

Watching Through the Bars: Caged in a Crib During the Anniversary Party

A Dark ABDL Cuckold Sequel – Caged in the Nursery During the One-Year Anniversary Party, Public Humiliation, and Permanent Family Service


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: One Year Later – The Anniversary Invitation

Alex woke to the soft, insistent cries of Elias from the crib beside him. The nursery was dim, lit only by the faint glow of the nightlight shaped like a crescent moon. Elias—now nine months old, crawling with determination and babbling “da-da” at Marcus every chance he got—reached through the bars toward Alex’s crib, tiny fingers grasping air. Lila, just three weeks old, slept peacefully in her bassinet across the room, her breathing a gentle rhythm that matched the low hum of the humidifier.

Alex lay still for a moment, feeling the familiar heaviness between his legs. The overnight diaper—twenty-four stuffers layered, custom-printed with tiny wedding rings and crib bars to celebrate the “anniversary”—had swollen to its absolute limit. The front was dark yellow and bloated from multiple unconscious floods during the night; the back was thick with soft, cooled mess that had spread up his spine and down his thighs. The locked plug vibrated on its lowest setting—a gentle, constant buzz against his prostate that kept him leaking in slow, helpless dribbles. His tiny cock throbbed uselessly in its padded prison, pre-cum mixing with the urine.

He didn’t cry anymore. He simply sighed—soft, resigned—and waited.

The door opened quietly. Sarah stepped in, her hair loose, wearing a soft gray maternity robe that hung open over her still-full breasts. She had lost most of the pregnancy weight but retained a gentle softness around her hips and belly—marks of the two children Marcus had given her. She smiled at Alex, then at Elias, lifting the toddler from his crib first.

“Morning, big brother,” she cooed, kissing Elias’s forehead. She settled him on her hip, then lowered Alex’s rail.

Alex sat up slowly, the diaper sagging heavily, squishing with the movement. He raised his arms automatically; Sarah scooped him up, carrying him to the changing table with Elias balanced on her other hip.

“Someone’s extra full today,” she murmured, laying him down. Elias watched curiously from her arms, reaching toward Alex’s face with chubby fingers. Sarah kissed the baby’s cheek. “Your big brother needs his morning change, sweetie. Then we’ll feed you.”

The ritual began.

Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. The diaper peeled away with a heavy, sticky sound—front drenched, back a thick brown smear that had migrated everywhere. The smell rose sharp and infantile; Alex turned his face into the padded top, pacifier bobbing in his mouth.

Sarah lifted his ankles into the stirrups, legs spread wide. Elias giggled at the sight, waving his hands. Sarah smiled. “Look, Elias—your big brother’s having his diapee changed. Isn’t he cute?”

She unlocked the plug base, cleaned it thoroughly with warm wipes, re-lubed, and pressed it back in—deeper, twisting until Alex moaned softly around the pacifier. Vibration turned up to medium for “morning energy.”

Powder dusted generously. She rubbed it in slow circles, teasing his tiny cock until it leaked fresh pre-cum onto the towel. Fresh diaper—twenty-five stuffers now, the padding so thick he looked almost spherical when taped. Plastic pants snapped. A short white romper followed—snaps straining over the monstrous bulge, embroidered with “Mommy’s Anniversary Baby.”

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

Sarah carried Elias to the rocking chair, nursing him while Alex waddled to the kitchen for bottle prep. He warmed formula for Elias and Lila, tested drops on his wrist, carried the bottles back one at a time—hands trembling, diaper crinkling loudly.

Sarah switched Elias to the bottle so she could nurse Lila. Alex knelt beside her, offering the bottle to the toddler while she fed the newborn. Marcus entered, shirtless, sweatpants low, smirking at the domestic scene.

“Morning, diaper boy,” he rumbled. “One year today. Anniversary time.”

Alex’s heart stuttered. One year since the final contract. One year of permanent surrender.

Sarah smiled. “We’re having a party next weekend. Just a few close friends—ones who know exactly what you are. You’ll be the entertainment.”

Alex whimpered around his pacifier.

Marcus chuckled. “Locked in the crib in the living room. Visible. Caged. So everyone can see the permanent nursery baby while we celebrate.”

Sarah rocked Lila gently. “You’ll serve drinks, fetch bottles, clean up messes—yours and theirs. And when the party ends… we’ll celebrate properly. Marcus is going to breed me again. Right there in the living room. While you watch through the bars.”

Alex’s diaper warmed with a fresh leak—arousal mixing with urine. He nodded slowly, tears pricking his eyes.

Sarah kissed his forehead. “Good boy. Now let’s get you ready for the day.”

The week passed in a blur of preparation and escalating humiliation.

Sarah ordered custom “anniversary diapers”—extra-thick, twenty-six stuffers, printed with wedding rings crossed out and replaced by crib bars. Alex assisted in party prep: folding napkins in the playpen, warming bottles while waddling, stacking gifts for the “family.” Every task triggered leaks or messes; Sarah changed him in the living room with the door open, Elias crawling nearby.

One afternoon a friend dropped off decorations—pink and blue balloons, a banner reading “One Year of Perfect Family.” The woman—kink-aware, but not fully briefed—stared openly at Alex in his short romper, the massive bulge obvious, the crinkle audible as he waddled to take the boxes.

“He’s… really in diapers?” she asked Sarah.

Sarah smiled. “Permanently. He’s our little helper.”

The woman laughed softly. “Cute. He’s messing himself right now, isn’t he?”

Alex froze. He had—soft, thick push around the plug, spreading warm. The diaper sagged visibly.

Sarah nodded. “He does that a lot. Come, baby—change time.”

She led him to the nursery, door wide open. The friend watched from the hallway as Sarah laid him on the table, unsnapped the romper, ripped tapes. The diaper unfolded—messy disaster. The woman’s eyes widened.

Sarah cleaned him slowly, teasing his tiny cock. “See? He’s tiny. Useless. Marcus takes care of the real work.”

The friend giggled. “You’ve got him trained perfectly.”

Alex sobbed quietly, fresh diaper taped on—twenty-seven stuffers this time.

That night, Sarah and Marcus fucked beside the cribs—slow, deep, mindful of the babies. Alex watched through the bars, diaper squishing, plug vibrating, another accident spreading warm through the padding.

He didn’t cry.

He simply smiled around his pacifier.

One year.

The party was coming.

And he would be caged, padded, perfect—forever.

The anniversary had begun.


Chapter 2: Party Prep – Thickening the Padding

The invitation had gone out three days ago—simple cream cardstock with elegant black script:

One Year of Perfect Surrender

Sarah & Marcus cordially invite you to celebrate

the permanent family dynamic

Saturday, 7:00 p.m.

Private residence – discretion appreciated

RSVP required – nursery baby will be on display

Alex had watched Sarah seal each envelope while he knelt in the playpen, pacifier bobbing, diaper already sagging from a mid-morning wetting. Elias crawled nearby, tugging at the bars; Lila slept in her bassinet. Marcus had smirked from the couch, phone in hand, reading the RSVPs as they trickled in.

“Eight confirmations so far,” Marcus said that afternoon. “They’re excited to meet the little helper in person.”

Alex whimpered softly. The custom “anniversary diapers” had arrived that morning—twenty-six stuffers layered, the outer print a cruel collage of crossed-out wedding rings replaced by crib bars and tiny pacifiers. The landing zone read “Forever Caged – One Year Strong” in delicate silver script. Sarah had made him wear one immediately after his noon change.

Now, late afternoon, he waddled through the living room in the monstrous padding. The romper—short, pale lavender—barely covered half the bulge; the snaps at the crotch strained visibly. Every step produced a loud, wet crinkle; the locked plug vibrated on medium, buzzing relentlessly against his prostate. He carried a stack of folded napkins—party prep duty—placing them on the dining table one careful handful at a time.

Sarah watched from the couch, Lila nursing at her breast. Elias played on the mat, stacking blocks. Marcus lounged beside Sarah, hand resting possessively on her thigh.

“Faster, baby,” Sarah called softly. “We need the table set before dinner.”

Alex nodded, pacifier bobbing. He turned too quickly; the diaper sagged heavily, the mess from his earlier accident shifting with a sticky squish. Warmth spread—another small wetting triggered by nerves. The front darkened slightly under the romper.

Sarah noticed. “Already leaking again? Come here.”

He waddled over, cheeks burning. She pulled him onto her lap—careful of Lila—and slipped a hand under the romper snaps, pressing firmly against the swollen front.

“Soggy already,” she murmured. “And… oh, messy too. You really can’t hold anything anymore, can you?”

Alex shook his head, tears pricking.

Marcus chuckled. “Change him quick. The caterer’s dropping off samples in twenty minutes.”

Sarah lifted Alex off her lap and carried him to the living-room changing mat—portable, always ready. She laid him down in full view of the room. Elias crawled closer, curious; Sarah gently nudged him back with her foot.

“Watch Mommy change big brother,” she cooed to the toddler.

She unsnapped the romper. Plastic pants unlocked (ritual only). Tapes ripped. The diaper unfolded—front dark yellow and bloated, back thick with fresh mess smeared around the plug base. The smell rose sharp; Alex turned his face away, pacifier muffling his whimper.

Sarah lifted his ankles, legs spread wide. Elias giggled at the sight. She removed the plug’s lock, cleaned it thoroughly, re-lubed, and pressed it back in—deeper, twisting until Alex moaned. Vibration turned up to high for “party prep energy.”

Powder dusted generously. She rubbed it in slow circles, teasing his tiny cock until it throbbed and leaked steadily onto the mat. Fresh anniversary diaper—twenty-seven stuffers now, the padding so thick he looked almost comical when taped. Plastic pants snapped. Romper re-fastened.

The doorbell rang.

Sarah stood, smoothing her dress. “That’s the caterer. Stay right here, baby. Let them see how well-trained you are.”

Alex froze on the mat, diaper squishing beneath him, plug buzzing relentlessly.

Sarah opened the door. A young woman—mid-twenties, professional polo shirt with the catering company logo—stood there with a tray of sample appetizers.

“Hi, delivery for Thompson?”

Sarah smiled warmly. “Right here. Come in—don’t mind the little one on the floor. He’s part of the family.”

The woman stepped inside, eyes immediately landing on Alex—sprawled on the changing mat in his short romper, massive diaper bulge obvious, legs splayed, pacifier bobbing, face flushed with shame.

She blinked. “Oh… um…”

Sarah took the tray. “He’s our permanent nursery baby. One-year anniversary party next weekend—he’ll be caged in the living room for everyone to see.”

The woman laughed nervously. “That’s… quite the setup.”

Marcus appeared behind Sarah, arm around her waist. “He’s fully trained. Doesn’t even ask to use the bathroom anymore. Just fills his diapee like a good boy.”

As if on cue, Alex felt the familiar cramp—suppository still working from yesterday. He whimpered, rocking slightly.

Too late.

A soft, thick push—warm mess spreading around the locked plug, filling the seat of the fresh diaper. The front leaked in sympathy—arousal and urine mixing. The sag became visible even through the romper; the squish was audible.

The caterer’s eyes widened. “He just…?”

Sarah nodded calmly. “Happens all the time. He’s completely incontinent. Isn’t that right, baby?”

Alex nodded, tears slipping down his cheeks. “Y-yes, Mommy…”

Marcus laughed. “Perfect timing. He’ll do that all night at the party too.”

The woman set the tray down, cheeks pink. “Well… everything’s there. Enjoy.”

She left quickly.

Sarah knelt beside Alex, rubbing his padded tummy. “Good boy for showing off. Now let’s get you changed—properly this time.”

She carried him to the nursery, laid him on the table, and repeated the ritual—slow, thorough, teasing. Fresh twenty-eight-stuffer diaper taped on; the padding forced his legs so far apart he couldn’t close them even slightly.

Back in the living room, Sarah placed him in the playpen with Elias. “Play while Mommy and Daddy Marcus taste-test the appetizers.”

Alex sat on his padded bottom—diaper squishing from the fresh change—coloring beside his crawling little brother. The plug vibrated high; he leaked steadily, the front warming again.

Marcus fed Sarah a bite of bruschetta, kissing her deeply. His hand rested on her belly—still soft from Lila’s birth, but already hinting at the next pregnancy they’d begun planning.

Sarah moaned softly into his mouth. “Soon we’ll need an even bigger nursery.”

Alex whimpered, crayon trembling in his hand.

The party was six days away.

The diapers would only get thicker.

And he would be caged—padded, plugged, perfect—on display for everyone to see.

Forever the anniversary baby.

Forever theirs.


Chapter 3: The Locked Crib Delivery

The custom crib arrived on a Thursday morning, exactly one week before the anniversary party. Alex had spent the previous night in the playpen beside Elias’s high chair—diaper sagging heavily from a midnight mess he hadn’t felt coming, plug vibrating low enough to keep him leaking in slow, warm dribbles while he listened to Sarah and Marcus in the master bedroom. Their sounds had been softer lately—mindful of Lila’s newborn sleep—but no less intense: Sarah’s breathy moans, Marcus’s low growls, the rhythmic creak of the bed. Alex had rocked himself gently in the padded enclosure, pacifier bobbing, until exhaustion pulled him under in a haze of shame and twisted comfort.

Sarah woke him at 7:00 sharp. She lifted Elias first—cooing at her crawling son—then lowered Alex’s rail and scooped him up. His romper was damp at the front; the overnight diaper—twenty-six stuffers—had swollen to its limit, sagging low enough to brush his thighs even while carried. The locked plug pressed deep, buzzing faintly.

“Big day, baby,” she murmured against his temple. “Your party cage is here.”

Marcus was already in the living room, directing the delivery men—two burly guys in work shirts who carried the massive crate through the front door with practiced grunts. The crib was larger than Alex’s current one: clear acrylic bars instead of wood, allowing perfect visibility from every angle; a locking top rail that clicked shut from the outside; built-in soft restraints at the corners for “long displays”; and a thick, padded base lined with waterproof sheets printed with faint teddy bears. It was adult-sized but unmistakably infantile—high enough to prevent escape, low enough for guests to lean over and coo.

The men set it down in the center of the living room, right where the coffee table used to be. Sarah had moved the furniture aside days ago; now the space was open, perfect for viewing.

“Sign here,” one of the men said, handing Marcus a clipboard.

Marcus signed, then glanced at Alex—still cradled in Sarah’s arms, heavy diaper squishing audibly.

“Want to see it up close, diaper boy?”

Alex whimpered around his pacifier. Sarah carried him over, lowering him so his padded bottom rested on the edge of the new crib mattress. The delivery men paused, eyes flicking between Alex’s obvious bulge, the short romper riding up to show plastic pants, and the crib itself.

One of them cleared his throat. “That’s… for him?”

Sarah smiled sweetly. “Permanent. One-year anniversary gift. He’ll be locked in here during the party—on display for our guests.”

The second man laughed under his breath. “Damn. Full commitment.”

Marcus clapped the first man on the shoulder. “He’s trained perfectly. Doesn’t even ask anymore—just fills his diapee like a good baby.”

As if summoned, the suppository from the night before kicked in hard. Alex’s tummy clenched—sharp, insistent. He squirmed in Sarah’s arms, whimpering louder.

Sarah felt it. “Oh, someone needs to go. Right now.”

She set him down on the new crib mattress—still half-unpacked, plastic wrapping crinkling beneath him—and unsnapped the romper just enough. Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes ripped.

The diaper unfolded—front dark and bloated, back thick with fresh mess that had already started spreading. The smell rose immediately; the delivery men froze, eyes wide.

Alex sobbed quietly, legs splayed, plug visible as Sarah lifted his ankles.

“Perfect timing,” she said calmly. “He’ll do this all night at the party too.”

She cleaned him slowly—wipes gliding over every fold, teasing his tiny cock until it leaked helplessly onto the new mattress. Powder dusted; she rubbed it in firm circles. The men watched in stunned silence.

Marcus broke the quiet. “He’s completely incontinent. No control left. That’s why the clear bars—everyone gets to see.”

The first man nodded slowly. “Respect.”

Sarah taped on the fresh anniversary diaper—twenty-seven stuffers, the padding so thick Alex’s thighs couldn’t touch. Plastic pants snapped. Romper re-fastened. She lifted him into the crib, lowered the clear acrylic top rail, and clicked the lock shut.

The men stared.

Sarah smiled. “Thank you for the delivery. He’s safe and sound now.”

They left quickly, muttering to each other as the door closed.

Sarah turned to Alex—caged in the center of the living room, diaper crinkling with every tiny shift, plug buzzing, tears on his cheeks.

“Test run,” she said softly. “You stay here until dinner. No change, no matter what.”

She walked away, leaving him locked.

The hours passed in slow, humiliating agony.

Elias crawled over to the crib bars, reaching through to pat Alex’s padded leg. Lila slept in her bassinet nearby. Sarah and Marcus moved through the house—preparing appetizers, setting up decorations—occasionally glancing over with fond smiles.

Mid-afternoon the inevitable happened.

The suppository’s full effect hit. Alex whimpered, rocking against the bars. A soft, thick push—warm mess filling the seat, spreading around the locked plug, squishing heavily. The diaper swelled dramatically; the front leaked in sympathy—arousal and urine mixing. The sag became obscene, pulling at the tapes.

He sobbed quietly, hands gripping the clear bars.

Sarah appeared, crouching beside the crib. “Good boy. Filling your anniversary diapee already.”

She reached through the bars, pressing firmly against the swollen front. “Still warm. We’ll leave it until bedtime. Let the guests smell how well-trained you are next week.”

Marcus joined her, smirking. “He’s gonna be a mess by party night. Perfect entertainment.”

They left him there—caged, messy, vibrating, leaking—while they napped with the babies.

Evening came. Sarah finally unlocked the rail, lifted him out—diaper sagging almost to his knees—and carried him to the nursery for a proper change.

On the table, the cleanup was slow, intimate. Mess smeared thick; she wiped thoroughly, powdered, teased his aching cock without mercy. Fresh twenty-eight-stuffer diaper taped on; the padding forced his legs so wide he couldn’t close them.

She tucked him into his regular crib—rail up, pacifier clipped, bottle in mouth.

“Sleep tight, anniversary baby,” she whispered. “Next week you’ll be in the new crib. Locked. On display. Forever caged.”

Alex nursed slowly, eyes half-closed, diaper warming with another unconscious accident.

The delivery was complete.

The cage was ready.

And in one week—he would be locked inside it, padded, plugged, perfect—while everyone watched.

The anniversary was coming.

And he would be the centerpiece.

Forever small.

Forever theirs.


Chapter 4: The Week of Tease – Invitations & Accidents

The RSVPs kept coming in like little stabs of anticipation. By Monday morning—six days before the anniversary party—Sarah had twelve confirmations, each one accompanied by a polite but unmistakably amused message:

Can’t wait to see the nursery baby in action!

Looking forward to meeting the permanent little one.

Will he be serving drinks… or just filling his diapee? 😏

Sarah read them aloud while feeding Elias breakfast in his high chair. Alex knelt beside her on the padded mat, bottle in mouth, pacifier clipped to his romper as backup. Lila slept in the bassinet nearby, tiny breaths soft and even. The custom anniversary diaper—twenty-seven stuffers now—already sagged slightly from a small morning wetting; the plug vibrated on medium, a constant low buzz that kept his tiny cock leaking in slow, helpless dribbles.

Sarah scrolled through her phone, voice light. “Listen to this one: ‘Excited to see how well-trained he really is. Bring extra diapers!’” She laughed softly. “They’re all so eager.”

Marcus leaned against the counter, sipping coffee. “They should be. It’s not every day you get to watch a grown man waddle around in thick padding while his wife gets bred by a real man.”

Alex whimpered around the bottle nipple. The words landed like always—quiet, devastating, arousing. Another small spurt escaped into the front of his diaper; the padding warmed, squishing faintly when he shifted.

Sarah noticed. She reached down, pressing her palm firmly against the swollen bulge under his romper. “Already leaking at the thought of being on display? Good boy.”

She set the phone aside and lifted Alex onto her lap—careful of Elias in the high chair. The diaper compressed with a loud, wet squish; he moaned softly as the mess from last night shifted around the locked plug.

“Today we start the real tease,” she said, rocking him gently. “Every day this week you’ll feel how exposed you’re going to be. No hiding. No pretending. Just thick diapers, constant accidents, and reminders of what you are.”

The week unfolded in layers of slow, deliberate humiliation.

Monday afternoon: Sarah filmed a “progress update” video for the group chat. She placed Alex on the living-room changing mat—romper unsnapped, plastic pants off, tapes ripped. The diaper unfolded—front dark yellow, back thick with fresh mess smeared everywhere. Elias crawled over, patting Alex’s leg curiously while Sarah wiped him slowly, narrating for the camera.

“Look how full he gets overnight,” she said to the lens. “He doesn’t even wake up anymore. Just lets it all out like a proper baby.”

She powdered him generously, teasing his tiny cock until it leaked steadily onto the mat. Fresh twenty-eight-stuffer diaper taped on; she held the camera close to the landing zone—“Forever Caged – One Year Strong”—then panned up to Alex’s tear-streaked face.

“Say hi to the party guests, baby.”

Alex whimpered around his pacifier. “H-hi… I’m Mommy’s permanent diaper baby… I can’t control my messes… please come see me in my cage…”

Sarah kissed his forehead. “Perfect. They’ll love that.”

She sent the video. Replies flooded in within minutes—heart emojis, laughing faces, promises of “extra teasing” at the party.

Tuesday: A package arrived—custom pacifier gag with a thick silicone nipple and locking strap. Sarah fitted it on him during his noon change, buckling it snug behind his head.

“For when you get fussy at the party,” she explained. “No talking. Just sucking and filling your diapee.”

He spent the afternoon in the playpen—gagged, waddling on his knees to stack blocks for Elias—while the suppository kicked in. A soft, thick mess pushed out around the locked plug; he rocked helplessly, muffled whimpers escaping around the nipple. Sarah left him sitting in it for an hour, vibration turned up to high, edging him without release.

Marcus checked him once, pressing the swollen front. “Good. Save some for Saturday.”

Wednesday: Sarah took him on a “final fitting” walk in the backyard—short romper, no shorts over it. The fence was high, but neighbors could still see if they looked. Alex waddled behind her, diaper crinkling loudly, plug buzzing. Halfway around the garden, he froze—cramps building.

“Let it happen,” Sarah whispered. “Right here.”

He did—warm flood soaking the front, thick mess spreading in the seat. The diaper sagged dramatically; the squish was audible in the quiet yard. A neighbor’s dog barked; Alex sobbed around the pacifier gag.

Sarah changed him on the grass—mat spread, romper off, mess exposed to the open air. She took her time, wiping slowly, powdering, teasing. Fresh twenty-nine-stuffer diaper taped on; back inside.

Thursday: Party prep intensified. Alex folded guest towels, warmed appetizers, arranged bottles—all while the diaper thickened with every accident. A friend dropped off wine; she saw him waddling in the kitchen, gag in mouth, diaper sagging visibly.

“He’s… gagged too?” she asked Sarah.

Sarah nodded. “For the party. He’ll be silent. Just crinkling and filling.”

The friend laughed. “You’ve got him perfectly broken.”

Alex’s cheeks burned; another mess pushed out right there—soft, unstoppable. The friend watched as Sarah led him to the mat for a quick change—door open, Elias watching from his bouncer.

Friday: Final rehearsal.

Sarah locked Alex in the new crib at 7:00 p.m.—exactly party time. The clear acrylic bars let him see everything: the living room decorated with balloons and banners, the appetizer table set, soft music playing. Elias and Lila slept in the nursery; Sarah and Marcus moved through the space, practicing toasts.

“Imagine this next week,” Sarah said, crouching beside the crib. “All your friends watching you through the bars—wetting, messing, leaking while we celebrate.”

Marcus pressed against the bars, palming the front of Alex’s diaper. “And when we breed her again—right here—you’ll hold her legs from inside. Cleaning up through the bars.”

Alex sobbed quietly, diaper warming with fresh leaks, mess shifting.

Sarah turned the plug to high. “Practice your party face, baby. No coming until I say.”

They left him there—caged, vibrating, filling—while they went to bed.

Alex lay in the dark, bars cool against his palms, diaper swelling with another unconscious accident.

The invitations were out.

The crib was locked.

And in two days—he would be on display.

Forever caged.

Forever theirs.

The week of tease had done its work.

He was ready.


Chapter 5: Party Eve – Final Fitting & Punishment

Friday arrived like a slow, inevitable tide. One day until the anniversary party. The house hummed with final preparations: balloons inflated and tied to the living-room archway, appetizer trays arranged on the dining table, soft string lights draped around the new crib in the center of the room. Elias napped in his playpen; Lila slept in her bassinet. The nursery smelled of fresh powder and warm milk, undercut by the faint, constant scent of used diapers that never quite left the air.

Alex had spent the morning locked in the clear acrylic crib—Sarah’s “final rehearsal.” She had placed him inside at 9:00 a.m., clicked the top rail shut, and left him there while she and Marcus ran errands. The anniversary diaper—twenty-eight stuffers layered—had already swollen from two full wettings and a soft, thick mess that pushed out around the locked plug around noon. The padding sagged heavily, pulling at the tapes; the front darkened visibly through the romper’s thin fabric. The plug vibrated on medium—enough to edge him constantly, never enough to let him come.

He had rocked gently against the bars, pacifier bobbing, tears drying on his cheeks as he listened to the quiet house. Elias had crawled over once, patting the clear bars and giggling; Lila’s soft breaths drifted from the nursery. Alex whimpered apologies to no one—sorry for the mess, sorry for the leaks, sorry for existing only as this padded, helpless thing.

Sarah returned at 3:00 p.m., Marcus behind her with shopping bags. She unlocked the rail and lifted him out—his legs dangling, diaper squishing loudly between them.

“Someone’s been a very messy boy all day,” she cooed, carrying him to the changing table. Elias watched from the playpen; Lila stirred in her bassinet.

The cleanup was slow, deliberate—almost ceremonial.

Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. The diaper peeled away—front bloated dark yellow, back thick with smeared mess that had spread everywhere. The smell filled the nursery; Alex turned his face away, pacifier muffling his quiet sobs.

Sarah lifted his ankles into the stirrups, legs spread wide. She unlocked the plug base, cleaned it thoroughly, re-lubed, and pressed it back in—deeper than ever, twisting until he moaned and leaked fresh pre-cum onto the padded top. Vibration turned to high for “party eve energy.”

Powder dusted generously. She rubbed it in slow circles, circling his tiny cock until it throbbed helplessly. Fresh anniversary diaper—twenty-nine stuffers now, the padding so thick his thighs couldn’t touch even when lying flat. Tapes reinforced. Plastic pants snapped.

But she didn’t dress him yet.

Instead she reached into one of the shopping bags and pulled out the final party outfit: a sheer white romper—thin, almost translucent fabric that would hide nothing. The snaps at the crotch were reinforced but left the diaper outline starkly visible; the hem barely reached mid-thigh; tiny embroidered hearts framed the words “Mommy’s Caged Anniversary Baby” across the chest.

Sarah worked it over his arms, snapped it closed. The fabric clung to the massive bulge, every crinkle and sag accentuated. She added white lace socks, soft Mary Jane shoes, and the satin bonnet—ribbons tied under his chin.

She stood back, admiring.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “You’ll be beautiful tomorrow. Locked in your cage, on display for everyone.”

Marcus stepped forward, palming the front of the sheer romper. The diaper squished under his hand; Alex whimpered.

“But first,” Marcus said, “a little punishment.”

Alex’s eyes widened.

Sarah explained softly. “You hesitated during your noon change yesterday. Just a tiny flinch when I inserted the suppository. But hesitation isn’t allowed. Not anymore.”

She carried him back to the clear crib in the living room, laid him inside, and clicked the top rail shut. The lock engaged with a soft but final snap.

“You stay here until bedtime,” she said. “No change. No release. Vibration on high. Let it build.”

She turned the remote to maximum.

The buzz intensified—relentless pulses against his prostate. Alex moaned around the pacifier, hips rocking uselessly against the thick padding.

Sarah and Marcus left him there—caged in the center of the room—while they prepared dinner. Elias crawled over to the bars again, patting the clear acrylic and babbling. Lila’s soft cries drifted from the nursery; Sarah went to feed her.

The hours stretched.

The diaper thickened with every passing minute. Small wettings came first—warm spurts triggered by the vibration. Then the suppository’s full effect hit: cramps building, a soft, thick push—mess spreading around the locked plug, filling the seat, squishing heavily. Another flood followed—urine soaking the already-bloated front. The padding sagged lower, pulling at the tapes; the sheer romper stretched tight over the obscene bulge.

Alex sobbed quietly, hands gripping the bars, body trembling on the edge of release that never came.

Sarah checked him at 8:00 p.m., crouching beside the crib.

“Still holding?” she teased, pressing the swollen front through the bars. The diaper yielded with a wet squelch. “So full. So messy. So perfect.”

Marcus joined her. “He’s gonna be a disaster tomorrow. Guests will love it.”

Sarah turned the vibration down to low—enough to keep him edged, not enough to finish.

“One more hour,” she whispered. “Then we’ll let you come. But only in your diapee. Only while we watch.”

They left him again.

At 9:00 p.m., Sarah unlocked the rail. She lifted him out—diaper sagging almost to his knees, mess shifting with every movement—and carried him to the bedroom.

Marcus waited on the bed, naked, hard.

Sarah laid Alex on his back—legs spread, romper unsnapped just enough. She straddled his chest, pregnant belly resting gently above him (still soft from Lila, but already hinting at the next). Marcus positioned himself behind her.

“Hold Mommy’s legs,” she instructed.

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

They fucked gently—mindful of the babies sleeping nearby—then harder. Sarah’s moans rose; Marcus’s grunts possessive.

“Feel that?” she gasped. “Daddy Marcus breeding Mommy again… while you stay denied until I say.”

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

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

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

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

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

The friction, the vibration, the humiliation, the breeding—

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

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

They cleaned him slowly—twenty-nine-stuffer fresh diaper taped on—then tucked him into his regular crib.

“Sleep tight,” Sarah whispered, raising the rail. “Tomorrow you’ll be caged. On display. Forever.”

Alex nursed his bedtime bottle, eyes half-closed, diaper warming with another unconscious accident.

The fitting was complete.

The punishment had burned away the last hesitation.

And tomorrow—he would be locked in the clear crib, padded, plugged, perfect—while everyone watched.

The party eve had ended.

The real humiliation was about to begin.


Chapter 6: The Anniversary Party – Arrival & Display

Saturday dawned soft and golden, the kind of late-summer light that filtered through the nursery curtains and made everything feel deceptively peaceful. Alex woke in his regular crib—rail up, pacifier clipped, bottle empty beside him—to the sound of Elias babbling happily in the next crib and Lila’s tiny newborn sighs from her bassinet. The overnight diaper—twenty-nine stuffers layered—had swollen to its absolute limit during the night: front drenched dark yellow from multiple unconscious floods, back thick with soft, cooled mess that had spread up his spine and down his thighs. The locked plug vibrated on low, a gentle buzz that kept his tiny cock leaking in slow, helpless dribbles. He lay still for a moment, breathing around the pacifier, feeling the familiar weight and warmth.

Today was the day.

Sarah entered at 7:00 sharp, her maternity dress swapped for a simple black sundress that hugged her still-soft post-pregnancy curves. She lifted Elias first—kissing his forehead—then Lila, settling both babies in their bouncers before lowering Alex’s rail.

“Party day, baby,” she murmured, scooping him up. His heavy diaper squished audibly between them; she kissed his temple. “You’re going to be so beautiful in your cage.”

She carried him to the changing table—Elias watching curiously from his bouncer, Lila cooing softly. The ritual began with deliberate slowness, every motion a quiet promise of what was coming.

Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. The diaper peeled away—front bloated, back a thick brown smear that had migrated everywhere. The smell filled the nursery; Alex turned his face into the padded top, pacifier muffling his quiet whimper.

Sarah lifted his ankles into the stirrups, legs spread wide. Elias giggled at the sight, reaching toward his big brother. Sarah smiled. “Look, Elias—your helper needs his special party diapee.”

She unlocked the plug base, cleaned it thoroughly, re-lubed, and pressed it back in—deeper, twisting until Alex moaned and leaked fresh pre-cum onto the towel. Vibration turned to medium for “party prep.”

Powder dusted generously. She rubbed it in slow circles, teasing his tiny cock until it throbbed helplessly. Fresh anniversary diaper—thirty stuffers now, the padding so thick his thighs couldn’t touch even lying flat. The outer print gleamed: crossed-out wedding rings replaced by crib bars, landing zone reading “Forever Caged – One Year Strong” in silver script. Tapes reinforced. Plastic pants snapped—clear, glossy, tiny heart locks clicked shut for show.

She dressed him in the sheer white romper—thin fabric clinging to every curve of the massive bulge, hem barely reaching mid-thigh, tiny embroidered hearts framing “Mommy’s Caged Anniversary Baby” across the chest. White lace socks, soft Mary Jane shoes, satin bonnet tied under his chin. Pacifier gag fitted and locked—thick silicone nipple strapped snug behind his head.

Sarah stood back, admiring.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “Our little centerpiece.”

Marcus entered, already in dark slacks and a fitted shirt. He palmed the front of the sheer romper—diaper squishing under his hand. “Ready to be on display, diaper boy?”

Alex nodded, muffled whimper escaping around the gag.

Sarah carried him to the living room. The clear acrylic crib waited in the center—balloons tied to the bars, soft string lights draped over the top rail. Guests would arrive at 7:00 p.m.; until then, the space was quiet.

She laid him inside, arranged him on his back—legs slightly spread by the thickness, arms at his sides. She clicked the restraints around his wrists and ankles—soft but firm—then lowered the top rail and locked it shut.

The click echoed.

“You stay here all day,” she said softly. “No change. No release. Just wait for your guests.”

She turned the plug to high.

The buzz intensified—relentless pulses against his prostate. Alex moaned around the gag, hips rocking uselessly against the thick padding.

Sarah kissed his forehead through the bars. “Good boy. Let it build.”

She walked away, leaving him caged in the center of the room.

The hours passed in slow, humiliating torment.

Elias crawled over to the bars, patting the clear acrylic and babbling. Lila napped nearby. Sarah and Marcus moved through the house—final decorations, appetizer trays, soft music setup—occasionally glancing over with fond smiles.

By noon the diaper had thickened dramatically. Small wettings came first—warm spurts triggered by the vibration. Then the suppository’s full effect hit: cramps building, a soft, thick push—mess spreading around the locked plug, filling the seat, squishing heavily. Another flood followed—urine soaking the already-bloated front. The padding sagged lower, pulling at the tapes; the sheer romper stretched tight over the obscene bulge, every crinkle and sag visible through the fabric.

Alex sobbed quietly around the gag, hands tugging at the restraints, body trembling on the edge of release that never came.

Sarah checked him at 3:00 p.m., crouching beside the crib.

“So full,” she murmured, pressing the swollen front through the bars. The diaper yielded with a wet squelch. “So messy. So perfect.”

Marcus joined her. “Guests arrive in four hours. He’s gonna be a disaster by then.”

Sarah turned the vibration down to low—enough to keep him edged, not enough to finish.

“Rest,” she whispered. “You’ll need your energy for tonight.”

They left him again—caged, vibrating, filling—while they napped with the babies.

At 6:30 p.m., the doorbell rang.

The first guests arrived—two couples from Sarah’s circle, kink-aware and eager. They stepped inside, eyes immediately landing on the clear crib in the center of the room.

Alex lay there—bonnet ribbons dangling, pacifier gag locked, sheer romper clinging to the massive, sagging diaper. The bulge was obscene—front dark from repeated leaks, back visibly swollen with mess. The smell drifted faintly; the crinkle was audible when he shifted.

One woman laughed softly. “He’s… really locked in there.”

Sarah smiled, welcoming them. “Permanent. One-year anniversary gift. He’ll be on display all night.”

The guests gathered around the crib, peering through the clear bars. Elias crawled over to join them, patting the acrylic; Lila cooed from her bouncer.

A man crouched, pressing a finger against the front of the diaper through the bars. “He’s soaked. And messy.”

Sarah nodded. “He filled it all day. No change until the party’s over.”

Alex sobbed quietly around the gag, tears slipping down his cheeks as more guests arrived—twelve in total, milling around the crib, sipping drinks, commenting softly.

“Look at the print—‘Forever Caged.’ Adorable.”

“He’s leaking right now—see the front darkening?”

Sarah circulated with trays of appetizers, occasionally crouching beside the crib to stroke Alex’s hair through the bars.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Letting everyone see what you are.”

Marcus raised a glass for the first toast—standing beside the crib.

“To one year of perfect surrender,” he said. “To Sarah, to our family… and to our permanent little helper.”

Guests clinked glasses, laughing softly.

Alex rocked in the cage—diaper squishing, plug buzzing, tears flowing—as the party began.

He was on display.

Caged.

Forever.

And the night had only just started.


Chapter 7: Public Service – Serving While Caged

The party lights cast soft, shifting patterns across the clear acrylic bars of Alex’s crib. Twelve guests—Sarah’s carefully chosen circle of friends—moved through the living room like they were attending any elegant gathering: wine glasses clinking, quiet laughter, trays of appetizers passed around. But the center of the room held no table or centerpiece—only the locked crib, and inside it, Alex.

He lay on his back, wrists and ankles secured with padded restraints, sheer white romper stretched tight over the monstrous anniversary diaper. The thirty-stuffer padding had ballooned throughout the day and early evening: front dark and sodden from repeated wettings, back heavy with thick, cooled mess that had spread far beyond containment. The locked plug vibrated on medium now—Sarah had dialed it down slightly after his earlier edge—but the buzz still pulsed relentlessly against his prostate, keeping his tiny cock leaking in slow, warm dribbles. The sheer fabric clung wetly to every crinkle and sag; the bulge was obscene, impossible to ignore. The pacifier gag locked behind his head silenced him completely; only muffled whimpers escaped when he shifted.

Guests circled the crib in loose orbits—some leaning close to peer through the clear bars, others standing back with wine in hand, commenting in low, amused tones.

A woman in emerald green—Sarah’s friend from the prenatal yoga group—crouched beside the bars, glass of rosé in one hand. “He’s really soaked through. Look at the front—it’s almost dripping.”

Her partner, a man with salt-and-pepper hair, chuckled. “And messy. You can smell it from here.”

Sarah glided over with a tray of stuffed mushrooms, smiling warmly. “He’s been filling since morning. No change allowed until the party ends. That’s part of his service tonight.”

Marcus stood at her side, arm around her waist. “Permanent helper. He serves from inside the cage. Watch.”

He reached through the bars and pressed firmly against the swollen front of Alex’s diaper. The padding yielded with a loud, wet squelch; Alex moaned around the gag, hips jerking involuntarily. A fresh spurt escaped—warm urine soaking deeper into the already-bloated front. The diaper sagged lower, tapes straining.

Guests laughed softly.

“He’s leaking right now,” the woman said. “Just from a little press.”

Sarah set the tray down. “Time for his first public service.”

She unlocked the restraints and the top rail, lifting Alex carefully out of the crib. His legs dangled, diaper swinging heavily between them, mess shifting with a sticky squish that echoed in the sudden quiet. The sheer romper rode up, exposing the clear plastic pants and the thick white bulge beneath. He wobbled on his feet—thighs forced wide by the padding, plug buzzing high again—tears already slipping down his cheeks.

“Fetch drinks,” Sarah instructed. “One at a time. Be a good boy.”

Alex nodded, muffled whimper escaping around the gag. He waddled toward the appetizer table—each step producing a loud crinkle and wet squish, the sagging diaper brushing his knees. Guests parted for him, eyes wide, soft laughter rippling through the room.

The first guest—the woman in emerald—held out her empty glass. “More rosé, please, little one.”

Alex reached for the bottle with trembling hands. The motion shifted the mess inside; a fresh warm push—thick, unstoppable—spread further across his bottom. The diaper swelled dramatically; the sheer romper stretched tighter, every crinkle visible.

He poured—slowly, carefully—wine sloshing slightly from nerves.

The woman took the glass, patting his padded bottom through the romper. “Good boy. You’re messing again—adorable.”

Alex whimpered, waddling to the next guest. A man in charcoal slacks held up his scotch glass. “Top me off, diaper boy.”

Alex poured, hands shaking. Another small mess pushed out—soft, thick, spreading around the locked plug. The sag became impossible to hide; the diaper hung low, pulling at the romper snaps.

Guests murmured appreciatively.

“Look at him waddle—those legs can’t even close.”

“He’s filling right in front of us. You can hear it squish.”

Sarah watched from the side, smiling. “He serves best when he’s full. Keeps him focused.”

Alex continued—pouring wine, refilling scotch, fetching napkins—each trip slower than the last. The diaper thickened with every step: more wettings, more messes, the padding ballooning until it brushed his knees even when standing. The sheer romper clung wetly to the front; the back sagged visibly, mess squishing audibly with every waddle.

Halfway through, he reached for a bottle of red—and froze.

The suppository’s lingering effect hit again—cramps sharp and insistent. He rocked on his heels, muffled whimper escaping around the gag.

Too late.

A thick, warm push—mess filling the already-overloaded seat, spreading upward and downward, squishing heavily. A flood followed—urine soaking the front completely. The diaper sagged dramatically, tapes straining; the sheer romper stretched to its limit, the outline of every crinkle and bulge starkly visible.

Guests laughed softly.

“He just filled again—right in front of us.”

Sarah stepped forward, placing a calming hand on his back. “It’s okay, baby. That’s what your diapee is for.”

She guided him back to the crib. “Time to go back inside. You’ve served well.”

She lifted him over the rail—diaper squishing loudly—laid him on his back, re-secured the restraints, and clicked the top rail shut.

The lock engaged with a final snap.

Guests gathered closer, peering through the clear bars.

Sarah turned the plug to high again. “Let it build while we toast.”

Marcus raised his glass. “To one year of perfect surrender—and to many more.”

Glasses clinked. Laughter rippled.

Alex lay caged—diaper swelling further with fresh leaks and pushes, plug buzzing relentlessly, tears streaming—as the party swirled around him.

He served.

He filled.

He waited.

And through the bars—he watched.

Forever caged.

Forever theirs.

The night was young.

And the humiliation had only just begun.


Chapter 8: The Breeding Toast – Anniversary Highlight

The string lights overhead cast a warm, golden haze across the living room, turning the party into something almost intimate—almost. Twelve guests moved in loose circles around the appetizer table, wine glasses catching the glow, soft laughter blending with the low jazz playlist Sarah had chosen. But every glance, every murmur, every subtle shift in posture circled back to the center of the room: the clear acrylic crib, locked tight, and inside it, Alex.

He lay on his back, wrists and ankles secured with soft padded restraints, sheer white romper stretched so thin over the enormous diaper that every crinkle and sag was visible in sharp relief. The thirty-stuffer anniversary padding had swollen grotesquely throughout the evening: front dark and sodden from repeated wettings triggered by the high vibration, back heavy with thick, layered messes that had spread far beyond containment, squishing audibly with every tiny, helpless shift. The locked plug buzzed relentlessly on high—pulses hammering his prostate, keeping his tiny cock leaking in slow, warm dribbles that soaked deeper into the already-bloated front. The pacifier gag locked behind his head reduced his sobs to muffled, wet whimpers; tears streaked his cheeks, bonnet ribbons dangling limply, the embroidered “Mommy’s Caged Anniversary Baby” across his chest now slightly damp from sweat and stray drops.

Guests continued their slow orbit—some leaning close to peer through the clear bars, others standing back with wine in hand, commenting in low, amused tones.

“He’s been filling non-stop since we arrived,” one woman whispered to her partner. “Look at the front—it’s almost dripping through the romper.”

“Smell that?” another laughed softly. “Fresh mess. Right on cue.”

Sarah glided through the room with a fresh tray of chocolate-dipped strawberries, her sundress swaying gently over her soft post-pregnancy curves. Marcus followed, arm around her waist, his presence commanding even in casual dark slacks and open shirt.

She set the tray down on the side table and clapped her hands lightly—enough to draw every eye in the room.

“Everyone,” she said, voice warm and clear, carrying effortlessly over the soft music, “it’s time for the highlight of the evening.”

Guests turned, glasses in hand, eyes flicking between Sarah and the crib. Marcus stepped forward, raising his scotch in a slow toast.

“To one year,” he said, voice deep and steady, resonating through the quieting room. “One year since Alex signed away the last of his resistance. One year of perfect surrender. One year of Sarah and I building our real family—while he stays exactly where he belongs.”

Murmurs of agreement rippled through the guests. Glasses lifted in a loose wave.

Sarah smiled, resting one hand on her belly—still soft from Lila’s birth but already hinting at the next pregnancy they’d begun trying for. “And tonight… we celebrate by reminding everyone why he’s caged.”

She moved to the crib, unlocking the top rail with a soft, deliberate click that seemed to echo louder than it should. Guests gathered closer—forming a loose, eager circle around the clear bars.

Sarah reached inside, unlocking Alex’s ankle restraints first. “Hold Mommy’s legs, baby.”

Alex obeyed instantly—hands trembling as he lifted them under her thighs, spreading her wide through the bars. The sheer romper rode up completely; the massive, sagging diaper was fully exposed—front dark and wet, back visibly swollen with mess, clear plastic pants glossy under the lights.

Sarah hiked her sundress to her waist—no panties—and straddled the crib rail, positioning herself above Alex’s face, close enough that her folds hovered just inches from the bars.

Marcus stepped behind her, unzipping his slacks, freeing his thick, hard cock.

Guests inhaled sharply—some leaning in closer, others whispering excitedly.

Sarah looked down at Alex through the bars, eyes soft but merciless. “Watch closely, baby. This is what a real man does.”

Marcus entered her bare—slow, deep, claiming every inch in one smooth thrust. Sarah’s head fell back; a soft, breathy moan escaped her lips. The crib rocked slightly with each measured push—Alex holding her legs steady through the bars, tears streaming, plug vibrating high, diaper squishing with every tremor of his body.

Guests watched in rapt silence at first—then soft commentary began.

“Look how deep he goes—see her face?”

“She’s glowing. Actually glowing.”

“He’s leaking again—just from watching. The front’s getting darker.”

Mid-thrust, Alex felt the familiar cramp—suppository still working its slow, relentless magic. He whimpered around the gag; a thick, warm push—fresh mess filling the already-overloaded seat, spreading around the locked plug, squishing heavily. A flood followed—urine soaking deeper into the bloated front. The diaper ballooned further; the sheer romper stretched to near-transparency, every crinkle and sag starkly visible under the lights.

Sarah moaned louder, voice trembling with pleasure. “He’s messing… right now… while Daddy breeds Mommy again.”

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

The rhythm built—skin slapping softly, Sarah’s breaths quickening into sharp cries, guests murmuring approval and soft laughter.

When Sarah came—shuddering violently, crying out, squirting across Alex’s chest and face through the bars—Marcus didn’t slow. He thrust deeper, growling low in his throat, and emptied inside her—thick, hot ropes that overflowed immediately, dripping down her folds and onto Alex’s tear-streaked cheeks.

Sarah panted, lowering herself carefully until her cum-filled pussy pressed against the bars—close enough for Alex’s tongue to reach through the gaps.

“Clean up, baby,” she whispered.

Alex obeyed—tongue darting out through the bars, lapping at the creamy mess—salty, thick, humiliating—swallowing every drop that dripped while guests watched, some filming discreetly on their phones, others whispering excitedly.

Marcus pulled out slowly, last drops landing on Alex’s chin. Sarah reached through the bars, stroking his hair with trembling fingers.

“Good boy,” she breathed. “Helping Mommy keep Daddy’s seed inside.”

Guests applauded softly—polite, amused, aroused.

Sarah stood, dress falling back into place. Marcus zipped up.

She turned to the room, glass raised high. “To many more years of this—our perfect family, and our perfect little helper.”

Glasses clinked again—louder this time, laughter brighter.

Sarah crouched beside the crib, pressing the swollen, ruined front of Alex’s diaper one last time through the bars. “You’ve been so good tonight. We’ll change you soon.”

She locked the top rail again.

Alex lay caged—diaper heavier than ever, plug still buzzing, tears drying on his cheeks—as the party swirled around him once more.

He had watched.

He had cleaned.

He had filled.

And through the bars—he belonged.

Forever caged.

Forever theirs.

The breeding toast was complete.

But the night—and the humiliation—was far from over.


Chapter 9: Midnight Change – Group Participation

The clock on the mantel had long since passed midnight, but the party refused to wind down. The living room had softened into a haze of low golden light from the string bulbs, half-empty wine glasses catching flickers, laughter quieter now but no less intimate. Appetizer trays sat nearly cleared; dessert plates bore only crumbs and strawberry stems. The soft jazz playlist had given way to something slower, more sensual—Sarah’s subtle signal that the night was entering its final, most private phase.

Alex remained locked in the clear acrylic crib at the center of everything. The thirty-stuffer anniversary diaper had reached a grotesque, almost cartoonish fullness: front dark and sodden from countless wettings triggered by the relentless high vibration, back heavy with thick, layered messes that had spread far beyond containment, squishing audibly with every tiny, helpless shift. The sheer white romper clung wetly to every curve of the swollen bulge, the embroidered “Mommy’s Caged Anniversary Baby” now faintly stained from stray drips and sweat. The locked plug buzzed on high—pulses hammering his prostate, keeping his tiny cock leaking in slow, warm dribbles that soaked deeper into the already-bloated padding. The pacifier gag silenced his sobs to muffled, wet whimpers; tears had dried in salty tracks on his cheeks, bonnet ribbons dangling limply.

Guests had settled into loose clusters—some perched on couches, others leaning against walls—eyes continually drifting back to the crib. The breeding toast had left the room charged; whispers of “did you see how he cleaned her through the bars?” and “he messed again right during it” circulated like shared secrets.

Sarah glided to the center, glass of sparkling water in hand—her only concession to nursing Lila earlier. Marcus followed, arm around her waist.

She raised her voice just enough to draw every eye. “Everyone—before we wind down, one final tradition.”

Guests quieted, turning toward her with expectant smiles.

“Alex has been such a good boy tonight—serving, filling, watching. He deserves a midnight change. And since you’re all here to celebrate his permanent role… we thought you might like to participate.”

Soft laughter rippled through the room—amused, aroused, curious.

Sarah unlocked the top rail with a deliberate click that seemed to echo louder than it should. Guests gathered closer—forming a loose semicircle around the crib.

She reached inside, unlocking Alex’s wrist and ankle restraints. “Up you go, baby.”

Alex sat slowly—diaper sagging heavily, mess shifting with a loud, wet squish. His legs dangled over the edge; the sheer romper rode up completely, exposing the glossy plastic pants and the obscene bulge beneath.

Sarah lifted him out carefully—his body limp, heavy with padding—and laid him on the large portable changing mat she’d spread on the floor beside the crib. The mat was positioned so every guest could see clearly: no privacy, no hiding.

Guests formed a tighter circle—some kneeling, others standing, phones discreetly raised by a few who had asked permission earlier.

Sarah unsnapped the romper. Plastic pants unlocked (the tiny heart locks clicking open for show). Tapes ripped—slowly, one by one, drawing out the moment.

The diaper unfolded with a heavy, sticky plop—front bloated dark yellow, back a thick brown smear that had migrated everywhere, plug base coated and slick. The smell rose sharp and infantile; guests inhaled audibly, some laughing softly, others murmuring approval.

Sarah lifted his ankles high, legs spread wide in the stirrups she’d clipped to the mat. Elias slept peacefully in the nursery; Lila’s soft breaths drifted faintly from the bassinet. The room was quiet except for the low music and the occasional soft gasp.

“Who wants to help?” Sarah asked, voice light.

The woman in emerald green—Sarah’s prenatal yoga friend—stepped forward immediately. “I’d love to.”

Sarah smiled. “Come here. You can do the wiping.”

The woman knelt beside the mat, taking a warm wipe from the pack Sarah offered. She started at Alex’s front—slow, careful strokes over his tiny, leaking cock. Alex whimpered around the gag, hips jerking involuntarily.

“Look how small he is,” the woman said, voice soft with amusement. “No wonder you needed Marcus.”

Guests laughed quietly.

Another guest—the man in charcoal slacks—stepped closer. “Mind if I powder?”

Sarah handed him the bottle. “Go ahead.”

He dusted generously—clouds of sweet powder settling over Alex’s groin, the man rubbing it in with firm circles that made Alex moan muffled sobs. “Feels like he’s never been dry a day in his life.”

Sarah nodded. “He hasn’t. Not since the contract.”

A third guest—the woman in red—volunteered for the plug. Sarah unlocked the base, guiding the woman’s hand.

“Twist it out slowly,” Sarah instructed. “He likes it deep.”

The woman obeyed—slow twist, pull—until the plug popped free with a slick sound. Alex’s hole gaped slightly; a fresh dribble of urine escaped onto the mat.

“Beautiful,” the woman murmured, cleaning the plug thoroughly before re-lubing it.

Sarah guided her hand again. “Back in. All the way.”

The woman pressed—slow, steady—until the plug seated deep, base locking with a click. Vibration turned back to high.

Alex sobbed harder, body trembling.

Sarah took over the taping—fresh thirty-stuffer diaper slid under him, taped snug, plastic pants snapped, romper re-fastened.

She stood, helping Alex to his feet. His legs wobbled—thighs forced wide, diaper sagging low, mess shifting with every tiny movement.

“Back in the cage, baby,” she said softly.

Guests applauded lightly as Sarah lifted him over the rail, laid him down, re-secured the restraints, and clicked the top rail shut.

The lock engaged with finality.

Sarah turned to the room. “Thank you all for helping with his midnight change. He’ll stay right here—full, caged, perfect—until the party ends.”

Guests raised glasses again—cheers soft but sincere.

Alex lay inside—diaper heavier than ever, plug buzzing relentlessly, tears drying on his cheeks—as the party continued around him.

He had been changed.

Publicly.

By strangers.

And through the bars—he belonged.

Forever caged.

Forever theirs.

The midnight change was complete.

But the night—and the humiliation—was far from over.


Chapter 10: After-Party Breeding – Private Encore

The front door clicked shut behind the last guest at 1:17 a.m. The house fell into a sudden, heavy quiet—broken only by the faint hum of the humidifier from the nursery and the soft, even breathing of Elias and Lila in their cribs. Balloons still floated lazily against the ceiling; string lights glowed dimmer now, casting long shadows across the living room. Empty glasses and crumpled napkins dotted the tables; the appetizer trays sat cleared but sticky with residue. The soft jazz playlist had ended sometime during the midnight change—now only silence remained.

Alex stayed locked in the clear acrylic crib at the center of the room. The thirty-stuffer anniversary diaper had reached a grotesque, almost impossible state of fullness: front dark, sodden, and sagging from countless wettings and arousal leaks triggered by the high vibration; back heavy with thick, layered messes that had spread everywhere, squishing wetly with every tiny, helpless shift. The sheer white romper clung transparently to every curve of the swollen bulge, the embroidered “Mommy’s Caged Anniversary Baby” now smeared and stained from sweat and stray drips. The locked plug still buzzed on high—relentless pulses hammering his prostate, keeping his tiny cock leaking in slow, warm dribbles that soaked deeper into the already-bloated padding. The pacifier gag silenced his exhausted sobs to faint, wet whimpers; tears had dried in salty tracks on his cheeks, bonnet ribbons dangling limply.

Sarah and Marcus moved through the cleanup with quiet efficiency—stacking glasses, folding napkins, dimming lights—but their eyes kept drifting back to the crib.

Sarah crouched beside the bars first, reaching through to stroke Alex’s hair with gentle fingers.

“You were perfect tonight,” she whispered, voice soft in the sudden stillness. “Every guest saw exactly what you are. Caged. Full. Helpless. Ours.”

Alex whimpered around the gag, hips rocking uselessly against the thick padding. A fresh leak spread warm through the front; the diaper squished faintly.

Marcus joined her, palming the swollen, ruined front through the bars. The padding yielded with a loud, wet squelch; Alex moaned, body trembling on the edge of overstimulation.

“Still going,” Marcus rumbled, voice low and satisfied. “Good. We’re not done celebrating.”

Sarah stood, smoothing her sundress. “Let’s take him to the bedroom. Private encore.”

She unlocked the top rail, released the restraints, and lifted him out—his legs dangling, diaper swinging heavily between them, mess shifting with a sticky squish that echoed in the quiet room. The sheer romper rode up completely; the massive bulge was fully exposed—plastic pants glossy, every crinkle visible under the dim lights.

She carried him down the hallway—past the nursery where Elias and Lila slept peacefully—to the master bedroom. The door closed behind them with a soft click that felt final.

Marcus waited on the bed, already naked, cock thick and hard again despite the long night. Sarah laid Alex on his back at the foot of the mattress—legs spread wide by the padding, romper unsnapped just enough to expose the diaper front.

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

Alex obeyed—hands under her thighs, spreading her wide. Sarah straddled his chest, sundress hiked to her waist—no panties—positioning her cum-slick pussy just above his gagged face. Marcus knelt behind her, entering her bare—slow, deep, claiming every inch in one smooth thrust.

Sarah’s head fell back; a soft, breathy moan escaped. The bed rocked gently with each measured push—Alex holding her steady, tears streaming anew, plug still buzzing high, diaper squishing with every tremor of his body.

“Watch,” she gasped, voice trembling with fresh pleasure. “Watch Daddy breed Mommy again… right after the party… while you stay caged in your own mess.”

Marcus thrust harder—skin slapping softly, Sarah’s breaths quickening into sharp cries.

Mid-thrust, another accident—warm flood soaking deeper into the front, thick mess pushing out around the locked plug, spreading further across his bottom. The diaper ballooned; the squish was loud enough for both of them to hear.

Sarah moaned louder. “He’s filling again… right now… while you pump another baby into me.”

Marcus growled, hands gripping her hips. “Good. Let the little cuck overflow his diapee while I overflow you.”

The rhythm built—slow, deep, possessive. Sarah’s body trembled; Marcus’s breaths grew ragged.

When Sarah came—shuddering violently, crying out, squirting across Alex’s chest and face—Marcus didn’t slow. He thrust deeper, growling low in his throat, and emptied inside her—thick, hot ropes that overflowed immediately, dripping down her folds and onto Alex’s tear-streaked cheeks.

Sarah panted, lowering herself carefully until her cum-filled pussy pressed against Alex’s gagged mouth—close enough for his tongue to reach around the pacifier edges.

“Clean up, baby,” she whispered.

Alex obeyed—tongue darting out, lapping at the creamy mess—salty, thick, humiliating—swallowing every drop that dripped while Sarah stroked his hair and Marcus watched, still buried inside her.

When Marcus pulled out slowly, last drops landing on Alex’s chin, Sarah climbed off. She cradled Alex against her chest—diaper squishing wetly between them—rocking him gently while Marcus lounged beside them.

“You were perfect tonight,” she whispered, kissing his forehead. “Every guest saw. Every mess. Every leak. And you still held your legs for us.”

Alex sobbed quietly around the gag, body trembling with exhaustion and overstimulation.

Sarah unbuckled the pacifier gag, letting it fall aside. She kissed him softly—tasting herself and Marcus on his lips—then cradled him closer.

“We’ll change you now,” she murmured. “Then bed. Tomorrow we start planning the next one.”

She carried him to the master bathroom’s changing mat—larger, private—and laid him down. The romper came off completely; plastic pants unlocked; tapes ripped.

The diaper was a disaster—front dark and leaking, back thick with mess smeared everywhere. Sarah cleaned him slowly—wipes gliding over every fold, teasing his aching cock without mercy. Powder dusted; she rubbed it in firm circles.

Fresh thirty-stuffer diaper taped on—clean, thick, secure. Plastic pants snapped. A soft sleeper followed—snaps at the crotch, feet covered.

She carried him to his crib in the nursery—rail up, fresh pacifier clipped, bottle of warm formula waiting.

“Sleep tight, anniversary baby,” she whispered, tucking the blanket around him. “You earned it.”

Alex nursed slowly, eyes half-closed, diaper warming with one final unconscious accident as sleep pulled him under.

The party was over.

The encore was complete.

And in the quiet nursery—Elias and Lila breathing softly in their cribs—Alex drifted off, padded, plugged, forever theirs.

Forever caged.

Forever home.

The night had ended.

But the humiliation—and the surrender—was only beginning its next chapter.


Chapter 11: Morning After – Cleanup Duty

Sunlight slipped through the nursery curtains in pale, hesitant streaks. Alex woke slowly—body heavy, mind thick with the fog of exhaustion and overstimulation. The crib rail was still up; his soft sleeper clung damply to his skin from the night’s inevitable accidents. The fresh thirty-stuffer diaper Sarah had taped on after the private bedroom encore had already begun to swell: front warm and wet from multiple unconscious floods he hadn’t registered in sleep, back thick with a soft, cooled mess that had pushed out in stages while he drifted. The locked plug vibrated on its lowest setting—a gentle, constant buzz against his prostate that kept him leaking in slow, helpless dribbles. His tiny cock throbbed uselessly in its padded prison, pre-cum mixing with urine.

Elias stirred in the next crib—soft babbling, tiny hands reaching through the bars toward Alex. Lila’s newborn breaths came faint and even from her bassinet across the room. The house smelled of baby powder, warm milk, and the faint, lingering musk of last night’s passion—cum, sweat, Sarah’s arousal, all mixed with the sharp, infantile scent of Alex’s used diaper.

Sarah entered at 6:45 a.m., hair loose, wearing a simple cotton robe that hung open over her breasts—still full and leaking slightly from nursing Lila through the night. She lifted Elias first—kissing his forehead, murmuring “good morning, little man”—then Lila, settling both babies in their bouncers before lowering Alex’s rail.

“Morning, anniversary hero,” she murmured, scooping him up. His heavy diaper squished audibly between them; she kissed his temple. “You were so good last night. Every guest loved seeing you caged and full. And that private encore… Daddy Marcus filled me twice more after they left.”

She carried him to the changing table—Elias watching curiously from his bouncer, Lila cooing softly. The ritual began with the same deliberate tenderness.

Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. The diaper peeled away—front dark yellow and bloated, back thick with mess smeared everywhere. The smell rose sharp; Alex turned his face into the padded top, pacifier bobbing.

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

Powder dusted generously. She rubbed it in slow circles, teasing his tiny cock until it leaked fresh pre-cum onto the towel. Fresh thirty-stuffer diaper taped on—clean, thick, secure. Plastic pants snapped. A short pale blue romper followed—snaps straining over the bulge, hem barely covering it, embroidered with tiny hearts and “Helper Forever” across the chest.

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

“Today is cleanup day,” she said softly. “The house needs tending after last night. You’ll do it all—while the babies watch.”

Marcus appeared in the doorway, coffee in hand, shirtless. “Start with the living room. Every glass, every napkin, every crumb. Then the kitchen. Then the sheets.”

Alex nodded, muffled “yes, Daddy Marcus” escaping around his pacifier.

He waddled to the living room—diaper crinkling loudly, sagging slightly from the first small leak of the morning. The clear crib still stood in the center—acrylic bars gleaming, changing mat folded beside it. Balloons had begun to deflate; string lights hung crooked from last night’s excitement. Empty glasses dotted every surface; napkins lay crumpled on tables; a few stray crumbs marked the appetizer trays.

He started with the glasses—carrying them one at a time to the kitchen sink on a small tray. Each trip took longer than the last; the diaper thickened with every step—more wettings triggered by the plug’s buzz, a soft mess pushing out around the locked base halfway through the first load. The sag became noticeable; the romper rode up, exposing glossy plastic pants.

Sarah watched from the doorway, Lila nursing at her breast. “Good boy. Keep going. Let it fill while you clean up after our guests.”

Elias crawled after him, giggling as he patted Alex’s padded leg. Alex paused to let the toddler catch up—then waddled on, mess shifting with a sticky squish.

The kitchen was worse. He loaded the dishwasher—bending carefully, each motion shifting the mess further. A fresh cramp hit mid-load; he froze, whimpering. Thick push—warm mess spreading across his bottom, filling the seat. A flood followed—urine soaking the front completely. The diaper ballooned; the romper stretched tight.

Sarah appeared behind him. “Messy again? Already?”

She didn’t change him. “Finish first. Then we’ll see.”

He wiped counters, swept crumbs, washed the remaining plates—diaper sagging lower with every task, squishing loudly. By 10:00 a.m., the downstairs was spotless.

Sarah carried him upstairs to the master bedroom. The sheets were a disaster—stained with last night’s breeding, cum and Sarah’s juices dried in thick white streaks across the fitted sheet.

“Strip them,” she instructed.

Alex obeyed—waddling to the bed, pulling sheets free. The motion shifted the mess; another small push—warm, thick, spreading further. The diaper hung low now, tapes straining.

Sarah watched from the doorway. “Good. Now the laundry.”

He carried the bundle downstairs—diaper swinging heavily, mess squishing with every step. In the basement, he loaded the washer—bending, reaching, each motion triggering fresh leaks. By the time he started the cycle, the diaper had sagged to his knees—front dark and leaking through the romper, back visibly swollen.

Sarah appeared. “Change time.”

She led him to the living-room mat—door open, Elias crawling nearby. She laid him down, unsnapped the romper, ripped tapes.

The diaper unfolded—messy catastrophe. She cleaned him slowly—wipes gliding, powder dusting, teasing without mercy. Fresh thirty-one-stuffer diaper taped on—thicker still, forcing his legs even wider.

She tucked him into the playpen with Elias. “Nap time while the sheets dry. You’ve earned it.”

Alex curled on his padded bottom—diaper squishing, plug buzzing low, bottle in mouth—watching Sarah nurse Lila on the couch.

Marcus joined her, hand on her belly. “Ready for number three?”

Sarah smiled. “Soon. He’ll help with that too.”

Alex nursed slowly, eyes half-closed, another unconscious accident spreading warm through the fresh padding.

The morning after was complete.

Cleanup duty done.

And the cycle—diapers, messes, service—continued.

Forever.

The anniversary had passed.

But his surrender had not.


Chapter 12: The New Contract – Family Expansion

The morning after the anniversary party felt deceptively ordinary. Sunlight filtered through the nursery curtains in soft golden streaks, catching on the deflating balloons still tied to the living-room archway downstairs. Elias babbled happily in his playpen, stacking colorful blocks; Lila cooed from her bouncer, tiny fists waving. The house smelled of fresh coffee, baby powder, and the faint, lingering trace of last night’s wine and arousal.

Alex woke in his crib—rail up, pacifier clipped, soft sleeper damp from overnight accidents. The fresh thirty-one-stuffer diaper Sarah had taped on after the private bedroom encore had swollen noticeably: front warm and wet from multiple unconscious floods, back thick with a soft, cooled mess that had pushed out in stages while he slept. The locked plug vibrated on low—gentle pulses against his prostate that kept him leaking in slow, helpless dribbles. His tiny cock throbbed uselessly in its padded prison, pre-cum mixing with urine.

Sarah entered at 7:00 a.m., robe loose over her breasts—still full and leaking slightly from Lila’s early feeding. She lifted Elias first—kissing his forehead—then Lila, settling both babies in their bouncers before lowering Alex’s rail.

“Morning, my perfect helper,” she murmured, scooping him up. His heavy diaper squished between them; she kissed his temple. “You were incredible last night. Every guest saw. Every mess. Every leak. And that private encore… Daddy Marcus filled me twice more. He’s already talking about number three.”

She carried him to the changing table—Elias watching curiously, Lila cooing. The ritual began with deliberate tenderness.

Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. The diaper peeled away—front dark yellow and bloated, back thick with mess smeared everywhere. The smell rose sharp; Alex turned his face into the padded top, pacifier bobbing.

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

Powder dusted generously. She rubbed it in slow circles, teasing his tiny cock until it leaked fresh pre-cum onto the towel. Fresh thirty-two-stuffer diaper taped on—thicker still, forcing his legs even wider. Plastic pants snapped. A short white romper followed—snaps straining over the bulge, hem barely covering it, embroidered with tiny cribs and “Family Helper Forever” across the chest.

She helped him down. The thickness made standing a wobble; the plug’s vibration made every step a soft throb.

“Today we make it official again,” she said softly. “Family expansion.”

Marcus appeared in the doorway, coffee in hand, shirtless. He held a single sheet of paper—simple, printed, no fancy title this time. Just bullet points in clean black font.

Family Service Addendum

Sarah set Alex in the high chair—tray locked, bib tied—and placed the paper in front of him.

“Read it, baby,” she said. “Or don’t. You already know what it means.”

The points were mercilessly clear:

●        No end date. No reversal. No safe word.

●        Permanent role as nursery servant to Elias, Lila, and all future children.

●        Daily duties expanded: bottle prep for babies, diaper changes for siblings (while still padded himself), assisting during breeding sessions.

●        Thicker diapers, larger plugs, stricter denial—orgasms only earned through service.

●        Final clause: Upon signing, Alex acknowledges he will never be anything but the permanent helper. No adult privileges. Ever.

Alex stared at the page, tears pricking. His hand trembled as he reached for the pen.

Sarah cupped his cheek. “You can still say no. One word, and we stop. But if you sign… this is forever. You’ll help change real diapers while yours get thicker. You’ll serve bottles while I nurse. You’ll hold my legs every time Daddy Marcus breeds me again—and again.”

Marcus leaned against the doorframe. “You’re not a man. You’re ours. The family’s little cuck. Say yes, and we make it real.”

Alex’s tears fell onto the paper. He thought of the alternative—empty adult clothes, a toilet, silence instead of coos and moans. It felt cold. Wrong. Terrifying.

He pressed the pen to the page.

His signature came out small, wobbly, childish.

Sarah folded the paper carefully. She walked to the shredder in the hallway—once Alex’s office—and fed it through. The machine whirred; the addendum disappeared into confetti.

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

She returned, lifted him from the high chair, and carried him to the living room—where the clear crib still stood from last night.

“Punishment first,” she whispered. “For even hesitating.”

She laid him inside, re-secured the restraints, clicked the top rail shut. Vibration turned to high—relentless, punishing pulses.

“You stay here until dinner,” she said. “No change. Let it build. Let it hurt. Then we’ll celebrate your final yes.”

She walked away, leaving him caged.

The day passed in slow, agonizing torment.

Elias crawled to the bars, patting the acrylic and babbling. Lila napped nearby. Sarah and Marcus moved through the house—preparing bottles, folding laundry, whispering about “number three”—occasionally glancing over with fond smiles.

By noon the diaper had thickened dramatically. Small wettings came first—warm spurts triggered by the vibration. Then the suppository’s full effect hit: cramps building, a soft, thick push—mess spreading around the locked plug, filling the seat, squishing heavily. Another flood followed—urine soaking deeper into the bloated front. The padding ballooned; the romper stretched tight.

Alex sobbed quietly around his pacifier, hands tugging at the restraints, body trembling on the edge of release that never came.

Sarah checked him at 3:00 p.m., crouching beside the crib.

“So full,” she murmured, pressing the swollen front through the bars. The diaper yielded with a wet squelch. “So messy. So perfect.”

Marcus joined her. “He’s gonna be a disaster by dinner. Perfect.”

Sarah turned the vibration down to low—enough to keep him edged, not enough to finish.

“Rest,” she whispered. “Tonight we celebrate your new contract. Properly.”

They left him again—caged, vibrating, filling—while they napped with the babies.

At 6:00 p.m., Sarah unlocked the rail. She lifted him out—diaper sagging almost to his knees, mess shifting with every movement—and carried him to the bedroom.

Marcus waited on the bed, naked, hard.

Sarah laid Alex on his back—legs spread, romper unsnapped just enough. She straddled his chest, dress hiked—positioning herself above him.

“Hold Mommy’s legs,” she instructed.

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

They fucked gently—mindful of the babies sleeping nearby—then harder. Sarah’s moans rose; Marcus’s grunts possessive.

“Feel that?” she gasped. “Your new contract… signed. No more hesitation. Forever our helper.”

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

Sarah moaned louder. “He’s filling… right now… while you breed me for number three.”

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

When Marcus came—deep, bare, pumping thick ropes inside her—Sarah lowered herself, pressing her cum-filled pussy against Alex’s face.

“Clean,” she whispered.

Alex lapped obediently—swallowing every drop while Sarah stroked his hair.

Afterward, she cradled him—diaper squishing wetly—rocking him gently.

“You’re ours,” she whispered. “Forever the helper. Forever small. Forever family.”

Alex sobbed quietly, body trembling with relief and surrender.

The new contract was signed.

The family was expanding.

And Alex—diapered, plugged, incontinent, broken—had never felt more complete.

Forever theirs.

The expansion had begun.


Chapter 13: Public Park Walk – Family Outing

Two weeks after the anniversary party, the house had settled back into its familiar rhythm—thick diapers, soft coos, bottle feedings, and the constant low buzz of Alex’s plug. Elias was crawling faster now, pulling himself up on furniture and babbling “da-da” every time Marcus entered the room. Lila slept longer stretches at night, her tiny cries fewer but no less insistent. Sarah’s body was still soft and full from two pregnancies back-to-back; her breasts leaked steadily, and she had begun talking openly about “number three” while nursing both babies and Alex in turns.

The weather had turned crisp—late summer giving way to early fall, leaves just starting to color. Sarah decided it was time for the first real family outing since Lila’s birth.

“Public park walk,” she announced over breakfast, feeding Elias mashed banana while Lila nursed at her breast. Alex sat in the high chair—tray locked, bib tied, bottle in mouth—diaper already sagging from a small morning wetting. The plug vibrated low; he leaked steadily into the thirty-two-stuffer padding.

Marcus nodded, sipping coffee. “Good. Let him feel what real family looks like—out in the open.”

Alex whimpered around the nipple. Public outings had been rare since the babies—quick trips to the store or park bench changes—but never all four of them together. Never with Elias in the stroller and Lila in a carrier.

Sarah smiled. “You’ll behave, baby. No fussing. No hiding. Just waddle behind us like the good helper you are.”

After breakfast, the preparation began.

Sarah carried Alex to the changing table—Elias watching from his bouncer, Lila asleep in her carrier. The morning diaper was heavy: front dark yellow, back thick with soft mess from the suppository the night before. She cleaned him slowly—wipes gliding, powder dusting, teasing his tiny cock until it leaked helplessly.

“Extra thick today,” she murmured. “Thirty-three stuffers. We’ll be out for hours.”

The anniversary-style diaper slid under him—thirty-three stuffers layered, the padding so enormous his thighs couldn’t touch even lying flat. Tapes reinforced. Clear plastic pants snapped—heart locks clicked for show. A short pale green romper followed—snaps straining, hem barely covering the bulge, embroidered with tiny strollers and “Family Helper” across the chest.

She added white lace socks, soft Mary Jane shoes, satin bonnet tied under his chin. Pacifier necklace clipped around his neck—“just in case.” The diaper bag was packed: spares, wipes, powder, bottles, changing mat, extra suppositories.

Marcus pushed Elias’s stroller—double-wide, room for both babies if needed. Sarah wore Lila in a front carrier—tiny head nestled against her chest.

They stepped outside.

The park was a short walk—three blocks through quiet suburban streets. Alex waddled behind them—diaper crinkling loudly, sagging slightly from the first small leak triggered by nerves. The romper rode up with every step; plastic pants glinted in the sunlight. Neighbors glanced from porches; a jogger slowed, staring openly.

Sarah walked ahead, chatting softly with Marcus about baby names for number three. Elias babbled from the stroller; Lila cooed against her chest.

Halfway to the park, the pressure built—bladder full from the morning bottle, bowels cramping around the locked plug.

Alex whimpered, slowing his waddle.

Sarah glanced back. “Go ahead, baby. Right here.”

He froze on the sidewalk—people passing in cars, a woman walking her dog twenty feet away.

The flood started—hot urine gushing into the thick padding. The diaper swelled dramatically, sagging lower. Then the mess: soft, thick push—warm and unstoppable, spreading around the plug, filling the seat. The squish was audible; the smell rose faintly.

The woman with the dog glanced over—eyes widening at the obvious bulge, the waddle, the sagging romper. She hurried past.

Sarah smiled. “Good boy. Let everyone see.”

They reached the park—wide green lawns, walking paths, benches under trees. Sarah found a shaded spot near the playground. Marcus parked the stroller; Sarah unclipped Lila for a quick nurse.

Alex stood awkwardly beside them—diaper sagging to his knees now, mess shifting with every breath.

Sarah patted the bench. “Sit, baby. Let it settle.”

He obeyed—diaper compressing with a loud, wet squish. The mess spread further; fresh leak soaked the front. The romper stretched tight; the bulge was unmistakable.

A family walked by—parents with a toddler on a tricycle. The mother glanced over, eyes lingering on Alex’s outfit, the bonnet, the obvious diaper sag.

Sarah smiled politely. “He’s our helper. Loves the park.”

The woman nodded awkwardly and hurried on.

Sarah finished nursing Lila, then turned to Alex.

“Change time,” she said softly. “Right here.”

She spread the changing mat on the bench—public, visible to anyone walking the path. She laid Alex down—legs spread wide by the thickness, romper unsnapped.

Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes ripped.

The diaper unfolded—messy disaster. The smell rose sharp; a jogger slowed, staring. A couple with a stroller paused nearby.

Sarah cleaned him slowly—wipes gliding, powder dusting, teasing his tiny cock without mercy. She re-plugged him—deeper, vibration turned up. Fresh thirty-four-stuffer diaper taped on—thicker still, forcing his legs impossibly wide.

She re-dressed him, snapped the romper, and lifted him to his feet.

“Walk home, baby,” she said. “Let the park see how full you got.”

Alex waddled behind them—diaper sagging lower with every step, mess squishing audibly. Passersby stared; a group of teenagers whispered and laughed.

Sarah pushed the stroller ahead, Marcus beside her, hand on her lower back.

“You did so well,” she whispered back to him. “Everyone saw. Everyone knows.”

Alex sobbed quietly around his pacifier, diaper warming with another unconscious accident as they turned toward home.

The outing was complete.

The family had been seen.

And Alex—diapered, plugged, incontinent, exposed—had never felt more owned.

Forever theirs.

Forever small.

The public walk had ended.

But the humiliation—and the surrender—continued.


Chapter 14: Embracing Forever – Anniversary Reflection

Three weeks after the anniversary party, the house had fully absorbed the new normal. The clear acrylic crib still stood in the living room—now a permanent fixture, used for “time-outs” or public displays when friends visited. Elias was pulling himself up on furniture, babbling full sentences of toddler nonsense; Lila had begun smiling at voices, especially Alex’s muffled whimpers. Sarah’s body was settling into post-partum softness—breasts still leaking steadily, hips gently rounded—and she spoke openly of “trying again soon” while nursing both babies and Alex in turns.

The rhythm was unbreakable: thick diapers, locked plugs, bottle feedings, nursery service, and the quiet, constant surrender that had become Alex’s entire existence.

This evening felt different.

Sarah had declared it a “quiet anniversary reflection”—no guests, no preparations, just the four of them (five, counting the life already growing inside her again). The living room lights were dimmed low; string lights from the party still hung, now a soft permanent glow. Elias and Lila slept peacefully in the nursery—Elias in his crib, Lila in her bassinet—monitors humming softly.

Sarah carried Alex to the rocking chair—the wide one big enough for her to hold him and a baby at the same time. She settled him on her lap—diaper squishing from the day’s accumulated fullness—his short pale green romper riding up to expose the glossy plastic pants and the obscene bulge beneath. The thirty-four-stuffer padding sagged heavily: front dark from repeated wettings, back thick with soft mess that had spread around the locked plug. The vibration hummed on low—gentle, soothing now, no longer punishing.

Marcus sat on the couch opposite, watching with quiet satisfaction.

Sarah cradled Alex against her chest—his head resting just below her leaking breast. She unbuttoned the romper enough to offer him her nipple; sweet colostrum beaded at the tip.

“Nurse, baby,” she whispered.

Alex latched on—slow, greedy sucks, the taste warm and familiar. Sarah rocked gently, hand stroking his bonnet ribbons.

“You’ve come so far,” she murmured. “One year ago you hesitated. You said red once. Tonight… tell me the truth. No gag. No restraints. Just you.”

She unclipped the pacifier necklace, letting it dangle. Alex swallowed, voice small and trembling.

“I… I love this,” he whispered. Tears slipped down his cheeks. “I love the diapers. The messes. The plug. Holding your legs while Daddy Marcus breeds you. Serving Elias and Lila. Cleaning up after you. I love being small. Being yours. Forever.”

Sarah kissed his forehead. “Tell Daddy Marcus.”

Alex looked across at Marcus—eyes wide, voice breaking. “I love being your cuck. Your helper. Your permanent baby. I don’t want anything else. Ever.”

Marcus nodded slowly. “Good boy.”

Sarah rocked him harder. “You’ll help with number three. Bottle prep. Diaper changes. Holding my legs every time Daddy fills me. You’ll watch my belly grow again—while yours stays padded and plugged.”

Alex sobbed quietly—relief, surrender, joy twisted into submission.

Sarah pressed her palm against the swollen front of his diaper. “Come for Mommy,” she whispered. “In your diapee. Like a good baby.”

She rubbed slow circles through the layers—firm, teasing pressure against his leaking cock. The vibration hummed; the mess shifted; the padding squished.

Alex shattered—shuddering, crying, spilling warm stickiness into the already-ruined diaper. Waves of release crashed through him—long, helpless, complete.

Sarah kissed him deeply—tasting milk and tears—then cradled him closer.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered. “Forever small. Forever ours. Forever family.”

Marcus stood, joining them on the rocking chair. He rested one hand on Sarah’s belly—where number three was already taking root—and the other on Alex’s padded head.

“Our family,” he said quietly. “Complete.”

Alex nursed again—slow, drowsy—diaper warming with one final unconscious accident as sleep pulled him under.

The reflection was complete.

He had embraced it.

Forever.

The night settled quietly—Elias and Lila breathing softly in the nursery, Sarah and Marcus holding their permanent helper between them.

Alex drifted off—padded, plugged, loved—smiling around the pacifier.

Safe.

Owned.

Home.

The anniversary had passed.

The family had grown.

And Alex—diapered, broken, surrendered—had never felt more whole.

Forever theirs.

The end of the beginning.


Chapter 15: Epilogue – The Second Nursery

One year after the anniversary party—two years since the final contract was shredded—the nursery had become the true heart of the house. What started as one spare room had expanded into a full wing: three cribs now lined the far wall, soft gray walls painted with pastel clouds and stars, shelves overflowing with diapers in every thickness and print, boosters stacked like bricks, suppositories and enemas neatly arranged in the medical cabinet. A second changing table stood ready for the babies; the original one remained Alex’s domain—higher, with stirrups and restraints that clicked shut with familiar finality.

Elias was two now—toddling everywhere, stringing words into short sentences, calling Marcus “Da-da” and Sarah “Mama” with perfect clarity. He still patted Alex’s padded leg when he waddled by, giggling at the crinkle. Lila was one—walking unsteadily, babbling “ba-ba” at bottles and reaching for Alex’s pacifier when he knelt too close. The third child—another girl, named Nora—was six months old, nursing greedily at Sarah’s breast while Elias and Lila played on the padded floor mat.

Alex’s routine had become sacred, unchanging.

He woke every morning at 6:00 a.m. to Lila’s soft cries or Elias’s early babble. The crib rail clicked down; Sarah lifted him out—his body soft and heavy from the night’s inevitable accidents. The overnight diaper—forty stuffers layered now, custom-printed with tiny family silhouettes and crib bars—had swollen to its limit: front drenched dark yellow from multiple unconscious floods, back thick with soft, cooled mess that had spread everywhere. The locked plug—thickest model yet, vibration always on low unless Sarah turned it up for “energy”—pressed deep, buzzing gently against his prostate. His tiny cock leaked in slow dribbles; the padding cradled it cruelly.

Sarah carried him past the babies’ cribs to his changing table—Elias watching curiously, Lila reaching from her bouncer. The ritual unfolded with quiet reverence.

Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. The diaper peeled away—front bloated, back smeared thick. The smell rose sharp; Alex sighed around his pacifier, no longer fighting.

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

Powder dusted generously. She rubbed it in slow circles, teasing without mercy. Fresh forty-stuffer diaper taped on—thicker still, forcing his legs impossibly wide. Plastic pants snapped. A short white romper followed—snaps straining, hem barely covering the bulge, embroidered with “Forever Helper – Family of Five” across the chest.

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

Morning duties began.

Bottle prep for Elias and Lila—Alex waddled to the kitchen, warmed formula, tested drops on his wrist. He carried bottles back one at a time—diaper crinkling, sagging slightly from the first leak of the day.

Sarah nursed Nora on the rocking chair. Elias sat in his high chair; Lila in her bouncer. Alex knelt beside Sarah, offering the bottle to Elias while she fed the baby from her breast. Sometimes she switched—let Alex latch onto her free nipple, milk dripping sweet onto his tongue while Elias drank from the bottle. Marcus watched from the doorway, coffee in hand, smirking.

“Good helper,” Sarah cooed, stroking his bonnet. “Feeding your little siblings while Mommy feeds you.”

Mid-morning change came when the suppository kicked in—cramps building fast. Alex froze beside Elias’s play mat, hands pressing the front of his romper.

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

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

Sarah changed him on the living-room mat—door open, babies watching. She wiped slowly, powdered, teased. Fresh forty-one-stuffer diaper taped on—thicker still.

Afternoon: laundry. Sheets from last night’s breeding—thick white streaks of Marcus’s cum mixed with Sarah’s juices. Alex waddled to the basement washer, loaded it, started the cycle. Every bend shifted the plug; every shift triggered another leak or push into the padding.

Evening: family time. Sarah nursed Nora on the couch. Elias played on the mat. Marcus fucked Sarah slowly from behind—mindful of the babies—while Alex held her legs open from the floor, diaper squishing beneath him. He watched every thrust, every moan, every drop of sweat. When Marcus came—deep, bare, pumping thick ropes inside her—Alex leaned in to clean, tongue lapping at the creamy overflow while Sarah stroked his hair and cooed, “Good servant. Keeping Mommy full for the next one.”

Later, after the babies were asleep, Sarah cradled Alex in the rocking chair—bottle to his lips, hand on her belly where Nora had once grown, and where number four was already taking root.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered. “Forever small. Forever ours. Forever family.”

Alex nursed slowly, eyes half-closed, diaper warming with one final unconscious accident as sleep pulled him under.

The second nursery was full.

The family had grown.

And Alex—diapered, plugged, incontinent, surrendered—smiled around his pacifier, tears drying on his cheeks.

Safe.

Loved.

Owned.

Forever theirs.

The end.
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