
        
            
                
            
        

    
Office Baby Protocol

A Dark ABDL Erotica Story of Forced Regression, Messy Diapers, and Maternal Ownership


Before You Begin…
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a free bonus book
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Chapter 1: The Gaze

Soren Voss stared at the glowing columns of numbers until they blurred. His glass-walled office on the forty-second floor felt like a cage of light and silence. Tailored charcoal suit hugged his lean frame, the fabric still crisp at three in the afternoon. He hadn’t slept more than four hours in three days. The burnout clawed behind his eyes, but he refused to name it.

His fingers flew across the keyboard. Another hostile takeover spreadsheet. Another set of lives he would reshape with a signature. Power tasted metallic on his tongue. He liked it that way.

The intercom crackled.

“Mr. Voss. Ms. Thalia requests your presence in her private suite. Immediately.”

Soren’s jaw tightened. Thalia Vale. CEO. The woman who moved through the building like smoke and velvet. No one said no to her. Not even him.

He saved the file, stood, and straightened his blood-red tie. The elevator ride felt longer than usual. When the doors opened on the executive level, the air smelled faintly of sandalwood and something warmer. Something that made the back of his neck prickle.

Her suite was all dark wood and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. No assistant waited outside. Just the heavy double doors, slightly ajar.

He pushed them open.

Thalia sat behind a massive obsidian desk, legs crossed, midnight hair swept into a flawless chignon. Her bronze skin glowed under the recessed lighting. The deep burgundy dress clung to every curve - full breasts, narrow waist, hips that promised sin. Dark amber eyes lifted slowly.

And locked on him.

The gaze hit like a physical shove.

Soren stopped mid-step. Those eyes didn’t blink. They measured him. Stripped him. Saw the exhaustion he hid behind sharp cheekbones and colder stares. Saw the tremor in his left hand he thought no one noticed. Saw deeper.

His cock twitched. Once. Hard.

He hated it instantly.

“Close the door, Soren.”

Her voice was low, unhurried. Velvet over steel. He obeyed before his brain caught up. The latch clicked like a handcuff.

“Sit.”

He lowered himself into the leather chair opposite her. The seat felt too soft. His posture stayed rigid - shoulders back, chin high. The same posture that had closed million-dollar deals and crushed competitors.

Thalia didn’t speak at first. She simply watched.

The silence stretched. His heartbeat thudded in his ears. Under the desk, his cock stirred again, thickening against the fine wool of his trousers. He shifted, trying to will it down. It only throbbed harder.

Those amber eyes tracked the tiny movement. A faint smile curved her full lips.

“You’re burning out, Soren.”

“I’m fine.”

The denial came sharp. Too sharp.

She leaned forward slightly. The neckline of her dress dipped, revealing the soft swell of bronze cleavage. His gaze flicked there for half a second before snapping back to her face. She noticed. Of course she noticed.

“Your numbers are flawless. Your team fears you. Your body is paying the price.” She tilted her head. “Dark circles. Jaw clenched so tight I can see the muscle jump. And that little twitch in your left hand when you think no one’s looking.”

His fingers curled into a fist on his thigh.

“I manage it.”

“Do you?” The smile deepened, predatory and warm at once. “I’ve watched you for months. The way you push. The way you never ask for help. The way you pretend you’re unbreakable.”

Another long, slow look. Her eyes dropped deliberately to his lap, then rose again.

His cock was fully hard now. Straining. The fabric tented obviously. Heat flooded his face.

Thalia’s voice dropped lower. “Look at that. All it took was one real look and your cock is begging.”

Soren’s mouth went dry. “This is inappropriate.”

“Is it?” She uncrossed her legs, then recrossed them the other way. The soft hiss of silk stockings whispered through the room. “Or is it exactly what you need? Someone who sees through the armor. Someone who knows the exhausted little boy hiding behind the razor-sharp executive.”

The word “little boy” landed like a slap. His cock jerked visibly.

He wanted to stand up and leave. He stayed seated, pulse hammering.

Thalia rose gracefully. She moved around the desk with that unhurried predatory grace, hips swaying just enough. The scent of her - warm skin, faint jasmine, and something darker - wrapped around him.

She stopped beside his chair. One manicured hand rested lightly on his shoulder. The touch burned through the suit jacket.

“You carry so much tension, Soren. So much control.” Her fingers traced the line of his jaw, forcing his face up to meet her gaze again. “I have a program. Exclusive corporate wellness contract. Stress management at the highest level. Very… thorough.”

His breathing had gone shallow. “I don’t need - ”

“Shh.” The single sound was soft, almost maternal. It made his stomach flip and his dick leak a wet spot into his boxers. “You will read it carefully. But first, you will feel what it offers.”

She leaned down. Her breasts brushed his shoulder. Warm. Heavy. The heat of her body so close made his head spin.

“Look at me.”

He did. Those amber eyes pinned him again. No escape.

“I see you, Soren. Every rigid inch. Every secret crack.” Her voice was a caress and a threat. “And I’m going to take care of you. Whether you admit you need it or not.”

His cock throbbed painfully. Pre-cum soaked through. He could feel the dampness spreading.

Thalia straightened. She returned to her seat with the same fluid grace, as if she hadn’t just dismantled him with a look and a few words.

From a drawer she withdrew a thick folder. The contract. Gold embossed lettering on the cover. She slid it across the polished desk until it stopped right in front of him.

“Take it home. Review every clause. But know this - once you sign, the protocol begins. No half measures. No backing out halfway when it gets intense.”

Soren stared at the folder. His hands were steady when he reached for it, but inside everything shook.

Thalia’s smile was slow and knowing.

“Tomorrow everything changes.”

He stood on legs that felt unsteady. The erection still strained against his trousers, obvious and humiliating. She didn’t look away from it.

At the door he paused, folder clutched tight.

Her final words followed him like a promise.

“Sleep well, little one. You’re going to need your rest.”

The door clicked shut behind him.

Soren walked back to the elevator with the contract burning in his grip and his cock still hard as steel. The city lights blurred past the glass walls. He told himself he would read every line tonight. He would tear it apart with that razor mind of his.

But deep down, where the exhaustion lived and the strange new heat pulsed, he already knew he was going to sign.

Tomorrow everything changes.


Chapter 2: Ink And Surrender

Soren Voss sat at the heavy oak table in his penthouse, the city glittering coldly beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows. The contract folder lay open like a wound. Midnight. His third whiskey sat untouched beside the pages. The words blurred, then sharpened with brutal clarity.

Hidden regression clauses.

He read them again. Mandatory age regression therapy. Total dependency protocols. Diaper training. Forced continence loss. Maternal ownership by designated caregiver - Thalia Vale. Permanent records sealed under corporate NDA. Breach meant career annihilation.

His cock throbbed against the zipper of his sweatpants. Hard. Leaking. Betraying him with every filthy line.

“Fuck,” he muttered, palm pressing down on the erection. It only jumped harder.

He wasn’t some weakling. He was Soren Voss - twenty-eight, razor-sharp, untouchable. This was just stress relief. A wellness contract. He could handle whatever Thalia threw at him. He’d read the fine print. He’d signed worse deals.

Still, his hand shook slightly as he uncapped the fountain pen.

The first signature went down smooth. Bold black ink. His name in the executive field.

Then the addendum pages. Each one worse than the last.

Clause 17: Subject agrees to complete loss of bladder and bowel control under supervised regression. No safewords for bodily functions. Caregiver discretion absolute.

His breath hitched. Cock twitched violently, a fresh bead of pre-cum soaking through the fabric.

Clause 22: Daily diaper checks, changes, and usage logs maintained by Ms. Vale. Subject will refer to designated caregiver as “Mommy” upon request.

Heat flooded his face. His free hand slid under the table, gripping himself through the sweatpants. Squeezing. Not stroking. Just holding the ache.

He told himself it was curiosity. Professional due diligence.

But his pulse hammered like a trapped animal.

He flipped to the final page. The permanent transfer clause. Once signed, the program could only be terminated by mutual consent. Thalia’s consent.

Soren stared at the line for a long minute. The city lights smeared in his vision.

His cock was dripping now. A dark wet patch spread across the gray fabric.

He signed.

Ink flowed. His name. Date. Initials on every flagged paragraph.

Done.

He leaned back, chest heaving. The erection strained obscenely, tenting the sweatpants. He shoved the papers back into the folder and sealed it. Sent the digital copy via secure courier to Thalia’s office with a single curt message: Signed.

Then he sat there in the dark, hand still wrapped around his throbbing dick, wondering what the hell he’d just done.

Sleep came in fragments. Dreams of warm hands and crinkling plastic. Of amber eyes watching him flood a diaper while he begged.

Morning hit like a verdict.

His phone buzzed at 7:12 a.m.

Thalia: My office. Now. Bring nothing but yourself and the signed contract.

Soren showered fast. Cold water did nothing to kill the morning wood that refused to die. He dressed in his sharpest navy suit, white shirt, blood-red tie. Armor.

The drive to the tower felt endless. Every red light made his stomach twist with something that wasn’t quite fear.

He stepped into her suite at 7:45. Thalia waited behind the obsidian desk, same burgundy dress, same flawless chignon. Same predatory grace.

She didn’t greet him with words. Just that long, knowing look again.

His cock twitched instantly.

“Morning, Soren.”

Her voice wrapped around him like warm honey.

He placed the signed folder on the desk with steady hands. “It’s done.”

Thalia opened it slowly. Her eyes scanned each signature. A soft hum of approval left her throat.

“Such a good boy for reading every clause. Most men skim. You didn’t.”

He bristled at “good boy.” His dick loved it.

“I know what I signed.”

“Do you?” She rose and circled the desk again. This time she stopped right in front of him, close enough that her breasts nearly brushed his chest. “You agreed to let me take everything. Your control. Your dignity. Your continence. All of it.”

Her hand lifted. Fingertips traced the line of his jaw, then down to the knot of his tie.

Soren’s breathing shallowed.

“I can still walk away,” he said. Voice rough.

“You could.” Her smile was slow, viciously maternal. “But you won’t. Because your cock is already leaking for it. Isn’t it, little one?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. Her palm slid down his chest, over the flat plane of his stomach, and cupped the hard bulge in his trousers.

Soren hissed. His hips jerked forward involuntarily.

Thalia squeezed gently. “So eager. So ashamed. I’m going to enjoy breaking you open.”

She stroked him once through the fabric - slow, deliberate - then withdrew her hand.

Soren stood there panting, face burning.

Thalia returned to her chair and pressed a button on her desk. A soft chime sounded.

“Legal has confirmed receipt. The program is active as of this moment.” She leaned back, legs crossing with that silky whisper. “You belong to the protocol now. And to me.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. Pretending control was getting harder. The arousal was a live wire under his skin.

Thalia slid a sleek black tablet across the desk. “Initial onboarding questionnaire. Answer honestly. Every filthy detail.”

He picked it up. The questions were invasive. When was the last time you wet the bed? Do you fantasize about losing control? How does it feel when a woman sees you helpless?

His thumbs hovered. Then moved. Truth spilled out in short, reluctant sentences. Each admission made his cock throb harder.

Thalia watched him type, amber eyes glowing with dark pleasure.

When he finished and handed it back, she scanned the answers. Her lips parted slightly.

“Oh, Soren. You’re going to be such a perfect baby boy.”

The words hit low in his gut. He shifted, trying to hide the wet spot forming on his trousers again.

She set the tablet aside.

“Tomorrow everything changes. But today, you work as normal. Act like the sharp executive everyone fears. No one else knows. Yet.”

He nodded once. Stiff.

Thalia stood and walked him to the door. Her hand rested on the small of his back - possessive, guiding.

At the threshold she leaned in, lips brushing his ear.

“The first diaper arrives in the morning.”

One line. Delivered like a promise and a threat.

Soren stepped into the hallway on legs that felt too weak. The elevator descended. His reflection in the mirrored walls showed a man still in control - sharp jaw, cold gray eyes, tailored suit.

But inside, everything trembled.

He pressed a hand to his aching cock and squeezed hard, biting back a groan.

Tomorrow.

The word echoed with the soft, terrifying crinkle he already imagined hearing.

He was hard the entire ride down.


Chapter 3: Smooth And Exposed

Soren stepped into Thalia’s private suite at exactly 8:00 a.m. The door locked behind him with a soft, final click. No secretaries. No witnesses. Just the heavy scent of sandalwood and the low hum of hidden climate control.

Thalia waited in the center of the room. She had changed. A crisp white medical coat hugged her statuesque frame over the burgundy dress. Black latex gloves already covered her hands, shiny and tight. Her dark amber eyes drank him in slowly.

“Strip.”

One word. No greeting.

Soren’s jaw clenched. His fingers moved to his tie anyway. The knot loosened. Jacket slid off. Shirt followed, buttons popping open one by one. Cool air kissed his lean chest, the faint ridges of muscle earned from brutal early-morning workouts.

He hesitated at his belt.

Thalia tilted her head. “Everything, little one. I want to see all of you.”

His cock was already half-hard. Traitorous. He shoved trousers and boxers down in one rough motion. Shoes kicked aside. Socks last.

Naked.

He stood there, lean and sharp-jawed, cock bobbing slightly with his heartbeat. Gray eyes locked on the floor. Trembling started in his thighs.

Thalia circled him once. Slow. Predatory. The latex gloves creaked softly as she flexed her fingers.

“Beautiful. So tense. So proud.” Her gloved hand trailed down his spine. He shivered hard. “But babies don’t have hair where big boys do. Time to make you smooth.”

She guided him to a wide padded table covered in crisp white sheets. The surface was warm. Clinical. He climbed on, lying back. The padding cradled his bare ass. His cock lay thick against his lower belly, tip already glistening.

Thalia rolled a stainless-steel tray closer. Bowl of hot water. Fresh razor. Shaving cream. Powder. Gloves snapped tighter.

“Legs apart.”

He obeyed. Knees fell open. Cock and balls exposed completely. The vulnerability hit like ice water.

She dipped a soft cloth in the water, wrung it out, and pressed it to his groin. Heat bloomed. His balls drew up tight.

“Relax,” she murmured, almost soothing. “Mommy’s going to make you all nice and bare.”

The word “Mommy” punched straight to his dick. It jumped, leaking a clear string onto his abs.

Thalia smiled. She pumped shaving cream into her gloved palm and worked it into thick lather. Cool at first, then warming against his skin. She coated his pubic mound, the base of his cock, his balls, even the sensitive skin behind them. Down to the cleft of his ass.

Soren’s breath came short. The latex felt slick, invasive. Every stroke of her fingers made his hips twitch.

She started with the razor.

Short, careful strokes. The blade whispered over his skin, leaving pale, smooth tracks. Hair fell away in tiny dark curls. She stretched the skin taut with one hand, shaved with the other. Methodical. Possessive.

“Such a pretty cock,” she cooed. “Look how it strains for me even while you tremble.”

He bit his lip hard. The razor glided along the shaft. Cold steel so close to delicate flesh. She shaved every inch, tilting his erection this way and that. Balls lifted gently, scraped clean. The skin behind them, all the way to his hole - smooth now. Baby smooth.

Water rinsed. More cream. Another pass. She didn’t miss a single hair.

Soren’s chest rose and fell rapidly. Naked. Exposed. Every inch of his once-private body under her clinical gaze and gloved touch. His cock stood rigid, veins pulsing, head flushed dark.

Thalia wiped him down with a warm cloth. Then came the oil. Slick, fragrant. Her latex fingers massaged it in, rubbing slow circles over the freshly shaved skin. He gasped when she cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

“So smooth. So vulnerable.” Her voice dropped. “No more big-boy hair. Just soft baby skin. Perfect for what comes next.”

He was trembling openly now. Legs spread wide. Cock leaking steadily onto his smooth belly.

Thalia stepped back for a moment, admiring her work. The latex gloves shone under the lights. A faint flush colored her bronze cheeks - arousal, dark and maternal.

“Turn over.”

He rolled onto his stomach. Face pressed into the padded sheet. Ass up slightly as she adjusted his hips.

More cream. The razor worked the small of his back, the cheeks of his ass, the cleft. She spread him open without shame. Cool air kissed his hole. The blade scraped carefully around it. Every nerve screamed.

Soren whimpered. The sound escaped before he could stop it.

“Good boy,” Thalia praised softly. “Let it out. Babies don’t hide their sounds.”

When she finished, she cleaned him again. Oil everywhere. His entire lower body gleamed, hairless, pink and sensitive.

“On your back once more.”

He flipped. Cock even harder now, slapping wetly against his abs. The smooth skin made everything feel more intense - every brush of air, every glance from her eyes.

Thalia peeled off the gloves with a sharp snap. New pair slid on. Fresh. Tighter.

She reached for a large bottle of baby powder. The familiar scent filled the room - sweet, powdery, humiliating.

“Not yet,” she said when his eyes widened. “First, the inspection.”

Her gloved fingers probed. She lifted his cock, inspected the smooth shaft. Rolled his balls. Spread his cheeks again and pressed a single fingertip against his tight hole. Not entering. Just testing.

Soren’s hips bucked.

“So responsive. So ready to be owned.”

She spent long minutes touching, squeezing, commenting in that low, velvet voice. Every word made his cock throb worse. Pre-cum dripped in a steady rivulet now.

Finally, she stepped to the side cabinet.

Soren’s heart slammed against his ribs.

Thalia returned carrying a thick, white garment. Plastic backing crinkled loudly in the quiet suite. She unfolded it slowly, deliberately.

The diaper was massive. Puffy. Printed with faint babyish patterns barely visible under the clinical white. Thick padding. Wide tapes. The scent of fresh plastic and powder hit him like a drug.

She smiled, dark amber eyes gleaming with vicious pleasure.

She unfolds the first thick diaper on the table.


Chapter 4: First Crinkle

Soren lay naked on the padded changing table, freshly shaved skin tingling in the cool air of Thalia’s private suite. Every inch below his waist gleamed smooth and vulnerable. His cock stood rigid against his flat belly, leaking steadily, the flushed head glistening. Heart hammering. Legs still spread wide from the inspection.

Thalia stood beside him in her white medical coat, fresh black latex gloves snapped tight over her elegant hands. The thick adult diaper lay unfolded beneath his raised hips, its plastic backing crinkling softly with every tiny shift of his body. White, padded, humiliatingly bulky. Faint pastel prints peeked through the outer layer.

She picked up the large bottle of baby powder. The familiar sweet scent flooded the room the moment she twisted the cap.

“Time to powder my baby boy,” she murmured, voice low and maternal, laced with dark hunger.

Soren’s breath caught. “This is… I don’t - ”

“Shh.” One gloved finger pressed to his lips. “No big-boy words right now. Just feel.”

She shook the bottle generously over his smooth groin. Fine white clouds settled on his shaved pubic mound, coating the base of his throbbing cock. She lifted the heavy shaft with two fingers, powdering underneath, dusting every inch of the sensitive skin. The cool talc made his balls draw up tight.

Another generous shake. Powder rained down between his cheeks, settling into the freshly shaved cleft. The scent wrapped around him - innocent, babyish, completely at odds with the sharp executive he’d been an hour ago.

Thalia set the bottle aside and used her gloved palms to rub it in. Slow, thorough circles. She massaged the powder into his skin, spreading it over his cock, around his balls, deep into the crease of his ass. The latex slid smoothly over the talc, creating a silky, slippery sensation that made his hips jerk involuntarily.

“So soft now,” she cooed. “All that proud hair gone. Just baby-smooth skin ready for its first diaper.”

Soren bit back a groan. His cock pulsed in her grip, leaking more pre-cum that mixed with the powder into a sticky paste. Every rub sent sparks up his spine. Shame burned hot in his chest even as arousal clawed deeper.

Thalia’s amber eyes never left his face, drinking in every twitch, every flush of humiliation.

“Lift your bottom higher, little one.”

He obeyed without thinking, hips rising. The thick diaper crinkled loudly as she centered it perfectly beneath him. The padding felt cloud-soft against his powdered skin - thick, absorbent, designed for total loss of control.

She lowered his ass gently onto the bulk. The plastic shell whispered and crinkled with the movement. The sound filled the quiet suite. Loud. Obvious. Babyish.

Soren’s face burned crimson.

Thalia pulled the front of the diaper up between his legs. The padding cupped his balls and pressed his leaking cock flat against his belly. She smoothed it carefully, making sure the thick material molded to every contour.

“Feel that?” she asked softly. “That’s your new underwear now. No more big-boy briefs. Just thick, crinkly diapers for my helpless boy.”

She reached for the tapes. Four heavy-duty adhesive tabs - two on each side. The first one ripped loudly as she peeled it open. The sound made Soren’s cock throb hard inside the padding.

She pulled the left side snug, pressing the tape down firmly onto the landing zone. Crinkle. Another rip. Right side. Tighter. The diaper compressed around his waist, forcing his erection to strain against the bulky front.

Two more tapes. Lower ones. She adjusted the leg cuffs, running gloved fingers along the elastic gathers to seal them perfectly. The padding puffed out between his thighs, forcing them slightly apart. The bulk was impossible to ignore - thick, heavy, noisy.

Soren lay there, chest heaving, staring at the ceiling. The diaper hugged him like a vice of humiliation and strange comfort. Every tiny movement produced a loud, unmistakable crinkle. His cock was trapped inside, throbbing against the soft inner lining, pre-cum already soaking into the padding.

Thalia stepped back to admire her work. Her cheeks were flushed, dark amber eyes bright with vicious maternal pleasure.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “My sharp executive, taped into his very first diaper. Legs spread like a baby. Cock leaking into the padding because it feels so good to surrender.”

She ran her gloved hand over the front of the diaper, pressing the bulky material against his erection. Rubbing slowly. The plastic shell crinkled loudly under her palm. The powder inside shifted with a soft, powdery rasp.

Soren moaned. His hips bucked up into her touch. The diaper amplified every sensation - soft padding, crinkling plastic, the tight tapes holding him captive.

“Good boy,” Thalia praised. “Let Mommy feel how much you need this.”

She stroked him through the diaper for long minutes. Firm, rhythmic presses. Never enough to let him come, just enough to keep him on the aching edge. The crinkling never stopped. Loud. Constant. A soundtrack to his degradation.

His balls felt heavy, swollen inside the warm, powdered confines. Every shift of his legs made the leg cuffs rustle and the bulk sag between his thighs.

Thalia finally pulled her hand away. She snapped off the gloves with a sharp sound, then helped him sit up on the edge of the table. The diaper compressed heavily under his ass, forcing his legs wider. Standing was awkward - the bulk threw off his balance, the crinkle following him with every step.

She handed him his tailored suit trousers.

“Put them on over it.”

Soren stared. “Someone will hear - ”

“They might.” Her smile was pure predator. “But you’ll sit at your desk all day like a good boy. Working. Pretending nothing’s different while your thick diaper crinkles every time you move.”

He dressed slowly. Shirt. Tie. Jacket. The trousers slid up over the bulky padding with difficulty. The waistband barely closed. The front of his suit looked slightly distended, the outline of the diaper visible if anyone looked too closely. Every movement produced a muffled but unmistakable crinkle.

Thalia adjusted his tie for him, her fingers lingering at his throat.

“Remember the rules. No removing it. No touching yourself without permission. And if you need to go…” She patted the front of his padded crotch firmly. “…you use your diaper like the baby you’re becoming.”

Soren’s cock jerked hard inside the warm padding. A fresh spurt of pre-cum soaked deeper.

She walked him to the door, one hand possessively on the small of his back, right above the diaper’s waistband.

“Back to work now, baby boy. Act normal.”

The door opened. The hallway waited.

Soren stepped out, the thick diaper crinkling softly with every step. The sound echoed in his ears like a dirty secret. His face stayed cold and professional, but inside everything burned - shame, arousal, terrifying need.

He rode the elevator down to his floor alone. Sat at his glass desk. Opened his spreadsheets.

Every shift in his chair made the diaper rustle loudly in the quiet office. The bulk pressed between his thighs, reminding him constantly. His cock stayed hard, trapped and leaking into the first layer of padding.

Across the building, Thalia watched the security feed from her suite, smiling with dark satisfaction.

She sends him back to his desk still padded.


Chapter 5: Warm Flood

Soren sat rigid behind his glass desk on the forty-second floor, spreadsheets glowing coldly on dual monitors. The tailored navy suit looked impeccable from the outside. Inside, the thick adult diaper bulked heavily between his thighs, forcing them slightly apart. Every tiny shift in his ergonomic chair produced a soft, unmistakable crinkle that seemed deafening in the quiet office.

His cock remained half-hard, trapped against the powdery padding. The smooth, shaved skin underneath felt hypersensitive, every brush of the inner lining sending little sparks through him. He crossed his legs. Crinkle. Uncrossed. Crinkle. The bulky padding sagged warmly, already slightly damp from the constant leak of pre-cum.

Focus.

The numbers blurred. His bladder had been nagging for the last forty minutes, a steady, building pressure low in his gut. He’d ignored it at first. Executives didn’t squirm. They powered through.

But the pressure grew. Insistent. Hot.

He glanced at the clock. 10:47 a.m. The executive bathroom was only thirty steps down the hall. He could make it. Slip out casually. No one would notice.

Except Thalia’s voice echoed in his head from that morning.

No removing it. If you need to go… you use your diaper like the baby you’re becoming.

His stomach twisted. His cock twitched hard inside the padding.

He squeezed his thighs together. The diaper compressed with a loud crinkle. The pressure in his bladder spiked. A tiny spurt escaped - hot, wet, soaking instantly into the front of the padding. Just a few drops. The warmth spread in a small patch right over his cock.

Soren froze. Breath caught. Face burning.

No. Not here. Not like this.

He gripped the edge of the desk, knuckles white. Tried to clench. The shaved skin made everything feel more intense, more exposed. Another involuntary twitch. Another small flood. Warmth bloomed wider, soaking the inner lining. The padding swelled slightly, growing heavier between his legs.

Crinkle. Crinkle.

Every shift amplified the sound. He imagined the entire floor hearing it. Imagined colleagues glancing over, wondering why the razor-sharp Soren Voss suddenly sounded like he was wearing plastic underwear.

His bladder screamed now. Full. Aching. The morning coffee and water he’d downed without thinking pressed relentlessly.

He stood up abruptly. The diaper sagged heavily, the wet patch cooling slightly against his skin. Crinkle-crinkle as he walked to the door of his office. He could still make it to the bathroom. Rip the tapes. Use the toilet like an adult. Thalia would never know.

His hand hovered on the door handle.

The phone on his desk buzzed.

Thalia: Stay at your desk. No bathroom. Hold it like a good boy until you can’t. Then let go. Mommy is watching.

His cock surged to full hardness inside the damp padding. The message made his knees weak. He sank back into the chair, thighs trembling.

Crinkle.

The pressure became unbearable. His muscles burned from clenching. Sweat beaded on his forehead despite the climate-controlled office. He tried to type. Numbers swam.

Another spasm. Hot urine jetted out before he could stop it. Stronger this time. A long, uncontrollable spurt that flooded the front of the diaper. The warmth spread rapidly - up over his cock, down around his balls, seeping into the thick absorbent core. The padding swelled noticeably, growing heavy and squishy between his thighs.

Soren gasped softly. One hand dropped beneath the desk, pressing against the bulky front. He felt the warmth through the suit trousers. The plastic shell crinkled under his palm as the diaper expanded.

He couldn’t stop.

The flood came in waves. Hot. Relentless. Urine gushed out in powerful surges, soaking the diaper thoroughly. The padding drank it up greedily at first, then saturated. Warmth enveloped his entire groin - cock, balls, ass. The heavy bulk sagged lower, pressing wetly against his smooth skin. Every tiny movement produced a soggy, squelching crinkle.

His face burned crimson. Shame flooded him hotter than the piss. He was wetting himself. At his desk. Like a toddler. The once-powerful executive reduced to flooding his diaper while pretending to work.

And his cock loved it.

It throbbed painfully inside the warm, swollen padding. Each fresh spurt made it jerk and leak pre-cum into the mess. The wet heat amplified every sensation - the slickness, the swelling bulk, the constant soft crinkle as the saturated diaper shifted.

He tried to clench again. Too late. The last heavy stream poured out uncontrollably. His bladder emptied completely. The diaper was sodden. Heavy. Sagging heavily between his spread thighs. The leg cuffs held most of it, but he could feel the warmth creeping toward the back, making the seat damp and squishy.

Soren sat perfectly still, breathing shallow. The wet diaper clung to him, warm and heavy and humiliating. Every breath made it rustle soggily. The scent of urine mixed faintly with baby powder, trapped inside the plastic shell.

He glanced around the glass walls. No one seemed to notice. Colleagues walked past, nodding professionally. He forced a cold, sharp expression. Pretended to study the spreadsheets.

Inside, he was melting.

His hand trembled as he reached for his mouse. The movement made the soaked padding squelch audibly. Warm piss sloshed gently inside the core. His cock stayed rock-hard, trapped in the wet heat, aching for friction he didn’t dare provide.

Minutes dragged. The warmth began to cool slightly at the edges, but the core stayed hot and soggy. Every shift sent fresh waves of shame and arousal through him. He was sitting in his own piss. At work. Taped into a thick diaper like a helpless baby.

And he couldn’t stop leaking pre-cum into it.

The clock ticked toward 11:30. His bladder felt empty, but the heavy, swollen diaper reminded him constantly of what he’d done. What he’d been forced to do.

A soft knock at his open doorway.

Soren looked up sharply.

Thalia stood there, statuesque in her burgundy dress, midnight chignon flawless. Dark amber eyes locked on him with that knowing, predatory gaze. A faint, satisfied smile curved her lips.

She could probably smell it. Or see the slight sag in his lap.

Her voice carried across the office, calm and professional to anyone listening, but dripping with maternal ownership to him.

“Time for your first change.”


Chapter 6: Nursery Door

Soren stood slowly from his desk, the soaked diaper hanging heavy and warm between his thighs. The saturated padding sagged low, squishing audibly with every tiny movement. Warm piss sloshed gently inside the core as he took the first awkward step. The plastic shell crinkled loudly under his tailored trousers, the bulk forcing his legs into a slight, unmistakable waddle.

Thalia watched from the doorway, dark amber eyes gleaming with vicious delight. She said nothing. Just turned and began walking down the executive corridor with that unhurried predatory grace. Her hips swayed. The click of her heels echoed like a command.

Soren followed.

Each step made the wet diaper squelch and rustle. The heavy bulk swung between his legs, rubbing against his smooth, shaved skin. His cock, still rock-hard, slid slickly inside the soggy padding with every waddle. Pre-cum mixed with the cooling urine, creating a warm, sticky mess that clung to him.

Colleagues passed in the hallway. Sharp nods. Professional smiles. No one knew the razor-sharp executive was waddling behind the CEO in a piss-soaked diaper, face burning, thighs rubbing against the swollen padding.

Thalia led him past the main executive suites. Past the glass conference rooms. To a nondescript door at the far end of the wing, marked only with a subtle biometric scanner.

She pressed her palm to it. A soft chime. The door slid open silently, revealing a short, dimly lit hallway.

“Inside, baby boy.”

Soren hesitated. The wet diaper chose that moment to sag lower, a fresh squish of urine pressing against his balls. He stepped through.

The door whispered shut behind them. Thalia’s hand settled possessively on the small of his back, guiding him deeper.

Another scanner. Another door. This one opened into a completely different world.

The hidden nursery wing.

Soft pastel walls in pale blue and cream. Thick, soundproofed carpet that swallowed footsteps. The air smelled of baby powder, lavender, and warm plastic. Recessed lighting cast a gentle glow. To the left, a large padded changing table with restraints. To the right, a low crib with high bars and soft bedding. Shelves lined with diapers, powders, lotions, and colorful toys. A rocking chair big enough for two. A playpen in the corner. Hidden speakers played soft, lulling music.

Soren stopped dead. The soaked diaper crinkled loudly in the sudden quiet.

Thalia closed the distance behind him. Her breasts brushed his back as she leaned in, lips near his ear.

“Welcome to your new reality, Soren. This is where the real work happens. Where sharp executives become Mommy’s helpless little boys.”

Her gloved hand - no, she had slipped fresh latex gloves on somewhere - slid down to pat the heavy, sagging front of his diaper through his trousers. The wet padding squelched under her palm.

“Feel how full you are? That’s just the beginning.”

Soren’s breath came in shallow pants. Shame and arousal warred inside him. His cock throbbed painfully in the soggy warmth, leaking fresh spurts into the already ruined diaper.

Thalia guided him further inside. Past the changing table. Past shelves stacked with thicker nighttime diapers, onesies, and pacifiers. She stopped at the large picture window that overlooked the city - but one-way glass. No one could see in.

“Strip from the waist down.”

He obeyed with trembling fingers. Trousers and boxers slid down. The soaked diaper came into full view - yellowed front, sagging heavily, leg cuffs darkened with urine. The plastic gleamed wetly. The crinkle was louder now, unobstructed.

Thalia circled him slowly, drinking in the sight. Her bronze cheeks flushed with dark pleasure.

“Waddling like a toddler in your first wet diaper. Look at that sag. You really flooded it, didn’t you? Couldn’t hold it like a big boy.”

Soren’s face burned. He stood there in his dress shirt and tie, naked from the waist down except for the bulky, piss-heavy diaper. Legs forced apart by the bulk. Cock outlined clearly against the swollen padding.

Thalia stepped closer. Her latex-covered hand cupped the front, squeezing gently. Warm urine squelched between her fingers. She rubbed slowly, pressing the wet mess against his throbbing erection.

“Such a good baby for using your diaper at your desk. Mommy’s so proud.”

A broken moan escaped his throat. His hips rocked forward involuntarily, grinding into her touch. The soggy padding made wet, filthy sounds with every movement.

She led him to the center of the room, right under a soft overhead light. A wide, padded mat lay on the floor. She guided him down onto it on his back. The wet diaper squished loudly as his ass settled onto the mat.

Thalia knelt beside him, coat open now, full breasts straining against the burgundy dress. She produced a fresh pair of black latex gloves and snapped them on with deliberate slowness.

“Let’s get you cleaned up before playtime. But first…”

She pressed a button on the wall. Soft nursery rhymes began playing from hidden speakers, the volume low and lulling.

Soren lay there, chest heaving, staring up at the ceiling painted with faint clouds and stars. The soaked diaper clung heavily to him, warm in the center, cooler at the edges. Every breath made it rustle.

Thalia untaped the first tab with a loud rip. Then the second. The front of the diaper fell open, releasing a wave of warm, urine-scented air. His cock sprang up, slick and glistening with piss and pre-cum. Smooth balls hung heavy. The entire groin area was reddened slightly from the wetness, baby-smooth skin shining.

She used warm wipes from a warmer - slow, thorough strokes. Cleaning every fold. Lifting his cock to wipe underneath. Spreading his cheeks to clean the mess from between them. The wipes were cool and soothing against the irritated skin.

Soren whimpered softly at the gentle care. His cock jerked with every touch.

“So messy already,” Thalia murmured lovingly. “And this is only the first wetting. Imagine how full you’ll get when Mommy makes you mess too.”

She powdered him generously again. The sweet scent filled the nursery. Her gloved hands rubbed it deep into his skin, massaging his cock and balls until he was panting and leaking fresh pre-cum onto his powdered belly.

But she didn’t diaper him again. Not yet.

Instead, she helped him to his feet. Naked from the waist down, cock bobbing hard and desperate. She led him around the nursery, showing him every detail.

The crib with its locking top. The playpen filled with soft blocks and rattles. The shelf of pacifiers in every size. A large bottle warmer. Stacks of diapers in varying thicknesses - daytime, nighttime, extra-absorbent.

Soren waddled behind her on shaky legs, bare feet sinking into the soft carpet. His erection wouldn’t go down. The nursery air felt cool on his smooth skin. Every glimpse of the thick diapers made his stomach flip with terrifying need.

Thalia stopped in front of a large mirror mounted on one wall.

“Look at yourself, baby boy.”

He did. Sharp jaw. Cold gray eyes. Tailored dress shirt and tie above. Naked, hairless cock and balls below. The nursery reflected behind him like a fever dream.

Thalia stood behind him, taller in her heels, one latex hand resting on his hip.

“This is who you are now. When the door to this wing closes, the executive disappears. Only my baby remains.”

She turned him gently and guided him toward the padded changing table.

But she didn’t put him on it yet.

Instead, she opened a low drawer and pulled out a soft, colorful pacifier on a ribbon. She pressed it to his lips.

“Suck.”

He resisted for half a second. Then the rubber nipple slipped between his teeth. Sweet. Soothing. His cheeks hollowed as he suckled instinctively.

Thalia’s smile widened, dark and satisfied.

“Good boy.”

She walked him around the room a little longer, letting him explore on wobbly legs while he nursed on the pacifier. His cock bobbed with every step. The nursery felt warmer now, safer, more dangerous.

Finally, she stopped in the center again. Her hand slid down to stroke his leaking cock slowly, teasingly.

“You’ve been such a brave boy today. Wetting your first diaper at your desk. Following Mommy without complaint.”

Soren whimpered around the pacifier. His hips rocked into her latex grip.

Thalia leaned in close, amber eyes locking onto his.

She locks the door. Playtime begins.


Chapter 7: Changing Table

Soren stood in the center of the hidden nursery, naked from the waist down, cock bobbing hard and leaking. The pacifier still nestled between his lips, his cheeks hollowing around the rubber nipple in soft, rhythmic sucks. Thalia’s latex-gloved hand stroked his erection with slow, teasing pulls, spreading the slick pre-cum along the smooth, shaved shaft.

“Up on the table, baby boy,” she murmured, voice velvet and steel. “Mommy needs to change that messy diaper properly.”

His legs felt weak as he climbed onto the wide vinyl-covered changing table. The surface was warm, slightly padded, with raised edges and soft restraints dangling from the sides. He lay back, the cool vinyl kissing his bare ass and back. His cock stood straight up, flushed dark, a thin string of pre-cum stretching from the tip to his powdered belly.

Thalia rolled the tray closer. Fresh wipes in the warmer. Baby oil. Thick white cream. The large bottle of powder. And a stack of pristine new diapers - thicker than the first, with extra padding in the seat and a faint baby-blue print visible on the landing zone.

She peeled the pacifier from his mouth with a wet pop. “Open your legs wide for Mommy.”

Soren obeyed, knees falling apart. The position exposed everything - his smooth cock, heavy balls, and the still-damp crease of his ass. Shame burned through him, hot and relentless, even as his erection twitched visibly under her gaze.

Thalia snapped on a fresh pair of black latex gloves, the sharp sound echoing in the quiet nursery. She untaped the sodden diaper slowly, one loud rip at a time. The front panel fell open with a heavy, wet slap. Warm, urine-soaked air rose in a thick wave. The padding was yellowed, swollen, sagging heavily between his spread thighs. His cock lay nestled in the mess, slick and glistening.

“Look at this soggy disaster,” she cooed, voice dripping with maternal satisfaction. “You really emptied yourself, didn’t you? Sitting at your big important desk like a helpless little baby flooding his pants.”

Soren’s face flushed crimson. He turned his head to the side, unable to meet her amber eyes.

Thalia lifted his legs together by the ankles, raising his ass off the table. The soaked diaper slid out from under him with a loud, squelching crinkle. She folded it neatly and set the heavy bundle aside, the plastic still gleaming with wetness.

Now he lay completely exposed on the vinyl, legs held high, hole and cock on full display.

She reached for the warm wipes. The first one pressed between his cheeks - gentle, thorough. She cleaned every inch of his smooth skin, wiping away the remnants of urine. Cool and soothing. Then higher, around his balls, lifting them carefully to clean underneath. Finally, his cock. She wrapped the wipe around the shaft and stroked slowly from base to tip, squeezing out the last drops.

Soren whimpered. His hips jerked. Fresh pre-cum welled at the slit.

“So sensitive after your first wetting,” Thalia praised softly. “Mommy’s going to make sure you’re all clean and dry before we put you back in something nice and thick.”

She discarded the used wipes and grabbed more. This time she spread his cheeks wider, the latex fingers parting him intimately. The wipe circled his tight hole, pressing lightly, cleaning every fold. He gasped at the contact, cock jumping hard against his belly.

Another wipe for his inner thighs. Slow circles. Then back to his cock. She cleaned it meticulously, stroking the full length again and again until he was panting, hips rocking up into the touch.

“Such a good boy for Mommy,” she whispered. “Lying here so open and ashamed while I clean up your accident.”

When every trace of urine was gone, she reached for the baby oil. A generous squirt into her gloved palm. The scent mixed with the powder already in the air - sweet, intimate, humiliating.

She warmed it between her hands, then poured it directly onto his groin. Thick, golden drops slid down his shaft, over his balls, and into the cleft of his ass. Her fingers followed, massaging the oil deep into his smooth skin. Slow, firm strokes along his cock. Rolling his balls gently. One slick finger tracing circles around his hole, pressing just enough to make him clench and moan.

Soren’s breathing turned ragged. The pacifier was back between his lips without him realizing - she had slipped it in while he was lost in the sensation. He suckled hard, hips rolling shamelessly now.

Thalia smiled, dark pleasure flashing in her amber eyes. “Feel how smooth you are? No more big-boy hair. Just baby skin that needs constant care.”

She wiped away the excess oil with a soft cloth, then reached for the thick barrier cream. White and rich. She scooped a generous amount and spread it liberally over his cock and balls, coating every inch in a protective layer. Her fingers worked it into the crease of his ass, circling his hole again, pressing the cream inside just a fraction.

Soren moaned around the pacifier. His cock ached, straining, the head shiny with oil and cream.

Finally, she reached for the fresh diaper. She unfolded it with a loud, crisp crinkle. The new one was noticeably thicker - extra padding in the crotch and rear, wider tapes, a soft inner lining that promised even more absorption. She slid it under his raised hips, centering the bulky pad perfectly beneath his ass.

The plastic backing whispered against the vinyl table.

She lowered his bottom onto the diaper. The fresh padding cradled him - soft, cloud-like, impossibly thick. His oiled and creamed cock rested against the front panel as she brought it up between his legs.

Thalia took her time smoothing the diaper over his groin. She molded the thick material around his erection, pressing it flat against his belly. The padding compressed his balls snugly. She ran her hands over the front repeatedly, feeling the bulk, adjusting the fit so every inch was snug and secure.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Nice and padded for my little boy.”

The tapes came next. Loud rips filled the nursery as she peeled them open one by one. First the right side - pulled tight, pressed down firmly with a loud crinkle. Then the left. Lower tapes followed, cinching the leg cuffs snug around his thighs. The diaper swelled out dramatically between his legs, forcing them apart in that unmistakable baby waddle.

Soren lay there, chest heaving, freshly diapered and throbbing. The new padding felt heavier, more restrictive, more infantile than the first. Every tiny shift produced a loud, clean crinkle that echoed off the nursery walls.

Thalia admired her work, running both latex hands over the puffy front and the thick seat. She squeezed, feeling the give of the extra padding. Then she reached for something small from the tray - a tiny, smooth silicone plug, no larger than her thumb, with a flared base and a hidden vibrating bullet inside.

She held it up so he could see. Slicked it generously with more baby oil.

Soren’s eyes widened around the pacifier. His hole clenched instinctively.

Thalia parted his legs wider, pressing the thickly padded crotch of the diaper down and aside just enough. One gloved finger circled his oiled hole again, then pressed inside - slow, gentle, opening him. She added a second finger, scissoring carefully, stretching the tight ring while her other hand stroked the front of his diaper in firm, rhythmic presses.

When he was panting and pushing back against her fingers, she withdrew them and pressed the small plug against his entrance.

“Relax for Mommy.”

The plug slid in smoothly, the flared base settling snugly against his hole. It nestled deep inside him, small but unmistakable. A faint click sounded as she activated the lowest setting.

A gentle, constant vibration hummed to life inside him, buzzing against his prostate.

Soren’s back arched off the table. A muffled cry escaped around the pacifier. His cock surged hard against the thick diaper padding, leaking fresh pre-cum into the clean lining.

Thalia smiled, dark and possessive, as she pulled the diaper back into place and sealed the final tapes even tighter.

She slips something small and vibrating inside him before taping.


Chapter 8: Pacifier And Bottle

Soren lay on the vinyl changing table, freshly powdered and taped into the thick overnight diaper. The extra padding swelled heavily between his spread thighs, forcing his legs apart in a permanent baby sprawl. The small vibrating plug nestled deep inside him hummed steadily on its lowest setting, a constant, teasing buzz against his prostate that made his cock throb helplessly against the soft inner lining.

Thalia stood beside the table, her latex gloves discarded. She held the large, adult-sized pacifier in one hand - the same one he had suckled earlier, now attached to a soft pink ribbon.

“Pacifier training begins now, little one,” she said softly, voice rich with maternal command. “Big boys use words. Babies use this. And you are going to learn to love it.”

She pressed the rubber nipple to his lips. Soren turned his head slightly, the last stubborn spark of resistance flickering. The thick diaper crinkled loudly under the movement.

Thalia’s free hand dropped to the front of his diaper and pressed firmly, rubbing slow circles over the bulky padding. The plug’s vibration intensified for a single heartbeat, sending a sharp jolt through him.

“Open.”

His lips parted. The thick silicone nipple slid inside, filling his mouth. Sweet. Slightly chewy. He closed around it instinctively and began to suckle. Soft, rhythmic pulls. The ribbon draped across his cheek.

“Good boy,” Thalia praised, stroking his hair back from his forehead. “That’s it. Suck nice and steady. Mommy wants to see those cheeks hollow every time.”

She adjusted the vibration again - still low, but pulsing now in time with his sucks. Every pull on the pacifier sent a matching throb through the plug buried in his ass. His cock leaked steadily into the fresh padding, creating a warm, slippery spot against the thick material.

Thalia watched him for long minutes, amber eyes dark with pleasure. The nursery filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of suckling mixed with the constant soft crinkle of the overnight diaper every time his hips twitched.

“Such a natural,” she murmured. “Look at you. Sharp executive reduced to sucking a pacifier while your thick diaper crinkles and a little plug buzzes inside your bottom. You’re already learning.”

She let him suckle while she prepared the bottle. A large glass bottle with a wide nipple, filled with warm formula. She tested the temperature on her wrist, then shook it gently. The liquid looked creamy, slightly yellowish, with a faint sweet scent.

“Time for your bottle, baby boy.”

Thalia helped him sit up on the edge of the changing table, then guided him down onto the soft nursery carpet. She settled into the large rocking chair and patted her lap.

“Come here.”

Soren waddled over on shaky legs, the thick diaper sagging heavily between his thighs with every step. Loud, rhythmic crinkles accompanied him. The plug buzzed deeper with the movement. He climbed awkwardly into her lap, the bulky padding compressing as he settled against her warm body.

Thalia cradled him like an infant, one arm supporting his head, the other holding the bottle. His head rested against the soft swell of her breasts. The pacifier was gently removed, leaving his lips wet and slightly swollen.

“Open wide for Mommy’s bottle.”

The large nipple pressed between his lips. Warm formula flooded his mouth - thick, sweet, slightly metallic. He tried to turn away, but her hand held his jaw firmly.

“Drink. All of it. Babies need their formula to grow soft and dependent.”

He swallowed. The liquid slid down his throat in heavy gulps. Thalia rocked the chair slowly, the motion making the diaper crinkle rhythmically against her thigh. She tilted the bottle higher, forcing him to suck harder. Formula leaked from the corners of his mouth, dribbling down his chin onto his dress shirt.

“Messy baby,” she cooed, wiping his chin with a soft cloth. “That’s okay. Mommy will clean you up later.”

The bottle drained steadily. Soren’s belly began to feel full, warm and heavy. The formula settled low, pressing against his bladder. The vibrating plug continued its relentless hum, keeping his cock rock-hard and trapped inside the thick overnight padding. Every swallow made the plug feel bigger, deeper.

Halfway through, Thalia paused to burp him. She sat him upright on her lap, one hand rubbing firm circles on his back while the other pressed lightly on the front of his diaper. The crinkling grew louder as she patted and rubbed. A small, involuntary burp escaped him around the bottle nipple when she offered it again.

“Good boy. Such a good little nurser.”

She resumed feeding. The last third of the bottle went down faster. Soren’s eyes grew heavy, the combination of warmth, rocking, suckling, and the constant buzzing inside him pulling him into a strange, submissive haze. His bladder ached now, the fresh formula adding urgent pressure.

When the bottle was finally empty, Thalia set it aside and cradled him closer. She slipped the pacifier back between his lips.

“Suck while Mommy holds you.”

He did. Slow, deep sucks. The plug pulsed in perfect rhythm. His diaper felt even thicker now, the overnight padding swelling slightly as his body adjusted to the heavy liquid inside.

Thalia rocked him for a long time, one hand idly stroking the front of his diaper in slow, possessive circles. The plastic shell crinkled softly under her palm. She pressed just enough to make the wet spot from his leaking cock spread wider.

“You’re doing so well, Soren,” she whispered against his hair. “Fighting it less already. Soon you won’t even remember what it felt like to be in control.”

His suckling grew slower, more instinctive. The nursery lights dimmed slightly on their own, casting everything in a soft, dreamy glow. The vibrating plug kept him on edge - aroused, full, helpless.

Thalia’s hand slid up from his diaper to the buttons of her blouse. One by one, she began to undo them, revealing smooth bronze skin and the deep valley between her full breasts.

Her blouse begins to open. Real milk is next.


Chapter 9: Mommy's Milk

Soren lay cradled in Thalia’s lap in the oversized rocking chair, the thick overnight diaper crinkling softly with every slow rock. His belly felt bloated and heavy from the full bottle of warm formula, pressing uncomfortably against the padded front. The pacifier remained lodged between his lips, his cheeks working in steady, rhythmic sucks while soft nursery music played in the background.

Thalia’s blouse hung open now, the deep burgundy fabric parted to reveal her full, heavy breasts. Her bronze skin glowed under the soft nursery lights. Dark nipples, already pebbled and glistening with a faint bead of milk at the tips, stood out proudly.

“Time for real milk, baby boy,” she whispered, voice thick with dark hunger. “Mommy’s going to feed you properly.”

She shifted him higher in her arms, guiding his head toward her left breast. The pacifier stayed in his mouth for a moment longer before she gently pulled it free, a thin string of saliva stretching between his lips and the rubber nipple.

“Open.”

Soren’s lips parted. The warm, firm nipple brushed his mouth. He hesitated, the last shred of his old self screaming in protest. Thalia’s hand cupped the back of his head, pressing him forward firmly.

The nipple slid between his lips. Warm milk flooded his tongue - sweet, rich, slightly thicker than the formula. Real. Hers.

He suckled instinctively. The first pull drew a low, throaty moan from Thalia. Her free hand stroked his hair, then slid down to press against the front of his thick diaper.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Drink Mommy’s milk. Good boy. Such a hungry little baby.”

Soren’s eyes fluttered half-closed as he nursed. The milk flowed steadily with every deep suck. His belly, already full from the bottle, grew even tighter, the pressure building low and insistent. The thick padding of the overnight diaper cradled his rock-hard cock, the smooth shaved skin hypersensitive against the soft lining.

Thalia began to rock the chair more deliberately. Her hips rolled slowly, pressing her warm core against his thigh. The fabric of her dress rode up as she straddled his leg, grinding down with deliberate, needy movements. The heat of her pussy radiated through the thin material, damp and eager.

She rode his thigh harder while he continued nursing, her breath coming in short, hungry gasps. Milk leaked from the corner of his mouth, dribbling down his chin onto her breast. She didn’t wipe it away. Instead, she moaned louder, hips rocking faster, the wet sounds of her arousal mixing with the rhythmic crinkle of his diaper and the wet suckling noises.

“Fuck… yes, baby. Suck harder. Mommy’s going to come on her little boy’s leg while you drink.”

Soren whimpered around her nipple, the sound muffled and pathetic. His own cock throbbed painfully inside the bulky padding, leaking steadily into the fresh material. The fullness in his belly made every rock of the chair send uncomfortable pressure through his gut, but the shame only made him harder.

Thalia’s hand slipped between them, pressing firmly on the front of his diaper, rubbing the thick padding against his trapped erection in time with her grinding. The plastic shell crinkled loudly under her palm. Her hips moved faster, slick sounds growing wetter as she chased her pleasure.

“Mmm… such a good nursing boy. Feel how wet Mommy is for you? All because her baby is drinking so nicely.”

She pinched her other nipple, sending a fresh spurt of milk into his mouth. Soren swallowed greedily, the taste flooding him, making his head spin. His free hand clutched at her side, fingers digging into the fabric of her dress as he suckled harder, cheeks hollowing with effort.

Thalia’s grinding turned frantic. Her thighs clenched around his leg, the heat and wetness soaking through. She rode him with raw need, breasts heaving, dark amber eyes half-lidded in pleasure.

“Oh… fuck… yes - ”

Her body tensed. A sharp cry escaped her as the orgasm crashed through her. Her hips bucked hard against his thigh, grinding down in desperate circles while she came. Milk spurted stronger into his mouth from the force of her climax. She shuddered, moaning long and low, the sound raw and possessive.

Soren kept suckling through it all, his own cock aching desperately inside the crinkling diaper. The fullness in his belly bordered on painful now, the combination of formula and milk leaving him cramped and bloated.

Thalia finally slowed her movements, breathing hard, a satisfied flush coloring her bronze cheeks. She looked down at him with dark, glowing eyes, still holding his head to her breast.

“Such a perfect little nurser,” she praised softly, stroking his hair. “Drinking Mommy’s milk while she rides you to orgasm. You’re going to be so addicted to this.”

She switched him to her other breast without warning, the nipple still leaking. He latched on again, suckling more slowly now, exhausted and overwhelmed. The thick diaper continued to crinkle with every tiny shift of his body in her lap. His belly gurgled softly, the pressure building.

Thalia rocked him gently once more, letting him nurse in peace while her hand idly rubbed the front of his padded crotch. The plug inside him remained quiet for now, but the constant fullness and the warm milk made everything feel heavier, more inevitable.

She leaned down, lips brushing his ear while he continued to suck.

The plug inside him begins to buzz.


Chapter 10: Buzzing Under Padding

Soren sat at his glass desk on the forty-second floor, the thick overnight diaper taped snugly under his tailored trousers. The extra padding forced his thighs apart in a subtle but constant waddle when he walked. Now, seated, the bulky material compressed heavily beneath him, the soft inner lining cradling his smooth, shaved cock and the small vibrating plug buried deep in his ass.

The plug had started buzzing again the moment he returned from the nursery.

Low. Insistent. A steady hum against his prostate that made his cock throb and leak into the fresh padding. Pre-cum soaked a warm spot against the thick crotch panel. Every tiny shift in his chair produced a muffled crinkle that echoed in his ears like a dirty secret.

His first meeting of the afternoon began via video call. Three regional directors stared back at him from the large monitor. Soren kept his face cold and sharp, voice clipped and professional as he reviewed quarterly projections.

Inside, the plug buzzed harder.

He clenched his jaw. The vibration intensified in slow waves, pulsing against that sensitive spot until his cock jerked violently inside the diaper. A fresh spurt of pre-cum flooded the padding. The thick material swelled slightly, growing warmer and slicker around his trapped erection.

“Mr. Voss, your thoughts on the Southeast expansion?”

Soren cleared his throat, forcing his voice steady. “Proceed with the revised timeline. We absorb the delay by reallocating - ”

The plug surged to a higher setting. Sharp, relentless buzzing. His hips twitched involuntarily. The diaper crinkled loudly under the desk. He gripped the edge of the table, knuckles whitening, while his cock throbbed on the edge of release.

He didn’t come. The vibration dropped back to a teasing hum the instant he neared the brink.

Thalia.

She was watching. Controlling. Edging him remotely from her suite while he tried to sound like the ruthless executive everyone feared.

The meeting dragged on. Soren answered questions with clipped precision, but sweat beaded at his temples. His bladder, still full from the heavy formula and Mommy’s milk, pressed insistently against the thick padding. The plug kept buzzing in unpredictable patterns - long steady hums, short sharp bursts, then silence that left him aching and desperate.

By the end of the first call his cock was painfully hard, the front of the diaper visibly tented under his trousers if anyone looked closely. A large wet spot of pre-cum darkened the inner lining.

He barely had time to breathe before the second meeting started. This one in-person. Two senior analysts sat across from him in his office, tablets open, discussing cost optimizations.

Soren leaned back in his chair, trying to look relaxed. The thick diaper crinkled with the movement. The plug buzzed to life again, stronger this time. A deep, rolling vibration that made his prostate sing and his balls draw up tight.

He shifted. Crinkle-crinkle. The analysts didn’t seem to notice, but he felt every rustle like a spotlight on his shame.

“Quarterly margins are still projected at - ”

The buzzing spiked. His voice faltered for half a second. Pleasure shot up his spine. His cock pulsed hard, leaking steadily into the already damp padding. He was so close. Right there. The vibration held him on the razor edge, throbbing, aching, but never letting him tip over.

One analyst glanced at him curiously. Soren forced a cold smile.

“Seventeen point eight percent,” he finished, voice rougher than intended.

The plug dropped again. He exhaled shakily, thighs trembling under the desk. The heavy diaper felt even bulkier now, warm and swollen from constant leaking. His bladder throbbed in protest, but he didn’t dare excuse himself. Thalia’s rules burned in his mind.

No bathroom. Use the diaper.

The second meeting ended. Soren barely registered the handshakes. The moment the door closed, the plug surged again - this time a merciless, fluttering pattern that made his eyes roll back for a moment.

He gripped his desk, breathing through his nose. The thick padding muffled the wet sounds of his leaking cock, but the crinkling grew louder as his hips rocked involuntarily in the chair.

Third meeting. Conference call with legal. Dry, technical discussion about contract language.

Soren tried to focus. The plug had other plans. It buzzed in long, building waves, climbing higher and higher until he was right there - cock straining, balls tight, prostate pulsing wildly. He bit the inside of his cheek hard enough to taste blood.

Just as he was about to lose control, the vibration stopped completely.

He sagged in his chair, panting softly. The diaper was a soaked, sticky mess inside - pre-cum everywhere, the thick padding heavy and warm between his spread thighs. His bladder ached fiercely now, the pressure from all the liquid he’d been forced to drink earlier demanding release.

But the plug stayed quiet.

For ten agonizing minutes.

Then it buzzed back to life on the lowest setting, keeping him hard and desperate while he finished the call with a voice that sounded almost normal.

When the screen finally went dark, Soren slumped forward, forehead resting on his clasped hands. His entire body trembled. The thick diaper crinkled with every shaky breath. His cock remained painfully erect, denied three times, leaking continuously into the swollen padding.

The intercom on his desk chimed softly.

Thalia’s voice, calm and warm, filled the office.

“Excellent work today, baby boy. Mommy is very proud of how well you held it together while your little plug played inside you.”

Soren’s cock jerked at her words.

She continued, “Tomorrow will be even more fun. I’ve just booked the full boardroom for the quarterly strategy session. Ten o’clock sharp. The entire executive team will be there.”

She books a full boardroom meeting for tomorrow.


Chapter 11: Boardroom Humiliation

Soren stood at the head of the long mahogany boardroom table, laser pointer in hand, the quarterly strategy presentation glowing on the massive screen behind him. Ten executives filled the leather chairs - sharp suits, colder eyes, all watching the razor-edged COO who never missed a beat. His own tailored charcoal suit looked flawless from the outside. Underneath, the thick overnight diaper bulged noticeably between his thighs, the extra padding forcing a slight, permanent waddle he prayed no one noticed.

The vibrating plug nestled deep inside him had been silent all morning.

Until now.

Thalia sat at the far end of the table, statuesque in deep crimson, midnight chignon perfect, dark amber eyes locked on him with predatory calm. Her finger rested lightly on the small remote hidden in her lap.

The presentation slide clicked to the next chart.

Soren opened his mouth to speak.

The plug exploded to maximum.

A brutal, relentless buzz slammed into his prostate like a live wire. His knees nearly buckled. The thick diaper crinkled loudly under his trousers as his hips jerked forward involuntarily. A hot spike of pleasure shot straight to his cock, which surged instantly hard against the padded front.

“Q-quarterly projections show - ”

His voice cracked. The vibration didn’t let up. It throbbed in powerful, unceasing waves, grinding against that sensitive gland without mercy. Pre-cum flooded the inner lining of the diaper in thick, continuous spurts. The heavy padding grew warm and slick between his legs.

Every executive stared at him, waiting.

Soren gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white. The bulky diaper compressed heavily as he shifted his weight, the plastic shell rustling audibly in the quiet boardroom. He prayed the sound was lost under the low hum of the projector.

“ - a twelve percent increase in EBITDA if we streamline the supply chain by - ”

The plug intensified even further, fluttering wildly now, hammering his prostate in rapid pulses. His cock throbbed violently inside the swollen padding, leaking so much that the front of the diaper felt sodden and heavy. His bladder, already full from the morning bottle and lingering milk, spasmed in protest. A tiny hot spurt of piss escaped before he could clench, soaking instantly into the absorbent core.

Crinkle. Crinkle.

He tried to keep his posture rigid, cold gray eyes scanning the room as if nothing was wrong. But sweat beaded on his forehead. His voice grew rougher, breathier.

Thalia watched him with a faint, knowing smile. She didn’t blink. Her thumb pressed the remote again.

The vibration switched to a deep, rolling rhythm that made his balls draw up tight and his vision blur at the edges. Pleasure coiled viciously low in his gut. He was right there - teetering on the edge of a shattering orgasm while standing in front of the entire executive team.

One of the VPs asked a question about risk assessment.

Soren swallowed hard, trying to form words. His thighs trembled. The thick diaper sagged between his legs, warm and heavy with pre-cum and the small accidental wetting. Every tiny shift produced a soft, soggy crinkle that seemed deafening to him.

“Risk… mitigated by diversifying suppliers across three regions,” he managed, voice strained. His free hand dropped briefly to adjust his jacket, hiding the obvious tent in his trousers where the bulky padding pushed outward.

Thalia’s smile deepened. She twisted the remote.

Maximum again. Brutal. Unrelenting.

Soren’s hips bucked once, hard. The diaper crinkled sharply. A low, broken groan almost escaped before he bit it back. His cock pulsed wildly, right on the brink. One more second and he would have come - shooting thick ropes of cum into the thick diaper right there in the boardroom while everyone watched.

The vibration dropped to a low, teasing hum at the last possible instant.

He gasped softly, chest heaving. The executives shifted in their seats, exchanging confused glances. Someone cleared their throat.

Soren forced his coldest, sharpest expression. “Questions?”

No one spoke for a long moment. Thalia’s amber eyes burned into him from the end of the table, dark with vicious maternal pleasure. She knew exactly how close he had been. How close he still was.

The meeting dragged on for another forty agonizing minutes. Thalia kept the remote active the entire time - edging him mercilessly with unpredictable patterns. High. Low. Fluttering bursts. Long, steady throbs that made his prostate ache and his cock leak endlessly into the now-saturated padding.

By the time the final slide appeared, Soren’s legs were shaking. The thick diaper felt massive and obvious between his thighs - swollen, warm, squishy with pre-cum and the small wetting he couldn’t fully control. His suit jacket barely concealed the bulky outline. Every step back to his chair would be a loud, humiliating waddle.

Thalia stood gracefully as the meeting adjourned.

“Thank you, Mr. Voss. Excellent presentation as always.”

Her voice was perfectly professional. Her eyes promised ruin.

The executives filed out, nodding respectfully. The moment the last one disappeared down the corridor, Thalia crossed the room with predatory grace. She stopped directly in front of him, close enough that her breasts brushed his chest.

Her hand slid down and cupped the heavy, sodden front of his diaper through his trousers. She squeezed firmly. The wet padding squelched audibly.

“So close, baby boy,” she whispered, lips brushing his ear. “Leaking and desperate in your thick diaper while trying to sound like a big important man. Mommy is so proud of how hard you fought not to come in front of everyone.”

Soren whimpered softly, hips rocking into her touch despite himself. The plug still hummed low inside him, keeping him right on the edge.

Thalia took his wrist in a firm grip.

She drags him straight to the nursery afterward.


Chapter 12: Messy Surrender

Soren stumbled into the hidden nursery on shaky legs, dragged by Thalia’s firm grip on his wrist. The thick, cum-soaked diaper sagged heavily between his thighs, every step producing a loud, soggy crinkle that echoed off the pastel walls. His cock still throbbed inside the warm, sticky padding, denied release through the entire boardroom presentation. The vibrating plug continued its low, teasing hum deep in his ass, keeping him right on the aching edge.

Thalia locked the nursery door behind them with a decisive click. She turned, dark amber eyes glowing with vicious maternal hunger.

“On the changing table, baby boy. Now.”

Soren climbed onto the vinyl surface with trembling arms. The thick diaper compressed wetly under his weight, squelching as he lay back. His belly felt bloated and tight from the earlier feedings, a low, ominous pressure already building deep in his gut. The formula and milk sloshed uncomfortably inside him.

Thalia wasted no time. She peeled off his suit jacket and shirt, leaving him in nothing but the massively swollen diaper and his dress socks. Then she fastened the wide leather restraints around his wrists and ankles, buckling them tight to the corners of the table. His arms stretched above his head. His legs were pulled apart and secured, spreading him wide and helpless.

The position left the bulky, piss-and-cum-filled diaper completely exposed. The front was visibly tented and darkened. The seat sagged low between his spread cheeks.

Thalia stepped back and slowly unbuttoned her blouse, letting it fall open to reveal her full bronze breasts. She hiked her skirt up around her waist, revealing she wore no panties - her smooth, slick pussy already glistening with arousal. She pulled a tall stool close to the table and sat down, legs spread, one hand drifting between her thighs.

“Time for your first messy diaper, little one,” she purred, fingers circling her swollen clit slowly. “Mommy’s going to watch every second while you fill that thick padding like the helpless baby you are.”

Soren’s eyes widened. “Thalia - please, I can’t - ”

A sharp slap landed on the front of his diaper. The wet padding squelched loudly.

“You will. Your belly is full of Mommy’s milk and formula. It’s time to let go. No holding. No fighting. Just push and mess like a good little boy.”

The vibrating plug suddenly surged higher, buzzing aggressively against his prostate. The stimulation made his cock jump and leak fresh pre-cum into the already ruined diaper. At the same time, the pressure in his gut intensified into sharp, rolling cramps.

Soren whimpered, hips twitching against the restraints. His belly gurgled loudly, audible in the quiet nursery. A deep, heavy cramp seized him. He clenched desperately, face burning with shame.

Thalia moaned softly, two fingers sliding into her wet pussy as she watched him struggle. “That’s it. Fight it. Make it harder for yourself. Mommy loves seeing her proud executive squirm.”

Another cramp hit, stronger this time. His hole fluttered around the buzzing plug. The need to push grew unbearable. Sweat broke out across his chest. His cock remained rock-hard, trapped and throbbing in the soggy padding.

“I… I can’t do this,” he gasped, voice cracking.

“You can and you will.” Thalia’s fingers pumped faster inside herself, her thumb rubbing tight circles over her clit. Her bronze cheeks flushed dark with arousal. “Push, baby. Fill your diaper for Mommy. Let me hear it. Let me see it.”

A massive cramp tore through his belly. Soren’s back arched off the table as much as the restraints allowed. His hole clenched one final time, then surrendered.

The first hot, soft mess pushed out against the buzzing plug. A loud, wet crackle filled the nursery as the thick log began to coil into the seat of the diaper. The padding expanded outward, the plastic shell stretching with a series of sharp, humiliating crinkles.

Soren moaned brokenly around the shame, face crimson. The mess kept coming - soft, warm, heavy - filling the back of the diaper in heavy, mushy waves. The vibrating plug made everything worse, pressing the mess deeper and spreading it across his smooth cheeks with every pulse.

Thalia’s eyes rolled back slightly as she fingered herself harder, watching the seat of his diaper visibly bulge and sag. “Oh fuck… yes. Look at that. My big strong boy messing himself like a toddler. Push harder. Empty everything into your diaper for Mommy.”

Another powerful cramp. More mess flooded out in a long, squelching push. The diaper grew heavier, the seat ballooning noticeably between his spread thighs. The warm, mushy load spread upward toward his balls, the thick padding no longer able to contain it all neatly. The scent - earthy, humiliating - rose slowly in the warm nursery air.

Soren’s cock pulsed wildly. The combination of the vibrating plug, the overwhelming fullness, and the sheer degradation pushed him right to the edge again. He was going to come from messing his diaper while his boss masturbated to the sight.

Thalia moaned louder, fingers plunging wetly into her dripping pussy. “Such a messy baby. Feel how full your diaper is getting? All that warm mush pressing against your little hole. You’re never going back to being clean after this.”

The final wave hit. Soren cried out, hips jerking against the restraints as the last heavy, soft load pushed out in a long, uncontrollable rush. The diaper sagged heavily, the seat massively swollen and lumpy, the plastic stretched tight over the huge mess. The mush spread everywhere - between his cheeks, up the back, even slightly forward to smear against his balls.

He lay there panting, tears of shame and unwanted pleasure stinging his eyes. The thick, messy diaper clung to him like a warm, filthy embrace. Every tiny twitch made the load shift and squish obscenely inside the padding. The plug continued buzzing, keeping his denied cock throbbing desperately.

Thalia brought herself to a shuddering orgasm right then, thighs clamping around her hand as she cried out in raw pleasure. Her juices glistened on her fingers when she finally pulled them free, breathing hard, eyes never leaving the massively swollen, messy diaper between his legs.

She stood slowly, still flushed and glistening, and stepped closer to the changing table. Her hand reached out to pat the heavy, lumpy seat of the diaper, pressing the warm mess firmly against his skin.

“Perfect,” she whispered, voice thick with satisfaction. “My baby’s first real messy diaper. So full and disgusting. And you’re going to stay in it for a while.”

Soren whimpered helplessly, the mush squelching loudly under her touch.

She reaches for the restraints and spreader bar.


Chapter 13: Restrained And Edged

Soren lay spread-eagled on the vinyl changing table, wrists and ankles already locked in thick leather cuffs. The massive, messy diaper sagged heavily between his spread thighs, the seat bulging obscenely with the warm, soft load he had just been forced to push out. The thick mush pressed warmly against his smooth cheeks and balls, shifting with every tiny twitch. The vibrating plug still hummed low inside him, keeping his cock rock-hard and leaking inside the ruined padding.

Thalia stood beside the table, blouse still open, full bronze breasts heaving from her recent orgasm. Her dark amber eyes gleamed with cruel maternal delight as she reached for the spreader bar.

“Time to open my baby even wider,” she murmured.

She attached the cold metal bar between his ankle cuffs, ratcheting it wider until his legs were forced obscenely apart. The messy diaper stretched tight across his groin, the lumpy seat flattening slightly under the tension. The position left him completely helpless - ass slightly lifted, hole and bulging padding fully exposed.

Next came the handcuffs. She replaced the wrist restraints with heavy steel handcuffs, locking them to rings mounted on the sides of the table. His arms stretched out to the sides, chest open, body arched and vulnerable.

Soren tested the bonds once. The leather and steel held firm. The messy load squelched loudly inside the diaper with the small movement. Shame burned hot across his face.

Thalia smiled slowly. She snapped on fresh black latex gloves, the sharp sound cutting through the nursery.

“Look at you,” she cooed, running one gloved hand over the swollen, lumpy front of his diaper. “Spread wide like a little whore in your own filthy mess. Cock still dripping because you can’t help how much you love being degraded.”

She pressed her palm firmly against the front padding, rubbing slow circles. The mush in the seat shifted and squished audibly. Soren moaned, hips trying to buck but held immobile by the spreader bar.

Thalia reached down and peeled the front tapes open with two loud rips. The heavy, urine-and-cum-soaked front panel fell away, releasing a wave of warm, musky air. His cock sprang free - angry red, slick with pre-cum, veins pulsing. The plug remained buried deep, still buzzing softly.

She wrapped her latex fingers around his shaft and began to stroke. Slow. Deliberate. Perfect pressure from base to swollen tip, spreading the slickness.

Soren gasped, head falling back against the padded table. “Please… Mommy…”

The word slipped out before he could stop it.

Thalia’s eyes flashed with dark triumph. “There it is. My baby is learning to beg.”

She stroked faster, thumb swirling over the sensitive head on every upstroke. His balls tightened, drawn up tight against the base of his cock. The messy load in the back of the diaper squelched with every involuntary clench of his hole around the plug.

Just as his orgasm began to crest, she stopped. Hand frozen around the base, squeezing hard enough to block the release.

Soren cried out in frustration, hips straining uselessly against the spreader bar. The messy diaper crinkled and squished loudly.

Thalia laughed softly, low and throaty. “Not yet, little one. Mommy decides when her baby comes. And you haven’t earned it.”

She waited until his breathing slowed, then started again. Slower this time. Teasing strokes that kept him right on the edge but never pushed him over. Her free hand reached between his spread legs and pressed two gloved fingers against the seat of the diaper, squishing the warm mess firmly against his hole and the base of the plug.

The filthy sensation - hot mush smearing across his most private skin - made his cock jump wildly in her grip.

“Feel that?” she whispered, leaning close so her breasts brushed his chest. “All that soft, stinky mess you made for Mommy. You’re lying in your own filth while I play with your desperate little cock.”

She edged him again. And again. Five times. Ten. Each time bringing him right to the brink with perfect, merciless strokes, then stopping cold. His cock wept pre-cum in thick strands that dripped onto his powdered belly. His balls ached with the need to empty. Tears of frustration and overwhelming pleasure leaked from the corners of his eyes.

The messy diaper grew warmer and messier as fresh sweat and pre-cum mixed with the load. Every denied orgasm made his hole clench harder around the buzzing plug, squishing the mush deeper between his cheeks.

Thalia masturbated herself twice while edging him, fingers plunging into her soaked pussy as she watched his face contort with need. Her moans filled the nursery, raw and possessive.

By the twelfth edge, Soren was babbling.

“Please… Mommy… I need to come… please let me come in my messy diaper… I’ll be good… I’ll mess more… anything…”

Thalia smiled, dark and satisfied. She stroked him faster now, bringing him right to the edge once more. His cock swelled impossibly harder in her latex grip. His balls drew up tight. His entire body tensed, spread wide and trembling on the table.

She leaned down, lips brushing his ear.

“Not today, baby boy.”

Her hand released his cock completely the instant before he would have exploded.

Soren screamed in denial, hips jerking wildly against the bonds. The spreader bar rattled. The messy diaper squelched and crinkled violently. His cock bobbed angrily in the air, purple and dripping, denied at the last possible second.

Thalia stepped back, breathing hard, her own arousal glistening on her thighs. She reached for a fresh diaper from the shelf - noticeably thicker than the last, with extra heavy padding in the seat and crotch, designed for overnight and heavy messing.

She unfolded it with a loud, crisp crinkle, the plastic backing gleaming under the nursery lights.

She tapes him into an even thicker diaper without letting him finish.


Chapter 14: Onesie Lock

Soren lay spread-eagled and trembling on the changing table, cock still throbbing angrily in the cool nursery air. The massive, messy diaper sagged heavily beneath him, the warm mush squelching with every desperate twitch of his hips. His balls ached. His prostate buzzed from the plug. Tears of frustration streaked his sharp cheeks.

Thalia stood over him, latex gloves shining, a cruel maternal smile on her full lips. She had just denied him for the final time, leaving his cock leaking and purple, untouched and desperate.

“Poor baby,” she cooed. “So close, yet still so far. But Mommy has something special for her denied little boy tonight.”

She reached for the thick new diaper she had unfolded earlier. This one was monstrous - extra-absorbent overnight padding, double the bulk of the previous one, with reinforced tapes and a tall waistband. The plastic backing crinkled loudly as she slid it under his raised ass, the fresh, clean padding contrasting sharply with the filthy, sagging mess still taped around his waist.

Thalia untaped the ruined diaper slowly, one loud rip at a time. The heavy front panel fell open with a wet slap, releasing a thick wave of piss, cum, and mushy mess into the air. The seat was a disaster - lumpy, stained, heavily swollen. She folded the disgusting bundle and set it aside without comment, her amber eyes drinking in his shame.

Warm wipes cleaned him methodically. She lifted his legs high, wiping every trace of mess from between his cheeks, around his hole, under his balls, and along the throbbing length of his cock. The plug was removed with a wet pop, leaving him empty and clenching. More wipes. Baby oil. Thick barrier cream rubbed deep into his smooth skin until he glistened.

Then the powder. Generous clouds of sweet talc rained down, coating his cock, balls, and ass. Thalia’s gloved hands massaged it in thoroughly, stroking his desperate erection with slow, teasing pulls that brought him right back to the edge again before she stopped.

She centered the new mega-thick diaper beneath him and brought the front up between his legs. The padding was enormous - puffy, cloud-soft, and impossibly bulky. It forced his thighs wide apart the moment she pressed it against his groin. His cock was pinned flat against his belly under the heavy material.

Four heavy tapes ripped loudly as she sealed him in. Tight. Secure. The diaper swelled out dramatically between his legs, the crotch so thick he couldn’t close his thighs even slightly. The seat felt like a pillow of padding, ready to contain anything.

Soren whimpered at the sheer size of it. The crinkle was deafening.

Thalia wasn’t finished.

She reached into a locked cabinet and pulled out a pale blue ABDL onesie. Soft cotton on the outside, but reinforced with hidden plastic lining inside. Snaps ran from crotch to neck. The garment looked deceptively innocent - printed with tiny white stars and a small embroidered teddy bear on the chest.

“Arms up, baby.”

She slid the onesie over his head and down his torso. The fabric stretched tight over his lean chest and arms. Then came the hardest part. She lifted his legs one by one, working the thickly padded diaper through the leg holes. The bulky mass barely fit. She had to tug and stretch the cotton, forcing the snaps to align.

Snap. Snap. Snap.

Each plastic click locked the onesie shut around the massive diaper. The garment compressed the padding, making it bulge even more obscenely between his legs and around his ass. The crotch snapped tight, pressing the heavy diaper firmly against his still-hard cock and sensitive hole. The onesie hugged his body like a second skin above the waist, but below it ballooned dramatically, the thick padding impossible to hide.

Thalia ran her hands over the result, squeezing the padded crotch possessively. The onesie crinkled loudly under her palms.

“Perfect. My little baby all locked in for the night. No way to touch that desperate cock. No way to remove your diaper. Just thick, safe padding and a cute onesie to keep you contained.”

She helped him sit up. The onesie pulled tight across his chest while the diaper sagged heavily between his spread thighs, forcing an exaggerated waddle even while seated. Every movement produced a constant, noisy crinkle that filled the nursery.

Thalia guided him toward the large crib in the corner. The wooden bars were tall and sturdy, with a locking top rail. Soft pastel sheets waited inside, along with a small pillow and a thin blanket.

“In you go, little one.”

Soren climbed awkwardly over the railing, the massive diaper making every motion clumsy and loud. He lay down on his back. The thick padding compressed under his weight, pushing his legs apart. The onesie stretched taut over the bulge, the teddy bear on his chest looking absurd against his sharp adult features.

Thalia raised the crib rail with a heavy clunk and locked it into place with a small key. She clicked a second lock on the top rail, sealing the entire crib shut.

“There we are. My baby safe and sound in his crib for the night. No escaping. No big-boy privileges. Just you, your thick messy-ready diaper, and your cute locked onesie.”

She reached through the bars and slipped the large pacifier back between his lips. Soren suckled instinctively, cheeks hollowing as the rubber filled his mouth.

Thalia dimmed the overhead lights until only a soft night-light remained, casting gentle shadows across the nursery. She leaned close to the crib bars, her voice a warm, possessive whisper.

She dims the light. Tomorrow the outside world sees your secret.


Chapter 15: Client Lunch Crinkle

Soren stood in the nursery, locked inside the pale blue ABDL onesie, the massive overnight diaper bulging obscenely between his legs. The thick padding forced his thighs wide apart and made every shift produce a loud, constant crinkle. The onesie snapped tight at the crotch, compressing the heavy bulk and pressing it firmly against his still-hard cock. Thalia had released him from the crib only minutes ago, but the night’s denial still burned in his balls.

She held up his charcoal suit. “Arms in, baby boy. Time to dress my little secret for the outside world.”

He slid his arms into the crisp shirt and jacket. Thalia buttoned him carefully, smoothing the fabric over the onesie. The trousers were the real challenge. She worked them up his legs, stretching the waistband over the enormous diaper. The material strained, the thick padding creating a noticeable bulge at the front and seat. The crotch sat low and heavy, the onesie’s snaps clearly outlined under the thin wool if anyone looked too closely.

Thalia stepped back and admired him. “You look almost normal. Almost. But every time you move, that thick diaper is going to crinkle loud enough for Mommy to hear across the table.”

She slipped a small remote into her purse and patted the front of his trousers. “And this stays on maximum sensitivity today. Be a good boy at lunch.”

The car ride to the upscale restaurant was torture. Soren sat in the back seat beside Thalia, the massive diaper squishing and crinkling with every bump in the road. The onesie kept the padding locked tight against his skin. His cock stayed half-hard, trapped and leaking into the soft inner lining.

They arrived at the private dining room. Three important clients waited - two older men and a sharp-eyed woman from a major European firm. Handshakes. Professional smiles. Soren took his seat at the round table, the thick diaper compressing heavily beneath him with a loud, muffled crinkle that made his stomach drop.

Thalia sat directly across from him, serene and elegant in a tailored black dress. Her dark amber eyes never left his face.

The appetizers arrived. Soren tried to focus on the conversation - mergers, valuations, quarterly forecasts. His voice stayed sharp at first. But under the table, the remote in Thalia’s lap clicked on.

The vibrating plug she had re-inserted before leaving the nursery buzzed to life inside him - low at first, then steadily climbing. It pressed directly against his prostate through the thick layers of diaper and onesie. His cock surged fully hard, leaking steadily into the padding.

He shifted in his chair. Crinkle-crinkle. The sound seemed deafening to him. One of the clients glanced over curiously. Soren forced a tight smile and continued speaking about risk mitigation.

Thalia’s thumb moved again. The vibration intensified, pulsing in strong, rhythmic waves. Pleasure shot up his spine. His thighs clenched around the bulky diaper, making the plastic shell rustle louder. Pre-cum soaked the front of the overnight padding in warm, slippery patches.

“Mr. Voss, your thoughts on the regulatory hurdles?” one client asked.

Soren swallowed hard. “We’ve modeled three scenarios. The most conservative projects a - ”

The plug surged to maximum. His voice faltered mid-sentence. A hot flush crawled up his neck. His cock throbbed violently inside the thick, crinkling prison. Another involuntary shift sent a loud, unmistakable crinkle through the quiet dining room. The client woman raised an eyebrow.

Thalia smiled sweetly and took a sip of wine. “Please continue, Soren. You were saying?”

He tried. The words came out strained, breathy. The plug hammered his prostate without mercy, keeping him right on the edge while he discussed multimillion-dollar deals. His bladder, already full from the morning bottle, began to ache. The heavy diaper pressed warmly against his skin, the onesie holding everything snug and humiliating.

Every time he reached for his water glass, the movement made the diaper crinkle loudly. The clients pretended not to notice, but the woman’s gaze kept drifting to his lap with subtle curiosity.

Thalia kept the remote active the entire lunch. She edged him mercilessly - bringing the vibration to a fever pitch during his most important points, then dropping it to a teasing hum whenever he got too close to coming. His cock leaked continuously, the front of the diaper growing warm and heavy. The seat padding swelled slightly as a few desperate spurts of piss escaped during a particularly strong pulse.

By the time dessert arrived, Soren was sweating. His voice had grown hoarse. The thick diaper felt massive and obvious between his legs, the onesie’s tight snaps digging into his hips. The constant crinkling accompanied every small movement - crossing his legs, leaning forward, even breathing too deeply.

The clients praised the meeting as they stood to leave. Handshakes again. Soren rose carefully, the bulky diaper forcing an awkward, padded waddle that he tried to disguise as confident stride. The loud crinkle as he moved made the woman client tilt her head slightly.

Thalia placed a possessive hand on the small of his back, guiding him out of the restaurant. In the elevator down to the car, she leaned close, lips brushing his ear.

“You did so well, baby boy. Mommy heard every single crinkle. And so did they. I wonder what they’re thinking right now about their sharp young executive.”

Back in the car, the plug continued its low teasing hum all the way to the office tower. Soren sat in silence, face burning, the massive diaper soggy and heavy between his thighs.

The moment they stepped into the hidden nursery wing and the door locked behind them, Thalia turned to him with dark, glowing eyes.

She pushed him gently against the wall, one hand cupping the enormous, crinkling bulge in his trousers.

Back in the nursery she promises the final stages.


Chapter 16: Breaking Point

Soren lay on his back in the nursery crib, the locking top rail clicked shut above him. The thick overnight diaper sagged heavily between his spread thighs, warm and swollen from the messy load he had been forced to push out during the long car ride back from the client lunch. The pale blue ABDL onesie stretched tight across his chest and snapped snugly around the massive padding, the teddy bear on his front looking absurd against his tear-streaked face.

Thalia stood beside the crib, fresh latex gloves on, the used diaper already folded and sealed in a scented disposal bag. She had just finished the long, intimate change - wiping every trace of the soft, warm mess from his smooth skin, powdering him generously, and taping him into an even thicker diaper. The new one was monstrous, designed for total overnight dependency, its bulk forcing his legs wide apart even while lying down.

The vibrating plug had been removed for the change but now sat re-inserted, humming on a low, constant setting that kept his cock half-hard and leaking into the fresh padding.

Soren stared up at the soft nursery ceiling, chest heaving. Something inside him finally cracked.

A single sob escaped first - raw, broken, nothing like the controlled man he used to be. Then another. Tears spilled hot down his sharp cheekbones, soaking into the pillow beneath his head. His shoulders shook. The thick diaper crinkled loudly with every ragged breath.

“I… I can’t do this anymore,” he whispered, voice cracking. “I’m not… I’m not strong enough.”

Thalia reached through the bars and stroked his hair gently, her touch tender and possessive. “Shh, baby. Let it out. Mommy’s here.”

The word “Mommy” hit him like a physical blow. He had used it before in the heat of edging and desperation, but never like this. Never with his whole chest caving in.

He turned his face into the pillow and cried harder. Deep, wrenching sobs that shook his entire body. The onesie pulled tight across his chest with every gasp. The heavy diaper shifted and squelched softly between his legs, a constant reminder of what he had become.

“I used to run meetings. I used to make people afraid of me,” he choked out between sobs. “Now I’m… I’m wetting and messing in diapers at work. Crinkling in front of clients. Leaking into padding while I try to sound professional. I’m pathetic.”

Thalia’s hand never stopped stroking his hair. “You’re not pathetic, sweet boy. You’re finally honest. All that armor you wore… it was exhausting you. Mommy saw it. Mommy knows what you really need.”

Soren cried until his throat hurt. The tears kept coming - years of burnout, control, and loneliness pouring out in ugly, hiccupping waves. His cock remained hard inside the thick diaper, the contradiction only making him cry harder.

“I hate how much I need this,” he whispered. “I hate that it turns me on. I hate that I couldn’t hold it today. I hate that I want you to keep going.”

Thalia leaned closer, her voice soft and warm. “Say it, baby. Say the word you’ve been fighting.”

Soren’s lips trembled. Fresh tears spilled. His voice came out small, broken, and completely conscious for the first time.

“Mommy…”

The single word hung in the air. He repeated it, louder, voice cracking with surrender.

“Mommy… please.”

Thalia’s amber eyes softened with dark satisfaction. She unlocked the crib rail and lowered it, then helped him sit up on the edge. The thick diaper compressed heavily under his ass, forcing his legs apart in that permanent baby sprawl. The onesie bunched around the massive padding.

She pulled him into her arms, cradling his head against her full breasts. Soren buried his face there and cried harder, arms wrapping around her waist like a child.

“Good boy,” she murmured, rocking him gently. “My perfect baby boy. You don’t have to fight anymore. Mommy’s got you. Mommy owns every helpless, messy, desperate part of you now.”

He nodded against her chest, still sobbing. The admission unlocked something deep inside. The shame didn’t vanish - it burned hotter - but it mixed with a terrifying, overwhelming relief. He didn’t have to pretend anymore. Not here. Not with her.

Thalia held him for a long time, letting the tears run their course. When the sobs finally quieted into shaky breaths and sniffles, she wiped his face with a soft cloth and slipped the large pacifier between his lips.

He suckled instinctively, eyes red and puffy, cheeks flushed.

“That’s my good baby,” she praised softly. “Crying in your thick diaper after messing yourself in front of clients. Accepting what you are. Mommy is so proud of you.”

Soren whimpered around the pacifier, fresh tears leaking from the corners of his eyes. His cock throbbed steadily inside the clean, powdery padding, the plug humming gently. The heavy diaper felt comforting now in its bulk - safe, contained, owned.

Thalia rocked him a little longer, then eased him back down onto the crib mattress. She raised the rail and locked it once more, sealing him inside the wooden bars.

She stood there for a moment, watching him suckle with wet, glassy eyes, the massive diaper bulging between his legs under the onesie.

Then she turned to the locked cabinet on the far wall and opened it.

She brings out the final permanent contract.


Chapter 17: Cumming In Plastic

Soren lay strapped inside the nursery crib, the locking top rail secured above him. The triple-thick night diaper hugged his body like a heavy, crinkling prison. Three layers of maximum-absorbency padding had been taped around his waist and crotch, swollen and puffy, forcing his legs wide apart in a permanent baby sprawl. The pale blue ABDL onesie was gone - replaced by nothing but the massive diaper and the leather restraints that held his wrists to the sides of the crib and his ankles spread to the foot rail. The vibrating plug sat buried deep inside him, already humming on a low, teasing setting.

Thalia stood beside the crib, her burgundy dress unbuttoned to the waist. Her full, heavy breasts hung free, dark nipples already beaded with milk. She lowered the side rail just enough to lean over him, one breast brushing his lips.

“Open for Mommy, baby boy.”

Soren’s mouth parted instantly. The warm, firm nipple slipped between his lips. He latched on with a desperate, hungry suckle. Rich, sweet milk flooded his tongue. He moaned around the nipple, eyes fluttering half-closed as the first deep pulls drew more milk into his already full belly.

Thalia smiled down at him, dark amber eyes glowing with possessive hunger. Her free hand reached between his spread legs and pressed firmly on the front of the triple-thick diaper. The plastic shell crinkled loudly under her palm.

“Good boy. Nurse while Mommy makes you cum in your plastic.”

She clicked the remote.

The plug surged from teasing to brutal. It buzzed hard and fast against his prostate, sending violent pulses of pleasure through his entire groin. Soren’s cock, already trapped and leaking inside the thick padding, surged to full, aching hardness. The heavy layers of diaper compressed around it, squeezing the throbbing shaft in soft, absorbent heat.

He suckled harder, milk spilling from the corners of his mouth as his hips tried to buck against the restraints. The triple-thick diaper crinkled and rustled with every desperate twitch. The padding grew warmer and slicker as pre-cum poured from him in thick strands.

Thalia rocked the crib gently, one hand still pressing and rubbing the bulky front while he nursed. “That’s it. Drink Mommy’s milk while your little cock leaks into all that padding. You’re going to cum for me, baby. Over and over. Ruined right into your night diaper like the helpless little boy you are.”

The first orgasm hit without warning.

The plug hammered his prostate in relentless waves. Soren’s eyes rolled back. A muffled cry vibrated around Thalia’s nipple as his cock pulsed hard inside the thick diaper. Hot, thick ropes of cum erupted from him, soaking instantly into the inner lining. The heavy padding drank it up greedily, swelling slightly as spurt after spurt pumped out. The plastic shell crinkled loudly with each contraction of his balls.

Thalia moaned softly, pinching her free nipple as she watched his face contort in forced pleasure. “Good boy. First one already. Feel it soaking into your diaper? That’s Mommy’s milk and your cum mixing together inside your plastic prison.”

She didn’t turn the plug off. It kept buzzing at full strength. Soren’s cock stayed rock-hard, oversensitive, trapped in the warm, cum-soaked layers. He whimpered around her breast, trying to pull away, but she held his head firmly in place.

“Again,” she whispered. “Mommy wants more.”

The second orgasm built faster. His prostate sang under the merciless vibration. Milk continued to flow down his throat in heavy swallows. His belly gurgled, full and tight. The triple-thick diaper squished wetly as his hips jerked against the straps.

He came again. Harder this time. A broken sob escaped around the nipple as his cock jerked and spurted, adding fresh loads of cum to the already saturated padding. The warmth spread through the crotch, making the heavy diaper even heavier between his spread legs. The plastic crinkled nonstop, loud and filthy.

Thalia’s breathing grew ragged. She ground her thighs together, clearly aroused by the sight of her once-powerful executive reduced to nursing and cumming helplessly in a crib.

“Third one, baby. Give Mommy another.”

She increased the vibration to its highest setting. The plug became a relentless hammer inside him. Soren’s eyes widened. Tears leaked from the corners as the third orgasm crashed through him almost immediately. His cock pulsed weakly now, shooting thinner, ruined spurts into the soggy mess of the triple-thick diaper. The padding was drenched - cum, milk leaking from his mouth, and the constant dribble of piss he could no longer fully control.

Still the plug didn’t stop.

Fourth orgasm. Weaker. Ruined. His cock twitched and leaked rather than spurted, the pleasure bordering on pain. Soren cried openly now, milk running down his chin, body shaking in the restraints. The diaper had become a warm, squelching swamp between his legs, the triple layers swollen to their absolute limit.

Thalia finally eased the vibration down to a low, throbbing hum that kept him hard and twitching but prevented another immediate peak. She switched breasts, offering the second nipple. Soren latched on desperately, suckling through his tears while she stroked the massively swollen front of his diaper.

“Look at this soggy, cum-filled disaster,” she murmured lovingly. “My sharp executive, strapped in a crib, nursing at Mommy’s tit while he ruins load after load into his night diaper. You’re never going to be dry again, baby. Never going to be in control again.”

She kept him there for nearly an hour. Nursing. Plugged. Edged and forced through two more weak, ruined orgasms that left his cock raw and his diaper a heavy, sagging wreck. Every spurt was accompanied by loud, wet crinkling and the soft, rhythmic sounds of his suckling.

When his body finally went limp, trembling and spent, Thalia gently detached him from her breast. Milk glistened on his swollen lips. His eyes were glassy, red-rimmed, completely broken open.

She leaned down and kissed his forehead.

“One signature left. Permanent.”


Chapter 18: Diapers Forever

Soren lay completely naked in the nursery crib, the locking top rail raised and secured above him. The only thing covering his body was the final supreme diaper - thicker than any before it, a massive, pillow-like creation of ultra-absorbent padding designed for permanent, total dependency. The white plastic shell gleamed under the soft night-light, printed with faint pastel stars. The crotch was so bulky it forced his legs into a wide, helpless V. His smooth, shaved cock rested trapped against his lower belly beneath the heavy front panel.

Thalia stood beside the crib, the permanent contract folder open in one hand, a sleek black pen in the other. Her dress was gone. She wore only a sheer black lace bra that barely contained her full breasts, already leaking faint beads of milk. Her dark amber eyes burned with victorious maternal hunger.

“Last chance to be a big boy,” she whispered, though they both knew there was no chance at all. “Sign, and you belong to Mommy forever. Diapers. Regression. Complete ownership. No escape. No adult underwear ever again.”

Soren’s chest rose and fell rapidly. His cock was already rock-hard inside the supreme padding, leaking steadily. Tears still glistened on his lashes from the previous chapter’s breakdown, but his eyes were clear now - defeated, aroused, and utterly surrendered.

He nodded once, small and shaky.

Thalia lowered the side rail. She climbed carefully into the crib, straddling his waist so her warm, wet pussy rested directly on the thick, crinkling front of the supreme diaper. The plastic compressed under her weight with a loud, obscene crinkle.

She brought her left breast to his mouth.

“Nurse while you sign, baby boy.”

Soren latched on instantly. Warm, sweet milk flooded his tongue. He suckled deep and greedy, cheeks hollowing with every pull. Thalia moaned softly, grinding her slick folds slowly against the bulky diaper front, using the thick padding to rub her clit.

With her free hand she placed the contract on the small tray attached to the crib bars, right beside his head. The final page lay open. The permanent clause stared up at him in crisp black ink:

“I, Soren Voss, hereby surrender all remaining autonomy. I consent to permanent age regression, total incontinence, and lifelong ownership by Thalia Vale as my Mommy. I will wear diapers every day for the rest of my life. I will never again use a toilet as an adult. I accept all disciplinary, sexual, and maternal protocols without limit.”

Thalia clicked the pen and pressed it into his trembling right hand.

“Sign it while you drink Mommy’s milk and cum in your final big-boy orgasm.”

She reached down between their bodies and tore open the front tapes of the supreme diaper with two loud rips. The heavy front panel fell away, exposing his throbbing, leaking cock to the cool nursery air. The back half of the diaper remained taped snugly under his ass, the padding still cradling his balls and the base of the plug that hummed steadily inside him.

Thalia wrapped her warm hand around his shaft and began to stroke - slow, firm, perfect. At the same time she rolled her hips, grinding her soaked pussy harder against the exposed padding and his lower belly.

Soren moaned loudly around her nipple. Milk spurted stronger into his mouth as he suckled harder, the taste flooding him while pleasure exploded through his cock.

Thalia stroked faster. “Sign, baby. Sign while Mommy jerks you off into your permanent diaper.”

His hand shook violently. The pen scratched across the paper in jagged, desperate strokes. He managed his first initial.

The plug suddenly surged to maximum. Brutal vibration slammed into his prostate. His hips jerked. Milk ran down his chin. His cock swelled impossibly harder in Thalia’s grip.

Another signature line. His name began to form in shaky letters.

Thalia leaned down, voice husky and commanding. “You’re never wearing big-boy pants again. Never sitting on a toilet like a man. Every morning, every meeting, every night - you’ll be in thick, crinkly diapers for Mommy. Say it with your cock.”

Soren pulled off her nipple just long enough to gasp, “Diapers… forever… Mommy…” Then he latched back on, suckling frantically as tears of overwhelming pleasure and surrender streamed down his face.

Thalia pumped his cock faster, thumb swirling over the slick head on every upstroke. The plastic of the open diaper crinkled wildly beneath them. Her own arousal coated the padding as she rode the thick bulk.

“Last line, baby boy. Sign your life away while you cum for Mommy.”

The orgasm hit like a freight train.

Soren’s entire body seized. A raw, broken cry vibrated around Thalia’s breast as his cock erupted in her hand. Thick, powerful ropes of cum shot out in violent spasms, splattering across his own smooth belly, the open diaper, and Thalia’s stroking fingers. The pleasure was shattering - white-hot, endless, forced from the deepest part of his surrendered soul.

He kept signing through the orgasm. The pen scratched wildly across the final signature line as cum kept pumping from him in heavy, messy spurts. His balls contracted again and again, emptying everything into the moment of total submission.

Thalia moaned loudly, grinding her clit hard against the cum-smeared padding until she came with him, her thighs shaking, pussy pulsing against the supreme diaper.

When the last weak spurt finally dribbled from his oversensitive cock, Thalia gently took the pen from his limp fingers. She inspected the document, smiling with dark, possessive joy at the shaky but complete signature.

“Perfect.”

She folded the front of the supreme diaper back into place. The warm, sticky cum smeared across his skin and the inner lining as she aligned the heavy padding perfectly over his spent cock and balls.

One by one, she sealed the tapes.

Loud. Final. Irreversible.

The tapes seal. There is no going back.

Still craving more? 

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

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

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

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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