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Chapter 1: The Knock That Changed Everything

Theo's heart hammered against his ribs as he stood in the dim light of his living room, the glow from his laptop screen casting long shadows across the floor. His breath came shallow, still ragged from the scene he had just witnessed through the courtyard window. Sloane, across the way, had peeled off her sleek black loungewear with deliberate slowness, revealing the thick, white bulk of an adult diaper hugging her hips and ass. The sight had sent a rush of forbidden heat straight to his cock. He was still half-hard, the front of his sweatpants tented, a wet spot forming where precum had leaked through.

His lean swimmer's build felt tense, muscles coiled from the athletic-cut frame that usually gave him confidence. Auburn hair damp with sweat at the temples, hazel eyes fixed on the window even now. He had told himself this was the last night he would watch her. But every evening for weeks it had been the same ritual. The shame burned in his gut, yet his body betrayed him completely. His hand drifted down again, palming the growing stiffness through the fabric, squeezing as he replayed the image of that padded crotch, the way the diaper crinkled when she moved.

A sharp knock at the door shattered the silence. Theo froze, blood turning to ice. It was late, past eleven. No one visited unannounced. He quickly adjusted himself, pulling his shirt down to hide the obvious bulge, and crossed to the door on bare feet. When he opened it, Sloane stood there in the hallway light. Her ash-blonde bob framed a face of cool composure, gray eyes locking onto his with unnerving intensity. She wore a simple gray loungewear set that did nothing to hide the subtle bulk between her thighs.

"Theo," she said, her voice low and patient, carrying the weight of authority. "I think we need to talk."

He swallowed hard, throat dry. "Do I know you?"

She smiled faintly and held up a small silver USB stick between manicured fingers. "You've been watching me for twenty-three nights. I have every second recorded. From the moment you first pressed your face to the glass until tonight, when you stroked yourself raw while staring at my diaper."

Theo's stomach dropped. His cheeks ignited with burning humiliation. He tried to close the door, but her hand shot out, firm and unyielding.

"Police or my terms," Sloane continued, stepping inside without invitation. She closed the door behind her with a soft click. "Ten years for aggravated stalking, or you submit completely. Right now."

The room felt smaller with her in it. Theo backed up until his legs hit the couch. His mind raced through excuses, denials, but the evidence in her hand made everything crumble. His cock, traitorous as ever, twitched harder at the commanding tone in her voice. Shame flooded him, hot and thick, mixing with a helpless surge of arousal.

"I… I didn't mean anything by it," he stammered, voice cracking.

Sloane tilted her head, studying him like prey. "You meant everything by it. You liked seeing a woman in her thick padding. Now you get to experience it yourself."

She reached into the sleek black bag slung over her shoulder and pulled out a pale-pink adult diaper, still in its packaging. The plastic crinkled loudly as she tore it open. The sound hit Theo like a physical force, sending a shiver down his spine. A powdered scent filled the air, sweet and talc-like, making his head swim.

"Strip," she ordered.

Theo hesitated, hands trembling. Sloane stepped closer, her presence overwhelming. "Or I walk out and call the authorities with the footage already queued."

His fingers moved on autopilot, peeling off his shirt to reveal his lean, defined torso. Pants followed, pooling at his ankles. His cock sprang free, fully hard now despite the terror, the head glistening. Sloane's gaze dropped to it, one eyebrow arching.

"Look at that. Already leaking for Mommy."

The word hit him like a slap. "Please…"

"You watched Mommy's secret. Now Mommy owns yours," Sloane said, her voice dropping to that patient, velvet tone.

She pushed him down onto the couch, spreading his legs. The powdered scent grew stronger as she unfolded the pale-pink diaper. The plastic backing crinkled sharply with every movement. Theo's face burned hotter, humiliation searing through him as she lifted his hips and slid the thick padding underneath. Her fingers brushed his balls, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through his groin.

"Such a pretty boy," she murmured, folding the front up between his thighs. The material was soft yet firm, hugging his aching cock as she pressed it flat against his belly. She taped the sides with deliberate slowness, the tight seal pulling snug around his waist. The tape made a final, loud rip that echoed in his ears. The diaper felt heavy, restrictive, the bulk forcing his legs apart slightly. Every tiny shift produced more crinkling plastic sounds.

Theo's interior world fractured. Part of him screamed to fight, to run, to preserve the last shred of dignity. But another part, darker and deeper, thrilled at the loss of control. His cock throbbed painfully inside the padding, trapped and denied direct touch. The burning on his cheeks spread to his chest. How had he gone from secret watcher to this in minutes?

Sloane ran her palm over the front of the diaper, pressing firmly against his trapped erection. "Feel that? This is your new reality. Thick. Padded. Owned."

He gasped, hips bucking involuntarily. The crinkle intensified. She continued stroking him through the diaper, the plastic barrier creating a maddening friction. Her gray eyes never left his face, watching every flicker of shame and need.

"Please… I can't…" Theo whispered, but his body arched into her touch.

"You can. And you will." Sloane increased the pressure, rubbing in firm circles. Her own loungewear shifted, revealing the outline of her own diaper as she leaned over him. The scent of powder mixed with something warmer, more feminine.

Theo's mind spun. This woman held his future in her hands. Prison or this. The choice wasn't really a choice. Surrender crept in, slow and treacherous. His balls tightened, the pressure building despite the layers.

Sloane's hand moved faster, palming him roughly through the pink padding. "Cum for me, little voyeur. Show Mommy how much you need this."

The orgasm crashed over him without warning. Theo cried out, body seizing as thick ropes of cum spurted inside the diaper. He felt every pulse, hot and wet, soaking into the absorbent core. His cock jerked repeatedly, emptying itself in powerful contractions while Sloane kept rubbing, milking every drop. The wet heat spread through the padding, making it swell heavier between his legs. His moans filled the room, raw and broken, hazel eyes squeezed shut in humiliated ecstasy.

When it finally subsided, Theo slumped back, chest heaving. The diaper sagged slightly with the fresh load, crinkling softly with each labored breath. Sloane withdrew her hand and wiped it on his thigh, smiling down at him with cool satisfaction.

"Good boy. That was just the beginning."

Theo lay there, the tight tape seal digging into his skin, the powdered scent now mixed with the unmistakable musk of his own release. His cheeks still burned with shame, but a terrifying new hunger stirred beneath it. He realized with dawning horror that there was no going back. The window across the courtyard had claimed him completely.

Sloane stood, adjusting her loungewear over her own thick diaper. She looked down at his spent, padded form with possessive eyes. "The first night has only begun."


Chapter 2: Satin Surrender

Theo sat on the edge of his couch, the thick pale-pink diaper crinkling loudly with every shift of his weight. The tight tape seal around his waist dug in, a constant reminder of his new reality. His cock was still sticky and spent from the earlier orgasm inside the padding, the wet warmth now cooling into a heavy, clammy mess that made his skin itch. He ran a hand over the front, feeling the swollen bulk, and a fresh wave of shame crashed through him. How had this happened? One moment he was the watcher, safe behind glass. Now Sloane owned him.

His lean swimmer build felt exposed even though he was mostly naked except for the diaper. Auburn hair tousled, hazel eyes darting to the door. Every breath brought the powdered scent rising up, mixing with the musk of his cum. His mind spun in circles. He could run. Call the police himself. But the USB stick sat on the coffee table like a loaded gun. Ten years in a cell, or this. His body betrayed him again as the memory of her hand rubbing him to completion replayed, his dick twitching inside the soggy padding.

The door to his apartment opened without a knock. Sloane stepped in, carrying a large black bag. Her ash-blonde bob swayed as she moved, gray eyes calm and assessing. The subtle bulk of her own diaper showed beneath her loungewear as she approached.

"Still processing, I see," she said, voice low and patient. "Stand up."

Theo rose on shaky legs, the diaper forcing his thighs apart. The plastic crinkled sharply. Sloane circled him slowly, her fingers tracing the tape edges at his hips. The touch sent unwanted sparks through his groin.

"You look good in pink," she murmured. "But we can do better."

She opened the bag and pulled out a short, frilly satin dress in deep rose. The fabric shimmered under the light, soft and luxurious. Sloane held it up, letting it rustle. "Arms up."

Theo hesitated, cheeks burning again. "This is too far."

Sloane stepped closer, her breath warm against his ear. "Farther than prison? Choose quickly."

He lifted his arms. The satin slid over his head and torso, the cool, smooth material whispering against his skin. It settled around his upper thighs, the hem barely covering the top of his diaper. Every movement caused the fabric to rustle softly, a constant, feminine sound that amplified his humiliation. The dress hugged his lean chest, the frills brushing his nipples and making them harden.

Sloane adjusted the straps, her fingers grazing his shoulders. "There. My pretty girl."

The words hit deep. Theo's interior monologue raged. He was a man, a graphic designer with a future. Not this. Yet his cock stirred again inside the wet diaper, pressing against the padding. The softness of the satin against his thighs created a maddening contrast with the bulky plastic below. Part of him wanted to rip it off. Another part, darker, wanted to sink further.

Sloane guided him to the armchair and sat down, pulling him onto her lap facing her. Her strong thighs supported him easily. From the bag she produced a large adult nursing bottle filled with warm milk. The rubbery nipple gleamed.

"Open," she commanded.

Theo turned his head away at first. Sloane gripped his jaw firmly, turning him back. "Good girls drink every drop for Mommy."

The nipple pressed against his lips. He resisted for a moment, then parted them. Warm milk flowed as she tilted the bottle. The rubbery texture filled his mouth, soft and yielding. He sucked instinctively, the flow steady and soothing down his throat. The satin dress rustled with each swallow, fabric sliding over his skin. Sloane's free hand stroked his back, then moved lower to pat the diapered bulge.

Theo's mind fractured further. The warmth of the milk spread through his body, relaxing muscles he did not want relaxed. Humiliation burned hot, but so did arousal. He was being fed like this, dressed in satin, padded and owned. His cock hardened fully again, trapped and aching.

Sloane watched his face closely while he drank. "That's it. Swallow for me. This is your new schedule. Feeds, changes, training. You work from here now, under my watch. No more secrets."

Theo moaned around the nipple, milk dribbling slightly down his chin. The sucking sounds mixed with the satin rustling and diaper crinkles. His psychological resistance crumbled more with each pull. He needed this control. The thought terrified him even as his body leaned in.

When the bottle was empty, Sloane set it aside. Her hand slid under the hem of the satin dress, pressing firmly on the front of his diaper. "Feel how hard you are again. Your body knows what it wants."

She pushed him off her lap and stood, stripping her loungewear in one smooth motion. Her own thick white diaper came into full view, slightly sagging with use. Theo stared, mesmerized. Sloane removed the tapes with practiced ease, letting the wet padding drop. Her pussy was smooth and glistening, lips swollen.

"On your back," she ordered.

Theo obeyed, the satin dress pooling around his waist. Sloane straddled him, lowering herself onto his diapered crotch first, grinding her bare cunt against the padded bulge. The friction made the plastic crinkle wildly. She reached down and tore open the tapes of his diaper, freeing his hard cock. It sprang up, slick with earlier cum.

Sloane positioned herself over him and sank down in one slow motion. Her wet cunt enveloped his dick completely, hot and tight. Theo gasped as she bottomed out, her ass pressing against his balls. The satin dress rustled loudly with her first upward stroke.

"Fuck," he whispered, hands gripping her hips.

Sloane rode him with controlled power, rising and slamming back down. Her gray eyes locked on his. Each thrust made her breasts bounce, her ash-blonde hair swaying. The wet sounds of her pussy sliding up and down his cock filled the room, mixed with the constant rustle of satin and residual crinkles from the open diaper beneath him.

"You will learn to love this," she said, grinding her clit against his base on every downstroke. "Padded. Owned. Used."

Theo's interior world dissolved into pure sensation. The soft satin on his skin, the warm milk in his belly, the tight grip of her cunt milking his dick. Shame and pleasure twisted together. His hips bucked up to meet her, driving deeper.

Sloane increased her pace, fucking him harder. Her juices coated his balls, dripping down. She reached between them and rubbed her clit in fast circles while continuing to ride.

Theo felt his orgasm building fast. The pressure in his balls tightened, cresting sharply. "I'm going to cum," he groaned.

"Do it inside me," Sloane commanded, slamming down repeatedly.

The explosion hit him hard. Theo cried out as his cock pulsed deep in her cunt, thick ropes of cum spurting powerfully into her. Spurt after spurt erupted, filling her as his body shuddered beneath the satin dress. His moans were raw, body arching as the orgasm tore through him.

Sloane followed moments later, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his spurting dick. She ground down hard, riding out her climax with low gasps, her juices mixing with his cum and leaking out around his shaft.

She stayed seated on him as they both came down, his cock still twitching inside her. The satin fabric continued to rustle softly with their breathing. Sloane leaned forward, brushing her lips against his ear.

"The first stirrings of unwanted comfort in the padding are already starting, aren't they?" she whispered. "Tomorrow's training will push you much deeper."

Theo lay there, spent and coated in their combined fluids, the heavy diaper material bunched beneath him. A treacherous sense of security bloomed in his chest despite everything. He realized he was already craving the next step even as fear lingered.


Chapter 3: Claimed From Behind

Theo lay on the bed in the dim glow of his apartment, the thick night diaper Sloane had changed him into earlier crinkling with every restless shift of his hips. The pale-pink padding felt heavier now, swollen from the earlier activities and a fresh layer of powder that still clung to his skin. The satin dress from before had been replaced with a shorter, softer version that barely reached the top of the diaper, its fabric cool and slippery against his lean swimmer's build. His athletic-cut auburn hair stuck to his forehead with nervous sweat, hazel eyes staring at the ceiling as his cock throbbed trapped inside the bulky padding.

Sleep had refused to come. Every small movement sent fresh crinkles through the room, reminding him of his lost control. The tight tape seal around his waist dug in just enough to keep him aware, the wet warmth from his earlier release still faintly present. Shame twisted in his gut. He was a grown man reduced to this padded, satin-dressed state after two nights. Yet his body responded with fresh arousal, his dick pressing insistently against the absorbent core. He hated how good the restriction felt, how it amplified every twitch.

The bedroom door opened. Sloane entered wearing only a black harness and her own thick white diaper, the ash-blonde bob framing her cool gray eyes. In her hand she held a seven-inch silicone strap-on, thick and veined, already glistening with lube. The sight made Theo's stomach tighten with a mix of fear and dark excitement.

"Restless little thing," Sloane said, her voice low and patient. She approached the bed, the harness straps creaking softly. "Time to deepen your training."

Theo sat up slowly, the satin rustling and diaper crinkling loudly. "What is that for?"

Sloane smiled, stroking the dildo with one hand. "This is going to claim you from behind while you stay fully padded. Pain and pleasure mixed until you break beautifully."

Theo's heart raced. His interior world churned with conflict. Part of him wanted to bolt, to reclaim some dignity as the junior graphic designer he had been. But the blackmail, the USB evidence, and the growing heat in his padded crotch held him in place. His body betrayed him once more, cock leaking fresh precum into the diaper as he stared at the thick silicone length. Surrender felt closer with every breath, terrifying and addictive.

Sloane climbed onto the bed and positioned him on all fours, the satin dress riding up to expose the pink diaper fully. She ran her hands over the padded ass, squeezing firmly. The crinkle with each movement filled the air, mixing with the powdered scent rising between them.

"Such a perfect target," she murmured. "Stay still for Mommy."

Theo's cheeks burned with humiliation as she peeled back the rear of his diaper just enough to expose his hole, keeping the front intact over his hard cock. Cool lube dripped onto his entrance, Sloane's fingers spreading it thoroughly, one digit pushing inside to stretch him. The intrusion made him gasp, muscles clenching then relaxing under her patient probing.

"This will feel intense," Sloane warned, pressing the tip of the strap-on against his lubed asshole. "But you will take it."

Theo's mind screamed resistance even as his hips pushed back slightly. The deep thrusting pressure began as Sloane gripped his hips and pushed forward. The thick silicone head breached his ring, stretching him open with a burning fullness. Inch by inch it sank deeper, the lubricated intrusion forcing his walls apart. The diaper crinkled wildly with every small adjustment of his body, the padding rubbing against his trapped dick.

Sloane paused halfway, letting him adjust. "Breathe through it. Feel how full you are."

Theo moaned, forehead dropping to the mattress. The sensation was overwhelming, pain blending into a deep, prostate-spiking pleasure. His interior monologue fractured. He was being fucked like a sissy, padded and helpless, yet his cock had never been harder. The shame fueled the fire, making him push back for more despite the stretch.

"More," he whispered before he could stop himself.

Sloane chuckled softly. "Greedy already." She drove forward until the full seven inches were buried, her hips pressing against the crinkling diaper. The bottoming-out sent sparks through Theo's core, his balls tightening inside the padding.

She began to thrust with steady rhythm, pulling back until only the head remained inside, then slamming forward again. Each deep stroke made the diaper crinkle loudly, the plastic shifting and rustling with the force. Theo's satin dress slid against his skin, nipples hardening from the friction. The wet warmth built inside the padding as his cock leaked continuously, the absorbent material growing heavier.

Sloane's pace increased, railing him harder. The strap-on plowed deep into his asshole with slick, audible sounds, bottoming out repeatedly against his prostate. Theo's moans grew louder, muffled by the pillow as he gripped the sheets. The mixture of pain from the stretch and intense pleasure from the pounding made his vision blur.

"Take every inch like the sissy you were meant to be," Sloane commanded, her voice steady even as she fucked him with powerful strokes. Her own diaper crinkled against him with each thrust, a constant reminder of her control.

Theo's psychological walls crumbled further with every deep penetration. The pressure built in his groin, prostate milked relentlessly by the thick silicone. He felt his orgasm approaching hands-free, the cresting wave unstoppable.

"I'm close," he gasped, body shuddering.

Sloane reached around and pressed firmly on the front of his diaper, rubbing his trapped cock through the padding while continuing to pound his asshole. "Then cum for me. Soak it while I fuck you open."

The explosion hit Theo like a freight train. His cock pulsed hard inside the diaper, thick ropes of cum spurting powerfully into the padding. Spurt after spurt erupted as his asshole clenched rhythmically around the thrusting dildo. He moaned loudly into the pillow, body shaking with each contraction, hot cum flooding the front of the diaper and creating a noticeable wet warmth that spread through the material.

Sloane kept railing him through it, drawing out every shudder until his moans turned broken and desperate. Only then did she slow, burying the strap-on to the hilt and grinding deep.

Theo collapsed forward slightly, chest heaving, the silicone still stuffed inside him. In that moment of total breaking, the word slipped out in a whisper.

"Mommy."

Sloane stilled, a satisfied smile spreading across her face. She leaned down, lips brushing his ear as the strap-on remained buried deep.

"That's right. The first night has only begun, but you're already learning."

Theo felt the first true stirrings of total surrender wash over him, the padded warmth and deep fullness sealing his fate. There was no escape from the window across, and part of him no longer wanted one.


Chapter 4: The Schedule Begins

Theo woke with a deep ache radiating through his body. His asshole throbbed from the previous night's strap-on pounding, a constant reminder of how thoroughly Sloane had claimed him. The thick night diaper was heavy and warm between his legs, swollen with overnight use and the loads of cum he had spilled into it. The short satin dress clung to his lean swimmer's build, damp with sweat at the collar. His athletic-cut auburn hair was messy, hazel eyes heavy with exhaustion as he shifted on the bed. Every movement caused the diaper to crinkle loudly, sending fresh sparks of shame through his sore muscles.

He felt mentally drained. The blackmail, the surrender, the relentless pleasure mixed with humiliation, it all pressed down on him. Yet his cock stirred again inside the soggy padding, half-hard despite the soreness. His body was already adapting, craving the control even as his mind rebelled. How much deeper would this go?

Sloane entered the bedroom carrying a tray. Her ash-blonde bob was neatly styled, gray eyes sharp and focused. She wore elegant black loungewear that hinted at the thick diaper beneath. A timer on her phone beeped sharply.

"Time for your schedule to begin," she said calmly. "Up on the changing table."

Theo stood slowly, legs shaky. The satin dress rustled with each step as he moved to the sturdy table Sloane had set up in the corner. The cool surface pressed against his back as he lay down. Restraints clicked around his wrists and ankles, holding him spread and helpless. The tight leather felt unyielding against his skin.

Sloane worked efficiently, peeling open the tapes of his night diaper. The loud rip echoed. Cool air hit his sensitive skin, followed by cool wipes gliding over his cock, balls, and sore asshole. The wipes were thorough, cleaning every trace of dried cum and sweat. Then came the firm powder application. Sloane shook the bottle generously, rubbing the talc into his skin with strong hands, patting it firmly over his groin and between his cheeks. The powdered scent filled the room, sweet and overwhelming.

Theo's cheeks burned. The sensory details grounded him in his new reality. The cool wipes made his skin tingle, the powder created a silky barrier that made his cock twitch visibly. He felt exposed, vulnerable, completely at her mercy.

"Why are you doing this to me?" Theo asked, voice rough.

Sloane continued powdering him, her fingers pressing firmly. "Because you need it. You watched me for weeks. Now I own your days and nights. Bottle feeds every three hours. Changes on schedule. Corner time when you forget your place. This is your life now."

Theo swallowed hard. "I have work. Clients."

"Your laptop is here. You work under my supervision. Mommy's rules are your new religion."

The words sank deep. Theo's interior world twisted. Part of him wanted to fight, to reclaim his independence as a graphic designer. But the restraints, the powder rubbing into his skin, the heavy ache in his ass from last night's fucking, all of it weakened his resolve. His cock was fully hard now, leaking onto his belly. His body betrayed him completely, surrendering faster than his mind could accept.

Sloane taped a fresh pale-pink diaper onto him, the plastic crinkling sharply as she sealed it tight. She released the restraints and helped him sit up. From the tray she lifted a large adult bottle filled with warm milk. The rubbery nipple pressed against his lips.

"Drink," she ordered.

Theo hesitated only a moment before opening his mouth. Warm milk flowed steadily as he sucked. The rubbery texture filled his mouth, the flow soothing down his throat. Sloane's free hand stroked his thigh, occasionally patting the fresh diaper. The satin dress rustled softly with his swallows.

After the bottle, Sloane guided him to the corner of the room. "Hands behind your back. Nose to the wall. Thirty minutes."

Theo obeyed, standing with his diapered ass on display. The timer beeped again. Time stretched. His mind wandered through layers of humiliation and unwanted comfort. The padding felt secure, the satin soft. He hated how safe it made him feel.

When the timer ended, Sloane returned. "Good boy. Now for your reward."

She led him to the bed and pushed him onto his back. Sloane stripped her loungewear, revealing her thick white diaper. She removed it slowly, exposing her smooth, wet pussy. Theo's eyes locked on her swollen lips, already glistening.

Sloane climbed over him, straddling his face first. "Lick."

Theo obeyed, tongue sliding through her folds. She tasted tangy and warm. He licked deeper, sucking her clit while she ground against his mouth. Her juices coated his lips and chin.

After several minutes, Sloane shifted down his body. She tore open the front of his fresh diaper, freeing his hard cock. It sprang up, thick and veined, the head slick with precum. Sloane positioned herself over him and sank down in one smooth motion, her tight cunt swallowing his entire dick.

Theo groaned loudly as her heat enveloped him. Sloane began riding him hard, rising and slamming down repeatedly. Her pussy gripped him perfectly, wet sounds filling the room with each thrust. The open diaper crinkled beneath him, the satin dress rustling wildly as she fucked him.

"Look at you," Sloane said, voice steady despite her pace. "Taking Mommy's cunt while padded like a good sissy."

Theo's hands gripped her hips, thrusting up to meet her. The deep penetration felt incredible after the soreness from last night. Her walls clenched around his shaft, milking him on every downstroke. Sloane leaned forward, her breasts brushing his chest as she rode faster.

The pressure built quickly in Theo's balls. Sloane reached back and rubbed his diapered balls through the padding while continuing to pound herself on his cock.

"I'm going to cum," Theo gasped, hips bucking.

"Cum inside me," Sloane commanded, slamming down harder. "Fill Mommy's cunt."

Theo's orgasm exploded. His cock pulsed violently inside her, thick ropes of cum spurting deep into her pussy. Spurt after powerful spurt erupted as his body shuddered beneath her. He moaned raw and broken, hips jerking as he emptied himself completely, hot cum flooding her depths and leaking out around his shaft with each thrust.

Sloane ground down hard, her own climax hitting. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around his spurting dick, juices mixing with his cum as she rode out her orgasm with low, satisfied gasps. She continued moving slowly, drawing every last drop from him until he was spent and twitching.

She stayed seated on his cock for a long moment, letting their combined fluids drip onto the open diaper beneath him. Then she climbed off, resealing his diaper over his softening, cum-smeared cock.

Theo lay there, chest heaving, body limp from the intense release. The cool wipes returned as Sloane cleaned him gently before powdering him again with firm, deliberate strokes. The changing table restraint held him in place while she worked. The sensory contrast of cool wipes on his sensitive, post-orgasm skin and the firm powder application made him shiver.

As Sloane finished the change and helped him dress in a fresh satin top, Theo heard her on the phone in the next room. Her voice carried clearly.

"Yes, I'm expanding the arrangement. The second apartment across the courtyard will be converted into the full nursery wing. Lease transfer starts next week. He is progressing faster than expected. Permanent residency is the goal."

Theo's heart pounded. Expanding the arrangement. Nursery wing. Permanent. The words echoed in his exhausted mind as fresh dread and dark arousal mixed together. There was no escape. Sloane's schedule had only just begun, and it was already consuming his entire life.


Chapter 5: Balcony Exposure

Theo stood in the living room, the short satin dress barely covering the top of his thick pale-pink diaper. The fabric rustled softly with every small movement, brushing against his exposed thighs. His lean swimmer build felt completely vulnerable, athletic-cut auburn hair still damp from an earlier change, hazel eyes darting toward the balcony doors. He was increasingly compliant after days of Sloane's strict schedule, yet inner shame still burned hot in his chest. Part of him craved the structure, the constant padded security. Another part screamed that he was a man being erased.

The night diaper from earlier had been changed after his afternoon corner time. Now this fresh one hugged him snugly, the tapes sealed tight around his waist. His cock rested semi-hard against the soft padding, already responding to the anticipation Sloane had built with her low voice and knowing looks.

Sloane approached from behind, her ash-blonde bob swaying. She wore a sleek black robe over her own thick diaper, gray eyes gleaming with intent. The distant city sounds drifted through the cracked balcony door, car horns and faint voices far below.

"Time to take you outside, little one," she said calmly. "The shared balcony. Dress and diaper on full display. No hiding tonight."

Theo's stomach tightened. "Someone might see."

Sloane's hand slid under the hem of the satin dress, cupping the front of his diaper firmly. "That is the point. The fear will make you leak for me."

The night breeze slipped through the open door, cool against his bare thighs. Theo shivered, the sensory contrast sharp between the warm padding and the exposed skin. His mind raced with conflict. He had clients waiting on design files. Normal life felt like a distant memory. Yet his body leaned into her touch, cock thickening inside the diaper as her fingers pressed and rubbed.

"I do not know if I can do this," he whispered.

"You can. And you will." Sloane guided him toward the balcony doors. "Mommy decides what you can handle."

The balcony was narrow but private enough for risk, overlooking the shared courtyard with windows from other apartments facing them. Sloane positioned Theo against the railing, facing outward. The cool metal pressed into his hips. The night breeze lifted the hem of his satin dress, exposing the pink diaper completely to anyone who might glance over.

Theo's heart hammered. Distant city sounds seemed louder now, a reminder that real people lived nearby. His cheeks burned with shame, but his cock strained hard against the padding. Sloane stepped behind him, her body warm against his back. Her hand moved between his legs from behind, palming the bulky diaper.

"Feel that fear?" she murmured, squeezing. "It makes you so hard for me."

Theo moaned softly. The public exposure sent adrenaline surging through him. Anyone could look out their window and see him like this, a grown man in a frilly satin dress and visible pink diaper. Sloane's fingers worked the front of the padding, rubbing his trapped cock in slow circles. The plastic crinkled under her touch, mixing with the rustle of satin.

"Please, not here," he breathed, even as his hips pushed back against her hand.

Sloane chuckled low. "Let them look. They won't save you."

The words sent a fresh wave of humiliation and arousal through Theo. He gripped the railing, knuckles white. The breeze teased his thighs again, raising goosebumps. Sloane continued stroking him through the diaper, her other hand reaching around to pinch his nipple through the satin. His body betrayed him completely, cock leaking steadily into the padding as the risk built higher.

After several minutes of teasing, Sloane turned him around to face her. She opened her robe, revealing her thick white diaper. She peeled the tapes open and let it drop slightly, exposing her smooth, wet cunt. Her pussy lips glistened in the dim balcony light.

"On your knees first," she ordered.

Theo dropped down. The concrete was cool against his knees, the satin dress pooling around him. Sloane guided his mouth to her cunt. He licked eagerly, tongue sliding through her slick folds, tasting her arousal. She held his head in place, grinding gently against his face while city sounds continued below them. The fear of being seen made every lick more intense.

Sloane pulled him up after a few minutes and pushed him back against the railing. She freed his cock by tearing open the front of his diaper. His hard dick sprang out, thick and dripping with precum. Sloane stroked him firmly a few times, then turned around, bracing herself on the railing and presenting her ass and cunt to him.

"Fuck me," she commanded. "Right here where anyone can watch."

Theo positioned himself behind her. The head of his cock pressed against her wet entrance. He pushed forward, sinking deep into her tight cunt in one smooth thrust. Sloane gasped softly as he bottomed out, her walls gripping him perfectly.

The position was incredibly risky. Theo began thrusting, hips slapping against her ass. Each movement made his open diaper crinkle loudly and the satin dress rustle. The night breeze cooled the sweat on his exposed thighs while he fucked her harder. Sloane pushed back to meet him, her cunt taking every inch of his dick.

"Harder," she demanded, voice steady. "Show Mommy how much you need this."

Theo pounded into her, deep strokes that made wet, obscene sounds. His balls slapped against her with each thrust. The fear of discovery heightened everything. Distant windows glowed across the courtyard. His mind spun with shame and ecstasy. He was being turned into a public sissy toy, yet he could not stop driving his cock into her dripping cunt.

Sloane reached between her legs and rubbed her clit while he fucked her. Her juices coated his shaft, dripping down to soak the top of his hanging diaper. Theo gripped her hips, plowing deeper, the head of his cock hitting her sensitive spots repeatedly.

The pressure built fast in his balls. The combination of exposure, the cool breeze, and Sloane's tight heat pushed him to the edge.

"I am close," he groaned, thrusting faster.

"Cum inside me," Sloane ordered. "Fill me while the neighbors might be watching."

Theo's orgasm crashed over him. His cock pulsed violently inside her cunt, thick ropes of cum spurting deep into her. Spurt after powerful spurt erupted as he buried himself to the hilt, body shuddering against her back. Hot cum flooded her pussy, leaking out around his shaft with each final thrust. He moaned brokenly, hips jerking as the climax tore through him, visible streaks of white cum dripping down her thighs in the dim light.

Sloane clenched around him, her own orgasm hitting moments later. Her cunt milked his spurting cock rhythmically, juices mixing with his load as she gasped softly. She ground back against him, drawing out every drop until he was empty and twitching.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, breathing hard. Theo's cock softened inside her, cum continuing to leak out. The reality of their exposed position hit him again as he pulled out slowly, his spent dick glistening with their combined fluids. Sloane turned and resealed his diaper over his messy cock, trapping the wetness against him.

The night breeze felt colder now on his sweat-damp skin. Theo's inner shame flared brighter, but so did the unwanted comfort of Sloane's control. He was becoming addicted to these moments of total surrender.

Suddenly, a neighbor's light flicked on across the courtyard. A silhouette appeared at the window, pausing as if looking directly toward their balcony.

Theo froze, heart slamming in his chest. Sloane smiled calmly beside him, her hand still resting possessively between his legs on the crinkling diaper.

"Let them look. They won't save you."

The light stayed on as Theo stood there, exposed in his satin dress and cum-filled diaper, the hook of potential discovery hanging heavy in the night air.


Chapter 6: Sissy Identity

Theo stood in the center of the bedroom, the satin dress from previous days now feeling almost familiar against his skin. Deep conflict raged inside him. Part of him still resisted fiercely, clinging to the memory of his old life as a junior graphic designer with independence and pride. Another part, growing stronger each day, craved the padded security and Sloane's absolute control. His lean swimmer build trembled slightly, athletic-cut auburn hair falling across his hazel eyes as he watched Sloane empty several large boxes onto the bed.

The thick pale-pink diaper crinkled with every shift of his weight. His cock rested heavy and semi-hard inside it, already responding to the anticipation in the air. The mental fog of submission hovered at the edges of his thoughts, soft and tempting.

Sloane moved with calm efficiency, her ash-blonde bob swinging as she held up the first new outfit. A short black satin dress with delicate white lace trim along the hem and neckline. The fabric shimmered under the light, luxurious and unmistakably feminine.

"Time to replace everything," Sloane announced, voice low and patient. "No more boy clothes in this apartment. You will dress as my little sister from now on."

Theo swallowed hard. "This is going too far. I am not your sister."

Sloane stepped closer, her gray eyes locking onto his. She ran her fingers over the lace trim, letting it brush against his arm. The soft, intricate texture sent shivers across his skin. "You will be. Strip."

The command hit deep. Theo hesitated, inner resistance flaring, but his hands moved anyway. He pulled off the old dress, standing only in his diaper. Sloane removed the current padding efficiently, wiping him down with cool cloths before applying fresh powder with firm, massaging strokes. The powdered scent filled the room as she taped on a new, thicker diaper.

She slid the black satin dress over his head. The fabric whispered down his body, lace trim tickling his thighs and chest. It was shorter than before, the hem barely covering the top of the diaper. Every movement caused the lace to brush his sensitive skin, creating constant, maddening stimulation.

Theo looked down at himself. The lace trim everywhere made his stomach twist with humiliation. Yet his cock hardened fully inside the fresh padding, pressing against the absorbent material. His mind fogged further, thoughts slowing as the new identity pressed in.

"How does it feel?" Sloane asked, adjusting the straps.

"Wrong," Theo replied, voice strained. "I am a man. This is humiliating."

"Yet you are leaking already," Sloane noted, pressing her palm against the front of his diaper. "Your body knows the truth even if your mind fights it."

Theo's cheeks burned. The sensory overload of lace trim everywhere, combined with the tight diaper, created a haze that made clear thinking difficult. He wanted to protest more, but the words stuck in his throat as Sloane pulled out more outfits. A deep red satin skirt with lace edging, a sheer white blouse with delicate trim, several pairs of matching panties designed to fit over diapers.

Sloane dressed him in each one, making him walk across the room, turn, and pose. The rustle of fabric and constant brush of lace against his nipples, thighs, and waist deepened the mental fog. Theo felt himself sinking, resistance weakening with every new garment.

In the escalation beat, Sloane positioned a full-length mirror in front of him. Theo stared at his reflection. The latest outfit was a soft lavender satin dress with intricate lace trim along the bodice and hem. It hugged his lean frame, accentuating his swimmer's build in a way that looked disturbingly feminine. The thick diaper bulged obviously beneath, the pink color visible at the edges. New pronouns and naming hung in the air between them.

"Look at her," Sloane said softly, standing behind him. "My beautiful little sister. So pretty in lace."

Theo's breath caught. The reflection showed a conflicted figure, hazel eyes wide with shame and arousal. The mental fog thickened, making his old identity feel distant. "I cannot be her. This is not me."

Sloane's hands roamed over his body, tracing the lace trim. "It is now. Say the words. Tell me your new name and who you belong to."

Theo shook his head, but his cock throbbed harder. The mirror reflection held him captive, showing every detail of his transformation. The lace felt softer with each breath, the submission fog wrapping around his thoughts like warm silk.

"Say it," Sloane repeated, her voice commanding. "Tell Mommy who you belong to now."

Theo's voice cracked as he whispered, "I belong to you, Mommy. I am your little sister."

The words sent a powerful wave through him. Resistance cracked further as acceptance bloomed unwanted in his chest. Sloane smiled in the mirror, her gray eyes triumphant.

"Good girl."

For the conclusion, Sloane guided Theo to the bed, still dressed in the lavender satin with lace trim. She removed her own loungewear, revealing her thick white diaper. She peeled it open, exposing her wet cunt, then retrieved her seven-inch strap-on harness. She secured it over her hips, the thick silicone cock jutting out menacingly.

"Bend over the bed," she ordered. "Little sister needs to be claimed properly."

Theo obeyed, the satin dress riding up as he presented his padded ass. Sloane pulled the rear of his diaper aside, exposing his hole. She applied generous lube, working two fingers deep inside him first, stretching him open with firm, patient strokes.

Theo moaned into the mattress. The lace trim brushed his chest as he trembled. Sloane pressed the thick head of the strap-on against his entrance and pushed forward. The lubricated silicone intrusion stretched him wide, sinking inch by inch until she bottomed out completely. The deep thrusting pressure made his vision blur.

She began fucking him with steady, powerful strokes. Each thrust made the diaper crinkle loudly and the satin rustle. The lace trim tickled his skin constantly as his body rocked forward. Sloane railed him harder, the strap-on plowing deep into his asshole, hitting his prostate with every bottoming-out.

"Take it, little sister," she growled, gripping his hips.

Theo's mind dissolved into fog. Pain and pleasure mixed as she pounded him. His cock leaked heavily into the front of the diaper, the wet warmth building. Sloane reached around and rubbed the padded bulge firmly while continuing to fuck him open with deep, relentless strokes.

The orgasm built fast. Theo's balls tightened, prostate milked mercilessly by the thick silicone.

"I am going to cum," he gasped, voice broken.

"Cum hands-free like a good sissy," Sloane commanded, slamming into him harder.

Theo's climax exploded. His cock pulsed violently inside the diaper, thick ropes of cum spurting powerfully into the padding without any direct touch. Spurt after spurt erupted as his asshole clenched around the thrusting dildo. He moaned loudly into the bed, body shuddering with each contraction, hot cum flooding the front of the diaper and creating heavy, soaked warmth that spread through the material.

Sloane continued pounding through his orgasm, drawing out every shudder until he was whimpering. Only then did she slow and pull out, resealing his cum-filled diaper.

Theo collapsed onto the bed, chest heaving, the lavender satin and lace trim sticking to his sweat-damp skin. The mental fog of submission lingered heavily. In the afterglow, without thinking, he reached down and instinctively checked his diaper for leaks, pressing lightly against the swollen, warm front.

The action hit him with fresh realization. He had done it without prompting. Sloane watched with a satisfied smile.

"The transformation is progressing perfectly, little sister."

Theo lay there, deeply conflicted yet undeniably changed, the hook of his new identity settling into place.


Chapter 7: Wetting Without Choice

Theo sat at the small desk in the nursery wing, wearing a soft pink satin blouse with delicate lace trim along the collar and cuffs paired with a short black skirt that did nothing to hide the thick pale-pink diaper underneath. The lace brushed constantly against his wrists and neck, a persistent reminder of his new identity as Sloane's little sister. He was fully immersed in the sissy role after the wardrobe replacement, yet something inside him still clung to control. He was still continent, still able to hold his bladder like a man. That small victory felt important.

His lean swimmer build shifted uncomfortably in the chair. The athletic-cut auburn hair fell across his hazel eyes as he tried to focus on a design file. The heavy diaper crinkled with every movement, a constant audio cue of his submission. His cock rested soft but aware inside the padding.

Sloane entered from the connecting door, her ash-blonde bob perfectly styled, gray eyes calm and commanding. She wore a fitted gray loungewear set that clearly showed the bulk of her own thick white diaper. She carried a large water bottle and a timer.

"New phase today, little sister," she announced. "We are starting your incontinence conditioning. Good babies learn to let go."

Theo's stomach tightened. "I do not need that. I can control myself."

Sloane set the bottle in front of him. "You will drink every hour. No bathroom access without permission. Holding restriction begins now. Mommy decides when and how you release."

The first scene stretched as Sloane made him drink. The cool water flowed down his throat while she watched. Then she guided him to the full-length mirror. Theo stared at his reflection: the feminine blouse, the short skirt, the obvious diaper bulge. The lace trim everywhere created that familiar mental fog of submission. His resistance flickered.

"I still feel like myself underneath this," Theo said quietly.

Sloane stood behind him, hands sliding under the skirt to cup the front of his diaper. "That will change. Your body will learn to surrender completely. Just like your mind is learning."

Theo felt the pressure building slowly in his bladder as the morning progressed. Sloane kept him drinking, enforcing the restriction with gentle but firm reminders whenever he shifted or pressed his thighs together. The need grew from mild discomfort to a persistent ache. His cock twitched inside the padding despite the pressure, mixing arousal with the building urgency.

By midday the escalation beat intensified. Sloane led him to the changing table and restrained him lightly. She removed his current diaper, cleaning his cock and balls thoroughly with cool wipes. The sensation made him shiver, his bladder protesting the exposure. She powdered him firmly, rubbing the talc deep into his skin, then taped on an even thicker diaper designed for heavy use.

"Feel that fullness?" she asked, pressing gently on his lower belly. "Do not fight it. Good babies don't fight it. They let go."

Theo gritted his teeth. "I can hold it. Please."

Sloane smiled. "We will see."

She released him and positioned him on the bed on all fours, skirt flipped up over his back. Her own diaper came into view as she stripped her lower half, the white padding slightly swollen from her own use. She strapped on the seven-inch silicone cock, lubing it generously.

Theo's heart raced. His bladder felt dangerously full now, the holding restriction pushing him to his limit. The cool air on his exposed hole made him clench.

Sloane pressed the thick head against his asshole and pushed forward. The lubricated silicone intrusion stretched him open, sinking deep in one long, steady stroke. Theo moaned as she bottomed out, the pressure on his prostate combining brutally with his full bladder.

She began thrusting, deep and powerful. Each stroke made the diaper crinkle loudly beneath him. The satin skirt rustled, lace trim brushing his skin with every rock of his body. Sloane railed him harder, her hips slapping against his padded ass, the strap-on plowing into his hole with relentless rhythm.

The pounding intensified. Sloane gripped his hips, driving the dildo to the hilt again and again. The deep thrusting pressure hit his prostate mercilessly while his bladder screamed for release. Theo's cock hardened fully inside the diaper, leaking steadily as pain and pleasure twisted together.

"Fuck, it is too much," he gasped, voice breaking.

Sloane leaned over him, her voice low against his ear. "Let it build. Feel everything. Your body belongs to Mommy now."

She reached around and rubbed the front of his diaper firmly while continuing to fuck him open. The combination pushed him right to the edge. His balls tightened, prostate milked relentlessly by the thick silicone cock.

Theo's orgasm hit suddenly and violently. His cock pulsed hard inside the padding as thick ropes of cum spurted powerfully into the diaper. Spurt after heavy spurt erupted while Sloane kept pounding his asshole, drawing out every contraction. He moaned loudly, body shaking as hot cum flooded the front of the diaper, creating warm, sticky wetness that mixed with his leaking precum.

In the middle of his climax, the holding restriction finally broke. A sudden warm flood burst from his cock, uncontrollable. Hot piss mixed with the cum, soaking heavily into the diaper. The helpless release spread rapidly, the padding swelling and growing heavier between his legs as the flood continued. The soaking heaviness was overwhelming, the warmth enveloping his balls and ass while Sloane continued fucking him through it.

"Good babies don't fight it. They let go," Sloane praised, slamming deep one final time before grinding against him.

Theo whimpered as the last spurts of cum and piss drained into the now massively swollen diaper. The material sagged heavily, warm and squishing with every small movement. The sensory overload left him trembling.

Sloane pulled out slowly, the silicone cock glistening. She resealed the diaper tightly over the massive, piss-and-cum-soaked padding, patting the heavy front possessively.

Theo lay on the bed, chest heaving, the warm, soaked heaviness between his legs undeniable. The mental fog of submission deepened as he processed what had just happened. He had wet himself helplessly while being fucked. No control left.

In the quiet aftermath, as Sloane stroked his hair and praised him, Theo realized with dawning clarity that the changes were becoming permanent. His body was learning to surrender in ways he could no longer reverse. The window across had claimed not just his freedom, but his most basic control.


Chapter 8: Nursery Wings

Theo lay on the soft floor mat in what used to be his living room, now rapidly transforming around him. He felt increasingly regressed and dependent after days of constant diapering, satin outfits, and Sloane's unrelenting schedule. His lean swimmer build was dressed in a short white satin dress with delicate lace trim along the hem and sleeves. The thick pale-pink diaper underneath crinkled loudly whenever he shifted. His athletic-cut auburn hair was slightly tousled, hazel eyes half-lidded with that permanent mental fog of submission. He sucked absentmindedly on a pacifier Sloane had given him earlier, the rubbery feel in his mouth strangely comforting.

The sounds of tools and movement filled the space. Two workers Sloane had hired were assembling heavy furniture. The crib assembly sounds echoed sharply, metal bars clanging as they locked into place. A thick nursery scent hung heavy in the air, powder, fresh plastic, and soft fabric cleaner blending together.

Sloane stood nearby, directing the men with calm authority. Her ash-blonde bob framed her cool gray eyes. She wore elegant navy loungewear that clearly outlined her own thick white diaper. She glanced down at Theo with possessive satisfaction.

"This is happening faster than I expected, little one," she said softly.

Theo's interior world churned with conflicted surrender. He knew this was his old apartment being converted into the full nursery wing, connected directly to Sloane's space through a new doorway. Part of him mourned the loss of his independent life as a graphic designer. Yet another part, growing dominant, felt safe in the regression. The heavy diaper between his legs, warm from a recent change, made him feel contained and owned. His cock twitched softly inside the padding, responding to the sounds of his old life being erased.

"I used to live here alone," Theo whispered around the pacifier, voice small.

Sloane knelt beside him, her hand stroking his thigh under the satin dress. "You live with Mommy now. This is your home now, little one."

The words sent a deep shiver through him. The workers continued their task, metal bars locking into place with final-sounding clicks. A mobile was being attached above the emerging crib, colorful shapes beginning to turn slowly overhead. Theo watched it, mesmerized, the gentle spinning motion deepening his mental fog.

Sloane guided him to his feet and led him closer to the action. The thick nursery scent grew stronger near the crib. She positioned him against the half-assembled railing, his satin dress riding up to expose most of his diaper. The cool metal bars pressed against his hips as the workers continued around them, seemingly unbothered by the scene.

Theo's cheeks burned with humiliation, but his body leaned back against Sloane. "They can see me like this."

"They know exactly what you are," Sloane replied calmly. "My regressed little sister. Keep watching the mobile turn."

The sensory details overwhelmed him. The rhythmic clicks of the crib bars locking, the soft whir of the mobile overhead, the heavy padded bulk forcing his legs apart. His resistance melted further as Sloane's hand slipped between his legs, pressing firmly on the front of his diaper.

In the escalation beat, Sloane dismissed the workers for a short break and locked the connecting door. She turned to Theo with intent in her gray eyes. The nursery wing was taking clear shape around them, half-built changing table against one wall, shelves filling with diapers and satin outfits.

"Time for your reward while they work," she murmured.

Sloane pushed Theo gently onto the large padded changing surface that had once been his dining table. She stripped her lower half, revealing her thick white diaper, already slightly swollen. She removed it completely, exposing her smooth, glistening cunt. Theo's mouth watered at the sight.

She freed his cock by opening the front of his diaper, his hard dick springing out, veined and leaking. Sloane climbed over him, straddling his hips. She sank down slowly, her tight wet cunt enveloping his cock inch by inch until she bottomed out completely. The heat and grip made Theo groan loudly.

The explicit fucking began with Sloane riding him with controlled power. Her hips rose and slammed down repeatedly, her cunt taking every inch of his dick in deep, wet strokes. The satin dress rustled wildly against his skin, lace trim brushing his nipples with each thrust. Theo's thick diaper crinkled beneath them as she fucked him hard on the changing surface.

"Look at the crib being built for you," Sloane said, voice steady despite her pace. "Your new home."

Theo thrust up to meet her, his hands gripping her hips. The deep penetration felt incredible, her walls milking his shaft perfectly. Wet sounds filled the nursery as her juices coated his balls and dripped onto the open diaper. The mobile turned overhead, its gentle motion contrasting with the raw fucking.

Sloane increased her rhythm, pounding herself onto his cock. Her breasts bounced under her top, ash-blonde hair swaying. She reached down and rubbed her clit while continuing to ride him, her cunt clenching tighter around his throbbing dick.

The pressure built rapidly in Theo's balls. The combination of the nursery being built around them, the thick scent, and Sloane's tight heat pushed him to the edge.

"I am going to cum," he gasped, hips bucking harder.

"Cum deep inside Mommy," Sloane commanded, slamming down repeatedly.

Theo's orgasm exploded violently. His cock pulsed hard inside her cunt, thick ropes of cum spurting powerfully into her depths. Spurt after heavy spurt erupted as his body shuddered beneath her. Hot cum flooded her pussy, leaking out around his shaft with each final thrust. He moaned raw and broken, eyes fixed on the turning mobile overhead as the climax tore through him.

Sloane ground down hard, her own orgasm hitting. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around his spurting cock, juices mixing with his load as she rode out her pleasure with low gasps. She continued moving slowly, milking every drop from him until he was spent and twitching inside her.

She stayed seated on his cock for a long moment, their combined fluids dripping onto the open diaper beneath him. Then she climbed off, resealing his diaper over his cum-smeared, softening dick, trapping the wetness against his skin.

The workers returned shortly after. Sloane had Theo stand and watch as they finished assembling the large crib. The bars locked into place with heavy, final clicks. The thick nursery scent enveloped everything. The mobile turned steadily overhead, casting soft shadows across the padded mattress.

Theo stood there in his satin dress and freshly fucked diaper, the warm cum soaking into the padding. His regression felt complete in this moment. The room that used to be his independent space was now unmistakably a nursery wing, connected seamlessly to Sloane's apartment.

Sloane stepped close, wrapping an arm around his waist. She kissed his temple gently.

"This is your home now, little one."

Theo leaned into her, the bars of the crib looming large beside them. The mental fog of dependency wrapped tighter around his thoughts. As the final pieces were secured and the workers packed up, Sloane spoke again, her voice carrying clear satisfaction.

"The lease transfer is next. Soon this entire space will be in my name. You will never leave the nursery wing again."

Theo's heart pounded with a mix of dread and dark acceptance. The changes were accelerating, his old life disappearing completely into padded, satin submission. The window across had won.


Chapter 9: Shared Padding

Theo rested on the oversized daybed in the nursery wing, the soft glow of the mobile turning slowly overhead. He felt deeply comfortable in his regression now, the thick pale-pink diaper warm and slightly heavy between his legs from earlier use. The short lavender satin dress with its delicate lace trim hugged his lean swimmer build, brushing gently against his skin with every breath. His athletic-cut auburn hair lay tousled, hazel eyes soft with the constant mental fog of submission. Yet beneath the comfort, a new craving stirred. He wanted something deeper than the control and padding. He wanted connection with Sloane.

The nursery smelled of powder and fresh plastic, a scent that now brought him calm rather than shame. His cock rested contentedly inside the soaked padding, twitching occasionally as he thought of Sloane's presence in the next room.

Sloane entered through the connecting door wearing a silk robe over her own thick white diaper. Her ash-blonde bob framed her cool gray eyes, but tonight there was a softness in her expression that Theo had rarely seen. She carried a large changing kit and two fresh diapers.

"You have been such a good girl lately," she said, voice low and warm. "Tonight we share more than rules. Mommy needs company too."

Theo sat up slowly, the diaper crinkling. "You mean… together?"

Sloane nodded and guided him to the large changing table built into the nursery. She laid him back first, her hands gentle as she untaped his soaked diaper. The cool air hit his skin as she peeled it open, revealing the heavy, yellow-stained padding and his half-hard cock coated in his own mess. The scent of his urine and earlier cum rose between them.

Theo watched her face. "You do this too? For real?"

"Every day," Sloane replied, wiping him thoroughly with cool cloths. Her touch was careful, almost reverent, cleaning his cock, balls, and ass. "The accident that ended my firm left more than scars. My body never fully recovered control. I fought it for years. Now I embrace it."

The mutual changing began. After finishing Theo, Sloane removed her robe, revealing her swollen white diaper. It sagged heavily, clearly used. Theo's hands trembled as she allowed him to untape her. The warm, soaked padding fell open, exposing her smooth pussy and the strong scent of her own incontinence. Warm skin contact followed as Sloane pressed her body against his on the changing table, their bare hips touching, the dampness from both their used diapers mixing.

Theo's interior monologue swirled with new emotions. He had always seen Sloane as the unbreakable authority. Feeling her vulnerability, the matching soaked padding, the shared warmth, it cracked something open inside him. His cock hardened fully against her thigh as they lay skin to skin.

Sloane's hand stroked his cheek. "Most men run when they learn the truth. You stay. That matters."

"I want to be close to you," Theo whispered. "Not just owned. Close like this."

Sloane's gray eyes softened further. "Then stay with Mommy in her diapers."

She reached for the fresh padding but paused, instead pulling Theo into a deep kiss. Their bodies pressed together, warm skin contact turning heated. Sloane's hand moved between them, stroking his hard cock while her own wet pussy rubbed against his thigh.

In the escalation beat, Sloane positioned herself on top of Theo on the changing table. She kept both their fresh diapers nearby but did not tape them on yet. Instead, she straddled him, guiding his cock to her entrance. She sank down slowly, her tight cunt swallowing every inch of his dick until she bottomed out with a soft sigh. The heat enveloped him completely.

Theo groaned as Sloane began riding him with slow, deep rolls of her hips. Her wet pussy gripped his shaft perfectly, sliding up and down in long strokes. Their bodies remained pressed close, skin to skin, the scent of their earlier soaked padding still lingering in the air. Sloane's breasts brushed against his chest through her thin top as she moved.

"You feel so good inside me," she murmured, grinding her clit against his base on every downstroke. "Mommy likes having company in her diapers. Real company. Someone who understands."

Theo thrust up to meet her, his hands gripping her ass. The intimacy felt different tonight, less about power and more about shared need. He watched her face, seeing rare vulnerability in the way her lips parted and her gray eyes fluttered. The mental fog of submission mixed with genuine affection, creating a dangerous emotional pull.

Sloane increased her pace, fucking him harder. Her cunt took his cock in wet, rhythmic strokes, juices coating his balls and dripping down. The changing table creaked beneath them as their movements grew more urgent. Theo felt every detail, the slick heat, the way her walls clenched around him, the warm skin contact where their bodies joined.

The pressure built steadily in his core. Sloane leaned down, kissing him deeply while continuing to ride.

"I am close," Theo gasped against her lips.

"Cum with me," Sloane whispered. "Fill Mommy while we share everything."

Theo's orgasm crashed over him. His cock pulsed violently inside her cunt, thick ropes of cum spurting powerfully deep into her. Spurt after heavy spurt erupted as his body shuddered beneath her, hot cum flooding her pussy and leaking out around his shaft with each thrust. He moaned into her mouth, hips jerking as the climax tore through him in powerful waves.

Sloane followed seconds later, her cunt clenching rhythmically around his spurting dick. She ground down hard, riding out her orgasm with low, trembling gasps, her juices mixing with his cum and dripping onto the changing table. Her body shook against his as they came together, warm skin contact sealing the shared release.

They stayed locked together for a long time afterward, breathing in sync. Sloane finally reached for the fresh diapers. They changed each other slowly, mutual changing turning tender. She powdered Theo with gentle strokes, then allowed him to do the same for her. The fresh padding was taped on, matching thick diapers now hugging both of them. The warm, clean scent replaced the earlier soaked one.

Theo lay beside Sloane on the daybed, their diapered hips pressed together. For the first time, the regression felt complete not through force, but through this rare vulnerability she had shown him. He felt genuine emotional attachment forming, a deep bond growing beneath the power exchange. The craving for connection had been answered, and it terrified him how much he needed it now.

Sloane stroked his hair, her voice soft. "Mommy likes having company in her diapers."

Theo pressed closer, the matching soaked padding from earlier now replaced with fresh, but the memory and warmth lingering between them. In that quiet moment, he realized he was no longer just her captive. He was becoming part of her world in ways he could never undo.


Chapter 10: Locked in Eternity

Theo lay in the center of the large crib in the nursery wing, fully accepting of his new life. The heavy overnight diaper hugged his hips tightly, thicker than usual with extra padding designed for long-term wear. His lean swimmer build was dressed in a soft white satin nightdress that barely reached the top of the bulky padding. The mental fog of submission had become his normal state, comforting rather than frightening. His athletic-cut auburn hair spread across the pillow, hazel eyes calm as he watched Sloane move around the room. He no longer fought the regression. He needed it.

Sloane approached the crib wearing only a black silk robe and her own thick white diaper. Her ash-blonde bob framed her cool gray eyes, which held deep satisfaction tonight. She carried several items: heavy leather restraints, a large silicone plug, and multiple small padlocks.

"Tonight we begin extended locking periods," she said, voice low and patient. "You will sleep in the crib, plugged and secured until Mommy decides to release you."

Theo felt a deep wave of surrender wash over him. "I am ready, Mommy."

The first click of multiple locks echoed through the nursery as Sloane secured the crib railings into place. The sound sent a shiver down his spine. She lowered the side rail and helped him roll onto his stomach. The thick diaper compressed beneath him, creating a heavy, secure bulk between his legs.

Sloane lifted the hem of his satin nightdress and pulled open the rear of his diaper. Cool lube dripped onto his hole, followed by her fingers working it inside with slow, deliberate strokes. Theo moaned softly into the mattress as she stretched him. The prolonged fullness began when she pressed the thick silicone plug against his entrance. It was larger than previous ones, with a wide base. Inch by inch it sank inside him until the base seated firmly, stretching him open and creating constant, deep pressure on his prostate.

Theo's interior world hummed with acceptance. There was no more resistance, only the deep need to be contained, filled, and owned. His cock hardened inside the heavy diaper as the plug settled, sending rhythmic pulses through his body.

Sloane secured the diaper tapes again, then fastened leather restraints around his wrists and ankles. She clipped them to rings built into the crib mattress. The final clicks of multiple locks sealed everything. Theo tested the restraints and found almost no movement possible. Immobilization was complete. He could only lie there, plugged and padded, completely at her mercy.

"How does it feel, little sister?" Sloane asked, running her hand over his restrained back.

"Full. Safe. Completely yours," Theo replied, voice thick with need.

Sloane smiled and lowered the crib rail fully. She climbed in beside him, her body pressing against his immobilized form. The warm skin contact and the scent of her own diaper mixed with the thick nursery powder. Theo's craving for her deepened in his helpless state.

The escalation intensified as Sloane prepared her strap-on. She removed her robe and secured the harness around her hips, the seven-inch silicone cock jutting out thick and veined. She lubed it thoroughly while Theo watched, helpless in his restraints. The rhythmic strap-on preparation built intense anticipation. Sloane stroked the dildo slowly, her gray eyes locked on his.

"You will take Mommy tonight while completely locked," she said. "No escape. No movement. Only what I give you."

Theo's heart raced. The plug already created prolonged fullness in his ass. The thought of being fucked on top of it made his cock throb painfully inside the heavy diaper. He was fully accepting, yet the intensity still overwhelmed him in the best way.

Sloane positioned herself behind him. She opened the rear of his diaper again, removed the plug with a wet pop, and immediately replaced it with the thick head of her strap-on. The lubricated silicone intrusion pushed deep in one long stroke, stretching him wider than the plug. Theo moaned loudly as she bottomed out, her hips pressing against his padded ass.

The fucking began slowly at first. Sloane thrust with deep, controlled strokes, the strap-on plowing into his hole while the restraints kept him almost completely still. Each movement made the heavy diaper crinkle and the crib bars rattle softly. Theo could only take it, immobilized and filled completely. The constant pressure on his prostate built rapidly.

Sloane increased her pace, railing him harder. The deep thrusting pressure turned into a relentless pounding. Her hips slammed against him, driving the silicone cock to the hilt again and again. Theo's moans filled the nursery, muffled by the pillow as his body shook within the tight restraints. The heavy overnight diaper grew warmer as his cock leaked steadily into the padding.

"Fuck me harder, Mommy," Theo begged, voice broken with pleasure.

Sloane obliged, pounding his ass with powerful strokes. The silicone cock split him open repeatedly, bottoming out against his prostate with every thrust. The immobilization amplified everything. He could not push back or escape. He could only receive.

The pressure in Theo's balls built to an unbearable level. The combination of the thick strap-on railing him and the heavy diaper rubbing against his trapped cock pushed him to the edge.

"I am going to cum," he gasped, body straining against the locks.

"No more choices. Only Mommy," Sloane said firmly, slamming into him even harder.

Theo's orgasm exploded hands-free. His cock pulsed violently inside the heavy diaper as thick ropes of cum spurted powerfully into the padding. Spurt after heavy spurt erupted while Sloane continued pounding his asshole, drawing out every contraction. He moaned raw and desperate, body shuddering within the restraints as hot cum flooded the front of the diaper, creating a warm, sticky mess that mixed with his leaking fluids. The soaking heaviness grew between his legs with each powerful pulse.

Sloane kept fucking him through the climax, grinding deep and prolonging his pleasure until he was whimpering and spent. Only then did she slow and pull out, replacing the strap-on with the thick plug once more. She sealed the heavy diaper tightly over his cum-soaked padding and double-checked all the locks with final clicks.

Theo lay there, chest heaving, completely immobilized in the crib. The prolonged fullness from the plug and the warm, cum-filled diaper created a deep sense of helpless contentment. Sloane climbed in beside him, her body pressed close as she stroked his hair.

"You are doing so well," she whispered.

In the quiet aftermath, Sloane reached outside the crib and brought a folder into view. She opened it, revealing official documents.

"The lease transfer paperwork is ready," she said calmly. "Everything across the courtyard will be in my name by the end of the week. Your old life ends completely."

Theo's heart pounded as he stared at the papers. The finality hit him, yet in his locked, plugged, and cum-filled state, it only deepened his acceptance. There was no turning back. Only Mommy. Only this eternal padded existence.


Chapter 11: Mommy's Little Sister

Theo lay curled against Sloane in the large crib of the nursery wing, deeply regressed and emotionally bonded. The heavy overnight diaper from the previous locking period had been changed into a fresh, thick pale-pink one that hugged his hips with reassuring bulk. His lean swimmer build was wrapped in a soft lavender satin nightdress, lace trim brushing gently against his thighs and chest. His athletic-cut auburn hair was tousled from sleep, hazel eyes soft and unfocused with complete submission. The emotional bond with Sloane had grown roots deep inside him. He no longer questioned his place as her little sister. He needed it.

Sloane held him close, her ash-blonde bob spilling across the pillow. She wore only a thin top and her own thick white diaper, the padding warm against Theo's body. Her cool gray eyes watched him with possessive affection as she stroked his back.

"Today we go deeper into your headspace, little sister," she murmured. "Mommy will tell you stories while you suckle, and you will let everything else fade away."

Theo nodded slowly, already slipping further. "Yes, Mommy."

Sloane slipped a large pacifier between his lips. The rubbery nipple filled his mouth, and he began sucking instinctively. The rhythmic motion calmed his mind as she pulled him tighter against her chest. The thick nursery scent surrounded them, powder and plastic creating a safe cocoon. Theo pressed his ear to her padded crotch, listening to the faint crinkle and feeling the steady thump of her heartbeat through the thick diaper. Total safety in submission washed over him like warm waves.

The first extended play session began with Sloane reading from a thick book of dark fairy tales rewritten for their dynamic. Her low, patient voice wove through the air as Theo suckled the pacifier, eyes half-closed. Every word reinforced his new identity.

"You are not Theo the designer anymore," she said softly between passages. "You are my little sister. Soft, obedient, and always padded for Mommy."

Theo's interior world melted. Old memories of independence felt distant and unimportant. The emotional bond made resistance impossible. He wanted only to please her, to stay in this safe, regressed space forever. His cock stirred gently inside the diaper, not urgent but present, responding to the intimacy.

Sloane continued the storytime for nearly an hour, her free hand constantly stroking his hair, his back, and the front of his diaper. The pacifier made soft sucking sounds that mixed with the crinkle of their matching padding. Theo felt himself sinking completely into little-sister headspace, thoughts slowing to simple needs: suck, listen, obey, belong.

In the escalation beat, Sloane set the book aside and rolled Theo onto his back. She climbed over him, straddling his diapered hips while keeping their bodies pressed close. The warm skin contact and the feeling of her heartbeat through her padding created an overwhelming sense of connection.

"You are doing so well," she praised, removing the pacifier momentarily. "Tell Mommy who you are."

"I am your little sister," Theo whispered without hesitation. "I belong only to you."

Sloane smiled and kissed him deeply. The kiss turned hungry as she ground her padded crotch against his. She reached down and opened the front of both their diapers, freeing his hard cock and exposing her wet pussy. The warm skin contact intensified as she positioned herself over him and sank down slowly, her tight cunt swallowing every inch of his dick in one smooth motion.

Theo gasped as she bottomed out, her heat gripping him perfectly. Sloane began riding him with slow, deep rolls of her hips, her padded ass pressing against his thighs with each downward stroke. The thick diapers crinkled loudly around them, the lace trim of his nightdress rustling against her skin.

The fucking built gradually. Sloane increased her rhythm, rising higher and slamming down harder. Her wet cunt took his cock in long, slick strokes, juices coating his shaft and dripping onto the open diapers beneath them. Theo thrust up gently, meeting her movements while staying in his deeply regressed headspace.

"You feel perfect inside Mommy," Sloane moaned, grinding her clit against his base. "My little sister knows exactly how to please me."

Theo's hands gripped her hips, but his mind remained soft and submissive. The emotional bond made the sex feel different, more intimate, more permanent. He watched her face, seeing real pleasure and affection in her gray eyes as she rode him.

Sloane leaned forward, pressing her padded front against his chest so he could feel her heartbeat through the thick material while she fucked him. The sensory focus overwhelmed him: her heartbeat, the crinkle of matching soaked padding, the total safety of complete surrender.

The pressure built steadily in Theo's balls. Sloane's cunt clenched tighter around his throbbing dick with every stroke, wet sounds filling the crib.

"I am going to cum," Theo gasped, voice small and needy.

"Cum for Mommy, little sister," Sloane commanded, slamming down harder. "Fill me."

Theo's orgasm exploded. His cock pulsed violently inside her cunt, thick ropes of cum spurting powerfully deep into her. Spurt after heavy spurt erupted as his body shuddered beneath her, hot cum flooding her pussy and leaking out around his shaft in visible white streaks. He moaned brokenly, hips jerking as the climax tore through him in intense waves, every pulse visible in the way his body tensed and released.

Sloane ground down hard, her own orgasm hitting moments later. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around his spurting cock, milking every drop while she gasped softly against his neck. Her juices mixed with his cum, dripping heavily onto the open diapers as they came together.

They stayed locked together for a long time afterward, breathing in sync. Sloane finally resealed both their diapers, trapping the warm mess against their skin. She pulled Theo into her arms for extended cuddling in the crib, his head resting on her padded chest once more. The steady thump of her heartbeat through the padding lulled him deeper into little-sister headspace. Total safety in submission wrapped around him completely. There was no fear left, only deep emotional attachment and peace.

"You are mine in every way that matters," Sloane whispered, stroking his hair.

Theo nuzzled closer, sucking gently on the pacifier she returned to his lips. The extended play session had pushed him fully into the headspace she desired. He felt reborn as her little sister, bonded in ways that went beyond the blackmail.

A soft knock sounded at the apartment door. Sloane smiled and climbed out of the crib, returning moments later with a thick envelope.

"The final lease documents have arrived," she said, holding them up. "Everything is complete. Both apartments are officially mine. You belong here forever now, little sister."

Theo looked at the papers in her hands, the reality settling into his regressed mind with warm finality. There was no escape, and in this moment, pressed against her padding with her heartbeat steady in his ear, he did not want one.


Chapter 12: Paperwork and Permanence

Theo sat at the polished wooden table in the nursery wing, completely surrendered. The thick pale-pink diaper between his legs felt like a second skin now, warm and heavy from earlier use. His lean swimmer build was dressed in a short rose satin dress with delicate lace trim that brushed his thighs constantly. Athletic-cut auburn hair fell softly across his hazel eyes, which held no resistance left, only deep, peaceful acceptance. He was Sloane’s little sister in every meaningful way. The emotional bond from their shared moments had erased the last fragments of his old identity.

Sloane stood beside him, elegant in a fitted black loungewear set that clearly showed the bulk of her own thick white diaper. Her ash-blonde bob framed her cool gray eyes, which glowed with triumph. A thick stack of official documents lay on the table before them.

"Today you sign everything away," she said, voice low and patient. "Your name on these papers makes it permanent. Both apartments become mine. Your old life disappears completely."

Theo felt no fear, only a profound sense of rightness. "I am ready, Mommy."

Sloane placed the pen in his hand, then covered it with her own. The sensory focus was immediate and intense. Her warm fingers guided his as the pen touched paper. The scratch of pen on paper filled the quiet room, each signature marking another piece of his independence being surrendered. Theo watched the ink flow, feeling the finality of signatures settle deep in his chest.

His interior monologue was calm and surrendered. There was nothing left to fight. This was where he belonged, padded, owned, and loved in Sloane’s unique way. His cock stirred inside the heavy diaper as the act of signing aroused him in the deepest, most submissive manner.

"You are doing perfectly," Sloane praised, guiding his hand through multiple pages. "Lease transfer, power of attorney, name change acknowledgment. Everything."

The action progressed slowly. Sloane made him read each section aloud before signing, reinforcing the permanence with every word. Theo’s voice remained soft and obedient as he signed away bank access, his graphic design contracts, and finally the lease to his original apartment.

The escalation beat deepened as Sloane stood behind him after the final signature. She leaned down, pressing her padded front against his back, her hand still guiding his for the very last line.

"Final one," she whispered. "Sign your old name for the last time."

Theo wrote it slowly. The pen on paper felt like a ritual. When he finished, Sloane took the pen and added her own elegant signature beside his. The finality of signatures hung heavy in the air.

"Well done, little sister," she said. "Now we celebrate."

Sloane pulled him up from the chair and led him to the large changing table. She stripped his satin dress off, leaving him only in the thick diaper. Then she removed her own loungewear, revealing her swollen white diaper. She opened both their diapers at the front, freeing Theo’s hard cock while exposing her wet, glistening cunt.

"Bend over the table," she commanded softly.

Theo obeyed immediately, presenting his padded ass. Sloane applied generous lube to her fingers and worked two, then three digits deep into his hole, stretching him open with patient skill. The prolonged preparation made him moan, cock leaking onto the table surface.

She strapped on her seven-inch silicone cock, lubing it thoroughly. The celebratory strapping began as she pressed the thick head against his entrance and pushed forward. The lubricated silicone intrusion stretched him wide, sinking deep until she bottomed out completely. Theo gasped at the full, heavy feeling.

Sloane gripped his hips and began fucking him with deep, powerful strokes. Each thrust made the open diapers crinkle loudly and his body rock against the table. The strap-on plowed into his asshole with wet, rhythmic sounds, hitting his prostate on every inward stroke. Theo moaned louder, completely surrendered to the pounding.

"Take Mommy’s cock while your old life ends," Sloane said, voice steady as she railed him harder. The deep thrusting pressure built rapidly, her hips slamming against his padded ass again and again.

Theo’s mind floated in total submission. The sensation of being fucked while the signed papers lay nearby created an overwhelming psychological release. His cock hung heavy and leaking beneath him, untouched.

Sloane reached around and stroked him firmly while continuing to pound his hole. The combination pushed him quickly to the edge.

"I am going to cum," Theo gasped, voice trembling.

"Cum for Mommy while I claim everything," she ordered, slamming deep and grinding.

Theo’s orgasm exploded violently. His cock pulsed hard as thick ropes of cum spurted powerfully onto the changing table and floor. Spurt after heavy spurt erupted while Sloane kept railing his asshole with deep strokes, drawing out every contraction. He moaned raw and broken, body shaking as hot cum continued shooting from his dick in visible arcs, splattering messily beneath him.

Sloane fucked him through the entire climax, then pulled out slowly and resealed both their diapers, trapping Theo’s spent cock in the warm, cum-smeared padding. She turned him around and kissed him deeply, their padded fronts pressing together.

The conclusion beat brought them back to the table. Sloane had Theo sit on her lap as she reviewed the signed documents one final time. The pen on paper had completed its work. She sealed the envelope with deliberate slowness.

Theo leaned against her, feeling the warmth of her body and the thick padding between them. There was no regret, only deep fulfillment in his complete surrender.

Sloane stroked his hair and spoke with quiet finality.

"Witness sealed. Forever."

Theo looked out through the large window toward the courtyard. The apartment across the way, once the source of his secret obsession, now stood as the center of their shared world. The window across now belonged entirely to their new dynamic, a permanent monument to his fall and Sloane’s total victory. No escape existed. Only this padded, satin eternity with Mommy.


Chapter 13: The Window Across Forever

Theo lay peacefully in the oversized crib of the completed nursery wing, the soft glow of the mobile turning slowly overhead. He was deeply regressed, completely at peace in his new existence. The extra-thick pale-pink overnight diaper hugged his hips with comforting heaviness, already slightly warm from earlier use. His lean swimmer build was wrapped in the softest white satin nightdress, lace trim brushing gently against his skin with every breath. Athletic-cut auburn hair spread across the pillow, hazel eyes half-lidded in total contentment. There was no tension left in his body, only the warm acceptance of permanent submission.

Sloane climbed into the crib beside him, her ash-blonde bob framing her cool gray eyes. She wore nothing but her own thick white diaper, the padding crinkling softly as she pulled Theo into her arms. The nursery was quiet except for the gentle turning of the mobile and the combined crinkles of their matching diapers.

"This is our first real night as owner and owned," Sloane murmured, her voice low and warm. "No more contracts. No more transitions. Just us."

Theo nuzzled closer, pressing his face against her padded chest. The steady thump of her heartbeat through the thick diaper filled his ears. "I belong here, Mommy. Completely."

The sensory warmth of permanent acceptance wrapped around him like a blanket. The nursery smelled of fresh powder and their combined scents. His cock rested contentedly inside the heavy padding, stirring slowly as Sloane's hands roamed over his body.

Sloane tilted his chin up, her gray eyes locking onto his. "Tonight I claim you completely. Body, mind, and soul. Are you ready to give everything?"

"Yes, Mommy," Theo whispered without hesitation. "I have nothing left to hold back."

Sloane kissed him deeply, their mouths moving together in slow, possessive rhythm. Her hand slid down to cup the front of his diaper, pressing firmly against his growing erection. Theo moaned softly into her mouth, the combined crinkles of their padding growing louder as they shifted together.

In the escalation beat, Sloane rolled Theo onto his back and straddled him. She opened the front of both their diapers, freeing his hard cock and exposing her smooth, already wet pussy. The warm skin contact sent sparks through Theo's body as she lowered herself onto him. Her tight cunt swallowed his dick slowly, inch by inch, until she sat fully seated with him buried inside her.

Theo gasped at the heat and perfect grip. Sloane began riding him with long, deep strokes, her hips rolling sensually. The thick diapers crinkled loudly with every movement, the sound mixing with their growing moans. Sloane's breasts pressed against his chest as she leaned forward, her ash-blonde hair falling around them like a curtain.

"You feel so good inside me," she whispered, grinding her clit against his base on every downstroke. "My perfect little sister. My forever diapered witness."

Theo's hands gripped her hips, thrusting up gently to meet her. The emotional depth of the moment overwhelmed him. This was not just sex. It was the final sealing of their bond. His mind floated in complete surrender, every thrust reinforcing that he was hers in every way that mattered.

Sloane increased her pace, fucking him harder. Her wet cunt took his cock in slick, rhythmic strokes, juices coating his balls and soaking into the open diapers beneath them. The combined crinkles and moans filled the nursery, creating an intimate symphony of their shared padded life.

After several minutes of intense riding, Sloane lifted off him and repositioned. She turned Theo onto his stomach, pulled the rear of his diaper open, and pressed the thick head of her strap-on against his hole. She had prepared it while he was lost in sensation. The lubricated silicone pushed inside him steadily, stretching him open until she bottomed out completely.

Theo moaned loudly into the pillow as the deep fullness consumed him. Sloane began thrusting with powerful, deliberate strokes. The strap-on plowed deep into his asshole, hitting his prostate with every inward movement. The heavy diapers crinkled wildly beneath them as she railed him, her hips slapping against his padded ass.

"Take every inch," Sloane commanded, her voice husky with pleasure. "This is your life now."

Theo's interior world dissolved into pure sensation and acceptance. The warmth of permanent acceptance filled his chest as Sloane fucked him harder. His cock leaked steadily into the open front of his diaper, the pressure building rapidly from the relentless prostate stimulation.

Sloane reached around and stroked his cock firmly while continuing to pound his hole. The dual stimulation pushed him quickly toward the edge. Her own moans mixed with his as the thick silicone strap-on drove deep again and again.

The final climax built like a tidal wave. Sloane's thrusts grew faster and more urgent, her body pressing tightly against his.

"I am going to cum," Theo gasped, voice breaking with overwhelming pleasure.

"Cum with me," Sloane ordered, slamming into him with deep, powerful strokes. "Give Mommy everything."

Theo's orgasm exploded violently. His cock pulsed hard in Sloane's hand as thick ropes of cum spurted powerfully into the open diaper and onto the mattress. Spurt after heavy spurt erupted while Sloane continued railing his asshole, drawing out every intense contraction. He moaned raw and desperate, body shaking as hot cum continued shooting from his dick in visible, powerful jets, soaking the padding and creating a warm, sticky mess between his legs.

Sloane ground deep inside him and reached her own peak. Her body shuddered against his back as she came hard, low moans mixing with the loud crinkles of their diapers. She kept the strap-on buried to the hilt, grinding through her orgasm while Theo continued spurting beneath her.

They stayed locked together for a long time afterward, breathing heavily. Sloane finally pulled out slowly, resealed both their heavily soiled diapers, and pulled Theo into her arms. They lay facing each other in the crib, legs intertwined, padding pressed tightly together.

Sloane stroked his cheek tenderly. "You are mine in every way possible. My perfect companion. My little sister. My forever diapered witness."

Theo nuzzled closer, listening to her heartbeat through the thick padding. The warmth of permanent acceptance settled deep into his bones. There was no conflict, no lingering doubt. Only peace.

The mobile turned slowly overhead, casting gentle shadows across their intertwined bodies. The nursery felt like the entire world now. Sloane kissed his forehead and held him tighter.

"No escape," she whispered. "Only endless nights in Mommy's world."

Theo closed his eyes, completely content in her arms. The window across the courtyard had become their eternal kingdom. The combined crinkles of their diapers faded into a soothing rhythm as sleep began to claim them both, wrapped in the warmth of their forever padded life.
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