
        
            
                
            
        

    
Regressed for Mommy

A Dark MDLB Ageplay Erotica Story of Nursing, Diapers, and Total Surrender


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Gaze That Undid Me

Arlo Kane stepped into the sunlit consultation room with the same clipped precision he brought to every boardroom. His tailored charcoal suit hung perfectly on his slender frame, chestnut hair tousled just enough to look intentional, sharp green eyes scanning the space like it was hostile territory. Another eighty-hour week had left his jaw locked tight, shoulders knotted, cock half-hard from sheer exhaustion and the strange, shameful pull of the ad he’d answered at 3 a.m.

The room smelled of warm vanilla and something faintly powdery. Sunlight poured through tall windows, catching on polished oak floors and a single high-backed velvet chair opposite a wide mahogany desk. No couch. No sterile therapist vibe. Just quiet, expensive calm.

He sat rigidly, knees together, hands flat on his thighs. Control. He still had it.

The door opened without a sound.

Thalia entered like she owned time itself.

Statuesque. Thirty-six and carved from warm olive silk and authority. Lustrous black hair pinned in an impeccable chignon that gleamed under the light. Her tailored cream silk dress clung to generous breasts and flared hips, the neckline modest yet somehow obscene in its promise. Amber eyes - piercing, unhurried - settled on him the moment she crossed the threshold.

Arlo’s breath caught.

She didn’t smile. Not yet. She simply looked.

Those eyes moved over him slowly. From the tense set of his jaw to the faint tremor in his fingers. Down the rigid line of his spine to the way his polished Oxfords pressed too hard into the floor. She saw the exhaustion. The micromanaged armor. The desperate little boy clawing beneath it all.

His cock twitched. Once. Hard. A traitor in his slacks.

Thalia closed the door with a soft click. The sound felt final.

She crossed the room in three unhurried steps and lowered herself into the chair opposite him. The silk of her dress whispered against her thighs. She crossed her legs, one smooth calf sliding over the other, and folded her hands in her lap. No notepad. No pen. Just that gaze.

“Arlo,” she said. Her voice was velvet-wrapped steel - low, warm, impossibly maternal. “You look so very tired, sweetheart.”

The word hit him like a palm between the shoulder blades. Sweetheart. His cock jerked again, thickening against the fabric of his briefs. Heat crawled up his neck.

“I’m fine,” he said, sharper than intended. “Just… busy.”

Thalia’s amber eyes never left his face. She tilted her head, a single strand of black hair slipping free to brush her cheek. “Busy men don’t answer ads for maternal regression therapy at three in the morning. Busy men don’t sit in my chair pretending their cocks aren’t already reacting to a woman who hasn’t even touched them yet.”

Arlo’s mouth went dry. He shifted, trying to hide the growing bulge. The movement only made the fabric rub against his swelling head.

She noticed. Of course she did.

A faint, knowing curve touched her full lips. Not quite a smile. Something softer. Hungrier.

“Tell me why you’re here, little one.”

The diminutive slipped out so naturally it felt like she’d been calling him that for years. Arlo’s jaw flexed. He hated how his voice came out hoarse.

“Burnout. Control issues. I thought… temporary escape. A few sessions. Reset.”

Thalia leaned forward slightly. The neckline of her dress shifted, offering the barest shadow of deep cleavage. Her scent - warm skin, faint milk, something sweetly powdery - reached him.

“You don’t want a reset, Arlo. You want to stop deciding. Stop performing. Stop being the man who carries everything.” Her voice dropped, intimate, almost a lullaby. “You want to be small again. Safe. Taken care of in ways you’ve never allowed yourself to need.”

His cock was fully hard now, straining painfully against his zipper. Pre-cum leaked in a slow, sticky trail, soaking into his briefs. He could feel the wet spot forming. Shame burned hot in his gut even as his hips gave the tiniest, involuntary rock forward.

Thalia’s eyes flicked down once, deliberate, then back to his face. “There it is,” she murmured. “That sweet little twitch. Your body already knows what your mind is still fighting.”

Arlo swallowed hard. “This is just… curiosity. I can walk away anytime.”

“Can you?” She uncrossed her legs, recrossed them the other way. The silk whispered again. “Look at me, sweetheart. Really look.”

He did.

Those amber eyes held him. Calm. All-knowing. Maternal in a way that made his chest ache and his balls tighten at the same time. She saw the 28-year-old CEO who hadn’t slept properly in months. She saw the boy who’d never been allowed to cry, to wet himself without consequence, to suckle and be held and simply exist without spreadsheets and KPIs.

Her gaze stripped him layer by layer.

Arlo’s breathing grew shallow. His hands clenched on his thighs. The room felt warmer, the air thicker. His cock throbbed in time with his pulse, leaking steadily now. He could smell his own arousal mixing with the vanilla and powder in the air.

Thalia let the silence stretch. Then she spoke again, softer.

“I’m not offering therapy, Arlo. I’m offering regression. Real regression. Thick diapers that will hold every accident you’re too ashamed to admit you crave. Nursing at my breast until you forget your own name. A nursery built just for you, with bars on the crib and locks on the door. Total surrender. No safe word that lets you keep your adult clothes on. Once you step past the first threshold, you belong to Mommy.”

The word Mommy landed like a warm, wet tongue dragging up his shaft.

Arlo’s hips jerked. A tiny, helpless sound escaped his throat.

Thalia’s eyes darkened with visible arousal. Her nipples pressed visibly against the silk of her dress, two stiff peaks.

“You’re getting wet already, aren’t you? Just from sitting here under my gaze. Leaking into those big-boy underwear like a desperate little boy who needs his diaper changed.”

He couldn’t deny it. The front of his slacks felt damp. His cock pulsed again, another bead of pre-cum sliding down the underside.

Thalia rose slowly. She didn’t circle the desk. She simply stood in front of him, towering even though he was seated. One manicured hand reached out and cupped his chin, tilting his face up.

Her touch was gentle. Possessive.

“Such sharp green eyes,” she whispered. “So full of fight. But I see the little one hiding behind them. The one who wants to crawl into Mommy’s lap and suckle until he forgets how to be a man.”

Arlo’s breath hitched. His cock strained so hard it hurt.

She leaned down until her lips brushed his ear. Warm breath. The faint scent of her skin.

“Tomorrow you’ll come back and sign the contract. You’ll agree to every numbered rule. You’ll let me take you apart, piece by piece, until the only thing left is my baby. Wet. Messy. Helpless. And so, so happy.”

Her fingers tightened just enough on his chin.

“Say it, Arlo. Tell Mommy you’ll return tomorrow.”

His voice cracked. “I… I’ll return tomorrow.”

Thalia straightened. Satisfaction glowed in her amber eyes. She smoothed her dress over her curves, the motion drawing his gaze helplessly to her heavy breasts.

“Good boy.”

The praise made his cock jump so violently he nearly came untouched.

She walked to the door, hips swaying with deliberate grace. At the threshold she paused, looking back over her shoulder.

Her eyes promised that this was only the beginning.

Tomorrow he would return to sign away his adulthood.


Chapter 2: The Ink of Surrender

Arlo's hands trembled as he gripped the thick cream-colored folder Thalia slid across the mahogany desk the next morning. The same sunlit consultation room felt smaller today, heavier, the vanilla-powder scent thicker in his lungs. His suit felt too tight, his cock already half-hard from the memory of her gaze yesterday, pressing insistently against the damp spot he'd tried to hide in his briefs.

Thalia sat opposite him in another silk dress - this one deep burgundy, hugging every generous curve like it was painted on. Her black hair was pinned perfectly, amber eyes calm and knowing. She didn't speak at first. Just watched him with that maternal patience that made his stomach twist and his balls ache.

"Read it carefully, sweetheart," she said softly. "Every word. Every rule. Once you sign, there's no undoing what Mommy starts."

Arlo swallowed hard. His palms left damp prints on the paper as he opened the folder. The contract was thick, legal jargon mixed with clinical precision and something far more intimate. His sharp green eyes scanned the header: "Binding Maternal Regression Agreement - Permanent Transfer of Autonomy."

His cock twitched at the word permanent.

He flipped to the numbered rules. There were twenty of them, printed in elegant serif font.

Rule 1: The subject, hereinafter referred to as "Baby," surrenders all adult decision-making to Mommy Thalia. No exceptions.

Rule 2: Baby will wear only what Mommy approves. Adult clothing is forbidden after the first change.

Rule 3: Diapers are mandatory at all times. Baby will not remove or request removal without permission. Wetting and messing will occur naturally and without resistance.

Arlo's breath hitched. His cock swelled fully now, the head leaking a fresh bead of pre-cum that soaked into his underwear. He shifted in the chair, the wet fabric clinging uncomfortably.

Thalia's voice cut through the silence like warm honey. "Keep reading, little one. Mommy wants to see that pretty flush on your cheeks."

Rule 4: Nursing sessions at Mommy's breast will happen on demand and schedule. Baby will latch and suckle until emptied, no matter how long or how hard Baby becomes.

Rule 5: The nursery is Baby's only sleeping quarters. Crib bars lock from the outside. No adult bed ever again.

His jaw clenched. The words blurred for a second as his heart hammered against his ribs. He could feel his cock throbbing, trapped and aching, the front of his slacks tenting obviously now. Shame burned hot, but he didn't stop reading.

Rule 6: Public outings will include discreet protection and toys as Mommy chooses. Baby will maintain composure or face immediate correction.

Rule 7: Speech will regress over time. Baby words only after full surrender. No big-boy arguments.

Rule 8: Orgasms belong to Mommy. Edging, denial, or ruined releases at her discretion. Full release only when Baby is properly diapered and nursing.

Arlo's hand shook as he turned the page. His cock was leaking steadily now, a wet patch spreading visibly on the dark fabric of his trousers. He could smell his own musk mixing with the room's sweet powder scent.

Thalia leaned back, crossing her legs slowly. The silk whispered. Her amber eyes drank in every detail - the tense line of his shoulders, the way his free hand gripped his thigh like it could anchor him, the obvious bulge and growing dampness.

"You're getting so excited, aren't you?" she murmured. "Reading all the ways Mommy is going to take care of her helpless little boy. Your cock is dripping just thinking about thick padding between your legs."

He didn't answer. Couldn't. His eyes kept moving down the list.

Rule 9: All bodily functions are Mommy's domain. Changes happen when and how Mommy decides. No privacy. No hiding accidents.

Rule 10: The Gentle Cradle plug and other training aids will be used to deepen dependency. Baby will learn to crave fullness.

Rule 11: Bondage, spreader bars, clamps - whatever Mommy needs to teach patience and surrender - will be employed without hesitation.

Arlo's mouth went dry. His cock pulsed hard, another spurt of pre-cum soaking through. He imagined it - the thick adult diaper, the crinkle, the warm flood he couldn't stop. His free hand pressed subtly against his thigh, trying to ease the pressure without her noticing.

She noticed.

"Hands on the table, sweetheart," Thalia said gently but firmly. "Mommy likes to see how hard this makes you. No hiding."

He obeyed. The loss of that small comfort made his cock throb even more desperately.

Rule 12: Daily routines will lock Baby into heavy diapers, onesies, and limited movement. Resistance earns longer lock-up times.

Rule 13: Messing is inevitable and beautiful. Baby will learn to accept it in Mommy's arms, warm and safe.

Rule 14: Public and private humiliation will reinforce Baby's new place. Praise will reward good little behavior.

Rule 15: Permanent baby rules activate after full regression. Pacifier. Bottles. No adult speech. Total dependency.

The list went on, each rule carving deeper into his mind. Arlo's heart pounded so loudly he could hear it in his ears. Sweat beaded on his forehead. His cock was rock-hard, aching, the wet spot now unmistakable on his slacks. He reread Rule 3 twice, thighs clenching at the thought of uncontrollable wetting.

Thalia's voice floated over him again, velvet and steel. "You're imagining it already. That first thick diaper taped snug around your hips. The way it will force your legs apart just a little. How safe and small it will make you feel while your cock leaks uselessly into the padding."

Arlo let out a shaky breath. His green eyes flicked up to hers for a second - those piercing amber depths full of serene patience and dark hunger. She was aroused too. He could see the stiff peaks of her nipples pressing against the burgundy silk, the subtle flush on her olive skin.

He forced his gaze back to the contract.

Rule 18: Upon signing, all financial and legal affairs transfer to Mommy's oversight for the duration of the regression. Baby focuses only on sucking, wetting, and surrendering.

Rule 19: Breach of contract results in immediate escalation - no turning back, only deeper dependency.

Rule 20: This agreement is binding for life unless Mommy releases Baby. Baby understands he will beg not to be released.

The final page held the signature lines. His name printed neatly: Arlo Kane. Below it, a space for "Mommy Thalia Voss."

Arlo's palms were slick with sweat. His cock strained painfully, the head rubbing against the soaked fabric with every tiny shift. He could feel the pre-cum cooling against his skin, sticky and shameful.

Thalia slid a heavy fountain pen across the desk. Black ink. Elegant. Final.

"Sign, little one," she said softly. "Sign and let Mommy take all the big, heavy thoughts away. Let me wrap you in diapers and nurse you until you're nothing but my eager, helpless baby."

His hand hovered. Heart slamming. Cock leaking in desperate pulses.

This was it. The moment he chose to keep going. The moment the burn-out CEO handed over the keys to the desperate little boy inside.

Arlo pressed the pen to the paper.

The ink flowed smooth and dark.

He signed every copy. Initialed every rule. His signature looked small and shaky next to her bold, flowing one when she added it beside his.

The pen clattered onto the desk when he finished.

Silence stretched, thick and electric.

With my signature still drying, Thalia smiled and said the real work would begin in the morning.


Chapter 3: The Rules That Bound Me

Arlo stood in Thalia’s private suite, the heavy oak door clicking shut behind him with a finality that made his stomach drop. The space was nothing like the sunlit consultation room. Deep crimson walls, soft ambient lighting, a massive four-poster bed draped in black silk, and the faint, unmistakable scent of talcum powder and warm skin. His suit still clung to his slender frame, but the fabric felt foreign now, like borrowed armor he was about to lose.

Thalia moved with unhurried grace, her black hair still pinned in that perfect chignon, olive skin glowing under the low lights. Today’s silk dress was emerald green, hugging her generous breasts and wide hips, the hem brushing just below her knees. She turned to face him, amber eyes calm, patient, and already hungry.

“Strip to your underwear, sweetheart,” she said, voice a velvet alto that wrapped around his spine. “Mommy wants to see exactly what she’s working with.”

Arlo’s heart slammed against his ribs. His cock, already traitorously half-hard from the drive over, twitched sharply at the casual command. He hesitated only a second before his fingers went to his tie, then his shirt buttons. Each piece of clothing hit the floor with a soft rustle - jacket, shirt, trousers - until he stood in nothing but black briefs stretched tight over his growing erection. The front was already damp, a dark spot from the constant leaking he couldn’t control since yesterday’s signing.

Thalia’s gaze raked over him slowly. From his tousled chestnut hair and tense jaw down to the sharp lines of his collarbones, the flat stomach, the slender thighs, and the obvious tent in his briefs. She smiled, soft and maternal.

“Look at you. So tense. So hard already, just from standing here for Mommy.”

Arlo’s cheeks burned. His cock pulsed visibly, another bead of pre-cum soaking through the thin fabric.

She stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her - warm milk, faint perfume, that powdery sweetness. One manicured hand reached out and cupped his chin, tilting his face up.

“From now on, you will call me Mommy. Say it.”

His throat tightened. The word felt enormous, childish, humiliating. His cock throbbed harder.

“I… I can’t - ”

“You can,” she interrupted gently, thumb stroking his lower lip. “Say it, little one. Let Mommy hear how sweet it sounds coming from her boy.”

Arlo’s voice cracked. “Mommy.”

The single word sent a jolt straight to his balls. His cock jerked hard in his briefs, leaking a fresh wet trail down the inside.

Thalia’s eyes darkened with pleasure. “Good boy. Again.”

“Mommy.” It came easier this time, breathier. His hips gave a tiny, involuntary rock forward.

She released his chin and circled him slowly, her silk dress whispering. Her hand trailed lightly over his shoulder, down his back, stopping just above the waistband of his briefs.

“Such a good start. Now, let’s go over exactly what you signed yesterday. Mommy is going to explain the plan, step by step, so there are no surprises when your adult life starts disappearing.”

She guided him to stand in the center of the room, then took a seat in a wide, upholstered armchair, crossing her legs with deliberate grace. The emerald silk rode up slightly, revealing smooth olive thigh.

“Sit on the edge of the bed, legs apart, hands on your knees. Mommy wants to see that pretty bulge while she talks.”

Arlo obeyed, cheeks flaming. The position spread his thighs, making the soaked front of his briefs even more obvious. His cock stood rigid, the head outlined clearly, a wet patch the size of a coin spreading slowly.

Thalia began, her voice calm and precise, like a teacher explaining a lesson to a very small child.

“The regression will happen in clear stages, Arlo. Progressive. Inescapable. You will feel every rung as Mommy pulls you deeper.”

She lifted one finger.

“First, complete dependency on diapers. Twenty-four hours a day. Thick, padded, crinkling ones that hold everything. You will wet them. You will mess them. And you will learn to love the warm, heavy feeling between your legs because Mommy will praise you for it.”

Arlo’s cock twitched violently. Pre-cum pulsed out in a thick dribble, soaking the fabric further. He could feel it cooling against his skin.

“Rule three,” Thalia continued. “No removing your diaper without permission. If you try, Mommy will add extra layers and lock them on. Your cock will stay trapped and useless except when Mommy decides to play with it.”

She leaned forward slightly, breasts pressing against the silk.

“Next stage: nursing. You will latch onto Mommy’s breast every day. You will suckle like the hungry baby you are, swallowing every drop while your diaper gets wetter and wetter. The hormones will help soften you, make you needier, smaller in your own mind.”

Arlo’s breathing grew ragged. His nipples tightened. He imagined it - her heavy breast in his mouth, warm milk flowing, his cock leaking helplessly into thick padding.

Thalia’s alto voice never wavered.

“Then comes the nursery. Your new bedroom. Crib with high bars. Changing table stocked with powders, creams, and plugs. No more big-boy bed. You will sleep locked in, double-padded, with a pacifier clipped to your onesie.”

She smiled, slow and satisfied, watching his cock strain.

“Public outings will test you. A vibrating egg nestled against your prostate inside the diaper. Remote-controlled. Mommy will turn it on while you try to act normal. You will leak and throb and fight not to moan in public like a desperate little boy.”

Arlo’s hands clenched on his knees. His cock was aching now, the head flushed dark and shiny through the wet fabric.

“Bondage comes after that. Silk ropes. Spreader bars. Nipple clamps while Mommy edges you for hours, denying release until you’re crying and begging in your soaked diaper.”

She uncrossed her legs, then recrossed them the other way. The motion drew his eyes helplessly to the soft swell of her thighs.

“Full daytime routine: heavy diapers changed on schedule, multiple times a day. You will be stripped, cleaned, powdered, and taped up while Mommy coos about what a good baby you’re becoming.”

Thalia’s voice dropped lower, more intimate.

“Then the involuntary part. Your body will learn to mess without warning. When it happens, you will accept it. You will sit in the warm, squishy mess while Mommy holds you and tells you how perfect you are for letting go completely.”

Arlo let out a shaky whimper. His cock pulsed, another long spurt of pre-cum darkening the briefs almost to the waistband.

“Permanent baby rules follow. Onesies that snap at the crotch. Pacifier in your mouth most of the day. Limited speech - only baby words when you’re allowed to speak at all. No more CEO voice. No more orders. Just soft little sounds for Mommy.”

She rose from the chair and approached him again, towering over his seated form.

“Eventually, you will watch Mommy come just from seeing how far you’ve fallen. How helpless and eager her baby has become.”

Thalia stopped directly in front of him. One hand reached down and cupped the soaked front of his briefs, squeezing gently. Arlo gasped, hips bucking into her palm.

“Feel that? All this leaking because Mommy is explaining how she’s going to ruin you for adult life. Your cock knows what it wants even if your mind is still scared.”

She squeezed again, thumb brushing the sensitive head through the fabric.

“Tomorrow the diapers will arrive and my adult clothes would be locked away.”

The words hung between them, heavy and inevitable. Arlo’s cock throbbed desperately in her hand, leaking helplessly, his green eyes wide with nervous arousal as the first real step of his surrender loomed.


Chapter 4: The First Unfolding

The next morning Arlo arrived at Thalia’s private residence with his heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. The drive had been torture - every bump in the road making his already half-hard cock twitch against the damp front of his briefs. He still wore his suit, but it felt like a costume now, one he was about to lose forever.

Thalia opened the door in a soft white silk blouse and fitted black skirt, her black hair pinned in its usual impeccable chignon. Amber eyes swept over him with calm possession.

“Come in, sweetheart. It’s time.”

She led him down a hallway he hadn’t seen before, into a room that made his stomach drop. The nursery. Soft pastel walls, thick carpet, and in the center a wide, padded changing table with raised sides and straps. Shelves lined with stacks of thick adult diapers, bottles of powder, tubes of cream, and wipes. The air smelled overwhelmingly of baby powder and something faintly sweet.

“Strip completely,” Thalia said, voice velvet-wrapped steel. “Everything off. Big-boy clothes are done for today.”

Arlo’s fingers shook as he obeyed. Jacket, shirt, trousers, socks, shoes - each piece folded neatly out of habit before he realized how ridiculous that was. Finally, he hooked his thumbs into his briefs and pushed them down. His cock sprang free, already rigid and glistening with pre-cum, the head flushed dark. A long sticky string connected the tip to the soaked fabric as he stepped out.

Thalia’s gaze dropped to his erection without shame. “Look at that poor little thing. Leaking already and we haven’t even started.”

She patted the changing table. “Up you go, on your back. Legs up and apart like a good baby.”

Arlo climbed onto the cool padded surface, the raised sides making him feel smaller already. He lay back, trembling, and lifted his knees, spreading his thighs wide. His cock stood straight up, bobbing with every nervous breath, the slit weeping steadily.

Thalia rolled up her sleeves with deliberate care, then opened a large white diaper. The thick padding crinkled loudly as she unfolded it - plush, quilted, with extra absorbency panels and tall leak guards. The sound filled the room like a promise.

She slid the diaper underneath him, the cool, soft material brushing the sensitive skin of his ass and lower back. Arlo shivered hard.

“Such a nervous little boy,” she cooed, smoothing the front wings out. “Mommy’s going to make you so comfortable. So safe.”

She reached for the powder first. The bottle was large, baby-scented. She shook it generously over his groin, the fine white cloud settling on his cock, balls, and the crease of his ass. The cool tickle made him gasp. Then her hand followed - clinical yet unbearably intimate - rubbing the powder in with slow, firm strokes.

Her palm cupped his balls, rolling them gently, coating every inch. Fingers dusted along his shaft, thumb circling the leaking head. Arlo’s hips jerked involuntarily. A thick bead of pre-cum oozed out, mixing with the powder into a sticky paste.

“Shh, let Mommy take care of it,” Thalia murmured. She wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked once, twice, spreading the powder and pre-cum together. The friction was perfect - dry and silky at the same time. His cock throbbed in her grip, leaking more.

She didn’t stroke to pleasure him. She cleaned. She prepared. Yet every touch left him panting.

Next came the cream. A thick, white ointment squeezed onto her fingers. She spread his cheeks with one hand, exposing his tight hole, and rubbed the cream around his entrance with clinical precision. One finger circled, then pressed just inside, massaging the sensitive ring. Arlo whimpered, his cock jumping and spurting another clear drop onto his powdered belly.

“Such a tight little bottom,” she said softly. “It will learn to relax for plugs soon enough.”

She wiped her hands and returned to his front, squeezing more cream along his shaft and balls, massaging it in until his entire groin gleamed. Her touch was thorough - under the head, along the frenulum, down to the base where his cock met his body. Every stroke made his balls draw up tighter, his cock harder.

Arlo trembled on the table, green eyes wide, chest rising and falling rapidly. Dread and anticipation twisted together in his gut. This was real. The thick diaper beneath him waited like an open mouth.

Thalia lifted the front of the diaper and brought it up between his legs. The padding was impossibly thick - several inches of soft, quilted material that forced his thighs apart the moment it settled against his cock and balls. She pressed it firmly over his erection, trapping the leaking shaft against his lower belly in a snug, cushioned embrace.

The crinkle was deafening.

She pulled the sides up, taping the first tab with a loud rip of plastic. Then the second. The diaper hugged him tightly, the leak guards sealing around his thighs, the wide waistband sitting just below his navel. His cock was completely encased - pressed flat, unable to stand, throbbing uselessly into the thick padding.

Thalia ran her hands over the front, smoothing and pressing, feeling the rigid shape of him beneath.

“So perfect,” she whispered. “All snug and padded for Mommy.”

She adjusted the leg cuffs, tucking any stray skin inside, then added a second set of tapes for extra security. The diaper swelled between his legs, forcing them into a slight frog-leg position. Every tiny movement made it rustle loudly.

Arlo lay there, chest heaving, cock aching inside the warm, pillowy confines. The powder and cream made everything feel silky and sensitive. Pre-cum continued to leak in slow pulses, soaking into the inner lining.

Thalia helped him sit up on the edge of the table. The diaper squished slightly under his weight, the bulk prominent and obvious. She stepped back to admire her work, amber eyes bright with arousal. Her nipples were stiff peaks against the white silk of her blouse.

“Look at you. My big boy already gone. Just a padded little baby now.”

She cupped the front of the diaper, squeezing the thick padding around his trapped cock. Arlo moaned, hips rocking forward into her hand. The movement only made the diaper crinkle louder.

“No coming yet,” she said firmly, though her voice was warm. “This is just the first unfolding. Mommy is going to keep you like this while you learn what it really means to need your diaper.”

She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead, then another to the tip of his nose.

Taped securely, I was told I would remain in it until I proved I needed it.


Chapter 5: Crinkle in the Silence

Arlo stepped out of Thalia’s car on wobbly legs, the thick diaper already making its presence known with every shift of his hips. The bulk between his thighs forced his stance wide, the heavy padding rubbing against his inner legs as he tried to walk normally toward his own front door. The crinkle was constant - loud, plastic, impossible to ignore. Each step sounded like a betrayal.

Thalia followed close behind, one hand resting lightly on the small of his back. Her emerald silk dress from earlier had been swapped for a simple black wrap dress that still hugged her curves. She carried a small overnight bag, calm and unhurried as always.

“Inside, sweetheart,” she said softly. “Mommy wants to see how her baby moves in his new padding all day.”

The moment the door closed behind them, the silence of his sleek modern apartment felt shattered by the relentless rustle coming from between his legs. Arlo stood in the entryway, cheeks burning, trying to adjust his gait. The diaper was so thick it made him waddle - short, awkward steps that pushed his thighs apart and made his ass sway slightly. Every movement announced exactly what he was wearing.

He tried to walk to the kitchen for water. Crinkle-crinkle-crinkle. The sound echoed off the hard floors. His cock, still trapped and half-hard inside the powdered padding, rubbed against the soft inner lining with every step. The sensation was maddening - constant, gentle friction that kept him leaking steadily.

Thalia watched from the couch, legs crossed, amber eyes bright with quiet satisfaction.

“Try to walk like a big boy,” she said, voice velvet and teasing. “Mommy wants to hear how loud that diaper is when you fight it.”

Arlo clenched his jaw. He straightened his spine, attempting his old CEO stride. The result was worse. The thick padding compressed between his legs, forcing a pronounced waddle. Crinkle. Crinkle. Crinkle. Louder with every determined step. His balls felt heavy, cupped in the warm, cushioned embrace. Pre-cum continued to seep, turning the front of the diaper slightly clammy.

By mid-morning he gave up pretending. He moved around the apartment in short, shuffling steps, the bulk swaying heavily. Sitting was even worse. When he lowered himself onto the couch, the diaper squished audibly, the padding compressing under his weight and pushing upward against his cock and balls. The crinkle seemed to fill the entire room.

Thalia patted her lap. “Come here, little one. Sit with Mommy.”

Arlo hesitated, then waddled over. The movement made the diaper rustle so loudly he winced. He lowered himself carefully onto her thighs, the thick padding making him sit higher than normal, legs splayed. Thalia’s hand immediately rested on the front of the diaper, rubbing slow circles over the prominent bulge where his trapped erection strained.

“Feel that?” she murmured against his ear. “All that soft, thick padding holding your little cock so safely. Every time you move, it reminds you who you belong to now.”

Her fingers pressed firmer, massaging the padded front. Arlo’s hips rocked instinctively. The crinkle intensified. His cock throbbed harder inside the confines, leaking in rhythmic pulses that soaked deeper into the absorbent core.

He spent the afternoon trying to work from his laptop - old habits dying hard. Sitting at his desk, the diaper forced his legs apart, the waistband digging slightly into his belly. Every time he reached for the mouse or typed, his torso shifted and the padding crinkled loudly. Focus was impossible. The constant sensory reminder kept his mind drifting back to the warm, heavy bulk between his thighs. His cock never fully softened. It stayed semi-hard, rubbing, leaking, aching for friction the thick diaper denied.

Thalia moved around the apartment with serene grace, occasionally checking on him. She would run her hand over the back of the diaper, squeezing the seat, feeling for any warmth or sag. “Still dry, good boy,” she’d coo, even as her touch made him whimper.

Lunch was a bottle. She sat him on the floor between her knees, cradling his head against her generous breast while he suckled from the warm milk in the large baby bottle. The act felt humiliatingly intimate. His diaper crinkled with every small squirm as he drank, the sound mixing with the wet sucking noises from his mouth. Milk dribbled down his chin. Thalia wiped it gently with a soft cloth, her amber eyes soft with arousal.

By afternoon the pressure in his bladder began to build. At first it was manageable - a dull ache. But as the hours passed and he continued to drink the water and juice Thalia kept offering, the need grew insistent. He shifted on the couch, trying to cross his legs, but the thick diaper made it impossible. The bulk kept his thighs apart, the crinkle loud with every frustrated movement.

He paced the living room in that awkward waddle, hands occasionally pressing against the front of the diaper as if he could hold it in like an adult. The padding only amplified the pressure, the heavy material pressing back against his groin.

Thalia watched from the armchair, sipping tea, her legs elegantly crossed.

“Feeling something, sweetheart?” she asked mildly. “Mommy can see you squirming. That diaper is going to get very warm soon, isn’t it?”

Arlo’s face burned. His cock was rock-hard again inside the padding, the combination of shame and building desperation making him throb. “I… I need to use the bathroom.”

Thalia’s smile was gentle but firm. “Big boys use the bathroom. Babies use their diapers. You signed the rules, little one. No potty for you anymore.”

The words sent a fresh spurt of pre-cum into the already damp front. He whimpered, waddling in place, the crinkle loud and constant. The pressure in his bladder grew sharper, a heavy fullness that made his knees weak.

Evening approached. The sun dipped low, casting long shadows through the apartment windows. Arlo’s movements had slowed to a careful shuffle. Every step sent jolts through his overfull bladder. The thick diaper felt heavier now, even though it was still dry - his body anticipating what was coming.

He stood in the middle of the living room, trembling, thighs pressed together as much as the padding allowed. The crinkle had become background noise, but the bulk was impossible to forget. His cock strained painfully against the soggy front panel, leaking continuously from the mix of arousal and desperate need to piss.

Thalia rose from her seat and approached him slowly, her silk dress whispering. She placed one hand on his cheek, the other resting possessively on the front of his bulging diaper.

By evening the pressure in my bladder had become unbearable and Mommy was waiting.


Chapter 6: The Warmth I Could Not Stop

Arlo stood trembling in the center of his living room, the thick diaper crinkling with every tiny shift of his weight. The pressure in his bladder had built to a screaming, unbearable fullness. His slender legs were pressed as close together as the bulky padding allowed, knees knocking slightly. His cock - rock-hard and leaking steadily inside the warm, powdered confines - throbbed in time with his racing pulse. The front of the diaper already felt clammy from hours of pre-cum, but that was nothing compared to the hot, desperate need threatening to burst.

Thalia stood before him, statuesque and calm in her black wrap dress, amber eyes glowing with quiet hunger. One hand rested lightly on his cheek, the other cupped the heavy, crinkling front of his diaper, gently squeezing the thick padding around his trapped erection.

“No toilet, sweetheart,” she said, her velvet alto voice soft but utterly final. “Big boys use bathrooms. Babies use their diapers. You signed every rule. Now Mommy wants to see you let go like the helpless little boy you are.”

Arlo’s green eyes widened, sharp with panic even as his cock jerked violently inside the padding. “Mommy… please… I can’t… I have to - ”

“You can,” Thalia interrupted gently, her thumb stroking his lower lip. “And you will. Right here. Right now. While Mommy holds you. Let it all out into that thick, thirsty diaper. Feel how warm and wet it gets for you.”

She pulled him closer, guiding his head to rest against her generous breasts. The silk of her dress was cool against his flushed cheek. One arm wrapped around his shoulders, the other stayed pressed firmly to the front of his diaper, massaging slow circles that made the crinkle loud and obscene.

Arlo whimpered, hips rocking helplessly. The pressure was too much. His bladder burned, a heavy, insistent ache that made his knees buckle. He tried to clench, to hold it like the controlled CEO he used to be, but the thick padding and Thalia’s calm command stripped away every defense.

“Shhh,” Thalia cooed, rocking him gently. “Mommy’s here. Let go, baby. Flood your diaper for me. Show Mommy how much you need this.”

A tiny spurt escaped first - hot, uncontrollable. Arlo gasped sharply as the warm stream hit the inner lining of the diaper, soaking quickly into the absorbent core right at the front, right where his leaking cock pressed desperately. The heat spread instantly, a slow, delicious bloom of warmth that enveloped his shaft and balls.

“Oh god…” he whispered, voice cracking.

The trickle became a flood.

He couldn’t stop it.

The hot piss surged out in a powerful, hissing rush, soaking the front of the diaper in seconds. The padding swelled visibly between his legs as it drank up the endless stream. Warmth flooded everywhere - around his cock, down over his balls, seeping back toward his ass. The thick material grew heavy, sagging slightly under the weight, the crinkle turning softer and squishier with every pulse.

Arlo moaned loudly, face buried in Thalia’s cleavage, hips jerking forward into her hand. The sensation was overwhelming - hot, wet, humiliating, and so intensely arousing his cock throbbed harder than ever. Each spurt sent fresh waves of warmth spreading through the padding, the absorbent gel swelling and pressing back against his erection in a slick, cushioned embrace.

Thalia’s breath hitched with visible arousal. Her nipples stiffened against his cheek through the silk. “That’s it, good boy,” she praised, voice husky. “Such a big, warm flood for Mommy. Feel how heavy it’s getting? All that wet heat cradling your little cock. You’re soaking through so beautifully.”

The stream kept coming, endless and uncontrollable. Arlo’s legs shook. The diaper grew heavier by the second, the warmth radiating outward until the entire front and crotch felt drenched and swollen. Piss continued to hiss softly into the padding, some of it pooling briefly before being wicked away, the leak guards holding firm. The smell - faintly sharp, mixed with powder - rose between them, making his face burn with shame even as his hips rocked greedily.

He was leaking pre-cum in thick, desperate pulses now, the two fluids mixing inside the sodden diaper. His cock slid slickly against the swollen padding with every tiny thrust, the friction maddening and perfect.

Thalia held him tighter, one hand still rubbing the heavy, warm front in slow, possessive strokes. “Listen to it,” she whispered. “That soft, squishy sound as your diaper fills. You’re not a man anymore, Arlo. You’re Mommy’s wet little baby, pissing yourself right in front of her like you were born to do.”

Another powerful surge hit him. Arlo cried out, knees buckling. Thalia supported his weight easily, cradling him against her body as the last long rush emptied into the already saturated padding. The diaper sagged heavily between his thighs, swollen to nearly twice its original thickness, the plastic outer shell glistening faintly with absorbed moisture. Warmth enveloped him completely - crotch, ass, even creeping up toward the waistband.

When the flow finally slowed to drips and then stopped, Arlo was panting, trembling, his entire body flushed and sweating. His cock remained rock-hard inside the hot, heavy mess, throbbing with unspent need.

Thalia kissed the top of his head, then tilted his face up to meet her amber gaze. Satisfaction and dark lust burned there.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “All warm and soggy for Mommy. That diaper is properly used now. Heavy and full, just like a good baby’s should be.”

She squeezed the sodden front firmly, making the wet padding squelch audibly. Arlo whimpered, hips bucking into her touch. The squish sent fresh sparks of pleasure through his trapped cock.

Thalia guided him slowly toward the nursery she had begun setting up in the spare room - changing table ready, thick diapers stacked neatly. She helped him waddle the awkward, sagging steps, the soaked diaper swaying heavily between his legs with every movement, the crinkle now a wet, muffled squish.

On the changing table she laid him back, legs raised high and spread wide. The heavy, warm diaper sagged obscenely, the tapes straining to hold the massive load. Thalia’s hands worked with clinical precision and maternal tenderness - untaping the sides one by one, peeling the soaked front down to reveal his glistening, powder-streaked cock and balls, still hard and dripping with a mix of piss and pre-cum.

She cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes, her touch lingering on his shaft, stroking slowly as she wiped every inch. Arlo moaned helplessly, hips lifting toward her hand.

“So sensitive after your first wetting,” she cooed. “Mommy loves how eager her baby stays.”

Fresh powder dusted over his groin, cool against the overheated skin. More cream smoothed around his hole and along his cock. Then a new, even thicker diaper unfolded beneath him - plush, crinkling loudly as she brought the front up and taped it snug and secure.

The change that followed would be only the first of many nightly rituals.


Chapter 7: Doors to Yesterday

The nursery door opened with a soft, deliberate click that sounded louder than any boardroom silence Arlo had ever known. Thalia’s hand enveloped his, warm and unyielding, guiding him down the short hallway he had somehow never noticed in his own sleek apartment. The freshly changed diaper hugged his hips with thick, crinkling insistence, still slightly warm from the thorough powdering. His cock, semi-hard and sensitive inside the new padding, rubbed gently with every awkward waddle. The heavy bulk between his thighs forced his slender legs apart, making each step a loud, rustling announcement of his new reality.

Thalia walked beside him in her black wrap dress, her statuesque frame moving with graceful calm. The faint scent of her skin - warm milk and faint powder - mixed with the stronger baby-powder aroma already clinging to his own body. Her amber eyes flicked to him occasionally, soft with maternal pride and dark hunger.

“Come along, sweetheart,” she murmured, squeezing his hand. “Mommy wants to show you where her baby will sleep from now on. No more big-boy bedroom. No more adult illusions.”

Arlo’s heart pounded as they crossed the threshold. The room was a perfect, private nursery carved out of what had once been his guest suite. Soft pastel blue walls glowed under warm recessed lighting. Thick, plush carpet cushioned his bare feet. The air was thick with the sweet, powdery scent that now defined him.

In the center stood the crib.

Tall wooden bars rose high on all sides, painted a soft cream with subtle decorative carvings of stars and moons. The mattress was thick and firm, covered in a waterproof sheet that crinkled faintly when Thalia pressed it. A mobile of soft plush clouds and pastel animals hung above, ready to spin. At the foot, a small lock mechanism gleamed on the drop-side rail. The crib was built for an adult - long enough for his slender frame, high enough that climbing out without help would be impossible.

Arlo stared, cock twitching hard inside the fresh diaper. The crinkle of his padding seemed deafening in the quiet room.

Beside the crib was the changing table - wide, padded, with raised sides and sturdy straps dangling from the corners. The shelves underneath were already stocked: stacks of thick diapers identical to the one he wore, bottles of baby powder, tubes of creamy ointment, wipes, rash cream, and several sealed packages labeled “The Gentle Cradle.” A large bottle of lotion sat prominently. The table smelled faintly of fresh plastic and talc.

Thalia led him closer, her hand never leaving his. “This is where Mommy will change you, little one. Every wet diaper. Every messy one. No privacy. No rushing. You’ll lie here with your legs spread while I clean every inch of my baby.”

She ran her free hand over the padded surface, then patted it invitingly. Arlo’s cheeks burned as he remembered the earlier change - the clinical yet intimate touching, the way her fingers had stroked his leaking cock while powdering him. His erection swelled fully now, pressing insistently against the thick front of the diaper. The padding compressed around it, making the crinkle louder.

Next to the changing table sat a wide, comfortable rocking chair upholstered in soft cream fabric. It looked oversized, perfect for cradling an adult body against generous curves. A small side table held a few baby bottles and a stack of soft cloths.

Thalia released his hand only to gesture around the room with slow, possessive pride. “This is your new world, Arlo. No more late nights at the laptop. No more suits. No more pretending you’re in control. Here, you’ll be small. Safe. Taken care of completely.”

She walked him to the crib, lowering the side rail with a smooth, practiced motion. The bars slid down quietly, revealing the full expanse of the mattress. “Climb in, sweetheart. Lie down so Mommy can show you how it feels.”

Arlo hesitated, trembling. His diaper crinkled loudly as he stepped up and lowered himself onto the mattress. The waterproof sheet was cool against his bare back and legs. The thick padding beneath him compressed with a soft squish, forcing his thighs slightly apart. He lay back, green eyes wide, chest rising and falling rapidly. The wooden bars rose high on either side, making the room feel smaller, safer, more confining.

Thalia raised the side rail again until it clicked into place with a solid, final sound. The lock engaged with a quiet snick. She leaned over the bars, looking down at him with that piercing maternal gaze.

“Feel it?” she asked softly. “The bars keep you exactly where Mommy wants you. No getting out until I lower them. No escaping the crib until I decide my baby has had enough rest.”

Arlo’s cock throbbed painfully inside the diaper. He shifted, and the crinkle echoed off the walls. The raised bars framed Thalia’s face like a picture - her flawless olive skin, the elegant chignon, the generous swell of her breasts straining the wrap dress. His mouth watered at the sight even as dread coiled in his gut.

She reached through the bars and rested a hand on the front of his diaper, rubbing slow, possessive circles over the thick padding. “Such a good boy, lying so nicely in your crib. Mommy can already see how excited this makes you. Your little cock is trying so hard to stand up in all that padding.”

Her fingers pressed firmer, squeezing the swollen front. Arlo whimpered, hips lifting toward her touch. The diaper squished softly under the pressure, still slightly warm from the earlier wetting even though the new one was dry. Pre-cum leaked in steady pulses, soaking into the fresh lining.

Thalia continued the tour from outside the crib, pointing out every detail while her hand never stopped its gentle massage.

“Over there is the toy chest - soft blocks, rattles, and teething rings for when you need to keep your mouth busy. The dresser holds all your future onesies, footed sleepers, and locking plastic pants. Everything snaps or zips in ways that only Mommy can open.”

She moved to the rocking chair, sitting gracefully and patting her lap. “This is where I’ll hold you for long nursing sessions. You’ll lie across my lap, head nestled against my breast, suckling while your diaper fills and your mind empties.”

Arlo lay trapped behind the bars, flushed and aching. The contrast hit him hard - his old life of glass desks and executive decisions reduced to this pastel prison where every object screamed dependency. His analytical mind tried to catalog escape routes, but his body betrayed him completely. His cock leaked relentlessly, the front of the diaper growing damp and warm again.

Thalia rose and lowered the crib rail once more. She helped him sit up, then stand on the thick carpet. The diaper sagged slightly between his legs from the constant semi-erection and leaking, the crinkle loud with every movement. She took his hand again, leading him around the room in slow circles so he could feel the full weight of the padding with every waddling step.

“Walk for Mommy,” she encouraged. “Feel how the nursery changes the way you move. That constant crinkle. That heavy bulk. This is how my baby will live now.”

Arlo obeyed, waddling awkwardly across the carpet, the diaper forcing his thighs apart. Each step made the padding rub against his inner legs and press up against his balls. The sound filled the nursery - loud, plastic, childish. His face burned with humiliation, but his cock stayed painfully hard, the head sliding slickly inside the dampening front.

Thalia watched with open arousal, her nipples stiff and visible through the silk. She stepped close, cupping his face with both hands.

“You’re doing so well, little one. Flushed and trembling, but still so eager. Mommy is proud of how your body already accepts what your mind is still fighting.”

She guided him back to the changing table and helped him lie down again, legs raised high. Fresh powder was shaken generously over his groin, her fingers rubbing it thoroughly into every crease, around his tight hole, and along the full length of his leaking cock. She took her time, stroking slowly, circling the sensitive head until he was whimpering and rocking into her hand.

“So sensitive after your first wetting,” she cooed. “Tomorrow Mommy will give you something even better to suck on.”

She taped him into yet another fresh diaper - thicker this time, with extra padding in the seat. The tapes ripped loudly as she secured them snugly around his waist. The new bulk felt even more pronounced, forcing his legs wider.

When she finally helped him stand, Arlo’s knees felt weak. The nursery surrounded him completely - crib, changing table, rocking chair - all waiting to swallow the last pieces of his adult identity.

Thalia took his hand once more, leading him toward the door. Before turning off the light, she leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear.

She told me tomorrow I would nurse from her for the first time.


Chapter 8: Milk and Surrender

Arlo’s bare feet sank into the thick nursery carpet as Thalia led him inside after dinner. The overhead lights had been dimmed to a soft, golden glow. The fresh overnight diaper she had just taped onto him rustled loudly with every hesitant step - thicker than the daytime ones, with extra padding in the seat and taller leak guards that hugged his slender hips snugly. The heavy bulk forced his thighs apart in that permanent, waddling stance. His cock, already half-hard from the constant crinkle and the memory of yesterday’s wetting, pressed against the soft, powdered interior.

Thalia wore only a loose, cream-colored silk robe that fell open at the front, revealing the generous swell of her heavy breasts. Her black hair was unpinned tonight, falling in lustrous waves over one shoulder. Amber eyes watched him with calm, maternal hunger as she settled into the wide rocking chair.

“Come here, baby,” she said, voice a low, velvet alto. “It’s time for your first real feeding. Mommy’s milk is ready for you.”

She patted her lap. Arlo’s heart slammed against his ribs. He waddled closer, the thick diaper crinkling obscenely in the quiet nursery. Thalia reached out, took his hand, and guided him down. She arranged him carefully - his head cradled in the crook of her left arm, his body draped across her thighs, legs dangling over the side of the chair. The position made the bulky diaper ride up between his legs, the crinkle loud as the padding compressed under his weight.

Thalia opened her robe fully. One heavy breast spilled free, the nipple already dark and stiff, a tiny bead of milk glistening at the tip. The scent - warm, sweet, faintly creamy - filled Arlo’s nose and made his mouth water instantly.

“Latch on, sweetheart,” she murmured, guiding his head closer. “Open wide for Mommy.”

Arlo hesitated only a heartbeat, green eyes wide with nervous need. Then his lips parted and closed around the offered nipple. The moment he suckled, warm milk flooded his mouth in a slow, rich stream. He moaned around the breast, the sound muffled and helpless. His eyes fluttered shut as the taste - sweet and slightly nutty - coated his tongue.

Thalia began to rock gently. The chair creaked in a slow rhythm that matched the soft crinkle of his diaper every time his body shifted. One of her hands rested possessively on the front of the thick padding, rubbing slow circles over the prominent bulge where his cock strained.

“That’s it,” she whispered, voice husky with arousal. “Suckle nice and deep. Drink every drop Mommy has for her baby. This is what you were made for, Arlo. Not boardrooms. Not spreadsheets. Just this - warm milk, thick diapers, and complete surrender.”

Arlo suckled harder, cheeks hollowing. Milk flowed steadily, filling his mouth faster than he could swallow at first. Some dribbled from the corner of his lips, running down his chin onto Thalia’s breast. She wiped it tenderly with her thumb, then fed it back to him.

“Feel how full my breasts are for you?” she continued, rocking steadily. “They’ve been preparing for this moment. Every day you wore that first diaper, Mommy’s milk was coming in stronger. Soon they’ll be even heavier, always leaking for her hungry little boy.”

His cock throbbed violently inside the overnight diaper. The thick padding compressed around it with every rock of the chair, creating a constant, teasing friction. Pre-cum leaked in thick pulses, soaking into the front panel and mixing with the faint residual powder. The crinkle grew wetter, softer, more obscene as the diaper absorbed his excitement.

Thalia’s free hand slid lower, cupping the heavy seat of the diaper and squeezing gently. “You’re already getting wet again, aren’t you? Not piss this time - just desperate little-boy leaks while you nurse. That’s perfect. Mommy loves when her baby can’t control himself.”

She shifted slightly, pressing her breast deeper into his mouth. Arlo whimpered, sucking greedily. The milk kept coming, warm and endless, sliding down his throat and settling heavy in his belly. The sensation was overwhelmingly intimate - his body relaxing into her lap, the rocking motion lulling him even as his cock ached for release.

“Tomorrow you’ll wake up in your crib,” Thalia murmured, her voice a soothing lullaby laced with steel. “Mommy will change your overnight diaper - check how much you wet during the night, how heavy and saggy it is. Then you’ll spend the whole day double-padded, waddling around the house while the bulk reminds you who owns you now.”

Arlo moaned louder around her nipple. His hips rocked in tiny, helpless thrusts against her hand. The thick diaper squished softly with each movement, the crinkle constant and rhythmic.

“You won’t wear suits anymore,” she continued, stroking the front of his padding in time with the rocking. “Only onesies that snap between your legs. Plastic pants locked over your diapers when we go out. A pacifier clipped to your chest so your mouth is never empty when Mommy isn’t feeding you.”

Milk continued to flow. Arlo swallowed in long, greedy pulls, his stomach filling, his mind growing softer around the edges. The analytical CEO voice in his head grew quieter with every swallow, drowned out by the wet sucking sounds and the steady crinkle of his diaper.

Thalia’s nipple stiffened further in his mouth as her own arousal built. Her breathing deepened. “And when you’re fully regressed, you’ll stay like this forever. My permanent baby. No more decisions. No more control. Just nursing, wetting, messing, and sleeping in your crib while Mommy watches you with pride.”

She pressed her palm firmly against his cock through the thick padding, feeling it pulse and leak. “This little thing will never fuck anyone again. It will only twitch and dribble inside its diapers while you suckle and fill your padding like a good boy.”

Arlo’s whole body trembled. The combination of warm milk flooding his belly, the heavy, crinkling diaper between his legs, and Thalia’s calm, filthy promises pushed him dangerously close to the edge. He suckled harder, desperate, needy little sounds escaping around her breast.

Thalia rocked faster now, her hand never stopping its possessive massage of the swollen, leaking front of his diaper. “You’re going to be so perfectly helpless. Double diapers during the day. Overnight padding so thick you can barely close your legs. Plugs to train your little bottom. And every night, you’ll nurse just like this until you fall asleep with Mommy’s nipple still in your mouth.”

The milk kept coming, rich and warm. Arlo’s belly grew full and rounded, the pressure adding to the heavy, comforting weight of the diaper below. His cock slid slickly inside the sodden front panel, the constant friction driving him mad without allowing release.

Thalia leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead while he continued to nurse.

“You’re mine now, baby. Completely. Every wet, messy, needy inch of you.”

She held him tighter, the rocking chair creaking steadily, the thick diaper crinkling with every gentle motion. Arlo’s green eyes were half-lidded, glazed with surrender as he drank and drank, lost in the rhythm of her breast and her voice.

As milk filled me, she whispered that a new toy would be introduced during tomorrow's change.


Chapter 9: The Gentle Cradle

Arlo lay drowsy and heavy-lidded on the changing table, belly full and warm from the long nursing session. Milk still lingered on his tongue, sweet and thick. His limbs felt loose, his mind soft around the edges, the constant gentle rocking of the chair still echoing in his bones. The thick overnight diaper he wore sagged heavily between his spread thighs, warm and slightly damp from hours of helpless leaking while he suckled.

Thalia stood beside the table in her open silk robe, olive skin glowing under the nursery lights. Her heavy breasts, still glistening faintly with traces of milk, rose and fell with calm satisfaction. She looked down at him with those piercing amber eyes, a small, knowing smile curving her lips.

“Such a good, sleepy baby,” she murmured, voice velvet and low. “All full of Mommy’s milk. Now it’s time for a fresh diaper and a special new friend for your little bottom.”

She unfastened the tapes of the overnight diaper with slow, deliberate rips. The heavy, swollen padding peeled away, releasing a rush of warm, powdery air mixed with the faint scent of his leaks. Arlo’s cock lay semi-hard against his lower belly, glistening with pre-cum, the head flushed dark. His balls hung heavy, relaxed from the long feeding.

Thalia wiped him thoroughly with warm cloths, her touch clinical yet intimate. She cleaned every inch of his groin, lifting his cock gently to wipe beneath, then spreading his cheeks to clean around his tight hole. Arlo whimpered softly, hips twitching at the cool touch of the wipes.

“So sensitive after nursing,” she cooed, dusting generous clouds of baby powder over his cock, balls, and the crease of his ass. Her fingers rubbed the fine white talc in slow circles, coating his shaft until it gleamed, then pressing lightly against his puckered entrance. “Mommy is going to make this little hole feel so full and safe.”

She reached for the package on the shelf. “The Gentle Cradle.” The name was printed in elegant script on the sleek black box. Inside rested a smooth, tapered silicone plug - medium-sized, with a flared base shaped like a gentle curve. It had a wireless remote and a subtle vibrating core. The surface was soft matte black, designed to sit comfortably yet unmistakably inside.

Thalia held it up so he could see, then coated it generously with thick, clear lube. The plug glistened under the lights.

“Legs up higher, baby. Knees to your chest. Let Mommy see that sweet little bottom.”

Arlo obeyed with a soft, milk-drunk whimper. His knees folded back, exposing himself completely. The position made his cock twitch and leak a fresh bead onto his powdered stomach. Thalia’s free hand rested on his thigh, holding him open while the slick tip of the plug pressed against his entrance.

“Relax for Mommy,” she whispered. “This is The Gentle Cradle. It’s going to hold you open, rock inside you, and remind you every second that your body belongs to me now.”

She pushed slowly. The tapered head breached his tight ring with a slick pop. Arlo gasped, eyes widening as the smooth silicone slid deeper, stretching him in a steady, inexorable glide. The plug was perfectly shaped - thick enough to feel substantial, yet curved to press gently against his prostate once seated.

Deeper. Fuller. The flared base settled snugly between his cheeks, locking the toy inside. Arlo moaned loudly, his cock jumping hard and spurting another clear string of pre-cum. The fullness was immediate and overwhelming, a constant, heavy presence that made his hole flutter around the intrusion.

Thalia praised him softly, one hand stroking his thigh while the other adjusted the base until it sat perfectly. “Look at that. Such a good boy taking The Gentle Cradle on the first try. Feel how it cradles you inside? How it presses right against that special spot that makes your little cock leak so much?”

She tapped the base lightly, sending a jolt through him. Arlo’s hips jerked, the thick plug shifting inside and rubbing his prostate. A helpless whimper escaped his throat.

Thalia reached for a fresh diaper - this one even thicker, designed for overnight with extra absorbency panels and reinforced leak guards. She slid it beneath his raised bottom, the crinkling plastic loud in the quiet nursery. Powder was shaken generously over the plug and his groin once more, her fingers pressing the talc around the base so every movement would remind him of the toy nestled inside.

She brought the front of the diaper up between his legs, pressing the thick padding firmly over his leaking cock and the plugged hole. The bulk was immense, forcing his thighs even wider apart. Tape after tape ripped loudly as she secured it snugly around his waist, sealing The Gentle Cradle deep inside the heavy, crinkling prison.

Arlo lay there panting, the new diaper massively swollen between his legs, the plug a constant, warm pressure against his prostate. Every tiny shift made the padding rustle and the toy nudge deeper, sending sparks of pleasure through his body.

Thalia helped him sit up on the edge of the table, then lifted him down to stand. The combination of the thick diaper and the plug made his waddle even more pronounced - short, shuffling steps that caused the plug to shift and press with every movement. The crinkle was deafening, the bulk impossible to ignore.

She guided him back to the crib, lowering the rail and helping him climb in. The mattress dipped under his weight, the heavy diaper squishing beneath him. Thalia raised the side rail and locked it with a soft click, then leaned through the bars to stroke his cheek.

“You’re doing so beautifully, my sweet baby,” she whispered, eyes dark with arousal. “The Gentle Cradle is going to train you while you sleep - keeping you full, keeping you aching, keeping you dependent.”

She picked up the small wireless remote, her thumb hovering over the button. “Mommy is so proud of how well you’re accepting your new life.”

Arlo’s cock throbbed uselessly inside the thick, padded confines, the plug pressing firmly against his prostate with every breath. His body felt heavy, milk-full, plugged, and utterly owned.

She set the lowest setting and told me we would be going out tomorrow.


Chapter 10: Tremors in Public

Arlo stood in the nursery, freshly changed into the thickest daytime diaper yet. The Gentle Cradle plug had been removed only to be replaced by something even more devious - a smooth, egg-shaped vibrator nestled deep inside his ass, pressed firmly against his prostate. Thalia had lubed it generously, sliding it in with two fingers while cooing praises, then taped the heavy diaper securely over it. The bulk between his legs was obscene, forcing his thighs wide apart in a permanent waddle.

Loose gray sweatpants and an oversized hoodie hid the worst of it from casual eyes, but nothing could hide the way he moved. Every step made the thick padding crinkle loudly and the egg shift inside him, a constant, teasing pressure.

Thalia looked flawless beside him - tall, statuesque in a tailored black coat over a deep red silk dress, her black hair pinned in its perfect chignon. She carried a small designer purse that held the discreet remote.

“Walk nicely for Mommy,” she said softly as they stepped outside into the bright afternoon. “We’re going to the café on the corner. You will behave like a big boy… while your diaper does all the talking.”

The walk was torture.

Every stride sent the heavy diaper rustling between his thighs. The egg pressed and rolled against his prostate with each movement. Arlo’s cock was already rock-hard, trapped flat against his belly in the thick padding, leaking steadily into the absorbent core. The sweatpants did little to hide the pronounced waddle or the faint, constant crinkle that seemed deafening to his own ears.

Thalia walked gracefully beside him, one hand resting lightly on the small of his back. “Such a good baby, out in public with a full diaper and a toy in his bottom. No one knows what a helpless little boy you really are.”

They entered the upscale café. Soft classical music played. The scent of fresh coffee and pastries filled the air. Thalia chose a quiet table near the back, guiding Arlo to sit. The moment his padded ass met the chair, the egg shifted hard against his prostate. He bit back a whimper, face flushing.

Thalia ordered for both of them - her a cappuccino, him a large warm milk in a sippy cup disguised as a travel mug. She smiled serenely at the barista while her thumb brushed the remote in her purse.

The first buzz hit without warning.

Low. Steady. The egg vibrated deep inside him, sending rhythmic pulses straight into his prostate. Arlo’s eyes widened, his cock surging hard inside the diaper. Pre-cum flooded the front panel in thick, helpless spurts. He gripped the edge of the table, trying to keep his breathing even while the gentle vibrations rocked through him.

Thalia watched him over the rim of her cup, amber eyes bright with arousal. “Feel that, sweetheart? Mommy’s little egg is saying hello to your special spot. Don’t make a sound. Just let it build.”

The vibration continued, steady and merciless. Arlo’s thighs clenched around the massive bulk of the diaper. The crinkle was muffled by the sweatpants but still audible to him with every tiny shift. His cock throbbed painfully, sliding slickly in the growing wet spot. He was leaking so much the front of the diaper felt warm and heavy already.

The waitress brought their drinks. Arlo forced a tight smile, nodding thanks while the egg buzzed relentlessly against his prostate. Pleasure coiled tight in his belly, his balls drawing up. He was close - dangerously close - right there in the middle of the café.

Thalia’s thumb moved again.

The vibration stopped.

Arlo let out a shaky breath, cock twitching angrily in denial. Pre-cum continued to ooze, soaking deeper into the padding.

Thalia leaned closer, voice a soft whisper. “Not yet, baby. Mommy decides when her little boy gets relief. Sip your milk like a good baby.”

He obeyed, bringing the mug to his lips with trembling hands. The warm milk slid down his throat, reminding him of her breast the night before. The association only made his cock throb harder.

Halfway through his drink, the egg buzzed again - this time on a higher setting. The pulses came faster, stronger, hammering directly into his prostate. Arlo’s hips jerked involuntarily. The diaper crinkled sharply under the table. A soft, desperate whimper escaped before he could swallow it.

Thalia’s hand slid under the table, resting on the thick bulge in his sweatpants. She squeezed gently, feeling the swollen, leaking padding.

“So close already,” she murmured. “Your diaper is getting so wet from all that leaking. Mommy can feel how hard you are. How badly you want to come in your thick padding right here where anyone could notice.”

The vibration intensified. Arlo’s vision blurred. His cock pulsed wildly, right on the razor’s edge. One more second and he would spill uselessly into the diaper, ruined and messy in public.

Thalia clicked the remote.

Silence.

Arlo sagged in his seat, panting quietly, cock aching with denied release. His diaper felt sodden at the front, heavy and warm from the constant flood of pre-cum. The egg sat still inside him now, a heavy, teasing weight.

They stayed for nearly an hour. Thalia chatted softly about nothing important, all while edging him mercilessly with the remote. Three more times the egg buzzed to life - each session longer, stronger, bringing him right to the brink before cutting off cold. Each denial left him more desperate, more flushed, more leaking. The front of his diaper was thoroughly soaked with pre-cum, the padding swollen and squishy between his legs.

By the time they left the café, Arlo was trembling. His waddle was worse, the heavy, wet diaper swaying heavily with every step. The egg shifted constantly, keeping him on edge even when it wasn’t vibrating. Passersby glanced at him curiously, but no one seemed to guess the truth - that the slender young man in loose clothes was wearing a massively thick, leaking diaper with a remote-controlled toy buried in his ass, controlled completely by the elegant woman beside him.

The walk home was pure torment. Every step made the soaked padding squish and the egg nudge his prostate. Thalia kept the remote in her hand now, occasionally flicking it on for a few cruel seconds while they walked, forcing him to stifle moans on the sidewalk.

By the time they stepped through the apartment door, Arlo was a mess - face flushed, cock aching, diaper heavy and warm with his own desperate leaks.

Thalia closed the door behind them, then turned to him with a serene, hungry smile.

Back home she promised the denial would end only when I begged in the nursery.


Chapter 11: Silk That Held Me

Arlo lay on his back in the crib, the thick daytime diaper still warm and heavy from the public edging session, the remote egg finally removed but the desperate ache in his prostate and cock remaining. His wrists were already bound with soft black silk ropes to the wooden slats above his head, arms stretched high and spread wide. The ropes were luxurious - smooth, strong, unyielding - looped and knotted with expert care so they held him firmly without cutting into his skin. Every tiny struggle only made the silk whisper against the bars and his own flushed skin.

Thalia stood beside the lowered crib rail, her silk robe open, generous olive breasts and smooth curves on full display. Her amber eyes burned with dark maternal hunger as she looked down at her helpless baby. The nursery lights were low, casting soft shadows across the pastel walls and the heavy, crinkling diaper between his spread thighs.

“Such a desperate little boy after all that teasing in public,” she murmured, voice velvet-wrapped steel. “Hours of denial, leaking into your thick padding like a good baby. Now Mommy is going to edge you properly. No release. Just endless, aching need while the silk holds you exactly where I want you.”

Arlo’s cock throbbed painfully inside the swollen, pre-cum-soaked front of the diaper. The heavy padding forced his legs apart, the crinkle loud with every shallow breath. His wrists tugged uselessly at the silk ropes, the soft material tightening just enough to remind him he wasn’t going anywhere.

Thalia climbed gracefully into the crib, straddling his waist without putting full weight on him. The mattress dipped under their combined weight. She reached down and slowly untaped the front of his diaper, peeling the heavy, damp padding down to expose his aching erection. His cock sprang free, flushed dark red, the head glistening and slick with hours of leaked pre-cum. A long, sticky string stretched from the tip to the inner lining of the diaper before breaking.

“Look at this poor, desperate thing,” Thalia cooed, wrapping her warm fingers around the base. “So hard. So leaky. All because Mommy wouldn’t let you come in the café.”

She stroked once - slow, firm, from base to tip - spreading the slick pre-cum over the entire length. Arlo moaned loudly, hips bucking up into her hand. The silk ropes creaked as his arms pulled hard against the crib slats.

Thalia smiled, slow and satisfied. “So eager. But no coming tonight, baby. Mommy is going to edge you until you’re crying and begging. Until your little cock is dripping and throbbing and completely denied.”

Her hand began to move - long, deliberate strokes that twisted gently at the head, thumb circling the sensitive underside with perfect pressure. Arlo’s breath hitched, turning into desperate little whimpers. His cock pulsed in her grip, leaking fresh beads of pre-cum that ran down over her fingers and onto the open diaper beneath him.

The silk ropes held his wrists high, forcing his chest to arch slightly, making him even more vulnerable. Every tug only reminded him how completely trapped he was - wrists bound, legs spread by the bulk of the half-open diaper, cock completely at Thalia’s mercy.

She stroked faster, then slower, varying the rhythm so he could never settle into a pace that might push him over. Her free hand roamed over his chest, pinching his nipples lightly, then trailing down to cup his heavy balls, rolling them gently while her other hand kept working his shaft.

“You’re going to learn patience, sweetheart,” she whispered, leaning down so her heavy breasts brushed his chest. “This cock doesn’t belong to you anymore. It belongs to Mommy. It leaks when I say. It edges when I say. It comes only when I decide my baby has earned it.”

Arlo’s hips thrust desperately into her fist, the wet sounds of her hand sliding along his slick cock filling the nursery alongside the constant crinkle of the open diaper. Pre-cum flowed freely now, coating her fingers, dripping down his shaft, soaking into the padding below. His balls tightened, drawing up as the orgasm built fast and sharp.

Thalia felt it immediately. She slowed her strokes to a torturous crawl, squeezing the base firmly to stave off his climax.

“Not yet,” she said softly, almost lovingly. “Mommy wants you to feel every second of denial. Feel how close you are? How badly your body wants to spill all over Mommy’s hand? But you won’t. Not tonight.”

Arlo whimpered loudly, head tossing side to side against the crib mattress. “Mommy… please… I need to come… please…”

His voice cracked, raw and needy. The silk ropes whispered as he pulled harder, arms straining, but the knots held perfectly. Thalia continued the slow, maddening strokes - up and down, twisting at the head, sometimes stopping completely to let his cock twitch and leak untouched in the cool air.

She edged him again and again. Five times. Ten. Each time bringing him right to the brink, his cock swelling darker, the head flaring, pre-cum pouring out in thick, desperate streams, only to deny him at the last possible second. Every denial left him more frantic, more broken, tears of frustration pricking at the corners of his green eyes.

Thalia’s own arousal was obvious - her nipples stiff and dark, a faint flush across her olive skin, her breathing deeper as she watched him fall apart beneath her.

“So beautiful when you’re desperate,” she praised, stroking him slowly once more. “My helpless, bound little baby, leaking and begging while silk holds him tight. This is what you signed for. This is what you need.”

She leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead while her hand kept working him - fast enough to tease, slow enough to torment. Arlo sobbed softly, hips jerking uselessly, cock sliding slickly through her fist.

“Please, Mommy… I can’t… I need it… please let me come…”

Thalia shook her head gently, amber eyes glowing with satisfaction. “Not tonight, sweetheart. Denial makes you softer. Needier. More mine.”

She stroked him through one final, agonizing edge - hand flying fast along his slick shaft, thumb pressing firmly under the head - until his entire body tensed, cock pulsing wildly, right on the verge of exploding.

Then she stopped completely, lifting her hand away.

Arlo cried out in pure frustration, hips bucking into empty air, cock bobbing and dripping heavily onto his stomach and the open diaper. Tears slipped down his temples. His wrists pulled desperately at the silk ropes, the soft material whispering against the crib slats.

Thalia wiped her hand slowly on a soft cloth, then carefully retaped his thick diaper over his aching, denied cock. The heavy padding sealed his throbbing erection back into its warm, crinkling prison. She smoothed the front with both hands, pressing the swollen, leaking bulge firmly.

She left me bound and dripping, telling me the daytime routine would begin tomorrow.


Chapter 12: The Daily Crinkle

Arlo woke to the soft creak of the crib rail lowering and the overwhelming scent of baby powder and warm milk. His overnight diaper was heavy - sagging, warm, and unmistakably wet between his thighs. The thick padding had swollen overnight from multiple helpless wettings, the front and seat now bulky and squishy, pressing firmly against his cock and plugged bottom. The Gentle Cradle hummed faintly on its lowest setting, a constant, teasing pressure against his prostate.

Thalia stood over him in a soft white silk blouse and fitted black skirt, her black hair pinned perfectly, amber eyes glowing with calm possession.

“Good morning, baby,” she murmured, voice velvet and warm. “Time for your first daytime change. Mommy’s going to start your full routine today. Three changes. No arguments. No big-boy bathroom. Just thick diapers and complete dependence.”

She helped him sit up, the soaked diaper squishing loudly beneath him. Arlo’s cheeks burned as she lifted him out of the crib and guided him to the changing table. His legs felt weak, the heavy, sagging bulk forcing an exaggerated waddle that made the wet padding slosh with every step.

Thalia laid him on his back on the padded surface, raising his legs high and spreading them wide. The tapes ripped loudly as she peeled the heavy overnight diaper open. The rush of cool air hit his wet skin, revealing a thoroughly soaked core, his cock semi-hard and glistening with a mix of piss and pre-cum, the Gentle Cradle still nestled deep inside.

“So wet already,” Thalia praised softly, wiping him thoroughly with warm cloths. “My baby used his diaper so well during the night. That’s exactly what good babies do.”

She cleaned every inch - lifting his cock to wipe beneath, spreading his cheeks to clean around the plug, then dusting thick clouds of powder over his groin and plugged hole. Her fingers rubbed the talc in slowly, circling the base of the plug and stroking along his shaft until he was leaking fresh pre-cum onto his powdered belly.

A new daytime diaper - thicker than yesterday’s, with extra absorbency - slid beneath him. Thalia taped it snug and secure, the loud rip of tapes echoing in the nursery. The fresh padding forced his thighs apart even more, the crinkle sharp and constant.

“First change complete,” she said, helping him down. “Now you’ll wear this until lunch. Walk for Mommy. Let me hear how loud your diaper is when it’s dry and full of baby.”

Arlo waddled across the nursery carpet, the thick padding rustling loudly with every awkward step. His cock rubbed constantly inside the new diaper, already leaking from the plug’s gentle vibrations and Thalia’s intimate touching. The daytime routine had begun.

By mid-morning the pressure in his bladder returned. Thalia kept him drinking from bottles - warm milk, juice, water - while he tried to work on his laptop in the living room, sitting on a towel to protect the couch. The constant crinkle filled the room every time he shifted. His attempts to hold it lasted less than an hour.

Thalia noticed immediately when he started squirming.

“Need to go, sweetheart?” she asked mildly, sitting beside him and resting a hand on the front of his bulging diaper. “Then use your diaper like a good baby. No potty. Mommy wants to feel it happen.”

Arlo whimpered, but the command and the gentle pressure of her hand broke his resistance. A hot spurt escaped, then another, then a full, uncontrollable flood. Warm piss surged into the thick padding, swelling the front and crotch as the absorbent core drank it up. The heat spread rapidly around his cock and balls, the diaper growing heavier and warmer between his legs. The crinkle softened to a wet, squishy sound as he kept wetting, unable to stop.

Thalia rubbed the front in slow circles, feeling the padding expand under her palm. “Good boy. Such a big, warm wetting for Mommy. Feel how heavy it’s getting? That’s what your diapers are for.”

When the flow finally stopped, the diaper sagged noticeably, warm and swollen. Thalia praised him softly, then led him back to the nursery for the second change.

On the changing table again, legs raised high. She untaped the heavy, piss-soaked diaper, the wet plastic peeling away with a sticky sound. His cock sprang free, hard and dripping. The Gentle Cradle still hummed inside him.

Thalia cleaned him even more slowly this time - warm wipes gliding over his shaft, under his balls, deep between his cheeks around the plug. She added extra cream, massaging it thoroughly around his hole and along his leaking cock, her fingers stroking him slowly until he was whimpering and rocking into her touch.

“Second change,” she whispered, powdering him generously. “Mommy is going to keep you extra thick today.”

She layered a booster pad inside the new diaper before taping it on, making the bulk even more pronounced. The fresh padding felt impossibly thick, forcing his legs wider, the crinkle louder than ever. Arlo’s face burned with shame and arousal as he waddled back to the living room, the heavy, dry diaper announcing every movement.

By afternoon the pressure built again - this time in his bowels as well. Thalia kept him in her lap in the rocking chair, feeding him another bottle while the Gentle Cradle continued its low, teasing hum. His stomach gurgled softly. The need to mess grew insistent, a heavy fullness that made him squirm on her thighs.

Thalia held him closer, one hand rubbing slow circles on the front of his thick diaper. “Let it happen, baby. No fighting. Mommy wants you to fill your diaper completely during your daytime routine. That’s what good babies do.”

Arlo whimpered, trying to hold it, but the constant pressure of the plug, the warm milk in his belly, and Thalia’s calm command overwhelmed him. His body pushed without permission. A soft, warm mess began to spread into the seat of the diaper, pushing out slowly at first, then more firmly as he lost control. The thick padding swelled in the back, the mess squishing warmly against his skin and around the base of the plug. The smell rose faintly, mixing with powder and the constant crinkle.

Thalia held him through it, cooing softly. “There we go. Filling your diaper so nicely. Feel how warm and heavy it’s getting in the back? That’s perfect, sweetheart. Mommy loves her messy baby.”

When he finished, the diaper sagged heavily behind and between his legs, warm and squishy. Thalia rocked him gently for a few minutes longer, praising him, before leading him back to the nursery for the third change.

This time the routine felt even more intimate. Thalia took her time undressing him completely, then laid him on the changing table and raised his legs high. She untaped the massively swollen, messy diaper, the heavy load spreading as the padding opened. The warm mess was everywhere - coating his ass, smeared around the plug, streaked along his balls.

She cleaned him thoroughly - warm wipes, then a soft cloth with lotion, her fingers working slowly and deliberately around the plug, pressing it deeper for a moment before finally removing it. Arlo moaned helplessly as she cleaned every crease, every inch of his skin, her touch lingering on his cock, stroking him slowly while she wiped and powdered.

The third diaper was the thickest yet - double-layered with extra boosters. She slid it beneath him, powdered him generously again, and taped it snug and secure, the loud rips of the tapes sealing him into the heavy, crinkling prison once more.

By the third change my body no longer asked permission for anything.


Chapter 13: No Going Back

Arlo sat cradled in Thalia’s lap in the wide nursery rocking chair, his body curled against her generous curves like a much smaller child. The thick daytime diaper - already heavy and warm from two earlier wettings - bulged obscenely between his spread thighs, the constant crinkle soft and muffled beneath the weight of his full belly. Hours of bottles and the gentle pressure of the Gentle Cradle still humming low inside him had left him cramped, bloated, and desperately full. His stomach gurgled loudly, the heavy urge to mess building into something undeniable, no matter how tightly he tried to clench.

Thalia rocked slowly, one arm wrapped securely around his shoulders, the other resting possessively on the swollen front of his diaper. Her silk blouse was unbuttoned low enough that the warm swell of her breasts pressed against his cheek. Her free hand stroked slow circles over the thick padding, pressing gently against the hard bulge of his trapped cock.

“Shhh, baby,” she murmured, voice a low, velvet alto that wrapped around him like warm honey. “Mommy can feel how full you are. That tight little tummy is so cramped, isn’t it? You’ve been holding for hours like a big boy, but you don’t have to anymore.”

Arlo whimpered, face burning against her breast. His slender body tensed in her lap, thighs pressing together as much as the massive diaper allowed. The need was intense now - a heavy, insistent pressure low in his gut that made his hole flutter around the plug. He tried to hold it, muscles straining, but the rocking motion and Thalia’s calm, maternal presence only made the urge stronger.

“You’re safe right here,” Thalia continued softly, pressing a kiss to his tousled chestnut hair. “Mommy’s got you. Let it happen, sweetheart. Push it all out into your thick diaper. Fill it up for me like the helpless little baby you’re becoming.”

A sharp cramp hit him. Arlo gasped, body jerking in her arms. He tried to fight it one last time, but his body betrayed him completely. The first warm, soft mess began to push out slowly, spreading into the seat of the diaper without his permission. It came in a long, uncontrollable wave - thick and warm, squishing heavily against his skin and around the base of the Gentle Cradle as it filled the thick padding.

“Oh… Mommy…” he whimpered, voice small and broken.

“That’s it,” Thalia praised, her hand never stopping its gentle rub over the front of the diaper. “Such a good boy. Feel that warm mess spreading? It’s getting so heavy in the back now, isn’t it? All soft and squishy, just the way it should be for my baby.”

The messing continued, wave after wave, each push easier than the last as his body surrendered. The thick diaper swelled noticeably in the seat, sagging heavily between his legs as the warm load expanded. The crinkle turned into a wet, muffled squish with every tiny rock of the chair. The smell rose faintly - earthy, intimate - mixing with the sweet powder scent that already clung to both of them. Arlo’s face burned with deep shame, but his cock throbbed harder than ever inside the front panel, leaking steadily into the padding.

Thalia held him tighter through every push, cooing soft praises against his ear. “Listen to how full your diaper is getting. Feel how it’s sagging under you? That’s beautiful, baby. Mommy loves when you let go completely. No more holding. No more fighting. Just warm, messy diapers and Mommy’s arms.”

When the last long push finally ended, Arlo was trembling, tears of humiliation and relief pricking at his green eyes. The diaper felt impossibly heavy now - sodden in the front from constant leaking, massively swollen and squishy in the back, the mess pressing warmly all around his plugged hole and balls. Every tiny shift in Thalia’s lap made the load shift and squelch obscenely.

Thalia kissed his forehead, then his damp cheeks. “Such a perfect, messy baby. You did so well. Now Mommy is going to take care of you. The longest, sweetest change yet.”

She lifted him carefully from her lap, supporting his weight as he waddled the few steps to the changing table on shaky legs. The heavy, messy diaper swayed and sagged between his thighs with every awkward step, the squishy sounds loud and humiliating. Thalia helped him lie back on the padded surface, raising his legs high and spreading them wide, knees to his chest.

The change was tender and endless.

She untaped the massively swollen diaper with slow, deliberate care, the tapes ripping loudly one by one. The heavy front folded down, revealing the full extent of the mess - thick, warm, smeared across his ass, around the plug, and streaked along his balls and the base of his leaking cock. The smell grew stronger, but Thalia showed no disgust, only soft approval.

“So much, baby,” she whispered, voice full of pride. “You filled your diaper so beautifully for Mommy.”

She began cleaning with warm wipes, taking her time. Dozens of wipes. Gentle strokes between his cheeks, around the plug, under his balls, along the full length of his cock. She removed the Gentle Cradle slowly, sliding it free with a slick pop, then cleaned the toy and set it aside. Her fingers worked thoroughly - circling his sensitive hole, stroking his shaft in slow, soapy glides, massaging lotion deep into every crease until his skin gleamed and his cock stood rigid and dripping.

Arlo moaned helplessly, hips twitching under her tender touch. The shame of the mess mixed with overwhelming pleasure as she cleaned him like the most precious thing in the world.

Fresh powder came next - thick, generous clouds shaken over his groin, his ass, and deep between his cheeks. Thalia rubbed it in with both hands, slow and loving, coating every inch until he was silky and fragrant. She added extra cream around his hole, massaging it in with one finger, then two, opening him gently while praising how soft and relaxed he was becoming.

A new overnight diaper - thicker than any before, with extra boosters and tall leak guards - slid beneath him. She brought the front up between his legs, pressing the plush padding firmly over his hard, leaking cock and freshly cleaned bottom. The tapes ripped loudly as she secured them one by one, sealing him into the heavy, crinkling prison with deliberate care. The bulk was immense, forcing his legs wide apart, the padding already warm from his body heat.

When the change was finally complete, Thalia helped him sit up, then lifted him back into her lap in the rocking chair. She held him close, his head nestled against her breast, the massive clean diaper squishing softly beneath him as she rocked.

“You let go so completely for Mommy,” she whispered, stroking his hair. “No fighting. No shame. Just acceptance. That’s how my baby is supposed to be.”

Arlo lay limp and drowsy in her arms, the long, tender change leaving him soft and deeply bonded. His body felt lighter, safer, utterly dependent.

She informed me that tomorrow the rules would become even stricter.


Chapter 14: Spread Open for Her

Arlo knelt on the soft nursery rug, heart hammering, the thick diaper already crinkling loudly with every nervous shift of his weight. Thalia stood over him in nothing but a sheer black silk slip that clung to her generous curves, her olive skin glowing under the low nursery lights. Her amber eyes burned with dark hunger as she held the spreader bar in one hand and a pair of shiny metal nipple clamps in the other.

“On your back, baby,” she ordered softly, voice velvet and steel. “Legs wide. Mommy wants you completely open tonight.”

He obeyed, lying back on the thick carpet. The heavy diaper forced his thighs apart even before she touched him. Thalia knelt between his legs, her silk slip riding up to reveal smooth thighs. She fastened the sturdy leather cuffs of the spreader bar around his ankles, then clicked the bar into place with a decisive snap. His legs were locked wide apart - thighs spread obscenely, the thick diaper stretched tight across his groin, the crinkle loud in the quiet room.

Arlo’s cock throbbed hard inside the padding, already leaking as the position left him utterly exposed. Thalia ran her hands up his inner thighs, pressing them even wider.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Legs spread like a helpless little baby, diaper on full display. Mommy can see everything she owns now.”

She reached for his chest. Her fingers circled his nipples, pinching them lightly until they stiffened into tight peaks. Then the clamps - cold metal jaws lined with soft rubber - closed around each sensitive bud with a sharp click. Pain flared bright and immediate, a stinging bite that made Arlo gasp and arch. The chain connecting the clamps dangled between his pecs, tugging with every breath.

Thalia gave the chain a gentle tug. Fresh sparks shot through his nipples straight to his cock. “Beautiful. Now you’ll feel every twitch, every edge, right here while Mommy plays with her favorite toy.”

She sat back on her heels, admiring her work. Arlo lay spread open on the rug, legs locked wide by the bar, nipples clamped and aching, thick diaper bulging between his thighs. His green eyes were wide, chest rising and falling rapidly.

Thalia reached down and slowly untaped the front of the diaper. The heavy padding peeled away with a wet crinkle, revealing his cock - rock-hard, flushed dark, the head glistening with pre-cum. She left the back of the diaper under him, the open front framing his erection like an offering.

Her hand wrapped around his shaft, warm and firm. “Such a desperate little cock. Leaking so much already from just being spread open for Mommy.”

She began to stroke - slow, deliberate pulls from base to tip, thumb swirling over the slick head on every upstroke. Arlo moaned loudly, hips trying to buck, but the spreader bar kept him pinned open and helpless. The nipple clamps tugged with every movement, sharp pain mixing with the pleasure of her hand.

Thalia edged him mercilessly.

Long, twisting strokes that brought him right to the brink, his cock swelling darker, balls tightening, pre-cum pouring over her fingers in thick strands - only for her to slow or stop completely, letting him throb and leak untouched in the cool air. She did it again and again, five, ten, fifteen edges, each one longer and more intense than the last.

Every time he got close, she would tug the chain on the nipple clamps, sending fresh sparks of pain through his chest while her hand kept working his cock. Tears of frustration and overwhelming pleasure slipped down Arlo’s temples. His wrists clenched into fists at his sides, unable to touch himself, unable to close his legs, completely at her mercy.

“Please… Mommy… I need to come… please…” he begged, voice raw.

Thalia smiled, slow and satisfied, her own nipples stiff against the sheer silk of her slip. “Not yet, baby. Mommy wants to watch you suffer so beautifully first.”

She leaned down, her heavy breasts brushing his clamped nipples as she stroked him faster. The chain rattled softly. Arlo cried out, the mix of pain and pleasure pushing him right to the edge again. His cock pulsed wildly in her fist, the head flaring, a thick bead of pre-cum dripping down the shaft.

This time she didn’t stop.

Her hand flew along his slick length - fast, tight, perfect - while her other hand tugged rhythmically on the nipple clamp chain. The spreader bar kept him splayed wide, diaper open beneath him, every inch of his body exposed and trembling.

“Come for Mommy,” she commanded, voice husky with arousal. “Come hard in your open diaper like the helpless baby you are. Let me watch you fall apart.”

The orgasm hit him like a shattering wave.

Arlo cried out sharply, back arching off the rug. His cock erupted in powerful, rhythmic spurts, thick ropes of cum shooting across his powdered stomach and chest, some landing on the open diaper beneath him. Pulse after pulse tore through him, his hole clenching around nothing, nipples burning from the clamps, legs locked wide by the spreader bar. The pleasure was blinding, endless, every muscle in his body tensing and releasing in helpless surrender.

Thalia kept stroking him through it, milking every last drop, watching with dark, hungry eyes as he came undone completely. His cum painted his skin in messy streaks, the open diaper catching the overflow. The crinkle of the padding mixed with his broken moans and the wet sounds of her hand.

When the last weak spurt finally faded, Arlo collapsed back onto the rug, panting, trembling, tears streaming down his face. His cock twitched with aftershocks, still leaking weakly onto his cum-streaked belly.

Thalia removed the nipple clamps slowly, rubbing the sore buds gently with her thumbs to ease the returning blood. She wiped her hand on a soft cloth, then leaned down and pressed a tender kiss to his forehead.

As I came down she told me tomorrow I would no longer be allowed adult words.


Chapter 15: Words of a Baby

Arlo sat on the nursery rug in nothing but the thickest diaper yet, the heavy padding forcing his legs into a wide, permanent waddle even while seated. His cock was already half-hard inside the soft, powdered interior, twitching from the memory of last night’s shattering orgasm. Thalia stood before him holding a soft pastel-blue onesie with snap crotch and short sleeves, the fabric printed with tiny white stars and little ducks.

“Arms up, baby,” she said, voice warm and commanding. “Big-boy words are finished. From now on, only little words for Mommy. No more adult talk. Only baby babble. Understand?”

Arlo swallowed hard, green eyes wide with nervous heat. His jaw tightened out of habit, but he nodded slowly.

Thalia smiled, pleased. She slipped the onesie over his head, guiding his arms through the sleeves. The fabric was incredibly soft against his skin. She laid him back on the rug, lifted his legs high by the ankles, and brought the onesie down between his thighs. With practiced ease she snapped the crotch closed - three loud plastic clicks that sealed the massively thick diaper snugly inside. The onesie hugged his slender frame, the snaps pulling the padding even tighter against his cock and plugged bottom, making the bulk more pronounced and the crinkle louder with every breath.

A pacifier on a short ribbon was clipped to the front of the onesie, right over his chest. Thalia popped the bulb between his lips before he could protest.

“Suck, baby,” she ordered gently. “Pacis help little ones remember their place.”

Arlo’s lips closed around the soft silicone. The pacifier filled his mouth perfectly. He sucked instinctively, the rhythmic motion calming and humiliating at the same time. His cock throbbed harder inside the diaper, leaking a fresh bead into the padding.

Thalia helped him sit up, then guided him into her lap in the rocking chair. She opened her silk robe, letting one heavy, milk-filled breast spill free. The dark nipple was already beaded with a drop of warm milk.

“Nurse now,” she whispered. “And while you suckle, you practice your new words. Only baby talk. Mommy wants to hear how small you sound.”

Arlo hesitated, cheeks burning. The pacifier was gently removed and set aside. He leaned forward, lips parting, and latched onto her nipple. Warm, sweet milk flooded his mouth the moment he began to suck. A soft, involuntary moan escaped him as he swallowed.

Thalia rocked slowly, one hand cradling the back of his head, the other resting on the front of his onesie, pressing the thick diaper beneath.

“Good boy,” she praised. “Now try. Tell Mommy how the milk tastes.”

Arlo pulled off her breast for a second, milk dribbling down his chin. His voice came out small, hesitant, the adult cadence fighting to stay gone. “It… it tastes… good.”

Thalia’s fingers tightened gently in his hair. “No. Try again. Baby words only. ‘Milky yummy’ or ‘sweet for baby.’ Say it right.”

He whimpered around the returning nipple, sucking harder. Milk flowed faster. After a long pull he tried again, voice higher, softer, more childish. “M-milky… yummy, Mommy.”

Thalia’s breath hitched with visible arousal. Her nipple stiffened further in his mouth. “Yes. Just like that. Again. Tell Mommy where you are.”

Arlo’s face burned hotter. He suckled deeply, swallowing several times before mumbling against her breast, “Baby… in nursey.”

The words felt ridiculous, humiliating, and yet his cock pulsed violently inside the thick diaper, leaking steadily. The onesie snapped tight over the padding, the crinkle loud every time he shifted in her lap.

Thalia rewarded him with more milk and soft praise. “Such a clever little baby. Keep going. Tell Mommy what’s between your legs.”

Arlo squirmed, the thick diaper squishing under him. He pulled off just enough to whisper, voice cracking into a babble, “Thick… diapee. Baby’s diapee… all crinkly.”

His own words made his hips rock helplessly. The pacifier was clipped back to his chest, swinging with every suckle. Thalia’s hand rubbed slow circles over the front of the onesie, pressing the heavy padding against his leaking cock.

“Perfect,” she cooed. “No more big words like ‘diaper’ or ‘I need.’ Only ‘diapee,’ ‘potty,’ ‘milky,’ ‘Mommy.’ If you slip and use adult words, Mommy will add extra thick layers and keep the paci in all day.”

Arlo nodded frantically, suckling harder. Milk spilled from the corner of his mouth, running down his chin onto the onesie. Thalia wiped it tenderly with her thumb and fed it back to him.

They stayed like that for a long time. Thalia rocked him steadily while he nursed, correcting every slip into adult speech with gentle but firm reminders. Each time he managed a proper baby babble - “Baby so full,” “Diapee heavy,” “Want more milky” - his cock throbbed harder, the front of the diaper growing warm and damp from constant leaks.

Thalia’s own arousal grew obvious. Her breathing deepened, her free breast leaked in sympathy, a thin trail of milk running down her olive skin. She pressed his face closer, encouraging deeper, greedier suckling.

“Listen to how small you sound,” she whispered, voice husky. “No more CEO voice. No more orders. Just soft baby babbles while you wet and mess your diapers without asking. That’s who you are now. Mommy’s permanent little one.”

Arlo tried to form another sentence but it came out as garbled babble around her nipple - “Ba… ba… milky… good… baby need…” - and Thalia moaned softly in response, her thighs pressing together.

She switched him to the other breast, the first one still dripping as he latched onto the second. The flow was even richer here. He suckled with desperate little noises, the pacifier ribbon tickling his chin, the onesie stretched tight over his massively padded bottom.

Every time he slipped - “I can’t…” - Thalia would pull him off her breast for a moment and correct him.

“Try again, baby. ‘Baby no can.’”

“Baby… no can,” he repeated, voice tiny and broken.

“Good boy,” she praised, guiding him back to her nipple. “Mommy is so proud of how fast you’re learning. Soon you won’t even remember the big words.”

The nursing session stretched on. Arlo’s belly grew full and rounded, pressing against the snug onesie. His diaper remained dry for now, but the constant leaking from his cock had turned the front panel warm and clammy. The snaps at the crotch dug slightly into the thick padding every time he squirmed.

Thalia kept him talking - simple commands turned into baby babble.

“Tell Mommy you love your diapee.”

“Wuv… diapee, Mommy.”

“Say you’re Mommy’s baby forever.”

“Baby… Mommy’s… fowever.”

Each childish phrase made fresh shame and arousal twist in his gut. His cock ached, sliding slickly inside the soaked front of the diaper. The pacifier was popped back in between corrections, forcing him to suck quietly while she rocked him.

By the end of the long session, Arlo’s speech had softened completely. His attempts at adult sentences dissolved into soft, lisping babbles. “Mommy… baby so small… diapee full… milky yummy…”

Thalia’s eyes were dark with lust. She held him tighter, pressing his face deep into her breast as he finished the last of her milk.

She promised the next day I would see how my regression made her body respond.


Chapter 16: Her Pleasure, My Purpose

Arlo lay in his crib, the high wooden bars locked firmly in place. The thick overnight diaper hugged his hips with heavy, crinkling insistence, the plush padding swollen from two earlier wettings and a soft, warm mess that had come without warning during his afternoon bottle. A soft pastel onesie in pale yellow snapped tightly over the massive bulk, the crotch snaps digging slightly into the heavy padding and forcing his legs into that permanent, froggy spread. The pacifier was clipped to the front of the onesie, its large silicone bulb already filling his mouth. He sucked rhythmically, soft wet sounds filling the quiet nursery as his green eyes watched Thalia through the bars.

Thalia stood just outside the crib, completely naked.

Her statuesque body glowed under the low nursery lights - smooth olive skin, heavy breasts still slightly leaking from the long nursing session earlier, wide hips, and the dark, glistening folds between her thighs already slick with arousal. Her black hair cascaded loose down her back, amber eyes locked on him with raw, hungry intensity.

She had not spoken since locking the crib rail. She simply looked at him - her helpless, regressed baby in full baby attire, thickly diapered, onesie snapped shut, pacifier bobbing between his lips, cheeks flushed, eyes wide and submissive.

Thalia’s hand slid slowly down her own body.

First she cupped one heavy breast, squeezing gently until a thin stream of milk trickled over her fingers. She brought the wetness to her lips, tasting it while her gaze never left his face. A low, throaty moan escaped her.

“Look at you,” she whispered, voice thick with lust. “My perfect little baby. All dressed in your onesie like a real infant. That huge, messy diaper sagging between your legs. Sucking your paci so sweetly while you lie there unable to do anything but watch Mommy.”

Arlo whimpered around the pacifier, the bulb shifting in his mouth. His cock - trapped and useless inside the warm, squishy mess of his diaper - twitched hard, leaking fresh pre-cum into the already soiled padding. The crinkle was constant as he squirmed helplessly against the mattress.

Thalia’s hand moved lower, sliding over the soft swell of her belly until her fingers reached the slick lips of her pussy. She spread herself open with two fingers, showing him the glistening pink folds and the swollen clit peeking out.

“See how wet I am, baby?” she breathed. “This is what your regression does to Mommy. Every time I see you waddling in your thick diapee, every time you babble instead of speaking like an adult, every time you fill your padding without permission… I get soaked.”

She circled her clit slowly, hips rocking forward. A soft, wet sound accompanied each stroke. Her breasts swayed heavily as she touched herself, milk still beading at the tips.

Arlo sucked harder on the pacifier, the rhythmic sucking noises growing louder. His own hips rocked uselessly, the heavy, messy diaper squishing beneath him. The onesie stretched tight over the swollen bulk, the snaps straining.

Thalia moaned louder, sliding two fingers deep inside herself. Her thumb kept working her clit in firm, steady circles. “You’re so small now. No more CEO. No more big words. Just my diapered, pacified little boy who wets and messes and nurses like the infant he was always meant to be.”

Her fingers moved faster, plunging in and out with obscene, slick sounds. Her free hand tugged at one nipple, pulling more milk from her breast. It dripped down her olive skin in thin rivulets.

Arlo’s eyes were glued to her. The sight of this powerful, statuesque woman pleasuring herself because of how completely he had surrendered made his trapped cock throb painfully. Pre-cum mixed with the mess already filling the seat of his diaper, turning the padding even warmer and squishier.

Thalia’s breathing grew ragged. She braced one hand on the crib rail, leaning closer so he could see every detail - her fingers glistening with her own arousal, her clit swollen and dark, her inner thighs trembling.

“You did this to me, baby,” she gasped, voice breaking into a moan. “Turning you into my permanent little one… watching you accept your messy diapers… hearing you babble ‘milky’ and ‘diapee’… it makes Mommy’s pussy ache.”

She fucked herself harder, three fingers now, the wet sounds loud and filthy in the nursery. Her hips bucked against her hand, breasts bouncing, milk leaking freely down her stomach.

Arlo whimpered desperately around the pacifier, sucking frantically. His own body responded helplessly - the mess in his diaper shifting with every tiny movement, the thick padding pressing the warm load against his skin and plugged hole. His cock leaked in steady pulses, adding to the sodden front.

Thalia’s eyes rolled back slightly, her voice turning into broken, lust-filled praises.

“Such a good… messy… helpless… baby… Mommy’s perfect… little… regressed… boy…”

Her thighs shook. Her fingers drove deep and fast. The heel of her hand ground hard against her clit.

Then she came.

Hard.

Thalia cried out sharply, a long, throaty wail of pure pleasure that echoed off the pastel walls. Her pussy clenched visibly around her fingers, juices flooding over her hand and dripping down her thighs in shiny trails. Her whole body convulsed - hips jerking, breasts bouncing, back arching as wave after wave crashed through her. Milk sprayed from both nipples in thin arcs as her orgasm peaked, splattering onto the crib rail and the floor.

She kept rubbing through it, drawing out every last spasm, moaning his new baby name over and over.

“Baby… my baby… Mommy’s sweet little baby…”

When the final tremors finally faded, Thalia sagged against the crib, panting, her fingers still buried inside herself. Her olive skin was flushed dark, her hair messy, her breasts and thighs glistening with milk and her own release. She looked down at Arlo with heavy-lidded, sated amber eyes, a slow, possessive smile spreading across her lips.

He lay there, pacifier still bobbing between his lips, thick messy diaper sagging heavily beneath the yellow onesie, eyes wide and adoring.

She told me the final stage of permanent ownership would begin tomorrow.


Chapter 17: Heavy Until Morning

Arlo lay on his back in the crib, the high bars casting long shadows in the soft nursery glow. Thalia had prepared him for the night with ruthless maternal care. Two thick overnight diapers layered one over the other, the inner one already boosted with an extra soaker pad. The combined bulk was enormous - swollen, heavy, and forcing his legs into a wide, froggy sprawl even before the first wetting. The yellow onesie from earlier had been replaced by a soft, footed sleeper in pale blue, the zipper running from neck to crotch and locked with a tiny silver padlock that clicked shut between his legs. The thick double padding pressed the warm mess from earlier firmly against his skin, a constant squishy reminder with every tiny movement.

Thalia leaned over the rail, her naked body warm and close. She had removed the Gentle Cradle hours ago, leaving him empty but aching for fullness. Her fingers brushed his cheek as she tucked a soft blanket around him.

“Double diapers tonight, baby,” she whispered. “Mommy wants you soaked and heavy until morning. No changes. No matter how full you get. You’ll sleep in it, wake in it, and nurse in it. This is how my little one learns to need his padding.”

She lowered the rail just enough to press a lingering kiss to his forehead, then raised and locked it again with a solid click. The nursery light dimmed to a faint nightlight glow. Arlo sucked on his pacifier, the rhythmic motion the only comfort as the heavy double layer compressed around his cock and the warm mess in the seat.

Sleep came in fitful waves. The double diapers grew warmer and heavier as the night progressed. His body surrendered without permission - first a long, hissing nighttime wetting that flooded the inner diaper and slowly wicked into the outer one, turning the entire front and crotch into a swollen, sodden mass. Then another, slower release sometime after midnight, the warmth spreading up toward the waistband and down the back until the combined padding sagged heavily between his thighs. The mess from earlier had softened further, squishing warmly with every shift. By the time the first hints of predawn light filtered through the curtains, the double diapers were massive - bulging, squelching, and impossibly full.

Arlo woke to the sound of the crib rail lowering and the gentle creak of the mattress as Thalia climbed in beside him. The nursery was still dim, soft gray light painting the pastel walls. Thalia was naked, her olive skin warm and smooth as she gathered him into her arms. She unzipped the footed sleeper just enough to expose his chest and pull the heavy, locked crotch open, but left the massive double diapers untouched.

“Come here, my sweet baby,” she murmured, guiding his head to her breast. “Skin to skin. Just like you were always meant to be.”

Arlo latched on instinctively, lips closing around her stiff nipple. Warm, rich milk flowed immediately, filling his mouth in slow, comforting streams. He suckled deeply, the pacifier forgotten on the mattress beside them. Thalia held him close, one arm cradling his head, the other wrapped around his padded bottom. Her bare breasts pressed against his cheek and chest, skin hot and soft. The heavy, soaked double diapers squished loudly between them as she rocked him gently in the confined space of the crib.

The sensation was overwhelming - skin against skin, her milk flooding his belly, the massive, warm, messy padding sagging heavily beneath the open sleeper. Every suckle made the thick layers compress and squelch, the wetness and mess shifting intimately against his cock and plugged hole. His erection strained uselessly inside the sodden padding, leaking fresh pre-cum that mixed with the night’s floods.

Thalia’s voice was a soft, continuous lullaby against his hair.

“You’re so heavy now, baby. Feel how full your diapers are? All that warm piss and soft mess cradling you while you nurse. This is what permanent feels like. No more fighting it. No more holding back. Just letting everything go because Mommy takes care of it all.”

Arlo whimpered around her nipple, suckling harder. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes - not from shame, but from the profound, aching surrender that had been building for weeks. His analytical mind had gone quiet. The CEO who once micromanaged every detail was gone. In his place was only this - warm milk, heavy diapers, and Thalia’s bare skin holding him together.

She shifted slightly, pressing her thigh between his spread legs so the massive double padding rested fully against her. The squish was loud and wet. Thalia moaned softly, her own arousal evident in the way her nipple stiffened further and her free hand stroked possessively over the swollen front of the diapers.

“So perfect,” she whispered. “My little boy, double-diapered and soaked through the night. You didn’t even try to hold it, did you? You just filled and filled because that’s what babies do. And Mommy loves every soggy, messy inch of you.”

Arlo’s hips rocked in tiny, helpless movements, the heavy padding grinding against her thigh. Milk continued to flow, his belly growing round and full. The emotional weight of it all crashed over him - how safe he felt, how completely owned, how deeply he no longer wanted to be anything but hers. A soft, broken sob escaped around her breast as the tears finally slipped free.

Thalia held him tighter, skin to skin, rocking him slowly in the crib while he nursed and cried and surrendered completely.

“Let it all out, baby,” she cooed, kissing the top of his head. “Mommy’s here. You don’t have to be big ever again. This is your home now - my arms, your diapers, my milk. You’re mine. All of you.”

They stayed like that as the predawn light slowly brightened. Arlo nursed until both breasts were emptied, his body limp and heavy with milk and emotion. The double diapers remained unchanged - warm, swollen, sagging massively between his legs, the mess and multiple wettings turned into a thick, comforting embrace. Thalia kept him pressed skin-to-skin, her heartbeat steady against his ear, her hands stroking his back and the locked sleeper over his padded bottom.

When he finally pulled off her nipple with a soft, milky pop, Thalia looked down at him with amber eyes full of deep, possessive love and dark satisfaction.

Tonight would be the ceremony that made this permanent.


Chapter 18: Forever in Her Arms

Arlo stood trembling at the threshold of the nursery, the final ceremonial onesie hugging his slender frame. It was pure white, softer than anything he had ever worn, with delicate lace trim at the collar and short sleeves. The crotch snapped tightly over the thickest diaper Thalia had ever prepared - triple-layered, heavily boosted, already warm and slightly swollen from a deliberate pre-ceremony wetting she had commanded. The bulk between his thighs was obscene, forcing his legs into a permanent, waddling stance that made every tiny shift crinkle loudly. A wide, black leather collar circled his neck, engraved on the inside with a single word in elegant script: BABY. A small silver ring at the front held a delicate silver tag that read “Property of Mommy Thalia.”

Thalia stood before him, naked except for the black silk robe hanging open from her shoulders. Her olive skin glowed in the soft candlelight she had arranged throughout the nursery. Her heavy breasts were full and leaking, dark nipples stiff with arousal. Her amber eyes held him with calm, unbreakable possession.

“Tonight you become mine forever,” she said, voice low and velvet-wrapped steel. “No more contracts. No more stages. Only permanent babyhood. Say it in your little words, sweetheart.”

Arlo’s voice came out small, lisping, completely regressed. “Baby… belong to Mommy… forever.”

Thalia smiled, slow and satisfied. She took his hand and led him to the center of the nursery rug, where a large, soft blanket had been spread. She lowered herself gracefully onto it, then guided him down to straddle her lap facing her, his massive triple diaper resting heavily on her thighs. The crinkle was constant, loud, and final.

“Open the snaps for Mommy,” she whispered.

His fingers shook as he unsnapped the crotch of the ceremonial onesie. The thick, triple-layered diaper sprang free, the plastic shell gleaming in the candlelight. Thalia reached between his legs and untaped the front with deliberate slowness, peeling the heavy, warm padding down to expose his cock - already rock-hard, flushed dark, and leaking steadily. She left the back of the diaper under him, the open front framing his erection like an offering.

Thalia cupped one heavy breast and guided his mouth to her nipple. “Nurse while Mommy makes you hers completely.”

Arlo latched on with a desperate whimper. Warm, sweet milk flooded his mouth the instant he began to suckle. Thalia moaned softly, one hand cradling the back of his head, the other wrapping around his throbbing cock. She stroked him slowly, spreading the leaking pre-cum over the entire length.

“This is the last time you will ever be allowed to come like this,” she murmured, rocking him gently. “After tonight, your orgasms will only happen inside thick, messy diapers while you nurse or while Mommy edges you for hours. But tonight… tonight you come while you accept your permanent place.”

Arlo suckled harder, milk spilling from the corners of his mouth and running down his chin onto the white onesie. His hips rocked helplessly, driving his cock through her fist. The open diaper crinkled beneath him with every movement, the heavy padding squishing against Thalia’s thighs.

Thalia’s hand moved with perfect, merciless rhythm - long, twisting strokes that brought him right to the edge within minutes. She tugged gently on the collar with her free hand, reminding him of the tag resting against his throat.

“Feel that collar, baby? It stays on forever. You will never be Arlo Kane again. Only Mommy’s baby. Wet. Messy. Helpless. Nursed. Diapered. Owned.”

She stroked faster, thumb swirling over the sensitive head on every upstroke. Arlo moaned loudly around her breast, the sound muffled and infantile. Milk continued to flow, filling his belly while pleasure coiled tight and sharp in his groin.

Thalia’s own breathing grew ragged. She shifted beneath him, pressing her slick, swollen pussy against the thick, open diaper. The warm, crinkling padding rubbed directly against her clit as she rocked her hips.

“Watch what your surrender does to Mommy,” she gasped. “Every time you fill your diaper, every time you babble instead of speaking, every time you nurse like the infant you are… it makes me this wet.”

She ground harder against the bulky padding, smearing her arousal over the plastic shell. Her hand never stopped stroking his cock - faster now, tighter, relentless.

Arlo’s suckling grew frantic. Milk sprayed from the corners of his mouth as he moaned and whimpered. His balls drew up tight, cock swelling darker in her grip. The triple diaper beneath him crinkled and squished with every desperate rock of his hips.

Thalia’s voice turned husky, breaking with pleasure. “Come for Mommy, baby. Come while you nurse. Come while you accept that this is forever. Fill Mommy’s hand while I come on your thick, baby diaper.”

The orgasm crashed over him like a final surrender.

Arlo cried out sharply around her nipple, body convulsing in her lap. Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock, splattering across her hand, his own powdered stomach, and the open diaper beneath him. Pulse after powerful pulse tore through him, his hole clenching, tears streaming down his face as he came harder than he ever had in his life. Milk flooded his mouth in time with every spurt, the taste sweet and overwhelming.

Thalia followed him over the edge.

She ground her clit hard against the crinkling diaper, fingers digging into his hip as her orgasm ripped through her. A raw, throaty cry tore from her throat. Her pussy clenched and flooded, juices smearing messily over the open diaper and her own thighs. Her breasts leaked heavily, milk spraying in thin arcs as her body shook with wave after wave of intense pleasure. She kept stroking him through his climax, milking every last drop while she rode her own release against the warm, crinkling padding.

They came together - mutual, messy, complete - locked in skin-to-skin surrender while milk and cum mixed between them.

When the final tremors finally faded, Thalia held him close, his face still pressed to her breast, his spent cock twitching against her cum-smeared hand. She kissed the top of his head, then his damp cheeks, her voice soft and final.

“You are mine now. Permanently. My baby. My little one. Forever in my arms, in your diapers, at my breast.”

She snapped the ceremonial onesie back into place over the messy, cum-streaked diaper, sealing him inside the thick, crinkling padding once more. The collar rested warm and heavy around his neck. The pacifier was clipped back to his chest.

Arlo looked up at her with glassy, adoring green eyes, no trace of the old CEO left. Only soft, helpless acceptance remained.

There would be no more chapters. Only endless days as Thalia's baby.
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