerald gown shimmering under the lights, her smile sharp and knowing. “Enjoying the evening, baby boy?” she whispered, her voice low so only he could hear. Her hand brushed his lower back, lingering just above the hidden diaper, and his breath hitched at the contact.

“Mommy, please,” he murmured, barely audible over the murmur of the crowd. “Not here. I can’t—”

“You can,” she countered, her tone soft but firm. She turned the vibration higher for a moment, making him gasp quietly, then lowered it to a teasing hum. “You’re doing so well, little one. Keep smiling for Mommy.”

His frustration burned, but so did his need. He nodded, forcing another smile as she led him to meet more of her colleagues, the plug buzzing inside him during every handshake, every polite word. His cock ached beneath the diaper, trapped and desperate, and the shame of his hidden regression deepened with every interaction. Yet Isabelle’s pride in him, the way her eyes gleamed when he played his part, stirred a dark, unwanted heat in his chest.

Half an hour passed, the gala in full swing, when the pressure in his bladder became unbearable. The champagne, the nerves—it was too much. He shifted, the diaper crinkling faintly under the tuxedo, and leaned close to Isabelle during a lull in conversation. “Mommy, I need… I need to use the restroom,” he whispered, his face burning.

Her smile was sharp, satisfied. “Of course, baby boy. Come with me.” She guided him through the crowd, her hand on his arm, to a private bathroom near the ballroom’s edge. The door clicked shut behind them, the marble space quiet and cool, a stark contrast to the gala’s buzz.

She locked the door, her eyes gleaming with hunger. “You don’t need a toilet, sweet boy. That’s what diapers are for. Let go for Mommy.” Her voice was thick, her hand pressing against the front of his tuxedo pants, feeling the padding beneath.

Ethan’s face burned hotter than ever. He wanted to hold it, to resist, but the pressure was too much, and her gaze pinned him. A slow, hot stream escaped, warmth spreading through the diaper, the padding sagging heavier between his thighs. His cheeks flamed, shame flooding him, but his cock throbbed harder against the wet material.

“Oh, baby boy,” Isabelle murmured, her breathing faster now. Her hand lingered on the front of the diaper through the pants, feeling the warmth, the weight. “Look at you. Surrendering for Mommy even in public. Such a good boy.”

The praise sliced through him, raw and devastating. Tears pricked at his eyes, but her touch, her words, made his need surge. She knelt before him, her emerald gown pooling on the marble floor, and undid his tuxedo pants with precise movements, letting them fall to his ankles. The soggy diaper was exposed, the crinkle loud in the quiet bathroom, and his erection strained against the wet padding.

“Let’s get you changed, little one,” she whispered, her voice trembling with arousal. She pulled a fresh diaper and a small pack of wipes from her clutch—always prepared—and laid them on the counter. Her hands undid the tapes with a ripping sound, peeling the wet padding away, and cool air hit his skin as his cock sprang free, hard and aching.

Her fingers cleaned him with a wipe, the cold dampness making him gasp, and she sprinkled baby powder over him, the familiar scent filling the air. Her touch lingered, brushing his cock just long enough to make his hips jerk, before she taped the fresh diaper snug around him. The crinkle was louder now, a humiliating reminder in this public space, but her flush deepened, her thighs pressing together as she worked.

“You’ve been so good tonight, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with hunger. Her hands adjusted the diaper, then slid up to grip his cock through the padding for a moment, teasing him. But then she pulled back, standing, and undid the top of her gown, letting her breasts spill free, her nipples already hard in the cool air.

Ethan’s breath caught. She stepped closer, her hand guiding his head down to her chest even as they stood in the cramped bathroom stall. “Drink, sweet boy,” she whispered, pressing his face to her warmth.

His lips trembled as he took her nipple into his mouth. The softness of her skin overwhelmed him, the faint sweetness of her taste dragging him deeper into surrender. He suckled instinctively, each pull regressing him further, even here, in a public bathroom at a gala. Shame burned hot, but so did his need, his cock throbbing beneath the fresh diaper.

Isabelle’s breathing grew ragged, her fingers tightening in his hair. “That’s it, baby boy,” she moaned softly, her voice breaking with arousal. Her thighs trembled, her other hand sliding beneath her gown, and he heard the faint rustle as she touched her pussy, wet from his nursing, from his regression.

Her moans were quiet, stifled for the setting, but undeniable. Her body tensed, a shudder running through her as she came, a soft gasp escaping her lips. The realization—that she could orgasm just from this, even here—pushed his own need to the edge, his cock aching unbearably beneath the padding.

She pulled him back from her breast, her cheeks flushed, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. Then, to his shock, she dropped to her knees again on the marble floor, her gown pooling around her, and undid the diaper tapes once more. His cock sprang free, hard and glistening, and her lips wrapped around him without hesitation.

Ethan groaned, his hands gripping the stall wall for support. Her mouth was hot, wet, sucking him with deliberate skill, her tongue swirling over the tip. The tuxedo pants still pooled at his ankles, the diaper discarded on the floor, and the plug buzzed inside him again—she must have turned it on with the remote in her clutch. The combined sensations were too much, driving him toward the edge with terrifying speed.

“Mommy, I’m gonna—” His words cut off in a gasp as her hand cupped his balls, massaging gently, pushing him over. His cock pulsed, cum shooting into her mouth, hot and thick, each contraction shuddering through him with raw intensity. He moaned, low and desperate, his knees buckling as the aftermath left him trembling against the stall wall.

Isabelle swallowed every drop, her lips lingering on him until he whimpered from oversensitivity. She pulled back, wiping her mouth with a delicate finger, her lipstick slightly smeared but her smile sharp and satisfied. She stood, smoothing her gown, and taped a fresh diaper around him with quick, practiced ease, the crinkle loud in the quiet bathroom.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the praise hitting him harder than ever in this vulnerable moment. She adjusted his tuxedo pants back over the diaper, smoothing the fabric with possessive care. “A bonus clause, baby. For being so good in public.”

His breath came in ragged gasps, his body spent but his mind reeling. Public. She’d done this here, in a bathroom at a gala, with hundreds of people just outside. The shame deepened, but so did the heat of her approval, her control, binding him tighter than ever.

She fixed her gown, her posture perfect once more, and unlocked the bathroom door. “Come, little one,” she said, her voice steady though her flush remained. “We’ve got more hands to shake. Keep smiling for Mommy.”

Ethan followed her back into the ballroom, the fresh diaper crinkling under the tuxedo, the plug still a heavy presence inside him even with the vibration off. The crowd’s murmur washed over him, faces blurring as he forced polite nods, his cock still tingling from her mouth, his heart racing from the risk of it all. Isabelle’s hand rested lightly on his arm, guiding him through the gala, her pride in him palpable with every glance.

Hours later, as the event wound down, they climbed into the waiting SUV, the city lights streaking past the tinted windows. Ethan sat beside her, the diaper sagging slightly from the evening’s tension, his tuxedo still pristine but hiding the truth beneath. Exhaustion tugged at him, but so did a lingering ache, a need for more of her touch, her control.

Isabelle pulled a slim folder from her clutch, the paper crisp and white under the dim car light. She turned to him, her green eyes gleaming with intent, her smile sharp and unyielding. “One last thing before we get home, baby boy. This is a new contract amendment. No end date this time. You wore a suit tonight, but under it, you were still my baby boy. That’s never going to change.”

Her words hung heavy in the quiet car, a promise that chilled him to the core. No end date. His heart pounded, the folder trembling in her hands, as he realized this gala wasn’t just a test—it was a preview of a life where Mommy’s control would follow him everywhere, public or private, forever.


Chapter 11: The New Contract

The SUV hummed softly as it glided through the city streets, the tinted windows shielding Ethan and Isabelle from the outside world. Inside, the air was thick with tension, the leather seats creaking faintly under Ethan’s weight. The tuxedo he wore still looked pristine, but beneath it, the fresh diaper crinkled with every slight shift, a humiliating reminder of the gala’s bathroom scene just hours ago. The plug inside him pressed against his insides, a constant heavy presence even with the vibration turned off, and his cock twitched beneath the padding, still sensitive from Isabelle’s mouth.

She sat beside him, her emerald gown catching the dim light of the car, her posture as perfect as ever. Her ice-blonde hair cascaded over one shoulder, and her green eyes flicked to the slim folder in her hands. The faint smirk on her lips sent a shiver down Ethan’s spine.

“What’s in that folder, Mommy?” His voice came out low, rough with exhaustion and dread. The title felt heavier now, after the public surrender at the gala.

Isabelle turned to him, her smile sharpening. “A new contract, baby boy. One without an end date. We’ll discuss it properly when we’re home.”

His heart thudded hard. No end date. The words echoed in his mind, a chain tightening around him. He shifted in the seat, the diaper rustling under the tailored pants, and his hands clenched on his thighs. The city lights blurred past, a stark contrast to the cage closing in around him.

They arrived at the penthouse, the elevator ride up silent and suffocating. Ethan’s dress shoes clicked on the marble floor as they stepped into the hallway, the diaper’s bulk making each step awkward despite the tuxedo’s polished exterior. Isabelle led him straight to the luxury nursery, the door already ajar, the warm golden glow of the smart-home lighting spilling out.

“Strip down to your uniform, little one,” she instructed, her voice soft but unyielding. She set the folder on the changing table, her movements deliberate as she turned to face him.

Ethan’s face burned. He hesitated, fingers fumbling with the tuxedo jacket. The idea of being back in just the diaper, exposed and vulnerable after the public facade of the gala, twisted something raw inside him. But her gaze pinned him, and he shrugged off the jacket, unbuttoned the crisp white shirt, and let the tailored pants fall to the floor. The diaper sagged slightly between his thighs, the crinkle loud in the quiet nursery, and the plug’s weight shifted inside him, a humiliating reminder of her control.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the praise slicing through him, sharp and hot. Her eyes roamed over him, a faint flush creeping up her neck, and he knew she was aroused by his regression, by the contrast of his muscular frame against the infantile padding.

She stepped closer, her hand brushing his bare arm, sending a jolt through him. “Lie down on the changing table, baby. We need to address something before we talk about the contract.”

His stomach twisted. He climbed onto the table, the white leather cool against his back, and stared at the ceiling, unable to meet her eyes. The diaper rustled as he settled, the plug pressing deeper with the movement, and his cock stirred beneath the padding, already anticipating her touch.

Isabelle’s fingers moved to the diaper tapes, peeling them away with a loud ripping sound. Cool air hit his skin, his cock springing free, half-hard from the shame and her proximity. She set the used diaper aside, her gaze dropping to the plug still inside him, and a small smile curved her lips.

“Let’s get this out, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice thick with hunger. Her fingers, slick with a dab of lube from a nearby jar, brushed between his thighs, gripping the base of the plug. She pulled it free with a slow, deliberate motion, the stretch easing as it left him, and a gasp escaped his lips at the sudden emptiness.

Her breathing hitched. She set the plug aside, grabbing a wipe to clean him, the cold dampness making him flinch. Her touch lingered, intimate and slow, as she wiped every inch, her fingers brushing his cock just long enough to make it harden fully.

“Look at you, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice trembling with arousal. She sprinkled baby powder over him, the familiar scent filling the air, and smoothed it across his skin with possessive care. Her hand wrapped around his cock for a moment, stroking once, teasingly, and his hips jerked under her touch.

“Not yet, little one,” she said, pulling back with a knowing smile. She slid a fresh diaper under him, taping it snug around his hips, the crinkle loud as the padding trapped his erection once more. “Good boys earn their rewards. Let’s talk first.”

Ethan’s frustration burned, but he sat up, the diaper rustling with the movement. She helped him off the table, guiding him to the navy velvet rocking chair in the corner of the nursery. Her hand rested on his lower back, warm and commanding, as she sat down and patted her lap.

“Come here, baby,” she whispered, her eyes gleaming with intent.

He lowered himself onto her lap, his weight awkward against her slender frame, the diaper squishing under him. The silk of her emerald gown brushed against his bare arms, her lavender scent wrapping around him, intoxicating and familiar. She picked up the folder from the nearby table, opening it with deliberate care, and held the papers up for him to see.

“This is the new contract, sweet boy,” she said, her voice soft but heavy with authority. “No end date. No debt clause. Just a choice. Live with me permanently. Full regression lifestyle. In exchange, you get my love, my care, my body. No obligations. Just surrender.”

His breath caught. The words sank into him, heavy and cold, a cage without bars. He skimmed the first page, his hands trembling as he held the edge of the paper. Every line was clear, no fine print this time, just a stark offer. Permanent. Her love. Her body. His surrender.

“I… I don’t know, Mommy,” he stammered, his voice rough with conflict. His heart raced, torn between the pull of her care and the last shred of his old self screaming to run.

Isabelle’s fingers stroked his hair, slow and possessive. “You don’t have to decide now, baby boy. I’m giving you three days to think it over. Read every page. Feel what it means. But during those three days, I’m stepping back. No diapers. No bottles. No nursing. You’ll live as you did before, and see if you can stand it.”

His stomach dropped. No diapers. No nursing. The thought of losing her touch, her control, after months of it shaping his every moment—it terrified him more than the contract itself. He shifted on her lap, the diaper crinkling, and his cock throbbed beneath the padding, a traitor to his racing mind.

“Three days,” she repeated, her hand tilting his chin to meet her gaze. “This time, you’re not signing because you have to. You’re signing because you can’t live without me.”

Her words hit like a punch. Raw. Devastating. He nodded, barely, his throat tight as she set the folder aside and wrapped her arms around him, holding him close for a moment. Her warmth, her scent—it overwhelmed him, and he leaned into her, regression pulling at him even now.

She pulled back, her flush visible, her breathing a little faster. “Go to bed, little one. Tomorrow, the withdrawal begins. You’ll sleep in the guest room, in normal clothes. No nursery. No Mommy.”

His chest ached at the thought. He climbed off her lap, the diaper rustling, and she led him out of the nursery to the stark, impersonal guest room down the hall. A pair of plain gray sweatpants and a t-shirt waited on the bed, no crinkle, no padding, just cold normalcy. She left him there with a final, lingering look, the door clicking shut behind her.

The first day without her was torture. Ethan woke in the guest bed, the sweatpants loose and foreign against his skin, no bulk between his thighs, no crinkle to shame him. The silence was deafening—no white noise machine, no soft hum of the nursery’s warmth. He wandered the penthouse, passing the closed nursery door, his fingers itching to push it open, to crawl back into the crib and wait for Mommy.

His mind spun with the contract’s words. Permanent. Her love. Her body. He sat at the kitchen table, the folder open before him, rereading every page. The clarity of it unnerved him—no traps, just a choice. But the absence of her touch gnawed at him, a void deeper than he’d expected after just hours.

By midday, his body ached for her structure. No bottle feeding, no lap to sit on, no fingers in his hair. He paced the living room, the city view mocking him through the glass walls, and his cock stirred at the memory of her breast against his lips, her quiet moans as she came from his nursing. Shame burned, but so did need—a raw, desperate pull to surrender again.

The second day broke him. Thirty-six hours without her, and the guest room felt like a prison. He stood in the shower, the hot water cascading over his bare skin, no diaper to trap him, no powder’s scent to ground him. His hand wrapped around his cock, stroking hard and fast, chasing release, but it felt empty without her voice, without her control. He came with a grunt, cum spilling onto the tile, but there was no warmth, no “good boy” to make it mean anything.

He dressed in the sweatpants again, the fabric wrong against his skin, and stumbled to her office door, the folder clutched in his trembling hands. His knuckles rapped on the wood, sharp and desperate, before he could stop himself. The pen was already in his other hand, gripped tight, a lifeline to what he needed.

The door opened. Isabelle stood there, her ice-blonde hair loose, a silk robe the color of midnight clinging to her curves. Her green eyes widened for a fraction of a second, then softened with a hunger that made his breath catch. She stepped aside, letting him in, and the scent of lavender hit him like a wave.

“Baby boy,” she murmured, her voice trembling just enough to betray her arousal. “You didn’t last three days.”

“I can’t, Mommy,” he whispered, his voice breaking. Tears pricked at his eyes as he held up the folder, the pen shaking in his grip. “I can’t live without you. I need this. I need you.”

Her breath caught. A flush crept up her neck, her thighs pressing together beneath the robe, and he knew she was wet, aroused by his surrender, by his raw need. She took the folder from him, setting it on the desk, and guided his hand to the signature line on the final page.

“Sign, sweet boy,” she whispered, her lips close to his ear. “Make it real.”

His hand trembled as the pen scratched across the paper, his name scrawling out in a shaky line. Each stroke felt like a final surrender, a chain he’d chosen to lock around himself. Permanent. Her love. Her body. His regression. The pen dropped from his fingers as he finished, clattering on the desk, and tears spilled down his cheeks.

Isabelle’s breathing hitched again, louder now. She took the contract, her fingers brushing his, and stepped to a small frame already waiting on the wall above her desk. She slid the signed page inside with deliberate care, hanging it there, a trophy of his choice. Her eyes gleamed with possession as she turned back to him, her robe slipping slightly to reveal the curve of her breast.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the praise slicing through him, raw and devastating. She stepped closer, her hands cupping his face, wiping his tears with gentle thumbs. “Mommy’s so proud of you. Let’s seal this properly.”

His heart raced. She led him out of the office, back to the nursery, the warm glow welcoming him like a home he’d missed. The oversized crib waited in the center, the silk ivory sheets shimmering under the light, and the changing table stood ready with a fresh stack of diapers. His chest ached with relief, with need, as she guided him to lie down on the padded surface.

Her hands moved with precision, sliding the sweatpants off, leaving him bare and vulnerable. His cock hardened in the cool air, already aching for her touch, and her eyes dropped to it, a faint moan escaping her lips. She unfolded a thick diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet room, and slid it under him, her fingers brushing his skin as she taped it snug around his hips.

“There we are, baby boy,” she whispered, her voice thick with hunger. Her palm smoothed over the front of the diaper, feeling his erection through the padding, and his hips jerked under her touch. She leaned down, her lips brushing his forehead, then trailed lower, kissing his neck, his bare chest, each contact electric.

Ethan’s breath hitched. Her robe fell open further as she moved, revealing her breasts, her nipples hard in the cool air. She guided his head to her chest, pressing him against her warmth, and his lips parted instinctively, taking her nipple into his mouth. The softness of her skin overwhelmed him, the faint sweetness of her taste dragging him deeper into surrender.

“That’s it, sweet boy,” she moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair. Her breathing grew ragged, her thighs pressing together, and he felt her hips shift as her other hand slid beneath her robe, touching her pussy, wet from his nursing, from his signed surrender. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the nursery, and her body tensed, a shudder running through her as she came, a quiet cry escaping her lips.

His cock throbbed beneath the diaper, the pressure unbearable now. He suckled harder, desperate for more, for her, as tears of relief and need streamed down his cheeks. She pulled him back from her breast, her cheeks flushed, her eyes gleaming with raw possession.

“Mommy’s got you now, baby,” she whispered, her voice breaking with arousal. She climbed onto the changing table, straddling his hips, her robe falling fully open as she pressed herself against the front of his diaper. The padding crinkled under her weight, trapping his erection tighter, and he groaned, hips bucking up into her.

She rode him through the layers, her pussy grinding against the diaper, her wetness soaking through the thin fabric of her robe. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her nails digging in, and her breathing came in sharp gasps. “You’re mine forever, little one,” she moaned, her voice thick with hunger. “Signed and sealed.”

Her words pushed him closer to the edge, the friction of the diaper against his cock driving him mad. She tensed again, her thighs trembling, and came with a soft cry, her body shuddering above him, her orgasm echoing through the quiet nursery. The sight of her losing control, the sound of her moans—it was too much.

“Cum for Mommy, baby boy,” she gasped, her hand pressing harder against the front of his diaper, rubbing him through the padding. “Let it all go.”

Her command shattered him. His cock pulsed, cum shooting into the diaper, hot and thick, each contraction wracking his body with shuddering intensity. He groaned, his head tipping back against the padded table, the warmth spreading through the padding, the weight growing heavier between his thighs. Tears streamed down his face, the aftermath leaving him trembling and spent.

Isabelle kept rubbing him through it, drawing out every shudder, until he whimpered from the oversensitivity. She leaned down, kissing his tear-streaked cheeks, her lips warm and possessive. “Good boy,” she murmured, the praise hitting him harder than ever, raw and devastating.

She climbed off the table, smoothing her robe, her flush still deep on her skin. Her hands moved to the diaper tapes, undoing them with a ripping sound, and she cleaned him with a wipe, her touch gentle but deliberate. The cold dampness made him flinch, but his cock twitched again, already stirring under her gaze.

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she whispered, sliding a fresh diaper under him. She taped it snug, the crinkle loud in the quiet nursery, and guided him to the crib, her hand warm on his lower back. “Climb in, baby. We’re not letting go tonight.”

Ethan obeyed, the silk sheets cool against his overheated skin as he settled into the oversized frame. The mahogany bars loomed around him, a permanent boundary now, sealed by his signature. Isabelle climbed in beside him, her robe discarded on the floor, her bare skin warm as she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him close.

Her breasts pressed against his chest, her thighs entwining with his, the diaper crinkling between them. Her fingers stroked his hair, slow and possessive, and her breathing steadied, though her arousal lingered in the way her body pressed against him. “You’ve made the right choice, little one,” she murmured, her voice heavy with intent. “Tomorrow, we start building your forever. Mommy has so many more ways to love you.”

Her words hung in the air, a promise of deeper regression, of a life where her control would shape every moment. Ethan’s heart raced, his body spent but his mind reeling, as he nestled into her embrace, the nursery’s warmth closing around him. Permanent. Signed. Hers. And as her fingers tightened in his hair, he knew there was no turning back.


Chapter 12: Full Regression

"Wake up, sweet boy. We’ve got a full day ahead." Isabelle’s voice pierced the quiet of the nursery, soft but laced with an authority that snapped Ethan out of his hazy sleep.

He stirred on the silk ivory sheets of the oversized mahogany crib, the thick diaper crinkling beneath him as he shifted. The pale blue onesie with cartoon ducks clung to his muscular frame, and the booties on his feet felt suffocating even in rest. The pacifier dangled from its ribbon, clipped to his collar, brushing his chest with every breath. His body still tingled from last night’s explosive release, the memory of Isabelle’s warmth pressed against him lingering like a fever. But her tone now carried a new edge, a promise of structure that made his heart thud.

Ethan blinked against the warm golden glow of the smart-home lighting. The nursery’s pale gray walls and gold trim framed Isabelle’s imposing figure as she stood by the crib bars. Her ice-blonde hair was pulled into a sleek bun, and she wore a tailored cream blouse with a deep navy skirt, her green eyes gleaming with intent. In her hands, she held a leather-bound planner, a pen tucked into its spine, and her faint smile sent a shiver down his spine.

“What’s the plan, Mommy?” His voice was rough with sleep, the title slipping out with an ease that deepened his shame. The fresh diaper taped snug around his hips last night felt heavier now, though still dry, a constant reminder of his signed surrender.

Isabelle’s smile sharpened. “Today, we establish your complete routine under the permanent contract, baby boy. Every hour is accounted for, as per Article 3. We’ll go through it step by step, and you’ll follow Mommy’s rules without question.” She set the planner on the small table beside the navy velvet rocking chair, her movements deliberate.

Ethan’s stomach twisted. A complete routine. The words carried a weight that pressed on him harder than the diaper’s bulk. He climbed out of the crib, the padding rustling with every awkward move, and stood before her, towering physically but feeling impossibly small under her gaze.

She gestured to the changing table. “First, your morning change, little one. Up you go.”

His face burned. He hesitated, the onesie’s snaps pulling tight over the diaper, but her eyes held no room for refusal. He climbed onto the padded white leather surface, the cool material pressing against his back as he stared at the ceiling, avoiding her piercing stare.

Isabelle’s hands moved with precision, undoing the onesie snaps with soft clicks. She peeled the diaper tapes away, the ripping sound loud in the quiet nursery. Cool air hit his skin, his cock already stirring from the vulnerability, and she set the used padding aside with a faint smile.

“Look at you, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with hunger. Her fingers brushed his thighs as she cleaned him with a cold wipe, the touch lingering just enough to make him harden fully. She sprinkled baby powder over him, the familiar scent filling the air, and her hand wrapped around his cock for a slow, deliberate stroke.

Ethan gasped, his hips jerking under her grip. Heat pooled low in his gut, his erection throbbing in her palm. But she pulled back, her smile sharp and teasing.

“Not yet, baby boy,” she whispered, sliding a fresh diaper under him. She taped it snug, the crinkle echoing as the padding trapped his arousal. “Good boys earn their rewards. Let’s see how well you follow the routine.”

His frustration burned, but her control held him captive. She snapped the onesie back over the diaper and helped him off the table, her hand warm on his lower back. “Now, breakfast. Follow Mommy to the kitchen.”

Ethan trailed behind her, the diaper rustling with every step, the booties muffling his footfalls on the penthouse’s marble floor. The kitchen was bright with morning light streaming through floor-to-ceiling windows, a small table set with a baby bottle filled with warm milk. An oversized high chair waited ominously in the corner, its pale blue padding matching his onesie.

“Sit in your chair, little one,” Isabelle instructed, her tone soft but firm. She guided him to the high chair, helping him climb in, the diaper squishing under him as he settled. The tray locked in front of him with a click, trapping him in place, and his face burned hotter at the infantilizing restraint.

She picked up the bottle, her fingers brushing his lips as she pressed the rubber nipple to his mouth. “Drink, baby boy,” she murmured, her other hand stroking his hair, slow and possessive.

Ethan opened his mouth, the warm nipple slipping in. Sweet milk coated his tongue, and he sucked instinctively, each pull dragging him deeper into regression. Her lavender scent wrapped around him, intoxicating, and her breathing grew heavier, her thighs pressing together as she stood beside the chair.

“That’s it, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice trembling just enough to betray her arousal. “Mommy’s got you.”

The intimacy overwhelmed him. His cock throbbed beneath the diaper, trapped and aching, as shame curled hot in his chest. He kept drinking, the bottle slowly emptying, while her fingers tightened in his hair, grounding him in her control.

When the bottle was empty, she pulled it away, setting it on the table. Her hand lingered on his cheek, thumb brushing his skin, and her flush was visible, a faint pink on her neck. “Good boy,” she said, the praise slicing through him, raw and devastating.

Ethan’s breath hitched. He wanted to speak, to protest the routine’s grip, but her gaze silenced him. She unlocked the high chair tray, helping him down, the diaper crinkling louder with the movement. “Next is your 10 AM nursing, baby. Come to the rocking chair in the nursery.”

His heart raced as they returned to the nursery, the warm glow of the lighting welcoming him back. Isabelle sat in the navy velvet rocking chair, patting her lap with a knowing smile. He climbed onto her, his weight awkward against her slender frame, the diaper squishing under him as her hand guided his head to her shoulder.

She unbuttoned her blouse with slow, deliberate movements, revealing the swell of her breasts beneath a cream lace bra. Her fingers flicked the clasp open, letting her breasts spill free, full and soft, her nipples already hardening in the cool air. Ethan’s mouth went dry, his cock twitching beneath the padding as she pressed his face to her warmth.

“Drink, little one,” she whispered, her voice thick with need. Her fingers tightened in his hair, pulling him closer.

His lips parted, trembling, and he took her nipple into his mouth. The warmth of her skin overwhelmed him, the faint sweetness coating his tongue as he suckled instinctively. Each pull dragged him deeper into surrender, shame and desire blending into a raw ache.

Isabelle’s breathing changed, growing faster, shallower. Her thighs pressed together beneath him, and a quiet moan escaped her lips. “Oh, sweet boy,” she gasped, her grip tightening in his hair. Her other hand slid down her body, disappearing beneath her skirt, and he heard the faint rustle of fabric as she touched herself, her pussy wet from his nursing.

Her moans grew louder, echoing softly in the nursery, and her body tensed beneath him. A shudder ran through her, her thighs trembling as she came with a soft cry, her orgasm quiet but intense. The realization—that she could lose control just from this—made his cock ache harder, the pressure unbearable beneath the diaper.

She pulled him back from her breast, her cheeks flushed, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Such a good boy,” she murmured, her hand sliding down to press against the front of his diaper, feeling his hardness through the padding. “You’ve earned a little rest now. Nap time in the crib.”

Ethan’s frustration surged, but her control held him. She helped him off her lap, guiding him to the crib, the silk ivory sheets cool as he climbed in. The mahogany bars loomed around him, a permanent boundary now, and his body ached for release, trapped in the diaper’s bulk.

Isabelle reached into a small drawer built into the crib frame, pulling out a sleek vibrating egg and a tiny remote. His stomach dropped as she held it up, her smile sharp and hungry. “Section 18 allows for comfort aids during rest, baby boy. This will keep you calm.”

She undid the onesie snaps and diaper tapes just enough to access him, her fingers slick with lube from a nearby jar as she pressed the egg against him. It slipped inside with a slow push, the stretch filling him with a heavy pressure, and a gasp escaped his lips as she adjusted it. She taped the diaper back snug, snapped the onesie closed, and pressed a button on the remote, setting the egg to a low, teasing hum.

His hips jerked, a moan slipping out unbidden. The vibration pulsed deep inside, making his cock throb harder against the padding. Tears pricked at his eyes, shame and need warring as the sensation teased him without relief.

“Rest, little one,” she whispered, her voice trembling with arousal. Her hand smoothed the blanket over him, tucking him in with possessive care. “Mommy will be back for your 2 PM nursing. Let this keep you company.”

She stepped back, her flush deepening as she watched him squirm under the blanket. The nursery door clicked shut behind her, leaving him alone with the low buzz of the egg, the crinkle of the diaper, and the ache of denial. His hands gripped the silk sheets, his body trembling, as he fought the urge to touch himself through the padding. Mommy’s rules held him even in her absence.

Hours dragged by, the vibration a constant torment. His cock stayed hard, trapped and desperate, as the clock on the nursery wall ticked toward 2 PM. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his mind spinning with the routine’s grip, the permanent contract’s weight settling deeper into his bones.

The door creaked open. Isabelle stepped in, her blouse rebuttoned but her skirt slightly wrinkled, a sign of her own lingering arousal. Her green eyes locked on him, and she smiled, sharp and satisfied. “Time for your afternoon nursing, baby boy. Did you rest well?”

Ethan shook his head, his voice rough. “No, Mommy. It’s too much. Please, turn it off.”

Her smile softened, but her tone was firm. “Soon, sweet boy. Let’s bond first.” She turned off the remote, the buzz finally stopping, and helped him out of the crib, guiding him back to the rocking chair. He climbed onto her lap, the diaper crinkling loudly, and she unbuttoned her blouse again, revealing her breasts once more.

“Drink, little one,” she murmured, pressing his face to her warmth. Her fingers stroked his hair as he took her nipple into his mouth, suckling with a desperate need. The warmth of her skin, the faint sweetness—it overwhelmed him, dragging him deeper into regression.

Her breathing grew ragged, her thighs trembling beneath him. “That’s it, baby boy,” she moaned, her voice breaking with arousal. Her hand slid beneath her skirt again, touching her pussy, wet from his surrender, and she came quickly, a quiet shudder running through her as she gasped softly.

Ethan’s cock throbbed harder, the pressure unbearable now. She pulled him back from her breast, her cheeks flushed, and slid her hand down to the front of his diaper, rubbing him through the padding. “Such a good boy,” she whispered, the praise slicing through him. But she stopped, denying him again, her smile sharp. “Later, baby. Bath time is at 6 PM.”

The rest of the day followed her rigid schedule. Dinner came at 5 PM, another bottle feeding in the high chair, her fingers in his hair as he drank warm milk, her arousal evident in her quickened breath. Each moment chipped away at him, the routine a cage he couldn’t escape, even as his body ached for her touch.

At 6 PM, she led him to the penthouse bathroom, the large tub already filled with warm water, steam rising gently. The scent of baby shampoo lingered in the air, and his face burned as she undressed him, peeling off the onesie and diaper, the egg removed with a slow pull that made him gasp. His cock stood hard in the cool air, aching from hours of denial, and her eyes gleamed with hunger as she guided him into the tub.

“Lean back, sweet boy,” she murmured, rolling up her sleeves. Her hands moved with a washcloth, cleaning him slowly, her touch lingering on his chest, his thighs, dangerously close to his cock but never quite there. The teasing drove him mad, his hips shifting in the water, but she only smiled, her control absolute.

After the bath, she dried him with a plush towel, her hands possessive as she taped a fresh diaper around his hips and dressed him in a clean onesie. Dinner followed at 7 PM, another bottle in her lap, the intimacy of it regressing him further. His body ached, his cock trapped and desperate, as the clock neared 8 PM—bedtime, the final piece of the routine.

Isabelle led him back to the nursery, her hand warm on his lower back. “Time for bed, baby boy,” she said, her voice heavy with intent. She opened a small drawer near the crib, pulling out a cock ring, a pair of nipple clamps, and a spreader bar, each item glinting under the soft lighting. His stomach dropped, a mix of dread and raw need pooling low as she held them up.

“Section 18, paragraph 3,” she whispered, her voice trembling with arousal. “Physical bonding at Mommy’s discretion. Lie down in the crib, sweet boy. Let’s seal the day.”

Ethan’s heart raced. He climbed into the crib, the silk sheets cool against his skin, and lay back, the diaper crinkling with every move. Isabelle undid the onesie snaps and diaper tapes, freeing his cock, hard and aching, into the cool air. She slid the cock ring over him with slow, deliberate care, the metal snug at the base, intensifying every throb. He gasped, his hips jerking, as she tightened it just enough to keep him on edge.

Next came the nipple clamps, her fingers brushing his chest as she attached them, the sharp pinch making him hiss. Pain blended with need, his cock twitching under the ring’s grip, and her breathing hitched, her flush deepening. She fastened the spreader bar to his ankles with padded cuffs, the cold metal biting into his skin as it forced his legs apart, leaving him vulnerable and exposed.

“Look at you, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with hunger. Her hands smoothed over his thighs, possessive and warm, before she climbed into the crib, straddling his hips. Her skirt hiked up, revealing her bare pussy, already wet and glistening, and she lowered herself onto him, her warmth enveloping his cock inch by inch despite the ring’s constraint.

Ethan groaned, his hips bucking up into her, the sensation overwhelming after a day of denial. Her pussy was tight, hot, gripping him as she rode him slowly, her movements controlled and deliberate. The nipple clamps tugged with each thrust, the spreader bar holding him open for her, and the silk sheets slid against his back, a stark contrast to the raw intensity.

“Mommy’s first, sweet boy,” she gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders. Her breasts bounced with each movement, still bare from the earlier nursing, and her breathing grew ragged, her thighs trembling. She tensed, her pussy clenching around him, and came with a soft cry, her body shuddering above him, her orgasm echoing through the quiet nursery.

His cock throbbed harder, the pressure unbearable now, the ring holding him back even as her warmth gripped him. Tears pricked at his eyes, frustration and need warring inside him, but she leaned down, kissing his tear-streaked cheeks, her lips warm and possessive.

“Good boy,” she whispered, the praise slicing through him, raw and devastating. She slid off him, her pussy dripping onto his skin, and removed the cock ring with a quick flick, freeing him at last. Her hand wrapped around his cock, stroking fast and hard, her grip firm as she watched him with hungry eyes.

“Cum for Mommy, baby,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. “Let it all go.”

Her command shattered him. His cock pulsed, cum shooting onto his stomach and the onesie, hot and thick, each contraction wracking his body with shuddering intensity. He moaned, his head tipping back against the silk sheets, the aftermath leaving him trembling and spent. The spreader bar held his legs open, the nipple clamps still biting, as tears streamed down his face.

Isabelle kept stroking him through it, drawing out every shudder, until he whimpered from oversensitivity. She removed the clamps and spreader bar with gentle care, kissing each spot where they’d been, her lips soothing the lingering sting. Then she cleaned him with a wipe, taped a fresh diaper around his hips, and snapped the onesie closed, her hands lingering on his thighs.

She climbed into the crib beside him, her body warm as she pulled him close, her bare skin pressing against his through the thin fabric. Her fingers stroked his hair, slow and possessive, as she picked up the leather-bound planner from the small shelf beside the crib. “One last thing before sleep, little one,” she murmured, opening it to a page filled with neat handwriting.

Ethan’s breath steadied, exhaustion tugging at him, but curiosity burned. “What is it, Mommy?” His voice was barely a whisper, regression pulling him deeper as he nestled into her embrace.

She turned the planner to show him, her smile sharp and satisfied. “Article 3, Amendment 1: ‘Baby shall be loved, held, changed, and pleasured at Mommy’s discretion. No exceptions. No end date.’” Her voice was soft, heavy with intent, as she read the words aloud, each one a chain binding him tighter to her.

His heart skipped. Loved. Held. Pleasured. The words sank into him, raw and unexpected, stirring something deeper than shame or need. For the first time in months, a quiet warmth bloomed in his chest, a realization that caught him off guard. He was happy—truly, genuinely happy—in a way he hadn’t felt since childhood, safe in her control, in her love.

Isabelle closed the planner, setting it aside, and pulled him tighter against her. Her lips brushed his forehead, her breath warm as she whispered, “Sleep now, my baby boy. Tomorrow, we live this amendment fully.”

Ethan’s eyes grew heavy, the nursery’s warmth wrapping around him, her body grounding him as the weight of his happiness settled in. Permanent. Loved. Hers. And as sleep claimed him, he knew he’d never felt more at home.


Chapter 13: Exhibit A

“Time to rise, my sweet boy.” Isabelle’s voice broke through the quiet of the nursery, firm yet warm, pulling Ethan from the depths of his dream-laden sleep.

He stirred on the silk ivory sheets of the oversized mahogany crib, the thick diaper crinkling beneath him as he shifted. The pale blue onesie adorned with cartoon ducks clung to his muscular frame, the booties on his feet a soft constraint, and the pacifier dangled from its ribbon clipped to his collar. His body still hummed from the intensity of last night’s release, the memory of Isabelle’s warmth against him lingering in his bones. He blinked into the golden glow of the smart-home lighting, the pale gray walls with gold trim framing her imposing presence by the crib bars.

Isabelle stood there, her ice-blonde hair cascading loosely over her shoulders, a rare softness to her usual sleek bun. She wore a tailored white silk blouse and a deep charcoal skirt, her green eyes locking onto him with a possessive glint. In her hands, she held a small velvet box, its dark surface catching the light, and her faint smile hinted at something new, something that made his pulse quicken.

“What’s in the box, Mommy?” Ethan’s voice rasped with morning grogginess, the title slipping out effortlessly now, a sign of his deepened surrender. The diaper felt snug around his hips, still dry from the late-night change, but heavy with the weight of his regression.

Her smile curved sharper, a flicker of hunger in her gaze. “A surprise, baby boy. Something to mark how far you’ve come under my care. But first, let’s get you freshened up for the day.”

His stomach twisted with a mix of dread and anticipation. He climbed out of the crib, the diaper rustling with each awkward movement, and stood before her, his broad shoulders slumping under her authority. The booties muffled his steps on the plush cream rug as she gestured to the changing table.

“Up, little one,” she instructed, her tone a velvet command.

Ethan’s face warmed with familiar shame. He hesitated for only a moment before climbing onto the padded white leather surface, the coolness seeping through the onesie as he lay back. He stared at the ceiling, avoiding her piercing eyes, while the nursery’s faint scent of mahogany polish and baby powder grounded him in his new reality.

Isabelle’s hands moved with practiced grace, undoing the snaps of his onesie with soft clicks. She peeled the diaper tapes away, the ripping sound echoing in the quiet room, and cool air brushed his skin. His cock stirred instantly, half-hard from the vulnerability of her touch, and she set the used padding aside with a satisfied hum.

“Look at you, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. She cleaned him with a cold wipe, her fingers lingering on his skin, tracing over his thighs with deliberate slowness. His erection grew under her gaze, and she sprinkled baby powder over him, the familiar scent intensifying as her hand brushed his cock, teasing but not gripping.

His hips twitched, a quiet gasp escaping his lips. Heat surged low in his gut, but she pulled back, her smile teasing and sharp. “Not yet, baby. Good boys earn their rewards. Let’s save that for after your surprise.”

Frustration gnawed at him, but her control was absolute. She slid a fresh diaper under him, taping it snug around his hips, the crinkle loud as it trapped his arousal. The onesie snapped back over it, and she helped him off the table, her hand warm on his arm as she guided him to stand before her.

Isabelle picked up the velvet box from the small table, her fingers tracing its edge with a reverence that made his breath catch. “You’ve signed yourself to me permanently, little one,” she said, her voice low and heavy with meaning. “That choice deserves something special. A symbol of who you are now.”

She opened the box with a slow flick, revealing a platinum collar nestled on black satin. Its surface gleamed under the nursery’s light, thin but sturdy, engraved with delicate script: Property of Isabelle R. Chen — Contract Permanent. Beside it lay a tiny key on a delicate chain, glinting as she lifted it out.

Ethan’s throat tightened. His eyes widened, a rush of shame and raw emotion flooding him as he stared at the collar. “Mommy, that’s… for me?” His voice cracked, the weight of the words etched into the metal sinking into him.

“Yes, baby boy,” she replied, her tone soft but unyielding. She stepped closer, the lavender scent of her skin wrapping around him as she held the collar up. “This marks you as mine. Fully. Forever. Let Mommy put it on you.”

His heart pounded. Resistance flickered briefly, a whisper of his old self wanting to pull away, but the permanent contract he’d signed crushed it. He nodded, barely, his face burning as he tilted his head forward, offering his neck.

Isabelle’s fingers were gentle but firm as she slipped the collar around him. The platinum felt cold at first, a sharp contrast to his heated skin, but it warmed quickly, settling against his throat with a weight that felt both foreign and final. She clicked the tiny lock shut at the back, the sound sharp in the quiet nursery, and slid the key onto the chain, draping it around her own neck. It rested between her breasts, a constant reminder of her power over him.

“There,” she whispered, stepping back to admire him. Her eyes gleamed with possession, her breathing a little faster, a faint flush on her neck betraying her arousal. “So perfect, my baby boy. Feel it. Know what it means.”

Ethan’s fingers trembled as they brushed the collar. The metal was smooth, unyielding, the engraved words a silent claim he could feel with every touch. Shame burned hot in his chest, but so did a dark, aching need, his cock twitching beneath the diaper as her words sank in.

She guided his hand down, her touch warm on his wrist, and turned him toward a small mirror mounted near the walk-in closet. “Look at yourself, sweet boy,” she murmured, her body close behind him, her breath hot against his ear.

He stared at his reflection, the sight raw and devastating. A muscular man, broad-shouldered and strong, dressed in a baby blue onesie, diapered beneath, booties on his feet, and now a platinum collar glinting at his throat. The words Property of Isabelle R. Chen stared back at him, a permanent brand. Tears pricked at his eyes, the weight of his regression crashing over him, but her hands on his shoulders grounded him in her control.

“You’re beautiful like this,” she whispered, her voice trembling with hunger. Her fingers tightened on his shoulders, her chest pressing against his back through the onesie. “My baby. My property. My everything.”

The praise sliced through him, raw and hot. His breath hitched, tears spilling down his cheeks as he leaned into her touch, unable to pull away. His cock throbbed beneath the diaper, trapped and desperate, and he hated how much he craved more of her approval, even now, collared and claimed.

Isabelle turned him to face her, her green eyes burning with something deeper than desire. “I’ve been planning this for weeks, little one,” she said, her voice low and thick. “And I’ve prepared something else to show you. Exhibit A, the complete record of how a man became my baby. The most beautiful case I’ve ever won.”

His stomach dropped. Exhibit A. The words carried a weight he didn’t yet understand, but her tone, her hungry gaze, told him it would strip him bare in a new way. She took his hand, her grip possessive, and led him out of the nursery, down the penthouse hallway to her office. The diaper crinkled with every step, the collar’s weight pressing against his throat, a constant reminder of his surrender.

The office was all glass and steel, the panoramic city view glittering below under the morning light. Her mahogany desk dominated the space, but what drew his eye was a thick, leather-bound photo book resting on a small stand near the window. The cover was embossed with gold lettering: Exhibit A: Ethan’s Transformation. His name stared back at him, a punch to the gut, and his knees felt weak as she guided him closer.

“Sit, baby boy,” she instructed, pointing to a padded chair facing the stand. Her voice was soft but unyielding, and her hand lingered on his arm as he lowered himself, the diaper squishing under him.

He sat, the collar warming further against his skin, and stared at the book. His heart raced, dread and curiosity warring inside him. “What… what’s in there, Mommy?” His voice trembled, barely above a whisper.

Isabelle stood beside him, her fingers brushing the book’s cover with a reverence that made his skin prickle. “Every step of your journey, sweet boy,” she said, her tone thick with satisfaction. “I’ve documented it all. From the day you walked into my penthouse in that cheap suit for the interview, to the first time I taped a diaper on you, to last night when you signed your permanent surrender. Every moment. Every change.”

His breath caught. Documented. Photographed. The realization hit him hard, shame flooding his chest as she opened the book with a slow, deliberate turn of the cover. The first page showed him in that ill-fitting suit, standing awkwardly in her office doorway, his face a mask of forced confidence. A note beneath, in her elegant handwriting, read: Day 1: A man who thought he could resist.

Tears stung his eyes. He wanted to look away, but her hand on his shoulder held him in place, her touch both comforting and commanding. She turned the page, revealing a shot of him on the changing table that first day, his jeans and boxers discarded, his face burning with shame as she taped the first diaper around his hips. Day 3: First surrender to protective care.

Page after page, the images stripped him bare. Him in the crib, eyes wide with shock. Him nursing from her breast, his lips wrapped around her nipple, her face flushed with arousal in the background. Him wetting a diaper, the warmth spreading as he hid his face in his hands, her smile sharp in the frame. Each photo came with a caption, a legal note of progress, cataloging his regression with clinical precision and maternal pride.

“Look at how far you’ve come, baby boy,” Isabelle murmured, her voice trembling with raw hunger. Her hand slid down his arm, possessive, as she turned to a photo of him in the high chair, bottle in his mouth, her fingers in his hair. “Every step made you more mine. More perfect.”

Ethan’s tears fell freely now, dripping onto the onesie as the images overwhelmed him. The collar felt heavier with each page, the engraved words burning into his mind. Property of Isabelle R. Chen. His cock throbbed beneath the diaper, a traitor to his shame, as the raw truth of his transformation stared back at him. He’d been a man once, a personal trainer with control, and now… now he was this. Her baby. Her project. Her property.

Isabelle leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear. Her fingers tightened on his arm, her flush deepening as she turned to the final page—a photo of him last night, signing the permanent contract, tears on his cheeks, her hand guiding his pen. Final Day: Total Surrender. “This is my masterpiece, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice breaking with arousal. “You, completely mine. I’ve never been prouder of a case.”

The words shattered him. A sob broke free, raw and wrenching, as the weight of his journey crashed over him. He turned his head into her chest, unable to bear the images any longer, and her arms wrapped around him, pulling him out of the chair and against her warmth. The diaper crinkled as he pressed into her, the collar pressing against his throat, and his tears soaked into her blouse.

“There, there, baby boy,” she murmured, her fingers stroking his hair, possessive and soothing. Her breathing was ragged now, her thighs pressing together beneath her skirt, and he knew she was wet, aroused by his breakdown, by the record of his regression. “Let it out. Mommy’s got you. You’re exactly where you’re meant to be.”

Her words sank into him, hooks he couldn’t pull out. His sobs quieted, but the ache in his chest lingered, blending with the heat pooling low in his gut. His cock strained against the diaper, desperate and trapped, and he clung to her, regression pulling him deeper as her scent and touch overwhelmed him.

Isabelle guided him down to the plush rug in front of her desk, her hands firm but gentle. “Lie back, little one,” she whispered, her voice thick with need. “Mommy’s going to make this moment even more special.”

Ethan obeyed, his body trembling as he lay on the soft surface, the diaper rustling with every move. The collar pressed against his neck, a constant claim, as she knelt beside him, her skirt riding up to reveal the curve of her thigh. Her fingers moved to her blouse, unbuttoning it with slow precision, letting her breasts spill free, full and soft, her nipples already hard in the cool air of the office.

His breath hitched. She straddled his hips, her weight pressing the diaper tighter against his erection, and he gasped, hips jerking under her. Her hands undid the onesie snaps with soft clicks, peeling the diaper tapes away to free his cock into the cool air. It stood hard and aching, glistening with pre-cum, and her eyes gleamed with raw hunger.

“Look at you, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice trembling as she slid her skirt up further, revealing her bare pussy, already wet and dripping. She positioned herself above him, her warmth teasing the tip of his cock. “So ready for Mommy. Let’s seal this moment.”

She lowered herself onto him, her pussy enveloping him inch by inch, hot and tight. Ethan groaned, his hands gripping the rug beneath him, the sensation overwhelming after the emotional rawness of the photo book. Her movements were slow at first, deliberate, each thrust grinding against him as the collar shifted with every motion, a reminder of his ownership.

Isabelle’s breathing grew ragged, her hands bracing on his chest through the onesie. “Feel that, sweet boy,” she gasped, her thighs trembling as she rode him harder. “You’re mine. Collared. Documented. Forever.”

Her words drove him closer to the edge, each thrust pushing him deeper into surrender. The rug scraped against his back, the office’s cold steel and glass a stark contrast to the heat of her body. Her pussy clenched around him, her arousal dripping onto his skin, and her flush deepened, her control slipping just enough to reveal her raw need.

“Mommy’s going to come, baby,” she moaned, her voice breaking with hunger. Her hips moved faster, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, and she tensed, a shudder running through her as she came, her pussy tightening around him with a quiet cry. Her orgasm echoed through the silent office, her body trembling above him.

Ethan’s cock throbbed harder, the pressure unbearable now. Tears streamed down his face again, the collar’s weight, the photo book’s images, her climax—all too much. His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her skin, and the metal against his throat shifted as he thrust up into her, desperate for release.

“Cum for Mommy, little one,” she gasped, her voice thick with satisfaction, her hand reaching down to grip the base of his cock as she rode out the aftershocks. “Let it all go inside me. Show me you’re mine.”

Her command shattered him. His cock pulsed, cum shooting deep into her, hot and thick, each contraction wracking his body with shuddering intensity. He moaned, raw and broken, his head tipping back against the rug, the aftermath leaving him trembling and spent. The collar pressed harder against his throat as he gasped, the engraved words a silent chant in his mind. Property. Permanent.

Isabelle kept moving through it, drawing out every shudder, until he whimpered from the oversensitivity. She slid off him, her pussy dripping with their combined release, and leaned down to kiss his tear-streaked cheeks, her lips warm and possessive. “Good boy,” she murmured, the praise hitting him harder than ever, raw and devastating.

She stood, smoothing her skirt, her flush still deep on her skin. Her hands moved to the used diaper on the floor, setting it aside, and she cleaned him with a wipe from her desk drawer, her touch gentle but deliberate. The cold dampness made him flinch, but his cock twitched again, already stirring under her gaze as she taped a fresh diaper around his hips and snapped the onesie closed.

Ethan lay there, spent and trembling, the collar a constant weight as she helped him sit up. Her fingers brushed the platinum, tracing the engraved words, and her smile was sharp, satisfied. She guided him to his feet, the diaper crinkling with every move, and led him back toward the nursery, her hand warm on his lower back.

As they passed the office door, she paused at the bookshelf near the nursery entrance, sliding the photo book—Exhibit A—onto a prominent shelf. Beside it, she placed an empty album, its cover embossed with gold lettering: Year Two. Her green eyes flicked to him, gleaming with intent, and his heart skipped at the implication.

“Exhibit A is just the beginning, baby boy,” she said, her voice heavy with promise. “We’ve got so many more memories to make. Year Two starts now, and Mommy can’t wait to see how much deeper you’ll fall for me.”


Chapter 14: Closing Arguments

Ethan’s eyes fluttered open, the golden glow of the nursery’s smart-home lighting casting soft shadows across the pale gray walls. His body felt heavy on the silk ivory sheets of the oversized mahogany crib, the thick diaper crinkling beneath him with even the slightest shift. The pale blue onesie with cartoon ducks hugged his muscular frame, the booties on his feet a constant reminder of his regression, and the pacifier dangled from its ribbon clipped to his collar, brushing against his chest.

The platinum collar around his neck pressed lightly against his skin, its engraved words—Property of Isabelle R. Chen — Contract Permanent—a weight he could feel with every breath. His cock stirred beneath the fresh diaper taped snug around his hips last night after their intense moment in the office. The memory of Isabelle’s body against his, her warmth enveloping him as he saw the photo book of his transformation, lingered like a fever in his mind.

Isabelle’s heels clicked sharply on the marble floor just outside the nursery door, the sound growing louder as she approached. His heart quickened, anticipation and dread twisting in his chest. The door swung open, and there she stood, her ice-blonde hair pulled into a tight bun, accentuating the sharp lines of her face. She wore a tailored black blazer over a silk cream blouse, paired with a pencil skirt that clung to her curves with ruthless precision. Her green eyes locked onto him, a faint smile curling her lips, and in her hands, she held a small leather case, its contents hidden but ominous.

“Good morning, my baby boy,” she said, her voice soft but heavy with intent. “Did you sleep well with your new collar?”

Ethan’s throat tightened. He pushed himself up in the crib, the diaper rustling loudly in the quiet room. “Yes, Mommy. I… I felt it all night.” His voice was rough, the title slipping out with an ease that deepened his shame.

Her smile sharpened. She crossed to the crib, her heels silent now on the plush cream rug, and set the leather case on the small table beside the navy velvet rocking chair. “That’s exactly how it should be, sweet boy. It’s a reminder of who you are now. Mine. Permanently.”

His face warmed, the collar’s weight pressing harder as her words sank in. He climbed out of the crib, the diaper sagging slightly between his thighs, and stood before her, his broad frame feeling small under her piercing gaze. The booties muffled his steps, and the pacifier swayed with each movement, a humiliating detail he couldn’t ignore.

Isabelle gestured to the changing table with a manicured hand. “Up, little one. Let’s start the day fresh before we explore something new.”

Ethan’s stomach twisted. He hesitated, the onesie’s snaps pulling tight over the diaper, but her eyes left no room for refusal. He climbed onto the padded white leather surface, the cool material pressing against his back as he lay down, staring at the ceiling to avoid her intense stare.

Her hands moved with precision, undoing the onesie snaps with soft clicks. She peeled the diaper tapes away, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet nursery, and cool air brushed his skin. His cock twitched, already stirring from the vulnerability of her touch, and she set the used padding aside with a satisfied hum.

“Look at you, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with hunger. Her fingers lingered as she cleaned him with a cold wipe, tracing over his thighs with deliberate slowness, and his erection grew under her gaze. She sprinkled baby powder over him, the familiar scent filling the air, and her hand brushed his cock, a teasing stroke that made his hips jerk.

Heat surged low in his gut. A quiet gasp escaped his lips, but she pulled back, her smile sharp and teasing. “Not yet, sweet boy. Good boys earn their rewards. Let’s save that for later.”

Frustration gnawed at him, but her control was absolute. She taped a fresh diaper snug around his hips, the crinkle echoing as it trapped his arousal, and snapped the onesie back over it. Helping him off the table, her hand rested warm on his arm, guiding him to stand before her.

Isabelle reached for the leather case on the table, her fingers tracing its edge with a reverence that made his breath catch. “You’ve come so far, little one,” she said, her voice low and heavy with meaning. “Signed to me permanently. Collared as mine. Today, we’re going to test how deep your surrender goes with something special.”

His heart raced. He eyed the case warily, his hands clenching at his sides, the diaper rustling with the movement. “What’s in there, Mommy?” His tone trembled, a mix of dread and dark anticipation pooling in his chest.

Her smile turned wicked. She opened the case with a slow flick, revealing a set of sleek, remote-controlled vibrating beads, their black surface glinting under the nursery’s light. Beside them lay a small remote, her manicured fingers brushing over it with intent. A tiny bottle of lube rested in the corner of the case, its presence a silent promise of what was to come.

Ethan’s stomach dropped. His face burned hotter than ever, the collar pressing against his throat as he stared at the beads. “Mommy, please. I don’t know if I can handle that.”

“You can,” she countered, her tone soft but firm. She stepped closer, her lavender scent wrapping around him as she held the beads up. “And you will. Section 18 allows for therapeutic aids to deepen compliance. This isn’t just a test, baby boy. It’s a reward for how beautifully you’ve surrendered.”

His hands trembled. Resistance flickered, a whisper of his old self wanting to pull away, but the weight of the permanent contract—and the collar’s engraved claim—crushed it. He nodded, barely, his face aflame as he stood before her, waiting for her command.

Isabelle’s eyes gleamed with hunger. “Lie back on the changing table, sweet boy. Let Mommy prepare you.”

His legs felt heavy as he climbed back onto the table, the white leather cool against his skin through the onesie. He stared at the ceiling, heart pounding, as she undid the onesie snaps again and peeled the fresh diaper down just enough to access him. Cool air hit his skin, his cock already hard from the anticipation, and shame curled hot in his chest.

She squeezed a small amount of lube onto her fingers, the cold gel glistening as she coated the first bead with slow, teasing strokes. Her breathing changed, growing faster, a faint flush creeping up her neck, and he knew she was aroused by this act of preparation. “Hold still, baby,” she whispered, her slick fingers brushing between his thighs, spreading the lube with intimate precision.

Ethan tensed, his hands gripping the edges of the table. The first bead pressed against him, cool and firm, and his body resisted for a moment before she pushed it in with gentle authority. The stretch was slow, invasive, filling him with a strange, heavy pressure. A gasp escaped his lips as she inserted the second bead, then the third, each one adding to the weight inside him.

“There we are,” she murmured, her voice trembling with arousal. Her hand rested on his hip, possessive, as she adjusted the string of beads with a small tug. She taped the diaper back snug around his hips, the crinkle louder now with the added sensation, and snapped the onesie closed over it. “All ready, little one.”

His body trembled. The beads shifted inside him with every tiny movement, a constant, teasing pressure that made his cock throb harder against the padding. Tears pricked at his eyes, shame and need warring as she helped him sit up, her touch warm on his arm.

Isabelle pulled the small remote from the case, pressing a button, and a low buzz pulsed through him. His hips jerked involuntarily, a moan slipping out as the vibration thrummed deep inside, intensifying the ache in his trapped erection. The sensation was overwhelming, driving him mad with each subtle pulse.

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she said, turning the vibration down to a teasing hum. Her smile was sharp, knowing, as she guided him off the table. “Good boys earn their rewards. Let’s see how well you handle your morning routine with this little reminder of Mommy’s control.”

His frustration burned, but her authority held him captive. She led him to the kitchen, the diaper crinkling with every step, the beads shifting inside him, sending shivers through his body. The high chair waited in the corner, its pale blue padding matching his onesie, and a baby bottle filled with warm milk sat on the small table.

“Sit in your chair, baby,” she instructed, her tone soft but unyielding. She helped him climb in, the diaper squishing under him as he settled, the beads pressing deeper with the movement. The tray locked in front of him with a click, trapping him in place, and his face burned at the infantilizing restraint.

She picked up the bottle, her fingers brushing his lips as she pressed the rubber nipple to his mouth. “Drink, little one,” she murmured, her other hand stroking his hair, slow and possessive.

Ethan opened his mouth, the warm nipple slipping in. Sweet milk coated his tongue, and he sucked instinctively, each pull dragging him deeper into regression. The beads hummed inside him, the vibration a relentless tease, and his cock ached beneath the diaper as shame curled hotter in his chest.

Isabelle’s breathing grew heavier, her thighs pressing together as she stood beside the chair. “That’s it, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice trembling with arousal. “Mommy’s got you.”

The intimacy overwhelmed him. Each sip of milk, each pulse of the beads, deepened his surrender. He kept drinking, the bottle slowly emptying, while her fingers tightened in his hair, grounding him in her control.

When the bottle was empty, she pulled it away, setting it on the table. Her hand lingered on his cheek, thumb brushing his skin, and her flush was visible, a faint pink on her neck. “Good boy,” she said, the praise slicing through him, raw and devastating.

Ethan’s breath hitched. The beads buzzed inside him, the sensation unbearable now, his cock throbbing against the padding. He wanted to beg for relief, but her gaze silenced him. She unlocked the high chair tray, helping him down, the diaper rustling louder with the movement, the beads shifting with every step.

“Come to the rocking chair, baby boy,” she said, her voice heavy with intent. “It’s time for your morning nursing.”

His heart raced as they returned to the nursery, the warm glow of the lighting welcoming him back. The beads pulsed with each step, a torment that made his knees weak. Isabelle sat in the navy velvet rocking chair, patting her lap with a knowing smile. He climbed onto her, his weight awkward against her slender frame, the diaper squishing under him, the beads pressing even deeper as her hand guided his head to her shoulder.

She unbuttoned her blouse with slow, deliberate movements, revealing the swell of her breasts beneath a cream lace bra. Her fingers flicked the clasp open, letting her breasts spill free, full and soft, her nipples already hardening in the cool air. Ethan’s mouth went dry, his cock twitching beneath the padding as she pressed his face to her warmth.

“Drink, little one,” she whispered, her voice thick with need. Her fingers tightened in his hair, pulling him closer.

His lips parted, trembling, and he took her nipple into his mouth. The warmth of her skin overwhelmed him, the faint sweetness coating his tongue as he suckled instinctively. Each pull dragged him deeper into surrender, the beads humming inside him, intensifying every sensation, shame and desire blending into a raw ache.

Isabelle’s breathing changed, growing faster, shallower. Her thighs pressed together beneath him, and a quiet moan escaped her lips. “Oh, sweet boy,” she gasped, her grip tightening in his hair. Her other hand slid down her body, disappearing beneath her skirt, and he heard the faint rustle of fabric as she touched herself, her pussy wet from his nursing.

Her moans grew louder, echoing softly in the nursery, and her body tensed beneath him. A shudder ran through her, her thighs trembling as she came with a soft cry, her orgasm quiet but intense. The realization—that she could lose control just from this—made his cock ache harder, the pressure unbearable beneath the diaper, the beads driving him to the edge without relief.

She pulled him back from her breast, her cheeks flushed, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Such a good boy,” she murmured, her hand sliding down to press against the front of his diaper, feeling his hardness through the padding. Her fingers lingered, rubbing lightly, edging him further, but she stopped, denying him again, her smile sharp. “Not yet, baby. Let’s see how you handle the rest of the morning.”

Ethan’s frustration surged, a desperate whine escaping his lips. The beads buzzed relentlessly, his cock trapped and aching, as she helped him off her lap. His legs trembled, the diaper crinkling with every movement, and the collar pressed against his throat, a constant reminder of his ownership.

Isabelle stood, smoothing her skirt, her flush still visible. She picked up the remote from the small table, turning the vibration up a notch, and his hips jerked, a moan slipping out as the sensation intensified. “Come with Mommy to the office, sweet boy,” she said, her voice steady now, though her arousal lingered in her gaze. “I have something to show you before we continue.”

His heart pounded as he followed her out of the nursery, the diaper rustling, the beads pulsing inside him with every step. The penthouse hallway felt cold under the booties, each movement a torment as they reached her office. The glass and steel space gleamed with morning light, the panoramic city view glittering below, and her mahogany desk dominated the room.

On the desk sat a sleek tablet, its screen already glowing with an open document. Isabelle gestured to the small padded chair facing it. “Sit, baby boy,” she instructed, her tone soft but firm.

Ethan obeyed, the diaper squishing under him as he lowered himself, the beads shifting with the movement, sending a fresh wave of sensation through him. His face burned, the collar pressing harder against his throat, as he waited, trembling, for her next move.

Isabelle stood beside him, her hand resting lightly on his shoulder, her touch electric through the onesie. She swiped the tablet screen, pulling up a detailed schedule, the text sharp and precise. “This is your new daily routine under the permanent contract, little one,” she said, her voice heavy with intent. “Every hour accounted for, as per Article 3. Breakfast, nursing, nap, playtime, bath, bedtime—all structured for your regression. And every day, a new way for Mommy to test your surrender.”

His breath caught. The schedule glared back at him, a cage of control that left no room for his old self. Tears pricked at his eyes, the beads buzzing inside him, his cock aching beneath the diaper, as the weight of her authority pressed down harder than ever.

She leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear, her hand sliding down to press against the front of his diaper, feeling his hardness through the padding. “Look at how responsive you are, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice trembling with arousal. “This routine will break you down and build you up, all for Mommy. But first, let’s see how much you can take right now.”

Ethan’s frustration peaked, a desperate gasp escaping him as she rubbed him through the diaper, the beads pulsing inside, driving him to the edge. His hips bucked involuntarily, tears spilling down his cheeks, the collar a constant claim as shame and need warred inside him.

Isabelle’s breathing grew ragged, her thighs pressing together beneath her skirt. She turned the vibration up another notch, and his moan echoed in the quiet office, his body trembling in the chair. “Mommy, please,” he begged, his voice breaking. “I can’t hold it. I need to—”

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she interrupted, her tone firm but thick with hunger. Her hand pulled back, denying him again, and she stepped in front of him, her skirt hiking up slightly as she leaned against the desk. “Good boys earn their rewards. Stand up. Let Mommy take you somewhere special.”

His legs shook as he stood, the diaper crinkling, the beads shifting with every move, intensifying the torment. She took his hand, her grip possessive, and led him out of the office, down the hallway to a room he hadn’t entered before. The door was unmarked, tucked near the penthouse’s far end, and a faint scent of lavender lingered in the air as she pushed it open.

Inside was a small, intimate space, a private sanctuary of regression. A padded rocking bench sat in the center, oversized and upholstered in soft white leather, with built-in restraints at the wrists and ankles. Pale blue walls were adorned with delicate cartoon stars, and a shelf held stacks of fresh diapers, bottles of powder, and toys in neat rows. The smart-home lighting cast a warm, soothing glow, but the room’s purpose was clear—a place for deeper surrender.

“Lie down, baby boy,” Isabelle instructed, guiding him to the rocking bench. Her voice was heavy with intent, her flush deepening as she helped him settle onto the padded surface. The diaper rustled as he lay back, the beads pulsing inside him, his cock aching beneath the padding.

She fastened the wrist restraints with gentle care, the leather cuffs snug against his skin, securing his arms above his head. Then came the ankle restraints, spreading his legs slightly, leaving him vulnerable and exposed. His heart raced, tears streaming down his cheeks, as the collar pressed against his throat, the engraved words a silent chant in his mind.

Isabelle stood back, her eyes roaming over him, her breathing faster now. She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, letting it fall open, her breasts spilling free, full and soft, her nipples hard in the cool air. “Look at you, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice trembling with arousal. “All tied up for Mommy. So perfect. So mine.”

Her words sliced through him, raw and hot. She climbed onto the bench, straddling his hips, her skirt hiked up to reveal her bare pussy, already wet and glistening. Her weight pressed the diaper tighter against his erection, the beads buzzing inside, and he gasped, hips jerking under her.

She leaned down, her breasts brushing his chest through the onesie, and pressed her lips to his ear. “Mommy’s going to take care of you now,” she whispered, her voice thick with hunger. Her hand slid down to undo the onesie snaps and diaper tapes, freeing his cock into the cool air. It stood hard and aching, glistening with pre-cum, and her eyes gleamed as she positioned herself above him.

Her warmth enveloped him as she lowered herself onto his cock, inch by inch, hot and tight. Ethan groaned, his wrists straining against the restraints, the sensation overwhelming after hours of denial. The beads pulsed inside him, intensifying every thrust as she rode him slowly, her movements deliberate and controlled.

Isabelle’s breathing grew ragged, her hands bracing on his chest. “Feel that, baby boy,” she gasped, her thighs trembling as she moved faster. “You’re mine to fuck, mine to own. Collared. Restrained. Perfect.”

Her words drove him closer to the edge, each thrust pushing him deeper into surrender. The rocking bench swayed gently beneath them, the restraints holding him open for her, and her pussy clenched around him, her arousal dripping onto his skin. Her flush deepened, her control slipping just enough to reveal her raw need.

“Mommy’s going to come, sweet boy,” she moaned, her voice breaking with hunger. Her hips moved harder, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, and she tensed, a shudder running through her as she came, her pussy tightening around him with a quiet cry. Her orgasm echoed through the small room, her body trembling above him.

Ethan’s cock throbbed harder, the pressure unbearable now. Tears streamed down his face, the collar’s weight, the beads’ vibration, her climax—all too much. His hips bucked up into her, desperate for release, the restraints biting into his wrists and ankles as he strained against them.

“Cum for Mommy, little one,” she gasped, her voice thick with satisfaction. Her hand reached down to grip the base of his cock, stroking him through her aftershocks, and she turned the remote to the highest setting, the beads buzzing wildly inside him. “Let it all go inside me.”

Her command shattered him. His cock pulsed, cum shooting deep into her, hot and thick, each contraction wracking his body with shuddering intensity. He moaned, raw and broken, his head tipping back against the padded bench, the aftermath leaving him trembling and spent. The beads’ vibration echoed through him, drawing out every shudder, until he whimpered from the oversensitivity.

Isabelle kept moving through it, her pussy gripping him, until she finally turned off the remote, the buzzing stopping at last. She slid off him, her body trembling, her pussy dripping with their combined release. She leaned down, kissing his tear-streaked cheeks, her lips warm and possessive. “Good boy,” she murmured, the praise hitting him harder than ever, raw and devastating.

She stood, smoothing her skirt, her flush still deep on her skin. Her hands moved to undo the restraints, freeing his wrists and ankles with gentle care, kissing each spot where the leather had bitten into his skin. Then she cleaned him with a wipe, her touch soft but deliberate, and taped a fresh diaper around his hips, snapping the onesie closed over it.

Ethan lay there, spent and trembling, the collar a constant weight as she helped him sit up on the bench. Her fingers brushed the platinum, tracing the engraved words, and her smile was sharp, satisfied. She guided him to his feet, the diaper crinkling with every move, and pulled him close, her body warm against his through the thin fabric.

“We’ve only just started Year Two, baby boy,” she whispered, her voice heavy with promise. Her hand rested on his lower back, guiding him out of the small room, back toward the nursery. “But tonight, I have a call to make. A new applicant with debt troubles reached out. Stay with Mommy while I answer, and see what your future might hold.”

Her words hung heavy in the air, a cliffhanger that chilled him to the core. A new applicant. His heart raced, the collar pressing against his throat, as he realized her control might soon extend beyond just him, a new chapter of dominance waiting on the other end of that call.
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