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Chapter 1: The Setup

The bedroom smelled faintly of baby powder and warm skin when she slipped under the sheets beside him that morning. Sunlight sliced through the half-closed blinds in thin golden bars, painting stripes across the rumpled duvet. He was still half-asleep, body lax, cock already stirring under the thin cotton of his boxers as her fingers found him through the fabric. She moved slowly, deliberately, tracing the outline of him until he thickened against her palm.

“Happy birthday,” she whispered against his ear, voice low and velvet. Her breath carried the mint of toothpaste and something darker—anticipation.

He groaned softly, hips shifting toward her touch. “What time is it?”

“Early enough that we have the whole day.” She squeezed once, firm enough to make him gasp. “And I’ve been planning your present for weeks.”

He smiled sleepily, eyes still closed. “You always say that.”

“This time I mean it.” Her hand slipped inside his boxers, skin on skin now, stroking him with the exact rhythm she knew unraveled him fastest—slow up the shaft, thumb circling the head on every return. Pre-cum beaded almost immediately. “But first… we need to get you ready.”

He opened his eyes then, catching the glint in hers. That particular glint. The one that meant diapers.

His stomach flipped—equal parts shame and hunger. For months she had fed the kink he’d barely admitted to himself until her. At first it was teasing questions during sex: “Would you like it if I made you wear one?” Later it became small rituals. A single thick disposable taped on after a shower, her hands smoothing the front while she edged him until he leaked into the padding. Then overnight sessions—crinkly plastic pants locked over cloth nappies, her grinding against the swollen bulk while he begged to come. Each time she pushed a little further, and each time he sank deeper into the helpless, infantile arousal it gave him.

He never asked why she indulged it so eagerly. He was afraid the answer might break the spell.

She slid out of bed, naked, skin glowing in the morning light, and crossed to the dresser. The top drawer—the one he wasn’t allowed to open—slid open with a soft rasp. She lifted out the package he recognized instantly: the premium brand he ordered online in incognito mode, ultra-absorbent, white with faint pastel nursery prints barely visible unless you looked close. The kind that crinkled loudly with every step, the kind that held so much he could flood them twice before they leaked.

She tore the plastic open with her teeth, pulled one out, and shook it so the padding fluffed. The sound alone made his cock twitch hard against his stomach.

“On your back,” she said. Not a request.

He obeyed, shoving the duvet aside, boxers already halfway down his thighs. She tugged them off completely, then straddled his hips, knees bracketing him. The diaper dangled from her fingers like a taunt.

“Lift.”

He raised his hips. She slid the diaper underneath him, cool padding against the small of his back. Her fingers worked quickly—powder first, a generous cloud that made him cough once, then her palm smoothing it over his balls, his shaft, the sensitive crease where thigh met groin. She lingered there, stroking until he was leaking steadily, smearing pre-cum across the powder.

“Please,” he breathed.

“Not yet.” She unfolded the front panel, pulled it up between his legs, and taped it snug—first the bottom tapes angled upward to cup his balls, then the top ones pulled tight across his hips. The fit was perfect, almost punishingly tight around his caged cock. She had locked the steel chastity device on him two nights ago “to build anticipation,” and now the metal pressed cold against the warm, swelling padding.

She patted the front once, hard. The crinkle echoed. “There. My birthday boy all wrapped up.”

He swallowed. “Can I… come out of the cage today?”

She laughed softly. “No. Today you stay locked. Today you feel everything through the diaper. Every twitch. Every drop.”

She reached for the onesie next—pale pink, snap-crotch, short sleeves. She worked his arms through, then fastened the row of snaps between his legs, each click pulling the diaper tighter against his trapped erection. The fabric stretched over the bulk, outlining every contour of the padding. He looked down at himself: smooth legs, caged cock outlined under satin, thick white mound between his thighs. The sight made his face burn and his pulse hammer.

She stood back, admiring. “Perfect.”

He tried to sit up; she pushed him back down gently but firmly.

“Not yet. Wrists.”

She produced soft leather cuffs from the nightstand—pink, matching the onesie—and buckled them around his wrists. A short chain connected them behind his back, forcing his shoulders to open, chest out. He tested the restraint; he could move his hands maybe six inches apart. Enough to be useless.

“Why the cuffs?” His voice cracked a little.

“Because today is special.” She leaned down, kissed his forehead, then his lips—slow, deep, tongue sliding against his until he moaned into her mouth. “I want you helpless when I give you your gift.”

She helped him off the bed. Standing was awkward; the diaper forced his thighs apart, the chain hobbled his steps. Every movement made the padding shift and crinkle loudly. She led him to the full-length mirror in the corner of the room.

“Look at yourself.”

He did. The man in the reflection was unrecognizable: flushed cheeks, pupils blown, lips parted, pink onesie stretched obscenely over the massive diaper bulge. The chastity cage created a small, humiliating tent at the front. A wet spot was already forming where pre-cum had soaked through the inner lining.

“See how pretty you are?” she murmured, pressing against his back, chin on his shoulder. One hand slid down to cup the front of his diaper, squeezing gently. The pressure made him whimper. “This is what you’ve always wanted. To be taken care of. To be owned.”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Good boy.” She kissed the side of his neck. “Now wait here. Don’t move. Don’t touch anything. I’m going downstairs to finish setting up.”

“Setting up what?”

“Your present.” She smiled in the mirror, eyes glittering. “It’s going to be unforgettable.”

She left him there, chained wrists behind him, diaper crinkling with every shallow breath. He stared at his reflection, heart pounding. Part of him wanted to beg her to unlock him, to fuck him normally, to keep this between them. But the larger part—the part that had spent years hiding magazines under the mattress, ordering discreet packages, jerking off into stolen pull-ups in college bathrooms—wanted whatever came next. Wanted her to push him until he broke open.

Minutes stretched. He shifted his weight; the diaper squished faintly. Already damp. He hadn’t even tried to hold it. The combination of restraint, exposure, and her casual dominance had him leaking steadily.

Footsteps on the stairs. Multiple sets.

His stomach dropped.

The bedroom door opened.

She stepped in first, still naked except for a black silk robe she hadn’t bothered to tie. Behind her came five women—tall, short, brunette, blonde, tattooed, polished—all of them dressed in sharp, expensive clothes that screamed money and confidence. They carried gift bags, bottles of champagne, small wrapped boxes. Their eyes found him immediately.

He froze.

One of them—a redhead with a cruel smile—laughed outright. “Holy shit. You weren’t kidding.”

Another, dark-haired and statuesque, tilted her head. “He’s already wet. Look at the front.”

He tried to turn away; the chain and the bulk between his legs made it impossible. Heat flooded his face, his chest, his ears.

She walked straight to him, cupped his cheek. “Don’t be shy. They’re here for you.”

“Who…?” His voice cracked.

“My closest friends.” She gestured at them like she was introducing coworkers at a barbecue. “They’ve heard all about my sweet little diaper boy. How much you love being babied. How hard you get when I change you. How you beg to be kept locked and padded.”

He shook his head, small, frantic. “You said… you said it was our secret.”

“It was.” She smiled, soft and merciless. “Until today. Today I decided to share.”

The redhead stepped closer, reached out, and patted the front of his diaper firmly. The crinkle was obscene in the quiet room. “Feels heavy already. Did he wet himself waiting?”

“Not yet,” she answered for him. “Just leaking. He does that when he’s excited.”

The women circled him slowly, inspecting. Hands brushed his arms, his thighs, the curve of his padded ass. Someone tugged at the onesie snaps between his legs, testing. Someone else squeezed the thick bulk at his crotch, making him gasp.

“Look at his face,” one murmured. “He’s mortified. And so fucking hard.”

Tears pricked his eyes. Not from pain—not yet—but from the sudden, violent exposure of something he’d kept locked inside for years. The diaper, the cage, the onesie—they had been his private surrender. Now they were a spectacle.

She tilted his chin up, forced him to meet her gaze. “This is your birthday, baby. No more hiding. No more pretending you’re a big boy when we both know you’re just a needy little sissy who needs his diapers changed and his cock locked.”

He swallowed hard. “Please…”

“Please what?” Her thumb brushed a tear from his cheek. “Please stop? Or please don’t stop?”

He couldn’t answer. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the steel, pressing against the soaked inner lining of the diaper. The women watched, hungry.

She turned to them. “Shall we get started?”

They nodded, smiles widening.

She guided him toward the bed, hands on his shoulders. “Lie down, sweetheart. Legs spread. We’re going to make sure everyone gets a good look at the birthday boy before the real fun begins.”

He obeyed—because he always obeyed her—lowering himself onto the mattress, wrists still chained behind him, thighs forced apart by the diaper’s bulk. The women gathered around, looming.

And somewhere beneath the terror, the shame, the spiraling humiliation, a dark, twisted part of him burned brighter than ever.

He was terrified.

He was exposed.

He was hers.

And now he was theirs.


Chapter 2: The Doorbell

The bedroom door clicked shut behind her with a soft finality that echoed louder in his ears than it should have. He stood frozen in front of the mirror, wrists chained behind his back, the short links forcing his shoulders into an uncomfortable arch. Every shallow breath made the onesie pull tighter across his chest, the snaps at the crotch digging into the thick diaper beneath. The padding shifted with the slightest movement, crinkling insistently, a constant reminder of how exposed he already felt—even before anyone else arrived.

He stared at his reflection again, willing it to change. Pale pink fabric stretched over the obscene white bulge between his legs. The chastity cage created a small, humiliating ridge at the front, and a darker spot had spread where pre-cum continued to leak. His face was flushed crimson from scalp to collarbone. Eyes wide, pupils blown, lips parted like he was waiting to be fed. He looked ridiculous. He looked exactly like what she had called him: her sweet little diaper boy.

The cuffs bit into his wrists when he tested them again. No give. He could raise his arms maybe ten centimeters before the chain snapped taut. Useless for covering himself. Useless for anything except displaying how helpless he was.

Footsteps retreated down the hallway, then down the stairs. Muffled voices drifted up—hers, bright and casual, greeting someone at the front door. A laugh. Another voice, feminine, lower. Then another. And another.

His heart slammed against his ribs so hard he thought it might bruise them.

No. She wouldn’t. She had promised—this was their thing. Private. Safe. The diapers, the cage, the babying—she had coaxed it out of him over months of careful teasing, careful control. She knew how deep the shame ran, how fiercely he guarded it. She wouldn’t invite strangers to see.

But the voices multiplied. Heels clicked across the hardwood foyer. Bags rustled. Someone said, “Where is he?” and her reply floated up clear as glass: “Upstairs. All ready for his big day.”

He backed away from the mirror until his calves hit the edge of the bed. The diaper forced his legs apart; he nearly stumbled. Panic clawed up his throat. He wanted to call out, to beg her to send them away, but the words stuck. What if she got angry? What if she punished him by making it worse?

The stairs creaked. Multiple sets of footsteps now, climbing steadily.

He sank onto the mattress, thighs spreading wider around the bulk. The chains clinked as he tried to curl in on himself—pointless. His bound wrists pinned his hands uselessly behind him, elbows forced out. All he could do was sit there, diaper crinkling with every frantic shift, waiting.

The bedroom door opened.

She stepped through first, robe loosely tied now, hair slightly mussed as though she’d been laughing hard downstairs. Her eyes found him immediately—soft, almost tender for a split second—then sharpened into something predatory.

Behind her came the first woman: tall, red hair pulled into a sleek ponytail, black leather jacket over a silk blouse. She carried a bottle of champagne in one hand and a small gift bag in the other. Her gaze raked over him from head to toe, lingering on the padded crotch, and her lips curved into a slow, delighted smile.

Next: a brunette, shorter, curvier, wearing a tailored blazer and heels that clicked like gunshots. She tilted her head, studying him the way one might appraise art in a gallery.

Then a blonde with sharp cheekbones and tattoos curling up her forearms. She laughed outright—low, throaty—when she saw the onesie. “Jesus. You really did it.”

A fourth woman—dark skin, coiled braids, gold hoop earrings—leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, smirking. “He’s blushing so hard I can feel the heat from here.”

The last one slipped in quietly: petite, platinum hair cropped short, eyes cold and assessing. She closed the door behind her with a deliberate click.

Five.

Five women staring at him like he was the main course.

He tried to speak. “I—I don’t—”

“Shh.” She crossed the room in three strides, pressed a single finger to his lips. “No talking unless I ask you a question. Understand?”

He nodded once, small and jerky.

“Good boy.” She turned to the group. “Ladies, this is him. My little secret. The one I’ve been telling you about.”

The redhead stepped closer first. “So this is the diaper boy.” She reached out without hesitation, patted the front of his diaper firmly—once, twice. The crinkle was deafening in the quiet room. “Feels nice and thick. Already a little damp, too.”

He flinched. Heat roared through him—shame, yes, but also that dark, traitorous pulse between his legs. The cage tightened painfully.

The brunette circled to his side, ran a manicured nail along the edge of the onesie where it met his thigh. “Cute outfit. Very… appropriate.”

The blonde crouched in front of him, elbows on her knees, face level with his padded crotch. She studied the wet spot like it was evidence in a crime scene. “Look at that. Leaking already and we haven’t even started. How long has he been locked?”

“Two days,” she answered casually, as though discussing the weather. “He gets so desperate when he can’t touch.”

The tattooed one snorted. “Poor thing. Must be torture.”

“It is,” he whispered before he could stop himself.

All eyes snapped to him.

She sighed, mock-exasperated. “What did I say about speaking?”

“I’m sorry—”

She grabbed his chin, tilted his face up. “You’ll be sorrier soon.”

The quiet one—the platinum blonde—spoke for the first time. Voice soft, almost gentle. “He’s terrified. Look at his eyes.”

“He should be,” the redhead said cheerfully. “He’s about to become the entertainment.”

She released his chin and stepped back. “Stand up.”

He hesitated.

“Now.”

He pushed himself off the bed awkwardly, thighs forced apart by the diaper, chains clinking. Standing made the bulk more pronounced; the padding sagged slightly between his legs from the steady leak. Every shift sent fresh crinkles through the room.

The women formed a loose circle around him. Close enough that he could smell perfume, champagne, leather. Close enough that he felt their eyes like physical touches.

She walked behind him, pressed her body to his back, one hand sliding down to cup the front of his diaper again. She squeezed—slow, deliberate. The pressure forced a whimper out of him.

“Tell them,” she murmured against his ear. “Tell them what you are.”

He swallowed. Throat dry. “I’m… I’m your diaper boy.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your diaper boy.”

The brunette laughed softly. “Adorable.”

She squeezed harder. “And what do diaper boys need?”

His voice cracked. “They need… to be changed. And… taken care of.”

“Exactly.” She released him, stepped around to face him again. “And today, everyone gets to help take care of you.”

He shook his head—small, instinctive. “Please. Not—not them. Just you.”

Her expression didn’t change, but her eyes went colder. “You don’t get to decide who sees you anymore. You lost that privilege the moment you let me lock your cock and tape a diaper on you.”

The redhead set her champagne down on the dresser, rolled up her sleeves. “Shall we start with an inspection? I want to see how full he really is.”

She nodded. “Go ahead.”

Hands reached for him—gentle at first, then firmer. Fingers tugged at the onesie snaps. Someone patted his ass, testing the padding there. Someone else pressed on his lower stomach, right above the diaper waistband, making him gasp as pressure built against his bladder.

“Look how he squirms,” the tattooed one said. “He’s dying to wet it right now.”

“I’m not—” he started.

The platinum blonde stepped in close, voice low. “Don’t lie. We can all see the spot growing.”

He looked down. The wet patch had spread noticeably, darkening the front panel in an irregular bloom.

She cupped his cheek. “It’s okay, baby. You’re allowed to let go. In fact…” She glanced at the others. “I think we should make him hold it a little longer. Build the anticipation.”

Nods all around.

The brunette produced a small remote from her pocket. “I brought something fun. Vibration settings. Low, medium, high… and pulse.”

She took the remote. “Perfect.”

A second later, a low buzz started inside the diaper—right against the base of his caged cock. Not enough to make him come. Just enough to make every nerve scream.

He moaned, knees buckling. Someone caught his elbows, held him upright.

“Stay standing,” she ordered. “We’re not done looking yet.”

They circled him slowly, commenting as they went.

“Such a pretty blush.”

“Love the way the onesie stretches over the bulk.”

“Bet he’s been fantasizing about this for years.”

“Poor little sissy. All exposed and leaking for us.”

The vibrations pulsed once—sharper—and he cried out, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

She turned the remote off. “Not yet. Save it for later.”

He panted, tears gathering at the corners of his eyes.

She leaned in, lips brushing his. “Happy birthday, baby. This is only the beginning.”

The women laughed—soft, cruel, delighted.

And somewhere beneath the terror, the humiliation, the spiraling shame, that dark heat coiled tighter.

He was trapped.

He was theirs.

And the diaper between his legs was already heavier than it had any right to be.


Chapter 3: The Inspection Circle

The women closed in without a word of warning, their movements coordinated like they had rehearsed this moment. He remained standing because no one had told him otherwise, wrists chained behind his back, the short links clinking faintly whenever his shoulders twitched. The diaper forced his stance wide; he could feel the padding sagging heavier now, the front panel darkened and clinging damply to the steel cage underneath. Every breath pulled the onesie tighter across his chest, the snaps at the crotch biting into his skin.

She stepped to his left side, one hand resting possessively on his hip, fingers digging just enough to remind him who controlled the scene. The redhead took position directly in front of him, close enough that he could smell her perfume—something sharp and expensive, undercut by the faint tang of champagne on her breath. She reached out first.

Her palm flattened against the front of his diaper, fingers splaying wide. She pressed—not gently, but with deliberate force, compressing the soaked padding against his trapped cock. The crinkle was loud, obscene, amplified by the sudden pressure. A small squish escaped as trapped moisture shifted inside.

“Warm,” she announced to the room, voice clinical. “And definitely not just pre-cum anymore. He’s been dribbling the whole time we’ve been staring.”

He bit the inside of his cheek hard enough to taste copper. The pressure made his bladder ache; he clenched instinctively, trying to hold back the fresh wave threatening to escape.

The brunette moved to his right, circling behind him. Her hands slid down his back, over the onesie, then lower until both palms cupped the padded swell of his ass. She squeezed once, testing the give of the thick layers. “Nice and plump back here too. Feels like he could take a good spanking without bruising too fast.” She gave a light slap—more sound than sting through the padding—and the crinkle rang out again.

He jerked forward involuntarily. The chain pulled taut; his bound wrists yanked against each other.

“Steady,” she murmured from behind him, pressing her body briefly against his back so he felt the heat of her through the thin fabric. “We’re just getting to know you.”

The blonde with the tattoos stepped up next, dropping to one knee in front of him like she was examining a piece of merchandise. Her face was level with his crotch. She didn’t touch at first—just stared, head tilted, studying the wet patch that had spread into an irregular, yellow-tinged bloom across the white front. Then she reached out with two fingers and traced the outline of the darkened area, slow and deliberate.

“Look at this pattern,” she said, almost to herself. “He leaks in little spurts. Nervous little pulses.” She pressed the tip of one finger directly over the spot where his caged tip strained against the inner lining. The pressure sent a fresh jolt through him; he gasped, hips twitching forward before he could stop them.

She laughed softly. “Sensitive. Very sensitive.”

The dark-haired woman with the braids stayed back a step, arms still crossed, but her eyes never left him. She spoke without moving closer. “Lift your chin. Let us see your face properly.”

He obeyed automatically—head up, throat exposed. Tears had gathered at the corners of his eyes but hadn’t fallen yet. The platinum blonde—the quiet one—finally approached. She was the smallest, but something in her stillness made the others part for her. She stopped inches away, reached up, and brushed a single fingertip along his jawline, then down his throat, then lower, stopping at the collar of the onesie.

“You’re shaking,” she observed. Voice soft, almost kind. “Are you scared?”

He swallowed. “Yes.”

“Good.” She smiled then—small, sharp. “Fear makes everything taste better.”

She stepped even closer, until her breasts brushed his chest through her blouse. Her hand dropped to the front of his diaper, joining the redhead’s. Together they pressed—four palms now, two from the front, two from the sides—kneading the padding in slow, rhythmic circles. The wet contents shifted and sloshed faintly inside. The warmth spread deeper, seeping against his balls, pressing the cage tighter.

He whimpered—couldn’t help it. The sound escaped high and broken.

“Listen to that,” the brunette said from behind, giving his ass another squeeze. “He’s already making baby noises.”

She—the one who owned him—leaned in from his left, lips brushing his ear. “Tell them how it feels.”

He shook his head once, small and desperate.

Her teeth grazed his earlobe. “Tell them, or I turn the vibration back on. And this time I leave it on pulse until you flood.”

His voice came out cracked, barely audible. “It… it feels warm. Heavy. Tight. The cage… it hurts when you press.”

“Louder,” the redhead ordered. “We want details.”

“It feels… wet against my cock. Every time you squeeze, it squishes. I can feel it soaking into the back too. I’m… I’m trying not to wet more but I can’t stop leaking.”

The platinum blonde tilted her head. “Why can’t you stop?”

“Because…” He closed his eyes. “Because I’m hard. And scared. And… it turns me on.”

Silence for a beat. Then soft laughter rippled through the circle.

“Honest little thing,” the tattooed blonde said, rising to her feet. She wiped her fingers on the front of his diaper like she was cleaning them. “I like that.”

The dark-haired one finally uncrossed her arms and stepped forward. She didn’t touch his diaper—instead she reached up and pinched his left nipple through the onesie, twisting slowly. Pain flared sharp and bright; he arched, gasping.

“That’s for hiding this long,” she said calmly. “You should have let us play with you sooner.”

She released him. The sting lingered.

She—the owner—slid her hand up under the onesie hem, fingers finding the top edge of the diaper tapes. She tugged once, playfully, making the whole front panel shift and crinkle louder. “He’s still holding most of it. Bladder’s full. I can tell by the way he’s clenching.”

The redhead grinned. “Should we make him let go now?”

“Not yet.” She shook her head. “I want him desperate. I want him begging before he floods in front of everyone.”

The brunette leaned in from behind, voice low against his neck. “You’re going to beg, aren’t you? When it gets too much. You’re going to ask us—very politely—to let you piss your diaper like the pathetic little bitch you are.”

He couldn’t answer. His knees trembled; the chains clinked as he shifted weight from foot to foot, trying to ease the pressure. Every movement made the wet padding rub against his caged cock—slick, warm friction that kept him agonizingly close to the edge without any hope of relief.

The platinum blonde reached out last. She hooked one finger under his chin, forced his gaze to hers. “Eyes on me while we finish the inspection.”

He stared into her cold blue eyes as the others continued their slow, deliberate touches—patting, squeezing, tracing the tapes, commenting on every detail: the way the wetness had wicked up toward his waistband, the slight sag between his legs, the obscene outline of the cage pressing outward.

“Look how full he’s getting,” someone murmured.

“Smells like baby powder and desperation,” another added.

“His thighs are shaking. He’s right on the edge.”

She—the one who had started all of this—finally spoke again. “Enough for now. Let’s get him on the bed. Spread-eagle. I want him completely open for the next part.”

Hands guided him backward. He stumbled once; someone caught his bound arms. They maneuvered him onto the mattress, pushed him down onto his back. Wrists remained chained behind him, but they pulled his arms up and out, securing the short chain to a ringbolt hidden under the headboard. Ankles next—cuffs produced from the nightstand, attached to the footboard posts, spreading his legs wide. The diaper bulged prominently between his thighs, the wet front panel stretched taut.

The women stepped back, forming a loose semicircle at the foot of the bed, looking down at him.

He lay there, chest rising and falling fast, tears finally spilling over. The room smelled of perfume, champagne, baby powder, and the faint sharp scent of his own arousal-soaked padding.

She climbed onto the bed, straddling his waist carefully so her weight rested on his lower stomach—right above the diaper. The pressure pushed down on his full bladder; he whimpered, hips jerking once.

She leaned forward, hands braced on either side of his head, hair falling around them like a curtain.

“Ready for the real fun, birthday boy?” she whispered.

He couldn’t speak. Only managed a small, broken nod.

She smiled—slow, cruel, loving.

“Good. Because we’re just getting started.”


Chapter 4: Forced Confession

The mattress dipped under the weight of multiple bodies as the women arranged themselves around him on the bed. He lay spreadeagled, wrists chained high to the headboard ring, ankles secured wide to the footboard posts. The position pulled every muscle taut, forcing his hips to tilt upward slightly so the soaked diaper became the undeniable centerpiece of the scene. The padding had swollen noticeably now—warm, heavy, clinging to his skin in all the wrong places. Every shallow breath made it shift with a faint, wet squish that seemed to echo in the suddenly quiet room.

She straddled his chest again, this time facing his feet, knees pinning his shoulders down. The silk of her robe parted as she settled, bare thighs brushing his collarbones. From this angle she could look straight down into his tear-streaked face while the others had an unobstructed view of the diapered mound between his spread legs.

One of the women—the redhead—produced a phone from her pocket and held it up, camera lens glinting. “Smile for the birthday video,” she said, voice dripping mock sweetness.

He turned his head away instinctively. A sharp slap landed across his cheek—not hard enough to bruise, but enough to sting and refocus him. The platinum blonde had delivered it, her small hand surprisingly strong.

“Eyes forward,” she ordered. “You look at the camera when we tell you to.”

He forced his gaze back. The lens stared at him like an unblinking eye.

She—the owner—leaned forward, palms braced on his chest, nails digging lightly through the onesie. “We’re going to play a little game now. It’s called Truth. You tell the absolute, filthy truth about your diaper kink, or we make the next hour very uncomfortable.”

He swallowed. His throat clicked audibly. “Please… don’t record this.”

The brunette laughed from his right side. “Too late. Already rolling. And don’t worry—we’ll keep it in the group chat. Private. Mostly.”

The tattooed blonde snorted. “Mostly.”

She ignored the interruption, kept her eyes locked on his. “First question. How old were you when you first realized you liked diapers?”

His lips parted, closed, parted again. “I… I don’t remember exactly.”

A hand—the dark-haired one’s—reached between his legs and pressed firmly on the front of the diaper, right over the cage. The pressure squeezed the soaked padding against his trapped cock; fresh warmth spread as trapped urine shifted. He gasped.

“Try harder,” she said calmly.

“Twelve,” he blurted. “Maybe thirteen. I found… an old package in the attic. My mom’s friend left them after her kid outgrew them. I hid one. I… I put it on when no one was home.”

The redhead zoomed the camera in on his face. “And?”

“And I got hard,” he whispered. “Really hard. I humped the floor in it until I came. First time I ever came without touching myself.”

Silence for a beat. Then soft, appreciative murmurs.

“Good start,” she said. “Next. How often do you think about diapers when you’re jerking off alone?”

“Every time,” he answered without hesitation this time. The confession came easier under the weight of all those eyes. “I can’t… I can’t finish unless I imagine I’m wearing one. Or being changed. Or… made to use it.”

The brunette squeezed his thigh. “Details. What exactly do you imagine?”

He hesitated. Another hard press on the diaper front—deliberate, grinding the wet bulk against his cage. Pain and pleasure twisted together; he whimpered.

“I imagine… someone finding out. Someone I trust. Forcing me to wear one all day. Making me wet it in public. Changing me slowly. Teasing me while I’m soaked. Locking me so I can’t touch. Making me beg to be allowed to come in my diaper.”

The platinum blonde tilted her head. “And do you come in them?”

“Yes.”

“How?”

“Usually… humping something. A pillow. My hand over the padding. Sometimes just from the feeling of being full and helpless.”

She smiled thinly. “Pathetic.”

He flinched at the word, but his cock throbbed harder inside the cage.

She shifted her weight forward, bringing her face closer to his. “Tell them your deepest fantasy. The one you’ve never said out loud to me.”

His breathing hitched. Tears slipped sideways into his hair. “I… I want to be kept in diapers permanently. Not just play. All the time. No underwear ever again. Locked twenty-four seven. Changed only when someone else decides. Used… by whoever you want. Made to perform. Made to… serve. While I’m padded and leaking and humiliated.”

The room went very still.

The redhead lowered the phone slightly. “Fuck. That’s dark.”

“And hot,” the tattooed one added.

She—the one straddling him—leaned down until her lips nearly brushed his. “Thank you for being honest. Now thank them for listening.”

He swallowed again. “Th-thank you… for listening to my disgusting secrets.”

The brunette reached over and patted his cheek. “Good boy. You’re doing so well.”

She straightened up. “Next confession. Tell them how you feel right now.”

He closed his eyes for a second, then opened them. “I feel… ashamed. Like I’m going to die of embarrassment. Everyone seeing me like this—diapered, locked, wet, hard. But… I’m also so turned on I can’t think straight. The cage hurts. The diaper feels heavy and warm and wrong and perfect. I want to come so bad it’s making me shake. And I hate that I want all of you to see it.”

The dark-haired woman laughed softly. “He’s crying and confessing at the same time. Beautiful.”

She nodded. “One more. The big one. Tell them what you are.”

He didn’t hesitate this time. The words spilled out like they’d been waiting. “I’m a sissy bitch. A diaper-dependent sissy bitch who gets off on being exposed and used and broken. I’m not a man. I’m… I’m just a needy little baby who needs his diapers and his cage and his Mistress to tell him what to do.”

The platinum blonde reached out and wiped a tear from his cheek with her thumb, then pressed it to his lips. He opened automatically; she pushed it inside. He tasted salt.

“Say it again,” she ordered. “Louder. For the camera.”

“I’m a sissy bitch,” he repeated, voice cracking but clear. “A pathetic, diaper-wetting sissy bitch who belongs to all of you now.”

The redhead stopped recording, lowered the phone. “We got it all. Crystal clear.”

She climbed off his chest, stood beside the bed, looking down at him. “You did very well. No lies. No holding back. That earns you a small reward.”

She reached for the remote the brunette had brought earlier. A low buzz started inside the diaper again—right against the underside of his cage. Steady, maddening vibration. Not enough to finish him. Just enough to keep him hovering on the razor’s edge.

He moaned, hips rolling uselessly against the restraints.

“But the reward comes with a price,” she continued. “You’re going to hold that piss until I say otherwise. If you let even one drop escape before we’re ready, we’ll ruin every orgasm you get for the next month. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.

She smiled. “Good. Because the next game is about to start.”

The women exchanged glances—hungry, amused, cruel.

The brunette set a fresh bottle of champagne on the nightstand and began pouring glasses. “Let’s toast to the birthday boy. And to all the secrets he’s never getting back.”

They clinked glasses over his bound, trembling body.

He lay there, spread wide, diaper sagging, cage throbbing under the low buzz, tears drying on his cheeks.

Exposed.

Confessed.

Owned.

And the pressure in his bladder was building faster than he could control.


Chapter 5: The Wetting Command

The champagne glasses clinked softly as the women passed them around, bubbles fizzing in the dim light of the bedroom. He remained bound spreadeagle on the bed, the restraints pulling his limbs taut, every muscle in his body screaming from the strain. The diaper beneath him had grown even heavier during the confessions—swollen with his steady leak, the front panel sagging visibly between his spread thighs. The low vibration from the remote had been turned off, leaving him throbbing in painful denial, but the pressure in his bladder was worse. It built relentlessly, a hot, insistent ache that made his hips twitch involuntarily against the chains.

She stood at the foot of the bed now, remote in one hand, champagne flute in the other. She took a slow sip, eyes never leaving his face. The others lounged around him—some perched on the mattress edges, others in chairs dragged close, all watching with that same mix of amusement and cruelty.

"You've been such a good boy with your truths," she said finally, setting her glass on the nightstand. "Now for your reward. Or punishment. Depending on how you look at it."

He licked dry lips. "Please… I need to go. Bad."

She smiled—that slow, knowing curve of her lips that always made his stomach flip. "I know. That's the point."

The redhead leaned forward from her spot beside his right ankle, fingers trailing lightly up his inner thigh until they stopped just short of the diaper tapes. "How full are you, really? On a scale of one to desperate?"

"Desperate," he gasped. "Please, Mistress. Let me use the bathroom. Or… or change me first."

The brunette laughed outright, reaching across to pat the swollen front of his diaper. The padding squished audibly under her palm. "Use the bathroom? Sweetheart, you're already in your bathroom. That thick thing between your legs is exactly where you're supposed to go."

He shook his head frantically, chains rattling. "No. Not… not in front of everyone. Please. It's too much."

She stepped closer, straddling one of his bound thighs so her weight pressed down, adding fresh pressure to his bladder. She leaned over him, hands braced on either side of his head. "That's exactly why we're doing it. You've hidden this kink for years—jerking off alone, sneaking packages, pretending to be normal. Today, you own it. In front of all of us. You wet that diaper like the needy little bitch you confessed to being."

Tears welled again, spilling hot down his temples into the sheets. His cock strained uselessly in the cage, pre-cum adding to the mess inside. The humiliation burned, but so did the arousal—twisted, dark, undeniable.

The platinum blonde—the quiet sadist—picked up the remote from where she'd left it. "Should I help him along?" She clicked it on low again. The buzz hummed against his caged base, steady and tormenting.

He moaned, hips bucking as much as the restraints allowed. The vibration made holding impossible; a small spurt escaped despite his clench, warm wetness blooming deeper into the padding.

"Good start," she murmured, turning it off. "But we want the full flood. Hold it a little longer."

The tattooed blonde set her champagne aside and moved to his left side. She hooked a finger under one of the diaper tapes—not pulling it loose, just tugging enough to make the whole front panel shift and crinkle. "Feel that? That's your safety net. No accidents on my sheets today. Just a nice, big mess in your baby pants."

The dark-haired woman with the braids poured another round of champagne, handing glasses out. "To the wetting ceremony," she toasted, raising hers. "May he soak it completely and beg for more."

They clinked again, sipping while he whimpered below them.

She leaned down closer, her breath warm against his ear. "Beg for it. Beg us to let you piss your diaper like a helpless sissy."

His voice came out broken, barely above a whisper. "Please… please let me wet my diaper."

"Louder," the redhead ordered. "And look at us when you say it."

He forced his eyes open, scanning the circle of faces—smirking, eager, merciless. "Please let me wet my diaper. I can't hold it anymore. I need to go so bad."

The brunette pressed harder on the front, fingers kneading the soaked bulk. "Why do you need to?"

"Because… because I'm a diaper bitch. I get off on it. On being full and desperate and… and using it while you watch."

She nodded approval. "Better. Now thank us in advance for witnessing your shame."

"Thank you," he choked out. "Thank you for making me do this. For seeing me like this."

The platinum blonde clicked the remote to medium pulse—short, sharp bursts that made his whole body jerk. "One more spurt for luck."

He gasped as another involuntary leak escaped, the diaper warming anew around his balls. The sag grew heavier; he could feel it pulling downward, the weight obscene.

She turned off the vibration. Climbed fully onto the bed now, kneeling between his spread legs. Her hands rested on his thighs, thumbs digging into the soft skin just above where the diaper tapes met his hips.

"Look at me," she commanded.

He did—eyes locking on hers through the blur of tears.

"You have permission. Wet yourself. Right now. All of it. Show us what a pathetic, leaking sissy you really are."

The command broke something inside him. He stopped fighting. The first real stream hit hard—hot, forceful, hissing faintly as it flooded the inner lining. The diaper absorbed greedily at first, swelling outward in visible waves. The warmth spread fast, soaking the front panel completely, then seeping backward toward his ass. The padding ballooned between his legs, sagging heavily against the sheets.

The room filled with the sound: the soft rush, the crinkle of plastic stretching, his own broken sobs mixing with it.

The women watched intently—some leaning in close, others commenting softly.

"Look at that sag."

"It's turning yellow already."

"Such a big boy messing his pants."

"Listen to him whimper. He's loving it."

The stream kept coming—longer than he expected, wave after wave until he was empty, trembling. The diaper hung low now, grotesquely distended, the cartoon prints blurred under the dark stain. Urine pooled at the bottom, making every shift slosh audibly.

She reached down, cupped the swollen front in both hands. Squeezed. The contents compressed, warm liquid shifting against his skin, pressing the cage deeper. He cried out—a mix of pain, relief, and humiliating pleasure.

"Full," she announced. "Very full. Good job, baby."

The redhead patted the side, making it jiggle. "Smells like piss already. Potent."

He lay there panting, face burning, body spent but still achingly hard. The wetness cooled slowly, clammy against him.

The brunette tilted her head. "How does it feel?"

"Heavy," he whispered. "Warm. Sticky. Like… like I'm really just a baby now."

She smiled. "You are. And babies need changes. But first…"

She turned to the group. "Let's admire our work a little longer. Poke it. Prod it. Make him feel every inch of his shame."

Hands descended—patting, squeezing, slapping lightly against the soaked padding. Each touch sent fresh waves through him: sloshes, crinkles, the cage grinding mercilessly.

He begged incoherently—stop, more, please, no—all blending into whimpers.

Finally, she held up a hand. "Enough teasing. Time for the change. But remember, sissy—this is just the first one today."

They unchained his ankles first, then wrists, but kept him flat on his back. She produced a fresh diaper from the dresser—the same thick brand, still in its crinkly plastic.

His heart pounded. The cycle was starting again.

And deep down, twisted as it was, he craved it.


Chapter 6: Public Diaper Change Ritual

The room had grown warmer, thick with the mingled scents of champagne, perfume, baby powder, and the unmistakable sharp tang of his soaked diaper. He lay motionless on the bed, legs still spread wide from the ankle cuffs, wrists re-secured high above his head after the brief freedom of the wetting. The fresh chains clinked softly whenever his body trembled. The diaper between his thighs hung low and obscene—distended to its limit, the once-white front now a mottled yellow-gray, sagging heavily enough that the tapes strained at the edges. Every shallow breath made the contents slosh faintly against his skin, pressing the steel cage deeper into the warm, clammy mess.

She knelt between his legs first, hands resting lightly on the insides of his thighs, thumbs brushing the leg gathers where small beads of urine had already begun to seep through the elastic. The others formed a tight semicircle at the foot of the bed and along the sides—close enough to see every detail, far enough to keep the ritual feeling ceremonial.

“No rush,” she said quietly, almost tenderly. “We’re going to take our time with this one. You’re going to feel every second of being exposed, cleaned, and put back into something fresh.”

He whimpered. The sound was small, involuntary, swallowed halfway.

The redhead reached over from his right and hooked a finger under the top right tape. She didn’t pull it yet—just tugged gently, making the whole front panel shift and crinkle loudly. “These are soaked through. Look how the prints have blurred. Almost looks like he peed himself twice.”

“He did, practically,” the brunette added from the left, mirroring the gesture on the opposite tape. “Leaked the whole time we were talking to him.”

She—the owner—slid her hands under his lower back, lifting his hips just enough to slide a thick changing pad beneath him. The crinkly plastic sheet rustled under his ass; cool against the heat of his skin. She lowered him again, then reached for the tapes herself.

One by one, she peeled them open—slow, deliberate, the adhesive ripping softly. The sound seemed to fill the room. When the last tape came free, the front panel fell away with a wet slap against his stomach, exposing the ruined interior: sodden padding yellowed and clumped, the steel cage glistening with urine and pre-cum, his balls drawn tight from the cold air and relentless arousal.

A collective inhale went through the circle.

“Jesus,” the tattooed blonde murmured. “He’s dripping.”

The platinum blonde leaned in closer, studying the mess like a scientist. “Cage is covered. Look at the way it’s leaking out the tip even now.”

He turned his face into his bound arm, trying to hide. A hand—someone’s—grabbed his chin and forced it forward again.

“Eyes on us,” the dark-haired woman said. “You don’t get to look away while we clean up your filthy little accident.”

She produced a pack of baby wipes from the nightstand—thick, cold, scented faintly of aloe. She drew one out slowly, unfolded it, and began at his stomach, wiping in long, deliberate strokes downward. The wipe dragged across his skin, collecting urine and powder residue, cooling instantly where it touched. He shivered.

She worked methodically: stomach, hips, the creases where thigh met groin. Each pass made him twitch; the cold contrasted brutally with the lingering warmth of the diaper. When she reached his caged cock, she wrapped the wipe around it like a cloth, squeezing gently to clean the shaft and head. Pre-cum strung between the bars; she wiped it away without mercy.

“Sensitive,” she noted as he jerked. “Still so hard even after all that.”

The redhead took the next wipe, focusing on his balls—lifting them carefully, wiping underneath, between, around the cage ring. Her touch was firmer, almost clinical, but the pressure made him gasp.

“Smells like piss and desperation,” she commented casually. “We should make him thank us for cleaning him.”

He swallowed. “Th-thank you… for cleaning me.”

“Louder,” the brunette prompted, already preparing another wipe.

“Thank you for cleaning my dirty diaper mess,” he repeated, voice cracking.

The tattooed blonde laughed softly. “Good boy. Now lift your legs.”

They helped him bend his knees toward his chest, ankles still cuffed but chains long enough to allow the position. His ass lifted off the pad; the sodden diaper fell away completely, landing with a heavy wet thud beside him. Cool air hit his exposed hole, his perineum, the cleft between his cheeks. He clenched instinctively.

She took a fresh wipe, folded it, and ran it slowly from the base of his balls backward—long strokes over his taint, circling his hole without penetrating. The cold made him whimper; the exposure made him burn.

“Look how pink he is back here,” the platinum blonde observed. “All flushed. Probably never been this open in his life.”

She finished the wipe-down, then reached for the baby powder. The shaker appeared in her hand—large, pastel blue. She tilted it over his groin and released a thick cloud. Powder drifted down, settling on his skin, his cage, the creases of his thighs. She rubbed it in with both palms—slow circles, pressing firmly enough to make him moan. The powder turned pasty where it met residual moisture; the scent filled the room, infantile and overpowering.

“Smells like a nursery now,” the brunette said approvingly. “Fits him perfectly.”

She unfolded the fresh diaper—the same ultra-thick brand, crinkly plastic backing, soft inner lining printed with faint pastel animals. She slid it under his lifted hips, centered it carefully. The cool padding brushed his cleaned skin; he shivered again.

She pulled the front up between his legs slowly, deliberately, letting him feel every inch of the new bulk settling against his caged cock and balls. The tapes came next: bottom ones first, angled upward to cup him snugly, then the top ones pulled tight across his hips. She checked the fit—sliding two fingers under each leg gather, adjusting, smoothing.

“Perfect,” she announced. “Nice and secure. No leaks this time… unless he decides to flood it again.”

The women stepped back slightly, admiring the result: him, freshly powdered, freshly diapered, still bound spreadeagle in the pink onesie, the new padding pristine and obscenely thick between his thighs.

The redhead reached out and patted the front once—hard. The fresh crinkle rang out, clean and loud.

“Feels different, doesn’t it?” she asked. “All clean and dry… for now.”

He nodded, small and broken. “Yes.”

She straddled his waist again, this time facing him, robe falling open completely. Her bare pussy rested just above the new diaper front; he could feel the heat radiating from her.

“You did so well with the wetting,” she murmured. “Now you get a little treat before the next round.”

She ground down once—slow, deliberate—her wetness smearing across the clean plastic. The friction made him buck; the cage pressed painfully against the fresh padding.

“But remember,” she continued, leaning down until her lips brushed his, “this diaper won’t stay clean long. Not with what’s coming next.”

The others laughed softly, glasses clinking again.

She climbed off, stood beside the bed, looking down at his trembling form.

“Spanking gauntlet in five minutes,” she said to the room. “Everyone pick your implement.”

He closed his eyes, breath hitching.

The clean diaper crinkled with every terrified twitch.

And beneath the shame, the fear, the endless humiliation, that dark coil of arousal tightened impossibly further.


Chapter 7: Birthday Spanking Gauntlet

The fresh diaper crinkled sharply as they repositioned him on the bed. They left the ankle cuffs on but loosened the wrist chains enough to flip him over onto his stomach, then re-secured his arms stretched forward and up, wrists locked to the headboard ring. His face pressed into the pillow; he turned his head to the side so he could breathe, cheek against the cool cotton. Knees were drawn up slightly under him, ass lifted, the thick new padding forced outward in a pronounced mound between his spread thighs. The onesie snaps at the crotch had been left open for access; the clean white bulk was fully exposed, tapes taut, leg gathers snug against his skin.

She stood at the side of the bed, surveying him like a canvas waiting for paint. The others gathered their implements from the small pile on the dresser: a wide leather paddle, a wooden hairbrush with a flat back, a thin leather belt folded in half, a flexible riding crop, her own bare hand. Each woman selected one, testing the weight in her palm with casual flicks or swings through the air. The sounds—sharp whooshes, soft thwacks against open hands—made him flinch before anything even touched him.

“Rules are simple,” she announced, voice calm and authoritative. “Five minutes each. You get ten strokes per turn—hard enough to sting through the padding, not hard enough to break skin. No counting out loud; we’ll know if you miscount in your head. Cry, whimper, beg, thank us after each set. If you clench too hard and mess the diaper early, we double the strokes for the next person.”

He swallowed against the pillow. “Yes, Mistress.”

The redhead went first. She stepped up to his left side, paddle in hand—broad, black leather, stitched edges. She rested it lightly against the center of his diapered ass, letting him feel the cool surface through the thick layers.

“Relax,” she said. “It’ll hurt more if you tense.”

He tried. Couldn’t.

The first stroke landed with a muffled crack—firm, even, right across both cheeks. The padding absorbed most of the impact, turning the sting into a deep, blooming heat that radiated outward. He gasped into the pillow.

She didn’t pause. Second stroke, same spot, slightly harder. The crinkle of plastic mixed with the slap. Third, fourth—alternating sides now, working the flesh beneath the bulk. By the sixth he was whimpering steadily, hips shifting uselessly against the mattress. The heat built fast; the fresh powder inside turned slick with sweat.

At ten she stopped, rubbed the paddle in slow circles over the warmed area. “Thank me.”

“Thank you… for spanking me,” he managed, voice muffled and thick.

She patted his ass once—almost affectionately—then stepped aside.

The brunette took her place on the right, wooden hairbrush in hand. The back was flat, solid oak, unforgiving. She tapped it lightly against the lower curve of his cheeks, just above the leg gathers.

“These are going to sting more,” she warned. “The brush bites through padding like nothing else.”

She started slow—first stroke light, testing. Then harder. The crack was sharper than the paddle, the sting more focused, like fire ants under the skin. He jerked with each one, chains rattling, muffled cries escaping. By the fifth his ass was throbbing in time with his heartbeat; the diaper felt tighter, the bulk compressing with every impact. Tears soaked the pillow under his cheek.

“Halfway,” she said softly. “Breathe through it.”

He tried. Failed. The last five came faster—crack-crack-crack—each one drawing a higher whimper. When she finished she set the brush down and squeezed his warmed cheeks through the padding, making him whine.

“Thank you,” he choked out. “Thank you for the hairbrush.”

The tattooed blonde stepped forward next, belt doubled over in her fist. She preferred rhythm—slow, measured swings that built anticipation. The first landed low, across the sit-spot where thigh met ass. The belt folded around the curve, sting wrapping sideways. He bucked hard; the chains held him in place.

She counted softly under her breath as she worked—methodical, almost meditative. Each stroke left a deeper burn; by the eighth he was sobbing openly, hips grinding against the mattress in a futile attempt to escape or chase relief. The cage pressed painfully into the fresh padding, pre-cum leaking steadily now.

“Such pretty sounds,” she murmured. “Keep making them.”

The tenth landed hardest—full force across both cheeks. He cried out, voice raw.

“Thank you… thank you for the belt.”

The platinum blonde took the crop next. Thin, flexible, vicious. She flicked it first—testing the air—then rested the leather tip against the center of his diapered ass.

“I like precision,” she said. “One spot at a time.”

She targeted the same two-inch patch repeatedly—left cheek, right cheek, center—each snap precise, the sting needle-sharp even through the thickness. The focused pain made his whole body tense; tears streamed freely now, soaking the sheets. He begged between strokes—“Please… slower… it hurts”—but she ignored him, rhythm unbroken.

When she reached ten she trailed the crop down his spine, then back up. “You took it well. Thank me properly.”

“Thank you for the crop,” he sobbed. “Thank you for hurting me.”

The dark-haired woman with the braids went last before her. She chose bare hand—palm open, fingers splayed. She started soft—almost caressing—then built to hard, open-palmed slaps that echoed louder than the implements. The warmth from previous strokes amplified every impact; his ass felt swollen, hypersensitive. She varied the pattern—cheek to cheek, then lower, then high—making him dance against the restraints.

“Feel that burn?” she asked mid-set. “That’s ownership sinking in.”

He could only whimper in response.

Her tenth was a double—two quick, hard slaps to the same spot. He broke then—full, wrenching sobs shaking his shoulders.

“Thank you,” he gasped between cries. “Thank you for your hand.”

She stepped back, flexing her palm.

She—the owner—moved in last. She didn’t pick an implement. She used both hands—alternating, one after the other, hard and rhythmic. She spanked faster than the others, covering every inch of the heated area, reigniting every previous sting. The diaper crinkled frantically with each impact; the bulk compressed and rebounded, rubbing his caged cock mercilessly against the inner lining.

He was beyond words now—just continuous, broken moaning. The burn had turned into a deep, throbbing fire that pulsed in time with his heartbeat. Sweat slicked his back; tears pooled beneath his face.

When she reached ten she stopped, hands resting on the warmed, reddened padding. She squeezed—slow, possessive—making him feel every bruised inch.

“You survived the gauntlet,” she said quietly. “Look at you—crying, leaking, diaper still clean but ass on fire. Perfect birthday boy.”

She leaned down, brushed damp hair from his forehead, kissed the salty skin there.

“But we’re not done. Not even close.”

She straightened, addressed the group. “Give him five minutes to catch his breath. Then bottle time.”

The women murmured agreement, stepping back to refill champagne glasses, stretching, chatting softly about his reactions.

He lay there, face buried in the pillow, ass throbbing, diaper crinkling with every shuddering breath, cage aching, tears still falling.

Humiliated.

Burning.

Still impossibly hard.

And the next torment was already being prepared.


Chapter 8: Bottle Feeding Humiliation

The five-minute break passed in a haze of throbbing heat and shallow breathing. His ass burned beneath the fresh diaper—deep, radiating soreness from the gauntlet that made every small shift send fresh stings through the compressed padding. The chains kept him prone on his stomach, face half-buried in the damp pillow, wrists stretched forward, ankles spread just enough to keep his legs open. The clean diaper crinkled faintly with each tremor; the powder inside had begun to clump slightly from sweat and pre-cum.

She returned first, carrying a large baby bottle filled with warm formula—milky white, slightly sweetened, the nipple already glistening from a test squeeze. The others followed, settling into their positions around the bed again: some sitting on the mattress edges, others standing close enough to reach.

“Time to eat,” she announced, voice soft but final. “Babies don’t get champagne. They get bottles.”

He lifted his head slightly, eyes red-rimmed. “I’m not thirsty.”

She set the bottle on the nightstand and climbed onto the bed, straddling his lower back facing his head. Her weight pressed him deeper into the mattress, compressing the sore cheeks against the padding. She reached under his chest, fingers finding the onesie collar, and tugged until he arched his neck back toward her.

“You will be,” she said. “And you’ll drink every drop. Slowly. No spilling. If even one drop hits the sheets, we start the gauntlet over—with bare ass this time.”

The threat landed like a slap. He swallowed hard.

The platinum blonde moved to his left side, producing a thick pacifier gag from the dresser drawer—pink silicone bulb, leather straps. She buckled it loosely around his head first, letting the nipple rest against his lips.

“Open,” she ordered.

He parted his teeth. She pushed the bulb in, filling his mouth, then tightened the straps until it seated firmly. Saliva gathered immediately; he couldn’t swallow properly around it.

She—the owner—picked up the bottle, shook it once to mix the formula, then pressed the nipple to the corner of his mouth beside the gag.

“We’ll take turns feeding you,” she explained. “One woman at a time. You suck. You swallow. You thank us after each turn with your eyes. No words needed. Nod if you understand.”

He nodded once—small, frantic.

The redhead went first. She knelt beside his head, took the bottle from her, and angled it so the nipple slipped past the gag’s edge into the side of his mouth. She squeezed gently; warm formula trickled onto his tongue.

“Suck,” she said.

He did—awkwardly at first, cheeks hollowing around the gag and nipple simultaneously. The formula was thick, sweet, coating his throat. He swallowed reflexively; more followed. She controlled the flow—slow squeezes, never letting him gulp too fast. When bubbles appeared in the bottle she tilted it higher, forcing him to work for it.

Halfway through her turn she pinched his nose shut briefly—three seconds. He panicked, sucking harder, swallowing in desperate gulps until she released. Formula dribbled from the corner of his mouth; she wiped it away with her thumb, then pushed it between his lips beside the gag.

“No waste,” she reminded him.

When the bottle was half-empty she passed it to the brunette.

The brunette preferred rhythm—steady squeezes in time with his swallows. She stroked his hair while he drank, murmuring softly. “That’s it. Good baby. Drink up for Auntie. You’re doing so well.”

The sweetness turned cloying after a minute; his stomach protested, but the flow didn’t stop. She tilted the bottle higher near the end, making him drain the last third in long pulls. When it was empty she pulled the nipple free, wiped his chin, and kissed his forehead.

He blinked up at her—tears fresh again—then nodded once in thanks.

The tattooed blonde took over next. She was rougher—squeezed harder, faster. Formula flooded his mouth; he choked once, coughing around the gag. Milk dribbled down his chin onto the pillow. She clicked her tongue.

“Messy boy.” She wiped his face roughly with the edge of her sleeve, then resumed—pinching his nose again when he slowed. “Swallow or we’ll pour it down your throat with a funnel.”

He obeyed, gulping frantically until the bottle was dry. His belly felt tight, rounded slightly under the onesie. She patted the small swell through the fabric.

“Good. Next.”

The platinum blonde went slower—almost gentle. She held the bottle steady, letting him set the pace, but whenever he hesitated she pressed the nipple deeper, forcing another swallow. Her free hand rested on the back of his head, fingers threading through his hair, guiding him.

“You’re so pretty when you’re full,” she whispered. “Look at that tummy. All puffed up like a proper baby.”

He whimpered around the gag—humiliation burning hotter than the spanking. The formula sloshed inside him with every breath.

When she finished she passed the empty bottle to the dark-haired woman.

The last feeder was the cruelest with the bottle. She didn’t squeeze at first—just held the nipple against his lips and waited until he sucked on his own, desperate for air around the gag. Only then did she release the flow—slow, torturous drips that made him work for every swallow. She counted softly under her breath.

“Twenty… nineteen… eighteen…”

By ten he was trembling, stomach cramping from the volume. She ignored it, kept the nipple pressed in until the final drop slid down his throat.

She pulled the bottle away, set it aside, then removed the pacifier gag. His jaw ached; drool and formula stringed from his lips. She wiped his mouth with her thumb, then pushed it inside again—making him suck it clean.

“Say thank you,” she ordered.

His voice was hoarse, thick with mucus and milk. “Thank you… for feeding me.”

She smiled. “Louder. To all of us.”

He forced the words out. “Thank you all… for feeding your sissy bitch. Thank you for filling my tummy.”

Soft laughter rippled through the circle.

She—the owner—climbed off his back, rolled him onto his side so he faced the room. His belly protruded noticeably now—soft, rounded, pressing against the onesie snaps. She rested a hand on it, rubbing slow circles.

“Feel that? That’s what happens when babies drink their bottles. Full. Helpless. Dependent.”

She pressed down gently. The pressure made him groan—formula shifting inside, bladder nudging again despite the earlier wetting.

“And now,” she continued, “you get to keep it down while we move to the next activity. No spitting up. No accidents. Or we’ll refill the bottle and start over.”

The women murmured approval, some reaching out to pat his swollen tummy, others stroking his hair like he was a pet.

He lay there—diaper clean but ass still burning, belly distended, face streaked with tears and dried milk, cage throbbing uselessly against the padding.

Humiliated beyond words.

Stuffed.

And still—impossibly—aroused.

She leaned down, kissed his temple.

“Rest for two minutes,” she whispered. “Then oral service begins. You’re going to thank us properly… with your mouth.”

The promise hung in the air like smoke.

He closed his eyes, breath shuddering.

The next wave was coming.

And he had nowhere to hide.


Chapter 9: Oral Service Line

The formula still sat heavy in his stomach, a warm, sloshing weight that shifted with every breath and made his rounded belly press uncomfortably against the mattress. His ass throbbed in steady pulses from the spanking gauntlet, the fresh diaper crinkling softly whenever he twitched. They had rolled him onto his back again, wrists re-chained high to the headboard, ankles spread and secured to the footboard posts. The position left him completely open—legs forced wide, the thick white padding bulging prominently between his thighs, the onesie snaps still undone at the crotch for easy access.

She stood at the foot of the bed, surveying him with that calm, possessive gaze. The women had formed a loose line beside the mattress—five of them, patient, expectant. Each one had removed an article of clothing: skirts hiked, pants lowered, panties discarded on the floor. The air smelled faintly of arousal now, mingling with the lingering baby powder and milk.

“You thanked us with your mouth for the bottle,” she said quietly. “Now you thank us properly. Oral service. One at a time. You will lick, suck, please—however we direct. No teeth. No hesitation. If you stop or slow down, we add five minutes to the next woman’s turn. When each of us finishes, you thank her out loud. Clear?”

He nodded once, throat tight. His voice was still hoarse from the gag and the crying. “Yes, Mistress.”

The redhead stepped forward first—skirt already bunched at her waist, no panties. She climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest facing his feet, knees pinning his shoulders down again. Her pussy hovered inches above his face—already slick, the scent musky and warm. She lowered herself slowly until her folds brushed his lips.

“Start with long licks,” she instructed. “From bottom to top. Slow.”

He extended his tongue, pressing flat against her entrance and dragging upward in one deliberate stroke. She sighed, settling more of her weight onto him. The taste flooded his mouth—salty, tangy, unmistakably her. He repeated the motion—long, steady licks, covering her from perineum to clit, then circling the swollen nub with the tip of his tongue when she shifted to guide him.

She rocked gently, grinding against his mouth in small circles. “Deeper now. Tongue inside.”

He pushed in as far as he could, curling the tip, thrusting in shallow rhythm. Her thighs tensed around his ears; soft moans escaped her. One hand tangled in his hair, holding him in place while she rode his face harder. The pressure made breathing difficult—nose buried against her clit, mouth full of her wetness. He lapped frantically, swallowing what he could, the rest smearing across his chin and cheeks.

When her breathing hitched and her hips stuttered, she came with a low, shuddering groan—grinding down hard, flooding his mouth with fresh slick. She stayed seated for several long seconds, catching her breath, then lifted off.

He gasped for air, face glistening.

“Thank you,” he rasped. “Thank you for letting me serve you.”

She patted his wet cheek. “Good start.”

The brunette moved in next—facing him this time, knees bracketing his head. She lowered herself directly onto his mouth, clit-first.

“Suck,” she ordered. “Gentle at first, then harder when I say.”

He sealed his lips around her clit, sucking softly, tongue flicking in small circles. She moaned immediately, hands braced on the headboard. “Harder.”

He increased the suction, pulling the sensitive bud deeper into his mouth, tongue lashing faster. She rocked forward, fucking his face in short thrusts. Wetness coated his lips, his chin, dripped down his neck. He could barely breathe through his nose; every inhale carried her scent, her taste. When she came she clamped her thighs tight around his head, shuddering silently, grinding until the aftershocks faded.

She lifted off, wiped herself briefly on his cheek, then stood.

“Thank you,” he whispered, voice muffled and thick. “Thank you for using my mouth.”

The tattooed blonde climbed on without preamble—straddling his face reverse, ass toward his eyes. She spread herself with both hands, exposing everything.

“Rim me first,” she said. “Then clit. Make it good.”

He pressed his tongue to her tight hole—circling the rim, then pushing inside as far as the angle allowed. She groaned, rocking back against him. The taste was earthier, more intense; he worked diligently, tongue thrusting in and out while she reached down to rub her own clit. After several minutes she shifted forward, planting her pussy directly over his mouth again.

“Now suck. And don’t stop until I come.”

He obeyed—lips sealing, suction strong, tongue flicking relentlessly. She rode him hard, hips snapping, moans growing louder. When she climaxed she ground down brutally, smothering him completely for several seconds while she shook. He held his breath, tongue still moving until she finally lifted.

Face soaked, lungs burning, he managed the words. “Thank you… for letting me taste you.”

She smirked down at him. “You’re welcome, bitch.”

The platinum blonde approached next—slow, deliberate. She knelt over his face, thighs framing his head, and lowered herself so her clit rested directly on his tongue.

“Flat tongue,” she instructed. “Hold still. Let me use you.”

He pressed his tongue out flat and rigid. She began to grind—slow, precise circles, dragging her clit along the length of his tongue from base to tip. The motion was hypnotic; her wetness coated him steadily. She controlled every movement—speed, pressure, direction—using his mouth like a toy. No thrusting from him, just passive service. She came quietly—body tensing, a soft exhale, then a long shudder. She stayed seated through the aftershocks, rocking gently until she was satisfied.

When she dismounted he croaked, “Thank you for using my tongue.”

She only nodded, wiping herself on his upper lip before stepping away.

The dark-haired woman with the braids went last. She straddled him facing forward, hands on his chest for balance. She lowered herself slowly, letting him feel the heat before contact.

“Deep,” she said. “Tongue-fuck me until I come. Then suck my clit through the orgasm.”

He pushed his tongue inside immediately—deep as he could reach, thrusting in steady rhythm. She rode the motion, hips rolling, moans low and throaty. After several minutes she lifted slightly, repositioning so her clit hovered over his lips.

“Suck now. Hard.”

He sealed around her, sucking strongly while flicking the tip of his tongue. She ground down, thighs quivering. When she came it was loud—back arching, cry sharp, flooding his mouth again. She stayed seated, riding the waves until she finally lifted off.

He panted, face a wreck—chin dripping, cheeks flushed, lips swollen.

“Thank you,” he gasped. “Thank you for coming on my face.”

She smiled down at him, then looked to the owner.

She—the one who owned every inch of him—stepped forward last. She didn’t straddle him immediately. Instead she stood at the side of the bed, robe fully open, fingers trailing idly between her own thighs.

“You’ve pleased them all,” she said softly. “Now please me. Show me you’re worth keeping.”

She climbed on, straddling his face reverse so her ass rested on his forehead, pussy directly over his mouth. She lowered slowly, settling her full weight.

“Everything,” she commanded. “Ass, pussy, clit. Don’t miss a spot. Make me come harder than any of them.”

He started at her entrance—long licks upward, tasting her arousal, then pushed his tongue inside, thrusting deep. She rocked against him, guiding his rhythm. After several minutes she shifted back, pressing her ass to his mouth.

“Rim me. Deep.”

He obeyed—tongue circling, then probing inside, working the tight ring while she moaned above him. She alternated—pussy, ass, clit—using his face completely. Her breathing grew ragged; her thighs trembled. When she came it was violent—hips bucking, cry sharp, flooding his mouth and nose until he thought he might drown in her.

She stayed seated through it all, grinding slowly until the last tremor faded.

When she finally lifted, his face was drenched—hair matted, eyes red, lips numb.

She leaned down, kissed his soaked forehead.

“Thank you,” he whispered automatically. “Thank you for letting me serve you, Mistress.”

She smiled—small, cruel, satisfied.

“You’re welcome, baby. Now rest that mouth. Because the pegging train starts in ten minutes.”

The women laughed softly, already reaching for the strap-ons laid out on the dresser.

He lay there—face sticky with six women’s pleasure, belly still full, ass sore, diaper clean but cage throbbing harder than ever.

Broken open.

Used.

And still aching for more.


Chapter 10: The Pegging Train Begins

The room had grown quieter after the oral service—only the soft clink of buckles and the rustle of harness straps as the women prepared. He remained bound spreadeagled on his back, wrists and ankles still chained to the posts, the fresh diaper crinkling faintly with every shallow, exhausted breath. His face was still slick from their combined arousal—chin glistening, cheeks flushed and streaked, lips swollen and numb. The formula in his belly had settled into a dull, bloated pressure; his ass throbbed steadily from the earlier spanking, the heat trapped under the thick padding like a slow-burning coal.

She stepped forward first, the largest strap-on already secured around her hips—a thick, black silicone dildo, realistically veined, eight inches long and girthy enough to make his stomach clench just looking at it. She lubed it slowly in front of him, letting him watch every deliberate stroke of her hand along the shaft.

“You’ve pleased us with your mouth,” she said, voice low and even. “Now you please us with your hole. We go in order—same as before. One at a time. You take it. You thank us after each round. If you clench too hard or beg to stop, we add another turn at the end. Understand?”

He nodded, throat working. “Yes, Mistress.”

The redhead moved to his right side, hands on his knees, pushing them wider until the chains pulled taut. She peeled the diaper tapes open just enough on one side—careful not to remove it completely—folding the front panel down and to the side so his caged cock and ass were exposed while the bulk still cradled his hips and lower back. The cool air hit his hole; he shivered.

She reached for a bottle of lube, squirted a generous amount onto her fingers, and worked two inside him without preamble—scissoring, stretching, curling to brush his prostate. He gasped, hips jerking; the cage strained against the lowered diaper front.

“Relaxed,” she murmured. “You’re going to need it.”

She coated the dildo next, then positioned herself between his legs. The blunt head pressed against his entrance—slow pressure, no rush. She pushed forward steadily; the stretch burned at first, then gave way as the thick shaft sank inch by inch. He moaned low, head falling back against the pillow, tears pricking again.

When she bottomed out—hips flush against his padded ass—she paused, letting him adjust. The fullness was overwhelming—pressing against every sensitive spot inside, the cage grinding uselessly against the folded diaper fabric.

“Feel that?” she asked, rocking once—shallow, testing. “That’s me owning you.”

She began to thrust—slow at first, long strokes that pulled almost all the way out before sliding back in deep. Each movement made the diaper crinkle and shift; the padding rubbed against his sore cheeks, amplifying every sensation. She angled upward deliberately, dragging the head across his prostate on every inward stroke. Pleasure built fast—too fast—his cock leaking steadily into the exposed front of the diaper, clear pre-cum stringing between the cage bars.

He whimpered with every thrust, hips trying to meet her despite the chains. The pressure coiled tight in his groin; he was close—dangerously close—but the cage denied any real release.

She noticed. Smiled. Slowed to a torturous grind, circling her hips so the dildo stirred inside him without giving enough friction.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “You come when I say—or not at all.”

She picked up speed again—harder now, hips snapping forward, balls-deep each time. The wet sounds of lube and flesh filled the room; his moans turned to broken cries. When she finally came—grinding deep, shuddering against him—she stayed buried inside for several long seconds, letting him feel every pulse.

She pulled out slowly, the dildo glistening. She wiped it clean on the inside of his lowered diaper front, then refastened the tapes loosely—enough to hold the padding in place but not fully sealed.

“Thank me,” she ordered.

“Thank you… for fucking me,” he gasped. “Thank you for using my hole.”

She stepped back, nodding to the brunette.

The brunette chose a slightly longer toy—curved, ridged for extra stimulation. She lubed it generously, then knelt between his legs. She didn’t ease in this time—pushed the head past the ring in one firm thrust, sinking halfway on the first stroke.

He cried out—sharp, high—the stretch sharper after the first round. She didn’t pause; began thrusting immediately—fast, deep, relentless. The ridges dragged along his walls, hitting his prostate on every pass. His legs trembled in the restraints; the diaper crinkled frantically with each impact.

She leaned forward, hands braced on either side of his head, fucking him missionary-style so he could see her face—eyes locked on his, watching every twitch, every tear.

“You love this,” she said between thrusts. “Say it.”

“I love it,” he sobbed. “I love being fucked like a bitch.”

She came hard—hips stuttering, grinding deep—then pulled out abruptly, leaving him gaping and empty for a moment. She wiped the toy on his thigh, then refastened the diaper tapes tighter this time.

“Thank you,” he whispered. “Thank you for ruining me.”

The tattooed blonde went next—thicker toy, shorter but brutal in girth. She flipped him onto his stomach again—quickly, efficiently—re-chaining his wrists higher so his ass lifted. She straddled his thighs from behind, spread his cheeks with one hand, and pressed the blunt head against his loosened hole.

She sank in with one long, steady push—groaning as the tightness gripped her. Once fully seated, she began pounding—hard, fast, no warm-up. Each thrust slapped her hips against his padded ass; the diaper muffled the sound but amplified the sting on his already sore cheeks. The force drove his face into the pillow; he moaned into the fabric, drooling.

She reached under him, squeezed the front of the diaper over his cage—rubbing roughly while she fucked him. The combined sensation—internal pressure, external friction—pushed him to the brink again. He begged incoherently—“Please… I’m close… please—”

She laughed. “No. Hold it.”

She came with a low growl, grinding deep, then pulled out and slapped his ass once—hard—through the padding.

He sobbed into the pillow.

“Thank you… thank you for pounding me.”

The platinum blonde preferred control. She had him rolled onto his back again, legs pushed up toward his chest—ankles chained high so his ass was fully exposed. She used a slimmer, vibrating dildo—turned on low. She slid it in easily now, then began slow, deliberate thrusts—angling to hit his prostate on every stroke while the vibrations hummed steadily.

She edged him mercilessly—speeding up when his breathing hitched, slowing when he neared the edge. His cock leaked constantly; the diaper front was soaked again, dark patch spreading under the cage.

“You’re going to come ruined,” she whispered. “Right in your diaper. While I fuck you.”

She turned the vibration higher, thrust faster—deep, precise. The coil snapped; he came with a choked cry—cock pulsing uselessly in the cage, cum dribbling out in weak spurts, soaking into the padding. No pleasure peak, just frustrating release that left him whimpering, oversensitive.

She kept fucking through it—slow now—until she came quietly, shuddering around the toy.

She pulled out, wiped the dildo on his thigh, refastened the tapes.

“Thank you,” he croaked. “Thank you for ruining my orgasm.”

The dark-haired woman went last—massive toy, the biggest yet. She didn’t speak; just lubed it, positioned herself, and sank in deep on the first thrust. He screamed—raw, hoarse—the stretch burning despite the earlier rounds. She fucked him hard and fast—long strokes, bottoming out each time, hips slamming against his padded ass.

She came quickly—growling, grinding deep—then stayed inside, rocking slowly while he sobbed beneath her.

When she finally withdrew, she refastened the diaper fully, patting the soaked, cum-stained front.

“Thank you,” he managed. “Thank you for breaking me.”

She stepped back.

She—the owner—looked down at him: face wrecked, diaper sagging with fresh cum and lube, body trembling, eyes glassy.

“The train is done,” she said softly. “For now.”

She leaned down, kissed his tear-streaked cheek.

“But we’re not finished. Ruined orgasms on display next. You’re going to leak again—over and over—until there’s nothing left.”

The women murmured approval, already reaching for vibrators and gloves.

He closed his eyes, breath shuddering.

The night was far from over.


Chapter 11: Ruined Orgasms on Display

The chains stayed locked, wrists and ankles pulled wide, body still trembling from the relentless pegging rounds. His ass felt raw—stretched, used, pulsing with the afterimage of every thrust. The diaper tapes had been refastened loosely after the last woman pulled out; the padding sagged slightly now, damp with lube residue and the steady leak of pre-cum that had started again almost immediately. His belly remained rounded from the bottle, pressing against the onesie snaps every time he drew a breath. Face sticky, lips swollen, eyes glassy—he looked exactly like what they had made him: a wrecked, leaking toy.

She knelt beside the bed first, gloved hand already slick with fresh lube. The others gathered close—some sitting on the mattress edges, others standing in a loose semicircle—watching with quiet, predatory interest. A small pile of toys appeared on the nightstand: a powerful wand vibrator, a thin prostate massager, soft gloves, a remote-controlled vibrating egg already lubed and waiting.

“No more fucking for a while,” she said softly, almost gently. “We’re going to milk you instead. Over and over. Ruined. Every drop squeezed out into that diaper while we watch. You don’t get to hump. You don’t get to chase it. You just leak. And you thank us after each one.”

He swallowed, voice cracked and thin. “Yes, Mistress.”

She peeled the diaper tapes open again—slow, deliberate—folding the front panel down to expose his caged cock completely. The steel bars glistened with pre-cum and traces of lube; the tip was flushed dark red, swollen against the confinement. She wrapped her gloved fingers around the cage, squeezing once—firm enough to make him gasp—then began stroking slowly along the metal, the motion indirect but relentless.

The first ruined orgasm came fast.

She angled her hand so her palm pressed rhythmically against the underside of the cage, thumb circling the head through the bars. The pressure built in seconds—too quick, too shallow. His hips tried to buck; the chains held him flat. A low whine escaped his throat as the first weak spurt dribbled out—thick, clear at first, then milky—oozing down the shaft and pooling in the folded diaper front beneath him.

She didn’t stop. Kept the same slow, milking rhythm. Another dribble followed, then another—small, frustrating pulses that left him aching rather than satisfied. Cum smeared across the cage bars, stringing between them, dripping steadily into the padding.

“Look at that pathetic little squirt,” the redhead murmured, leaning in to watch. “Not even a real orgasm. Just leaking like a broken faucet.”

He whimpered, head falling back. “Thank you… thank you for milking me.”

She wiped her glove on the inside of the diaper, then reached for the prostate massager—slim, curved, vibrating on low. She coated it generously, pressed the tip against his still-loose entrance, and slid it in with one smooth motion. The curve found his prostate immediately; she turned the vibration up a notch.

The second ruin hit even faster.

She held the massager steady—deep, buzzing—while her other hand returned to the cage, stroking in short, tight pulls along the shaft. The dual stimulation was merciless: internal pressure building, external friction teasing without relief. His body tensed, thighs quivering in the restraints. Cum welled up again—slow at first, then spurting in weak, unsatisfying bursts. Three, four, five small jets dribbled out, soaking the diaper front further, turning the white padding translucent in patches.

She kept the toy pressed in, kept stroking through the aftershocks until nothing more came—only dry, twitching pulses that made him sob from oversensitivity.

“Thank you,” he choked. “Thank you for ruining me again.”

The brunette took over next. She removed the massager, replaced it with two gloved fingers—crooking them against his prostate in firm, rhythmic presses while she used the wand vibrator on the lowest setting, pressing it lightly against the cage bars. The vibrations traveled through the metal directly into his trapped shaft.

This one took longer—agonizingly slow build. She edged him mercilessly: increasing pressure on his prostate until his hips jerked, then backing off; pressing the wand harder until pre-cum welled again, then easing away. When the ruin finally arrived it was torturous—long, drawn-out dribbles rather than spurts, cum oozing in thick, slow rivulets that pooled in the diaper crotch and seeped backward toward his ass.

The women commented softly as it happened.

“Such a slow leak this time.”

“Look how much is coming out without him even getting hard.”

“He’s shaking so hard the chains are rattling.”

She kept going until the flow stopped completely, then withdrew her fingers and turned off the wand.

“Thank you,” he whispered, voice barely audible. “Thank you for draining me.”

The tattooed blonde went next—brutal efficiency. She inserted the vibrating egg, turned it to medium, then wrapped her hand around the cage and stroked fast—short, sharp pumps that made the metal clatter against itself. The egg buzzed relentlessly against his prostate; the quick strokes forced another ruin within a minute—sharp, sudden spurts that shot out in weak arcs before dribbling down the shaft and soaking into the already messy padding.

She milked him through it—hand never stopping—until only dry spasms remained.

“Thank you… thank you for forcing it out.”

The platinum blonde preferred precision. She used only her fingers—no toys—crooking three inside him now, pressing and rubbing his prostate in small, tight circles while her other hand teased the cage tip through the bars with feather-light strokes. The build was excruciating—slow, teasing, never quite enough. When the ruin hit it was almost silent: just a long, continuous ooze that pooled thickly in the diaper front, no spurts, no pulses, just steady leakage that left him whimpering from the frustrating emptiness.

She kept rubbing until nothing more emerged.

“Thank you for teasing it out of me.”

The dark-haired woman finished the round—using the wand on high, pressed firmly against the underside of the cage while she finger-fucked his prostate with four digits now, stretching him wider. The intensity was overwhelming; the ruin came in violent, stuttering bursts—cum jetting weakly against the cage bars, splattering across his lower stomach before dripping back into the diaper. She kept the wand and fingers moving through it all, forcing every last drop, then beyond—into painful, dry convulsions that made him scream hoarsely.

When she finally stopped he was a wreck: diaper front sodden and yellowed with cum and piss traces, padding sagging heavily between his legs, body shaking uncontrollably.

“Thank you,” he sobbed. “Thank you for emptying me completely.”

She leaned down, kissed his tear-soaked cheek.

“You’re not empty yet,” she whispered. “We’ll check again after the enema. But look at you—ruined six times, leaking like a faucet, diaper soaked through. Perfect.”

The women murmured approval, some reaching out to pat the ruined, cum-heavy front of his diaper—making the contents squish audibly.

He lay there—chained, wrecked, oversensitive, still hard in the cage despite everything.

The enema torment was next.

And he knew it would break him further.


Chapter 12: Group Enema Torment

The diaper remained open—front panel folded down, tapes peeled back like broken wings—exposing the cum-soaked mess inside. The padding clung wetly to his skin, heavy with ruined orgasms and the faint traces of earlier wetting. His cock twitched uselessly in the cage, oversensitive and raw, every small movement sending sharp aftershocks through his groin. The chains kept him spreadeagled on his back, legs pulled wide, ass slightly elevated by the changing pad beneath him. His belly still protruded softly from the bottle feeding, a gentle roundness that rose and fell with each ragged breath.

She stood at his side, holding a large clear enema bag already filled—two liters of warm, soapy water, the tube coiled neatly in her other hand. The nozzle at the end was thick, black silicone, flared at the base to prevent slippage. The other women had gathered closer, some kneeling on the mattress, others standing in a tight ring around the bed, eyes bright with anticipation.

“Time to clean you out properly,” she said, voice calm and clinical. “You’ve leaked so much cum into that diaper. We’re going to flush everything else out too. Then you’ll hold it—long enough for us to enjoy the show—before you mess yourself completely. In front of all of us.”

He shook his head weakly, chains clinking. “Please… no. I can’t. It’s too much.”

She ignored the plea, lubed the nozzle generously, then pressed the blunt tip against his already-stretched hole. The silicone was warm from her hand; she pushed steadily, twisting slightly until the flared base seated flush against his rim. He gasped at the intrusion—fuller than the toys, foreign and unyielding.

She opened the clamp.

The first rush hit hard—warm water flooding inward in a steady, unstoppable stream. His belly distended almost immediately, rounding further as the bag emptied. Cramping began within seconds—sharp, twisting spasms that made his thighs tremble against the restraints.

“Hold it,” she ordered, clamping the flow after half a liter. “Breathe through your nose. Slow.”

He tried—short, panicked inhales through his nose—but the pressure built relentlessly. His abdomen gurgled audibly; the women placed hands on his swollen belly, rubbing in slow circles, pressing lightly to intensify the cramps.

“Look how full he’s getting already,” the redhead murmured, palming the curve of his stomach. “Like a proper little water balloon.”

The brunette squeezed harder, forcing a whimper from him. “Feel that? That’s us inside you now. Filling you up.”

She reopened the clamp. Another liter flowed in—slower this time, deliberate. His belly ballooned visibly, skin stretching taut. The soapy water sloshed with every shallow breath; cramps doubled in intensity, rolling through his guts in waves that made his whole body shake.

He sobbed openly now—high, broken sounds. “Please… I can’t hold it… it hurts…”

“You will,” she said flatly. “Twenty minutes. Minimum. Every time you clench or beg, we add five more.”

The platinum blonde reached under him, patted the open diaper front where his caged cock lay trapped. “He’s leaking again. Pre-cum mixing with the mess. Pathetic.”

The tattooed blonde produced a small remote vibrator—thin, curved—and slid it back inside alongside the enema nozzle, turning it to low. The dual sensation—internal buzzing against his prostate, external pressure from the water—made his hips jerk violently.

“No coming this time,” she warned. “Just suffer.”

The dark-haired woman knelt between his legs, pressing both palms firmly on his lower abdomen. She kneaded slowly, rhythmically, forcing the water deeper, stirring it inside him. Each press drew fresh cramps; he cried out, tears streaming sideways into his hair.

“Fifteen minutes left,” she announced. “Keep holding, baby. Show us how obedient you can be.”

The minutes dragged. His belly gurgled loudly—wet, obscene sounds that echoed in the quiet room. Sweat beaded on his forehead, chest, thighs. The diaper beneath him crinkled with every involuntary twitch; the open front panel caught small dribbles of pre-cum that leaked steadily from the cage.

At the ten-minute mark the cramps peaked—violent, twisting waves that doubled him over as much as the chains allowed. He screamed—raw, hoarse—hips bucking, ass clenching desperately around the nozzle.

“Five more minutes,” she said coldly. “You’re doing so well. Almost there.”

He begged incoherently—please, stop, I can’t, I’ll mess, anything—but the words dissolved into sobs. The vibrator buzzed relentlessly; the water sloshed with every movement. His bladder, already teased earlier, gave a warning twinge.

At the fifteen-minute mark she reached for the clamp again.

“Last bit,” she said. “Then you hold for five more.”

The final rush flooded him—hot, soapy, merciless. His belly swelled to an impossible roundness; skin shiny and taut. He screamed again, body convulsing, tears flooding his face.

She clamped the bag shut, slowly withdrew the nozzle—inch by torturous inch—letting the flared base pop free with a wet sound. His hole gaped briefly before clenching shut, trapping everything inside.

“Hold,” she repeated. “Five minutes. No accidents.”

The women circled closer, hands roaming his distended belly—patting, pressing, kneading. Each touch intensified the cramps; he writhed against the chains, sobbing continuously.

“Four minutes.”

He clenched harder—muscles trembling, ass cheeks squeezing the diaper padding beneath him. Sweat poured down his sides.

“Three minutes.”

The vibrator still buzzed low inside him, teasing his prostate without mercy. Pre-cum dribbled steadily; the diaper front grew wetter.

“Two minutes.”

A small, involuntary spurt escaped—warm water trickling out around his clenched rim, soaking into the open diaper. He cried harder.

“One minute.”

The pressure became unbearable—cramps rolling in endless waves, body shaking uncontrollably. He begged one last time—“Please… let me… I can’t—”

“Time,” she said.

She reached down, pulled the diaper front up and taped it shut—tight, sealing everything inside the padding.

“Let go,” she commanded.

The relief was instant and catastrophic.

He lost control completely—hot, soapy water exploding outward in a forceful rush, flooding the diaper with a loud, wet hiss. The padding swelled instantly—ballooning between his legs, sagging heavily as the enema emptied in wave after wave. The mess was thick, liquid, unstoppable; it filled the diaper to capacity within seconds, then began seeping out the leg gathers, trickling warm down his thighs.

The smell hit the room—sharp, acrid, unmistakable. The women laughed—soft, delighted—watching the diaper transform from clean white to a grotesque, bulging yellow-brown sack.

He sobbed through it all—humiliation crashing over him in crushing waves—while the diaper grew heavier, warmer, squishing audibly with every twitch.

When the flow finally slowed to dribbles, the diaper hung low between his legs—distended, leaking, ruined.

She patted the swollen front—hard—making the contents slosh and squelch.

“Perfect,” she said. “A proper messy baby. Now you stay like this for the next hour. No change. No mercy.”

She leaned down, kissed his tear-soaked forehead.

“Feel that weight? That smell? That’s what you are now. Our filthy, diapered sissy bitch.”

The women stepped back, admiring their work—him chained, belly slowly deflating, diaper sagging grotesquely, body trembling with aftershocks and shame.

The collaring ceremony waited next.

And he knew—deep in the broken place inside him—that he would beg for it.


Chapter 13: The Collaring Ceremony

The diaper stayed on—sealed, sagging, heavy with the aftermath of the enema and every ruined release that had come before. The mess inside had cooled to a clammy, clinging weight that shifted and squelched with the slightest movement of his hips. The padding bulged grotesquely between his thighs, the tapes straining to contain the load; small leaks had already begun to seep through the leg gathers, leaving damp trails down the insides of his legs. His belly had begun to soften again after the expulsion, but the skin remained stretched and sensitive, marked with faint red handprints from where the women had pressed and kneaded during the torment.

They unchained him slowly—wrists first, then ankles—only to reposition him on his knees in the center of the bed. The chains were reattached to shorter links now, wrists cuffed together in front of him and secured to a ring at the headboard so he remained upright but unable to rise fully. His back arched slightly from the posture; the ruined diaper hung low, pulling downward with every breath, the contents pressing insistently against his sore hole.

She stepped forward carrying a black velvet box—small, hinged, unadorned. The women formed a loose circle around the bed again, silent for once, the earlier laughter replaced by a ritualistic stillness. Candles had been lit on the nightstands during the brief lull—low, flickering light casting long shadows across the room, turning the scene into something almost sacred in its cruelty.

She opened the box.

Inside lay a heavy steel collar—thick, polished, seamless except for a small engraved plate on the front. The words were etched in fine, elegant script: Permanent Diaper Bitch – Property of [Her Name] & Friends. A short chain dangled from the D-ring at the front, ending in three smaller padlocks—each one waiting for a key from one of the women.

She lifted the collar with both hands, letting him see every detail: the weight of it, the cold gleam, the finality of the engraving.

“This is not play,” she said, voice low and steady. “This is ownership. Permanent. You will wear it every day from now on. You will sleep in it. You will be changed in it. You will crawl in it. And every time you look in a mirror, every time you feel the weight against your throat, you will remember exactly what you are.”

He stared at the collar, tears already welling again. His voice came out small, cracked. “I… I understand.”

She stepped closer, knelt on the mattress in front of him so their faces were level. One hand cupped his cheek, thumb brushing away a tear.

“Repeat after me. The vows. Loud enough for everyone to hear.”

He swallowed, throat working against the coming words.

“I am your diapered sissy bitch,” he began, voice trembling but clear.

“Louder.”

“I am your diapered sissy bitch forever.”

She nodded. “Continue.”

“I crave the humiliation. I crave the diapers. I crave being exposed, used, broken. I give up all rights to privacy, to dignity, to control. My body belongs to you. My holes belong to you. My messes belong to you.”

The women watched intently—some nodding, others smiling faintly, one reaching out to stroke his hair as he spoke.

“I will wear this collar as proof of my submission. I will accept every change, every punishment, every use. I will beg for it. I will thank you for it. I will never ask to be free.”

She lifted the collar higher. “One more. The final vow.”

He met her eyes—red-rimmed, glassy, but steady now.

“I belong to you. And to all of you. Forever.”

Silence held for a long beat.

Then she leaned forward and fastened the collar around his neck.

The steel was cold against his flushed skin. She closed it with a soft click—the hinge locking seamlessly. The weight settled immediately—heavy, unyielding, pressing against his Adam’s apple with every swallow.

She took the first small padlock—silver, engraved with a tiny heart—and clicked it through the front ring and the collar’s hasp. The key turned with a sharp snap.

The redhead stepped up next. She took the second lock—black, etched with a small flame—and secured it to the chain dangling from the D-ring. Another snap. Another key turned.

The brunette followed—her lock rose-gold, marked with a tiny crown. Click. Snap.

The tattooed blonde added hers—gunmetal gray, engraved with a thorn. The platinum blonde’s was sleek chrome, unmarked but heavier than the rest. The dark-haired woman finished with the final lock—deep blue enamel, a small keyhole shaped like a teardrop.

Five locks. Five keys. Distributed among them.

The collar was now inescapable without all five.

She cupped his face again, thumbs brushing his cheekbones.

“You are collared,” she said. “You are owned. Say it.”

“I am collared. I am owned.”

She kissed him then—slow, deep, possessive—tongue sliding against his, tasting the salt of his tears and the lingering sweetness of formula. When she pulled back, her lips brushed his ear.

“From this moment, every diaper you wear carries our mark. Every mess you make is ours. Every orgasm—ruined or not—is ours to give or deny. You exist for our amusement. Our pleasure. Our cruelty.”

He nodded—small, broken, but certain.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The women moved in then—hands roaming the collar, tracing the engraving, tugging the chain lightly to make him feel the weight. Someone patted the sagging, messy diaper—hard—making the contents squish loudly. Someone else squeezed his caged cock through the soaked padding, drawing a whimper.

She stood, stepped back, admired him: kneeling, collared, chained, diaper ruined and heavy, body marked with sweat and tears and handprints.

“The ceremony is complete,” she announced. “But the night isn’t over. You stay like this—messy, collared, locked—until morning. No change. No relief. You sleep in your filth, in your collar, in your cage.”

She leaned down one last time, voice a whisper only he could hear.

“And when you wake up tomorrow, you will crawl to me and thank me for making you whole.”

She straightened.

The candles flickered.

The women began to disperse—some to the guest rooms, some lingering to watch him a moment longer.

He remained on his knees—collar heavy around his throat, diaper sagging between his legs, body aching in every possible way.

Owned.

Broken.

And, in the deepest, darkest part of him—grateful.


Chapter 14: Overnight Bondage

The bedroom lights had been dimmed to a single low lamp on the nightstand, casting long amber shadows across the rumpled sheets and the kneeling figure in the center of the bed. The heavy steel collar sat cold and unyielding around his neck, the five small padlocks glinting faintly whenever he swallowed or shifted. The chain dangling from the front D-ring had been clipped to a short link at the headboard—enough slack to let him lower his head to the pillow, but not enough to let him roll onto his side or turn away from the room. His wrists remained cuffed together in front, secured to the same ring so his arms stayed stretched forward. Ankles were spread and chained to the footboard posts again, knees bent under him in a loose frog-tie that kept his thighs open and his ruined diaper fully accessible.

The mess inside had settled into a thick, cooling sludge—every small movement making it squish and shift against his skin, the weight pulling downward, the smell sharp and constant now, impossible to ignore. The padding sagged heavily between his legs, the tapes barely holding; occasional trickles of leftover soapy water and cum seeped through the gathers, leaving sticky trails on his inner thighs.

She approached from the side, posture collar in hand—wide, black leather, padded on the inside but rigid enough to force his chin up and keep his gaze forward. She buckled it around his throat over the steel collar, the added bulk pressing the metal deeper into his skin. The posture collar locked with a small padlock of its own—another key added to her ring.

“No hiding your face tonight,” she said quietly. “You sleep looking at the ceiling. Remembering.”

She reached for the spreader bars next—two aluminum rods, one for his thighs, one for his ankles. She fastened the thigh bar first, forcing his knees wider until the chains pulled taut and his diapered crotch was stretched open. The ankle bar followed, locking his feet apart at the footboard. The position left him immobile—ass slightly raised, back arched, collar keeping his head up, eyes forced toward the ceiling fan that turned lazily overhead.

She produced the vibrating plug last—thick, ridged, remote-controlled, already lubed. She peeled one side of the diaper tapes open just enough to slip it inside, pressing the flared base firmly against his stretched rim before taping the diaper shut again—tighter this time, sealing the plug in place. A low click, and the vibration started—lowest setting, steady hum directly against his prostate.

He whimpered immediately—soft, exhausted sound. The buzz was maddening after everything: not enough to build toward release, just enough to keep him leaking, keep the cage throbbing uselessly against the messy padding.

She climbed onto the bed, straddled his chest facing his head, robe open. Her weight pressed down on his collarbone, forcing shallow breaths. She leaned forward, fingers tracing the posture collar, then the steel one beneath it.

“You’ll stay like this all night,” she told him. “Plugged. Vibrating. Messy. Collared. Chained. No change. No relief. If you wet again—or worse—the diaper will hold most of it. You’ll feel every drop added to the mess. Every squish. Every smell.”

She reached behind her, adjusted the remote in her pocket. The vibration pulsed once—sharper—then returned to steady low. His hips jerked uselessly; a small spurt of pre-cum dribbled into the already ruined padding.

“Remote is on my nightstand,” she continued. “I’ll turn it up whenever I wake up. Or whenever I feel like hearing you whimper through the wall.”

The other women had already retired to the guest rooms—soft footsteps fading down the hallway, doors closing—but she stayed a moment longer, grinding once against his chest, letting him feel her warmth through the thin fabric of his onesie.

“You begged for this,” she whispered. “In the vows. In every tear. In every ruined orgasm. This is what permanent means. No escape. No morning-after mercy. Just you, in your filth, in your collar, owned.”

She leaned down, kissed his forehead—long, lingering—then his lips, tasting the salt and exhaustion there.

“Sleep if you can,” she said against his mouth. “Dream of tomorrow. Of crawling to me. Of thanking me for every lock, every mess, every ache.”

She dismounted, adjusted the lamp to an even lower glow, then left the room without another word. The door clicked shut. The house settled into quiet—only the faint hum of the plug, his ragged breathing, and the occasional squish of the diaper when he shifted against the restraints.

He lay there—immobile, collared, plugged, messy—staring at the slowly turning ceiling fan. The posture collar kept his chin up; he couldn’t even turn his head to hide his face in the pillow. Tears slipped sideways, tracking down his temples into his hair. The vibration buzzed on, low and constant, teasing his prostate without mercy. Every few minutes a small leak escaped—pre-cum, piss, whatever his body could give—adding to the sludge inside the diaper, making it heavier, warmer, more obscene.

The smell filled his nose—acrid, infantile, humiliating. The weight pulled at his hips; the plug shifted with every breath, pressing deeper. The collar pressed against his throat with every swallow; the posture collar forced him to feel it constantly.

Hours passed—he had no way to track time. The vibration pulsed higher twice—once at what felt like midnight, once later—each time drawing weak, dry spasms from his caged cock, adding nothing but frustration to the mess. He sobbed quietly through both, body shaking in the chains.

Dawn light began to filter through the blinds—gray at first, then pale gold. His muscles ached from the forced position; his ass burned from the plug and the earlier use; his bladder gave small, helpless spurts whenever the cramps returned. The diaper had reached its limit—sagging so low it brushed the sheets, contents sloshing with every tremor.

Footsteps in the hallway. The door opened.

She entered alone—robe loosely tied, hair sleep-tousled, holding a fresh bottle of formula and the remote.

She crossed to the bed, sat on the edge, looked down at him: collared, chained, posture-forced gaze meeting hers, diaper grotesquely distended and leaking, face streaked with dried tears and fresh ones.

“Good morning, baby,” she said softly.

She clicked the remote—vibration off.

He exhaled—a long, shuddering sound.

She cupped his cheek. “You survived the night. Now crawl to me when I unchain you. Kiss my feet. Thank me for breaking you.”

She began loosening the chains—slowly, deliberately—starting with the posture collar, then the spreaders, then the wrist and ankle cuffs.

The diaper stayed on.

The collar stayed locked.

He remained hers.

Completely.


Chapter 15: Morning Aftermath

The first real light of morning sliced through the half-closed blinds in pale gold bars, falling across his chained, collared body like bars of a cage. He had not slept—not truly. The posture collar kept his head tilted back toward the ceiling; the vibrating plug had cycled through random pulses every hour or so, each one dragging weak, dry spasms from his oversensitive prostate without mercy. The diaper had grown even heavier overnight—additional small, helpless wettings and the remnants of the enema mess had swollen it to the point where the tapes dug into his hips and the sagging bulk rested directly on the sheets beneath him. Every breath made the contents shift with a wet, obscene squelch that echoed in the quiet room.

The door opened without warning.

She entered alone—freshly showered, hair damp, wearing only a loose silk robe that parted slightly with each step. In her hand she carried a small metal tray: cold hose nozzle attached to a handheld showerhead, fresh stack of ultra-thick disposables, baby wipes, powder, and a new steel chastity key dangling from her finger like a taunt.

She set the tray on the nightstand, then sat on the edge of the bed, looking down at him.

His eyes—red-rimmed, glassy—met hers. The posture collar forced him to hold the gaze; he could not look away even if he wanted to.

“You survived the night,” she said softly. “No begging to be unchained. No screaming for a change. Just quiet suffering. I’m proud of you.”

A small, broken sound escaped his throat—half sob, half whimper.

She reached for the posture collar first, unlocking it with a small key from her ring. The leather fell away; the steel collar beneath remained locked, heavy and cold. She traced the engraving with one fingertip: Permanent Diaper Bitch – Property of [Her Name] & Friends.

“Still fits perfectly,” she murmured.

She began unchaining him—wrists, ankles, spreader bars—methodical and unhurried. When the last link fell away he collapsed forward onto his elbows, body trembling from hours of immobility. The diaper squished loudly against the sheets; fresh warmth spread as residual liquid shifted inside.

“On your back,” she ordered. “Legs up.”

He obeyed—slow, aching—rolling onto his spine and drawing his knees toward his chest. The posture had left his muscles stiff; the movement made the messy diaper sag even lower, threatening to leak outright.

She peeled the tapes open one by one—slow, deliberate—until the front panel fell away with a heavy, wet slap against his stomach. The interior was a disaster: thick brown sludge mixed with yellowed urine and dried cum, clinging to his skin, matted in his pubic hair, smeared across his caged cock and balls. The smell hit harder in the open air—sharp, fecal, infantile.

She didn’t flinch. Instead she reached for the hose nozzle, turned the water on cold—full blast—and aimed it directly at his groin.

The icy spray struck like needles. He cried out—sharp, involuntary—hips jerking as the cold water blasted away the worst of the mess. She worked methodically: hosing his hole first, forcing the stream inside to flush out the remnants; then his taint, his balls, the cage itself. The water ran brown at first, then clearer, swirling down the sides of the changing pad onto the floor. She kept the pressure steady, making him gasp and tremble until his skin prickled red from the cold.

When the worst was gone she switched to warm water—gentler now—rinsing him thoroughly. She used her gloved hand to wipe away stubborn clumps, fingers probing inside his hole to make sure nothing remained. He whimpered with every intrusion, oversensitive and raw.

“Clean,” she announced finally, turning off the hose. She patted him dry with a thick towel—rough enough to make him flinch—then reached for the wipes.

She cleaned him again—slow, thorough—cold wipes dragging across his skin, removing every trace of the night. Powder followed: thick clouds shaken over his groin, rubbed in with both palms until a white haze settled. His caged cock twitched under her touch; pre-cum beaded at the tip despite the exhaustion.

She unfolded a fresh diaper—thicker than the last, overnight capacity, crinkly plastic backing—and slid it under his lifted hips. She pulled the front up slowly, letting him feel the clean, dry padding settle against his raw skin. Tapes fastened tight—bottom ones angled to cup his balls, top ones pulled snug across his hips. She checked the fit, sliding fingers under each gather, smoothing the bulk.

“Perfect,” she said. “New start. Same rules.”

She unlocked the chastity cage next—cold key turning, steel falling away. His cock sprang free—red, swollen, aching—but she didn’t touch it. Instead she produced a fresh cage—smaller, tighter, with internal spikes that would bite if he hardened fully—and locked it on without ceremony. The key went back on her chain.

She stood, looked down at him: freshly diapered, freshly caged, steel collar still locked around his throat, body marked with faint bruises and red patches from the cold hose.

The other women began drifting in—coffee cups in hand, robes and casual clothes—gathering around the bed to watch the final part of the morning ritual.

She straddled his waist again—robe open, bare pussy resting just above the clean diaper front. She ground down once—slow, deliberate—smearing her wetness across the plastic.

“You’re going to stay diapered full-time now,” she told him, voice low enough for only him to hear at first, then louder for the group. “No underwear. No exceptions. We’ll change you when we decide. You’ll use it when we decide. You’ll thank us every time.”

The women nodded, murmuring agreement.

She leaned forward, hands braced on either side of his head.

“Discussing your future,” she continued. “We think you should move in permanently. Here. With us. Full-time sissy bitch. Diaper service on demand. Loaned out when we have guests. Parties. Public outings in discreet padding. Whatever we want.”

His breath hitched—fear and dark arousal twisting together.

She ground harder, making the fresh diaper crinkle under her.

“But first,” she said, “you crawl to each of us. Kiss our feet. Thank us for the night. Thank us for the collar. Thank us for keeping you like this.”

She dismounted.

The women lined up at the foot of the bed.

She unclipped the short chain from the headboard, leaving his wrists cuffed together in front.

“Crawl,” she ordered.

He obeyed—slow, aching—sliding off the bed onto his knees, then onto all fours. The fresh diaper crinkled loudly with every movement; the steel collar tugged with each forward shift. He crawled to the redhead first—kissed the top of her bare foot.

“Thank you for the night. Thank you for the collar. Thank you for keeping me like this.”

She patted his head. “Good boy.”

He moved to the next—brunette—same words, same kiss.

One by one he crawled, kissed, thanked—voice growing hoarser, tears slipping again—until he reached her at the end of the line.

He kissed the top of her foot—lingering—then looked up, eyes meeting hers.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered. “For everything. For breaking me. For owning me. For making me whole.”

She cupped his chin, lifted his face.

“You’re welcome, baby.”

She helped him to his knees, then pulled him into her lap—diaper crinkling against her thigh.

The women watched—smiling, sipping coffee—like proud owners admiring their prize.

The new normal had begun.

And he—collared, diapered, caged, broken—had never felt more completely himself.


Chapter 16: The Final Vow

The bedroom smelled of fresh powder, damp towels, and the faint metallic tang of the steel collar still locked around his throat. The new diaper crinkled softly as he knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed—freshly cleaned, freshly caged, freshly diapered—wrists still cuffed together in front of him but no longer chained to anything. The posture collar had been removed, but the heavy steel one remained: cold against his skin, the engraved plate pressing lightly every time he swallowed. The five small padlocks clicked faintly whenever he shifted.

The women had arranged themselves in a loose semicircle around him on the bed and floor—some sitting cross-legged on the mattress, others leaning against the dresser or perched on chairs dragged in from the hallway. Coffee cups sat forgotten on the nightstand; the morning light had strengthened, turning the room warm and golden, almost gentle in contrast to the night before.

She stood directly in front of him, robe loosely tied, bare feet inches from his knees. In her hand she held a thin black leather strap—soft, supple, more symbolic than punitive—and a small silver key on a chain. The key matched the largest of the padlocks on his collar.

She looked down at him—eyes steady, expression calm but unyielding.

“You’ve thanked us individually,” she said. “You’ve kissed our feet. You’ve crawled. Now you make the final vow. In front of everyone. The one that seals everything.”

He nodded once—small, automatic—voice already hoarse from the night’s crying and the morning’s thanks.

She stepped closer, looped the leather strap around his neck over the steel collar, not tight enough to choke, just enough to remind him of its presence. She held the ends in both hands like reins.

“Repeat after me,” she said. “Word for word. Loud enough for all of us to hear.”

He drew a shaky breath.

“I am your diapered sissy bitch forever.”

His voice cracked on the last word but carried clear.

“I belong to you completely. My body, my holes, my messes, my orgasms—all yours.”

The women watched in silence—some nodding slowly, others smiling faintly.

“I will wear diapers at all times. No exceptions. No privacy. I will use them when you command. I will hold when you demand. I will beg for changes and thank you for every one.”

His knees trembled against the carpet; the fresh padding crinkled with the small movement.

“I accept the cage. The collar. The chains. The humiliation. I crave it. I need it. I will never ask to be released from any of them.”

She tugged lightly on the leather strap, pulling his head up so his eyes met hers.

“I give you permission to loan me out. To share me. To use me in front of others. To punish me. To reward me. To break me again and again.”

Tears slipped down his cheeks—silent now, no sobs, just steady release.

“I vow to serve you with gratitude. To thank you for every diaper, every lock, every ache, every tear. I will never pretend to be anything but what I am: your permanent, diapered, owned sissy bitch.”

She let the strap fall away, coiling it loosely in her hand.

“One more,” she said softly. “The promise that ends it.”

He swallowed—throat working against the steel.

“I swear on my knees, in this collar, in this diaper, that I will live this life. No escape. No regret. Only submission. Only you.”

Silence held for several long seconds.

Then she knelt in front of him—bringing their faces level—and pressed her forehead to his.

“You are mine,” she whispered. “Ours. Forever.”

She stood again, turned to the group.

“He’s said the words. He’s worn the collar. He’s soaked and messed and ruined for us. Does anyone object to keeping him exactly like this?”

No one spoke. Only soft affirmations—nods, murmurs of “no,” one quiet “he’s perfect.”

She reached for the silver key on its chain, held it up so he could see it clearly.

“This opens the collar’s main lock,” she said. “If you ever truly want out—if you break and can’t take it anymore—you say the safeword we agreed on months ago. Right now. In front of everyone. And I will unlock it.”

His eyes flicked to the key, then back to her face.

He shook his head—small but certain.

“No,” he whispered. “I don’t want out.”

She smiled—small, real, almost tender.

“Then it stays locked.”

She tucked the key back into her robe pocket, then helped him to his feet—gentle hands under his arms. His legs shook; the diaper crinkled loudly as he stood. She guided him to the center of the semicircle, turned him slowly so every woman could see him fully: steel collar gleaming, fresh white diaper thick and pristine between his thighs, wrists cuffed, body marked with faint red lines from the night’s restraints.

“Look at him,” she said to the room. “Our permanent sissy bitch. Diapered. Collared. Owned.”

Hands reached out—patting the diaper front, tugging the collar chain, stroking his cheek, squeezing his caged cock through the padding. He stood still, trembling, accepting every touch.

She stepped behind him, wrapped her arms around his waist, chin resting on his shoulder so her lips brushed his ear.

“Grind,” she whispered. “Show them how grateful you are.”

He obeyed—hips rolling slowly forward, pressing the clean diaper front against her thigh. The crinkle filled the room; the friction made his cage strain, spikes biting lightly as he hardened inside it. He moaned—soft, broken—grinding harder, faster, until pre-cum soaked through the inner lining again.

She let him continue until his breathing hitched—close, desperate—then placed a hand flat on his stomach, stopping him cold.

“Ruined,” she said simply.

He whimpered—hips twitching once more before stilling.

She turned him to face the group again.

“Final words,” she said. “To all of us.”

He looked at each face—redhead, brunette, tattooed blonde, platinum blonde, dark-haired—then back to her.

“Thank you,” he said, voice steady despite the tears. “For owning me. For collaring me. For diaper training me. For breaking me. For making me yours.”

Soft applause—slow, deliberate—rippled through the room.

She kissed the side of his neck, just above the collar.

“Welcome to forever, baby.”

The women began to disperse—some to shower, some to make breakfast—leaving him standing there with her, diaper crinkling faintly, collar heavy, body aching in the best and worst ways.

She took his cuffed hands in hers.

“Come,” she said. “Breakfast. On your knees. Bottle in your mouth. You eat when we feed you now.”

He followed—crawling behind her, diaper sagging slightly with fresh pre-cum, collar chain dragging across the carpet.

The final vow had been spoken.

The new life had begun.

And every crinkle, every lock, every ache reminded him exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 17: The New Normal

One month later.

The apartment had changed in subtle, permanent ways. The spare bedroom was gone—converted into a dedicated nursery space with a large changing table bolted to the floor, stacks of ultra-thick disposables on open shelves, locking plastic pants in pastel colors, bottles lined up beside a warming drawer, and a padded crib with high rails that locked from the outside. The living room had a new corner piece: a low, cushioned mat with restraint rings at each corner, always ready for display or punishment. The bathroom now held an industrial-grade enema bag on a hook, nozzles cleaned and hanging like surgical tools. Every door had a small hook at knee height for leashes.

He no longer wore regular clothes.

At home he existed in one of two states: thick daytime diapers under a short, snap-crotch onesie that left the bulk fully visible, or nighttime cloth nappies pinned tight with locking plastic pants that crinkled loudly with every crawl. The steel collar never came off—polished daily, the five padlocks checked every morning by whichever woman was first to wake. The smaller cage had been replaced with an even tighter model; spikes bit whenever he hardened, which happened constantly from the constant tease of padding, denial, and casual use.

Routine had solidified into ritual.

Mornings began on his knees beside the bed—whichever bed he had been allowed to sleep in the night before (usually hers, sometimes shared with one or more of the others). He waited until someone stirred, then crawled forward to kiss bare feet or thighs, whispering thanks for the night’s restraints, the plug that had stayed in until dawn, the mess he had been forced to hold or release into his padding.

Breakfast was always bottle-fed—warm formula or protein shake—while he knelt at the table, wrists cuffed behind him, collar chain clipped to a ring under the chair. They took turns holding the bottle, pinching his nose when he slowed, wiping spills from his chin with a bib embroidered with “Property of [Her Name] & Friends.”

Diaper checks happened hourly—casual pats, squeezes, comments on weight and smell. Changes were public and slow: on the changing table in the nursery, legs strapped up in stirrups, every wipe and powdering narrated aloud while others watched or filmed. If he wet during the day he was made to stand in the center of the room, legs spread, until the diaper sagged visibly; then he crawled to whoever was closest and begged for a change, thanking them profusely after.

Afternoons varied. Some days he was loaned out—leashed and driven to one of their friends’ homes for an hour or two of service: oral, rimming, pegging, diaper humiliation while strangers watched. Other days he stayed home—bound to the mat, plugged and vibrating, edged for hours with a wand pressed to the diaper front until he ruined into the padding again and again, cum soaking uselessly into the absorbents.

Evenings were group time. Parties small and large—friends invited over to see the “new permanent bitch.” He served drinks on all fours (bottle balanced on his back), knelt as a footrest, performed on command: humping a pillow in his diaper until he leaked, begging to be pegged in front of the room, thanking each participant after they used him. Changes during these nights were spectacles—diaper peeled open on the coffee table, mess displayed, cleaned slowly while guests commented and took photos.

Nights ended the same way: diapered thick for bed, plugged, caged, collared, chained spread-eagle or hogtied in the crib. Vibration on low through the night—random pulses designed to keep him leaking without release. If he messed overnight he stayed in it until morning; no exceptions.

He no longer questioned any of it.

The shame had burned away long ago, replaced by something deeper—craving, acceptance, a twisted sense of belonging. Every crinkle reminded him who he was. Every lock grounded him. Every mess marked him as theirs. Every ruined orgasm proved his surrender.

One evening—exactly thirty days after the collaring—she found him kneeling in the nursery corner, forehead pressed to the floor, fresh diaper already sagging slightly from a small wetting he hadn’t been able to hold.

She crouched beside him, fingers tracing the collar chain.

“How do you feel?” she asked quietly.

He lifted his head just enough to meet her eyes.

“Whole,” he whispered. “Grateful. Owned.”

She smiled—small, real.

“Good boy.”

She clipped the leash to his collar, tugged gently.

“Come. Living room. The girls are waiting. We’re having a little celebration tonight. You’re the entertainment.”

He crawled after her—diaper crinkling, collar chain dragging, cage throbbing against the padding.

The women were already gathered—drinks in hand, strap-ons laid out on the table, changing supplies ready on the mat.

They applauded softly when he entered.

She led him to the center of the room, unclipped the leash, pushed him gently onto his back on the mat.

“Spread,” she said.

He obeyed—legs wide, arms out, diaper bulging between his thighs.

She knelt over him, ground once against the clean front, then leaned down to whisper against his ear.

“Happy one-month anniversary, baby.”

The others moved in—hands patting, squeezing, teasing the diaper front until pre-cum soaked through again.

He moaned—soft, broken, content.

This was his life now.

Diapered. Collared. Owned.

Forever.

And he had never wanted anything more.


Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


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.
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