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A Dark ABDL Cuckold Tale of Diaper Discipline, Permanent Nursery Demotion, and Total Surrender to a Superior Man
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Chapter 1: The Shattering Revelation

Alex Thompson turned the key in the lock of their modest suburban home at 7:14 p.m., the same time he always did on Thursdays. The hallway light was already on, which was unusual—Sarah usually left it dark until he got home, a small domestic ritual that made him feel needed. Tonight the air felt thicker, scented with the faint trace of her jasmine perfume and something sharper underneath: tension.

He set his briefcase down and loosened his tie as he walked toward the kitchen. Sarah stood at the island, back to him, stirring something in a pot. Her dark hair was pulled into a loose ponytail, the one she wore when she was thinking hard. She didn’t turn around.

“Evening, babe,” he said, trying for casual. His voice cracked on the second syllable.

She kept stirring. “Sit.”

The word landed like a slap—soft, but final. Alex’s stomach dropped. He pulled out a chair at the breakfast table and sat, suddenly aware of how small the seat felt under him.

Sarah turned off the burner, wiped her hands on a dish towel, and finally faced him. Her green eyes were calm, almost pitying. That look hurt more than anger ever could.

“We need to talk about last night,” she said.

Last night. Their weekly attempt at intimacy. He’d lasted maybe ninety seconds—again—before rolling off her, apologizing, promising next time would be different. She’d smiled tightly, kissed his forehead, and turned away. He’d lain there in the dark, staring at the ceiling, hating the silence between them.

“I know I… I didn’t—” he started.

“You didn’t satisfy me,” she finished for him. “You haven’t in a long time, Alex. Not really.”

The words hung there, naked and brutal. He opened his mouth to protest, to explain fatigue or stress or whatever excuse he’d rehearsed in the shower that morning, but she raised a hand.

“Don’t. Just listen.”

She walked around the island and stood in front of him, arms crossed under her breasts—the same breasts he used to worship, the same ones that had barely registered his touch last night.

“I’ve been seeing someone,” she said quietly. “His name is Marcus. He works in sales on the third floor. We’ve been sleeping together for six weeks.”

The room tilted. Alex gripped the edge of the table. “Six… weeks?”

“Six weeks of actually coming. Six weeks of feeling wanted. Six weeks of a man who knows how to fuck me properly.” Her voice stayed even, almost gentle, but each word sliced deeper. “He’s big, Alex. Thick. Long. He lasts. He makes me scream—actually scream—until my throat is raw. Last Tuesday he bent me over his desk after hours and took me so hard I had to bite my own arm to stay quiet. I came three times. Three. You’ve never made me come more than once, and even then it felt like mercy.”

Alex’s face burned. His cock—small, pathetic, already stirring traitorously at her words—twitched against his slacks. He hated himself for it.

“Why are you telling me this?” he whispered.

“Because I’m done pretending.” She stepped closer, close enough that he could smell the faint musk of her arousal lingering from earlier—maybe from thinking about Marcus. “And because I think part of you already knew. You’ve been softer lately. Quieter. You look away when I undress. You finish too fast because you’re terrified of disappointing me. But you’re still getting hard thinking about how inadequate you are.”

He shook his head, tears pricking. “That’s not—”

“It is.” She cupped his chin, forcing his eyes up. “And tonight we’re going to stop lying to each other.”

She released him and walked to the hallway closet—the one they rarely used. When she returned, she was carrying a large black duffel bag. She set it on the table with a soft thud.

“Open it.”

His hands shook as he unzipped the bag.

Inside: stacks of thick white adult diapers, printed with pastel teddy bears and rattles. A package of baby wipes. A bottle of baby powder. A pink onesie with snap crotch, sized for an adult. A pacifier on a clip. A clear pair of plastic pants with tiny padlocks. And, at the bottom, a folded piece of paper titled Regression Agreement – Trial Period.

Alex stared. His throat closed.

“This is what happens now,” Sarah said. “You’re not going to pretend to be a husband in the bedroom anymore. You’re going to be my baby. My little, helpless, diapered baby. While I get properly fucked by a real man.”

He laughed once—a broken, hysterical sound. “Sarah, this is insane. You can’t—”

“I can. And I will.” She pulled the top sheet from the bag—the agreement—and slid it toward him. “Read it.”

The bullet points were clinical, merciless:

●        Duration: Thirty (30) consecutive days.

●        Participant (Alex Thompson) agrees to full age regression under Caregiver (Sarah Thompson).

●        24/7 diaper usage. No toilet privileges.

●        Address Caregiver as “Mommy.”

●        Nursery duties: cleaning, bottle preparation, laundry (including post-sex linens).

●        Safe word: “Red” – immediate cessation, permanent end to regression play.

●        Early termination before Day 30 ends all regression discussion forever.

His eyes blurred on the last line.

“If you sign,” she said softly, “tonight Marcus comes over. You watch. You learn what a real man does to a woman. And you stay padded the whole time. If you say red, we stop everything—no anger, no shame. But if you don’t sign… I walk out that door tonight and don’t come back until you’re ready to be honest about what you need.”

Alex’s cock was fully hard now, straining painfully against his zipper. He hated how much the humiliation turned him on.

She stepped between his knees, reached down, and unzipped him. His small erection sprang free—five inches at most, thin, already leaking pre-cum.

“Look at it,” she murmured. “So eager, even now. So useless.”

She stroked him once—slow, clinical. He whimpered.

“Sign, baby.”

Tears slipped down his cheeks as he took the pen. His hand shook so badly the signature came out wobbly, childish.

Alex Thompson.

Sarah folded the paper carefully and tucked it into her pocket. Then she took his hand and led him upstairs to the spare bedroom—the one they’d always called “the office.”

Inside, the desk was gone. In its place: a full-sized adult crib with high rails, pastel blue sheets, a mobile of stars dangling above. A changing table stocked with supplies. A rocking chair. Shelves of onesies, rompers, bottles.

She’d prepared this weeks ago.

“Strip,” she said.

He obeyed numbly—shirt, slacks, boxers. Naked, small cock bobbing, he stood shivering.

She guided him to the changing table and lifted him onto it with surprising ease. The padded top was cool against his back.

“Legs up.”

He raised them, knees to chest, exposing everything. She slid a soft towel underneath, then opened a fresh diaper—thick, crinkly, the teddy-bear print almost mocking.

The smell of baby powder hit first. She sprinkled generously over his groin, rubbing it in with firm circles that made him gasp. His cock twitched against her palm.

“Shhh,” she soothed. “Babies don’t get to come like grown-ups.”

She lifted his ankles higher, slid the diaper under his bottom, brought the front up between his legs. The padding pressed snug against his erection, trapping it in soft, absorbent prison. Four tapes pulled tight—left, right, bottom, top. She checked the fit, running her palms over the front until he whimpered.

Then the plastic pants—clear, glossy, snapping at the sides. She threaded tiny padlocks through the waist snaps and clicked them shut.

Finally, the pink onesie. She worked his arms through, snapped the crotch over the bulky diaper, the snaps straining slightly.

Alex looked down at himself. The bulge was obscene—round, unmistakable. Every breath made the plastic crinkle.

Sarah cupped his cheek. “Say it.”

His voice cracked. “I’m… your baby, Mommy.”

Her smile was slow, tender, cruel.

“That’s right.”

She helped him down. The diaper forced his thighs apart; he waddled awkwardly to the full-length mirror on the closet door.

The reflection was devastating: a grown man in a baby costume, face flushed, eyes wet, tiny erection tenting the onesie uselessly. The crinkle followed every trembling step.

A sudden, hot spurt escaped. He gasped, hands flying to the front.

“Oh no,” Sarah murmured, stepping behind him. “Already?”

Warmth spread through the padding, soaking quickly. He clenched, but more followed—a full, helpless wetting. The diaper swelled, growing heavy between his legs.

Tears spilled freely now.

Sarah turned him around, kissed his forehead. “It’s okay, sweetie. That’s what diapers are for.”

She led him to the crib, lifted him over the rail, laid him on the soft mattress. A large bottle appeared—warm milk. She slipped the nipple between his lips.

“Suck, baby.”

He obeyed, nursing slowly, the rhythm strangely soothing even as shame burned through him.

The doorbell rang.

Sarah smoothed his hair. “That’s Marcus. Be a good boy and stay quiet. Mommy’s going to get properly fucked now.”

She raised the rail with a soft click and left the room, turning off the light.

Alex lay in the dark, bottle empty beside him, diaper warm and squishy. From the master bedroom came the sounds he’d never made her make: her soft moan, the wet slap of skin, Marcus’s deep growl—“Fuck, you’re so tight for me.”

Alex’s cock throbbed uselessly in its padded prison. Another small leak escaped—arousal this time, mixing with the urine.

He closed his eyes, tears slipping into his ears, and listened to the real man claim what used to be his.

The first night of his new life had begun.

And deep down, in the twisted knot of his chest, a small, shameful part of him already knew he would never want to go back.


Chapter 2: First Nursery Duties

Alex woke to the soft click of the crib rail being lowered. Sunlight filtered through the nursery curtains in pale stripes across the pastel blue sheets. His body felt heavy, unfamiliar—his thighs pressed apart by the thick, swollen diaper between them. The padding had absorbed his overnight wetting completely, but it sagged now, cool and clammy against his skin. Every small shift produced a faint, sticky squish that made his face burn even before his eyes fully opened.

Sarah stood over him, already dressed for the day in a simple black pencil skirt and white blouse—professional, untouchable. Her hair was pinned up, makeup flawless. She looked like the woman who used to kiss him goodbye at the door every morning. Except now her smile held a quiet, knowing edge.

“Morning, baby boy,” she murmured, voice soft as velvet. “Did my little one sleep well in his big diapee?”

Alex’s throat closed. He tried to sit up, but the bulk made him awkward; he rolled sideways instead, the crinkle loud in the quiet room. “Sarah—I mean, Mommy—” The word tasted strange, humiliating, necessary. “Please. Last night was… we can stop this. I’ll do better. I’ll—”

She placed a single finger over his lips. “Shhh. Babies don’t negotiate. They obey.”

She lifted him out of the crib with practiced ease—arms under his knees and back, carrying him like an oversized toddler to the changing table. He dangled there, onesie snaps straining over the sodden bulge, plastic pants gleaming faintly. The helplessness of it made fresh heat flood his cheeks.

She laid him down gently. The padded top was cool against his shoulders. “Legs up, sweetie.”

He obeyed automatically, knees to chest, exposing the heavy, yellowed diaper. The smell hit him—faint ammonia mixed with baby powder—and he whimpered, turning his face away.

Sarah didn’t flinch. She unsnapped the onesie crotch with quick, efficient fingers, peeled back the plastic pants (the tiny padlocks glinting), and ripped the tapes open one by one. The diaper unfolded with a wet, sticky sound, revealing the saturated padding clinging to his small, shriveled cock. A dribble of leftover urine trickled down his balls as she lifted his ankles higher.

“Look at that mess,” she cooed, almost affectionately. “Such a good baby for using his diaper all night. Mommy’s so proud.”

Tears pricked his eyes. “I didn’t mean to… I couldn’t stop it.”

“That’s the point, baby.” She reached for the wipes—warm ones she’d already prepared—and began cleaning him slowly, methodically. Each stroke was thorough: between his legs, around his tiny shaft (which twitched uselessly), under his balls, back to his bottom. Powder followed in soft clouds, the sweet scent filling his nose. She rubbed it in with firm circles until his skin tingled.

A fresh diaper appeared—thicker than last night’s, with an extra booster pad already tucked inside. The crinkle as she unfolded it was deafening. She slid it under him, brought the front up snug against his groin, taped it securely—left, right, bottom, top. Then the plastic pants again, locks clicked shut.

She chose a pale blue onesie this time, snapping it closed over the obscene bulge. The fabric stretched tight; the diaper outline was unmistakable.

“There,” she said, smoothing her hands over the front. “All clean and cozy. Now let’s get you dressed for your first day of nursery duties.”

Alex’s stomach twisted. “Duties?”

She helped him down from the table. His legs bowed outward; every step made the padding shift and rustle loudly. She led him downstairs to the kitchen, where sunlight streamed across the island. On the counter sat a high chair she’d apparently assembled overnight—adult-sized, padded seat, tray locked in place.

“Up you go.”

He hesitated. She raised an eyebrow.

“Mommy doesn’t like to repeat herself, baby.”

He climbed awkwardly onto the chair, the diaper compressing with a squish as he settled. She locked the tray in front of him, then placed a large bottle of warm formula beside a plate of cut-up toast fingers—no crusts, naturally.

“Breakfast,” she said. “Eat and drink like a good boy. While you do, Mommy will explain the rules.”

She leaned against the counter, arms crossed, watching him fumble with the bottle nipple. He had to suck harder than expected; the warm milk flooded his mouth, sweet and thick. He swallowed, cheeks burning under her gaze.

“Rule one,” she began. “You wear diapers twenty-four seven. No toilet. No asking. When you need to go, you go. In your diapee. Mommy—or Marcus, when he’s here—will change you when we decide. Accidents are expected. In fact, they’re required.”

He choked slightly on the milk.

“Rule two: You call me Mommy. Always. Even if Marcus is here. Especially if Marcus is here.”

The name alone made his cock twitch inside the padding. He hated how it responded.

“Rule three: Nursery duties. You’ll prepare bottles, fold laundry—including the sheets Marcus and I dirty—clean the nursery, organize toys. You’ll serve us drinks, snacks, whatever we need. You’ll stay in the background unless called. No talking unless spoken to. No touching yourself. Ever.”

She stepped closer, reached over the tray, and pressed her palm firmly against the front of his onesie. The padding yielded under her touch; he gasped around the nipple.

“And rule four,” she whispered, rubbing slow circles that made his hips jerk involuntarily, “your tiny little thing stays locked in its diapee prison. No coming unless Mommy allows it. And Mommy only allows it when you’ve been a very, very good baby.”

He whimpered. Another small spurt escaped—arousal this time, warm and shameful.

Sarah smiled. “Already leaking? Poor thing. You’ll get used to it.”

She removed her hand, leaving him throbbing and denied. “Finish your bottle. Then we start your chores.”

The morning blurred into humiliation.

First task: laundry. Sarah led him to the basement, where the washing machine hummed. She handed him a basket overflowing with sheets—white cotton streaked with dried cum and her juices from last night. The smell hit him like a punch: musky, masculine, hers.

“Wash these on delicate,” she instructed. “Then dry, fold, put them back on our bed. The one you don’t sleep in anymore.”

He stood there, basket in arms, diaper crinkling with every shift. His cock strained uselessly as he loaded the machine, imagining Marcus’s thick shaft plunging into her, leaving those stains.

By noon, the diaper was heavier. He’d been sipping water from a sippy cup she’d given him—rule five: all liquids from bottles or sippy cups except during changes. The pressure built steadily. He tried to hold it, clenching around nothing, but every waddle reminded him how pointless it was.

He was folding the clean sheets in the living room—still in just the onesie—when it happened.

A warm trickle escaped first. Then more. Then the flood.

He froze, hands clutching a fitted sheet, as hot urine gushed into the padding. The diaper swelled, sagging between his thighs, the warmth spreading everywhere. The booster did its job; nothing leaked. But the squish was audible now with every tiny movement.

Tears welled instantly.

“Mommy?” The word slipped out, small and broken.

Sarah appeared from the hallway, phone in hand. She’d been texting—probably Marcus. Her eyes flicked to the obvious sag, then to his face.

“Oh, baby,” she cooed, setting the phone down. “Did you have another accident already?”

He nodded, sobbing quietly.

She took his hand and led him back upstairs to the nursery. On the changing table again, she laid him back, unsnapped the onesie, unlocked the plastic pants, ripped the tapes.

The diaper was a disaster—saturated front to back, yellowed, heavy. She balled it up and dropped it into the diaper pail with a soft thud.

“Such a messy boy,” she murmured, wiping him slowly. Her fingers lingered between his legs, circling his aching cock without mercy. “Look how tiny and pink it is. No wonder you can’t satisfy me. Marcus is twice this size soft.”

Alex whimpered, hips lifting involuntarily.

She powdered him generously, slid a fresh diaper under—thicker still, double-stuffed. Tapes pulled snug. Locks clicked. Clean onesie—yellow this time.

When she helped him sit up, the new bulk forced his legs even wider. She ruffled his hair.

“Good baby for using your diapee. Mommy’s proud.”

The doorbell rang.

Sarah’s smile turned wicked. “That’s Marcus. He’s staying for dinner—and after.”

She carried Alex downstairs, setting him in the high chair again. The tray locked in place. A fresh bottle appeared—formula this time.

“Be quiet and drink,” she whispered. “Watch how a real man greets Mommy.”

The door opened. Marcus stepped inside—tall, broad-shouldered, dark skin gleaming under the hallway light. He wore a fitted shirt that showed every line of muscle. Sarah melted into him immediately, arms around his neck, kissing him deeply. Their tongues met with wet sounds; his hands gripped her ass, squeezing possessively.

Alex sat frozen, bottle nipple in mouth, sucking mechanically as tears slipped down his cheeks.

Marcus glanced over, smirking. “So this is the little hubby? Cute outfit.”

Sarah laughed softly against his mouth. “My permanent nursery baby. He’s already soaked twice today.”

Marcus chuckled, deep and rumbling. “Pathetic. But useful. He can clean up after us later.”

They moved to the couch. Sarah straddled Marcus’s lap, grinding against the obvious bulge in his jeans. Alex watched, bottle trembling in his hands, as she moaned into Marcus’s mouth—real moans, desperate and hungry.

Another leak escaped into the fresh diaper. Then more. Warmth spread, squishing softly.

Sarah broke the kiss long enough to glance over. “Look, Marcus—he’s wetting himself just watching.”

Marcus laughed. “Good. Keep going, diaper boy. Fill that thing up while I fill your wife.”

Sarah stood, pulled Marcus toward the stairs. “Dinner can wait. I need you now.”

They disappeared upstairs. Soon the familiar sounds started—her gasps, the rhythmic slap of skin, his grunts.

Alex sat in the high chair, bottle empty, diaper heavy and warm between his legs. He rocked slightly, the padding rubbing his denied cock. Shame burned through him, hot and endless.

But beneath it—deep, twisted, undeniable—a small, dark part of him felt something close to peace.

This was his place now.

And the night was only beginning.


Chapter 3: The Plug Introduction

Alex spent the rest of that first full day in a haze of crinkling humiliation and slow-building dread. After Marcus and Sarah disappeared upstairs for their second round, the sounds from the master bedroom had gone on for what felt like hours—her sharp cries of pleasure, his low, satisfied grunts, the rhythmic slap of bodies colliding in ways Alex had never managed. He’d stayed locked in the high chair downstairs, bottle long empty, diaper growing steadily heavier from repeated small leaks he couldn’t control. Each time warmth spread through the padding he flinched, waiting for the inevitable squish, the sag, the shame.

By late afternoon the front of his onesie was visibly damp—dark patches blooming over the teddy-bear print—and the booster inside had swollen enough to press uncomfortably against his tiny, denied cock. He rocked back and forth in the chair, the motion only making things worse, the friction teasing without relief.

When Sarah finally came downstairs alone—hair mussed, lips swollen, cheeks flushed with afterglow—she found him there, tears dried on his cheeks, bottle clutched like a lifeline.

“Poor baby,” she murmured, unlocking the tray and lifting him down. His legs wobbled; the diaper forced an exaggerated waddle as she led him back to the nursery. “You’ve been such a good boy waiting. Let’s get you changed before Marcus comes down for dinner.”

On the changing table, the ritual unfolded with excruciating slowness.

She unsnapped the yellow onesie, peeled back the plastic pants, ripped the tapes. The diaper unfolded wetly, heavy and yellowed, the booster soaked through. A thin trail of urine trickled down his inner thigh as she lifted his ankles.

Sarah tsked softly. “Look at this soggy little mess. You really can’t hold anything anymore, can you?”

He shook his head, voice small. “N-no, Mommy.”

“That’s right.” She wiped him thoroughly—slow strokes between his legs, circling the head of his pathetic erection until it twitched and leaked a clear bead of pre-cum. She caught it on a fresh wipe, showing it to him. “Even this tiny thing wants to play. But babies don’t get to come like that.”

Powder dusted down in sweet clouds. She rubbed it in with firm, possessive hands, then reached into the drawer beneath the table.

Alex’s breath caught when he saw what she pulled out: a small black silicone plug, tapered at the tip, flaring to a wide base with a pink jewel glittering at the end. It was bigger than anything he’d ever taken—maybe the width of two fingers at its widest point.

“W-what’s that?” he whispered.

“Your new best friend,” Sarah said calmly. She squeezed lube onto her fingers—clear, cool—and coated the plug generously. “From now on, you’ll wear a plug whenever you’re not being changed. It’s to remind you that your bottom belongs to Mommy and Marcus now. That you’re not a man anymore—just a helpless little baby who needs to be filled.”

He shook his head frantically. “Please, Mommy—no, I can’t—”

“You can. And you will.” She lifted his ankles higher, exposing him completely. One lubed finger circled his hole, pressing gently. He clenched instinctively.

“Relax, baby,” she soothed. “Breathe.”

He tried. The finger slipped inside—slow, steady pressure. He gasped, hips jerking. She worked it in and out, curling slightly, until his body softened against his will.

“Good boy,” she murmured. Then she replaced her finger with the plug.

The tip breached him easily. The stretch came fast—burning, full, overwhelming. He whimpered, hands gripping the sides of the table.

“Almost there,” she whispered. “Take it for Mommy.”

She pushed steadily. The flare stretched him wider; tears spilled down his temples. Then—pop—the widest part passed, and the plug seated deep, the jewel base nestling flush against his cheeks.

Alex sobbed once, body trembling. The fullness was constant, pressing against something inside that made his cock leak steadily onto his belly.

Sarah smiled, wiped the excess lube away, and slid a fresh diaper underneath him—thicker again, triple-stuffed this time. She taped it snug, locking the plastic pants in place.

“There,” she said, snapping the clean onesie closed. “All plugged and padded. Feel how full you are, baby?”

He nodded, sniffling. Every tiny movement shifted the plug, sending sparks up his spine.

She helped him down. The combination—the heavy diaper forcing his thighs apart, the plug pressing deep with every step—made walking almost impossible. He waddled awkwardly to the full-length mirror.

The reflection was obscene: shortalls now over the onesie, the obvious bulge in front, the slight tent where his cock strained uselessly. Behind, the plug’s jewel base pressed against the fabric, a secret humiliation only he and Sarah knew about.

She came up behind him, hands on his padded hips. “Say it.”

“I’m… plugged,” he whispered. “Like a baby.”

“And why?”

“Because I’m not a man anymore. Marcus is the real man.”

Her fingers squeezed. “That’s right.”

The doorbell rang again—Marcus, back for dinner.

Sarah led Alex downstairs, one hand on his lower back to steady his wobbling gait. In the kitchen, she sat him in the high chair once more. This time she added a bib—pink, with “Mommy’s Good Boy” embroidered across the chest.

Marcus entered wearing casual jeans and a tight black t-shirt, still radiating that effortless dominance. He eyed Alex in the chair, smirked at the bib, then pulled Sarah into a deep kiss right in front of him.

“Smells like baby powder and desperation in here,” Marcus rumbled against her lips.

Sarah laughed softly. “He’s been very leaky today. And we just introduced his training plug.”

Marcus raised an eyebrow. “Already? Good. Let’s see how he handles dinner.”

They ate at the table—steak for them, mashed vegetables and another bottle for Alex. He had to suck from the nipple while they fed each other bites, kissing between forkfuls. Every swallow made the plug shift; every shift made him leak more into the diaper.

Halfway through, Sarah reached under the tray and pressed firmly against the front of his padding. “Feel that, baby? All full and squishy already.”

He whimpered around the nipple.

Marcus leaned back, watching. “Make him say it.”

Sarah’s eyes sparkled. “Tell Marcus why you’re plugged, sweetie.”

Alex’s face flamed. “B-because… I’m not a real man. My bottom needs to be filled… like a baby.”

Marcus chuckled. “Damn right. And while your little hole gets trained, I get to train your wife’s pussy every night.”

Sarah moaned softly at the words, shifting in her seat.

After dinner, they moved to the living room couch. Sarah straddled Marcus again, grinding slowly while Alex watched from the high chair—tray removed this time, but still confined.

“Watch closely, baby,” Sarah whispered. “This is what a real man does.”

She unzipped Marcus, freeing his thick, heavy cock—easily twice Alex’s size even half-hard. She stroked it slowly, eyes locked on Alex’s.

“See how big he is? How hard? This is what makes Mommy scream.”

Alex’s plug pressed deeper as he shifted; another warm spurt escaped into the diaper.

Marcus pulled her panties aside, positioned her, and sank in with one slow thrust. Sarah’s head fell back, mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure.

They fucked right there—slow at first, then harder. Her moans filled the room. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her down onto him again and again.

Alex sat frozen, diaper sagging heavily now, plug vibrating against his prostate with every involuntary clench. He couldn’t look away.

When Sarah came—shuddering, crying out, juices coating Marcus’s shaft—Alex felt it happen without warning.

A hot flood gushed into his diaper. Not just a leak—a full, uncontrollable wetting. The padding swelled dramatically, sagging low between his thighs. Then, worse: a soft, warm mess pushed out around the plug, spreading thick and sticky in the seat.

He sobbed quietly, hands gripping the chair arms.

Sarah noticed immediately. She climbed off Marcus—his cock still hard, glistening—and walked over, bare thighs shining.

“Oh, baby,” she cooed, crouching in front of the high chair. “Did watching Mommy get fucked make you have a big messy accident?”

He nodded, tears streaming.

Marcus stood behind her, stroking himself lazily. “Change him quick. I’m not done yet.”

Sarah lifted Alex from the chair—his legs dangling, diaper squishing audibly—and carried him upstairs to the nursery.

On the table, the cleanup took forever.

The diaper was a disaster—front soaked yellow, back thick and brown, the mess smeared around the plug base. She unlocked the pants, ripped the tapes, peeled it away carefully to avoid spillage.

The smell was strong, humiliating. Alex cried harder.

Sarah wiped him slowly—front to back, thorough and gentle. She removed the plug with a slick pop; he whimpered at the sudden emptiness. Cleaned it, then re-lubed it.

“Back in you go,” she murmured, pressing the tip against his hole again. He took it easier this time—body already learning to relax.

Fresh powder. Fresh diaper—even thicker, quadruple-stuffed. Tapes pulled tight. Locks clicked. Clean onesie—pink this time.

When she carried him back downstairs, Marcus was waiting on the couch, cock still hard.

“Bring him here,” Marcus said.

Sarah set Alex on the floor between Marcus’s knees—diaper crinkling loudly.

“Clean Mommy up, baby,” Sarah ordered, straddling Marcus again but facing Alex. She spread her legs; Marcus’s cum leaked slowly from her stretched pussy.

Alex leaned forward, tongue darting out. The taste was salty, musky, bitter—proof of what a real man could do.

While he licked—slow, obedient—Sarah rode Marcus again, moaning above him.

Alex’s plug shifted with every bob of his head. His diaper—fresh but already damp from arousal—squished softly.

When Marcus came inside her a second time, Alex cleaned that too, swallowing every drop while tears ran down his face.

Sarah pulled him up into her lap afterward, rocking him gently while Marcus watched.

“Good baby,” she whispered, kissing his temple. “You’re learning so fast.”

Alex buried his face in her neck, diaper warm and full again, plug pressing deep.

He hated it.

He craved it.

And as the night deepened, the sounds of their passion started once more from the bedroom, he lay in his crib—rail up, pacifier in mouth, fresh accident spreading slowly through the padding—and knew the training had only just begun.


Chapter 4: Public Humiliation Tease

The next morning dawned gray and drizzly, the kind of weather that made the suburban neighborhood feel even smaller, more confining. Alex woke in the crib to the familiar heavy sag between his legs—the overnight diaper had absorbed two full wettings and a soft, sticky mess sometime during the night. The plug, still firmly seated from the previous evening’s re-insertion, pressed insistently against his prostate with every shallow breath. His tiny cock ached from hours of denied throbbing; the padding cradled it cruelly, warm and swollen but offering no relief.

Sarah appeared at the rail like clockwork, lowering it with a soft click. She wore yoga pants and a cropped hoodie today—casual, effortless, radiating the kind of confidence that made Alex feel even smaller.

“Morning, leaky boy,” she cooed, lifting him out and carrying him straight to the changing table. “Let’s see how much my baby filled his diapee while dreaming of Mommy getting properly fucked.”

He whimpered as she laid him down. The ritual began: plastic pants unlocked, tapes ripped open, the diaper peeled away slowly to reveal the disaster inside—front yellowed and sodden, back thick with a soft brown smear that had spread around the plug base. The smell hit him immediately, sharp and infantile. Tears pricked his eyes before the wipes even touched him.

Sarah worked methodically, wiping front to back, circling his pathetic erection until it leaked helplessly onto the towel. “Such a messy little cuck,” she murmured. “You really can’t help yourself anymore, can you? Just let it all out while Mommy was screaming Marcus’s name.”

“N-no, Mommy,” he whispered, voice cracking. “I tried to hold it…”

She removed the plug with a slick pop; he gasped at the sudden emptiness, hips jerking. Cleaned it thoroughly, then re-lubed and pressed it back in—deeper this time, twisting slightly until he moaned.

“Good boy,” she praised, sliding a fresh diaper underneath. This one was monstrous—overnight style for daytime, quadruple-stuffed, the landing zone printed with little rattles and blocks. She taped it snug, the bulk forcing his thighs so far apart he couldn’t close them even slightly. Locking plastic pants snapped on, padlocks clicked. A pale green onesie followed, then—worst of all—a pair of loose gray sweatpants and an oversized hoodie.

Alex stared at the clothes. “I… I get to wear real pants?”

Sarah smiled sweetly. “Today we’re going shopping, baby. Nursery supplies. And you’re going to feel every crinkle, every squish, every little shift of that plug in public. No hiding it completely. Mommy wants you to remember exactly what you are.”

His stomach dropped. Public. Outside. People.

She added one final touch: a thin pacifier necklace tucked under the hoodie collar—“just in case you get fussy”—and a small diaper bag slung over her shoulder, stocked with spares, wipes, powder, and a changing mat.

In the car, she buckled him into the backseat like a child—oversized booster seat she’d installed overnight, five-point harness clicking shut. The seat pressed the plug deeper; he whimpered as she tightened the straps.

“Be good,” she warned, starting the engine. “No talking unless I ask. And if you have an accident—and you will—tell Mommy quietly. We’ll find a family restroom.”

The twenty-minute drive to the big-box baby-and-adult-care store felt eternal. Every bump in the road jolted the plug, every stoplight made the diaper crinkle audibly. By the time they parked, Alex was already leaking—small, warm spurts triggered by nerves and the constant internal pressure.

Inside the store, the fluorescent lights felt blinding. Sarah pushed a large cart; Alex walked beside her, hands clasped in front of him to hide the slight waddle. The sweatpants were loose, but the diaper’s bulk still pushed outward noticeably—round, unmistakable if anyone looked closely. The plug shifted with every step, sending humiliating tingles up his spine.

First stop: the adult incontinence aisle.

Sarah browsed openly, holding up packages for him to see. “What do you think, baby? Triple-stuffed with odor control? Or the overnight ones with extra boosters?” She spoke at normal volume; a middle-aged woman two aisles over glanced their way, then quickly looked away.

Alex’s face burned. “M-Mommy, please… quieter…”

She smiled. “Babies don’t get to decide volume. Pick one.”

He pointed at the thickest package with a trembling finger.

“Good choice,” she said, dropping four into the cart. “We’ll need lots. You’re filling them faster every day.”

Next: the baby section. She added pacifiers, bottles, a larger changing pad, baby shampoo (“for your sensitive skin”), and a pack of cute animal-print onesies in his size. An elderly couple walked past; the woman’s eyes lingered on the cart, then on Alex’s awkward stance. He wanted to disappear.

Halfway down the aisle, the pressure hit hard—bladder full from the sippy cup she’d made him drink in the car, bowels cramping from the plug’s constant stimulation.

He shifted, clenching. “Mommy… I need to—”

“Too late,” she whispered, guiding him toward a quiet corner near the diapers. “Let it happen. Right here.”

He froze. People were everywhere—moms with strollers, employees stocking shelves.

A small spurt escaped. Then more. Then the flood—hot urine gushing into the already-thick padding. The diaper swelled dramatically, sagging low between his thighs. At the same moment, his tummy clenched; a soft, warm mess pushed out around the plug, spreading thick and sticky in the seat.

He gasped, hands flying to the front of his sweatpants as if he could stop it. The squish was audible—a wet, muffled sound that made him sob quietly.

Sarah noticed immediately. She placed a hand on his lower back, rubbing slow circles. “Shhh, baby. It’s okay. That’s what your diapee is for.”

A young mother with a toddler glanced over, frowning slightly at the odd bulge and Alex’s flushed, tear-streaked face. Sarah smiled brightly at her. “First big outing for my little guy. He’s still adjusting.”

The woman gave an awkward nod and hurried away.

Sarah steered the cart toward the family restroom at the back. Inside, she locked the door, spread the changing mat on the floor, and guided Alex down onto it.

“Pants down,” she ordered softly.

He obeyed, trembling. The sweatpants pooled at his ankles; the onesie unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes ripped.

The diaper was ruined—front dark yellow, back bulging with mess, the plug base smeared. The smell filled the small room.

Sarah worked quickly but thoroughly: wipes, warm water from a travel bottle, powder. She removed the plug, cleaned it, re-lubed, and pressed it back in. Fresh diaper—extra thick, the one he’d chosen—taped snug. Locks clicked. Clothes back on.

She kissed his forehead. “Good boy for using your diaper in public. Mommy’s so proud.”

Back in the car, the new diaper felt enormous; sitting on the booster pressed the plug deeper, the fresh padding already crinkling loudly. Alex stared out the window, tears drying on his cheeks, the bag of supplies in the backseat a constant reminder.

At home, Marcus was waiting—lounging on the couch in just sweatpants, the outline of his thick cock visible even soft.

Sarah dropped the bags and straddled him immediately, kissing him deeply while Alex stood frozen in the doorway, diaper sagging slightly from the car ride leaks.

“Look what we got, Marcus,” she said, pulling out the new pacifier and clipping it to Alex’s hoodie. “And he had a big messy accident right in the middle of the store aisle. Couldn’t even make it to the bathroom.”

Marcus laughed, deep and mocking. “Damn. Public diaper boy already? That’s progress.”

Sarah tugged Alex closer by the hand. “Show him, baby. Tell Marcus what happened.”

Alex’s voice was barely a whisper. “I… I wet and messed… in the store… in front of people.”

Marcus reached out, palmed the front of Alex’s sweatpants, squeezing the swollen padding. “Still warm. Good. Now kneel.”

Alex dropped to his knees between Marcus’s spread legs. Sarah unzipped Marcus, freeing his heavy cock—thick, veined, already half-hard.

“Clean-up practice,” Sarah said. “Lick Mommy while Marcus gets ready for round three.”

She hiked her yoga pants down, straddling Marcus reverse so her pussy hovered over Alex’s face. Marcus’s earlier load from the morning still leaked slowly from her.

Alex leaned in, tongue darting out to lap at her folds—salty, musky, humiliating. Above him, Sarah moaned as Marcus entered her again, slow and deep.

The plug shifted with every bob of Alex’s head. His own diaper grew damper—arousal leaks mixing with leftover mess.

When Marcus came inside her—growling, filling her again—Alex cleaned every drop, swallowing while tears ran down his face.

Sarah pulled him up afterward, cradling him against her chest while Marcus watched, smirking.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” she whispered, rocking him. “But tomorrow we start weekly real-man nights. And you’ll be right there—diapered, plugged, serving—every single time.”

Alex buried his face in her neck, the fresh diaper squishing softly, the plug pressing deep.

He hated how safe it felt.

He hated how much he already needed it.

And as the evening faded into the sounds of their passion once more, he lay in his crib—rail up, pacifier bobbing, another unconscious accident spreading warm through the padding—and knew the public tease had only been the beginning


Chapter 5: Assisting the Real Man

By the start of the second week, the routines had hardened into something inescapable. Alex no longer woke wondering if today might be the day Sarah called “red” and ended it all. The crib rail clicked down every morning at precisely 7:00 a.m.; the changing table waited like an altar; the thick, crinkling diaper between his legs felt less like punishment and more like gravity—inevitable, constant, defining. His body had already begun to betray him faster: small, unconscious leaks during sleep, soft messes triggered by the plug’s relentless pressure, erections that came and went without permission, leaking pre-cum into the absorbent core until the padding turned warm and sticky.

This morning was no different.

Sarah lifted him from the crib, arms strong and sure under his knees and back. He clung automatically, face buried in her neck, inhaling the faint jasmine of her skin mixed with the sharper scent of last night’s sex still lingering on her. Marcus had stayed over again—third night in a row—and the sounds had gone on until well past midnight: her breathless pleas, his deep commands, the wet slap of flesh, her final shattering orgasm that always ended in a long, trembling sigh Alex had never drawn from her.

“Someone’s extra soggy today,” Sarah murmured, laying him on the changing table. She unsnapped the pale green onesie from yesterday, peeled back the locking plastic pants, and ripped the tapes with practiced efficiency.

The diaper unfolded like a ruined secret: front dark yellow and swollen, booster saturated, back thick with a soft, cooled mess that had spread around the plug base overnight. The smell rose immediately—sweet-powdery mixed with the unmistakable tang of urine and bowel. Alex turned his face away, cheeks flaming.

Sarah didn’t comment on the odor. She simply lifted his ankles higher, removed the plug with a slow, slick twist—making him whimper at the sudden emptiness—and began the cleanup. Warm wipes glided over every fold, every crease; she circled his tiny, shriveled cock until it twitched and leaked a clear bead. Powder followed in soft clouds; she rubbed it in with firm, possessive strokes.

“Such a good baby,” she praised softly. “Letting it all out while Mommy was getting bred properly. You’re learning so fast.”

She selected a new plug from the drawer—this one noticeably larger, black silicone with a flared base and a subtle curve designed to press harder against his prostate. She coated it generously with lube.

Alex’s eyes widened. “Mommy… that’s bigger…”

“It is,” she agreed calmly. “Medium size now. We’re graduating you. Real men stretch their women; your training is to stretch for reminders.”

She pressed the tip against his hole. He clenched instinctively; she waited, patient, until he breathed out and relaxed. The stretch burned—wider, fuller than before. He gasped, hands gripping the table edges, tears slipping down his temples as the flare passed the ring of muscle and seated deep. The curve nudged his prostate immediately; a fresh spurt of pre-cum dribbled onto his belly.

Sarah smiled. “There we go. Feel how it presses? That’s going to stay with you all day. Every waddle, every chore, every time you watch Marcus fuck me—you’ll feel it.”

Fresh diaper—quintuple-stuffed this time, the thickest yet—slid under him. Tapes pulled snug; plastic pants locked. A short baby-blue romper followed, snaps at the crotch straining over the obscene bulge, short legs leaving most of his padded thighs exposed.

She helped him down. The new plug made every step a jolt; the extra stuffing forced his gait into an exaggerated waddle. He could barely close his legs.

“Today your duties expand,” Sarah said, leading him downstairs. “You’re going to assist the real man directly. Prep the bedroom, fetch what we need, hold positions when asked. And no matter what—you stay silent unless spoken to.”

Marcus was already in the living room, shirtless, scrolling on his phone. He looked up as they entered, eyes flicking over Alex’s romper and the unmistakable diaper outline.

“Morning, diaper boy,” he rumbled. “Ready to help?”

Alex swallowed. “Y-yes, sir…”

Sarah beamed. “He’s plugged up to medium now. Bigger stretch, better reminder.”

Marcus chuckled. “Good. Let’s test it.”

The morning blurred into service.

First task: prepare the master bedroom for “real-man time.” Alex waddled upstairs—each step shifting the plug, making his tiny cock leak steadily into the fresh padding—and laid out fresh sheets (the cum-stained ones from last night already washed and folded by him yesterday), placed lube and towels on the nightstand, dimmed the lights to the exact level Sarah preferred.

While he worked, the pressure built again—bladder full from the morning bottle, bowels cramping around the larger plug.

He tried to hold it. Clenched. Whimpered softly.

Too late.

A warm flood started—slow at first, then full and unstoppable. Urine gushed into the thick padding, swelling it dramatically. At the same moment, his tummy spasmed; a soft, thick mess pushed out around the plug, spreading warm and sticky across his bottom.

He froze mid-sheet-fold, hands trembling. The squish was audible; the sag pulled at the tapes.

Tears welled instantly.

Sarah appeared in the doorway, already in lingerie—black lace that hugged her curves. Marcus stood behind her, arms crossed, smirking.

“Someone had a big accident while making the bed,” Sarah said softly. “Right in the middle of helping.”

Marcus laughed. “Pathetic. Change him quick—I want to fuck you on those fresh sheets he just put on.”

Sarah guided Alex to the master bedroom’s en-suite bathroom—larger changing space now—and laid him on a portable mat she kept there. The romper unsnapped; plastic pants unlocked; tapes ripped.

The diaper was catastrophic—front drenched, back bulging with mess, plug base coated. The smell filled the bathroom.

Sarah cleaned him slowly, deliberately—wipes, warm cloth, powder—while Marcus watched from the doorway, stroking himself lazily through his sweats.

“Look how small he is,” Marcus commented, nodding at Alex’s erection. “Tiny thing leaking just from watching us. No wonder you needed a real cock.”

Sarah pressed a wipe against Alex’s prostate through the cleaning—teasing, not relieving. “Tell Marcus thank you for stretching Mommy so well last night.”

Alex sobbed. “Th-thank you… sir… for stretching Mommy…”

Marcus grinned. “Good boy.”

New diaper—thicker still, the padding so bulky Alex’s thighs couldn’t touch. Plug re-inserted (twisted deeper this time), tapes secured, locks clicked. Romper back on.

They moved to the bed. Sarah positioned Alex on his knees at the foot—close enough to see everything.

“Hold Mommy’s legs,” she instructed.

Alex obeyed, hands under her thighs, spreading her wide as Marcus knelt between them.

Marcus entered her in one slow thrust—bare, deep. Sarah’s head fell back, mouth open in ecstasy.

“Watch,” she gasped. “Watch what a real man does.”

They fucked hard—skin slapping, her moans rising, his grunts low and possessive. Alex held her legs steady, plug pressing with every tremor, diaper already dampening again from his own helpless arousal.

When Sarah came—shuddering, crying out, squirting across Marcus’s shaft—Alex felt his own body give way. Another flood soaked the fresh padding; a small messy push followed, spreading around the plug.

He sobbed quietly, still holding her legs.

Marcus finished inside her—deep, growling, filling her completely.

Sarah panted, then looked down at Alex. “Clean-up time, baby.”

He leaned in, tongue lapping at her cum-filled folds—salty, thick, humiliating. Marcus watched, stroking the last drops from his cock onto her thigh for Alex to lick up too.

When it was done, Sarah pulled him into her arms on the bed, rocking him gently while Marcus lounged beside them.

“Good boy,” she whispered, kissing his temple. “You assisted so well. Mommy came so hard because of you holding me open.”

Alex buried his face in her neck, diaper squishing wetly, plug pressing deep, tears mixing with the taste still on his tongue.

He hated it.

He needed it.

And as Marcus pulled Sarah back for round two—Alex still holding her legs, still plugged, still diapered—he knew the assisting had only just begun.

The week was young.

And his demotion was deepening every single day.


Chapter 6: Locking In the Demotion

The second week bled into the third with a quiet, suffocating inevitability. Alex no longer counted the days until the trial ended; he counted the hours until the next change, the next bottle, the next time Sarah’s soft voice would call him “baby” while Marcus’s deep laugh echoed from the next room. His body had surrendered faster than his mind wanted to admit: the plug—now medium and curved for maximum prostate pressure—stayed in almost constantly, only removed during changes. His accidents came without warning or effort—warm floods during mundane moments, soft messes triggered by nothing more than a shift in posture or the low vibration Sarah sometimes activated via a small remote she kept on her keychain.

He woke most mornings already soaked and messy, the thick overnight diaper sagging heavily between his thighs, the booster swollen and yellowed, the seat warm and sticky from nocturnal releases he never felt. The shame had dulled into a constant, throbbing undercurrent; what hurt most now was how natural it felt.

This morning, Sarah carried him to the changing table as usual. The crib rail clicked down; her arms scooped him up; he clung like always, face pressed to her shoulder, inhaling the faint scent of Marcus still on her skin from last night’s extended session.

“Big mess again,” she murmured, laying him down. “You’re filling these faster than I can stock them, sweetie.”

The diaper peeled away with its familiar wet rip—front drenched, back a thick, cooled smear that had spread far beyond the plug base. The smell filled the nursery: sweet powder undercut by sharp urine and earthy mess. Alex turned his head away, tears already gathering.

Sarah cleaned him with the same tender thoroughness—slow wipes, warm cloth for stubborn spots, powder rubbed in until his skin tingled. She removed the plug, cleaned it, then re-lubed and pressed it back in deeper, twisting until he whimpered and his tiny cock leaked helplessly onto the fresh towel.

“Today we make it official,” she said quietly.

Alex’s heart stuttered. “Official?”

She reached into the drawer and pulled out a small, folded document—the same crisp paper as the original trial agreement, but thicker, more permanent-looking. She unfolded it on the changing table beside him.

Permanent Regression and Demotion Agreement

The title stared up at him in elegant black font.

She slid a pen toward him. “Read it, baby. Or don’t. You already know what it says.”

He didn’t need to read. The bullet points were seared into his brain from nights spent staring at the ceiling while listening to them fuck:

●        No end date. No safe word after Day 30.

●        24/7 diaper usage—mandatory, permanent. No toilet access ever again.

●        Full nursery life: crib, high chair, bottles, pacifier, plugs (graduating sizes).

●        Nursery duties expanded: laundry (including post-sex cleanup), bottle preparation, assisting during intimacy (holding, cleaning, serving).

●        Address Sarah as “Mommy,” Marcus as “Sir” or “Daddy Marcus” when instructed.

●        Orgasm denial unless earned through service; release only in diaper, never by hand.

●        Final clause: Upon signing, all keys to locking plastic pants will be destroyed. No reversal.

His hand shook as he took the pen. Tears blurred the page.

Sarah cupped his cheek. “You can still say red. One word, and it ends forever—no anger, no shame. But if you sign… this is who you are now. My permanent nursery baby. Marcus’s cuckolded little helper. No more pretending you’re a husband. No more big-boy clothes. No more choices.”

Alex’s cock throbbed uselessly in the open air, leaking steadily. The plug pressed against his prostate like a constant accusation.

He thought of the alternative: going back to work, wearing boxers, using a toilet, pretending he could satisfy her. The images felt wrong—foreign, terrifying, empty.

He pressed the pen to the paper.

His signature came out small, wobbly, childish.

Sarah folded the document carefully and tucked it into a locked drawer. Then she reached into her pocket and produced the small silver key to his plastic pants—the only key.

She walked to the bedroom window, opened it, and held the key over the sill.

“Look, baby.”

She dropped it.

It glinted once in the morning light before disappearing into the bushes below.

“No more keys,” she said softly. “No more escape.”

Alex sobbed—quiet, broken sounds—as she taped the fresh diaper on: monstrously thick, six stuffers layered inside, the landing zone printed with little locks and keys in mocking irony. Plastic pants snapped shut; she didn’t bother with the now-useless padlocks. The romper followed—short, baby-blue, snaps straining over the obscene bulge.

She helped him down. The new thickness made walking nearly impossible; he waddled like a toddler, thighs forced wide, plug shifting with every step.

“Time for your first public outing as my permanent baby,” she announced.

Marcus appeared in the doorway, already dressed for the day—jeans, tight shirt, smirking.

“Park?” he suggested. “Nice day for a walk.”

Sarah nodded. “Perfect.”

They dressed him for the outing: loose cargo shorts over the romper (barely concealing the massive bulge), a baggy hoodie, sneakers. The shorts rode up with every step, the diaper outline visible if he bent even slightly. Sarah clipped the pacifier necklace around his neck—“hidden under the collar, but ready if you get fussy”—and slung the diaper bag over her shoulder.

The drive to the nearby park was torture. The booster seat pressed the plug deeper; every pothole jolted it against his prostate. By the time they parked, Alex was leaking steadily—small warm spurts triggered by the motion and the sheer terror of being seen.

They walked the path hand-in-hand—Sarah and Marcus side by side, Alex trailing slightly behind, waddling awkwardly. The shorts did little to hide the crinkle; a light breeze lifted the hoodie hem once, flashing the romper’s baby-blue fabric and the unmistakable padded bulge beneath.

A young couple with a stroller glanced over. The woman’s eyes widened; the man smirked and whispered something. Alex’s face burned so hot he thought he might pass out.

Sarah squeezed his hand. “Breathe, baby. Let them see what you are.”

Halfway around the loop, the pressure became unbearable—bladder full from the morning bottle, bowels cramping hard around the larger plug.

He whimpered. “Mommy… I can’t…”

Marcus glanced back. “Do it. Right here.”

Alex froze on the path. People jogged past; a family picnicked nearby.

The flood started without warning—hot urine gushing into the already-thick padding. The diaper swelled dramatically, sagging low, the weight pulling at the tapes. Then the mess: a soft, unstoppable push, thick and warm spreading across his bottom, squishing around the plug.

He sobbed quietly, hands clutching the front of his shorts as the sag became visible even through the fabric.

Sarah pulled him to a secluded bench under trees. She sat, pulled him onto her lap facing away, hoodie draped over them for partial cover.

“Shhh,” she whispered in his ear. “Mommy’s got you.”

Her hand slipped under the waistband of his shorts, pressing firmly against the swollen, messy front of the diaper.

The sensation was overwhelming: the mess behind, the plug deep, the public risk, her control.

She rubbed slow circles through the layers—over his clit-like nub, pressing the sodden padding against him.

Alex bit his lip to stay silent. His hips rocked involuntarily; the friction, the humiliation, the fullness—

He came hard—shuddering, silent waves crashing through him, spilling warm stickiness into the already-ruined diaper. Tears streamed down his face.

Sarah kissed his temple. “Good boy. Coming in your messy diapee like a proper baby.”

Marcus watched from beside them, smirking. “Pathetic. But hot.”

They finished the walk slowly—Alex waddling even wider now, the sagging, cum-soaked diaper squishing with every step. Back in the car, Sarah didn’t change him immediately.

“Let it sit,” she said. “A reminder.”

The drive home was quiet. Alex dozed in the booster, exhausted, the mess cooling uncomfortably against his skin, the plug still pressing deep.

At home, Sarah carried him straight to the nursery and laid him on the table.

The romper came off. Plastic pants unlocked (pointless now). Tapes ripped.

The diaper was a catastrophe—front dark and sticky from his orgasm, back thick with mess, everything smeared and heavy.

Sarah cleaned him slowly—wipes, warm water, powder—while Marcus leaned in the doorway, watching.

“Look at him,” Marcus said. “Ruined his own diapee just from watching us walk. No control left.”

Sarah nodded, taping on a fresh overnight diaper—even thicker, seven stuffers. “He’s exactly where he belongs.”

She carried him to the crib, tucked him in with his pacifier, raised the rail.

“Nap time, baby,” she whispered. “Mommy and Daddy Marcus are going to celebrate your permanent status. You’ll hear every moan.”

Alex lay in the dark, diaper warm and secure, plug humming gently (she’d turned on the low vibration remotely), another small accident spreading as he drifted off.

The contract was signed.

The key was gone. And deep in the twisted, padded core of him—he had never felt more claimed


Chapter 7: Breeding Discussions Begin

The permanent contract had been signed for less than a week, but the change in Alex was already profound. He no longer flinched at the sound of the crib rail lowering; he no longer hesitated when Sarah said “up you go” and lifted him like an infant. His body had learned the rhythms of surrender: wake soaked and messy, change into thicker padding, plug re-inserted one size larger each few days, bottle in mouth, waddle through chores while the house filled with the sounds of Sarah and Marcus claiming each other. His accidents were constant now—small leaks during breakfast, full floods mid-laundry, soft messes triggered by nothing more than the plug’s curve pressing his prostate. He no longer tried to hold anything back. Holding felt pointless. Release felt like breathing.

This morning the nursery air was thick with the scent of fresh powder and cooled urine. Alex lay in the crib, eyes half-open, staring at the mobile of pastel stars spinning lazily above him. The overnight diaper sagged heavily—seven stuffers layered inside, all swollen and yellowed from multiple unconscious wettings. A thick, soft mess had pushed out around the large plug sometime before dawn, spreading warm and sticky across his bottom. The weight pulled at the tapes; every shallow breath made the padding squish audibly.

Sarah appeared at the rail, hair still tousled from sleep—or from Marcus. She wore only an oversized t-shirt that barely skimmed her thighs, the faint scent of sex clinging to her skin.

“Morning, my permanent little boy,” she murmured, lowering the rail and scooping him up. He clung automatically, legs wrapped around her waist, heavy diaper squishing between them. She carried him to the changing table without a word.

The cleanup ritual unfolded with its usual tenderness and cruelty.

Plastic pants unlocked (though the key was long gone, the habit remained). Tapes ripped. The diaper peeled away slowly—front drenched dark, back a thick brown bulge smeared around the plug base. The smell rose sharp and infantile; Alex turned his face into the padded top, tears already gathering.

Sarah lifted his ankles high, removed the plug with a slow twist that made him whimper and leak a fresh bead of pre-cum. She cleaned him thoroughly—wipes gliding over every fold, warm cloth for the stubborn mess, powder dusted in soft clouds. Her fingers lingered on his tiny cock, circling the head until it throbbed uselessly.

“You’re so small,” she whispered, almost reverently. “So useless for anything but leaking into your diapee. No wonder I need Marcus to breed me properly.”

The word landed like a stone in still water.

Alex’s breath caught. “B-breed?”

She smiled down at him, taping on the fresh diaper—monstrously thick, eight stuffers this time, the landing zone printed with tiny cribs and rattles. Plastic pants snapped shut. A pale lavender romper followed, snaps straining over the obscene bulge.

“Yes, baby,” she said calmly. “Marcus and I have been talking. I want a baby. A real one. His.”

Alex’s world tilted. He stared at her, tears spilling silently.

Sarah lifted him down, steadying his wobbling legs. The new thickness made standing almost impossible; he swayed, thighs forced wide, plug already pressing deep again (she’d swapped to the next size during the change—thicker, longer, curved harder against his prostate).

“Come,” she said, leading him to the living room.

Marcus was on the couch, coffee in hand, wearing only boxers. His thick cock outlined clearly against the fabric. He looked up as they entered, smirking at Alex’s waddle and the visible sag already forming in the fresh padding from a small morning leak.

“Tell him,” Marcus said to Sarah.

She sat on the couch, pulling Alex onto her lap facing her. The diaper compressed with a loud squish; he whimpered.

“Marcus is going to breed me,” she said softly, rocking him gently. “We’re going to stop using protection. Starting tonight. I want his baby growing in me. A real man’s child.”

Alex sobbed quietly, face buried in her neck.

Sarah rubbed slow circles on his padded back. “You’ll help, of course. You’ll prepare the bedroom, hold my legs open while he fills me, clean up every drop that spills. And when I’m pregnant—when my belly swells with his seed—you’ll still be right here, diapered and plugged, serving us. Maybe you’ll even get to feel the kicks while you nurse your bottle in the crib.”

Marcus leaned forward, voice low. “Your weak little swimmers never stood a chance anyway. Look at you—can’t even control your own messes. No way you could make a baby that’d be worth carrying.”

Alex’s cock throbbed traitorously in its padded prison. Another warm spurt escaped—arousal mixing with urine, swelling the front.

Sarah felt it. She pressed her palm against the growing bulge. “Already leaking at the thought? Good boy. Your body knows its place.”

The day passed in a blur of service and shame.

Alex prepared the bedroom for “breeding night”: fresh sheets (ironic, since they’d be ruined again), extra towels, lube warmed on the nightstand, candles lit to the exact flicker Sarah liked. Every task made the plug shift; every shift triggered another small leak or soft push of mess into the padding. By late afternoon the diaper sagged noticeably under the romper—front damp, back warm and sticky.

Sarah checked him mid-chore, slipping a hand under the snaps.

“Messy again,” she cooed. “Change time before the main event.”

In the nursery, the cleanup was slow and intimate. Mess smeared thick around the plug; she took her time wiping, powdering, teasing his tiny erection until it wept steadily.

“Tell Mommy why Marcus gets to breed me,” she whispered, circling the head with a powdered finger.

“Because… because I’m not man enough,” Alex sobbed. “My little thing can’t… can’t make a baby. Only Sir can.”

“That’s right.”

Fresh diaper—nine stuffers now, the padding so enormous he could barely waddle. Plug re-inserted (vibration turned to low, pulsing against his prostate). Clean romper—pink this time, short enough to flash padding with every step.

Evening arrived.

Sarah and Marcus retired to the bedroom. Alex followed, waddling awkwardly, diaper already damp from anticipation.

“Hold Mommy’s legs,” Sarah instructed, lying back on the bed, thighs spread wide.

Alex knelt at the foot, hands under her knees, spreading her open. Marcus positioned himself between them—bare, thick, hard.

“No condom tonight,” Marcus growled. “Gonna fill her deep. Gonna put a baby in her.”

Sarah moaned as he sank in—slow, bare, claiming every inch. Her head fell back; her hands gripped the sheets.

Alex held her legs steady, tears streaming, plug vibrating low, diaper squishing with every tremor of his body.

They fucked hard—skin slapping, her cries rising, his grunts possessive. When Sarah came—shuddering, squirting, begging for more—Marcus didn’t pull out.

He thrust deeper, growling, and emptied inside her—hot, thick pulses that overflowed, dripping down her folds.

Alex watched every spurt, sobbing quietly.

When Marcus finished, he pulled out slowly. Thick white cum leaked from Sarah’s stretched pussy.

“Clean her,” Marcus ordered.

Alex leaned in, tongue lapping at the creamy mess—salty, bitter, humiliating proof of real manhood. He swallowed every drop that spilled, while Sarah stroked his hair and cooed, “Good baby. Helping Mommy take his seed.”

Later, after round two—another bare creampie, another thorough cleanup—Sarah cradled Alex on the bed, rocking him while Marcus lounged beside them.

“You’ll be such a good big brother to the baby,” she whispered. “Changing your own diapees while I nurse his child. Serving us while my belly grows.”

Alex buried his face in her neck, diaper warm and full again, plug humming, another unconscious accident spreading slowly through the padding.

He hated the words.

He hated how they made him leak.

And deep in the twisted, helpless core of him—he already pictured it: Sarah round and glowing, Marcus’s hand on her belly, Alex in the crib beside them, diapered forever, forever small, forever replaced.

Breeding night had only just begun.

And his demotion had no end in sight.


Chapter 8: Full Incontinence Training

The permanent contract had stripped away the last fragile illusion of control. Alex no longer woke wondering if he might one day use a toilet again; the thought itself felt alien, almost absurd. His body had rewritten its rules in the language of thick padding and soft messes. The plug—now the largest yet, thick and unyielding, with a subtle internal vibration that Sarah controlled from her phone—lived inside him constantly except during changes. The diapers had escalated to absurd thicknesses: ten stuffers layered in the overnight versions, eleven during the day when she wanted to “test his limits.” Walking was no longer possible without a pronounced, humiliating waddle; sitting compressed the mess and wetness into a constant, squishy reminder.

Accidents were no longer events—they were background noise. He wet without feeling the urge; he messed without warning cramps. The padding simply caught what his body gave, swelling heavier with every hour until the sag pulled at the tapes and the crinkle turned into a wet, muffled rustle.

This morning the nursery smelled strongly of used diaper and baby powder. Alex lay in the crib, eyes half-lidded, staring at the ceiling as another small flood spread warm through the already-saturated front. The overnight diaper—eleven stuffers—had ballooned overnight, sagging low enough to brush his thighs even while lying flat. A thick, soft mess had pushed out in stages during sleep, spreading across his bottom and up his back, the plug base coated and slick. The vibration hummed on its lowest setting, a gentle pulse against his prostate that kept him in a low, constant state of leaking arousal.

Sarah lowered the rail and lifted him without comment. She carried him to the changing table, laid him down, and began the ritual that now felt more like breathing than ceremony.

Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. The diaper unfolded with a heavy, wet plop—front dark yellow and bloated, back a thick brown smear that had migrated far beyond the containment zone. The smell was pungent; Alex turned his face away, tears already welling from the sheer helplessness of it.

Sarah lifted his ankles high. “Full mess again,” she murmured, almost affectionately. “Your body doesn’t even ask permission anymore. It just lets go.”

She removed the plug slowly—twisting, pulling—until it popped free with a slick sound. Alex whimpered at the emptiness, hips jerking involuntarily. A fresh dribble of urine escaped, pooling on the padded top.

“See?” Sarah said softly. “Even now. No holding. No warning.”

She cleaned him with deliberate slowness: warm wipes gliding over every crease, warm washcloth for the stubborn mess, extra lotion to prevent rash. Powder dusted in generous clouds; she rubbed it in with firm circles that made his tiny cock twitch and leak steadily.

Today she reached for something new from the drawer: a small white suppository, bullet-shaped and glistening.

“Time to make sure you stay regular,” she explained. “No more pretending you have any control. These will help your tummy empty completely—right into your diapee—every single day.”

Alex shook his head weakly. “Mommy… please…”

She pressed the tip against his hole—still slightly open from the plug—and pushed gently. The suppository slid in easily; she followed it with a lubed finger, pressing it deep until it disappeared.

“There,” she said. “It’ll start working soon. You’ll feel the cramps, then the push. And you’ll let it all out like the baby you are.”

Fresh diaper—twelve stuffers now, the padding so enormous it looked comical. She taped it with extra care, running her palms over the front to smooth it. Plastic pants snapped shut. A short pastel-yellow romper followed, the snaps at the crotch barely closing over the monstrous bulge.

She helped him down. The new thickness made standing a challenge; he swayed, thighs forced so far apart he could feel air between them. The suppository was already beginning to work—a faint, building pressure low in his belly.

Sarah led him to the playpen in the living room—large, padded, stocked with coloring books, soft blocks, and a bottle warmer. She settled him inside on his padded bottom, the mess from last night still faintly lingering in memory even though he was freshly changed.

“Play quietly,” she instructed. “Mommy and Daddy Marcus have work to do. But we’ll check your diapee every hour.”

Marcus entered, coffee in hand, smirking at the sight of Alex in the playpen—romper riding up, diaper bulge obscene.

“Suppositories started?” he asked.

Sarah nodded. “First one this morning. Should kick in soon.”

Marcus chuckled. “Good. Let’s film his progress.”

He pulled out his phone. Sarah positioned Alex on his knees in the playpen, romper unsnapped at the crotch for access.

“Tell the camera what you are,” Marcus ordered.

Alex’s voice was small, trembling. “I’m… Mommy’s permanent diaper baby. I can’t control my messes. I need suppositories to go potty… in my diapee.”

Sarah rubbed his padded bottom. “And why?”

“Because… because I’m not a man. Only Daddy Marcus is.”

The camera caught every word, every tear.

Mid-morning the cramps hit hard.

Alex froze in the middle of coloring a picture of a teddy bear. His tummy clenched—sharp, insistent. He whimpered, hands pressing against the front of his romper.

Sarah noticed immediately. She knelt beside the playpen. “Let it happen, baby. No holding.”

He tried anyway—clenching around the plug, rocking slightly—but the pressure won.

A soft, thick wave pushed out—unstoppable, filling the seat of the diaper, spreading warm and heavy around the plug. The smell rose seconds later; Alex sobbed, curling forward.

Marcus filmed the whole thing—Alex’s flushed face, the way his hips rocked involuntarily as the mess settled, the audible squish when he shifted.

“Good boy,” Sarah praised, stroking his hair. “Letting your tummy empty just like it’s supposed to.”

She didn’t change him immediately. Instead, she left him in the playpen for another hour—sitting in the warm, heavy mess while the suppository continued its work. Small leaks followed; the front swelled to match the back.

When she finally lifted him out and carried him to the changing table, the diaper was at capacity—tapes straining, padding sagging almost to his knees.

The cleanup took thirty minutes: half a pack of wipes, warm water, extra powder. Marcus watched from the doorway, stroking himself lazily.

“Look how much he held,” Marcus commented. “Or didn’t hold.”

Sarah nodded, taping on a fresh thirteen-stuffer diaper. “He’s fully incontinent now. No more pretending.”

Afternoon brought the first real test.

Sarah and Marcus retired to the bedroom for “breeding practice.” Alex followed, waddling awkwardly, diaper already damp from the walk upstairs.

“Hold Mommy’s legs again,” Sarah instructed.

He knelt at the foot of the bed, hands under her thighs, spreading her wide. Marcus entered her bare—deep, slow, claiming.

Alex watched, tears streaming, plug vibrating low (Sarah had turned it on remotely), diaper squishing with every tremor.

Mid-thrust, another cramp hit—suppository working overtime. A fresh mess pushed out—soft, thick, unstoppable. The diaper swelled further; the squish was loud enough for both of them to hear.

Sarah moaned louder. “He’s messing again… right now… while you breed me.”

Marcus growled, thrusting harder. “Good. Let the little cuck fill his diapee while I fill you.”

When Marcus came—deep, bare, pumping thick ropes inside her—Alex leaned in to clean, tongue lapping at the creamy overflow while his own diaper grew heavier from arousal leaks and another small wetting.

Sarah pulled him up afterward, cradling him against her chest while Marcus watched.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “Your body knows exactly what it needs now. Diapers. Plugs. Messes. No control. Just surrender.”

Alex buried his face in her neck, diaper warm and ruined again, plug humming, another unconscious accident spreading slowly through the padding.

He hated how right it felt.

He hated how empty the idea of control seemed.

And as the suppositories ensured daily, complete emptying—every mess filmed, every accident praised—Alex sank deeper into the padded, helpless forever he could no longer imagine escaping.

Full incontinence had arrived.

And there was no going back.


Chapter 9: The Nursery Overhaul

The house no longer felt like a home—it had become a nursery with adult illusions clinging to the edges. The guest bedroom—the one Alex once used as an office—was gone. In its place stood a full, permanent nursery: soft gray walls repainted with pastel clouds, white crown molding, a custom-built crib large enough for him to sleep comfortably but high-railed enough to keep him contained. The changing table had been upgraded—thicker padding, built-in stirrups for easier plug insertion and thorough cleanings, extra shelves stocked with towering stacks of diapers in every thickness and print. A large playpen dominated one corner, padded floor scattered with soft blocks, oversized stuffed animals, and a collection of coloring books filled with his shaky crayon scribbles from the past weeks.

The overhaul had happened over two days while Alex was confined to the playpen in the living room—diapered, plugged, bottle in mouth, watching through the doorway as Marcus carried in boxes and Sarah directed placement with calm authority. Every hammer strike, every screw turned, felt like another nail in the coffin of his old life.

This morning the nursery smelled of fresh paint and used diaper. Alex woke in the new crib to the now-familiar heaviness: the overnight diaper—twelve stuffers layered—had ballooned during sleep, front drenched from multiple unconscious wettings, back thick with soft, cooled mess that had spread far beyond containment. The plug—now the largest size yet, thick and unyielding—pressed deep, its low vibration (left on all night) keeping him in a hazy state of leaking arousal. The padding sagged so low it brushed the crib mattress even when he lay flat.

Sarah lowered the rail, her smile soft and possessive.

“Morning, baby,” she murmured, lifting him out. He clung automatically, legs wrapped around her waist, heavy diaper squishing audibly between them. “Your new room is all ready. No more pretending this is temporary.”

She carried him to the upgraded changing table—higher now, with soft restraints at the corners “for when you get fussy during long changes.” She laid him down, secured his wrists gently in the padded cuffs, and began.

Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. The diaper unfolded with a heavy, wet plop—front dark and bloated, back a thick brown smear that had migrated halfway up his back. The smell filled the room: sharp urine, earthy mess, sweet lingering powder from yesterday.

Sarah lifted his ankles into the stirrups—legs spread wide, exposed completely. She removed the plug slowly, twisting until it popped free with a slick sound. Alex whimpered, hips jerking; a fresh dribble of urine escaped onto the padded top.

“Full again,” she cooed. “Your body doesn’t even wait for permission anymore. It just empties.”

She cleaned him with ritualistic care: warm wipes gliding over every fold, warm washcloth for the stubborn mess, extra lotion rubbed in slow circles that made his tiny cock twitch and leak. Powder dusted generously; she rubbed it in until his skin glowed.

Marcus appeared in the doorway, arms crossed, watching.

“Almost done setting up,” he said. “Crib’s fully assembled. Playpen’s expanded. We even got that rocking chair big enough for both of you.”

Sarah smiled without looking up. “Perfect. He’ll need it for bottle time while I nurse the real baby.”

The words landed like always—quiet, devastating. Alex’s tears slipped silently.

She selected the next plug: even thicker, longer, with a stronger vibration motor and a locking base that clicked into place once seated. She coated it liberally with lube.

“Time to lock this one in permanently,” she explained. “No more daily removal except for changes. It stays until Mommy decides otherwise.”

Alex shook his head weakly. “Mommy… please…”

She pressed the tip against his hole—already slightly open from constant wear—and pushed steadily. The stretch burned; he gasped, wrists tugging at the restraints. The flare passed with a pop; the length sank deep, the curve pressing hard against his prostate. She twisted it once, seating it fully, then clicked the locking base—small, discreet, but permanent unless she used her special tool.

“There,” she whispered. “Locked in. Just like you.”

Fresh diaper—thirteen stuffers now, the padding so enormous it looked almost cartoonish. She taped it with extra reinforcement, running her palms over the front until the vibration hummed low against his leaking cock. Plastic pants snapped shut. A short white onesie followed—printed with tiny locks and keys—then a pale lavender shortall that barely reached mid-thigh, the snaps at the crotch straining over the monstrous bulge.

She released the restraints and helped him sit up. The new thickness forced his legs so far apart he couldn’t close them; the locked plug made every shift a jolt of fullness.

“Time for the grand tour,” Sarah said.

Marcus joined them. Together they carried Alex through the house—his nursery now the center of everything.

First stop: the expanded playpen in the living room—larger, with higher sides, thick mat, and a mobile dangling above. Sarah settled him inside on his padded bottom; the mess from last night’s memory lingered even though he was clean, the new diaper already dampening from a small leak triggered by the movement.

“Play while we finish,” she instructed. “Color something nice for the baby’s room.”

Alex obeyed numbly, fat crayons in hand, drawing shaky teddy bears while the plug vibrated low and the diaper crinkled with every shift.

Mid-morning the suppository from yesterday’s training kicked in again—cramps building fast. He whimpered, rocking on his padded bottom.

Sarah noticed from across the room. “Let it out, baby. Right here.”

He froze. Marcus watched, phone out again—filming for their private collection.

The push came—soft, thick, unstoppable. Warm mess filled the seat, spreading around the locked plug, squishing heavily. The diaper swelled dramatically; the front leaked in sympathy, arousal mixing with urine.

Alex sobbed quietly, crayons forgotten.

Sarah knelt beside the playpen, rubbing his back through the shortall. “Good boy. Filling your diapee while we build your new life.”

They left him sitting in the mess for another hour—vibration turned up slightly, edging him without release—while they finished the final touches: a rocking chair wide enough for Sarah to hold him during bottle time, shelves stocked with more diapers than he could count, a small medical cabinet for enemas, suppositories, and the hormone supplements she’d started slipping into his bottles to keep his incontinence “absolute and permanent.”

Afternoon brought the first nap in the new crib.

Sarah carried him upstairs—diaper squishing with every step, mess cooling uncomfortably—and laid him down on the fresh sheets. She tucked a stuffed bunny into his arms, clipped the pacifier into his mouth, raised the rail with a soft click.

“Nap time,” she whispered. “Mommy and Daddy Marcus are going to test the new bed. You’ll hear everything.”

She turned off the light.

Alex lay in the dark, pacifier bobbing, locked plug vibrating low, another small accident spreading warm through the padding as the sounds started from the master bedroom: Sarah’s moans, Marcus’s grunts, the rhythmic slap of real fucking.

He rocked slightly, diaper squishing, mess shifting, tears slipping into the pillow.

The nursery was complete.

His old life was erased.

And as he drifted into exhausted, padded sleep—vibration lulling him, another unconscious mess pushing out—he knew this was forever.

No more office.

No more adult clothes.

Just crib, diapers, plugs, and the endless sounds of a real man claiming what he could never satisfy.

The overhaul was done.

And Alex—permanent, helpless, demoted—was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 10: Public Outing Escalation

The nursery had become Alex’s entire world, but Sarah wasn’t content with containment. She wanted exposure—gradual, deliberate, humiliating proof that his demotion wasn’t just private fantasy anymore. It was real. Permanent. Visible.

Three weeks after the permanent contract, she announced the escalation over breakfast. Alex sat in the high chair—tray locked, bib tied, bottle nipple between his lips—while Sarah fed him spoonfuls of mashed banana between sips of his formula. Marcus lounged at the table, scrolling through his phone, occasionally glancing over with that familiar smirk.

“Today we’re going out properly,” Sarah said, wiping a dribble from Alex’s chin. “Not just a quick park walk. A real outing. Adult store. Discreet, but not hidden. You’re going to feel every eye on your padded little bottom.”

Alex’s bottle paused mid-suck. His eyes widened.

Marcus chuckled. “About time. Let the world see what a real cuck baby looks like.”

Sarah lifted the tray and helped Alex down. His morning change had left him in the thickest daytime diaper yet—fourteen stuffers layered, the padding so enormous his thighs couldn’t touch even when standing still. The locked plug vibrated on low, a constant buzz against his prostate that kept him leaking in small, helpless spurts. A pale pink shortall covered the bulge—barely. The snaps at the crotch strained; the hem rode up with every waddle, flashing the white plastic pants beneath.

She added final touches: white ankle socks with lace trim, soft Mary Jane shoes, hair combed into neat side parts with a tiny bow clip. A pacifier necklace hung around his neck—“just in case”—and the diaper bag was stocked for a full day: spares, wipes, powder, changing mat, extra suppositories.

In the car, the oversized booster seat waited. Sarah buckled him in—five-point harness tight, pressing the plug deeper. Every bump on the twenty-minute drive jolted it; by the time they parked outside the discreet adult-care boutique on the edge of town, Alex’s diaper was already warm and damp from repeated arousal leaks.

The store’s sign was understated: “Specialty Needs & Comfort.” Inside, the lighting was soft, the aisles quiet. A middle-aged woman behind the counter glanced up as they entered—Sarah pushing a small cart, Marcus beside her, Alex trailing on unsteady legs, waddling wide, the crinkle audible even over the low background music.

Sarah spoke normally. “We’re looking for overnight boosters and locking plastic pants. Extra large.”

The clerk nodded politely, eyes flicking to Alex’s obvious bulge under the shortall. “Aisle three. We have medical-grade and specialty prints.”

They moved through the store. Sarah browsed openly, holding up packages for Alex to see.

“These boosters have odor-lock,” she said, loud enough for the clerk—and the other customer browsing nearby—to hear. “Perfect for heavy wetters like my little one.”

Alex’s face burned. He shifted; the plug jolted, triggering another small wetting. Warmth spread through the front; the diaper sagged slightly.

A young couple in the next aisle glanced over. The woman’s eyes widened at the shortall, the socks, the unmistakable toddler-like waddle. The man smirked, whispered something. Alex wanted to disappear into the floor.

Sarah noticed. She crouched in front of him, adjusting his bow clip with maternal care. “It’s okay, baby. Let them look. They’re just seeing what you are now.”

Marcus added, voice low but carrying, “He’s fully incontinent. Needs the thickest we can find.”

The clerk appeared with a sample pack. “These are our best for 24/7 use. Triple-absorbent core, leak guards. And we have locking versions if you need tamper-proof.”

Sarah smiled. “We do. He’s very… curious with his diapees sometimes.”

Alex whimpered softly. The pressure built—bladder full from the morning bottle, bowels cramping around the locked plug and the suppository residue still working.

He tugged Sarah’s sleeve. “Mommy… I—”

She pressed a finger to his lips. “Right here, sweetie. No bathrooms for babies.”

He froze in the middle of the aisle. People were nearby—another customer turning the corner, the clerk restocking shelves.

The flood started without mercy—hot urine gushing into the already-thick padding. The diaper swelled dramatically, sagging low, the weight pulling at the tapes. At the same moment, his tummy spasmed; a soft, thick mess pushed out around the locked plug, spreading warm and heavy across his bottom, squishing upward.

The squish was loud—wet, unmistakable. The smell rose seconds later.

Alex sobbed quietly, hands clutching the front of his shortall as the sag became visible even through the fabric. The couple nearby froze; the woman’s hand flew to her mouth. The clerk paused mid-shelf.

Sarah placed a calming hand on his back. “Shhh, baby. It’s okay. Mommy’s got you.”

Marcus stepped forward, voice casual. “He’s still adjusting to full training. Happens all the time.”

The clerk recovered first. “Family restroom in the back. I’ll bring a sample changing kit.”

Sarah guided Alex to the small restroom—private, but not soundproof. She spread the changing mat on the floor, laid him down, and began.

Shortall unsnapped. Plastic pants unlocked (pointless ritual now). Tapes ripped.

The diaper was apocalyptic—front dark and bloated, back bulging with thick mess smeared everywhere, plug base coated. The smell filled the tiny room.

Sarah worked methodically: wipes, warm water from a travel bottle, powder. She removed the plug’s lock with her special tool, cleaned it thoroughly, re-lubed, and pressed it back in—deeper, twisting until he moaned. Locked again.

Fresh diaper—fifteen stuffers, the padding so thick it looked absurd. Tapes reinforced. Plastic pants snapped. Shortall re-fastened.

The clerk knocked softly, passing in a sample pack of the boosters. “On the house,” she said quietly. “He’s… very well taken care of.”

Sarah smiled. “Thank you. He’s our permanent little one.”

Back in the store, they finished shopping: extra-thick boosters, locking pants in multiple colors, a new pacifier gag “for long car rides,” and a custom tag for his diaper waistband—embroidered with “Mommy’s Permanent Cuck.”

At the register, the clerk rang them up. “You’re all set. Come back anytime.”

As they left, Alex waddled even wider—the new diaper forcing his legs apart, the fresh mess already starting from the suppository’s lingering effects. A small family in the parking lot stared openly; a mother shielded her child’s eyes.

In the car, Sarah didn’t buckle him immediately. She pulled him onto her lap in the backseat, rocking him while Marcus drove.

“You did so well,” she whispered. “Messing in public, letting everyone see. Mommy’s so proud.”

Alex buried his face in her neck, tears soaking her shirt, diaper squishing wetly, plug vibrating low.

Back home, Sarah carried him straight to the nursery.

But instead of a change, she laid him on the table and unsnapped the shortall just enough.

“Hold still,” she said.

Marcus entered, cock already hard.

“Time to reward our good boy,” Sarah murmured.

She positioned Alex on his back, legs in stirrups, diaper pulled aside just enough. The plug stayed locked in.

Marcus entered her from behind—bare, deep—while she leaned over Alex, stroking his padded front through the romper.

“Watch,” she gasped. “Watch him breed Mommy again.”

Alex sobbed, hips rocking uselessly, diaper squishing with every thrust above him.

When Marcus came—deep inside her—Sarah lowered herself, pressing her cum-filled pussy against the front of Alex’s diaper, grinding slowly while the mess and wetness smeared between them.

“Come for Mommy,” she whispered. “In your diapee. Like a good baby.”

The friction, the humiliation, the fullness—

Alex shattered—shuddering, crying, spilling warm stickiness into the already-ruined padding.

Sarah kissed his forehead. “That’s my permanent boy.”

They left him there—diapered, messy, spent—while they showered together.

Alex lay on the table, rail up for safety, pacifier bobbing, another unconscious accident spreading slowly through the padding.

The outing had escalated everything.

And his exposure—his shame—had only just begun.


Chapter 11: The Pregnancy Test

Four weeks after the permanent contract, the house carried a new undercurrent of anticipation. Sarah’s bottles now included subtle herbal supplements—fenugreek, blessed thistle, fennel—slipped into Alex’s formula without fanfare. Her breasts had begun to change: fuller, tender, faint beads of colostrum appearing at the nipples when she pressed them during changes. She nursed Alex from them sometimes—small drops of sweet warmth on his tongue while he suckled in her lap, diaper squishing beneath him, plug vibrating low. It was intimate, maternal, devastating.

Alex no longer questioned it. He simply opened his mouth when she offered, eyes half-closed, the taste mixing with the ever-present flavor of helplessness.

This morning the nursery air felt heavier. Alex woke in the crib to the familiar sag: the overnight diaper—fourteen stuffers—had swollen to capacity, front drenched from unconscious floods, back thick with multiple soft messes that had spread during the night. The locked plug pressed deep, its vibration on a gentle pulse that kept him leaking in slow, steady dribbles. He lay there, pacifier bobbing, staring at the mobile until Sarah lowered the rail.

She wore a loose tank top and shorts, no bra—her breasts noticeably rounder, nipples dark against the fabric. She lifted him without a word, carried him to the changing table, and laid him down.

The cleanup was slower than usual. She lingered on his chest during powdering, brushing her fingers over his own flat, useless pecs in silent comparison.

“Today we find out,” she said quietly.

Alex’s breath caught around the pacifier. He knew what she meant.

She unsnapped the shortall, peeled back the plastic pants, ripped the tapes. The diaper unfolded with a heavy, wet sound—front bloated and yellow, back a thick, smeared disaster that had migrated up his spine. The smell rose sharp; Alex whimpered, turning his face away.

Sarah lifted his ankles into the stirrups, legs spread wide. She removed the plug’s lock, cleaned it thoroughly, re-lubed, and pressed it back in—deeper, twisting until he moaned and leaked fresh pre-cum onto the padded top.

“Full mess again,” she murmured. “Your body doesn’t even pretend to hold anymore.”

Powder dusted generously. She rubbed it in with slow circles, then taped on the fresh diaper—fifteen stuffers, the padding so thick his thighs couldn’t touch even when lying flat. Plastic pants snapped. A pale blue onesie followed, then a short white romper that barely covered the bulge.

She helped him down. The new thickness made standing a wobble; he swayed, plug shifting with every breath.

In the living room, Marcus waited on the couch, a small white box in his hand. A pregnancy test—digital, early-detection, the kind that showed “Pregnant” or “Not Pregnant” in clear black letters.

Sarah took the box, sat on the couch, and pulled Alex onto her lap. His heavy diaper compressed with a loud squish; he whimpered as the mess from last night’s memory pressed against him even though he was freshly changed.

Marcus handed her a disposable cup. “Pee in this, baby. We’ll dip the stick.”

Alex’s eyes widened. Peeing on command—into a cup, not his diaper—felt strangely impossible after weeks of total surrender.

Sarah rubbed his padded back. “Relax. Let it happen.”

She held the cup between his legs while Marcus watched. Alex closed his eyes, breathed out—and a warm stream started, trickling into the cup. It felt foreign, almost wrong, after so long without aiming.

Sarah dipped the stick, set a timer on her phone.

Three minutes.

They waited in silence. Alex nursed from his bottle—formula laced with the same herbs she was taking—while Sarah stroked his hair. Marcus scrolled through his phone, occasionally glancing up with a smirk.

The timer beeped.

Sarah lifted the stick.

Pregnant.

The word glowed in bold black.

Sarah’s breath caught. Tears shimmered in her eyes—not sadness, but something fierce and joyful. She turned to Marcus, who pulled her into a deep kiss over Alex’s head.

“Congratulations, Daddy,” she whispered against his lips.

Marcus growled softly. “Gonna keep filling you. Gonna make sure it sticks.”

Alex sat frozen between them, bottle nipple still in his mouth, tears slipping down his cheeks.

Sarah pulled back, cupped Alex’s face. “Say it, baby. Congratulate Daddy Marcus.”

Alex’s voice was small, broken. “C-congratulations… Daddy Marcus… on… on breeding Mommy.”

Marcus ruffled his hair roughly. “Good boy. Now you get to help raise my kid while you stay padded and plugged forever.”

Sarah rocked him gently. “You’ll be the perfect big brother. Changing your own diapees while I nurse his baby. Serving us while my belly grows. Maybe we’ll even let you feel the kicks through your padding.”

The words sank in like stones.

Sarah stood, carrying Alex to the bedroom. Marcus followed.

“Celebration time,” she said.

She laid Alex on the bed—on his back, legs spread, diapered and plugged. She stripped slowly, revealing her slightly fuller breasts, the faint swell already beginning low in her belly.

Marcus entered her bare—deep, claiming—while Alex held her legs open again, hands under her thighs, spreading her wide.

“Watch,” Sarah gasped. “Watch him breed me again. Watch him make sure his baby grows.”

They fucked hard—skin slapping, her moans rising, his grunts possessive. Alex held steady, tears streaming, plug vibrating low, diaper squishing with every tremor of his body.

Mid-thrust, another accident hit—warm flood soaking the front, soft mess pushing out around the plug. The diaper swelled dramatically; the squish was loud enough for both of them to hear.

Sarah moaned louder. “He’s messing… right now… while you put another baby in me.”

Marcus growled, thrusting deeper. “Good. Let the little cuck fill his diapee while I fill you.”

When Marcus came—deep, bare, pumping thick ropes inside her—Alex leaned in to clean, tongue lapping at the creamy overflow while Sarah stroked his hair and cooed, “Good baby. Helping Mommy keep Daddy’s seed inside.”

Later, after round two—another bare creampie, another thorough cleanup—Sarah cradled Alex against her chest, rocking him while Marcus lounged beside them, hand resting possessively on her still-flat belly.

“You’re going to love being the nursery helper,” she whispered. “Bottle-feeding while I nurse the real baby. Changing your messy diapees while my belly gets bigger. Serving us every day.”

Alex buried his face in her neck, diaper warm and ruined again, plug humming, another unconscious accident spreading slowly through the padding.

He hated the future she painted.

He hated how it made him leak.

And deep in the helpless, padded core of him—he already pictured it: Sarah round and glowing, Marcus’s hand on her swollen belly, Alex in the crib beside them, forever small, forever replaced, forever theirs.

The test was positive.

The breeding had worked.

And his demotion—now tied to a real child that wasn’t his—had no end in sight.


Chapter 12: Domestic Baby Servant

Five months into permanent demotion, the house had fully reoriented around Alex’s new reality. The nursery was no longer a room—it was the gravitational center. Meals were bottle feedings in the high chair or Sarah’s lap; “work” meant coloring books, stacking blocks, or folding the cum-stained sheets Marcus and Sarah left behind after every breeding session. Alex’s vocabulary had shrunk to soft whimpers, “yes Mommy,” “thank you Daddy Marcus,” and the occasional broken sob. His body no longer fought the diapers; it anticipated them. The locked plug—now the thickest model, with remote-controlled vibration settings Sarah used like a leash—stayed in constantly except during changes. Suppositories were daily; incontinence was absolute. He wet and messed without awareness until the sag or smell announced it.

This morning the crib smelled strongly of used diaper and warm milk. Alex woke to the familiar heaviness: the overnight diaper—sixteen stuffers layered—had ballooned to its limit, front drenched dark yellow from multiple floods, back thick with soft, cooled mess that had spread up his spine and down his thighs. The locked plug vibrated on low, a constant buzz against his prostate that kept him leaking in slow, helpless dribbles. He lay there, pacifier bobbing, until Sarah lowered the rail.

She wore a loose maternity dress now—soft gray, empire waist already hinting at the small but growing swell beneath. Four months pregnant, and every day the changes were more visible: fuller breasts leaking faint colostrum, a gentle roundness to her belly that Marcus loved to rest his hand on during sex.

“Morning, my little servant,” she cooed, lifting him out. He clung, legs wrapped around her waist, heavy diaper squishing wetly between them. She carried him to the changing table—now equipped with a small mirror angled so he could always see his own padded, plugged reflection during cleanups.

The ritual was unhurried. Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. The diaper peeled away with a heavy, sticky sound—front bloated, back a thick brown smear that had migrated everywhere. The smell filled the nursery; Alex turned his face into the padded top, tears already welling.

Sarah lifted his ankles into the stirrups, legs spread wide. She unlocked the plug base, cleaned it thoroughly, re-lubed, and pressed it back in—deeper, twisting until he moaned and leaked fresh pre-cum. Vibration turned up to medium for “morning wake-up.”

“Full mess again,” she murmured. “Your body empties so completely now. No more big-boy control.”

Powder dusted generously. She rubbed it in slow circles, teasing his tiny cock until it throbbed uselessly. Fresh diaper—seventeen stuffers, the padding so thick it looked almost comical. Tapes reinforced. Plastic pants snapped. A short pastel-pink romper followed—snaps straining, hem barely covering the bulge.

She helped him down. The thickness forced an exaggerated waddle; the plug’s vibration made every step a jolt.

“Today you start full domestic service,” she announced. “Marcus moved in last night. You’ll be our baby servant—cooking bottles, cleaning, serving meals, assisting whenever we need.”

Marcus appeared in the doorway, shirtless, sweatpants low on his hips. He eyed Alex’s waddle and the visible sag already forming from a small morning leak.

“Morning, diaper boy,” he rumbled. “Ready to serve your real family?”

Alex nodded, voice small. “Y-yes, Daddy Marcus…”

Breakfast was the first test.

Sarah sat Alex in the high chair—tray locked, bib tied. She handed him a bottle of warm formula (laced with the same herbs she took to keep her supply coming in). While he suckled, she prepared real food—eggs, toast, fruit—for herself and Marcus.

“Serve us,” she instructed.

Alex climbed down awkwardly, waddled to the counter, and carried plates one at a time—hands trembling, diaper crinkling loudly, plug vibrating. He set them in front of Sarah and Marcus, then refilled their coffee, spilling a drop that Sarah made him lick up from the table.

“Good boy,” she praised. “Now eat your breakfast.”

She fed him mashed banana from a spoon while he nursed the bottle—alternating bites and sucks like an infant. Marcus watched, smirking.

After breakfast, the real duties began.

Laundry first: a basket overflowing with sheets stained from last night’s breeding session—thick white streaks of Marcus’s cum mixed with Sarah’s juices. Alex waddled to the basement washer, loaded it, added detergent, started the cycle. Every bend and reach shifted the plug; every shift triggered a small leak or soft push into the padding.

Mid-morning the suppository kicked in again—cramps building fast. He froze beside the dryer, hands pressing the front of his romper.

Sarah appeared. “Let it out, baby. Right here.”

He did—soft, thick mess pushing out around the locked plug, spreading warm and heavy. The diaper swelled; the squish was audible. Tears welled.

She didn’t change him. “Sit in it while you fold. A reminder.”

He obeyed—waddling back upstairs with the clean, cum-stained sheets folded neatly. The mess cooled uncomfortably against his skin, squishing with every step.

Lunch was bottle-only for him—two large ones while sitting in the playpen. Sarah and Marcus ate real food at the table, feeding each other bites, kissing between forkfuls.

Afternoon brought the first real assisting since Marcus moved in.

Sarah led Alex to the bedroom. She stripped slowly, revealing the gentle swell of her belly. Marcus lay on the bed, cock hard and waiting.

“Hold Mommy’s legs,” she instructed.

Alex knelt at the foot, hands under her thighs, spreading her wide. Marcus entered her bare—deep, slow—while Alex held position, tears streaming, plug vibrating medium now, diaper squishing with every tremor.

They fucked hard—skin slapping, her moans rising, his grunts possessive. Sarah’s hand rested on her belly the whole time.

“Feel that?” she gasped. “His baby growing while you hold me open.”

Mid-thrust, another accident—warm flood soaking the front, soft mess pushing out around the plug. The diaper ballooned; the squish was loud.

Marcus growled. “He’s messing again. Right on time.”

When Marcus came—deep, bare, pumping thick ropes inside her—Alex leaned in to clean, tongue lapping at the creamy overflow while Sarah stroked his hair and cooed, “Good servant. Keeping Mommy full of Daddy’s seed.”

Evening routine: bottle feedings in Sarah’s lap while Marcus rubbed her belly, whispering to the baby inside her. Alex nursed greedily, eyes half-closed, diaper warm and ruined again from another unconscious accident.

Sarah rocked him gently. “You’re going to be such a good helper when the baby comes. Changing your diapees while I change real ones. Serving us every day. Forever small. Forever ours.”

Alex buried his face in her neck, plug humming, mess shifting, tears mixing with the sweet taste of formula on his tongue.

He hated the domesticity of it.

He hated how safe it felt.

And deep in the padded, helpless core of him—he already pictured the future: a crib beside his own, tiny cries mixing with his whimpers, Sarah nursing the real child while he nursed his bottle, Marcus’s hand on her belly, Alex forever the servant, forever the baby, forever replaced.

The house had become their family home.

And Alex—diapered, plugged, incontinent—was the permanent servant at its heart.


Chapter 13: The Breaking Point

Five and a half months into permanent regression, the nursery had swallowed Alex whole. The crib was his only bed; the high chair his only seat at meals; the playpen his only “free time.” His days blurred into a cycle of thick diapers, locked plugs, bottle feedings, and silent service while Sarah’s belly grew rounder with Marcus’s child. She was visibly pregnant now—five months along, the swell prominent under her loose dresses, breasts full and leaking sweet colostrum that she sometimes expressed into Alex’s bottles as a “special treat.” He nursed greedily when she offered, eyes half-closed, the taste mixing with the ever-present flavor of helplessness and shame.

But something inside him—small, flickering, almost forgotten—still resisted.

It started small.

During a routine change that morning, Sarah laid him on the table, ankles in stirrups, legs spread wide. The overnight diaper—eighteen stuffers now—was a catastrophe: front bloated dark yellow from multiple floods, back thick with soft, cooled mess that had spread everywhere. The locked plug vibrated low; his tiny cock leaked steadily as she cleaned him.

She reached for the next size up—thicker, longer, with stronger vibration and a slightly wider base.

Alex shook his head frantically. “Mommy… no. Please. It’s too big. I can’t—”

Sarah paused, hand hovering. “Babies don’t say no, sweetie.”

He tugged at the soft restraints around his wrists. “I… I don’t want it bigger. I don’t want… any of this anymore. Please. Red. Red!”

The safe word hung in the air—faint, trembling, almost ridiculous after so long without use.

Sarah’s expression didn’t change. She set the plug down carefully.

“Red,” she repeated softly. “You’re saying red.”

Alex nodded, tears streaming. “I can’t… I can’t keep doing this. The diapers, the messes, the… the baby. Watching you grow with his child. I’m breaking, Mommy. Please. Make it stop.”

Sarah studied him for a long moment. Then she unlocked the restraints, helped him sit up, and pulled him into her arms on the rocking chair. His heavy, messy diaper squished against her thigh; she didn’t flinch.

“Shhh,” she whispered, rocking him slowly. “Mommy hears you.”

She held him for what felt like hours—stroking his hair, murmuring soft nonsense words—while Marcus waited in the doorway, silent.

Finally she spoke. “You’ve been so good for so long. But if it’s too much… we stop. Right now. No anger. No shame. We’ll undo everything. You can have your old room back. Your old clothes. Your old life.”

Alex clung tighter. The thought should have brought relief.

Instead it brought terror.

He pictured it: boxers instead of diapers. A toilet instead of padding. Walking without waddling. Sleeping in a normal bed instead of crib rails. No more bottles. No more plugs. No more “Mommy” or “Daddy Marcus.” No more watching them fuck while he cleaned up in his padded prison.

The images felt wrong—cold, empty, terrifying.

He sobbed harder. “I… I don’t want to stop. But I can’t keep going like this. It hurts. Here.” He pressed a hand to his chest. “Knowing I’ll never be a man again. Knowing she’ll have your baby and I’ll just… serve. Forever.”

Marcus stepped forward, voice low. “That’s the point, little man. You’re not a man. You’re ours. Our baby servant. Our cuck. Our permanent padded toy.”

Sarah rocked him faster. “Tell us what you need, baby. Truth.”

Alex broke.

“I need… I need to stay,” he choked out. “But I need it to hurt more. I need to feel how small I am. How useless. I need… punishment. For even thinking about red.”

Sarah’s eyes darkened with understanding.

She stood, carrying him back to the changing table. Restraints clicked around his wrists and ankles again—tighter this time.

“Punishment first,” she said quietly. “Then we’ll see.”

She didn’t change him immediately. Instead she turned the plug’s vibration to high—relentless, punishing pulses against his prostate. She left him there—legs spread, messy diaper sagging, body trembling—for an hour. No touch. No comfort. Just the buzz driving him to the edge without release, the mess cooling and itching against his skin, tears streaming endlessly.

When she returned, she brought Marcus.

They stood over him.

“Beg,” Sarah ordered.

Alex sobbed. “Please… change me. Please let me come. Please… punish me more. I’m sorry. I’m sorry for saying red. I’m sorry for thinking I could ever leave. I’m your baby. Forever. Please.”

Marcus smirked. “Good.”

Sarah finally began the change—slow, torturously slow. Wipes gliding over every fold, circling his aching cock without mercy. Powder rubbed in until he whimpered. The new plug—same size, but with a thicker base—was pressed in deep, locked, vibration turned to medium.

Fresh diaper—nineteen stuffers, the padding so thick he looked almost spherical. Tapes reinforced. Plastic pants snapped.

But she didn’t release the restraints yet.

Instead she climbed onto the table, straddling his chest—her pregnant belly resting gently above him. Marcus positioned himself behind her.

“Watch,” she whispered. “Watch him breed me while you stay denied.”

Marcus entered her bare—deep, slow—while Alex lay restrained beneath them, face inches from where they joined. He watched every thrust, every moan, every drop of sweat. His own cock throbbed uselessly in its padded prison; the vibration edged him mercilessly.

When Sarah came—shuddering, crying out, squirting across Alex’s chest—Marcus didn’t pull out.

He thrust deeper, growling, and emptied inside her—thick, hot ropes that overflowed, dripping down onto Alex’s face and lips.

“Clean,” Marcus ordered.

Alex’s tongue darted out—lapping at the creamy mess that dripped from her, swallowing while tears ran down his cheeks.

When it was done, Sarah climbed off. She released the restraints, pulled him into her arms on the rocking chair, and rocked him hard.

“Tell us,” she whispered.

Alex clung to her, sobbing. “I want to stay. Forever. I want the punishment. I want the diapers. I want to serve you and Daddy Marcus and… and the baby. I want to be broken. Completely. Please… sign a new contract. No more red. No more escape. Make it permanent. Make me yours.”

Sarah kissed his forehead. “We will.”

That afternoon they drafted it: a single page, no clauses for reversal. No safe word. Full surrender—body, mind, future.

Alex signed with trembling fingers.

Sarah signed.

Marcus signed as witness.

Then Sarah took the page to the shredder in the office—once Alex’s office—and fed it through. The machine whirred; the contract disappeared into confetti.

“No more papers,” she said. “Just truth.”

She carried him back to the nursery, laid him in the crib, raised the rail.

“Nap time, permanent baby,” she whispered. “Mommy and Daddy Marcus are going to celebrate your final surrender.”

Alex lay in the dark, pacifier bobbing, plug vibrating medium, diaper already swelling with another unconscious accident.

He had broken.

He had begged to stay broken.

And as the sounds of their passion started again—Sarah’s moans, Marcus’s grunts, the rhythmic slap of real fucking—he smiled around the pacifier, tears drying on his cheeks.

This was home.

This was forever.

And the last flicker of resistance had finally gone out.


Chapter 14: Embracing the Role

Six months into permanent regression, resistance had become a memory Alex could barely recall—like a dream from someone else’s life. The nursery was no longer a punishment; it was home. The crib rails were safety, not bars. The thick diapers were comfort, not shame. The locked plug was a constant, soothing presence—vibrating on low most of the day, reminding him exactly where he belonged: small, helpless, owned. His body had fully adapted: incontinence absolute, orgasms possible only through padded friction or Mommy’s permission, vocabulary reduced to soft whimpers, “yes Mommy,” “thank you Daddy Marcus,” and the occasional grateful sob.

Sarah’s pregnancy was unmistakable now—six months along, her belly round and firm, stretch marks faint silver lines that Marcus loved to trace with his fingers during sex. She moved with a slow, glowing confidence; her breasts leaked steadily, sweet colostrum that she expressed into Alex’s bottles or let drip onto his lips during nursing sessions. He suckled eagerly, eyes half-closed, the taste mixing with formula and the ever-present flavor of surrender.

This morning the nursery smelled of fresh powder and warm milk. Alex woke in the crib to the familiar heaviness: the overnight diaper—twenty stuffers layered—had swollen to capacity, front drenched dark yellow from unconscious floods, back thick with soft, cooled mess that had spread everywhere. The locked plug vibrated gently; his tiny cock leaked in slow dribbles, arousal woven into every breath.

Sarah lowered the rail, her maternity dress stretched over the swell of her belly. She lifted him out, carried him to the changing table, and laid him down.

The cleanup was slow, loving. Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. The diaper peeled away—front bloated, back a thick brown smear that had migrated up his spine. The smell rose; Alex didn’t flinch anymore. He simply sighed, pacifier bobbing, as Sarah lifted his ankles into the stirrups.

“Full again,” she murmured, almost proudly. “Your body knows its place so well now.”

She removed the plug’s lock, cleaned it thoroughly, re-lubed, and pressed it back in—deep, twisting until he moaned softly. Vibration turned to medium for “morning energy.”

Powder dusted generously. She rubbed it in slow circles, teasing his tiny cock until it throbbed uselessly. Fresh diaper—twenty-one stuffers, the padding so thick he looked almost spherical. Tapes reinforced. Plastic pants snapped. A short white romper followed—snaps straining, hem barely covering the bulge, embroidered with tiny hearts and the words “Mommy’s Forever Baby.”

She helped him down. The thickness forced an exaggerated waddle; the plug’s vibration made every step a soft throb.

Today was special: a small “baby shower” gathering—only a handful of trusted friends who knew the full dynamic. Sarah had planned it carefully: discreet, private, but unmistakably humiliating for Alex.

They dressed him for the occasion: the white romper, white lace socks, soft Mary Jane shoes, a satin bonnet tied under his chin. A pacifier clipped to the romper. The diaper bag packed with extras.

In the living room, the playpen had been decorated—pastel balloons, a banner reading “Welcome Little Sibling,” soft music playing. A few guests arrived: two women from Sarah’s circle who had seen glimpses of Alex’s role before, and one couple who knew everything. They smiled politely as Sarah carried Alex in on her hip—his heavy diaper squishing audibly, bonnet ribbons dangling.

“Look at our little helper,” Sarah announced, setting him in the playpen. “He’s been so excited for his new brother or sister.”

The guests cooed—some genuine, some amused—as Alex sat on his padded bottom, legs splayed wide by the thickness, coloring a picture of a teddy bear with fat crayons. The plug vibrated low; he leaked steadily, the diaper warming under him.

Mid-party the pressure built—suppository from yesterday still working. He whimpered, rocking slightly.

Sarah noticed. She knelt beside the playpen. “Go ahead, baby. Let it out for our guests.”

He did—soft, thick mess pushing out around the locked plug, spreading warm and heavy. The diaper swelled dramatically; the squish was audible over the soft chatter. A small flood followed, front darkening.

One guest laughed gently. “He really is fully trained, isn’t he?”

Sarah smiled. “Completely. He doesn’t even feel it coming anymore.”

They left him sitting in the mess for the rest of the party—vibration turned up slightly, edging him while guests opened gifts for the baby: tiny onesies, bottles, a crib mobile. Alex colored quietly, tears slipping down his cheeks, diaper sagging lower with every small leak and push.

When the guests left, Sarah lifted him out.

“Time for your reward,” she whispered.

She carried him to the bedroom. Marcus waited, naked, hard.

Sarah laid Alex on his back on the bed—legs spread, diaper pulled aside just enough. She straddled his chest, pregnant belly resting above him, while Marcus positioned himself behind her.

“Hold Mommy’s legs,” she instructed.

Alex obeyed, hands under her thighs, spreading her wide. Marcus entered her bare—deep, slow—while Alex watched inches away, tears streaming, plug vibrating high now, diaper squishing with every tremor.

They fucked gently at first—mindful of the belly—then harder. Sarah’s moans rose; Marcus’s grunts possessive. Her hand rested on her swell the whole time.

“Feel that?” she gasped. “His baby kicking while you hold me open.”

A small kick fluttered against Alex’s chest through her belly. He sobbed—grateful, broken.

When Marcus came—deep, bare, pumping thick ropes inside her—Sarah lowered herself, pressing her cum-filled pussy against the front of Alex’s diaper, grinding slowly while the mess and wetness smeared between them.

“Come for Mommy,” she whispered. “In your diapee. Like a good baby.”

The friction, the vibration, the humiliation, the kick still echoing—

Alex shattered—shuddering, crying, spilling warm stickiness into the already-ruined padding.

Sarah kissed his forehead. “That’s my forever boy.”

Later, after cleanup and a fresh twenty-two-stuffer diaper, she cradled him in the rocking chair—bottle to his lips, hand on her belly so he could feel the baby move.

“You’re going to love being the nursery helper,” she whispered. “Changing your messy diapees while I change real ones. Serving us every day. Forever small. Forever ours.”

Alex nursed slowly, eyes half-closed, pacifier bobbing when he switched to it, diaper warm and secure.

He didn’t fight anymore.

He didn’t want to.

This was his role.

This was his bliss.

And as Sarah rocked him to sleep—belly pressing gently against his padded side, Marcus’s hand resting on both of them—he smiled around the pacifier, tears drying on his cheeks.

Embracing had become complete.

The baby would come.

And Alex—diapered, plugged, incontinent, broken—would be right there.

Forever the servant.

Forever the baby.

Forever home.


Chapter 15: Permanent Nursery Life

Six months after the final surrender—six months since the shredded contract, the melted key, the last flicker of resistance—Alex Thompson no longer existed as anything but Mommy’s permanent diaper baby. The nursery had expanded again: a second crib now stood beside his own, waiting for the newborn due any day now. The changing table had been reinforced for heavier use; shelves overflowed with diapers in every print and absorbency level, boosters stacked like bricks, suppositories and enemas neatly lined in the medical cabinet. A discreet humidifier kept the air sweet with baby powder scent. The playpen had grown larger, the rocking chair wider—room enough for Sarah to nurse the real baby while Alex nursed his bottle in her lap.

The house ran on a perfect, twisted rhythm.

Mornings began with Sarah lowering his crib rail. She lifted him out—his body soft and heavy from overnight accidents—carried him to the table, and laid him down. The routine never varied: plastic pants unsnapped, tapes ripped, the overnight diaper peeled away to reveal the inevitable disaster—front dark and bloated from multiple unconscious floods, back thick with soft, cooled mess that had spread everywhere. The locked plug vibrated low; his tiny cock leaked in slow dribbles as she cleaned him.

“Full again,” she always murmured, almost tenderly. “Such a good baby. Letting it all out while Mommy rested.”

She lifted his ankles into the stirrups, legs spread wide. The plug unlocked, cleaned, re-lubed, pressed back in—deeper each time, vibration turned up slightly for “morning energy.” Powder dusted generously; she rubbed it in slow circles until he whimpered and leaked fresh pre-cum. Fresh diaper—twenty-two stuffers now, the padding so thick his thighs couldn’t touch even lying flat. Tapes reinforced. Plastic pants snapped. A short pastel romper followed—snaps straining, hem barely covering the bulge, embroidered with “Mommy’s Forever Cuck.”

She helped him down. The thickness forced an exaggerated waddle; the plug’s vibration made every step a soft throb of reminder.

Marcus moved through the house like he owned it—because he did. He slept in the master bedroom every night, fucked Sarah every morning and evening, his hand always resting possessively on her swollen belly. The baby kicked hard now—strong, insistent flutters that Sarah guided Alex’s padded hand to feel during quiet moments.

“You’ll be the best helper,” she whispered one afternoon, rocking him in the chair while Marcus napped beside them. “Changing your messy diapees while I change real ones. Serving bottles while I nurse. Forever small. Forever ours.”

Alex nursed from her leaking breast—sweet colostrum dripping onto his tongue—eyes half-closed, pacifier waiting when she switched sides. His diaper squished softly beneath him; another unconscious mess pushed out around the plug, warm and thick. He didn’t cry anymore. He simply sighed—grateful, broken, home.

The baby arrived on a quiet Tuesday morning—six weeks early but healthy, a boy with Marcus’s dark eyes and Sarah’s smile. They named him Elias.

Alex was in the playpen when they brought him home—coloring a picture of a teddy bear family, diaper sagging from a fresh accident he hadn’t noticed. Sarah carried the infant carrier inside; Marcus followed with the hospital bags.

“Look, baby,” Sarah said softly, kneeling beside the playpen. “Your little brother.”

She lifted Elias out—tiny, swaddled, perfect—and held him close to the bars. Alex stared—tears slipping down his cheeks—not from jealousy, but from something deeper. Awe. Acceptance. Love twisted into submission.

Sarah unswaddled the baby enough for Alex to see his tiny hands, his perfect little face.

“You’ll help take care of him,” she whispered. “In your own way. Serving us. Staying padded. Staying small.”

Alex nodded, pacifier bobbing. “Yes, Mommy.”

That night the nursery held two cribs.

Elias slept in the new one—tiny, peaceful, breathing soft and even.

Alex slept in his own—rail up, pacifier clipped, thick diaper already swelling from another unconscious wetting. The plug vibrated low; his tiny cock leaked in slow dribbles as he listened to Sarah and Marcus in the next room—quiet now, mindful of the baby, but still fucking—slow, deep, possessive.

Sarah’s soft moans drifted through the wall; Marcus’s low growls answered.

Alex rocked gently in the crib, diaper squishing, mess shifting, tears drying on his cheeks.

He didn’t fight.

He didn’t want to.

This was his forever: crib beside the real baby’s, diapers thicker than ever, plug locked permanent, bottle feedings while Sarah nursed Elias, changes while she changed real diapers, service while Marcus bred her again and again.

He was the permanent nursery servant.

The permanent cuck baby.

The permanent small thing in a house full of real life.

And as another warm accident spread slowly through his padding—soft, effortless, inevitable—he smiled around the pacifier.

Safe.

Loved.

Owned.

The end.
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