
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Academy of Proper Little Girls




The Wife’s Final Decision (a abdl/ sissy / diaper mommy dom erotic novel)



Introduction




Ethan had never considered himself a bad husband. He wasn’t abusive. He didn’t cheat. He wasn’t a drunk or a gambler. So what if he didn’t contribute much around the house? Clara made enough money to support them both. She was the ambitious one—the workaholic CEO with a packed schedule and a take-no-prisoners attitude. Ethan? He enjoyed his downtime. Video games, junk food, a few lazy afternoons on the couch—was that so terrible?




But if anyone had asked Clara, she would have told them the truth: Ethan was a

 

burden


 
.







The years of excuses, of overlooked responsibilities, of

 

his complete lack of effort


 
had taken their toll. Clara had spent too long

 

being the only adult in the marriage


 
, coming home from twelve-hour shifts to find

 

dirty dishes


 
, unfolded laundry, and Ethan whining about how "exhausting" his day had been.

 

A day doing what?


 
Sitting on the couch?







The resentment festered. Then, one evening, as Clara sat in her office nursing a glass of wine and

 

contemplating divorce


 
, she received an email that changed everything.





"The Academy of Proper Little Girls: A Disciplinary Program for Unruly Husbands."





At first, she thought it was a joke. But curiosity won out, and soon she found herself

 

reading every word, captivated by the promise


 
of complete

 

behavioral correction


 
. The testimonials were glowing—wives raving about how their once-useless husbands had been reshaped into

 

perfectly obedient, well-mannered companions


 
.







There were details—strict rules, extensive training, a

 

guarantee that once enrolled, a husband would not return until he was fully reformed


 
. It was drastic. But as Clara stared at the

 

stack of unpaid bills


 
Ethan had “forgotten” to handle, as she thought about the

 

years wasted on a man who refused to grow up


 
, she made a decision.







By the time Ethan’s birthday rolled around, she had already spoken to

 

Headmistress Lenora


 
, finalized the paperwork, and signed the contract.







And when Ethan woke up the next morning, strapped into a

 

silken pink nightgown


 
, thick

 

training panties


 
fastened snugly around his waist, and the soft hum of nursery music playing in the background…







He realized, far too late, that Clara was finally

 

done with him.





And his new Mommy was just getting started.



Chapter 1: The Wife’s Final Decision




Ethan’s first thought was that he must have been dreaming.




A

 

bad dream


 
, a strange one, where the sheets felt too soft, where something thick and foreign clung to his waist, where the air smelled too sweet—powdery, almost. He groaned, shifting, only to be met with an unfamiliar

 

crinkle


 
beneath him.




His eyes fluttered open.




Something was

 

wrong


 
.







The bed was unfamiliar—plush,

 

too soft


 
, covered in pale pink blankets that clashed violently with the deep grays and blacks of his normal sheets. The room was

 

wrong


 
, too—sunlight streamed in through sheer lace curtains, casting delicate floral patterns across walls that were not his.







Ethan sat up quickly—

 

crinkle.








His heart pounded. His head felt heavy,

 

dazed


 
, like he was moving through fog. His fingers clutched at his waist, expecting the familiar elastic band of his boxers, but what he found instead made his stomach drop.







Soft. Thick.

 

Padded.








His breath hitched.

 

What the fuck?





He threw the covers back, eyes widening in horror.




A

 

pale pink nightgown


 
, delicate and silky, draped over his body, cinched at the waist with a tiny white bow. And beneath it…




No.




No, no,

 

no


 
.







A

 

diaper


 
.







Not underwear. Not briefs.

 

A thick, crinkling, pastel-pink diaper


 
, its soft bulk forcing his thighs apart. The moment his hand pressed against it, a wave of suffocating

 

humiliation


 
crashed over him.




This wasn’t a dream.




This was

 

real


 
.




His pulse thundered in his ears. He scrambled, kicking at the blankets, struggling to tear the humiliating thing off—

The door opened.

“Ah, you’re finally awake.”




The voice was

 

smooth


 
, feminine, laced with authority. A

 

woman


 
stepped inside, tall and composed, dressed in an immaculate pencil skirt and blouse, her dark hair swept into a perfect chignon. She carried herself with the kind of

 

commanding presence


 
that made Ethan’s stomach churn instinctively.







She was

 

watching him


 
, sharp gray eyes sweeping over his frantic,

 

pathetic


 
movements as he tried to

 

cover himself


 
, as if the damage hadn’t already been done.




“W-where am I?” His voice cracked, dry and unsteady. “What the hell is this?”




The woman’s

 

lip curled


 
into a smirk.







“This,” she said smoothly, stepping further into the room, “is

 

The Academy of Proper Little Girls.


 
”




Ethan froze.

Academy?




“Y-you—there’s been a mistake,” he stammered, trying to slide out of bed, but the

 

thickness


 
between his legs made movement awkward. He

 

wobbled


 
, catching himself on the nightstand, cheeks flushing. “I don’t— I don’t know what this is, but I need to go home. My wife—”







At that, the woman actually

 

laughed.








A soft,

 

mocking


 
sound.







“Oh, sweetheart,” she purred, stepping closer, her

 

heels clicking


 
against the polished floor. “Your wife is exactly why you’re here.”







Ethan

 

stilled


 
.




“…What?”




The woman reached into the folder she was carrying, plucked out a

 

contract


 
, and held it up for him to see.




The signature at the bottom was unmistakable.


Clara.


His blood ran cold.




“She contacted us personally,” the woman continued, her voice cool, businesslike. “Your behavior was… unacceptable. You were given

 

every opportunity


 
to be a proper husband, and yet, you chose to be nothing more than a lazy little boy. So,” her smirk widened, eyes gleaming,

 

“she decided to make things easier for you.”








Ethan

 

stared


 
, his mouth opening and closing, his

 

mind screaming


 
at him to wake up, because this couldn’t be real.




Clara wouldn’t.




She

 

couldn’t.








But the

 

contract


 
in the woman’s hand said otherwise.




“You’re lying,” he spat, his voice shaking. “She wouldn’t—she wouldn’t do this to me.”

“She did,” the woman said simply, snapping the folder shut. “And now, you belong to us.”




Ethan

 

lunged


 
forward,

 

panic overriding logic


 
, his hands reaching for the contract—if he could just see it, if he could just

 

prove this wasn’t real


 
—







But the woman was

 

faster


 
.







Before he could even

 

touch


 
the paper, she

 

slapped him.








Not hard. But

 

sharp


 
. Enough to send a

 

sharp jolt of humiliation


 
coursing through him.







Ethan

 

stumbled


 
, hands flying to his cheek. His

 

pride


 
—his

 

masculinity


 
—

 

screeched


 
in protest.







“Excuse me?” he snapped, voice cracking with a mixture of rage and

 

shame


 
. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”







The woman simply

 

smirked


 
, as if his little

 

outburst


 
was

 

adorable


 
.




“You don’t understand the rules yet,” she said, voice smooth, unshaken. “But don’t worry. You will.”




Ethan’s

 

breath heaved


 
, his heart

 

pounding


 
against his ribs.







This was

 

wrong


 
.







This was

 

so fucking wrong


 
.







He needed to get out.

 

Now.








He

 

turned


 
,

 

bolting


 
for the door—







A

 

sharp, piercing buzz


 
filled the air.







And then—

 

he dropped.








His

 

legs buckled


 
, his entire

 

body spasming


 
, a violent

 

shock of electricity


 
jolting through his spine. His

 

knees hit the floor


 
, his arms

 

useless


 
, his body

 

locked up


 
as pain

 

ripped


 
through his nerves.







He gasped,

 

whimpering


 
, his

 

cheeks flushing


 
as he

 

twitched


 
,

 

crumpling


 
onto the plush carpet.







“Poor baby,” the woman crooned, stepping toward his trembling, helpless form. “Didn’t Clara tell you? Your contract includes

 

a compliance device


 
. Any attempt to leave before your training is complete will trigger a disciplinary response.”







Ethan couldn’t

 

move


 
. Couldn’t

 

speak


 
.







His

 

diaper crinkled


 
beneath him.







The woman knelt beside him, tilting his chin up, forcing him to

 

look at her


 
.







“From now on,” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear, “when you address me, you will call me

 

Mommy Lenora.


 
”







Ethan

 

shuddered


 
, his breath coming in

 

shaky little gasps


 
.




“Welcome to your new life, babygirl.”



Chapter 2: The First Lesson







Ethan was still trembling on the floor, his body weak and useless after the

 

compliance shock


 
. His head felt heavy, his limbs unresponsive, and his

 

diaper crinkled beneath him


 
as he tried—and failed—to push himself up.







Above him,

 

Miss Lenora


 
—no,

 

Mommy Lenora


 
—stood tall, arms folded, her smirk one of

 

pure satisfaction


 
.







“You poor thing,” she cooed, crouching down beside him, tilting his

 

flushed, humiliated


 
face upward with two fingers. “That must have been quite the shock, hmm?”







Ethan tried to

 

jerk his head away


 
, but she

 

tightened her grip


 
, her nails lightly scraping against his jaw.







“Now, now,” she purred, “you’ll learn soon enough that Mommy doesn’t tolerate

 

bratty behavior.


 
”







His

 

stomach twisted


 
at the word.




Mommy.

No.




He wouldn’t—he

 

couldn’t—








But before he could voice his protests, she

 

snapped her fingers


 
.







Two women stepped into the room—tall,

 

intimidating


 
, dressed in

 

elegant black nurse uniforms


 
that only accentuated their air of

 

authority


 
.

 

Governesses.








They didn’t

 

hesitate


 
.







Strong hands grabbed him,

 

hoisting him up as if he weighed nothing


 
, his legs still too weak to resist.







“W-wait—” he

 

gasped


 
, struggling, but their grips

 

tightened


 
.







“Mommy Lenora,” one of the Governesses corrected smoothly, her voice

 

syrupy sweet


 
but firm. “You forgot your manners, little one.”







Ethan’s

 

breath hitched


 
.




“I—I’m not—”


Crack.





The sharp

 

sting


 
of a slap landed across his

 

diapered rear


 
, sending a fresh

 

wave of heat


 
to his cheeks.







“Ah, ah, ah,” Lenora tsked, standing gracefully. “That’s

 

one punishment


 
for not addressing me properly.”







Ethan’s

 

stomach sank


 
.




Punishment?




His

 

mind raced


 
as the women

 

marched him forward


 
, his

 

diaper crinkling loudly


 
with each step.




Where were they taking him?







The Nursery






The doors swung open, and Ethan

 

sucked in a breath


 
.







He expected a

 

cell


 
, a prison, some kind of sterile, cold training room.







Instead, he was met with

 

pastel pink walls


 
, oversized

 

cribs


 
, rocking chairs, and

 

rows upon rows of neatly folded diapers


 
stacked like a mocking display.







His

 

blood ran cold


 
.







Everything in this room screamed

 

infantilization


 
.







The

 

plush carpet


 
, the

 

frilly curtains


 
, the

 

shelves lined with stuffed animals


 
—it was a

 

nursery


 
, but built for

 

adults


 
.







No—

 

not adults.








For

 

babies


 
.







For

 

sissies


 
.







For

 

him.








Ethan

 

dug his heels in


 
,

 

twisting violently


 
in the Governesses’ grip. “No—no, this is—

 

I’m not—


 
”







Lenora let out a soft

 

sigh


 
, shaking her head. “So dramatic,” she mused. “Governess Isabelle, would you be a dear and fetch the pacifier gag?”







His

 

stomach dropped.








“The—

 

the what?!


 
”







Before he could react, a

 

firm hand gripped his jaw


 
, forcing his mouth open. Something

 

rubbery and oversized


 
was shoved between his lips, his

 

teeth sinking into the bulbous shape


 
of a

 

huge pink pacifier


 
.







His

 

muffled protests


 
only made

 

Lenora smile.








“There we go,” she murmured, brushing a finger against his

 

heated cheek


 
. “Much better.”







Ethan’s

 

face burned


 
,

 

humiliation flooding him


 
as he

 

tried to spit the thing out


 
, but the straps tightened behind his head,

 

locking it in place


 
.







“Such a fussy baby,” one of the Governesses cooed,

 

patting his diaper condescendingly


 
.







The

 

condescension.


 
The

 

control.


 
The

 

helplessness.








His

 

stomach churned.








“Now,” Lenora continued, her

 

heels clicking


 
as she strode toward a

 

large cushioned chair


 
in the center of the nursery. “It’s time for your first lesson, little one.”







She

 

sat gracefully


 
, smoothing out her skirt, and

 

patted her lap.








Ethan’s

 

breath stuttered.





No.

No, no, no—

“Bring her to me.”


Her.





Ethan

 

shuddered


 
, a fresh wave of

 

shame


 
crawling up his spine.







The Governesses

 

dragged him forward


 
, his

 

diaper crinkling deafeningly


 
in the quiet room.




He struggled.




He

 

thrashed.








But they were

 

stronger


 
.







Before he knew it, he was

 

across Lenora’s lap


 
, his

 

padded rear raised


 
, his face

 

burning


 
as he was forced to stare at the

 

plush nursery rug


 
beneath him.







“Since you’re having so much trouble with your manners,” Lenora murmured,

 

tracing a single nail along the waistband of his diaper


 
, “I think it’s time we give you a proper

 

reminder


 
.”







Ethan

 

whimpered


 
, trying to

 

kick


 
, but Lenora

 

secured him easily


 
, one arm pressing down on his

 

lower back


 
.







“Babies who forget their place,” she crooned, “get

 

spankings.


 
”







Ethan’s

 

chest tightened


 
, his

 

mind screaming


 
.







He

 

braced for pain


 
—





Crack.





The

 

first slap


 
landed against his

 

diapered rear


 
, loud and

 

sharply humiliating


 
.







There was

 

no pain


 
—not really.







Just the

 

indignity


 
, the

 

sound


 
, the way his

 

entire body jolted


 
beneath her touch.





Crack.


Another.

And another.




The

 

rhythm


 
was

 

slow


 
,

 

methodical


 
, each one

 

pressing the padding


 
against him, reminding him of

 

exactly what he was wearing.








“Such a silly little baby,” Lenora

 

mocked


 
, her voice

 

smooth and sweet


 
. “Clara told me all about your laziness, how you refused to contribute. And now?”





Crack.


“You can’t even dress yourself.”


Crack.





“You can’t even

 

use the potty


 
.”





Crack.





“You can’t do

 

anything


 
without Mommy’s help.”







Ethan

 

whimpered


 
, his

 

cheeks blazing


 
, his

 

body trembling


 
from the overwhelming mix of

 

humiliation and helplessness


 
.







“You’re not a man,” Lenora whispered, her nails tracing down his

 

spine


 
, her breath

 

warm and taunting


 
. “You’re not even a boy anymore.”







Her nails scraped gently beneath his

 

chin


 
, forcing him to

 

tilt his head up


 
, his

 

lips still wrapped around the gagged pacifier


 
.







“You’re just a

 

baby girl


 
now, Ethan.”




She smiled.




“My little

 

sissy baby girl.


 
”







Ethan

 

shuddered


 
, his entire world

 

crumbling


 
around him.







His

 

wife had sent him here.





His

 

body wasn’t his own anymore.





He

 

wasn’t leaving.





And worst of all…




They were going to make him

 

love it.







Chapter 3: A Proper Little Accident







Ethan trembled, his body still sprawled across

 

Mommy Lenora’s


 
lap, the sting of humiliation radiating through his core. The soft, crinkling padding of his

 

thick pink diaper


 
cushioned each impact of her palm, making the spanking more

 

psychological


 
than painful. Every strike sent ripples through the

 

thick, humiliating bulk


 
, pressing it

 

tighter against his most shameful little part


 
.







He was panting, his breath shaky, cheeks

 

flushed hot with shame


 
as Lenora dragged her nails down his spine.







“Poor thing,” she murmured, her fingers

 

tracing circles


 
over the thick plastic. “Are you learning, baby?”







Ethan wanted to fight, to thrash, to

 

scream that he wasn’t a baby, that he wasn’t her little girl


 
, but his body

 

betrayed him


 
. His hips twitched involuntarily, grinding subtly into her lap as the

 

crinkling bulk


 
rubbed against him.




She noticed immediately.




“Oh?” Her smirk widened, pressing down against the thick padding, her nails grazing his

 

inner thighs


 
, watching as his entire body

 

tensed


 
.




“I think my little girl likes her spankings.”




Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped


 
.







“No, I—” His words were muffled by the

 

gagged pacifier


 
strapped between his lips, his own saliva making it wet and humiliating.







She pressed

 

harder


 
, forcing the diaper to squeeze against his

 

helpless little cock


 
, barely a twitch beneath the thick fabric.







“Oh, sweetheart,” she cooed, amusement thick in her voice. “You

 

really are tiny


 
, aren’t you?”







Ethan

 

whimpered


 
, his entire body

 

burning with humiliation


 
.







“Shhh,” she soothed, tracing the edges of the diaper where the

 

soft pink plastic


 
met the delicate lace trim. “Mommy understands. You were never meant to be a big, strong man. That’s why Clara sent you here, isn’t it?”







He

 

shook his head


 
, but her grip on his

 

chin tightened


 
, forcing him to look at her.




“She told me everything,” Lenora whispered, her lips inches from his ear. “About how useless you were. How you couldn’t satisfy her.”




Her fingers

 

brushed the front of the diaper


 
, applying the slightest pressure, watching as Ethan’s hips

 

jerked


 
involuntarily, his whole body betraying him.







“How could you, with this

 

little thing?


 
” She

 

cupped him


 
through the thick padding, smirking at how

 

pathetic


 
it felt beneath her palm.







Ethan

 

whimpered


 
,

 

horrified


 
at how his body reacted, at how the

 

pressure sent traitorous tingles up his spine


 
.







“I bet you barely lasted a minute,” she taunted, her tone light,

 

mocking


 
. “Did you even get her wet, baby?”







He shook his head

 

furiously


 
, but she saw the

 

truth in his eyes


 
.







Lenora

 

laughed


 
.







“Oh, poor thing. That’s why she sent you here, you know,” she murmured,

 

rolling her palm


 
against the thick bulk of his diaper. “Because you’re not a husband. You’re not a man. You’re just a pathetic, little baby who needs Mommy to take care of him.”







Ethan’s

 

breath hitched


 
, his

 

hips bucking instinctively


 
against her hand. The

 

soft plastic crinkled


 
, his

 

tiny cock uselessly twitching


 
against the layers of padding, completely

 

trapped and helpless


 
.




He hated it.




He

 

hated how good it felt.





“Oh my,” Lenora smirked. “Is baby getting all worked up?”




She cupped him fully now,

 

squeezing gently


 
, watching the way his body

 

shuddered


 
beneath her touch. The thick padding pressed tighter, suffocating his tiny, useless

 

thing


 
, making his

 

pulse quicken


 
with every humiliating touch.







“Does my little princess need to

 

make a mess


 
in her diaper?”







Ethan

 

let out a strangled whimper


 
,

 

his body betraying him


 
completely.







“No?” She leaned in closer, her lips

 

grazing his ear


 
, her voice

 

silk and steel


 
. “Then prove it.”







He blinked in confusion, his mind foggy, his breath

 

coming in shallow gasps


 
.




“Hold it.”




His

 

stomach dropped


 
.







Hold

 

what


 
?




Then he felt it.




The

 

pressure.








It had been building since he woke up—since the

 

bottle of warm milk


 
they’d forced down his throat earlier. He’d ignored it, but now…







His

 

bladder ached


 
, the need to go suddenly unbearable.







His

 

eyes widened


 
in

 

horrified realization


 
.







“Oh,” Lenora

 

smiled knowingly


 
. “There it is.”







Ethan’s

 

stomach twisted


 
.




No.

No, no, no.




“Such a desperate little thing,” she purred, pressing

 

gently


 
on his

 

lower stomach


 
, sending a

 

wave of urgency


 
crashing over him. “Be a good girl and hold it for Mommy.”







His

 

legs trembled


 
.







His

 

thighs clenched


 
.







But

 

the pressure was too much


 
.







“Don’t you dare,” she whispered, dragging her nails down the inside of his

 

trembling thigh


 
. “If you

 

wet yourself


 
like a helpless little sissy, I will make sure the entire academy sees what a baby you are.”







Ethan

 

bit down on the pacifier


 
, his body

 

tensing, shaking


 
, fighting a

 

losing battle


 
.




And then—


Hissssss.





The

 

first stream escaped.








His

 

breath caught


 
, his

 

eyes widening in horror


 
as the warmth

 

spread instantly


 
, soaking into the

 

soft, humiliating thickness


 
of the diaper.







Lenora

 

gasped dramatically


 
.







“Oh, my God,” she said, her

 

mock surprise dripping with delight


 
. “She

 

couldn’t even hold it.


 
”







Ethan let out a

 

muffled, broken whimper


 
, his face

 

burning with utter humiliation


 
as his bladder

 

gave out completely


 
, the stream

 

flooding


 
the diaper, making it

 

heavier, warmer, thicker


 
around his

 

helpless little cock


 
.







He could

 

feel it swell


 
beneath him, the wetness

 

seeping into the padding


 
, the crinkling fabric

 

expanding


 
as he lost

 

every last shred of dignity.





And worst of all—




Lenora was

 

laughing.








“Look at that,” she cooed,

 

pressing down


 
on the now

 

soggy


 
, swollen padding, making Ethan

 

squirm in horror


 
. “Such a

 

pathetic


 
little girl.”







His

 

breath hitched


 
, his

 

body betraying him further


 
as the warmth of the soaked padding

 

rubbed against his tiny, useless cock


 
, sending an

 

unwanted thrill


 
up his spine.




Lenora noticed.




“Oh?” She smirked, her

 

nails trailing down the front of his wet diaper


 
, pressing the

 

soft, sodden fabric


 
against him. “Did that feel…

 

good?


 
”







Ethan

 

let out a muffled sob


 
,

 

his body stiffening


 
as the pressure

 

built between his legs


 
, the wet warmth making the friction

 

impossibly humiliating


 
.







“Go on,” Lenora whispered, her hand

 

cupping him fully


 
, rolling the wet fabric against him in slow,

 

cruel


 
circles. “Be Mommy’s

 

good girl.


 
”







Ethan

 

shuddered violently


 
.




He tried to hold back.




Tried to

 

fight it.








But the

 

wetness


 
, the

 

warmth


 
, the

 

degrading pressure of her touch


 
—







He

 

couldn’t stop it.








With a

 

broken sob


 
, his

 

body jerked


 
, his

 

pathetic little cock twitching uselessly


 
as he

 

came in his soaked diaper


 
, his

 

release mixing into the wet padding


 
, disappearing

 

instantly


 
into the

 

thick, crinkling bulk


 
.







Lenora

 

moaned in delight


 
.




“Ohhh,” she purred. “You really are a little baby, aren’t you?”




Ethan

 

choked back a sob


 
, his

 

legs shaking


 
, his

 

body completely ruined


 
.




He wasn’t a man anymore.

He wasn’t even a boy.

He was just—




Mommy’s helpless, diapered little

 

sissy.








And there was

 

no way out.







Chapter 4: A Proper Little Sissy







Ethan was ruined. His body trembled, his soaked diaper clinging

 

sticky and warm


 
to his skin. His release had

 

disappeared into the padding


 
, absorbed like it

 

didn’t even matter


 
, like he

 

didn’t matter


 
.




But Mommy Lenora wasn’t finished with him.




“Oh, my sweet little girl,” she purred, her fingers gently

 

stroking his trembling inner thighs


 
, pressing softly against the

 

bulging, swollen padding


 
. “You’re starting to understand, aren’t you?”







Ethan could barely respond. His mind was

 

mush


 
, drowning in

 

humiliation and unwanted pleasure


 
, his tiny, useless

 

excuse for a cock


 
still twitching,

 

overstimulated and aching


 
.







Lenora smirked, brushing her nails down the front of his diaper in

 

lazy circles


 
, watching how his body

 

shuddered helplessly beneath her touch


 
.




“But we’re not done yet,” she whispered.

She snapped her fingers.




The

 

Governesses returned


 
.







Strong, unyielding hands

 

seized him


 
, lifting his weak, trembling form and laying him onto a

 

large, cushioned changing table


 
in the center of the room. His soaked,

 

ruined


 
diaper squished against him as they secured his

 

wrists and ankles in soft, silken straps


 
, leaving him

 

completely vulnerable, spread out like a helpless little doll


 
.




Ethan whimpered.




“Shhh,” Lenora soothed,

 

cooing down at him


 
, brushing her fingers through his hair. “You’ve already wet yourself like a good baby. Now, let’s make sure you’re a

 

proper little sissy girl for Mommy.


 
”







His

 

stomach dropped


 
.







“No—n-no, please—” he

 

whimpered


 
around the pacifier still strapped in his mouth, but the

 

Governesses ignored him


 
.







With

 

practiced ease


 
, they peeled back the

 

sticky tapes of his soaked diaper


 
, exposing his

 

pathetic little cock


 
, now soft and

 

utterly spent


 
, still

 

smeared with his own release


 
. The cool air

 

kissed his bare skin


 
, making his

 

tiny, twitching length


 
shrivel even further.







“My, my,” Lenora

 

sighed in mock pity


 
, tilting her head. “It really is

 

so small


 
.”







The Governesses

 

giggled softly


 
, one of them reaching forward to

 

flick the tip


 
, making Ethan

 

jerk and whimper


 
, the

 

oversensitivity unbearable


 
.




“Not even a cock at all,” one of them murmured.

“More like a little clit,” the other mused.




Lenora smirked, stroking his cheek as she

 

reached for something beneath the table


 
.







Ethan’s

 

breath hitched


 
as he heard the soft, unmistakable

 

click


 
of a bottle opening, followed by the

 

cool, slick sensation of lube


 
being poured generously between his

 

helplessly spread cheeks


 
.







“No—no, please, please, I c-can’t—” he

 

whimpered


 
, his entire body

 

tensing


 
, but Lenora

 

shushed him


 
with a single finger pressed to his lips.







“Hush, babygirl,” she cooed. “Mommy needs to

 

train


 
you properly.”







He

 

gasped sharply


 
as he felt it—the cool,

 

thick pressure of something pushing against his tight, untouched hole


 
.







A

 

dildo.








Smooth. Silicone.

 

Bigger than anything he could handle.








His

 

thighs trembled


 
,

 

his breath coming in shallow gasps


 
as the tip

 

teased his rim


 
, swirling in

 

slow, deliberate circles


 
, letting him

 

feel every inch


 
before pushing

 

deeper


 
.







“Relax,” Lenora purred, rubbing slow,

 

taunting circles


 
against his

 

aching, untouched entrance


 
. “It’s

 

only difficult the first time.


 
”







He

 

whimpered


 
, his body

 

clenching instinctively


 
, but the

 

Governesses held him down


 
, keeping him

 

spread, vulnerable, exposed


 
.







“There’s no fighting it, sweetheart,” Lenora whispered, her nails grazing his

 

trembling inner thighs


 
. “You’re not a man anymore.

 

Men don’t wear diapers. Men don’t wet themselves. And men don’t get fucked like little girls.


 
”







She pushed

 

in deeper


 
.







Ethan

 

let out a broken, muffled sob


 
, his body

 

arching, twitching helplessly


 
, the

 

intrusion overwhelming, humiliating, stretching him beyond anything he’d ever felt


 
.







His

 

tiny cock twitched pathetically


 
,

 

useless


 
, trapped between his legs as the

 

toy filled him properly


 
, pressing

 

right against his untouched sweet spot


 
.







“Ohhh,” Lenora

 

sighed dramatically


 
,

 

pressing the toy deeper


 
until it was fully seated inside. “That’s much better.”







Ethan’s

 

entire body was on fire


 
.







He was

 

panting


 
,

 

whimpering


 
,

 

flushed and trembling


 
, every tiny

 

movement making the toy rub against his most sensitive spot


 
.







Then,

 

he heard it


 
.







A soft, mechanical

 

hum


 
.







His

 

eyes flew open in horror


 
.







“Time for your

 

milking, babygirl,


 
” Lenora whispered.







A machine

 

whirred to life


 
, cold metal

 

pressing around his tiny cock


 
, suction

 

sealing tightly


 
around the

 

soft, shriveled little thing


 
, holding him completely

 

trapped


 
.







“No—n-no, please—” he

 

whimpered


 
, but Lenora only

 

laughed softly


 
.







“Don’t fight it,” she whispered, stroking his cheek as the

 

machine pulsed


 
, creating a

 

gentle, relentless suction


 
around his

 

helpless little clit


 
, coaxing it to

 

respond despite itself


 
.







The

 

dildo inside him pulsed in sync


 
,

 

pushing deeper


 
, pressing against his

 

prostate


 
,

 

forcing his body to surrender


 
.







It was

 

too much


 
.







The

 

suction, the pulsing, the fullness, the humiliation


 
—







His

 

hips bucked helplessly


 
,

 

his breath coming in sharp gasps


 
, his body

 

squirming


 
against the relentless

 

stimulation


 
.







“Ohhh, my sweet little girl,” Lenora

 

moaned


 
, watching as he

 

twitched and trembled


 
beneath her. “You’re going to

 

cum for Mommy


 
, aren’t you?”







Ethan

 

let out a desperate, muffled cry


 
,

 

tears welling in his eyes


 
as his

 

body gave in completely


 
.







His

 

little cock twitched


 
,

 

spasming uselessly


 
, his

 

release draining instantly into the milking tubes


 
, completely

 

wasted, taken, controlled


 
.







The

 

machine didn’t stop.








The

 

toy kept pulsing.








And Ethan kept

 

shuddering helplessly


 
, trapped in the cycle of

 

endless forced pleasure


 
.







Lenora

 

smirked down at him


 
, brushing the

 

hair from his sweat-dampened forehead


 
.







“There we go,” she

 

purred


 
,

 

stroking his trembling body


 
. “That’s Mommy’s

 

good little sissy baby.


 
”










Epilogue: Ready for Mommy






Two weeks later, Ethan was

 

perfect.








He didn’t

 

resist anymore


 
.







He

 

sucked his pacifier willingly


 
.







He

 

slept in his crib


 
, dressed in

 

soft pastel nightgowns


 
, his

 

diaper thick and crinkly


 
beneath him.







His

 

tiny cock was locked away


 
, hidden beneath

 

layers of pink frills and bows


 
, never to be touched again.







And his

 

asshole was always stretched and ready


 
—just like a proper little girl.







Mommy Lenora stood by the

 

nursery window


 
, her

 

heels clicking against the floor


 
, watching as Ethan

 

sat in the playpen


 
, his

 

plushie clutched to his chest


 
, his

 

diaper warm and soaked beneath him


 
.







A soft

 

chime


 
echoed through the nursery.




Lenora smiled.

Clara had arrived.




Ethan’s

 

wife


 
.







And it was time for her to see just how much of a

 

perfect little sissy baby girl


 
her

 

lazy, useless husband


 
had become.








To be continued…


 😈







Disclaimer










This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.











Age Declaration











All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.











Image Disclaimer











All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.











Copyright













© 2025 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.










cover.jpeg





