
        
            
                
            
        

    
Padded Promotion

A Dark Sissy ABDL Erotica Story of Blackmail, Forced Feminization, and Nursery Regression


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Knowing Stare

Soren adjusted the cuff of his charcoal Tom Ford suit, the fabric whispering against his wrist like a lover’s secret. The corner office on the 47th floor gleamed with late-afternoon light, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the glittering city below. On his glass desk, the quarterly report glowed on dual monitors - numbers so pristine they could have been carved by a surgeon’s scalpel. Revenue up seventeen percent. Margins fat and obscene. His team had bled for these figures, and he had made them bleed beautifully.

He was untouchable.

At twenty-eight, Soren Voss commanded respect the way other men begged for it. Sharp-featured, angular jaw set in perpetual calculation, dark wavy hair swept back with just enough product to look effortless. Women in the building whispered about him. Men feared the quiet precision of his voice when he dismantled a rival’s strategy in the boardroom. No one knew the other Soren - the one who locked his apartment door at night, dimmed the lights, and sank into the filthiest corners of the internet. The one who slid into satin panties, snapped on a thick, crinkling diaper, and stroked himself raw while watching videos of powerful men reduced to whimpering, padded babies.

That Soren stayed buried under layers of armor. Until tonight.

His intercom chimed softly.

“Mr. Voss, Ms. Zara requires your presence in her office immediately.”

Soren’s lips curved. Zara Vale. Thirty-six, flawless, and the only person in the building whose authority he respected without resentment. She had hired him three years ago, watched him climb, and now presided over the entire division like a queen on a throne of quarterly filings. He straightened his tie and strode out, shoes clicking against polished marble.

Zara’s office occupied the entire north corner - larger than his, colder, more intimate in its luxury. The door was already open. He stepped inside.

She sat behind a massive ebony desk, legs crossed, one patent Louboutin dangling from her toes. Raven hair pulled into an impeccable chignon, porcelain skin glowing under the recessed lighting. Emerald eyes lifted slowly, dissecting him before he even spoke.

“Soren,” she said, voice velvet over steel. “Close the door.”

He did, the soft click echoing like a gavel.

“Impressive numbers,” he began, gesturing toward the folder he carried. “I thought you’d want to - ”

“Sit.”

The single word stopped him mid-sentence. Something in her tone - low, amused, certain - made the hairs on his nape prickle. He lowered himself into the leather chair opposite her, the fabric cool against his palms.

Zara leaned forward, fingertips brushing the edge of a sleek tablet. She tapped once. The massive screen on the wall behind her flickered to life.

Soren’s stomach dropped.

The footage was crystal clear, shot from a hidden angle in his own bedroom. There he was - naked except for the baby-pink satin babydoll that barely covered his hips, the matching lace panties pushed aside. And beneath them, a thick, white disposable diaper, tapes snug, the front already tented obscenely by his straining cock. On his laptop screen played one of his favorites: a suited executive on all fours, pacifier in mouth, while a dominant woman changed his soaked diaper and cooed about how little boys couldn’t hold it anymore.

In the video, Soren’s hand worked frantically inside the padding, the crinkle loud in the silent recording. His face - his own sharp, arrogant face - was flushed, lips parted, whispering broken pleas to the screen: “Please… make me your baby… I can’t stop…”

The real Soren sat frozen, blood roaring in his ears.

Zara let the clip play another ten agonizing seconds before pausing it on a perfect close-up of his diapered crotch, hand buried deep, a wet spot already forming where pre-cum had soaked through.

“Careful,” she murmured. “Your cock is twitching right now, just like it did then.”

He tried to speak. Nothing came out.

“I’ve known for months,” Zara continued, rising gracefully. She circled the desk like a predator, silk blouse clinging to the swell of her breasts, pencil skirt hugging hips that moved with deliberate, maternal grace. “The hidden camera was installed during the office renovation last quarter. Insurance, you might say. I review all my rising stars personally.”

She stopped directly in front of him, towering even though he was seated. One manicured nail traced the line of his jaw.

“You’re very good at pretending, Soren. Arrogant little strategist by day. Pathetic, leaking sissy baby by night. The contrast is… delicious.”

His cock - traitor that it was - hardened instantly against the confines of his tailored trousers. He could feel the dampness already seeping.

Zara noticed. Of course she did. Her emerald eyes dropped, and a slow, satisfied smile curved her lips.

“Stand up. Take off your jacket.”

He obeyed before his brain could catch up. The jacket slid from his shoulders.

“Trousers next. Shoes and socks too. Everything except your shirt and underwear.”

The command was soft, but it cracked like a whip. Soren’s hands shook as he unbuckled his belt, pushed the fine wool down his legs. His black boxer-briefs clung to the rigid outline of his erection, a small dark spot already visible at the tip.

Zara hummed in approval. “Look at that. Even now, it knows what it wants.”

She returned to her desk, opened a drawer, and withdrew a single document - thick, legal-looking, bound in black leather. She placed it in front of him along with a sleek Montblanc pen.

“This is your Regression Contract. Read it. Every clause. Then sign.”

Soren’s eyes scanned the pages, heart hammering.

It was merciless.

Full surrender of autonomy for a minimum of one year. Complete feminization protocol. Mandatory diaper dependency training. Chastity. Public risk elements. Total regression into sissy infancy under Zara’s personal supervision. Financial penalties for breach that would destroy him professionally and personally. A clause stating that any arousal, any erection, any involuntary leakage would be interpreted as enthusiastic consent and grounds for escalation.

At the bottom, in bold crimson ink: “I, Soren Voss, hereby renounce my adulthood and masculinity. I consent to become Zara Vale’s permanent sissy ABDL property, to be reshaped, padded, and broken until I beg for the nursery as my only home.”

His cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

“You can walk out right now,” Zara said, voice silk-smooth. “Destroy your career, your reputation, your future. Or you can sign, and tomorrow we begin turning that filthy little fantasy into your new reality. Slowly. Thoroughly. Until the only thing you crave is the crinkle of plastic between your legs and my voice telling you what a good baby you are.”

She stepped closer, her perfume - something expensive and faintly powdery - enveloping him. One hand slid down, cupping the soaked front of his underwear through the thin fabric. Her thumb circled the wet spot with agonizing precision.

“Feel that? Your body is already voting.”

Soren’s breath hitched. Shame burned hot in his chest, but it only made his hips jerk forward, seeking more pressure.

He picked up the pen.

His signature came out shaky but unmistakable.

Zara’s smile widened, slow and predatory. She took the document, sealed it in an envelope, and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead - almost tender.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “My sweet, secret little sissy.”

She stepped back, composure flawless once more.

“Report to my penthouse at dawn. 6:00 a.m. sharp. Nothing underneath your coat. Not a single stitch. The real changes start tomorrow.”

Soren stood there in his dress shirt and ruined underwear, cock aching, mind reeling, the weight of the signed contract settling over him like the first heavy layer of padding he would soon never escape.

Zara’s emerald eyes glittered with dark promise.

“Dismissed, baby. Go home and edge yourself thinking about what I’m going to do to you. But do not come. That privilege is mine now.”

He gathered his clothes with trembling hands and left her office, the city lights outside suddenly looking colder, sharper, and infinitely more dangerous.

Dawn was only hours away.

And Soren’s cock was still twitching.


Chapter 2: Smooth Surrender

Soren stood naked in the center of Zara’s marble bathroom, the cold tiles biting into the soles of his feet. Dawn light filtered through frosted windows, painting the space in sterile whites and soft grays. The penthouse smelled of expensive soap and something faintly clinical - antiseptic, powdery, maternal. His signed contract lay on the vanity like a death sentence wrapped in leather. Every clause burned behind his eyes.

Zara moved around him with slow, tailored grace, still dressed in a crisp ivory silk blouse and black pencil skirt, raven hair pinned perfectly. She had opened the door at exactly 6:00 a.m. without a word, simply letting her emerald gaze travel down his body as he stood there in nothing but a long wool coat. The coat was now folded neatly on a chair. He was completely exposed.

“Arms up,” she said, voice velvet command.

He obeyed, cheeks burning. His cock - already half-hard from the walk through the quiet lobby - twitched visibly in the cool air. The memory of last night’s desperate edging session, cock leaking into his palm while he replayed her words, made the traitorous organ swell further.

Zara circled him once, fingertips trailing lightly over his shoulders, down the lean muscle of his back, across the sharp cut of his hips. “Such a pretty canvas,” she murmured. “But far too much unnecessary hair for my little sissy.”

She gestured to the wide marble bench built into the shower area. “Lie back. Legs spread. Hands behind your head.”

Soren’s heart hammered as he complied, the cool stone pressing against his bare skin. His angular jaw clenched. This was happening. The ruthless strategist who closed million-dollar deals was lying naked and spread in his boss’s bathroom, cock bobbing against his stomach with every nervous breath.

Zara rolled up her sleeves with deliberate care, revealing toned forearms. She filled a porcelain bowl with warm water, added a thick, unscented shaving cream, and laid out an array of tools on a silver tray: multiple razors, a bottle of permanent depilatory cream, soothing lotion, and a small vibrating wand that made Soren’s stomach twist.

She started at his chest.

The first stroke of the razor was shockingly intimate. Warm cream spread across his pectorals, then the blade glided down in smooth, precise passes. Zara worked methodically, rinsing the razor after every few strokes, her touch clinical yet laced with unmistakable arousal. Her breathing deepened slightly each time she exposed another inch of smooth, pale skin.

Soren’s nipples tightened under the cool air. When the razor passed over one, a soft, involuntary moan escaped his lips.

“Already?” Zara chuckled softly, emerald eyes flicking to his rapidly hardening cock. “Your body knows what it needs, even if your arrogant little mind is still fighting.”

She moved lower, coating his flat stomach. The razor scraped away the thin happy trail that had once made him feel masculine. Each pass left behind baby-smooth flesh that glistened with water and cream. Soren’s cock stood fully erect now, the head flushed dark, a bead of pre-cum welling at the slit and sliding down the shaft.

Zara noticed. She paused, dipped a finger into the pre-cum, and brought it to her lips, tasting him with obvious pleasure.

“Sweet,” she said. “Desperate little sissy drool.”

He bit his lip hard enough to taste blood, but his hips lifted slightly off the marble, seeking friction that wasn’t there.

“Legs wider,” she ordered.

Soren spread his thighs, exposing everything. Zara knelt between them with graceful ease, her skirt riding up just enough to reveal the lace tops of her stockings. She lathered his balls thoroughly, the warm cream making his sac tighten and draw up. The first careful stroke of the razor along the sensitive skin made him gasp. She held his cock firmly out of the way with two fingers, the touch electric.

“Stay still, baby. I wouldn’t want to nick my new toy.”

Stroke after stroke, she denuded his balls until they were smooth and vulnerable, shining under the lights. His cock pulsed in her grip, leaking steadily now, the clear fluid mixing with shaving cream.

When she moved to his shaft itself, Soren’s breath hitched. She coated the entire length, then used short, careful passes to remove every trace of hair from base to tip. The sensation was unbearable - cool blade, warm cream, her steady hand. His cock twitched violently with every touch, the head flaring, more pre-cum oozing out in thick strands.

“Please…” he whispered, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

“Please what?” Zara asked, voice soft and mocking. “Please stop? Or please keep going until you’re completely smooth for Mommy?”

He couldn’t answer. Shame and arousal warred so fiercely that his vision blurred. Zara finished his cock and moved to the sensitive skin behind his balls, then lower, to the tight pucker of his ass.

“Lift your hips.”

He did, knees drawn up, completely exposed. She shaved the area around his hole with the same clinical precision, the blade gliding dangerously close. When she was satisfied, she applied the permanent depilatory cream to every freshly shaved inch - chest, stomach, groin, ass, even his armpits and legs. The cream tingled, promising weeks, maybe months, of silky smoothness.

While it worked, Zara stood and retrieved the small vibrating wand. She switched it on to a low setting and pressed it lightly against the underside of his smooth cock.

Soren cried out, hips bucking.

“No coming,” she warned, emerald eyes locked on his face. “This is just to help the cream set… and to remind you who owns every twitch now.”

The vibrations traveled through his shaft, making his balls draw up tight. Pre-cum flowed freely, dripping onto his newly smooth stomach. Zara moved the wand in slow circles, teasing the head, then sliding down to buzz against his perineum. His hole clenched involuntarily, the sensation shooting straight to his prostate.

He was panting now, muscles straining, fighting the rising tide. Zara watched with visible pleasure, her own nipples visibly hard beneath the silk blouse, a faint flush on her porcelain cheeks.

“Such a leaky little thing,” she cooed. “Look at you - once so commanding in the boardroom, now spread open and dripping while I make you smooth for your diapers.”

The word “diapers” made his cock jump hard against the wand. Zara smiled knowingly and increased the intensity for just a moment, then pulled it away, leaving him whimpering on the edge.

She rinsed him thoroughly with warm water, the spray from the handheld showerhead cascading over every inch of his now-hairless body. The depilatory had done its work; not a single follicle remained. His skin felt impossibly sensitive, every drop of water like a caress. When she patted him dry with a thick, warm towel, he nearly sobbed at the softness against his bare cock and balls.

Zara applied a soothing, lightly scented lotion next - baby-fresh, powdery. Her hands massaged it in everywhere, lingering on his chest, his smooth thighs, cupping his balls and stroking his still-rigid cock with slick, lotion-covered palms until he was shaking, hips thrusting uselessly into her grip.

“Tomorrow the cage and first padding arrive,” she whispered, leaning close so her breath ghosted over his ear. “Resistance is already pointless.”

Soren lay there on the marble, body glistening and smooth as a newborn’s, cock throbbing desperately, mind fracturing under the weight of what he had signed away. The arrogant executive was gone. In his place lay a hairless, leaking, utterly exposed sissy, already aching for whatever came next.


Chapter 3: Caged in Lace

Soren’s skin still burned with hypersensitive memory as he stood completely naked in Zara’s private dressing room. The morning light poured through tall windows, illuminating every inch of his newly smooth body. No trace of hair remained anywhere - his chest, his underarms, his legs, his cock and balls, even the tight cleft of his ass - all of it silky, baby-soft, and tingling as though every nerve ending had been stripped bare and rewired. The lotion Zara had rubbed in earlier made him glisten faintly, the faint powdery scent clinging to him like a humiliating promise.

Zara moved with her usual slow, predatory grace, still dressed in her crisp power suit, raven hair flawless. She opened a locked drawer in the built-in wardrobe and withdrew a small, ornate box. Inside, nestled on pink satin, lay the chastity cage - hot pink, gleaming, impossibly small. Delicate steel bars curved into a tight, girlish shape, with a matching pink heart-shaped lock.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered softly.

Soren obeyed, jaw clenched, his smooth cock already betraying him by twitching upward at the sight of the device. The cool air kissed his denuded skin, making his balls draw up tight.

Zara approached, her emerald eyes drinking in his vulnerability. One manicured hand cupped his smooth sac, gently rolling the hairless orbs until he gasped.

“Such pretty little girl parts now,” she murmured. “No more pretending to be a man.”

She produced a small bottle of lubricant and squeezed a generous amount onto her palm. The cool gel made Soren hiss as she coated his cock and balls thoroughly, her fingers stroking with clinical detachment that somehow felt more intimate than any lover’s touch. His shaft responded instantly, swelling to full, aching hardness despite the shame flooding his chest. Pre-cum beaded at the tip and dripped in a thin, silvery strand.

Zara tsked softly. “Naughty thing. Already leaking for its cage.”

She worked quickly but methodically. First, she fitted the tight pink ring behind his balls, snapping it closed with a soft click that sent a jolt through him. The ring squeezed just enough to be constant, unignorable pressure. Then came the cage itself - cold steel sliding over his straining erection. She pressed the head down firmly, forcing the swollen shaft to bend and shrink into the confining tube. Soren whimpered as the bars dug in, compressing his cock into a humiliatingly small, girlish package. The tip of his cock pressed desperately against the slotted end, still leaking.

With a final, decisive motion, Zara threaded the pink heart-shaped lock through the hasp and clicked it shut.

The sound was tiny, but it echoed like a prison door slamming.

Soren stared down in horror and helpless arousal. His once-proud cock was now trapped in bright pink steel, the heart lock dangling prettily. The cage was so small that even full erection was impossible - his flesh strained painfully against the bars, the head flushed dark and glistening with trapped pre-cum that had nowhere to go.

Zara stepped back to admire her work, lips curving in visible satisfaction. “Look at that. My little sissy’s clitty all locked away. No more big-boy orgasms for you. Only ruined leaks and desperate begging from now on.”

She gave the cage a light flick with her fingernail. The sharp sensation made Soren’s knees buckle slightly, a broken moan escaping his lips.

Next came the lingerie.

Zara selected each piece with deliberate care, laying them out on the velvet chaise like sacred relics. First, a pair of delicate pink lace panties - barely there, with a silky crotch panel that would cradle his caged cock. She held them open for him.

“Step in, baby girl.”

Soren’s face burned crimson as he lifted one smooth leg, then the other. The lace whispered up his hairless thighs, settling snugly over the pink cage. The fabric was so fine it did nothing to hide the obvious bulge of his locked clitty, the heart lock clearly visible through the sheer material.

Next, a matching pink lace bra - push-up style with delicate bows. Zara fastened it around his chest, adjusting the straps so the cups framed his smooth pectorals like budding breasts. She gave each nipple a firm pinch through the lace, making them pebble instantly.

Then came the garter belt - white satin with pink ribbon accents and six dangling straps. Zara wrapped it around his narrow waist, fastening it at the back. She rolled sheer white stockings up his smooth legs, the nylon whispering against newly sensitive skin. Each stocking clipped into place with tiny satisfying snaps. The sensation of being slowly encased in feminine finery made Soren’s caged cock throb violently, the bars biting into his trapped flesh.

Zara added a sheer pink babydoll top that floated just below his navel, the hem trimmed in delicate lace. It did nothing to conceal the garters or the humiliating pink cage peeking through the panties.

Finally, she produced a small plug - no, not yet the vibrating one, but a tiny jeweled butt plug with a pink heart-shaped base. She lubed it generously and pressed it against his smooth hole.

“Breathe out, princess.”

Soren gasped as the plug stretched him open, sliding in with a soft pop. The heart base nestled perfectly between his cheeks, a constant, shameful fullness that made his caged clitty leak even more into the lace.

Zara stepped back, circling him slowly. “Now the suit.”

She helped him into his usual tailored charcoal suit, but everything felt different now. The crisp shirt brushed against his lace bra and sensitive nipples. The trousers slid over the stockings and garters, the fabric whispering against nylon. The jacket concealed the babydoll, but the panties and cage were trapped tight against his skin, the plug shifting with every movement. His socks and shoes went on last, hiding the stockings, but he knew they were there - silky, feminine, secret.

When he was fully dressed, Zara turned him toward the full-length mirror.

The man in the reflection looked exactly like the ruthless executive who had dominated boardrooms yesterday. Sharp suit, impeccable hair, angular jaw set in determination. But underneath - underneath was pure sissy. Pink lace, locked clitty, garters, plug, smooth hairless skin. The contrast made Soren’s knees weak.

Zara stood behind him, her hands resting possessively on his hips. She pressed a soft kiss to the side of his neck.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “My secret little girl, all dressed up for the office like a proper executive. No one will know what’s hidden beneath that expensive suit. Only you and I will know how badly your locked clitty is dripping into those pretty panties.”

She reached around and gave the front of his trousers a gentle squeeze, feeling the hard outline of the cage through the wool. Soren moaned, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

Zara’s voice dropped to a velvet murmur against his ear. “The first diaper waits in the office. You will ask for it like a good girl.”

Soren’s breath caught, the words sinking deep into his core. His caged cock pulsed painfully against its pink prison, leaking steadily into the delicate lace. The plug shifted as he trembled. The contract, the shaving, the lingerie, the cage - all of it was real now. Irreversible.

He was going to the office like this.

And by the end of the day, he would have to beg his boss - his Mommy - to put him in his very first diaper.

Zara smiled at their reflection, emerald eyes gleaming with dark maternal satisfaction.

“Time to go to work, baby girl.”


Chapter 4: First Crinkle

Soren’s legs felt unsteady as he followed Zara down the private executive corridor toward her personal washroom. The office hummed with its usual mid-morning energy - phones ringing, keyboards clacking, assistants hurrying past with tablets - but beneath his impeccable charcoal suit, the world had already shifted into something humiliating and intimate. Every step made the sheer stockings whisper against his smooth thighs, the garter straps tugging gently. The pink lace panties cradled his caged cock like a cruel embrace, the heart-shaped lock pressing insistently against the fabric. The tiny jeweled plug nestled deep between his cheeks shifted with each movement, a constant, teasing fullness that made his trapped clitty leak steadily into the delicate lace.

His skin still tingled from the morning’s shaving, every inch hypersensitive. The lace bra rubbed his nipples raw with every breath. He kept his face professionally blank, nodding curtly to a passing colleague, but inside he was unraveling. The signed contract burned in his memory. The cage clicked softly with each step, a tiny metallic reminder of his new reality.

Zara walked ahead with her usual slow, tailored grace, raven hair in its impeccable chignon, emerald eyes calm and commanding. She didn’t glance back once. She didn’t need to. She knew he would follow.

They reached the private executive washroom attached to her corner office - a luxurious space of black marble, gold fixtures, and soft lighting designed for discreet power meetings. Zara locked the door behind them with a soft click that sounded deafening.

“Lock it,” she said quietly, though it already was.

Soren’s hands trembled as he double-checked the bolt.

“Strip from the waist down. Jacket and shirt stay on. I want my little executive looking proper while I diaper her for the first time.”

The word “diaper” hit him like a physical blow. His caged cock surged painfully against the pink steel bars, the slotted end already slick with fresh pre-cum that had soaked through the lace.

He unbuckled his belt with shaking fingers, pushed his trousers down, then the garter belt clips. The sheer stockings slid down his smooth legs. Finally, the pink lace panties came off, revealing the bright pink chastity cage in all its humiliating glory. His smooth, hairless cock strained desperately inside the tiny tube, the head flushed dark and glistening, the heart lock swinging heavily.

Zara’s lips curved in quiet approval as she took in the sight. She had already prepared the wide marble counter beside the sink. A thick, white disposable diaper lay unfolded there - extra thick, with pastel pink accents, cartoonish baby prints along the landing zone, and prominent tapes. Next to it sat a large container of baby powder, wipes, and a bottle of rash cream. The faint scent of talc and lavender already filled the air.

“Up on the counter, legs spread wide. Just like this morning.”

Soren hoisted himself onto the cool marble, the surface chilling his bare ass. He spread his thighs obediently, knees bent, exposing his locked clitty and the jeweled plug still nestled in his hole. The position made him feel impossibly vulnerable - half-dressed in his crisp white shirt and suit jacket, lower half completely naked and smooth, cock caged and leaking.

Zara stepped between his spread legs, her silk blouse brushing against his knees. She picked up the diaper and unfolded it with deliberate slowness. The loud, unmistakable crinkle filled the luxurious washroom - plastic backing rustling, leg cuffs fluffing open. The sound was obscene, childish, and it went straight to Soren’s aching groin.

“Listen to that,” she murmured, voice velvet and maternal. “Your very first crinkle. Soon this sound will be as familiar to you as your own heartbeat. Every step, every sit, every little wiggle will announce what you really are beneath that expensive suit.”

She slid the thick diaper underneath his lifted hips, the soft padding pressing against his smooth skin. The bulk was immediate, pushing his thighs apart even wider. Soren’s breath hitched at the sensation - warm, cushiony, inescapably infantile.

Zara squeezed a generous amount of rash cream onto her fingers and began rubbing it thoroughly over his smooth balls and the base of his caged cock. Her touch was clinical yet teasing, massaging the cream into every fold. His trapped clitty jerked hard inside the cage, more pre-cum oozing out in thick strands that dripped onto the diaper beneath him.

“Such a leaky little girl,” Zara cooed. “Your clitty knows exactly what it wants. It’s been begging for this since the moment you signed.”

Next came the powder. She shook the container liberally, the sweet, powdery scent exploding into the air. White clouds dusted his groin, his balls, the crease of his thighs, even around the base of the plug. She used her palm to rub it in deeply, the talc turning slightly pasty as it mixed with his leaking fluids and the cream. The sensation was overwhelming - soft, dry, tickling, maternal. Soren’s hips twitched involuntarily, chasing the humiliating pleasure.

“From now on, you will wear diapers at all times in the office,” Zara said conversationally as she worked, her voice never rising above that velvet command. “You will change yourself only when I permit it. Any leaks, any messes, any accidents will be reported to me immediately. You will learn to hold it like a big girl until you can’t - and then you will wet and soil yourself without protest. Resistance will earn you thicker diapers, longer wear times, and public risks. Obedience will earn you rewards… like the pretty plugs and toys we’ll introduce.”

She tapped the front of the diaper, right over his caged cock. “This padding will become your new underwear. No more big-boy briefs. Only crinkly, bulky protection for my sissy baby. And when you’re at home, you’ll sleep in them too. Double diapers for bedtime. Plastic pants when you start leaking at night.”

Soren’s face burned with shame, but his locked clitty throbbed harder than ever, the bars biting into swollen flesh. He could feel himself leaking in earnest now, the pre-cum mixing with the powder into a sticky paste.

Zara lifted the front of the diaper and brought it up snugly between his legs. The thick padding enveloped his caged cock completely, pressing the pink steel firmly against his smooth groin. She pulled the sides up high on his hips, then began taping - first the bottom tapes with loud, sharp rips, then the top ones, sealing him in with decisive, crinkling sounds that echoed off the marble walls.

Each tape made the diaper hug tighter, the leg cuffs snugging around his smooth thighs, the waistband sitting high and secure. The bulk was enormous - thick between his legs, forcing them into a permanent waddle. The padding compressed his caged clitty into a humiliating little mound, the heart lock buried somewhere in the soft layers.

Zara smoothed her hands over the front, pressing firmly, feeling the outline of the cage through the padding. “There we go. All padded and safe. My little executive in her very first diaper. Feel how thick it is? You’ll learn to love that bulk. It will remind you every second that you’re no longer in control.”

She helped him down from the counter. The diaper crinkled loudly with every movement - loud, unmistakable, childish. Soren stood there in his suit jacket and shirt, naked from the waist down except for the massive, white-and-pink diaper that ballooned obscenely between his legs. The tapes were bright, the prints visible if anyone looked closely. His stockings and garters lay discarded on the floor.

Zara stepped close, one hand cupping the front of his diaper possessively. She rubbed in slow circles, the padding compressing with soft crinkles.

“Walk for me,” she ordered.

Soren took a few hesitant steps. The diaper forced his thighs apart, the thick padding rubbing against his smooth skin and the plugged hole with every motion. The crinkle was constant, loud, impossible to ignore. His caged cock ached inside its prison, trapped in the warm, powdery embrace.

“Beautiful,” Zara whispered, her own cheeks faintly flushed with arousal. “Tomorrow the Blush Beginner plug goes in. Your hole will learn to accept it.”

Soren stood there, diaper crinkling softly with each shallow breath, the weight of the padding and the weight of her words settling over him like the first heavy layer of his permanent surrender. The ruthless strategist was gone. In his place stood a lace-clad, caged, freshly diapered sissy, already aching for whatever humiliating step came next.


Chapter 5: Plugged Executive

Soren stood in Zara’s corner office, the heavy door locked behind him, the city skyline glittering indifferently through the floor-to-ceiling windows. It was late afternoon, and the office beyond had begun to thin out, but the thick, crinkling bulk between his legs made every second feel like a spotlight on his degradation. The diaper - his first, taped on just hours earlier - had already begun to sag slightly under the weight of his constant, helpless leaking. The pink chastity cage kept his cock compressed into a tight, aching nub, but pre-cum still flowed freely, soaking into the soft padding and turning the powder into a warm, sticky paste that clung to his smooth skin. Every subtle shift of his weight produced a loud, unmistakable crinkle that echoed in the quiet room.

His suit looked impeccable from the outside - charcoal wool, crisp white shirt, perfectly knotted tie - but beneath it, the reality was obscene. Sheer white stockings still clung to his hairless thighs, garter straps tugging with every movement. The pink lace bra rubbed his sensitive nipples raw. And now, the massive diaper forced his legs into a permanent, waddling stance, the tapes pulling tight around his waist.

Zara sat behind her ebony desk, legs crossed, emerald eyes gleaming with quiet satisfaction. She had summoned him with a single text ten minutes ago. No explanation. Just “My office. Now.”

“Lock the door and come here,” she said, voice velvet command.

Soren obeyed, the diaper crinkling loudly as he crossed the thick carpet. He stopped in front of her desk, hands clasped behind his back to hide their tremble.

Zara rose gracefully, circling the desk until she stood directly behind him. One manicured hand pressed between his shoulder blades.

“Bend over the desk, baby girl. Elbows down, ass up. Spread your legs as wide as that fat diaper allows.”

Heat flooded Soren’s face. He leaned forward, pressing his chest and forearms against the cool wood. The position lifted his padded bottom, the heavy diaper sagging visibly beneath the tailored trousers. The crinkle intensified as the plastic backing shifted. His caged clitty throbbed harder inside its prison, another thick spurt of pre-cum soaking deeper into the padding.

Zara’s hands worked efficiently. She unbuckled his belt, slid his trousers and the pink lace panties down just enough to expose the diapered cheeks. The waistband of the diaper stayed high and snug. She peeled back the rear tapes with two sharp rips, the sound humiliatingly loud in the silent office. Cool air kissed his smooth, powdered skin as she parted the diaper enough to reveal the tiny jeweled plug still nestled in his hole from that morning.

“Such a good girl, keeping your little jewel in all day,” she murmured, giving the heart-shaped base a gentle tug. Soren whimpered as it shifted inside him, pressing against his prostate. “But it’s time for something a little more… stimulating.”

She reached into her desk drawer and withdrew a sleek black box. Inside lay the Blush Beginner vibrating plug - medium-sized, smooth silicone, a soft blush-pink color with a flared base decorated with delicate white hearts. A thin wire led to a small remote control that Zara set on the desk within easy reach. The toy looked deceptively innocent, but Soren knew better.

Zara squeezed a generous dollop of cold, slick lube onto her fingers. The gel was icy against his warm skin as she painted it liberally around his tight pucker, circling the rim with slow, teasing strokes. Soren gasped, his smooth thighs trembling. The lube dripped down, mixing with the powder and pre-cum already smeared inside the diaper.

“Relax for Mommy,” Zara cooed, pressing one slick finger inside him, then two. She scissored gently, stretching him open while her other hand reached beneath to cup the heavy, sagging front of his diaper. She squeezed the soaked padding, feeling the outline of the pink cage. “Feel how wet you already are? Leaking like a little baby before the plug even goes in. Pathetic.”

Soren’s breath came in short, desperate pants. His caged cock strained violently against the steel bars, the heart lock digging into the soggy padding. The diaper crinkled with every twitch of his hips.

Zara removed her fingers and pressed the tip of the Blush Beginner against his lubed hole. The silicone was cool and unyielding. She applied steady, relentless pressure, twisting gently as she pushed.

“Breathe out, princess.”

Soren moaned as the plug stretched him wider than the small jewel ever had. The thickest part breached his ring with a soft, wet pop, and then the toy slid home, filling him completely. The flared base nestled snugly between his smooth cheeks, the wire trailing down inside the diaper. Zara resealed the tapes with firm, loud rips - left, right, bottom, top - trapping the new intruder inside the thick padding. The diaper now bulged even more obscenely, the added bulk of the plug making the crinkle louder, the sag heavier.

She smoothed her hands over the front and back of the diaper, pressing firmly so the plug shifted deeper.

“How does it feel, baby? Full and heavy, just like a proper sissy should be.”

Soren could only whimper. The plug pressed directly against his prostate, the pressure constant and maddening. Combined with the soaked, sagging diaper and the merciless cage, every nerve in his groin screamed for release that would never come.

Zara picked up the remote and flicked it on to the lowest setting.

The Blush Beginner buzzed to life inside him - gentle, pulsing vibrations that traveled straight to his prostate. Soren’s knees buckled. A broken cry escaped his lips as his caged clitty spasmed, forcing another thick gush of pre-cum into the already drenched padding. The diaper grew warmer, heavier, the crinkle turning mushy as the absorbent core swelled.

Zara increased the intensity by one level. The vibrations deepened, rhythmic and insistent. Soren’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, grinding the front of his soggy diaper against the edge of the desk. The suit trousers did nothing to hide the obvious bulk or the soft, constant crinkling.

“Perfect,” Zara whispered, her own breathing slightly heavier, emerald eyes dark with arousal. She reached around and rubbed the front of his diaper in slow, possessive circles, squishing the wet padding against his trapped cock. “You’re going to wear this all day tomorrow during the quarterly report. The remote is mine. Tomorrow you present the quarterly report with it active.”

Soren’s mind fractured at the words. The vibrations continued their relentless tease, the heavy, leaking diaper sagging between his thighs, the crinkle loud and childish with every shallow breath. He was bent over his boss’s desk like a naughty schoolgirl, plugged and padded, leaking helplessly while she planned his next public humiliation.

Zara leaned down, lips brushing his ear.

“Stand up straight, pull your trousers up, and go back to your desk. Keep that plug buzzing on low until you leave tonight. And remember - no touching. Good girls don’t play with their clitties.”

She switched the remote off for a moment, leaving him panting and desperate, then flicked it back on as he straightened and fumbled to refasten his trousers over the massively bulky, sagging diaper.

The Blush Beginner hummed softly inside him once more.

Soren waddled toward the door, each step a symphony of wet crinkles and deep, prostate-milking vibrations, the heavy diaper swaying between his legs like a badge of his deepening surrender.

The remote was hers.

And tomorrow, the entire executive team would watch him present while it tore him apart from the inside.


Chapter 6: Boardroom Buzz

Soren sat at the head of the long mahogany conference table, the quarterly boardroom presentation glowing on the massive screen behind him. Twelve senior executives and department heads filled the seats, tablets open, eyes attentive. The city skyline stretched beyond the glass walls, indifferent to the storm raging inside his padded crotch.

His charcoal suit was immaculate. His voice, until thirty seconds ago, had been crisp and commanding. But now the Blush Beginner was no longer just seated deep inside him - it had become a living torment.

Zara occupied the chair to his immediate right, legs elegantly crossed, raven hair flawless, emerald eyes fixed on him with predatory calm. In her lap, hidden from everyone else, rested the small black remote. Her thumb hovered over the controls.

Soren had arrived early that morning already plugged and diapered. Zara had personally checked the tapes in her private washroom, pressing firmly on the heavy, overnight-soaked padding until he whimpered. The Blush Beginner had been swapped for something slightly larger and more insidious - an egg-shaped vibrating plug with a thicker girth and stronger motor. It nestled against his prostate like it belonged there, the flared base trapped securely beneath the swollen, sagging diaper. The padding was already warm and heavy from overnight leaks and the constant trickle of pre-cum his caged clitty produced. Every shift in his seat produced a soft, muffled crinkle that only he could hear.

He had begun the presentation strongly, clicking through slides on revenue growth, market expansion, cost efficiencies. Numbers rolled off his tongue with practiced authority.

Then Zara pressed the button.

Level two.

The egg buzzed to life deep inside his ass, a sudden, deep thrum that punched straight into his prostate. Soren’s voice caught mid-sentence.

“…which represents a… a seventeen-point-four percent… increase in - ”

The vibrations intensified, rolling in rhythmic waves. His smooth thighs clenched involuntarily around the massive bulk of the diaper. The soaked padding squished audibly against his skin, the plastic shell crinkling louder than he wanted. A fresh gush of pre-cum flooded the front of the cage, turning the already mushy core even wetter.

He gripped the edge of the table, knuckles whitening. Sweat beaded at his hairline despite the perfectly controlled climate.

Zara’s voice cut in smoothly, velvet and helpful. “Take your time, Mr. Voss. These figures are complex.”

Her thumb slid to level three.

The egg surged. The vibrations became relentless, pulsing against his prostate with merciless precision. Soren’s caged cock strained violently inside the pink steel bars, the heart lock digging painfully into the soggy padding. His hole clenched around the thick intruder, milking it involuntarily. Each pulse sent jolts of unwanted pleasure straight to his trapped clitty.

He forced his eyes back to the slide.

“Moving on to… operational synergies…” His voice wavered, cracking on the last syllable. He cleared his throat, trying to regain control. “We’ve identified… opportunities to streamline… ah - ”

Level four.

The egg vibrated harder, faster, the rhythm shifting to short, sharp bursts followed by long, deep thrums. Soren’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, grinding the heavy, leaking diaper against the leather chair. The crinkle was wet now, mushy, obscene to his own ears. He prayed no one else could hear it over the low hum of the air conditioning.

A senior VP frowned slightly. “Everything alright, Soren? You seem… distracted.”

Zara smiled serenely. “He’s been working very hard on this presentation. Haven’t you, Mr. Voss?”

Her thumb flicked to level five.

Soren’s vision blurred. The egg assaulted his prostate without mercy, the vibrations so intense they traveled up his spine and down his smooth, stockinged legs. His balls drew up tight inside the saturated diaper, the cage biting cruelly into his swollen flesh. Pre-cum poured out in thick, continuous streams, soaking the front of the diaper until the padding felt bloated and warm, the babyish scent of powder and urine-tinged wetness faintly detectable if anyone leaned close.

He was seconds from losing control.

His voice came out breathy, higher-pitched than intended. “Y-yes… synergies will… will deliver an additional… eight-point… oh god - ”

He caught himself, biting the inside of his cheek hard enough to taste blood. The plug pulsed again, perfectly timed, as if Zara could read his body. His hole fluttered and clenched, trying to push the egg out and pull it deeper at the same time. The heavy diaper sagged heavily between his spread thighs, the tapes straining to contain the growing mess of fluids.

Zara leaned forward slightly, her silk blouse brushing the table edge, and spoke in that soft, maternal tone only he could fully appreciate. “Breathe, Soren. You’re doing so well. Keep going. Show them how in control you are.”

Level six.

The egg went into overdrive. The vibrations became a continuous, brutal hum that made his entire pelvis vibrate. Soren’s knees knocked together under the table. A broken whimper almost escaped before he turned it into a cough. His caged clitty spasmed wildly, dry-heaving against the steel bars, desperate for an orgasm that the cage would never allow. The front of his diaper was drenched, the absorbent core swollen and squishing with every tiny movement.

He forced his eyes to the next slide, but the words swam. “In… in conclusion… the projected… Q-three… targets…”

Sweat trickled down his back, soaking into the lace bra. His nipples were painfully hard, rubbing against the delicate fabric with every heaving breath. The plug continued its ruthless assault, milking his prostate relentlessly. He could feel the pressure building - an unbearable, full-bladder sensation mixed with prostate-driven need. His body wanted to come. It wanted to wet. It wanted to surrender completely.

Zara’s thumb hovered, then pressed once more.

Level seven - the highest.

The egg exploded inside him with powerful, jackhammering pulses. Soren’s vision whited out for a terrifying second. His mouth opened in a silent cry. His hips rocked forward in tiny, involuntary thrusts, grinding the soggy, crinkling diaper against the chair. A hot spurt of pre-cum flooded the padding so forcefully he was sure the front must be visibly darkening beneath his trousers.

Somehow - somehow - he finished the sentence.

“…targets are not only achievable but… exceed… expectations.”

The room was silent for a beat. Then polite applause rippled around the table.

Zara finally eased the remote down to level two, letting the vibrations settle into a low, teasing hum that kept him right on the agonizing edge without pushing him over. Soren slumped slightly in his seat, chest heaving, face flushed, the heavy, leaking diaper squelching softly beneath him.

“Excellent presentation, Mr. Voss,” Zara said smoothly, her voice carrying perfect professional warmth while her eyes promised darker things. “Very… thorough.”

The meeting wrapped quickly after that. Executives filed out, murmuring about strong numbers and Soren’s “intensity.” None of them knew he was sitting in a soaked, sagging diaper with a powerful vibrating egg still buried deep in his ass, his caged clitty leaking like a broken faucet.

When the last person left and the door clicked shut, Zara stood and walked behind his chair. She placed one hand on his shoulder and leaned down, lips brushing his ear.

“You did so well, baby girl. Not a single accident… yet.” Her fingers trailed down, pressing firmly on the front of his trousers, squishing the bloated, warm diaper. The wet crinkle was loud in the empty boardroom. “But you were so close. I could see it in your eyes.”

She gave the remote one final flick, bringing the egg back to a teasing level three.

“Next time the egg stays in for the full shareholder lunch.”

Soren remained seated, trembling, the vibrating plug humming relentlessly inside his plugged, diapered hole while the heavy, leaking padding clung wetly to his smooth skin. The once-ruthless executive could only whimper softly as another helpless spurt of pre-cum soaked deeper into his childish protection, the crinkle a constant reminder of how far he had already fallen.


Chapter 7: Mirror Monster

Soren’s legs trembled as Zara dragged him by the wrist through the private corridor connecting her penthouse office to the exclusive executive dressing suite. The boardroom humiliation still buzzed violently inside him. The vibrating egg - now mercifully switched off - remained buried deep in his ass, its thick girth pressing relentlessly against his prostate with every shaky step. The diaper beneath his suit was a disaster: heavy, sagging, and disgustingly warm from hours of constant pre-cum leakage. The soaked padding squelched and crinkled obscenely between his smooth thighs, the tapes straining to contain the bloated mess. His pink chastity cage felt like a red-hot brand, the steel bars biting into his swollen, denied flesh.

He could still taste the shame of nearly breaking in front of the entire executive team. His voice cracking. His hips twitching. The wet, mushy sounds of his diaper grinding against the leather chair.

Zara’s grip was firm, her manicured nails digging lightly into his wrist. She moved with that same slow, tailored grace, raven hair perfect, emerald eyes gleaming with dark maternal hunger.

“Almost there, princess,” she murmured without looking back. “Time to see what you really are.”

The dressing suite was a lavish, windowless sanctuary of soft lighting, mirrored walls, and velvet chaises. A professional makeup station dominated one corner, complete with ring lights and an array of cosmetics that looked more suited to a high-end drag queen than an office. In the center stood a massive three-panel mirror, angled to show every humiliating angle.

Zara locked the door and turned to him, voice velvet command. “Strip. Everything off except the diaper and the plug. I want my little sissy bare and ready.”

Soren’s hands shook as he shed the charcoal suit, the crisp shirt, the lace bra and garters, the sheer stockings. Each piece pooled on the floor until he stood in nothing but the massively swollen, sagging diaper and the thick vibrating egg still lodged inside him. His smooth, hairless body glowed under the lights - chest flat but nipples pebbled, cock locked in its tiny pink cage, the heart lock dangling mockingly. The diaper hung low and heavy between his legs, the front visibly yellowed and distended, the babyish prints distorted by the bulk.

Zara’s lips curved in satisfaction. “Look at you. Still leaking like a broken faucet after your little boardroom performance. Such a pathetic, wet baby already.”

She guided him to the makeup chair and pushed him down. The soggy diaper squished loudly beneath him, forcing his thighs apart. Zara draped a pink satin cape around his shoulders, then began.

First came the foundation - thick, poreless, applied with a soft sponge that made his smooth skin look unnaturally flawless. She contoured his sharp jawline into something softer, rounder, more feminine. Blush dusted his cheeks in pretty pink circles. His lips were painted a glossy, cock-sucking bubblegum pink, then outlined in a darker shade for that permanent pout.

“Open,” she ordered.

Soren parted his painted lips. Zara applied long, fluttery false lashes, then layered on thick black mascara and smoky shadow that made his eyes look huge and doe-like. Eyeliner winged out dramatically. When she finished, she stepped back and admired her work.

“Already so pretty. But we’re not done.”

Next came the wig. A luxurious, platinum-blonde cascade of soft curls that fell just past his shoulders, with heavy bangs that framed his made-up face. Zara adjusted it carefully, pinning it securely, then added a large pink satin bow at the crown.

Soren’s reflection in the side mirror was already unrecognizable - a wide-eyed, doll-like creature staring back with trembling pink lips.

But Zara wasn’t finished.

She produced the uniform.

First, a frilly pink satin babydoll dress with white lace trim and a built-in petticoat that flared out dramatically. The hem barely reached mid-thigh. She slipped it over his head, zipping it up the back. The bodice was tight, pushing his chest into soft, fake cleavage created by strategic padding. The skirt stood out stiffly, doing nothing to hide the massive, sagging diaper that now peeked obscenely beneath the lace hem.

White lace ankle socks with pink ruffles went on next, followed by glossy pink Mary Jane shoes with tiny heels. Zara added matching pink satin mittens that locked around his wrists with small heart-shaped padlocks, rendering his hands useless for anything but clumsy pawing.

Finally, she fastened a wide pink leather collar around his neck, engraved with delicate script: “Zara’s Sissy Baby.”

Zara stepped back, admiring her creation with visible arousal - cheeks faintly flushed, nipples hard beneath her silk blouse.

“Now,” she said softly, “stand up and face the mirror. All three panels. I want you to see every inch of the monster you’ve become.”

Soren rose on shaky legs. The diaper crinkled and squelched loudly as he moved, the heavy, soaked padding swaying between his thighs. The short dress did nothing to conceal it; the petticoat actually lifted the hem higher, putting the yellowed, bloated front and the bulging rear on full display. His smooth legs looked absurdly feminine in the ruffled socks and shiny shoes. The blonde curls bounced with every movement, the pink bow ridiculous atop his head.

Zara positioned him directly in front of the tri-fold mirror.

“Look.”

Soren stared.

The creature staring back was not Soren Voss, the ruthless 28-year-old corporate strategist. It was a pathetic, overdressed sissy baby doll. Wide, made-up eyes. Glossy pink lips parted in shock. Platinum curls framing a face that now looked soft and infantile. The frilly pink dress, the petticoat, the collar. And below it all - the undeniable centerpiece: the massively swollen, leaking diaper, sagging heavily between hairless thighs, the plastic shell visibly wet and discolored, the tapes straining, the childish prints mocking him.

His caged clitty twitched violently inside the soggy padding, another helpless spurt of pre-cum adding to the mess. The vibrating egg shifted as he trembled, pressing against his prostate and sending another unwanted jolt through him.

Zara stepped behind him, her hands resting possessively on his hips. She pressed her body against his back, lips brushing his ear while forcing him to keep staring.

“See her? That’s you now. Not the arrogant executive who thought he could hide his filthy little addiction. Just a diapered, plugged, made-up sissy baby who leaks at the slightest humiliation. Look at how your clitty is trying to get hard in that soaked cage. Look at how the diaper sags like it’s already been used. This is what you signed up for.”

She reached around and cupped the heavy front of the diaper, squeezing firmly. The wet padding squished loudly, warm urine-tinged mush spreading against his trapped cock. Soren moaned, hips jerking forward involuntarily, the dress rustling, the petticoat flaring.

“So pretty,” Zara whispered, her own breathing heavier. “So perfectly broken.”

She made him turn slowly, forcing him to see every angle - the rear view where the diaper bulged obscenely from the plug, the side view where the short dress failed completely to cover the padding, the front view where his painted face and frilly outfit framed the infantile crotch like a obscene centerpiece.

Tears of shame pricked at the corners of his heavily mascaraed eyes, but his caged clitty kept throbbing, leaking, begging for more.

Zara’s hand slid lower, pressing two fingers against the seat of the diaper right over the base of the egg.

“Tomorrow you wet that diaper for the first time while dressed like this.”

The words sank deep into Soren’s fractured mind. Dressed in this ridiculous, hyper-feminine sissy uniform, fully made-up and wigged, he would have to release his bladder like the helpless baby he was becoming. The thought made his hole clench around the plug, his locked clitty spasm, and another thick spurt of pre-cum flood the already ruined diaper.

He stood there, staring at the mirror monster - pink, frilly, padded, and utterly exposed - while Zara’s emerald eyes watched with dark, sexual satisfaction.

The once-powerful executive was gone.

Only the sissy remained.


Chapter 8: Warm Shame

Soren stood inside Zara’s private executive washroom once more, the heavy door locked, the city lights beginning to twinkle through the frosted glass. The day had been an endless torment of denial and overstimulation. The vibrating egg remained seated deep inside him, switched off for now but still thick and insistent against his prostate. His makeup from the dressing suite had been carefully removed before leaving the penthouse, but the platinum wig was gone too - replaced by his own dark wavy hair, neatly combed. Underneath the charcoal suit, however, the sissy remained fully intact.

The frilly pink babydoll dress had been swapped for the lace bra, garter belt, sheer stockings, and delicate pink panties, but the massive diaper stayed exactly where it belonged - taped snugly around his waist, now even heavier and warmer than it had been that morning. Hours of constant pre-cum leakage had turned the padding into a bloated, squishy mess. The front sagged heavily, the absorbent core swollen and yellowed in places, the babyish prints distorted by the bulk. Every step produced a loud, wet crinkle and a soft squelch that made his cheeks burn with shame.

His pink chastity cage kept his cock compressed into a desperate, aching nub. The heart-shaped lock dug into the soggy padding with every movement. He had not been allowed to cum. Not even a ruined orgasm. Just endless edging through the vibrations, the plug, the humiliating fullness of the diaper.

Zara sat on the edge of the marble counter, legs crossed, emerald eyes fixed on him with that velvet intensity. She had summoned him here immediately after the last meeting of the day, her text simple and commanding: “Washroom. Now.”

“Strip from the waist down,” she ordered softly. “I want to see how my little girl held up today.”

Soren’s fingers trembled as he unbuckled his belt and pushed the tailored trousers and pink lace panties down his smooth thighs. The sheer stockings stayed on, clipped to the garter belt, framing the obscene centerpiece: the massively swollen, sagging diaper. The plastic shell gleamed under the lights, the tapes straining, the crotch visibly darkened and distended. The weight pulled the diaper low between his legs, forcing his thighs apart in that telltale waddle.

Zara’s lips curved in approval. “Look at that. Already so full and warm. You’ve been leaking for hours, haven’t you, baby?”

Soren nodded, unable to speak. The pressure in his bladder had been building steadily since lunchtime. He had ignored it, clenched, distracted himself with work, but the vibrating plug and the constant rub of the wet padding had made holding it nearly impossible. Now, standing half-dressed in front of his boss, the need was urgent - hot, insistent, throbbing in his lower belly.

Zara uncrossed her legs and gestured to the wide marble bench. “Sit. Legs spread wide. Hands behind your head.”

He obeyed, the soggy diaper squishing loudly as he lowered himself onto the cool stone. The wet padding compressed beneath him, forcing more of the warm mush against his caged clitty and plugged hole. A soft whimper escaped his painted lips - lipstick long gone, but the memory of the glossy pink still lingered.

Zara stood and stepped between his spread thighs. One hand rested lightly on his shoulder while the other cupped the heavy front of the diaper, squeezing gently. The squelch was wet and unmistakable.

“So warm already,” she cooed. “But not warm enough. Not yet.”

She reached into her pocket and produced the remote. With a soft click, the egg inside him buzzed back to life on a low, teasing setting. The vibrations rolled through his prostate, gentle but relentless, milking him without mercy. Soren’s hips jerked. Another thick spurt of pre-cum flooded the already saturated padding.

“Please…” he whispered, voice cracking. “I… I need to…”

“You need to what, princess?” Zara asked, voice soft and maternal. Her hand continued to rub slow circles over the front of the diaper, pressing the warm, squishy mass against his trapped cock. “Use your words like a big girl.”

The pressure in his bladder spiked. The vibrations made it worse - every pulse pushing against his full bladder, teasing the muscles that were already exhausted from hours of clenching. His smooth thighs trembled. The diaper crinkled and squelched with every tiny movement.

“I… I have to pee,” he finally admitted, cheeks burning crimson. “Please… I can’t hold it much longer.”

Zara’s emerald eyes sparkled with visible pleasure. She leaned closer, her perfume - powdery and expensive - enveloping him.

“Then don’t hold it, baby. Let go. Wet your diaper for Mommy. Right here. Right now. I want to watch every second.”

Soren shook his head, desperate denial warring with the overwhelming need. “No… please… not like this…”

But the egg increased to a higher setting. The vibrations deepened, hammering his prostate. His caged clitty spasmed hard inside the cage, leaking furiously. The pressure became unbearable - a hot, urgent wave that he could no longer fight.

A small, involuntary spurt escaped.

The warmth bloomed instantly in the front of the diaper. Hot urine flooded the padding, soaking into the already swollen core with a soft hiss that was audible in the quiet room. Soren gasped, eyes widening in horror and helpless arousal as the stream strengthened. He couldn’t stop it. The flood came in powerful, uncontrollable bursts, soaking the diaper thoroughly. The padding expanded, growing heavier, warmer, the plastic shell swelling outward. The yellow tint spread visibly across the front, the tapes pulling tighter as the absorbent material reached its limit.

Zara watched with rapt attention, her hand never leaving the front of the diaper. She pressed firmly, feeling the warmth spread, the padding grow mushier beneath her palm.

“That’s it,” she praised, voice low and dripping with satisfaction. “Such a good girl. Wetting your diaper like the helpless little baby you are. Feel how warm it’s getting? How heavy? All that shame pouring out into your pretty padding.”

Soren moaned brokenly, tears of humiliation pricking at his eyes even as his caged cock throbbed with traitorous pleasure. The stream continued, long and steady, the hiss growing softer as the diaper absorbed everything. The seat of the diaper grew warm too, the wetness creeping backward toward the plug. The vibrations never stopped, turning the act of wetting into something perversely pleasurable. His hole clenched around the egg, milking it while he flooded the diaper.

When the flow finally tapered off, the diaper was ruined - massively bloated, sagging heavily between his spread thighs, the front and crotch dark yellow and glistening. The crinkle had turned into a permanent wet squelch. The weight pulled the padding down, exposing the top of his smooth ass cheeks.

Zara squeezed the soaked front again, harder this time, squishing the warm, urine-soaked mush against his locked clitty. Soren cried out, hips bucking involuntarily.

“Look at you,” she whispered, leaning in so her lips brushed his ear. “My once-ruthless executive, sitting in a thoroughly soaked diaper, leaking and whimpering while I watch. You didn’t even make it to the end of the day without using your padding like a baby.”

She kissed his forehead tenderly, then stepped back to admire the sight - his smooth body trembling, the massive wet diaper hanging low and obvious, the sheer stockings framing the infantile disgrace.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “The nursery opens tomorrow. You will use that diaper completely.”

Soren sat there, breathing hard, the warm, heavy shame of his first intentional wetting clinging to him like a second skin. The vibrating egg continued its low, teasing hum deep inside his plugged ass, and his caged clitty twitched helplessly inside the flooded padding, already aching for whatever deeper degradation awaited in the nursery.

The warm shame had only just begun.


Chapter 9: Nursery Lockdown

Soren stood trembling in the center of Zara’s private dressing suite, the heavy, cold, urine-soaked diaper sagging heavily between his smooth thighs. The frilly pink sissy dress still clung to his body, the short hem doing nothing to hide the bloated, yellowed padding that hung low and obvious. The plastic shell was cool and clammy now, the warm wetness from his earlier accident having settled into a heavy, mushy disgrace that squelched with every tiny shift of his weight. The vibrating egg remained buried deep inside him, silent for the moment but thick and ever-present against his prostate. His pink chastity cage ached constantly, the steel bars biting into his swollen, denied flesh, the front of the diaper darkened and swollen from hours of helpless leaking and the full wetting he had been forced to deliver while Zara watched.

Zara approached him with slow, graceful steps, her emerald eyes dark with anticipation. She had changed into a softer but no less commanding outfit - a fitted silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to hint at the swell of her breasts, paired with a sleek black skirt that hugged her hips.

“Time to go home, baby girl,” she murmured, voice velvet and maternal. “But not to your old apartment. Tonight you sleep where you belong.”

She produced a black silk blindfold and tied it securely over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. The world narrowed to sound, touch, and the constant wet crinkle of his ruined diaper. Zara took his mittened hand - still locked in the pink satin mittens from earlier - and led him forward.

They walked for what felt like an eternity through hidden corridors behind the penthouse walls. The air grew warmer, softer, carrying the faint, unmistakable scent of baby powder, lavender, and fresh plastic. Soren’s heart hammered. The blindfold heightened every sensation: the cold, heavy drag of the wet diaper between his legs, the way it swayed and squished, the plug shifting inside him with each step, the rustle of the short sissy dress against his stockinged thighs.

Finally, Zara stopped. He heard the soft click of a heavy lock, then the whisper of a door sliding open. A gentle push between his shoulder blades guided him inside.

“Welcome to your new nursery, princess.”

She removed the blindfold.

Soren’s breath caught in a soft, broken gasp.

The room was a fully equipped adult nursery, designed with clinical precision and overwhelming femininity. Soft pastel pink walls glowed under warm recessed lighting. A massive crib dominated one wall - white wood with high bars, a thick pink mattress, and mobile of pastel stars and moons hanging above. Next to it stood a wide changing table stocked with stacks of thick disposable diapers in various prints, bottles of powder and lotion, wipes, rash cream, and colorful pacifiers. A large rocking chair sat in the corner beside a low shelf filled with oversized baby toys, rattles, and stuffed animals. The floor was covered in soft, padded pink matting. In the far corner, a tall wardrobe overflowed with frilly onesies, rompers, bonnets, and plastic pants. The air was thick with the sweet, powdery scent of ABDL heaven and hell combined.

Zara watched his reaction with visible pleasure, her nipples visibly hard beneath the silk.

“Strip,” she commanded softly.

Soren’s mittened hands fumbled uselessly at the zipper of the sissy dress until Zara took pity and undressed him herself. The frilly pink dress slid off, followed by the lace bra, garter belt, and sheer stockings. Soon he stood completely naked except for the cold, heavy, thoroughly used diaper and the thick plug still lodged in his ass. The diaper hung grotesquely low, the tapes barely holding, the front and seat dark yellow and bloated, the smell of his own shame faint but unmistakable.

Zara guided him onto the changing table, the padded surface cool against his back. She efficiently untaped the ruined diaper, the loud rips echoing in the quiet nursery. The wet padding fell open with a heavy, wet plop, exposing his smooth, hairless groin, the pink caged clitty glistening with stale pre-cum and urine, and the base of the vibrating egg peeking from between his cheeks.

She cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes, the cool cloths making him shiver as she wiped away every trace of his accident from his balls, his caged cock, and around the plug. Fresh rash cream was massaged in, followed by generous clouds of sweet-smelling baby powder that coated his groin and ass in a thick, white layer. The scent was overwhelming - pure infantile innocence.

Zara selected a fresh diaper from the stack - an extra-thick nighttime model, pure white with delicate pink accents and subtle baby prints along the landing zone. She slid it beneath his lifted hips, the soft padding rustling loudly. The bulk was immediate and immense, pushing his thighs apart even wider than before. She brought the front up snugly between his legs, pressing the thick cushion firmly against his caged clitty and plugged hole. The tapes were fastened with deliberate, loud rips - left, right, bottom, top - sealing him into a fresh, pillowy prison that ballooned obscenely between his smooth legs.

Next came the plain ABDL onesie. It was soft pink cotton, thick and stretchy, with short sleeves and a snap crotch. No frills, no lace - just a simple, infantile onesie designed for total regression. Zara pulled it over his head, guiding his arms through the sleeves. The fabric hugged his smooth torso tightly. She snapped the crotch closed over the massive diaper with four loud pops, the snaps pressing the thick padding even more firmly against his body. The onesie was snug enough that the diaper bulge was exaggerated, the padding forced outward in an unmistakable, childish swell.

Soren lay there on the changing table, dressed only in the thick fresh diaper and the plain pink onesie, his body once again reduced to that of a helpless, padded baby. The onesie rode high on his thighs, doing nothing to conceal the bulky diaper. His caged clitty throbbed inside the fresh padding, already leaking again at the overwhelming humiliation.

Zara helped him down and led him to the full-length mirror on the nursery wall.

“Look at yourself, baby.”

The reflection showed a slim, smooth young man in a childish pink onesie, the heavy diaper bulging so obviously between his legs that there was no mistaking what he had become. The contrast with his sharp features and dark wavy hair only made the regression more obscene.

Zara stood behind him, hands resting on his padded hips, gently rocking him so the thick diaper crinkled and squished.

“Tonight Mommy feeds her baby,” she whispered against his ear, her voice low and dripping with dark promise. “And babies always nurse with a full diaper.”

Soren’s breath hitched, the words sinking deep into his fractured mind. The nursery door clicked shut with a final, heavy lock. He was trapped here now - padded, plugged, dressed like an overgrown infant, and completely at Zara’s mercy.

The real regression had only just begun.


Chapter 10: Mommy's Milk

Soren lay on his back in the oversized crib, the thick pink mattress cradling his body like a cloud. The nursery was dimly lit by a soft nightlight shaped like a glowing moon, casting gentle shadows across the pastel walls. The fresh, extra-thick diaper Zara had taped onto him earlier felt enormous between his smooth thighs, the padding pillowy and pristine, the plastic shell crinkling loudly with every tiny shift of his hips. The plain pink ABDL onesie was still snapped snugly at the crotch, but Zara had unfastened the top three snaps, peeling the soft fabric open to expose his smooth chest and pebbled nipples.

His wrists were secured to the crib rails with soft pink leather cuffs lined with fleece, keeping his arms stretched above his head. His ankles were similarly bound, spread wide apart, forcing his diapered legs into an open, helpless position. The thick vibrating egg remained buried deep inside his ass, silent for now but a constant, heavy presence against his prostate. His pink chastity cage pressed tightly against the front of the fresh diaper, the heart-shaped lock trapped in the soft cushion, his denied clitty already leaking steadily into the padding.

Zara stood beside the crib, her silk blouse fully unbuttoned. She had removed her bra, revealing full, heavy breasts with dark, erect nipples. The porcelain skin of her chest glowed in the low light, and the faint scent of her skin - warm, slightly sweet, with an underlying powdery note - filled the nursery.

She lowered the side rail of the crib with a soft click and climbed in gracefully, positioning herself so she could cradle Soren’s head in her lap. One arm supported his bound upper body while her free hand stroked his dark wavy hair.

“Shhh, baby,” she cooed, voice velvet and maternal. “Mommy’s here. It’s time for your feeding.”

She guided his mouth to her left breast, pressing the swollen nipple against his glossy lips. Soren hesitated only a second before parting them, latching on with a desperate, whimpering suckle. Warm, sweet milk - Zara had been preparing for this moment with supplements and pumps for weeks - flowed into his mouth in gentle streams. The taste was rich, slightly sweet, utterly humiliating. He suckled harder, the rhythmic motion instinctive, his cheeks hollowing as he nursed like the helpless infant he was becoming.

Zara sighed in visible pleasure, her emerald eyes half-lidded. One hand cradled the back of his head, holding him firmly to her breast while the other reached down to the remote resting on the crib mattress.

The vibrating egg buzzed to life on the lowest setting.

Soren moaned around her nipple, the sudden gentle pulses against his prostate sending sparks through his pelvis. His caged clitty twitched violently inside the thick diaper, forcing another thick spurt of pre-cum into the soft padding. The onesie’s open chest allowed Zara full access to his sensitive nipples; she pinched and rolled the right one between her fingers while he continued nursing from the left.

“That’s it, sweet girl,” she whispered. “Nurse Mommy’s milk while your little clitty leaks into its diaper. Feel how full and warm the padding is getting already?”

She increased the vibrations to level two. The egg hummed deeper, more insistently, massaging his prostate with rhythmic waves. Soren’s suckling grew frantic, milk dribbling from the corners of his mouth as he whimpered and moaned. His hips rolled helplessly, the thick diaper crinkling and squishing beneath him as he ground the front against nothing but air and the unyielding crib mattress. The heavy padding compressed and released with every desperate thrust, the plastic shell loud in the quiet nursery.

Zara switched breasts, offering the right one now, her left nipple still glistening with his saliva. Soren latched on immediately, suckling with needy, wet sounds that filled the crib. Milk flowed freely, warm and soothing, while the egg continued its relentless tease. She turned the vibrations up to level three, the pulses becoming stronger, more targeted.

Soren’s bound body arched, wrists pulling uselessly at the cuffs. His smooth thighs trembled, the thick diaper forcing them apart. Pre-cum poured steadily from his trapped clitty, soaking the front of the fresh padding, turning the powder inside into a sticky, warm paste. The cage bit harder into his swollen flesh with every throb, denying him any real relief.

“Look at you,” Zara murmured, voice thick with arousal. Her own breathing had grown heavier, nipples diamond-hard as he nursed. “My big, ruthless executive reduced to a diapered baby nursing at Mommy’s tit while his plugged hole gets milked. You’re leaking so much, princess. I can hear the diaper getting wetter with every suck.”

She flicked the remote to level four. The egg vibrated harder, faster, hammering his prostate with short, brutal bursts followed by long, deep thrums. Soren cried out around her breast, milk spilling down his chin and onto his smooth chest. His hips bucked wildly, the thick diaper squelching and crinkling obscenely as he humped the air in desperate, futile motions. The onesie’s open snaps allowed Zara to reach down and rub the front of the bulging padding in slow, firm circles, squishing the growing wet spot against his caged cock.

“Good baby,” she praised, pressing harder. “Make your diaper all warm and squishy for Mommy. Nurse harder. Drink every drop while you edge yourself stupid in your padding.”

Soren obeyed mindlessly, suckling with wet, slurping sounds, eyes glazed and distant. The combination of warm milk flooding his belly, the relentless prostate massage, and Zara’s hand rubbing his soaked diaper pushed him into delirious, babbling need. Broken whimpers and fragmented pleas spilled from his milk-smeared lips between desperate latches.

“Mommy… please… can’t… ahh… too much…”

Zara only smiled, switching breasts again and increasing the vibrations to level five. The egg went into a powerful, continuous hum that made his entire pelvis vibrate. His caged clitty spasmed violently inside the cage, dry-heaving against the steel bars, leaking in thick, continuous streams that thoroughly soaked the front of the diaper. The padding grew heavy and warm, the crinkle turning into a permanent wet squelch with every frantic rock of his hips.

He was delirious now - eyes rolled back, body trembling uncontrollably, mouth latched desperately to Zara’s breast while milk dribbled down his chin and chest. The nursery filled with the wet sounds of nursing, the loud crinkling and squishing of his heavily leaking diaper, and his own broken, high-pitched moans.

Zara’s cheeks were flushed, her emerald eyes dark with sexual satisfaction as she watched him unravel. She kept him right on the agonizing edge for what felt like hours, edging him through the thick, increasingly soaked diaper while he continued to nurse, belly full and warm with her milk.

Finally, when Soren was a trembling, babbling, milk-drunk mess, Zara eased the remote down to a low, teasing level two and gently detached his mouth from her breast. She wiped his chin and chest with a soft cloth, then snapped the onesie closed over his chest once more, trapping the scent of her milk against his skin.

She leaned down and kissed his forehead tenderly.

“Tomorrow the bars come out. Mommy is going to fuck her baby properly.”

Soren lay there in the crib, bound and delirious, the thick, heavily leaking diaper squishing warmly between his spread thighs, the vibrating egg still humming softly inside him, his body aching with denied need and full of Mommy’s milk. The nursery bars loomed high around him, a perfect cage for the sissy baby he was rapidly becoming.


Chapter 11: Barred and Pegged

Soren lay strapped to the wide changing table in the center of the nursery, the thick pink padding beneath him already warm from his body heat. The heavy overnight diaper Zara had taped onto him after his nursing session was enormous - extra thick, with reinforced absorbent layers designed for long, helpless nights. The plastic shell crinkled loudly with every shallow breath, the padding ballooning between his smooth, hairless thighs and forcing them apart even before the restraints. The plain pink onesie had been unsnapped at the crotch and pulled up to his chest, leaving the massive diaper fully exposed and vulnerable.

His wrists were locked into soft pink leather handboeien - delicate but unbreakable cuffs - secured to the sides of the changing table above his head. A wide leather blindfold covered his eyes, plunging him into total darkness and heightening every sound and sensation. His legs were spread obscenely wide by a heavy metal spreader bar locked just above his knees, the cold steel keeping his diapered crotch completely open and accessible. A second, smaller spreader bar at his ankles ensured he could not close his thighs even an inch. The thick vibrating egg had been removed earlier, leaving his hole empty and twitching with anticipation.

The nursery was quiet except for the soft hum of the nightlight and the constant, nervous crinkle of his padding.

Zara moved around him with slow, deliberate grace. He could hear the rustle of her clothing, the soft click of heels on the padded floor. She had changed into a sheer black lace bodysuit that clung to her statuesque figure, her raven hair loose for once, cascading over her shoulders. The scent of her arousal - musky, feminine, powerful - already filled the air.

She trailed one manicured finger along the front of his bulging diaper, pressing lightly on the thick cushion where his pink chastity cage strained beneath.

“Look at my baby,” she murmured, voice velvet and dripping with dominance. “All strapped down, blindfolded, legs spread like a good little fucktoy. That heavy diaper is going to catch every single drop of what Mommy does to you tonight.”

Soren whimpered, hips twitching uselessly against the restraints. His caged clitty throbbed painfully, leaking steadily into the fresh padding. The spreader bars kept him completely exposed, the thick diaper pulled taut across his groin, the leg cuffs stretched wide.

Zara stepped between his spread legs and unfastened the four heavy snaps of the onesie crotch completely, peeling the fabric aside. She then untaped the front of the overnight diaper with two loud, deliberate rips, folding it down just enough to expose his smooth ass and the tight, twitching pucker between his cheeks. The back of the diaper remained tucked beneath him, ready to catch whatever mess she intended to create.

She applied a generous amount of thick, slippery lube to her fingers and pressed two inside him without warning, scissoring and stretching his hole with clinical precision. Soren gasped, back arching off the table as the cold lube and her invading fingers made his caged cock jump inside the padding.

“So eager already,” Zara cooed. “Your little sissy hole knows what it needs.”

She withdrew her fingers and replaced them with the thick, realistic strap-on she had buckled around her hips. The dildo was substantial - veined, slightly curved, and a deep blush pink that matched his cage. She coated it liberally with more lube, then pressed the blunt head against his lubed entrance.

“Relax, princess. Mommy’s going to fuck you senseless.”

She pushed forward steadily. The thick head breached his ring with a wet pop, stretching him open. Soren cried out, the sound high and broken, as inch after inch of the strap-on sank deep into his ass. The fullness was overwhelming - far thicker than the egg, pressing directly against his prostate with every slow thrust. Zara didn’t stop until the harness pressed flush against the back of his heavy diaper, the dildo buried to the hilt.

She paused there, letting him feel every thick inch, letting his hole flutter and clench around the invasion.

Then she began to move.

Slow at first, deep, rolling thrusts that dragged the curved head across his prostate on every stroke. Soren’s bound body jerked with each thrust, the spreader bars rattling, the heavy diaper crinkling and squishing beneath him. His caged clitty leaked in thick, continuous strands, soaking the front of the padding as Zara fucked him with controlled, powerful strokes.

“Feel that, baby?” she breathed, her own voice growing husky with pleasure. “Mommy’s cock filling your sissy hole while your fat diaper catches every leak. You’re nothing but a padded fucktoy now.”

She increased her pace, hips snapping forward harder, the wet slap of her body against the back of his diaper growing louder. The changing table creaked rhythmically. Soren’s moans turned into desperate, babbling cries, his blindfolded head tossing from side to side as the strap-on hammered his prostate relentlessly.

Zara reached down and rubbed the front of his diaper in firm, possessive circles, squishing the leaking padding against his trapped cock while she continued pegging him senseless. The dual stimulation - deep prostate pounding and the humiliating rub of his own soaked diaper - pushed him closer and closer to the edge without ever letting him tip over.

Her own arousal built visibly. Her breathing grew ragged, her thrusts more erratic and powerful. She leaned over him, one hand braced beside his head, the other still rubbing his diaper front as she drove the strap-on deep with every stroke.

“Yes… that’s it,” she gasped, voice breaking with rising pleasure. “Take Mommy’s cock like the helpless sissy baby you are. Leak for me. Crinkle for me.”

Her climax hit her hard. Zara cried out, a low, throaty moan of pure dominance as her body shuddered. Her hips slammed forward one final time, grinding the strap-on deep into his ass while she rode the waves of her orgasm, the power of reducing him to this state sending her over the edge. Her fingers dug into the front of his diaper, squeezing hard as she came.

Soren was delirious beneath her - blindfolded, bound, spread wide, his hole stretched and pounded, his diaper soaked with pre-cum and now warm from the friction. He babbled incoherently, begging, whimpering, his caged clitty spasming uselessly inside the heavy padding.

When Zara finally stilled, breathing hard, she slowly withdrew the thick dildo from his fluttering hole with a wet, obscene sound. She left the diaper open, the back still tucked beneath him, his used hole exposed and twitching.

She leaned down and kissed his sweat-damp forehead through the blindfold.

“The next load will not be allowed to escape so easily.”

Soren lay there, strapped to the changing table, legs still spread wide by the bars, heavy diaper open and soaked, hole gaping and empty, body trembling with unspent need. The nursery air felt cool against his exposed skin, but the promise in Zara’s words burned hotter than anything else.

Tomorrow, the real denial would begin.


Chapter 12: Messy Surrender

Soren lay strapped face-down over the changing table in the nursery, his wrists cuffed to the far edge and his ankles locked wide apart by the heavy spreader bar. The thick overnight diaper from the previous night had been removed, leaving his smooth, hairless ass completely exposed. The pink chastity cage remained locked tight around his aching clitty, the steel bars shiny with days of denied pre-cum. His hole twitched openly, still slightly puffy and sensitive from the relentless pegging Zara had given him the night before.

He had been kept in the nursery for days now - overstimulated, plugged, edged, and denied any real release. Constant low-level vibrations, endless teasing through thick diapers, forced nursing at Zara’s breast, and strict instructions not to soil himself without permission had left him in a constant state of delirious, babbling need. His mind was fraying at the edges, reduced to a hazy fog of powder, milk, and desperate arousal.

Zara stood beside him, dressed in a crisp white blouse and black pencil skirt that made her look every inch the dominant executive even in the pastel nursery. In her gloved hands she held a large, clear enema bag filled with warm, soapy water - nearly two liters of it. A thick, inflatable nozzle tipped the long tube.

“Today you learn what real surrender feels like, baby girl,” she said softly, voice velvet command. “Mommy is going to fill that greedy little tummy until you can’t hold anything back. Then you’re going to mess your diaper like the helpless infant you are - while I make you cum for the first time in your new life.”

Soren whimpered into the padded surface, hips shifting uselessly. “Please… Mommy… I can’t…”

“You can and you will.”

She lubed the thick nozzle generously and pressed it against his twitching hole. The inflatable bulb slid inside with a wet pop. Zara squeezed the bulb, inflating it firmly inside him so there would be no leaks. She hung the bag high on a hook above the table and opened the clamp.

The warm, soapy water began to flow.

Soren gasped as the first rush flooded into his bowels. The pressure built quickly - warm, insistent, cramping. Zara rubbed slow circles over his lower back and the small of his back, cooing softly.

“That’s it. Take every drop for Mommy. Fill that pretty belly until it’s nice and round.”

The bag emptied steadily. Soren’s stomach gurgled and bloated, the pressure becoming unbearable. His caged clitty throbbed painfully against the changing table, leaking steadily onto the padding beneath him. When the last of the enema had drained into him, Zara deflated the nozzle and removed it with a wet sound, quickly replacing it with the thick vibrating plug - the Blush Beginner upgraded to a much larger, more powerful model.

She pushed the plug home with firm pressure until the flared base nestled between his cheeks. Then she taped a fresh, extra-thick overnight diaper onto him - double-layered, with extra padding in the seat for the inevitable mess. The diaper was massive, the plastic shell gleaming white with delicate pink accents. She sealed the tapes tightly, the loud rips echoing through the nursery.

Soren was rolled onto his back, legs lifted high and locked into the spreader bar again. The heavy, already slightly bulging diaper rested heavily on his bloated belly. Zara snapped a fresh pink onesie over the diaper, but left the crotch unsnapped for now.

She picked up the remote.

“Time to mess, princess.”

The plug buzzed to life at maximum intensity.

The powerful vibrations slammed into his overloaded bowels and slammed directly against his prostate. Soren screamed, back arching violently off the table. The combination of the massive enema and the brutal vibrations was immediate and devastating. His hole clenched and fluttered around the plug, but the pressure was too much.

The first cramp hit hard.

A hot, mushy wave pushed against the plug. Soren whimpered, trying desperately to hold it, but the vibrations made resistance impossible. With a long, wet, crackling sound, the mess began to escape.

Thick, warm mush flooded into the seat of the diaper. The plug vibrated relentlessly at maximum, forcing more and more out in powerful, uncontrollable bursts. The heavy padding expanded rapidly, the seat bulging outward as the warm, soft mess spread across his ass and up toward his back. The diaper grew heavier, warmer, the plastic shell stretching to contain the massive load. Loud, wet squelching and crackling sounds filled the nursery as he helplessly filled the diaper, the mess pushing the thick padding outward in an obscene, sagging bulge.

All the while, the plug hammered his prostate without mercy.

Soren’s caged clitty spasmed wildly inside the steel bars. The combination of the intense prostate stimulation, the humiliating sensation of helplessly messing himself, and days of brutal denial finally pushed him over the edge.

His first messy orgasm crashed through him.

It wasn’t a normal climax. It was a ruined, prostate-driven explosion that left him screaming and thrashing against the restraints. Thick, watery spurts of cum pulsed weakly from his locked clitty, soaking the front of the already heavily messed diaper in long, sticky ropes. The orgasm rolled on and on, prolonged by the relentless vibrations, each wave forcing more mess into the seat of the diaper while his trapped cock continued to leak and spurt helplessly.

Zara watched with dark, sexual satisfaction, her emerald eyes gleaming as she kept the plug at maximum. She pressed one hand firmly on the front of the bulging, squishing diaper, rubbing the warm mess against his spasming clitty while he came.

“That’s my good baby,” she praised, voice thick with arousal. “Messing your diaper and cumming like a true sissy. Feel how full and heavy it is now? All that warm mush squishing around your little clitty while you leak everywhere.”

Soren was beyond words - overstimulated, delirious, sobbing with pleasure and shame as the orgasm finally began to ebb, leaving him a trembling, sweat-soaked wreck. The diaper was utterly ruined: massively bloated, sagging heavily between his spread thighs, the seat and back distended with a huge, warm, mushy load that squelched loudly with every aftershock.

Zara finally switched the plug off, leaving it buried deep in the mess. She leaned down and kissed his tear-streaked cheek.

“Tomorrow the outside world sees the new you.”

Soren lay there, bound and broken, the heavy, messy diaper squishing warmly beneath him, his body still twitching with the aftershocks of his first forced, messy orgasm. The nursery smelled strongly of powder, mess, and surrender.

The real public descent was about to begin.


Chapter 13: Public Padding

Soren stood in the private elevator of Zara’s penthouse, heart hammering against his ribs. The outfit Zara had chosen for him was deceptively normal from a distance: a soft, oversized cream sweater that hung loose on his slim frame, paired with slim black joggers that hugged his thighs just enough to look stylishly androgynous. Beneath it all, the reality was anything but normal.

A fresh, extra-thick daytime diaper - white with subtle pink accents - bulged noticeably between his legs, the padding so voluminous that the joggers stretched tight across his crotch and rear, creating an unmistakable padded waddle. The tapes were snug and high on his waist, and the absorbent core already felt warm from the nervous pre-cum leaking steadily from his pink chastity cage. A medium-sized vibrating plug nestled deep in his ass, its wire trailing discreetly inside the diaper. A smaller remote egg rested against his prostate, both toys controlled by the sleek black remote tucked into Zara’s designer handbag.

Soft pink lace panties cradled the bulky diaper, and beneath the sweater he wore a delicate training bra with small silicone inserts that gave his chest the faintest feminine swell. His smooth, hairless skin tingled under the clothes, every nerve still raw from the messy orgasm and endless denial of the previous days.

Zara stood beside him in an elegant black trench coat over a silk blouse and pencil skirt, raven hair in its signature chignon, emerald eyes calm and predatory. She looked every inch the powerful executive taking her “assistant” out for the afternoon.

“Remember the rules, princess,” she murmured as the elevator descended. “You will behave like a proper young lady. Any leaks, any accidents, any loss of control will be dealt with publicly if necessary. And you will not speak unless I give permission.”

Soren nodded, cheeks already burning. The thick diaper crinkled softly with every shift of his weight.

Their first stop was a high-end baby boutique tucked into an upscale shopping district. The store was bright and airy, stocked with premium nursery items, but also carried a discreet “adult comfort” section in the back. Several other shoppers - young mothers with strollers, couples browsing - moved through the aisles.

Zara led him straight to the adult diaper section, her hand resting possessively on the small of his back. The moment they were among the shelves, she flicked the remote.

The plug buzzed to life on a low, teasing setting.

Soren’s breath hitched. The vibration rolled through his hole, pressing firmly against his prostate. His caged clitty twitched hard inside the thick padding, leaking instantly. The diaper crinkled louder as he shifted, trying to hide the sudden flush on his face.

“Look at these, darling,” Zara said sweetly, holding up a package of ultra-thick overnight diapers with cute pastel prints. “These would be perfect for my little one at night. What do you think?”

Soren’s voice came out strained and higher than usual. “They… they look very absorbent.”

Zara smiled and increased the vibration to medium. The plug hummed harder, sending rhythmic pulses straight to his prostate. He gripped the shelf edge, knees weakening. A small spurt of pre-cum soaked into the diaper’s front, making the padding warmer and slightly mushier.

A sales assistant - a cheerful young woman in her twenties - approached. “Can I help you find anything?”

Zara didn’t turn the toy off. “Yes, we’re looking for the most discreet yet highly absorbent options for overnight use. My companion has… special needs.”

The assistant glanced at Soren, who was trying desperately to keep his face neutral while the plug buzzed relentlessly inside him. His thighs trembled, the thick diaper forcing a subtle but obvious waddle. The joggers did little to hide the bulky outline if anyone looked closely.

The assistant recommended several brands. Zara made him hold the heavy packages, forcing him to stand there while the vibrations continued. Each time he shifted weight, the diaper crinkled audibly. He was certain the assistant could hear it, but she only smiled politely.

By the time they left the store with two large bags of premium diapers and plastic pants, Soren’s diaper was noticeably damper, the front darkened slightly from constant leaking. His hole fluttered around the plug, prostate aching from the prolonged stimulation.

Next came a feminine clothing boutique.

Zara guided him into the fitting rooms at the back. The area was quiet but not private - thin curtains separated the stalls, and the sounds of other shoppers echoed nearby. She selected several frilly outfits: pastel rompers, short pleated skirts, and lacy blouses clearly designed for adult littles.

Inside the largest stall, she locked the door and immediately turned both toys to higher settings.

The plug and egg vibrated in tandem - strong, pulsing waves that made Soren’s knees buckle. He leaned against the mirror, biting his lip to stifle a moan. The thick diaper crinkled and squished as his hips jerked involuntarily.

“Try this on, baby,” Zara whispered, handing him a soft pink romper with snap crotch and subtle ruffles.

Soren fumbled out of his sweater and joggers, standing there in nothing but the heavily leaking diaper and training bra. The bulge was obscene - swollen, warm, and obvious. Zara helped him into the romper, snapping the crotch closed over the massive padding. The garment hugged the diaper tightly, making the bulk even more pronounced.

She made him turn in front of the mirror while both toys buzzed at near-maximum. His reflection showed a flushed, feminized figure with a clearly padded crotch and rear, the romper doing nothing to hide his shame. Pre-cum continued to flow, the diaper growing wetter and heavier by the second.

A soft knock came from outside the curtain. “Everything alright in there? Need a different size?”

Zara answered smoothly, “We’re fine, thank you.” But she didn’t lower the vibrations. Instead, she reached inside the romper’s leg opening and pressed two fingers firmly against the front of the diaper, rubbing the soaked padding in slow circles while the toys continued their assault.

Soren whimpered, hips bucking. He was dangerously close to losing control - either cumming ruined in his diaper or, worse, wetting helplessly in the crowded store.

They left the boutique with another bag, Soren now wearing the pink romper beneath his joggers and sweater, the thick, leaking diaper even more obvious with the added layer.

The final stop was a crowded department store on the main floor, filled with weekend shoppers. Zara led him to the intimate apparel section, surrounded by racks of lingerie and nightwear. The area was busy - women browsing bras, couples laughing, children running nearby.

Zara positioned him in a corner near a display of padded underwear and turned both toys to maximum.

The plug and egg exploded inside him. Powerful, jackhammering vibrations slammed his prostate without mercy. Soren’s eyes widened, a broken moan escaping before he could clamp his mouth shut. His legs shook violently. The thick diaper crinkled and squelched loudly with every involuntary thrust of his hips. The front was now visibly swollen and darkened, the heavy padding sagging between his thighs.

He gripped a rack for support, pretending to examine a nightgown while his body betrayed him completely. The stimulation was too much after days of denial. His caged clitty spasmed hard, forcing a weak, ruined orgasm to rip through him - thin, watery spurts of cum flooding the front of the diaper while the toys continued vibrating at full power.

Zara stood close, pretending to help him choose, her hand discreetly pressing on the front of his joggers, feeling the warm, pulsing mess through the layers.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Cumming in your diaper right here where anyone could see. Such a naughty padded baby.”

Soren trembled, vision blurring, the orgasm prolonged by the relentless vibrations. A tiny, involuntary spurt of urine escaped with the climax, adding to the warm, sticky disaster inside the diaper. The padding was now heavy and obvious, the joggers stretched tight over the bloated crotch.

Zara finally eased the toys down to a low hum and guided him toward the exit, one arm around his waist to steady his waddling steps.

As they stepped out into the busy street, the thick, cum-and-urine-soaked diaper squishing audibly between his legs with every step, Zara leaned close to his ear.

“The medical wing of the nursery opens next. Your incontinence becomes permanent.”

Soren’s breath caught, the promise settling over him like another heavy layer of padding as they disappeared into the crowd, his public exposure only just beginning.


Chapter 14: Clinical Crinkle
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Soren lay completely exposed on the padded exam table in the newly revealed medical wing of the nursery, the bright overhead lights casting a sterile, clinical glow over every humiliating inch of his smooth, hairless body. The room was a perfect fusion of cold medical precision and infantile degradation: white walls lined with pastel pink accents, stainless steel cabinets stocked with diapers, catheters, syringes, and enema kits, an IV stand holding bottles of clear fluids, and a large digital scale built into the table itself. The air smelled sharply of antiseptic mixed with the sweet, powdery scent of baby lotion and fresh plastic.

He wore nothing but the thick, extra-absorbent daytime diaper Zara had taped onto him after the public shopping trip - its white shell already slightly yellowed at the front from the constant, nervous leaking he couldn’t control anymore. The padding was swollen and warm between his spread thighs, the tapes pulled high and tight around his narrow waist. His pink chastity cage pressed visibly against the front, the heart-shaped lock glinting under the lights. His legs were locked into padded stirrups, knees bent and spread obscenely wide, leaving the bulky diaper completely accessible. Soft leather restraints secured his wrists to the sides of the table above his head, and a wide strap across his chest kept his torso pinned flat.

Zara stood beside the table in a crisp white doctor’s coat left open to reveal the sheer black lace bodysuit beneath, her raven hair pinned back, emerald eyes gleaming with professional hunger. A stethoscope hung around her neck, and a clipboard rested on the counter beside an array of gleaming medical instruments.

“Time for your full clinical evaluation, baby girl,” she said, voice velvet command laced with maternal warmth. “We’re going to measure exactly how far you’ve regressed… and train that little body to never hold anything again.”

She began with measurements. Gloved hands cupped the heavy front of his diaper, squeezing firmly so the warm, damp padding squished audibly against his caged clitty. Soren whimpered, hips twitching uselessly in the stirrups.

“Diaper bulk: maximum capacity reached after only four hours of light leakage,” she noted aloud, voice clinical yet dripping with satisfaction. “Cage circumference… still straining. Let’s see how much you’re leaking today.”

She peeled back the front tapes with two loud, deliberate rips. The diaper front folded down, exposing his smooth groin and the pink steel cage glistening with fresh pre-cum. Zara measured the swollen shaft trapped inside the bars, then slid a thin, flexible tape around the base of his balls.

“Testicular volume increased from denial. Excellent.” She produced a small digital scale and pressed it against the front of his exposed cage, weighing the steady drip of pre-cum collecting there. “Leak rate: twenty-three milliliters per hour. We’ll double that by the end of the session.”

Soren’s cheeks burned crimson as she documented every shameful detail on her clipboard.

Next came the catheters.

Zara lubed a long, thin urethral catheter with clear gel, the metal tip gleaming. “This will help train your bladder to empty on command… or not at all.” She held his caged clitty steady with one hand and slowly inserted the catheter into his slit. Soren gasped sharply, back arching against the restraints as the cool tube slid deep into his bladder. A soft click sounded as the balloon inflated, locking it in place. Clear urine immediately began to drain through the tube into a collection bag hanging off the side of the table, the flow steady and uncontrollable.

“Perfect,” Zara murmured, patting the front of the open diaper. “No more holding. No more big-boy control.”

She moved to his rear next. Another lubricated nozzle - thicker, with an inflatable bulb - was pressed against his twitching hole. It slid inside easily after days of constant plugging, and Zara inflated it firmly. A second tube connected to a large enema bag filled with warm saline solution. She opened the clamp, and the fluid began to flow in a slow, relentless stream.

While the enema filled him, Zara turned her attention to edging.

She produced the remote for the vibrating plug still buried deep beneath the diaper’s seat and flicked it on to a low, pulsing setting. The toy buzzed to life against his prostate, now amplified by the building pressure in his bowels. Soren moaned brokenly, thighs trembling in the stirrups. His caged clitty strained violently against the steel bars, the catheter tube swaying with every throb.

Zara’s gloved hand wrapped around the exposed shaft of the cage, stroking firmly through the bars while the enema continued to fill him. The dual sensation - full bladder draining helplessly through the catheter and the slow, warm rush into his ass - pushed him to the edge within minutes.

“You’re not allowed to cum yet, princess,” she warned, slowing her strokes to a teasing crawl. “This is training. We edge you until your body forgets how to hold anything.”

She brought him right to the brink three times, each time stopping just as his trapped clitty began to spasm. The enema bag emptied completely, leaving his belly slightly rounded and cramping. Zara deflated the rectal nozzle but left the urethral catheter in place, then retaped the thick diaper snugly over everything. The crinkle was loud and obscene as the plastic sealed around the tubes and the vibrating plug.

“Phase two,” she announced, wheeling over a small machine. Electrodes were placed on his smooth inner thighs and lower abdomen, connected to a gentle TENS unit. She activated it on a low setting, sending tingling pulses through his groin that synced perfectly with the plug’s vibrations.

Soren’s eyes rolled back. The combination was merciless - vibrations deep in his ass, electrical teasing on his skin, the constant warm flow through the catheter, and the heavy, swelling diaper now pressing the mess of saline against his hole. Zara rubbed the front of the diaper in firm, possessive circles, squishing the padding against his caged clitty while she edged him again and again.

Each cycle grew more intense. She increased the plug to medium, then high, forcing his body to the edge of orgasm while the catheter prevented any real release. Pre-cum mixed with urine in the collection bag, the flow increasing as his body surrendered. Small, involuntary leaks began to escape around the catheter despite the seal, soaking the diaper’s front in warm spurts.

“Feel that?” Zara cooed, pressing harder on the soggy padding. “Your bladder is learning. It doesn’t wait for permission anymore. It just empties.”

She brought him to the edge a fifth time, then a sixth, his moans turning into desperate, high-pitched cries. Tears of overstimulation leaked from the corners of his eyes. The diaper grew heavier, warmer, the seat beginning to sag as the saline enema finally pushed its way out in small, uncontrollable bursts around the plug. Wet, mushy sounds filled the room as the padding absorbed the mess, the crinkle turning into a permanent squelch.

Zara finally eased the vibrations down but kept the electrodes pulsing. She leaned over him, one hand still rubbing the ruined, heavy diaper while the other stroked his tear-streaked cheek.

“You’re doing so well, my little patient. Bladder control: zero. Bowel control: failing. Diaper dependency: total.”

She produced a fresh, even thicker overnight diaper and changed him right there on the table - removing the soaked, messy one with clinical efficiency, cleaning every inch with warm wipes, reapplying rash cream and powder, then taping the new one on with loud, final rips. The catheter remained in place, now routed neatly inside the fresh padding. A small, discreet external collection bag was strapped to his thigh beneath the diaper for continuous drainage.

Soren lay there panting, body trembling, mind fogged with endless edging and the constant, humiliating sensation of his body betraying him.

Zara unstrapped his wrists and lowered the stirrups, helping him sit up on the edge of the exam table. The heavy new diaper sagged between his thighs, the catheter tube shifting inside him with every movement.

She placed a single document and a pen in front of him on a small tray.

“One signature left,” she whispered, emerald eyes locked on his. “Then you never leave the nursery again.”


Chapter 15: Forever Clause

Soren knelt naked in the center of the nursery’s main crib room, the soft pink padded flooring cool beneath his knees. The heaviest diaper Zara had ever put him in bulged massively between his smooth thighs, an enormous overnight model specially ordered for permanent use. Thick, quilted layers of super-absorbent core made the padding balloon outward in an obscene, sagging swell that forced his legs wide apart. The white plastic shell was reinforced with extra tapes - six in total - pulled brutally tight around his narrow waist and high on his hips. The leg cuffs were snug and elasticated, sealing everything inside. Already the front of the diaper showed a faint yellow tint from the constant, helpless leaks that the medical training had made inevitable.

Nothing else covered his body. No onesie, no bra, no stockings. Just the massive, crinkling diaper and the pink chastity cage locked tight beneath it, his smooth chest and angular features exposed under the soft nursery lighting. The urethral catheter from the medical exam had been removed earlier, but the constant low-level dribbling remained - a humiliating reminder that his bladder no longer waited for permission.

Zara stood before him in a sheer white silk robe that barely concealed the curves of her body, raven hair loose and cascading over her shoulders. In one hand she held the addendum document - thick cream paper clipped to a sleek black board. In the other, the remote for the large vibrating plug still buried deep in his ass.

“Kneel up straight, baby,” she commanded softly, voice velvet and final. “This is the last contract you will ever sign as anything but my permanent sissy baby.”

Soren’s breath shook as he straightened his posture, the heavy diaper crinkling loudly with the movement. The plug shifted inside him, pressing firmly against his prostate. His caged clitty throbbed painfully against the thick padding, already leaking fresh pre-cum into the warm core.

Zara stepped closer, towering over his kneeling form. She placed the document on the low nursery table in front of him, along with a pink glitter pen.

“Read every word aloud, princess. I want to hear you accept your future.”

Soren’s voice trembled as he began to read the permanent diapers forever addendum:

“I, Soren Voss, formerly known as a corporate strategist, hereby surrender all remaining claims to adulthood, masculinity, and bodily autonomy. I consent to permanent diaper dependency. My bladder and bowels will be managed exclusively through thick, disposable protection. No toilet training will ever be attempted again. I will remain in diapers twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, for the rest of my life. Nighttime double-diapering and plastic pants are mandatory. Public exposure risks will be at Mommy’s discretion. Any attempt to remove or resist padding will result in immediate escalation to full medical restraint and thicker, messier protection.”

His voice cracked on the final lines:

“I acknowledge that I am now Zara Vale’s permanent sissy baby. My only purpose is to be padded, feminized, nursed, and used. This addendum is irrevocable.”

Zara’s emerald eyes darkened with satisfaction. “Good girl. Now sign.”

As Soren picked up the pen with a shaking hand, Zara dropped to one knee beside him. Her robe fell open, revealing the full swell of her breasts. She reached into the front of the massive diaper with one smooth, warm hand, fingers sliding past the chastity cage to wrap firmly around his smooth, leaking shaft and balls.

Soren gasped, the pen nearly dropping.

“Keep writing, baby. Mommy’s going to edge you while you make it official.”

Her fingers began to stroke - slow, deliberate, slick with his own pre-cum. She pumped the trapped clitty through the tight bars of the cage, thumb circling the sensitive head while two fingers rolled his smooth balls. The heavy diaper crinkled and squished around her wrist with every movement, the plastic shell loud in the quiet room.

Soren moaned brokenly, trying to focus on the signature line. The first letter came out wobbly as Zara increased the pressure, stroking faster, her palm pressing the thick padding against the back of her hand.

“Such a leaky little clitty,” she cooed, voice low and maternal. “Feel how heavy this diaper is? This is your life now. Every day. Every night. No exceptions. No escapes. Just endless crinkles and warm, wet shame.”

She twisted her wrist, squeezing the base of his shaft while her fingers teased the slit through the cage bars. Soren’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, grinding the front of the enormous diaper against her hand. The plug in his ass hummed to life on a low setting, adding deep prostate vibrations that made his toes curl against the padded floor.

He scrawled the next part of his name, the pen shaking violently. Pre-cum poured freely now, coating Zara’s fingers and soaking deeper into the diaper’s core. The padding grew warmer and mushier around her hand.

Zara leaned in closer, her bare breast brushing against his shoulder as she worked him mercilessly. “You’re going to live in these diapers forever, princess. Double thickness at night. Special medical ones when you start losing all control. You’ll waddle everywhere. You’ll sleep in the crib. You’ll nurse at my breast while you mess yourself. And every single time you leak or soil yourself, you’ll thank Mommy for taking your adulthood away.”

Soren whimpered loudly, the signature turning into a desperate scribble as her hand pumped faster. He was right on the edge - days of denial, the medical training, the constant plugging, all of it converging into one unbearable peak. His balls drew up tight in her grip, the caged clitty spasming wildly.

But Zara knew his body perfectly now. She slowed her strokes at the last possible second, keeping him teetering on the brink without letting him tumble over. Soren sobbed with frustration, hips bucking desperately into her hand, the heavy diaper squelching and crinkling obscenely.

“Sign the last line,” she whispered against his ear, breath hot. “Sign it and accept that you will never be dry again.”

With a broken cry, Soren dragged the pen across the final line, his full name - Soren Voss - now replaced in his mind by the simple truth of what he had become. Zara’s permanent padded sissy baby.

The moment the pen left the paper, Zara’s hand resumed its ruthless rhythm. She stroked him hard and fast inside the soaked, crinkling diaper, fingers squeezing and milking while the plug buzzed louder against his prostate.

“Come for Mommy,” she commanded. “Come while you sign away the last of your old life.”

The orgasm crashed through him like a breaking dam. Soren cried out, body convulsing as thin, watery spurts of cum pulsed weakly from his locked clitty, flooding the front of the massive diaper in long, sticky ropes. Zara kept stroking through every wave, squishing the warm mess deeper into the padding while he shook and whimpered, tears streaming down his sharp cheeks.

When the last spasm finally faded, Zara withdrew her hand slowly, bringing her cum-coated fingers to his lips.

“Clean Mommy’s hand, baby.”

He obeyed without hesitation, licking every drop with desperate, submissive swipes of his tongue.

Zara stood, folding the signed addendum and placing it in a locked drawer. She looked down at the kneeling, trembling figure in the enormous, cum-soaked diaper, her emerald eyes filled with dark, possessive love.

“Tomorrow you choose to stay forever. And you will cum while doing it.”

Soren remained on his knees, chest heaving, the heaviest diaper of his life sagging heavily between his thighs, warm and sticky with his own surrender. The nursery bars of the crib loomed behind him like the final bars of his old life closing forever.

There was only one choice left.


Chapter 16: Cribbed Climax

Soren lay on his back in the oversized crib, the high white bars locked securely in place around him. The nursery was bathed in the soft pink glow of the nightlight, the mobile of pastel stars turning slowly overhead. He was dressed for permanent regression: the thickest overnight diaper Zara owned, double-layered with extra boosters in the seat and crotch, taped so tightly around his waist that the plastic shell creaked with every breath. The padding was already warm and heavy between his smooth thighs, the leg cuffs sealed snugly to prevent any escape. Over it he wore a soft pink ABDL onesie with a snap crotch, the fabric stretched taut across the massive diaper bulge. A large pink pacifier was clipped to the onesie and currently lodged between his glossy lips, the silicone bulb filling his mouth as he suckled instinctively.

His wrists were secured to the crib rails with soft pink cuffs, and a wide strap across his chest kept him pinned gently but inescapably to the thick mattress. The urethral catheter had been removed during the final medical locking earlier that evening, replaced by a permanent locking chastity device that combined the pink cage with a small internal plug to ensure constant, low-level stimulation. A fresh, larger vibrating plug nestled deep in his ass, its wire trailing discreetly inside the diaper.

Zara stood beside the crib, the side rail lowered. She wore only a sheer white silk robe, open at the front to reveal her full, heavy breasts and the dark patch of trimmed hair between her thighs. Her raven hair spilled loose over her shoulders, and her emerald eyes burned with final, possessive hunger.

“You’ve done so well, my sweet baby,” she murmured, reaching through the bars to stroke his dark wavy hair. “Tonight you make your final choice. You will beg Mommy to keep you forever… and you will cum while you do it.”

She climbed into the crib with graceful ease, straddling his diapered hips. The onesie’s crotch snaps were popped open one by one, the loud pops echoing in the quiet nursery. Zara peeled the front of the onesie upward, fully exposing the enormous, pristine white diaper. She pressed both hands firmly on the front, squishing the thick padding against his locked clitty.

“Tell Mommy what you want,” she commanded softly.

Soren’s pacifier muffled his words, but he spoke around it desperately, voice high and broken with need. “Please… Mommy… I want to stay… I want to be your permanent sissy baby… forever…”

Zara smiled, slow and dark. She reached down and activated the vibrating plug at medium intensity. The deep buzz slammed into his prostate immediately. Soren moaned around the pacifier, hips rolling upward, the heavy diaper crinkling and squishing beneath her weight.

“Good girl. Louder.”

“I want to wear diapers every day for the rest of my life,” he whimpered, words slurred by the pacifier. “I never want to be dry again… I want to wet and mess like a helpless baby… Please keep me in the crib… Please make me your padded little girl forever…”

Zara ground herself against the front of the massive diaper, her wet pussy sliding over the crinkling plastic. She moaned softly, the friction and the power clearly driving her arousal higher. One hand slipped inside the diaper’s waistband, wrapping around the locked cage and stroking the trapped shaft through the bars while the plug continued its relentless hum.

Soren’s eyes fluttered. “I… I beg you… never let me grow up again… I want to nurse at your breast… I want to sleep in this crib every night… double diapered… plastic pants… I want to waddle in public when you choose… I want to be completely incontinent for you…”

His voice cracked into a sob of pure surrender as Zara increased the plug to maximum. The powerful vibrations hammered his prostate without mercy. His bladder, already trained into weakness, gave way first. A hot, uncontrollable rush of urine flooded into the diaper, soaking the front in a long, hissing stream. The padding swelled rapidly, growing warmer and heavier as it absorbed every drop. The yellow tint spread visibly across the white shell.

Zara’s breathing quickened. She rode the bulging, wetting diaper harder, her slick folds grinding against the warm, swelling plastic. “Yes, baby. Wet for Mommy. Flood your diaper while you beg.”

Soren’s words tumbled out faster, desperate and slurred. “Please… keep me as your sissy baby… I’ll mess whenever you want… I’ll leak all night… I’ll never ask to be a man again… I’m yours… only yours… forever padded… forever regressed… please… please let me stay…”

The pressure in his bowels joined the fray. The massive vibrations and the overwhelming fullness pushed the inevitable. With a long, wet, crackling sound, Soren began to mess. Thick, warm mush pushed out around the vibrating plug, flooding the seat of the diaper in heavy, uncontrollable waves. The padding expanded dramatically, sagging heavily beneath Zara’s weight as the mess spread across his ass and up his back. The crinkle turned into a constant, filthy squelch, the plastic shell stretching to contain the massive load.

Zara gasped in pleasure, grinding harder against the now heavily soiled and soaked diaper. Her hand worked furiously inside the waistband, stroking and squeezing his caged clitty while she chased her own climax.

Soren was lost. Tears streamed down his cheeks as he babbled around the pacifier. “I choose to stay forever… I want to be your diapered sissy baby… I need it… I need you… please… let me cum while I surrender completely…”

Zara leaned down, pressing her breasts against his chest. She removed the pacifier just long enough to kiss him deeply, her tongue claiming his mouth. When she pulled back, she whispered against his lips:

“Cum for Mommy, baby. Cum while you ruin your diaper completely.”

She slammed the plug to its absolute maximum and pinched his nipple hard.

The climax hit Soren like a breaking wave. His entire body convulsed against the restraints as a powerful, messy orgasm tore through him. His locked clitty spasmed violently inside the cage, pumping thick ropes of cum into the already flooded and messed diaper. At the same moment, his bladder released another uncontrollable flood and his bowels pushed out the final heavy wave of mess. The diaper became a warm, squishing catastrophe - soaked, soiled, and cum-filled - bulging obscenely between his spread thighs.

Zara cried out in triumph as her own orgasm crashed over her. She ground down hard on the ruined diaper, her pussy clenching and flooding with slick arousal that smeared across the plastic shell. Her hips bucked wildly, riding the filthy, crinkling mess while she moaned his new name like a prayer.

“My perfect sissy baby… my permanent little girl…”

Their climaxes rolled on together, prolonged by the relentless vibrations and the sheer intensity of the moment. Soren’s body shook with aftershocks, warm urine still trickling, soft mush still shifting inside the overloaded diaper, cum mixing with everything in a final, filthy seal of his fate.

When the last tremors finally faded, Zara switched off the plug and gently re-fastened the onesie snaps over the destroyed diaper. She replaced the pacifier between his lips and stroked his sweat-damp hair.

She looked down at the broken, blissful, thoroughly used sissy baby in the crib, her emerald eyes soft with dark satisfaction.

“The contract is complete. There is no going back.”

Soren suckled weakly on the pacifier, the heavy, warm, messy diaper squishing softly beneath him with every shallow breath. The crib bars stood tall and locked around him. The nursery was his world now.

Forever.
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