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Chapter 1: Shattered Pride, Bound Surrender

The dimly lit room smelled of lavender and musk, a cloying mix that clung to the back of Ethan’s throat as he stood trembling before Marcus. At 27, Ethan had always prided himself on his independence, his sharp wit, and his ability to command a room. But now, stripped of his tailored suit and forced into nothing but a pair of white briefs, he felt that pride shattering like glass under a hammer. Marcus, a hulking figure at 32, loomed over him, his dark eyes glinting with predatory intent. The older man’s lips curled into a smirk as he held up a thick, crinkling adult diaper, the plastic sheen catching the faint light.

“You thought you could play games with me, didn’t you, Ethan?” Marcus’s voice was a low growl, dripping with dominance. “Thought you could flirt, tease, and walk away? No, little boy. Daddy’s gonna break you tonight.”

Ethan’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but beneath the shame, a traitorous heat stirred in his groin. He tried to speak, to protest, but Marcus’s hand shot out, gripping his jaw with bruising force. “Not a word, sissy. You’re mine to train now. And we start with this.” He shook the diaper for emphasis, the crinkle echoing in the silent room.

Before Ethan could react, Marcus shoved him backward onto a padded changing table, the cold vinyl sticking to his bare thighs. His wrists were yanked above his head, secured with leather cuffs bolted to the table’s frame. The restraints bit into his skin, and his heart raced as Marcus ripped off the briefs in one swift motion, exposing Ethan’s hardening cock to the cool air. The older man chuckled darkly, his gaze raking over Ethan’s body. “Look at that. Already getting hard for Daddy. You’re gonna love being my little sissy slut.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as Marcus unfolded the diaper with deliberate slowness, the sound of the plastic tabs ripping open sending a shiver down his spine. He squirmed against the cuffs, but there was no escape. Marcus lifted Ethan’s hips with ease, sliding the thick, padded diaper beneath him. The softness against his skin was maddening, a humiliating contrast to the raw arousal pooling in his core. Marcus powdered him next, the scent of baby powder filling the air as rough hands dusted it over Ethan’s groin, lingering far too long on his throbbing erection.

“Feel that, sissy?” Marcus purred, his fingers brushing over Ethan’s cock with teasing cruelty. “This is what you’re reduced to. A helpless little baby who needs Daddy to take care of every fucking thing.” He secured the diaper with a firm tug, the tabs sealing Ethan’s fate as the padded bulk pressed against his aching length. The sensation was overwhelming—confining, degrading, and yet so fucking erotic that Ethan couldn’t suppress a moan.

Marcus grinned, his hand pressing down on the front of the diaper, rubbing the thick padding against Ethan’s cock. “That’s it, baby. Let Daddy hear how much you love this.” The friction was torturous, the diaper crinkling with every movement, amplifying the humiliation. Ethan’s hips bucked involuntarily, chasing the sensation even as his mind screamed in protest. Marcus leaned down, his hot breath against Ethan’s ear. “You’re gonna come in this diaper before the night’s over. But first, we’ve got some training to do.”

Without warning, Marcus uncuffed Ethan’s wrists, only to flip him onto his stomach with brutal efficiency. His ankles were secured next, spreading his legs wide and exposing the crinkled diaper to Marcus’s hungry gaze. Ethan’s face burned as he heard the snap of a latex glove, followed by the cold drip of lube against his exposed skin. “W-what are you doing?” he stammered, his voice breaking.

“Quiet, sissy,” Marcus barked, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Daddy’s giving you an enema. Gotta clean out my little boy before we play harder. You’ll thank me when you’re begging for my cock later.” Ethan’s stomach twisted with dread and arousal as he felt the nozzle of the enema kit press against his hole, the cold metal sliding in with a slow, deliberate push. The sensation was invasive, stretching him open as Marcus squeezed the bag, flooding him with warm liquid. Ethan groaned, his body trembling as the pressure built, the diaper crinkling beneath him with every squirm.

“That’s a good boy,” Marcus cooed, his free hand rubbing circles over Ethan’s back while the enema filled him. “Take it all. Let Daddy take care of you.” The fullness was unbearable, a mix of discomfort and dark pleasure as Ethan’s cock strained against the padded prison of the diaper. When Marcus finally pulled the nozzle free, he slapped Ethan’s ass hard, the sound echoing through the room. “Hold it in, sissy. Don’t you dare mess that diaper yet. We’ve got more fun first.”

Ethan whimpered, the pressure inside him warring with the arousal throbbing in his groin. Marcus unbound his ankles, dragging him off the table and forcing him to stand on shaky legs. The diaper sagged slightly under the weight of the enema, and Ethan’s face flushed as he felt the liquid shift inside him. Marcus didn’t give him a moment to adjust, instead shoving him toward a padded playpen in the corner of the room, complete with pastel toys and a sippy cup filled with something suspiciously clear.

“On your knees, baby,” Marcus ordered, pushing Ethan down into the pen. “Daddy’s gonna fuck that pretty mouth of yours while you hold that enema in. Show me what a good little sissy you can be.” Ethan’s pulse raced as Marcus unzipped his pants, revealing a thick, veiny cock already glistening with pre-cum. The sight made Ethan’s mouth water despite himself, and when Marcus grabbed a fistful of his hair, pulling him forward, Ethan didn’t resist.

The first taste of Marcus’s cock was salty and overwhelming, filling Ethan’s mouth as the older man thrust forward with no mercy. “Suck it, sissy,” Marcus growled, his hips rocking as he fucked Ethan’s face. “Show Daddy how much you want this.” Ethan gagged, tears pricking his eyes, but the humiliation only fueled the heat in his core. The diaper crinkled with every movement, a constant reminder of his degradation, and the pressure of the enema made every thrust feel more intense. Marcus groaned, his grip tightening as he slammed into Ethan’s throat, the wet, sloppy sounds of the blowjob filling the room.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Marcus rasped, pulling out just as Ethan felt him pulse. Hot cum splattered across Ethan’s face, dripping down his chin as Marcus marked him with a grunt of satisfaction. “Look at you, covered in Daddy’s load. Such a pathetic little baby.” He wiped a thumb through the mess, smearing it over Ethan’s lips before forcing him to suck it clean. Ethan’s cock throbbed painfully in the diaper, desperate for release, but Marcus wasn’t done.

“Time to let that enema go, sissy,” Marcus said, his voice dark with promise. He dragged Ethan back to the changing table, forcing him onto his back and ripping the diaper tabs open with a loud tear. The relief was immediate as the pressure released, but the humiliation burned hotter than ever as Marcus watched, his eyes gleaming with sadistic delight. “Such a messy boy,” he taunted, cleaning Ethan with rough wipes before sliding a fresh diaper under him. “But Daddy’s not done breaking you.”

With the new diaper secured, Marcus unbound Ethan’s wrists, only to flip him onto all fours. “Ass up, sissy,” he commanded, lubing up a thick, ridged dildo as Ethan watched with wide eyes. The toy was massive, and fear mingled with anticipation as Marcus pressed it against Ethan’s hole, pushing past the resistance with a slow, relentless thrust. Ethan cried out, the stretch burning as the dildo filled him, but Marcus didn’t stop, working it deeper until Ethan was panting, his body trembling with the mix of pain and pleasure.

“That’s it, take it like a good sissy,” Marcus growled, fucking Ethan with the toy as his free hand reached around to rub the front of the diaper. The dual sensation was too much—Ethan’s cock pulsed against the padding, pre-cum soaking into the thick material as Marcus drove the dildo harder. “Come for Daddy, baby. Show me how much you love being my little slut.”

Ethan’s orgasm hit like a tidal wave, his body convulsing as he spilled into the diaper, the hot, sticky mess spreading against his skin while Marcus continued to fuck him with the toy. The pleasure was blinding, shame and ecstasy blending into a raw, primal high as Ethan collapsed, spent and broken.

Marcus pulled the dildo free, chuckling as he patted Ethan’s padded ass. “Good boy. But this is just the beginning. Daddy’s got so much more to teach you.” Ethan’s heart pounded, his body still buzzing with aftershocks as he realized there was no escaping this dark, twisted training. Marcus had shattered his pride, bound him in surrender, and claimed every inch of him—and Ethan knew he’d never be the same.


Chapter 2: Whispers of Dark Obedience

Ethan’s body trembled under the dim light of Marcus’s basement, the cold concrete floor biting into his bare knees. The thick, crinkling diaper taped snugly around his hips was a constant reminder of his degradation, the plastic material slick with sweat and the lingering dampness of his earlier shame. His wrists were bound tightly behind his back with coarse rope, the knots biting into his skin, and a leather collar encircled his neck, a short chain tethering him to a metal ring on the wall. The air was heavy with the musky scent of arousal and submission, a potent mix that made Ethan’s head spin.

Marcus stood before him, towering and unyielding, his piercing blue eyes glinting with sadistic delight. At 32, the man exuded raw dominance, his muscular frame barely contained by a tight black shirt and jeans. In his hand, he held a small black remote, and a wicked smirk played on his lips. “You thought yesterday was bad, little sissy,” Marcus growled, his voice low and dangerous. “Today, I’m going to break you completely. You’ll beg for my control before I’m done.”

Ethan’s stomach churned with a mix of dread and unwanted arousal. His cock twitched traitorously beneath the padded diaper, the humiliation of his situation igniting a perverse heat in his core. He tried to speak, to protest, but the pacifier gag strapped into his mouth muffled his words into pathetic whimpers. Drool trickled down his chin, adding to his utter disgrace.

Marcus stepped closer, his boots echoing on the concrete. He crouched down, his face inches from Ethan’s, and traced a rough finger along the edge of the diaper, teasing the sensitive skin of Ethan’s inner thigh. “Look at you, all trussed up like a helpless baby,” Marcus taunted, his breath hot against Ethan’s ear. “But I can see that little dick of yours getting hard under there. You love this, don’t you?”

Ethan shook his head frantically, but the lie was obvious. Marcus chuckled darkly and pressed the button on the remote. A sharp, buzzing vibration erupted from a small toy embedded inside Ethan, nestled deep in his ass beneath the diaper. The sudden sensation made him gasp around the pacifier, his hips bucking involuntarily as waves of pleasure-pain shot through him. “Mmph!” he cried, his body arching against the restraints.

“That’s it, sissy,” Marcus purred, increasing the intensity with another press of the remote. “Squirm for Daddy. I want to see you lose it.” The toy pulsed relentlessly, stretching Ethan’s tight hole and sending electric jolts straight to his throbbing cock. The diaper crinkled loudly with every desperate movement, the sound amplifying his humiliation. Within moments, Ethan’s eyes rolled back, and a muffled moan escaped him as he came hard, his release soaking into the diaper’s absorbent layers. The sticky warmth spread against his skin, a shameful reminder of his lack of control.

Marcus didn’t let up. He turned off the toy momentarily, only to yank the chain on Ethan’s collar, forcing him to shuffle awkwardly on his knees to a padded changing mat in the corner. “Time for a proper lesson in obedience,” Marcus said, his tone dripping with menace. He untied Ethan’s wrists just long enough to push him onto his back, then swiftly secured them above his head to a metal bar bolted into the floor. Ethan’s legs were spread wide, his diapered crotch on full display, and Marcus wasted no time ripping the tabs open with a loud tear.

The cool air hit Ethan’s sensitive, cum-soaked skin, and he whimpered as Marcus exposed him completely. “Such a messy little boy,” Marcus sneered, running a gloved finger through the sticky mess on Ethan’s cock, smearing it over his balls. “You need a cleaning before we continue.” From a nearby table, Marcus retrieved a large enema bag, the clear tube attached to a thick nozzle glinting ominously. Ethan’s eyes widened in horror, but the pacifier gag stifled his protests into incoherent babbling.

“Shh, baby,” Marcus mocked, lubing up the nozzle with slow, deliberate strokes. “This is for your own good. Daddy needs to make sure his sissy is nice and clean inside.” He positioned the nozzle at Ethan’s tight entrance, already sore from the earlier toy, and pushed it in with a firm, unyielding thrust. Ethan’s muffled cry echoed in the room as the cold, slick intrusion filled him, stretching him painfully. Marcus squeezed the bag, and a rush of warm liquid flooded Ethan’s insides, the pressure building rapidly. His stomach cramped, and he writhed against the restraints, tears of humiliation streaming down his face.

“That’s it, take it all,” Marcus commanded, his free hand gripping Ethan’s thigh to hold him still. “You’re going to learn to submit completely, even when it hurts.” The enema continued until Ethan felt impossibly full, the liquid sloshing inside him as Marcus finally withdrew the nozzle. “Hold it in, sissy,” Marcus warned, quickly taping a fresh, thick diaper around Ethan’s hips to trap the mess. “If you let go before I say, there’ll be consequences.”

Ethan’s body shook with the effort of clenching, the pressure unbearable. Marcus stood back, watching with a predatory gaze as Ethan struggled, his face contorted with desperation. After what felt like an eternity, Marcus nodded. “Release,” he ordered, and Ethan couldn’t hold back any longer. The humiliating flood escaped into the diaper, the warm, wet sensation spreading as the material swelled around him. His cheeks burned with shame, but his cock throbbed harder than ever, the degradation fueling a dark, twisted arousal.

Marcus laughed, a deep, cruel sound. “Pathetic,” he said, ripping the soiled diaper off and tossing it aside. “But I’m not done with you yet.” He grabbed a bottle of lube and a large, ridged dildo from the table, the toy’s size making Ethan’s breath hitch. Marcus slicked it up, his eyes locked on Ethan’s as he positioned himself between the bound man’s legs. “You’re going to take this like a good little sissy,” Marcus growled, pressing the tip against Ethan’s already tender hole.

The stretch was agonizing, the dildo’s girth forcing Ethan open inch by brutal inch. He screamed around the pacifier, his body shaking as Marcus pushed deeper, not stopping until the toy was fully seated. “Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus grunted, his own arousal evident in the bulge straining against his jeans. He began to thrust the dildo in and out, each movement rough and deliberate, hitting Ethan’s prostate with punishing accuracy. Ethan’s muffled moans grew louder, his cock leaking pre-cum onto his stomach as the brutal pleasure consumed him.

Marcus didn’t let up, his free hand wrapping around Ethan’s shaft, stroking him in time with the dildo’s thrusts. “Cum for Daddy again,” he ordered, his voice thick with lust. “Show me how much you love being my sissy slut.” The dual stimulation was too much—Ethan’s body convulsed, and he came with a strangled cry, ropes of cum splattering across his chest. Marcus didn’t stop, fucking him through the aftershocks with the dildo until Ethan was a whimpering, overstimulated mess.

Finally, Marcus pulled the toy free, leaving Ethan’s hole gaping and sore. But there was no respite. Marcus unzipped his jeans, freeing his massive, throbbing cock, and straddled Ethan’s chest. He removed the pacifier gag, tossing it aside, and gripped Ethan’s hair tightly. “Open wide, baby boy,” Marcus commanded, guiding his cock to Ethan’s lips. Ethan hesitated for only a moment before Marcus forced his mouth open, thrusting in deep. The salty, musky taste overwhelmed Ethan as Marcus fucked his mouth with ruthless abandon, the tip hitting the back of his throat with each brutal push.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Marcus groaned, his grip tightening in Ethan’s hair. “Suck Daddy’s cock like the little whore you are.” Ethan gagged and sputtered, tears streaming down his face, but the submissive haze in his mind urged him to comply. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking desperately as Marcus used him, the older man’s grunts of pleasure filling the room. It wasn’t long before Marcus tensed, a guttural moan escaping him as he came hard, flooding Ethan’s mouth with hot, thick cum. “Swallow every drop,” Marcus snarled, holding Ethan’s head in place until he obeyed, the bitter taste lingering on his tongue.

Panting, Marcus pulled out, wiping his cock on Ethan’s cheek before stepping back. He re-taped a fresh diaper around Ethan’s hips, the crinkle loud in the sudden silence. “You’re mine now,” Marcus said, his voice a dark whisper as he reattached the pacifier gag. “Every whimper, every tear, every fucking orgasm belongs to me. You’ll learn to crave this, sissy. Daddy’s just getting started.”

Ethan lay there, bound and broken, his body aching and his mind reeling. The diaper hugged him tightly, a humiliating cage for his spent, throbbing cock. As Marcus turned off the lights, leaving him in darkness, Ethan’s last coherent thought was a chilling realization: he was starting to want this. The whispers of dark obedience had taken root, and there was no turning back.


Chapter 3: Cradled in Cruel Dominance

Ethan’s body trembled, not just from the cold of Marcus’s basement but from the raw, humiliating arousal that pulsed through him. The thick, crinkling diaper taped tightly around his hips was soaked, the weight of it dragging against his skin, a constant reminder of his degradation. His wrists were bound with coarse rope, tethered to a metal hook in the ceiling, forcing his arms above his head. His legs, spread wide by a steel spreader bar, left him utterly exposed. The air was heavy with the scent of baby powder, lube, and his own shameful musk. At 27, Ethan had never felt so broken—and yet, so disturbingly alive.

Marcus, a towering figure of sadistic control at 32, stood before him, shirtless, his muscular frame glistening with a sheen of sweat from their earlier exertions. His dark eyes gleamed with predatory intent as he held a black leather paddle in one hand, the other gripping a bottle of lube. “Look at you, my little sissy bitch,” Marcus growled, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down Ethan’s spine. “Crying in your diaper like a pathetic baby, but your cock’s so hard it’s practically begging for more. Isn’t that right?”

Ethan’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the throbbing erection pressing against the soggy padding of his diaper. “P-please, Marcus,” he whimpered, his voice cracking. “I can’t take any more…”

“Oh, you can, and you will,” Marcus sneered, stepping closer. He ripped the tabs of the diaper open with a loud tear, letting the wet material fall to the floor with a heavy slap. Ethan’s cock sprang free, glistening with pre-cum, twitching under Marcus’s hungry gaze. “Look at this needy little dick. You’re dripping for Daddy, aren’t you?”

Without waiting for a response, Marcus poured a generous amount of lube onto his fingers and roughly shoved two of them into Ethan’s tight, unprepared hole. Ethan gasped, his body jerking against the restraints as Marcus finger-fucked him with brutal precision, curling his digits to hit that sweet spot inside. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” Marcus muttered, his own bulge straining against his jeans. “Gonna stretch this sissy ass until you’re screaming for me.”

Ethan’s head fell back, a moan escaping his lips despite himself. The humiliation of being reduced to a diapered plaything, combined with the raw pleasure of Marcus’s fingers, was driving him to the edge. “Please… Daddy,” he choked out, the word slipping from him in a haze of desperation.

Marcus grinned wickedly, pulling his fingers out and replacing them with a thick, vibrating anal plug. He switched it on, the low hum filling the room as it buzzed against Ethan’s prostate. “That’s right, baby boy. Call me Daddy while I ruin you.” He slapped the leather paddle against Ethan’s bare ass, the sharp sting making him cry out, his cock leaking even more as the vibrations intensified.

The mixture of pain and pleasure was overwhelming. Ethan’s body writhed, the ropes biting into his wrists as Marcus delivered blow after blow, each smack punctuated by a growled command. “Tell Daddy how much you love being his sissy slut.”

“I—I love it, Daddy!” Ethan sobbed, his voice breaking as an orgasm tore through him, his cock spurting hot cum onto the cold concrete floor without even being touched. His body shook, the anal plug still buzzing mercilessly inside him, dragging out every shuddering aftershock.

Marcus chuckled darkly, setting the paddle aside and unzipping his jeans. His massive cock sprang free, thick and veiny, already slick with pre-cum. “Good boy. Now let’s see how well you take Daddy’s dick.” He grabbed Ethan’s hips, pulling him down slightly despite the restraints, and positioned himself at his entrance. With one brutal thrust, he buried himself balls-deep, the sudden stretch making Ethan scream.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus groaned, pulling out only to slam back in, setting a punishing pace. The spreader bar kept Ethan’s legs wide, leaving him helpless to do anything but take every inch of Marcus’s cock as it pounded into him. The anal plug had been removed, but the lingering buzz of overstimulation made every thrust feel electric, raw, and excruciatingly good. “Gonna fill this sissy hole with my cum, make you my little cumdump baby.”

Ethan’s mind was a haze of humiliation and lust, his body rocking with each brutal thrust. The ropes creaked above him, his wrists raw, but all he could focus on was the way Marcus’s cock filled him, claimed him. “Yes, Daddy, please,” he babbled, tears streaming down his face as another orgasm built, his cock twitching helplessly.

Marcus reached around, grabbing Ethan’s leaking dick and stroking it in time with his thrusts. “Cum for Daddy again, you pathetic little bitch,” he snarled, and that was all it took. Ethan’s second orgasm hit like a freight train, cum shooting from his cock as Marcus milked him dry, his ass clenching around the thick shaft still fucking into him. Moments later, Marcus groaned, his grip tightening as he came hard, hot ropes of cum flooding Ethan’s insides, marking him in the most primal way.

Panting, Marcus pulled out, a trickle of cum dripping from Ethan’s abused hole. But he wasn’t done. “Time for your punishment, baby boy,” he said, his voice dripping with menace. He untied Ethan’s wrists, only to force him down onto a changing mat on the floor, his legs still spread by the bar. “You made such a mess, didn’t you? Daddy’s gotta clean you up… and make sure you learn your lesson.”

Ethan’s heart raced as Marcus retrieved a large enema bag, the nozzle gleaming under the dim basement light. “No, please, not again,” he begged, but Marcus only smirked, lubing up the nozzle and sliding it into Ethan’s already sore hole. The cold liquid began to flow, filling him with an uncomfortable pressure as Marcus massaged his belly, forcing the water deeper. “Hold it in, sissy. Don’t you dare let go until Daddy says so.”

The sensation was unbearable, a mix of fullness and humiliation that had Ethan squirming, his cock betraying him by hardening again. Marcus noticed and laughed, smacking Ethan’s dick lightly. “Look at you, getting hard from an enema. Such a dirty little baby.” He pulled the nozzle out, replacing it with a thick plug to keep the liquid inside. “You’re gonna sit in this mess until I decide you’ve learned your place.”

Tears of shame streamed down Ethan’s face as Marcus taped a fresh, thick diaper around his hips, the padding pressing against the plug and intensifying the pressure. “There we go,” Marcus said, patting the front of the diaper. “All snug and secure. Now, let’s see how long you can hold it before you break.”

He forced Ethan onto his knees, the spreader bar removed but replaced with ankle cuffs chained to the floor. Marcus stood in front of him, his cock already hardening again as he grabbed Ethan’s hair. “Open that pretty mouth, sissy. Daddy’s got another load for you.”

Ethan obeyed, too broken to resist, his lips parting as Marcus shoved his cock inside. The taste of salt and musk filled his mouth, and he gagged as Marcus thrust deep, fucking his face with the same ruthless intensity he’d used on his ass. “That’s it, take it all,” Marcus grunted, his grip tightening as he used Ethan’s mouth like a toy. The pressure of the enema and the plug, combined with the degradation of being face-fucked, pushed Ethan into a dark, submissive headspace where nothing existed but Marcus’s dominance.

When Marcus came again, flooding Ethan’s mouth with hot, bitter cum, Ethan swallowed without protest, his own cock aching in the confines of the diaper. Marcus pulled out, wiping his dick on Ethan’s cheek before stepping back to admire his work. “Look at you, all messy and broken. My perfect little sissy baby.”

He unchained Ethan’s ankles, only to drag him over to a crib-like structure in the corner of the basement, complete with metal bars and a thin mattress. “Time for bed, little one,” Marcus said, forcing Ethan inside and locking the bars. “But don’t think you’re getting any relief yet.” He reached through the bars, pressing a remote that activated a vibrating function in the plug still buried inside Ethan. The sudden buzz made him gasp, his body jerking as the enema liquid sloshed inside him, the pressure unbearable.

“Please, Daddy, let me go to the bathroom,” Ethan begged, his voice hoarse, but Marcus only laughed.

“Not until morning, baby boy. You’re gonna sleep in your mess, just like a real baby. And if you’re good, maybe Daddy will fuck you again tomorrow.” With that, Marcus turned off the light, leaving Ethan in darkness, the vibrations and pressure tormenting him as he curled up in the crib, utterly defeated.

As the minutes turned to hours, Ethan’s mind churned with a twisted mix of shame, arousal, and surrender. Marcus had stripped him of everything—his dignity, his control, his very identity. And yet, in the depths of his humiliation, a dark, forbidden part of him craved more. Craved the cruel dominance that had cradled him in its iron grip, breaking him down until he was nothing but Daddy’s sissy toy.


Chapter 4: Sissy Shadows Unraveled

The darkness of the basement crib enveloped Ethan, the cold metal bars pressing into his bare thighs as he squirmed in the thick, crinkling diaper Marcus had forced him into. His wrists ached from the leather cuffs binding him to the crib’s frame, and the heavy scent of baby powder mingled with the musky tang of his own sweat and arousal. At 27, Ethan had never felt so utterly powerless—and yet, so achingly hard. The humiliating mix of shame and desire churned in his gut as he recalled Marcus’s last words before leaving him in the pitch-black void: “You’re my little sissy now, and I’m gonna break you until you beg for more.”

The door creaked open, a sliver of dim light cutting through the darkness. Marcus, 32 and built like a predator with his broad shoulders and piercing gaze, stepped inside. He wore a tight black shirt and jeans, a smirk curling his lips as he carried a small black bag. “Miss me, baby boy?” he taunted, his deep voice sending a shiver down Ethan’s spine. “I’ve got plans for my little sissy tonight. We’re gonna unravel those pretty shadows in your head until you’re nothing but a whimpering, diapered slut for Daddy.”

Ethan’s cock twitched involuntarily in the confines of the diaper, the soft padding rubbing against his sensitive tip. He bit his lip, hating how his body betrayed him, but Marcus noticed. He always noticed. “Look at that,” Marcus chuckled darkly, setting the bag down and pulling out a pair of latex gloves. “Already leaking for me. Let’s see how much messier we can make you.”

Without warning, Marcus unlocked the crib and yanked Ethan’s legs apart, securing them with additional straps to the sides of the frame. The position left Ethan exposed, the diaper sagging slightly under his weight, and his flushed face burned with humiliation as Marcus snapped on the gloves with a predatory grin. “First, we clean out my dirty little sissy,” Marcus purred, pulling out a large enema kit from the bag. Ethan’s eyes widened, his breath hitching as panic and a twisted arousal surged through him.

“N-no, please,” Ethan stammered, but Marcus’s hand clamped over his mouth, silencing him.

“Shh, baby. Daddy knows what you need. You don’t get to say no. You’re mine to train.” Marcus’s other hand ripped open the diaper tabs with a loud tear, exposing Ethan’s trembling cock and tight, puckered hole. The cool air hit his skin, making him gasp, but Marcus was already lubing up the enema nozzle with slow, deliberate strokes. “This is gonna fill you up nice and deep. I want you squirming and begging before I fuck that pretty little ass of yours.”

Ethan’s protests melted into a choked moan as Marcus slid the nozzle in, the cold metal stretching him open with a sharp sting. The sensation was invasive, humiliating, and yet his cock throbbed harder, pre-cum dripping onto his stomach. Marcus turned the valve, and warm liquid began flooding Ethan’s insides, the pressure building fast. His belly cramped, and he writhed against the restraints, the cuffs biting into his wrists as he panted through the overwhelming fullness.

“That’s it, take it all for Daddy,” Marcus growled, his gloved hand wrapping around Ethan’s cock and stroking slowly, teasingly. “Look at you, getting hard while I clean out your filthy little hole. Such a desperate sissy.” Ethan’s hips bucked involuntarily, the mix of pain and pleasure driving him to the edge, but Marcus pulled his hand away just as Ethan felt the first tremors of release. “Not yet, baby boy. You don’t cum until I say so.”

The enema was torture, the liquid sloshing inside him as Marcus forced him to hold it, his body trembling with the effort. Finally, after what felt like an eternity of whimpering and squirming, Marcus allowed him release into a waiting container, the humiliation of it all making Ethan’s face burn. But there was no time to recover—Marcus was already re-diapering him, the fresh padding crinkling loudly as he secured it tightly around Ethan’s still-hard cock.

“Now for the real fun,” Marcus said, his voice dripping with sadistic promise. He pulled out a vibrating butt plug from the bag, its thick, ridged surface gleaming with lube. Ethan’s eyes widened, but before he could protest, Marcus cut a small slit in the back of the diaper and pushed the plug against his already-sensitive hole. “This is staying in while I fuck your mouth, sissy. I want you stuffed from both ends.”

The plug breached him with a slow, burning stretch, filling him up as Marcus turned on the vibrations. Ethan cried out, the intense buzz sending shockwaves through his core, his cock straining painfully against the diaper. Marcus didn’t give him a chance to adjust—he unzipped his jeans, freeing his massive, throbbing cock, and grabbed Ethan’s hair, forcing his head forward. “Open up, baby. Suck Daddy like the good little slut you are.”

Ethan’s lips parted, and Marcus thrust in without hesitation, filling his mouth with the salty, musky taste of him. The vibrations in his ass made it hard to focus, his body trembling as Marcus fucked his face with rough, deliberate strokes. “That’s it, take it all,” Marcus groaned, his grip tightening in Ethan’s hair. “You look so fucking pathetic with a cock in your mouth and a diaper on. My perfect little sissy.”

Ethan gagged, drool spilling down his chin, but the degradation only fueled his arousal. His cock pulsed in the diaper, the friction of the padding driving him insane as Marcus’s thrusts grew harder, faster. The plug buzzed relentlessly, pushing him closer to the edge, and when Marcus finally came with a guttural moan, hot cum flooded Ethan’s mouth, forcing him to swallow every drop. “Good boy,” Marcus panted, pulling out and smearing the last of his release across Ethan’s tear-streaked face. “But we’re not done yet.”

Marcus untied Ethan’s legs, only to flip him onto his stomach, pulling the diaper down just enough to expose his plugged ass. “I’m gonna fuck you raw, baby boy,” Marcus growled, lubing up his still-hard cock. “You’re gonna cum in that diaper while I pound you into the mattress.” Ethan whimpered, his body already oversensitive, but the thought of Marcus inside him while the plug vibrated sent a dark thrill through him.

Marcus pulled the plug out with a wet pop, replacing it with the blunt head of his cock. He pushed in hard, stretching Ethan open with a burning, brutal thrust that made him scream into the crib’s thin mattress. The pain was sharp, but it melted into raw pleasure as Marcus set a punishing pace, his hands gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” Marcus grunted, slamming in deeper. “Cum for me, sissy. Soak that fucking diaper.”

Ethan couldn’t hold back—the combination of Marcus’s cock hitting his prostate, the crinkle of the diaper rubbing against his leaking tip, and the lingering vibrations in his nerves sent him spiraling. His orgasm hit like a freight train, his cock pulsing as hot cum spilled into the diaper, soaking the padding as he shuddered and moaned. Marcus wasn’t far behind, his thrusts erratic as he came deep inside Ethan, filling him with heat that made his oversensitive body tremble.

They stayed like that for a moment, panting, Marcus’s weight pinning Ethan to the crib. But Marcus wasn’t done playing. He pulled out slowly, watching his cum drip from Ethan’s abused hole with a satisfied smirk. “Look at that mess,” he said, smearing it with a gloved finger before pushing it back inside, making Ethan whimper. “You’re such a filthy little baby. Time for a new diaper—and a new punishment.”

Marcus cleaned him roughly, the cold wipes a stark contrast to the heat of their fucking, before securing a fresh, even thicker diaper around Ethan’s waist. But this one had a twist—inside the padding was a small, remote-controlled vibrator taped right against Ethan’s cock. Marcus held up the remote with a wicked grin. “You’re gonna wear this all night, sissy. Every time I press this button, I want you to remember who owns you.”

He flicked the switch, and Ethan jolted as the vibrator buzzed to life, teasing his already-spent cock back to painful hardness. Marcus locked the crib again, leaving Ethan bound and helpless in the darkness once more. “Sleep tight, baby boy,” Marcus taunted, his voice echoing as he walked away. “Tomorrow, we’re gonna push you even further. Daddy’s got a whole nursery of toys to break you with.”

As the door slammed shut, Ethan lay there, the vibrator’s relentless hum keeping him on edge, his body aching from the night’s torment. The diaper crinkled with every twitch, a constant reminder of his submission, and though his mind screamed with shame, his cock throbbed with need. Marcus was unraveling every shadow in his soul, and deep down, Ethan knew he’d beg for more—just as Daddy wanted.


Chapter 5: Forced into Frilly Chains

Ethan’s world was a haze of conflicting sensations as he lay bound in the basement crib, the thick, crinkling diaper hugging his hips, soaked and heavy from hours of torment. The remote-controlled vibrator Marcus had strapped against his aching cock buzzed intermittently, sending jagged spikes of pleasure through his body even as his wrists strained against the padded cuffs chaining him to the crib’s bars. His breath came in ragged gasps, the frilly pink onesie Marcus had forced him into bunched up around his chest, leaving his diapered groin exposed to the cool basement air. Shame burned in his cheeks, but his cock throbbed traitorously, leaking precum into the already sodden padding. Marcus had left him like this—helpless, aroused, and teetering on the edge of another humiliating orgasm—for what felt like an eternity.

The creak of the basement door snapped Ethan out of his haze. Heavy boots descended the stairs, each step deliberate, echoing in the dim space. Marcus appeared, his muscular frame filling the doorway, a wicked smirk curling his lips as he held up the remote control for the vibrator. His dark eyes gleamed with sadistic intent, and Ethan’s stomach twisted with a mix of dread and anticipation.

“Looks like my little sissy hasn’t broken yet,” Marcus drawled, his voice low and dripping with mockery. He stepped closer, towering over the crib, and clicked the remote. The vibrator roared to life at its highest setting, and Ethan’s hips bucked involuntarily, a choked moan escaping his lips as the intense vibrations assaulted his oversensitive cock. “But we’re gonna fix that today, aren’t we, baby girl?”

Ethan bit his lip, trying to stifle the pathetic whimpers spilling from his throat, but Marcus wasn’t having it. He reached down, yanking the pacifier gag from Ethan’s mouth, and replaced it with two thick fingers, forcing them past his lips. “Suck,” Marcus commanded, his tone leaving no room for defiance. Ethan’s tongue worked around the digits, his body trembling as the vibrator pushed him closer to the edge. Drool dripped down his chin, mixing with the tears of humiliation stinging his eyes.

Marcus pulled his fingers free with a wet pop, trailing them down Ethan’s chest to pinch a nipple through the frilly onesie. “Time for a new game, princess,” he growled, unbuckling the cuffs from the crib bars only to drag Ethan out by his underarms. Ethan’s legs wobbled as he was forced to stand, the heavy diaper sagging between his thighs, the vibrator still buzzing mercilessly against his cock. Marcus didn’t give him a moment to adjust, shoving him toward a padded changing table in the corner of the basement, its surface covered with an array of toys, restraints, and a stack of fresh, pink diapers adorned with cartoon unicorns.

“Face down, ass up,” Marcus barked, and when Ethan hesitated, a sharp slap landed on his diapered rear, the impact reverberating through the wet padding. Ethan yelped, scrambling onto the table, his face pressed into the soft vinyl as Marcus secured his wrists and ankles with Velcro straps, spreading his legs wide. The position left his diapered ass vulnerable, the buzzing vibrator still tormenting his cock as it pressed harder against the table.

Marcus ripped the tabs of the soaked diaper open, the sound loud in the quiet basement, and peeled it away, exposing Ethan’s flushed, precum-slicked cock and trembling thighs. “Such a messy little girl,” Marcus taunted, grabbing a baby wipe to roughly clean him, the cold touch making Ethan squirm. But there was no gentleness in Marcus’s actions—each swipe was a deliberate tease, lingering over Ethan’s sensitive skin until he was whimpering again.

Then came the enema kit. Ethan’s breath hitched as Marcus held up the nozzle, lubing it up with a generous squirt of gel. “Gotta clean you out before we dress you up proper,” Marcus said, his voice dark with promise. He didn’t wait for a response, pressing the nozzle against Ethan’s tight hole and pushing it in with a slow, unrelenting thrust. Ethan gasped, his body clenching instinctively, but Marcus held him still, one hand pressing down on his lower back as he squeezed the bulb, flooding Ethan’s insides with warm, soapy water.

“Hold it in, sissy,” Marcus ordered, pulling the nozzle free and quickly taping a fresh diaper over Ethan’s ass before the pressure could escape. The crinkling plastic sealed him in, trapping the liquid inside, and Ethan’s face burned with mortification as his belly cramped. The vibrator, still strapped to his cock, buzzed harder, and the combination of fullness and relentless stimulation had him teetering on the brink of release.

Marcus stepped back, admiring his work, then grabbed a thick, ribbed dildo from the table, lubing it up with deliberate slowness. “You’re gonna take this while you’re nice and full,” he said, cutting a small slit in the back of the diaper with a pair of scissors. Ethan’s eyes widened, panic mixing with arousal as Marcus pressed the tip of the dildo against the exposed hole. “Relax, baby girl, or this is gonna hurt more than it has to.”

There was no time to brace himself. Marcus pushed the dildo in, inch by inch, stretching Ethan’s tight hole around the girthy toy. The pressure from the enema made every thrust more intense, and Ethan’s moans turned into desperate sobs of pleasure-pain as Marcus fucked him with the dildo, slow at first, then faster, each movement grinding the vibrator harder against his cock. “That’s it, take it like a good little sissy,” Marcus growled, his free hand reaching under to grip Ethan’s leaking cock through the front of the diaper, stroking him in time with the thrusts.

Ethan’s body betrayed him completely, his orgasm crashing through him with brutal force. He cried out, cum spurting into the diaper, soaking the padding as his hole clenched around the dildo. Marcus didn’t stop, fucking him through the aftershocks until Ethan was a whimpering, oversensitive mess, tears streaming down his face.

Only then did Marcus pull the toy free, leaving Ethan trembling and empty. He released the Velcro straps, flipping Ethan onto his back, and ripped open the front of the cum-soaked diaper. “Look at the mess you made,” Marcus sneered, scooping some of the sticky fluid onto his fingers and shoving them back into Ethan’s mouth. “Clean it up, princess.”

Ethan gagged but obeyed, sucking Marcus’s fingers clean as the older man loomed over him, unzipping his own jeans to free his thick, hard cock. The sight made Ethan’s spent body ache with renewed need, even as his mind screamed in protest. Marcus straddled the table, positioning himself over Ethan’s chest, and gripped his hair, forcing his head up. “Open wide,” he commanded, and before Ethan could process it, Marcus’s cock was pushing past his lips, filling his mouth with hot, musky flesh.

“Suck me like the little cockslut you are,” Marcus groaned, thrusting shallowly at first, letting Ethan adjust before pushing deeper, hitting the back of his throat. Ethan choked, tears streaming anew, but the degradation only fueled the twisted heat pooling in his groin again. Marcus fucked his mouth relentlessly, grunting with pleasure, until he pulled out abruptly, fisting his cock over Ethan’s face. Hot ropes of cum splattered across Ethan’s cheeks and lips, marking him as Marcus growled, “Mine.”

Ethan lay there, panting, cum dripping down his chin as Marcus stepped back, zipping up with a satisfied smirk. But the torment wasn’t over. Marcus grabbed a fresh diaper, this one even thicker and covered in humiliating ruffles, and taped it snugly around Ethan’s hips, trapping his oversensitive cock against the soft padding. Then came the frilly chains—pink, padded cuffs linked by delicate silver links, binding Ethan’s wrists together and attaching them to a collar around his neck. A matching leash dangled from the collar, and Marcus gave it a sharp tug, forcing Ethan to his feet.

“Time to parade my pretty sissy around,” Marcus said, his voice dripping with dark amusement. He led Ethan up the basement stairs, the leash pulling taut as Ethan stumbled, the thick diaper forcing his thighs apart with every step. They entered a small, dimly lit room upstairs, where a full-length mirror waited. Marcus positioned Ethan in front of it, forcing him to stare at his reflection—cum-stained face, frilly onesie, ruffled diaper, and the humiliating chains glinting in the light.

“Look at yourself, baby girl,” Marcus whispered in his ear, one hand sliding down to rub Ethan’s cock through the diaper while the other tugged the leash, tilting his head back. “You’re fucking perfect like this. My broken little toy.”

Ethan’s reflection stared back, a blushing, humiliated mess, and yet his cock twitched under Marcus’s touch, already hardening again in the confines of the diaper. Marcus chuckled, grinding his own hardening cock against Ethan’s padded ass. “We’re not done yet,” he promised, his hand slipping inside the diaper to stroke Ethan’s slick length directly. “I’m gonna fuck you right here, make you watch yourself fall apart all over again.”

And as Marcus bent him over in front of the mirror, peeling the diaper down just enough to expose his hole, Ethan knew resistance was futile. The dark sissy training had claimed him, body and soul, and with every thrust of Marcus’s cock, every humiliating command, he sank deeper into submission, the frilly chains binding him tighter than ever.


Chapter 6: Nursery of Nightmarish Bliss

Ethan’s legs trembled as Marcus dragged him upstairs, the soggy diaper sagging heavily between his thighs, the wet padding chafing against his sensitive skin with every forced step. The remote-controlled vibrator, still lodged deep inside him, buzzed intermittently, sending sharp jolts of unwanted pleasure through his core. At 27, Ethan had never felt more powerless, more degraded, than he did under Marcus’s iron grip. The older man, a hulking 32-year-old with a sadistic smirk permanently etched on his face, reveled in every shudder, every whimper that escaped Ethan’s lips.

“Time to see your new home, little sissy,” Marcus growled, his voice dripping with dark promise as he shoved Ethan through a door at the end of the hallway. The room beyond was a twisted parody of a nursery—pink walls adorned with cartoonish decals of bunnies and teddy bears, a massive crib with steel bars in the corner, and a changing table stocked with stacks of thick, crinkly diapers. The air was heavy with the scent of baby powder and something darker, muskier—arousal and shame intertwined.

Ethan’s stomach churned as Marcus pushed him toward the crib, his wrists still bound with soft, pink rope that bit into his skin. “N-no, please…” Ethan stammered, but his pleas only made Marcus’s grin widen.

“Oh, baby boy, you don’t get to say no,” Marcus purred, slamming the crib gate shut behind Ethan with a metallic clang. “Daddy’s gonna break you proper tonight. You’re gonna learn to love this, whether you want to or not.”

Before Ethan could protest further, Marcus reached into a drawer and pulled out a thick, black leather paddle. The sight of it made Ethan’s heart pound, his cock twitching traitorously in the confines of the soaked diaper despite the fear gripping him. Marcus noticed, of course, his dark eyes glinting with cruel amusement. “Look at that. Little sissy’s already hard for his punishment. Pathetic.”

Without warning, Marcus yanked down the back of Ethan’s diaper, exposing his bare, trembling ass to the cool air. The first strike of the paddle landed with a sharp crack, pain exploding across Ethan’s skin. He cried out, jerking against the ropes, but Marcus held him steady with one iron grip on his hip. “Count ‘em, baby. Every single one. Or I start over.”

“O-one!” Ethan gasped, tears pricking his eyes as the second blow landed even harder, the sting radiating through his body. By the tenth strike, his ass was a burning, throbbing mess of red welts, and his cock was leaking into the diaper’s soggy padding, the mix of pain and humiliation driving him to a shameful edge. Marcus chuckled, setting the paddle aside and running a rough hand over Ethan’s tender flesh, making him hiss.

“Good boy. Now let’s see how much you can take.” Marcus reached for the remote, cranking the vibrator’s intensity to its highest setting. Ethan’s knees buckled, a raw moan tearing from his throat as the toy pulsed relentlessly against his prostate, forcing waves of pleasure through him even as his mind screamed in protest. His hips bucked involuntarily, the wet diaper rubbing against his aching cock, and within moments, he was spilling into the padding, his orgasm ripped from him in a humiliating, shuddering mess.

Marcus didn’t let up. He climbed into the crib, towering over Ethan as he untied the ropes just enough to flip him onto his back. The older man’s eyes were feral, hungry, as he ripped the diaper off entirely, exposing Ethan’s sticky, spent cock to the air. “Look at this mess,” Marcus sneered, dragging a finger through the cum on Ethan’s skin and smearing it over his lips. “Taste yourself, sissy. Taste how much you love this.”

Ethan gagged at the salty, bitter flavor, but Marcus forced his fingers deeper, making him suck them clean. The degradation burned through him, but so did the heat pooling in his groin again, his body betraying him under Marcus’s relentless control. Marcus pulled his fingers free with a wet pop, then unzipped his own pants, revealing a thick, throbbing erection that made Ethan’s breath catch in terror and twisted anticipation.

“Daddy’s gonna fuck you now, baby,” Marcus growled, grabbing a bottle of lube from the side of the crib and slicking himself up with rough, deliberate strokes. “Gonna fill that tight little hole while you cry for me.”

Ethan whimpered as Marcus spread his legs, positioning himself between them. The older man didn’t bother with prep—Ethan was already loose from the vibrator—and pushed in with one brutal thrust, stretching him painfully wide. Ethan screamed, his hands scrabbling uselessly at the crib bars, but Marcus only groaned in pleasure, setting a punishing pace as he pounded into him. The crib shook with every thrust, the bars rattling, and Ethan’s cries turned into broken moans as pain morphed into something darker, hotter, his cock hardening again despite himself.

“That’s it, sissy. Take it all,” Marcus grunted, gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise as he slammed in deeper, hitting that spot inside him that made stars burst behind Ethan’s eyes. The vibrator, still buzzing inside him alongside Marcus’s cock, amplified every sensation, driving Ethan into a haze of overwhelmed pleasure. He came again, untouched, his cum splattering across his stomach as Marcus fucked him through it, drawing out the orgasm until Ethan was a sobbing, trembling wreck.

Marcus wasn’t done. With a guttural growl, he pulled out, his cock glistening with lube and pre-cum, and flipped Ethan onto his stomach. “Time for a little extra fun,” he said, reaching for a large enema bag hanging on a hook by the changing table. Ethan’s eyes widened in horror as Marcus filled the bag with warm, soapy water, the nozzle gleaming menacingly under the nursery’s soft lighting.

“N-no, please, I can’t—” Ethan started, but Marcus slapped his already tender ass hard, cutting him off.

“You’ll take what Daddy gives you,” Marcus snapped, forcing the nozzle into Ethan’s abused hole with no gentleness. The intrusion burned, and as Marcus squeezed the bag, the rush of liquid filled him, bloating his stomach and making him squirm in discomfort. The pressure was unbearable, coupled with the lingering buzz of the vibrator, and Ethan felt tears stream down his face as he fought the urge to release right there.

“Hold it, baby boy,” Marcus ordered, pulling the nozzle out and quickly taping a fresh, thick diaper around Ethan’s hips. “You don’t get to let go ‘til I say so. And if you mess early, I’ll make you sit in it all night.”

Ethan whimpered, the fullness in his gut a torturous weight, his body trembling as Marcus climbed back into the crib. This time, Marcus straddled his chest, his hard cock bobbing inches from Ethan’s tear-streaked face. “Suck it, sissy,” he commanded, grabbing a fistful of Ethan’s hair and forcing his mouth open. “Show Daddy how much you want to be his little toy.”

The taste of Marcus—salty, musky, and overwhelming—filled Ethan’s senses as the older man thrust into his mouth, hitting the back of his throat with every brutal push. Ethan gagged, drool spilling down his chin, but Marcus didn’t relent, fucking his face with the same ruthless intensity he’d used on his ass. The enema’s pressure built alongside the degradation, and Ethan’s cock throbbed in the tight confines of the new diaper, the mix of pain, fullness, and humiliation driving him to a sick, twisted edge.

Marcus groaned, his thrusts growing erratic, and with a final, deep push, he came hard, hot cum flooding Ethan’s mouth. “Swallow it all, bitch,” Marcus growled, holding Ethan’s head in place until he choked it down, tears and spit mingling on his face. Only then did Marcus pull out, wiping his cock on Ethan’s cheek with a satisfied smirk.

“Good boy,” Marcus said, climbing off and finally turning off the vibrator. But the torment wasn’t over. He untaped the diaper just enough to check Ethan’s state, then retaped it tighter. “You’re gonna hold that enema ‘til morning. If you mess before then, I’ll tie you to the changing table and edge you ‘til you’re begging to be my permanent sissy slave.”

Ethan sobbed, the pressure in his gut unbearable, his body a mess of conflicting sensations—pain, arousal, shame, and a creeping, unwanted need for more of Marcus’s cruel dominance. As Marcus left the crib, locking the gate behind him, Ethan curled up on the thin mattress, the crinkle of the diaper and the ache in his body a constant reminder of his new reality.

“Sweet dreams, baby,” Marcus called from the doorway, his voice laced with dark amusement. “Tomorrow, we’re gonna play even harder.”

As the door clicked shut, plunging the nursery into dim shadows, Ethan’s mind swirled with dread and a sick, undeniable heat. He was breaking, piece by piece, under Marcus’s sadistic control—and some twisted part of him was starting to crave it.


Chapter 7: Daddy's Twisted Discipline

Ethan’s body trembled as he knelt on the cold, tiled floor of the nursery-turned-torture chamber, the thick, crinkling diaper taped tightly around his hips. The lingering sting of Marcus’s last spanking burned across his bare thighs, and the humiliating weight of the sodden padding between his legs made his cheeks flush with shame. At 27, Ethan had never felt so powerless, so utterly reduced to a sniveling, pathetic shell of himself. Marcus, his 32-year-old tormentor, stood over him, a sadistic grin curling his lips as he twirled a leather paddle in one hand.

“Poor little sissy,” Marcus cooed, his deep voice dripping with mock tenderness. “You thought last night was bad? Daddy’s got so much more in store for you today. We’re gonna break that stubborn streak once and for all.”

Ethan’s stomach churned, a mix of dread and unwanted arousal pooling in his core. The way Marcus called himself “Daddy” sent shivers down his spine, a twisted blend of fear and a dark, shameful need he couldn’t suppress. Before he could protest, Marcus grabbed him by the arm and yanked him to his feet, dragging him toward a padded changing table reinforced with leather straps.

“Get up there, baby boy,” Marcus growled, shoving Ethan onto the table with enough force to knock the breath from his lungs. “Time for Daddy to clean up his filthy little mess before we play.”

Ethan’s wrists were swiftly bound to the table with the straps, his legs spread wide and secured at the ankles, leaving him helplessly exposed. The diaper sagged heavily, and Marcus made a show of peeling the tapes off, the sound echoing in the silent room. The cold air hit Ethan’s skin as the soggy padding was pulled away, and he squirmed under Marcus’s predatory gaze.

“Look at this mess,” Marcus sneered, holding up the diaper with a gloved hand. “You’re such a pathetic little piss-baby. Can’t even control yourself. But don’t worry—Daddy’s gonna make sure you learn your place.”

Without warning, Marcus reached for a nearby tray, retrieving a thick, bulbous enema nozzle attached to a bulging bag of soapy water. Ethan’s eyes widened in horror, his body tensing against the restraints. “No, please—don’t—” he stammered, but Marcus only laughed, lubing up the nozzle with a slow, deliberate stroke of his gloved fingers.

“Begging already? We haven’t even started,” Marcus taunted, pressing the cold tip against Ethan’s tight hole. “Relax, sissy. Daddy’s gonna fill you up nice and deep.”

The intrusion was slow at first, the slick nozzle stretching Ethan’s rim as Marcus pushed it in with unrelenting pressure. Ethan gasped, his toes curling as the cold metal slid deeper, followed by the sudden rush of warm, soapy water flooding his insides. The sensation was overwhelming—humiliating, invasive, and strangely arousing all at once. His cock twitched against his will, hardening despite the shame burning in his chest.

Marcus noticed, of course, and his grin widened. “Look at that. Getting hard from an enema like a proper little slut. You love this, don’t you?” He twisted the nozzle, sending another wave of liquid into Ethan’s gut, making him whimper and writhe against the straps. “Hold it in, baby boy. If you leak, Daddy’s gonna punish that naughty ass even harder.”

The pressure built, Ethan’s belly distending as the bag emptied into him. Sweat beaded on his forehead, and his breaths came in short, desperate pants. Marcus finally pulled the nozzle out with a wet pop, immediately plugging Ethan’s hole with a thick, ribbed anal plug to keep the solution inside. The stretch burned, and Ethan cried out, his cock throbbing painfully now as Marcus leaned over him, his breath hot against Ethan’s ear.

“You’re gonna hold that for Daddy while I play with you,” Marcus whispered, his gloved hand wrapping around Ethan’s erection and stroking it with slow, torturous precision. “Feel that? Every little squirm makes it worse, doesn’t it? You’re so fucking desperate to cum, even with your belly full and your ass plugged like a bitch.”

Ethan moaned, his hips bucking involuntarily into Marcus’s grip. The mix of pain, fullness, and forced pleasure was driving him insane. Marcus tightened his hold, jerking Ethan off with ruthless efficiency until he was teetering on the edge of orgasm. Just as Ethan’s balls tightened, ready to spill, Marcus stopped, pulling his hand away and leaving Ethan gasping and frustrated.

“Not yet, sissy,” Marcus growled, slapping Ethan’s cock hard enough to make him yelp. “You don’t get to cum until Daddy says so. Now, let’s get you cleaned out.”

With brutal efficiency, Marcus removed the plug and dragged Ethan to a corner of the room where a plastic kiddie potty sat mockingly. “Go on, baby. Let it all out. Show Daddy how pathetic you are.” The humiliation was unbearable, but the pressure was too much to resist. Ethan’s face burned as he released, the sound echoing in the room while Marcus watched with sadistic glee.

Once it was over, Marcus dragged him back to the table, not bothering with a fresh diaper just yet. Instead, he retrieved a vibrating dildo from a drawer, its thick, veiny shaft gleaming with fresh lube. “Time for your next lesson,” Marcus said, his voice low and dangerous. He freed Ethan’s legs just enough to bend them up and apart, exposing his still-twitching hole. “Daddy’s gonna fuck you senseless, and you’re gonna thank me for it.”

The dildo pressed against Ethan’s entrance, the cold lube making him shiver as Marcus pushed it in with one slow, unrelenting thrust. Ethan cried out, the stretch burning as his body adjusted to the girth. Marcus didn’t give him time to recover, turning on the vibration at full intensity. The sensation was electric, sending waves of forced pleasure through Ethan’s core as Marcus fucked him with the toy, driving it in and out with brutal precision.

“Take it, sissy,” Marcus growled, one hand pinning Ethan’s hip down while the other worked the dildo deeper. “Look at you, moaning like a little whore. You love Daddy’s cock, don’t you?”

Ethan’s mind was a haze of shame and ecstasy, his cock leaking precum onto his stomach as the vibrations pushed him closer to the edge again. Marcus noticed and leaned down, taking Ethan’s length into his mouth in one swift motion. The wet heat of Marcus’s tongue combined with the relentless pounding of the dildo sent Ethan spiraling. He screamed, his orgasm ripping through him as he came hard, spilling into Marcus’s mouth while his body convulsed against the restraints.

Marcus swallowed every drop, pulling back with a satisfied smirk as he turned off the vibrator and slid the dildo out. “Good boy,” he purred, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “But we’re far from done.”

He untied Ethan’s wrists, only to flip him onto his stomach and re-secure him face-down, his ass in the air. Marcus grabbed a fresh diaper from the stack nearby, sliding it under Ethan’s hips before taping it on with practiced ease. The soft padding rubbed against Ethan’s oversensitive cock, making him whimper as Marcus slapped his diapered ass hard.

“You’re Daddy’s little fucktoy now,” Marcus said, climbing onto the table behind Ethan and grinding his own erection against the crinkling plastic. “Feel that? I’m gonna fuck you through this diaper until you’re begging for more.”

Marcus rutted against him, the friction of his cock against the diaper sending jolts of sensation through Ethan’s already spent body. The humiliation of being used like this, combined with the lingering aftershocks of his orgasm, had Ethan hard again in record time. Marcus groaned, his thrusts growing more desperate as he gripped Ethan’s hips, using the diaper as a barrier to prolong his own pleasure.

“Fuck, you’re so pathetic,” Marcus grunted, his voice strained. “Gonna cum all over this baby diaper while you cry for me.” With a final, brutal thrust, Marcus came, his hot release soaking through the back of the diaper as he collapsed against Ethan, panting.

For a moment, the room was silent save for their ragged breaths. Then Marcus pulled back, slapping Ethan’s diapered ass one last time before climbing off the table. “You’re not broken yet, sissy,” he said, his tone cold and calculating. “But you will be. Daddy’s got plenty more toys and punishments waiting for you. Tomorrow, we start with the cage.”

Ethan’s heart sank, his body still trembling from the onslaught of forced pleasure and degradation. As Marcus left the room, locking the door behind him, Ethan curled into himself, the crinkling diaper a constant reminder of his captivity. Deep down, beneath the shame and fear, a dark, twisted part of him ached for what was coming next. And that terrified him more than anything Marcus could do.


Chapter 8: Blushing Under Harsh Command

Ethan’s body trembled as he knelt on the cold nursery floor, the crinkle of the thick, padded diaper around his hips echoing in the silent room. The pastel walls and stuffed animals surrounding him felt like a cruel mockery of innocence, a stark contrast to the depravity that had unfolded here over the past days. His wrists were bound behind his back with soft, pink rope, the knots tight enough to bite into his skin, and a pacifier gag was strapped into his mouth, forcing his lips apart and making him drool helplessly. Marcus, towering over him at 32 with a predatory smirk, reveled in the sight of Ethan’s humiliation. The man’s broad shoulders and chiseled frame loomed like a storm cloud, and Ethan, at 27, felt smaller than ever under that gaze.

“Such a pretty little sissy,” Marcus purred, his voice dripping with dark amusement as he circled Ethan like a shark. “Look at you, blushing so hard in your diaper. Bet you’re already getting hard just thinking about what Daddy’s gonna do to you today.” He reached down, yanking Ethan’s chin up to meet his eyes. “Aren’t you, baby boy?”

Ethan’s face burned with shame, the heat spreading down his neck as he tried to shake his head, the pacifier gag muffling his protest into a pathetic whimper. But Marcus wasn’t wrong. Beneath the layers of crinkling plastic and soft padding, Ethan’s cock twitched traitorously, the humiliation and forced regression igniting a sick, twisted arousal he couldn’t escape. Marcus chuckled, low and dangerous, and slid his hand down to roughly pat the front of Ethan’s diaper, the pressure making him squirm and moan involuntarily.

“Thought so,” Marcus growled, his fingers lingering, pressing harder until Ethan’s hips bucked against his will. “Let’s see how much of a mess you can make before we even get started.” Without warning, Marcus tugged at the tabs of the diaper, ripping them open with a loud tear and exposing Ethan’s hardening cock to the cool air. The sudden vulnerability made Ethan gasp around the gag, his eyes widening as Marcus grabbed a bottle of lube from the nearby changing table and slicked his fingers with deliberate slowness.

“Gotta make sure my little sissy is ready for Daddy,” Marcus said, his tone deceptively sweet as he pushed Ethan’s legs apart and slid a thick, lubed finger against his tight hole. Ethan’s body tensed, a muffled cry escaping as Marcus pushed inside without hesitation, stretching him open with ruthless precision. The intrusion burned, but the slick glide and the way Marcus curled his finger to hit that sensitive spot inside made Ethan’s cock throb painfully, pre-cum dripping onto his stomach.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus muttered, adding a second finger and scissoring them roughly, watching Ethan’s face contort with a mix of pain and unwilling pleasure. “But you love this, don’t you? Getting fingered like a desperate little slut in your nursery.” He pumped his fingers faster, his other hand reaching to stroke Ethan’s cock in time with the thrusts, the dual sensation driving Ethan to the edge almost instantly. His muffled moans grew louder, drool spilling down his chin as his body betrayed him, hips rocking into Marcus’s touch.

“Don’t you dare cum yet,” Marcus snapped, pulling his fingers out abruptly and giving Ethan’s cock a sharp slap that made him yelp. “We’ve got more fun planned.” He stood, wiping his hands on a baby wipe with a smirk, then grabbed a large, vibrating butt plug from a shelf lined with toys. The black silicone glinted menacingly under the nursery lights, and Ethan’s heart raced as Marcus lubed it up, his eyes gleaming with sadistic intent.

“Bend over, baby boy,” Marcus ordered, untying Ethan’s wrists just enough to push him forward onto all fours. Ethan’s face pressed into the soft carpet, his ass in the air as Marcus spread his cheeks and teased the cold tip of the plug against his already stretched hole. “This is gonna fill you up nice and keep you on edge while Daddy takes care of some... other business.” With a slow, deliberate push, he inserted the plug, the thick girth stretching Ethan painfully until it popped into place, the base snug against his skin. Then, with a click, Marcus turned on the vibrations, and Ethan’s entire body jolted as waves of intense pleasure-pain radiated through him.

“Mmgh!” Ethan cried around the gag, his cock leaking steadily now as the toy buzzed relentlessly inside him. Marcus re-tied his wrists, tighter this time, and secured a fresh diaper around Ethan’s hips, trapping the vibrations and his aching erection inside the crinkling prison.

“Now, be a good little sissy and wait here,” Marcus said, patting the diaper with a cruel grin. “Daddy’s got a surprise for you.” He left the room, the door clicking shut, leaving Ethan alone with the maddening hum of the plug and the suffocating weight of his shame. Every shift of his body made the diaper crinkle louder, the sound a constant reminder of his degradation, and the vibrations pushed him closer and closer to a forbidden climax he knew he’d be punished for if he gave in.

Minutes dragged on like hours until Marcus returned, a large enema bag in hand, the clear tube and nozzle dangling ominously. “Time for a little cleaning, sweetheart,” he said, his voice thick with dark promise as he set the bag on the changing table and filled it with warm, soapy water. Ethan’s eyes widened, shaking his head frantically, but Marcus only laughed, untying his wrists just to flip him onto his back and strap his ankles into the table’s restraints, spreading his legs wide.

“Don’t fight it,” Marcus warned, removing the vibrating plug with a wet pop and replacing it with the enema nozzle before Ethan could even process the emptiness. “Daddy needs his baby nice and clean for what’s next.” He opened the valve, and warm liquid began to flow into Ethan’s body, the pressure building quickly as his stomach cramped and distended. The sensation was humiliating, invasive, and yet the way Marcus massaged his belly, whispering filthy encouragements, made Ethan’s cock throb harder beneath the diaper.

“Good boy, take it all,” Marcus cooed, his hand slipping under the diaper to stroke Ethan again, the slick friction combined with the enema’s fullness driving him insane. “You’re gonna be so full, so desperate, and then Daddy’s gonna fuck you raw while you beg for release.” The words sent a shiver through Ethan, his muffled whimpers growing frantic as the last of the liquid emptied into him, leaving him bloated and trembling.

Marcus removed the nozzle, quickly taping a fresh diaper over Ethan’s swollen belly to trap the liquid inside. “Hold it, sissy,” he commanded, unstrapping Ethan’s ankles and pulling him off the table to stand on shaky legs. “If you make a mess before I say so, you’ll regret it.” He guided Ethan to a rocking chair in the corner, sitting down and pulling the younger man onto his lap, facing away so Ethan’s diapered ass pressed against Marcus’s obvious erection through his jeans.

“Feel that?” Marcus growled, grinding up against him, hands gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise. “That’s what you’ve got coming if you’re a good little boy.” He reached around, ripping open the diaper tabs again and freeing Ethan’s dripping cock, stroking it with rough, demanding jerks while his other hand pressed down on Ethan’s bloated belly, intensifying the cramping pressure.

“P-please,” Ethan managed to sob around the gag, tears streaming down his face as the conflicting sensations of pain, fullness, and pleasure overwhelmed him. Marcus only laughed, speeding up his strokes until Ethan’s body seized, a powerful orgasm ripping through him without warning. Hot cum spilled over Marcus’s fist, Ethan’s muffled scream echoing in the nursery as wave after wave of shame-soaked pleasure consumed him.

“That’s it, baby,” Marcus purred, not stopping until Ethan was a whimpering, oversensitive mess in his lap. “But we’re not done.” He stood, pushing Ethan face-down over the changing table, ripping the diaper off completely and releasing the enema’s contents in a humiliating rush that left Ethan sobbing harder. Without giving him a moment to recover, Marcus slicked himself up with lube, his thick cock pressing against Ethan’s still-trembling hole.

“Time for Daddy to claim what’s his,” Marcus grunted, thrusting in with one brutal push, stretching Ethan wide as he cried out, the raw, burning stretch mixing with the aftershocks of his climax. Marcus fucked him hard, relentless, each thrust slamming Ethan into the table as his hands gripped the edges for dear life. “Take it, sissy. This is what you’re made for—Daddy’s little fucktoy in diapers.”

Ethan’s mind fractured under the onslaught, shame and arousal blurring into a haze as Marcus pounded into him, growling filthy words about ownership and submission. When Marcus finally came, hot and deep inside him, Ethan’s second orgasm hit like a freight train, his body convulsing as he spilled onto the table beneath him, utterly broken and spent.

Panting, Marcus pulled out, wiping himself off before taping a fresh diaper onto Ethan’s bruised, trembling body. “Rest up, baby boy,” he said, his voice a dark promise as he re-tied Ethan’s wrists and left him collapsed on the table. “Tomorrow, we’re gonna play even harder.”

Ethan lay there, the crinkle of the diaper a cruel lullaby as his body throbbed with aftershocks, knowing there was no escape from Marcus’s twisted desires—or the dark, unwanted heat they ignited within him.


Chapter 9: Regressing to Ruthless Power

Ethan woke to the sharp sting of leather against his bare thighs, the crack of the riding crop slicing through the silence of the nursery. His wrists were still bound above his head, tethered to the crib’s bars with soft, pink cuffs that dug into his skin. The thick, crinkling diaper around his waist felt heavy and sodden from the night before, a humiliating reminder of Marcus’s unrelenting control. The air was thick with the scent of baby powder and something darker, muskier—the lingering evidence of their last encounter.

“Rise and shine, little sissy,” Marcus growled, his voice a low, predatory rumble as he loomed over Ethan. At thirty-two, Marcus was a tower of raw masculinity, his broad shoulders and chiseled jaw a stark contrast to the pastel hell he’d crafted for Ethan. His dark eyes glinted with cruel amusement as he dragged the tip of the crop down Ethan’s chest, teasing over the sheer, frilly onesie that barely covered his trembling body. “Did you think I’d let you rest after last night? Oh, no, baby boy. We’re just getting started.”

Ethan, twenty-seven and once fiercely independent, whimpered behind the pacifier gag stuffed in his mouth. Drool seeped from the corners of his lips, trailing down his chin as his body betrayed him with a shiver of unwanted arousal. The shame burned hot in his chest, but so did the ache between his legs, his cock straining against the damp confines of the diaper. Marcus had broken something in him last night—shattered his resistance with that enema, the forced release, the relentless fucking that left him sobbing and spent. And now, as Marcus’s gaze raked over him, Ethan knew there was no escape from the dark sissy training that awaited.

Marcus unfastened the crib’s side with a deliberate slowness, each click of the latch a promise of torment. “You’re going to learn to crave this, Ethan,” he said, his voice dripping with menace as he yanked the onesie up to expose the diaper beneath. “You’re going to beg Daddy to keep you in diapers, to fuck you until you can’t think straight. But first, we clean up the mess you made.”

With a swift tug, Marcus ripped the tabs of the diaper free, the sound echoing in the quiet room. Ethan’s face flushed crimson as the cool air hit his skin, his erection bobbing shamelessly despite the humiliation. Marcus smirked, tossing the soiled diaper aside before grabbing a stack of baby wipes. He cleaned Ethan with slow, deliberate strokes, his rough fingers lingering far too long on sensitive skin, teasing the base of Ethan’s cock until a desperate moan escaped around the gag.

“Look at you, already hard for Daddy,” Marcus taunted, his thumb circling the tip of Ethan’s shaft, spreading precum over the flushed head. “Such a filthy little sissy. You love being my baby, don’t you?” He didn’t wait for an answer, instead reaching for a fresh diaper and sliding it under Ethan’s hips with practiced ease. But before taping it shut, Marcus pulled out a small, vibrating plug from his pocket, the black silicone gleaming under the nursery’s soft lights.

Ethan’s eyes widened in panic, but Marcus only chuckled, slicking the toy with lube before pressing it against Ethan’s tight, unprepared hole. “Relax, baby boy, or this is gonna hurt more than it has to,” Marcus warned, pushing the plug in with a slow, relentless thrust. Ethan’s muffled cry vibrated around the pacifier as the toy breached him, stretching him open until it settled deep inside, the base nestling against his skin. Marcus flicked a switch, and the vibrations started—low at first, then building to a maddening hum that pulsed through Ethan’s core, making his cock twitch and leak into the fresh diaper.

“There we go,” Marcus purred, securing the diaper with a firm pat that jolted the plug even deeper. “Now you’re ready for the day. But first, Daddy’s got needs.” He unbuckled his belt with a predatory grin, the sound of leather sliding through loops sending a shiver down Ethan’s spine. Marcus’s jeans dropped to the floor, revealing his thick, throbbing cock, already hard and glistening with precum. He climbed onto the crib mattress, straddling Ethan’s chest as he pulled the pacifier gag free, replacing it with the head of his dick.

“Suck, sissy,” Marcus commanded, gripping Ethan’s hair and forcing him down. Ethan choked at first, the sheer size of Marcus overwhelming his mouth, but the vibrations from the plug and the weight of Marcus’s dominance made his body respond despite himself. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking sloppily as Marcus thrust deeper, groaning with pleasure. “Fuck, that’s it. Take Daddy’s cock like a good little baby.”

Saliva dripped down Ethan’s chin as Marcus fucked his mouth, each thrust harder, more demanding, until Ethan’s jaw ached and tears pricked his eyes. The vibrations in his ass intensified, Marcus cranking the remote to a punishing level that had Ethan whimpering around the thick shaft. His own cock throbbed painfully in the diaper, desperate for release, but Marcus showed no mercy. With a guttural moan, Marcus came, hot spurts of cum flooding Ethan’s mouth as he held him in place, forcing him to swallow every drop.

“Good boy,” Marcus panted, pulling out and wiping the tip of his cock on Ethan’s tear-streaked cheek. “But we’re not done yet. Time for your morning punishment.” He untied Ethan’s wrists, only to flip him onto his stomach and rebind them behind his back. Ethan’s face pressed into the crib mattress, his ass in the air as Marcus ripped the diaper open again, exposing the vibrating plug still buried inside him.

“You thought last night’s enema was bad?” Marcus laughed darkly, reaching for a large syringe filled with warm, soapy water. “This is gonna make you squirm, baby boy.” He pulled the plug free with a wet pop, replacing it with the nozzle of the syringe. Ethan’s muffled protests turned to gasps as the liquid flooded into him, filling him up until his belly cramped and his body trembled with the pressure. Marcus held him down, one hand pressing on his lower back as the other worked the syringe, ensuring every drop was inside.

“Hold it, sissy,” Marcus ordered, slapping Ethan’s ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. “You don’t get to let go until Daddy says so.” The pressure was unbearable, a mix of pain and humiliating arousal as Ethan’s cock pulsed against the mattress. Marcus teased him further, dragging his fingers over Ethan’s swollen balls, rolling them in his palm until Ethan was sobbing with need.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Marcus dragged him to the changing table, positioning a bucket beneath him. “Release,” he commanded, and Ethan couldn’t hold back any longer, the rush of relief mixing with shame as he let go. Marcus watched with a twisted smirk, his cock already hardening again at the sight of Ethan’s complete degradation.

“Such a messy baby,” Marcus growled, cleaning him up with rough, invasive touches before securing a new diaper around Ethan’s hips. But the punishment wasn’t over. Marcus pushed him back onto the changing table, spreading his legs wide and tying them to the sides with soft restraints. He pulled out a thick dildo, lubing it up as he locked eyes with Ethan. “Time to stretch that pretty little hole for Daddy.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as Marcus teased the toy against his entrance, the vibrations from earlier leaving him sensitive and raw. With a slow, deliberate push, Marcus worked the dildo inside, inch by agonizing inch, until Ethan was panting and writhing against the restraints. “Fuck, you take it so well,” Marcus murmured, thrusting the toy deeper, harder, until Ethan’s moans turned to broken cries. The pressure on his prostate was unbearable, his cock leaking into the diaper as Marcus fucked him with the toy, unrelenting in his pace.

“Beg for it, sissy,” Marcus demanded, his free hand reaching into the diaper to grip Ethan’s aching cock. “Beg Daddy to let you cum.” Ethan’s resistance crumbled under the onslaught of sensation, his voice hoarse as he pleaded, “Please, Daddy, please let me cum. I need it—fuck, I need it so bad.”

Marcus’s grin was feral as he pumped Ethan’s cock in time with the dildo’s thrusts, pushing him over the edge. Ethan’s orgasm hit like a tidal wave, his body convulsing as hot cum spilled into the diaper, soaking the padding while Marcus milked him dry. But Marcus wasn’t done. He pulled the dildo free, replacing it with his own cock in one brutal thrust, fucking Ethan through the aftershocks until he came again, filling him with heat as Ethan whimpered beneath him.

When it was over, Marcus untied Ethan, pulling him into a mockery of a tender embrace. “You’re mine, baby boy,” he whispered, his voice a dark promise as he taped the soiled diaper shut once more. “And tomorrow, we go even deeper. You’ll never be anything but Daddy’s little sissy.”

Ethan’s body trembled in Marcus’s arms, exhaustion and shame warring with the lingering arousal that Marcus had forced into him. There was no escape, no end to the ruthless power that had regressed him into this helpless, broken state. And as Marcus’s hand slipped into the diaper to tease him again, Ethan knew he was trapped in this dark sissy training forever.


Chapter 10: Pink Cage, Black Heart

Ethan woke to the soft, suffocating pink of the nursery walls, the pastel hue a cruel mockery of the hell he’d been dragged into. His wrists ached, still bound by the padded cuffs attached to the crib’s bars, his body splayed out on the crinkling plastic mattress. The thick diaper taped around his hips was heavy, sodden with the shame of the night before, and the lingering scent of baby powder mixed with something darker—his own reluctant arousal—hung in the air. At 27, Ethan had never felt so powerless, so utterly stripped of his manhood, and yet, as Marcus loomed in the doorway, his cock twitched traitorously against the soggy padding.

“Morning, baby girl,” Marcus drawled, his deep voice laced with sadistic amusement. At 32, the man was a towering figure of control, his muscular frame filling the doorway as he adjusted the black leather gloves on his hands. “Did my little sissy sleep well in her pretty pink cage? Or did she wet herself thinking about Daddy’s cock?”

Ethan’s face burned, his mouth dry as he tried to form a retort, but the pacifier gag strapped between his lips reduced his words to pathetic mumbles. Marcus smirked, stepping closer, his boots heavy on the nursery floor. He reached into the crib, his gloved hand trailing down Ethan’s chest, pausing to pinch a nipple through the frilly pink onesie until Ethan whimpered, his body arching despite himself.

“Look at you, already squirming,” Marcus growled, his other hand pressing down on the front of Ethan’s diaper, rubbing the soaked padding against his hardening cock. “You’re such a filthy little slut, getting hard in your pissy diaper. You love this, don’t you? Being Daddy’s broken toy.”

Ethan shook his head weakly, but the friction of the diaper, combined with Marcus’s degrading words, sent a jolt of unwanted pleasure through him. His hips bucked involuntarily, and Marcus laughed, a dark, predatory sound. “That’s it, princess. Hump your diaper for Daddy. Show me how desperate you are.”

The humiliation was unbearable, but Ethan couldn’t stop himself, grinding against Marcus’s hand as the older man increased the pressure, kneading the wet padding into his aching erection. The crinkle of the diaper was deafening in the quiet room, each movement amplifying his shame. Marcus leaned down, his breath hot against Ethan’s ear. “Cum for me, baby girl. Cum in your dirty diaper like the pathetic sissy you are.”

The command shattered Ethan’s last shred of resistance. His body convulsed, a muffled cry escaping around the pacifier as he spilled into the diaper, the warm stickiness mixing with the already soaked padding. His orgasm was intense, humiliating, and Marcus didn’t let up, rubbing him through the aftershocks until Ethan was trembling, oversensitive and sobbing.

“Good girl,” Marcus purred, pulling back to unfasten the cuffs. “But we’re just getting started. Daddy’s got a special punishment for his naughty little sissy today.”

Ethan’s stomach churned as Marcus lifted him from the crib, his legs shaky as he was forced to stand, the heavy diaper sagging between his thighs. Marcus stripped off the onesie, leaving Ethan naked except for the diaper, his skin prickling with dread and lingering arousal as Marcus led him to a padded changing table in the corner. The restraints were quick to follow—ankles and wrists strapped down, leaving Ethan spreadeagled and vulnerable.

“You’ve been such a bad girl,” Marcus said, his tone deceptively soft as he rummaged in a drawer. He pulled out a large enema bag, the nozzle gleaming ominously under the nursery lights, and Ethan’s eyes widened in panic. “Bad girls get their tummies cleaned out before Daddy plays with them. Gotta make sure my little sissy is nice and empty for what’s coming.”

“No—please—” Ethan mumbled around the pacifier, but Marcus ignored him, lubing up the nozzle with a generous squirt of gel. He untaped the diaper, tossing the soggy mess aside, and spread Ethan’s cheeks with gloved fingers, exposing his tight hole. The cold tip of the nozzle pressed against him, and Ethan tensed, a whimper escaping as Marcus pushed it in, slow and deliberate.

“Relax, baby girl,” Marcus cooed, his free hand stroking Ethan’s thigh as the nozzle slid deeper. “Daddy’s gonna fill you up real nice. You’re gonna take every drop for me.”

The warm rush of liquid hit Ethan like a punch, his stomach cramping as the bag emptied into him, Marcus controlling the flow with a cruel smirk. “That’s it, princess. Feel that? Daddy’s cleaning out his dirty little sissy. You’re gonna hold it until I say, or I’ll spank that pretty ass raw.”

Ethan’s face was wet with tears, his body trembling as the pressure built, the sensation both invasive and oddly arousing. Marcus rubbed his belly in mocking circles, amplifying the discomfort, and when he finally pulled the nozzle out, Ethan clenched desperately, his hole twitching with the effort to hold it in. Marcus stepped back, admiring his work, before unstrapping Ethan and dragging him to a small potty chair in the corner.

“Release,” Marcus ordered, his voice cold, and Ethan had no choice but to obey, the humiliating act of expelling the enema in front of Marcus burning through him like wildfire. His cock, traitorously, hardened again at the degradation, and Marcus noticed, chuckling darkly.

“Such a nasty little girl,” he said, pulling Ethan up and wiping him down with a baby wipe, the act both intimate and demeaning. “But Daddy’s not done with you yet. Time to really break that sissy spirit.”

Marcus led Ethan back to the changing table, taping on a fresh, thick diaper with practiced ease. But this time, he didn’t stop there. He pulled out a vibrating butt plug, the black silicone slick with lube, and pressed it against Ethan’s cleaned-out hole. “This is gonna keep you nice and full while Daddy fucks you,” Marcus growled, pushing it in with one smooth thrust. Ethan gasped, the intrusion stretching him wide, and Marcus turned on the vibration, a low hum that sent shocks of pleasure-pain through Ethan’s core.

Strapped down again, Ethan could only watch as Marcus stripped off his shirt, revealing a chiseled chest glistening with sweat. The older man climbed onto the table, straddling Ethan’s chest, his bulge straining against his jeans. “Suck Daddy’s cock, baby girl,” Marcus ordered, pulling the pacifier gag free and unzipping himself. His thick, hard length sprang out, the tip already leaking, and he slapped it against Ethan’s lips. “Open wide.”

Ethan hesitated, but Marcus gripped his hair, forcing his mouth open and shoving in deep. The taste of salt and musk overwhelmed him as Marcus fucked his face, relentless and rough, grunting with pleasure. “That’s it, princess. Take it all. You’re nothing but Daddy’s little cocksucker now.”

Tears streamed down Ethan’s face, but the vibration in his ass and the diaper rubbing against his cock kept him painfully hard, his body betraying him at every turn. Marcus pulled out just before cumming, his breath ragged, and moved down Ethan’s body, ripping the diaper open to expose his throbbing erection.

“Time to fuck my little sissy proper,” Marcus said, lubing up his cock and positioning himself between Ethan’s legs. He pulled the plug out with a wet pop, replacing it with his own thick length, thrusting in hard and deep. Ethan cried out, the stretch burning, but Marcus didn’t relent, pounding into him with brutal force, the table creaking under their weight.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus groaned, his hands gripping Ethan’s hips as he fucked him raw. “Cum for Daddy again, baby girl. Let me feel that sissy hole clench around me.”

The combination of Marcus’s cock hitting his prostate and the lingering vibration of the plug still buzzing on the table pushed Ethan over the edge. He came hard, untouched, his cum splattering across his stomach as his body convulsed, milking Marcus’s cock. Marcus roared, slamming in one last time before spilling deep inside Ethan, hot and thick, marking him from the inside out.

They stayed like that for a moment, panting, Marcus’s weight pinning Ethan down as the afterglow mingled with shame. But Marcus wasn’t done. He pulled out, wiping himself off, and taped the diaper back over Ethan’s spent cock, the cum-soaked padding a constant reminder of his degradation.

“You’re mine, princess,” Marcus said, his voice low and possessive as he unstrapped Ethan, pulling him into a mocking cuddle on the nursery floor. “This pink cage, this black heart—it’s all you’ve got now. Daddy’s never letting you go.”

Ethan’s body trembled, broken and used, as Marcus’s words sank in. There was no escape, no resistance left. Only the crinkle of the diaper, the ache in his body, and the dark promise of more to come.


Chapter 11: Surrendering to Sinful Care

Ethan’s wrists ached, the soft pink cuffs biting into his skin as he tugged uselessly against the restraints tying him to the oversized crib. The nursery air was thick with the scent of baby powder and something darker, muskier—Marcus’s presence, looming over him like a storm cloud ready to break. Ethan’s heart pounded, his body a traitor to his mind, reacting to the humiliation with a shameful heat that pulsed between his thighs. The crinkle of the thick, pastel diaper taped tightly around his hips was a constant reminder of his degradation, each rustle amplifying the sick arousal twisting in his gut.

Marcus stood at the foot of the crib, his broad frame casting a shadow over Ethan’s trembling form. His dark eyes gleamed with sadistic delight, a smirk curling his lips as he adjusted the black leather gloves on his hands. “Look at my little sissy,” he purred, voice dripping with mock tenderness. “All trussed up and ready for Daddy’s special care. You’ve been a naughty boy, haven’t you? Thinking you could fight me. But look at that pathetic little bulge in your diaper. You’re fucking dripping for this.”

Ethan’s face burned, his protests dying in his throat as Marcus leaned down, his gloved hand sliding over the slick plastic of the diaper, rubbing slow, deliberate circles over Ethan’s hardening cock. The sensation was maddening—too much and not enough, the thick padding muffling the touch just enough to drive him insane. “Please,” Ethan whimpered, hating the sound of his own voice, high and broken. “Please, stop—”

“Stop?” Marcus chuckled, his grip tightening, pressing the diaper harder against Ethan’s throbbing erection. “You don’t mean that, baby girl. Your body’s begging for me to ruin you. And Daddy’s gonna give you exactly what you need.” He reached for a small remote on the nearby changing table, clicking a button with a devilish grin. A low hum started, and Ethan gasped as the vibrating plug buried deep in his ass—hidden beneath the diaper—sprang to life, sending electric jolts of pleasure through his core.

“Fuck!” Ethan cried out, hips bucking involuntarily as the toy pulsed against his prostate, each vibration tearing a moan from his lips. Marcus watched, predatory, as Ethan writhed in the crib, the cuffs rattling with every desperate movement. “That’s it, sissy,” Marcus growled, climbing into the crib to straddle Ethan’s waist, his weight pinning him down. “Let Daddy hear those pretty little noises. You’re gonna cum in that diaper for me, aren’t you?”

Ethan’s mind screamed against it, but his body was a slave to the sensation, the relentless buzz of the plug and the friction of Marcus’s hand grinding the diaper against his cock pushing him closer to the edge. Marcus leaned in, his hot breath against Ethan’s ear as he whispered, “I’m gonna make you soil yourself with cum, baby. Fill that diaper up while Daddy watches.” The words were a filthy promise, and Ethan couldn’t hold back, his orgasm crashing over him like a tidal wave. He screamed, cum spurting hot and thick into the padding, the wet heat spreading as his body shook with aftershocks.

Marcus groaned in approval, his own erection straining against his jeans as he ground his hips against Ethan’s soaked diaper. “Good girl,” he rasped, pulling back to admire the mess. “But we’re not done. Daddy’s got more care to give.” He climbed off, dragging Ethan’s limp body to the edge of the crib and uncuffing his wrists only to flip him onto his stomach, securing his hands behind his back with a quick snap of rope. Ethan’s face pressed into the soft mattress, his ass raised as Marcus tugged the tabs of the diaper open, exposing his trembling hole and the base of the still-vibrating plug.

“Look at this slutty little ass,” Marcus growled, smacking Ethan’s cheeks hard enough to leave red handprints. “Still clenching around that toy like a greedy whore. But I think you need something bigger.” He pulled the plug out with a wet pop, Ethan whimpering at the sudden emptiness, only to gasp as Marcus replaced it with the cold, lubed tip of a thicker dildo, this one ribbed and monstrous in size. “Take it, sissy,” Marcus commanded, pushing it in slow, stretching Ethan open inch by brutal inch.

Ethan sobbed into the mattress, the burn of the intrusion mixing with a twisted pleasure as Marcus worked the toy deeper, fucking him with deliberate, punishing thrusts. “That’s my baby,” Marcus cooed, his free hand reaching around to stroke Ethan’s oversensitive cock, still trapped in the half-open diaper. “Cry for Daddy while I split you open. You’re gonna cum again, aren’t you? Can’t help yourself.” And Ethan did, a second orgasm ripping through him, weaker but no less humiliating, as he spilled into the diaper once more under Marcus’s cruel touch.

Panting, Ethan barely registered Marcus stepping back, the dildo still buried deep as the man moved to the changing table. “Time for a proper cleaning, little one,” Marcus said, his tone deceptively sweet as he returned with a large enema bag, the nozzle glistening with lube. Ethan’s eyes widened, panic flaring even through the haze of post-orgasm exhaustion. “No, please, not that—” he begged, but Marcus only smiled, cold and unyielding.

“Shh, baby girl. Daddy knows best. You’ve made such a mess, and we need to clean you out before we put you in a fresh diapie.” He secured Ethan’s legs with more restraints, spreading them wide as he eased the nozzle into his already abused hole, the cool liquid beginning to flow. Ethan groaned, the pressure building in his gut, humiliating and invasive, yet the sensation of fullness sparked an unwanted heat in his core. Marcus rubbed his back mockingly, murmuring, “That’s it, take it all. Feel it filling you up while Daddy watches.”

The enema was agonizingly slow, each minute stretching into eternity as Ethan squirmed, the pressure unbearable. When Marcus finally removed the nozzle and plugged him up again, he leaned close, voice dark with promise. “Hold it in, sissy. If you let go before Daddy says, I’ll spank that ass raw and make you wear the mess all night.” The threat sent a shiver through Ethan, his body trembling with the effort to obey, even as his cock twitched traitorously at the degrading words.

Marcus unbound Ethan’s legs, pulling him up to sit on the edge of the crib, the diaper re-taped loosely around his hips to catch any leaks. “Look at you, all bloated and desperate,” Marcus taunted, stepping between Ethan’s thighs to grind his still-clothed erection against the soaked padding. “You’re fucking pathetic, getting hard again while your belly’s full for Daddy.” He gripped Ethan’s chin, forcing their eyes to meet as he rocked his hips, the friction maddening through the layers of fabric.

Ethan’s breath hitched, shame and desire warring as Marcus unzipped his jeans, freeing his thick, leaking cock. “Open that pretty mouth, baby,” Marcus ordered, and Ethan obeyed without thought, lips parting as Marcus thrust in, the salty taste of pre-cum flooding his senses. Marcus fucked his mouth with ruthless intent, groaning as Ethan choked and drooled around him, the enema’s pressure making every movement a torturous mix of pain and perverse pleasure.

“Fuck, you’re such a good little cocksucker,” Marcus growled, pulling out just before he came, splattering hot ropes of cum across Ethan’s tear-streaked face. “Wear Daddy’s load like the sissy slut you are.” Ethan shuddered, humiliated beyond words, yet his own cock throbbed in the diaper, aching for release he didn’t want to admit he craved.

Finally, Marcus allowed him relief, guiding him to a bathroom attached to the nursery and releasing the plug, watching with dark satisfaction as Ethan emptied himself, the act so degrading it left him shaking. But there was no reprieve—Marcus cleaned him roughly with a wet wipe, then taped him into a fresh, even thicker diaper, the padding suffocatingly tight around his still-hard cock. “You’re mine, Ethan,” Marcus said, voice low and possessive as he cuffed him back into the crib, a new vibrating toy pressed against his prostate once more. “Every inch of you belongs to Daddy. And tomorrow, we’ll play even harder.”

As the toy buzzed to life again, Ethan’s moans filled the nursery, his body surrendering to the sinful care Marcus forced upon him. There was no escape, no resistance left—just the dark, twisted pleasure of being broken, piece by humiliating piece, under Marcus’s unrelenting control.


Chapter 12: Training in Tainted Lace

Ethan’s wrists ached from the restraints binding him to the oversized crib, the soft pink cuffs lined with lace digging into his skin. The air in Marcus’s dimly lit playroom was thick with the scent of baby powder and the musky tang of arousal, a twisted blend that made Ethan’s head spin. His body, still trembling from the brutal enema and vibrating torment of the previous session, was clad only in a crinkly, thick diaper taped tightly around his hips and a frilly lace babydoll dress that barely covered his thighs. The humiliation burned hotter than the lingering ache in his core, but his cock—traitorous and hard—pressed insistently against the padded confines of the diaper.

Marcus loomed over him, a predator in a tailored suit, his sharp jaw clenched with dark amusement. “Look at you, my little sissy,” he purred, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down Ethan’s spine. “All dressed up in your pretty lace, leaking already like a desperate slut. You thought last night broke you, didn’t you? Oh, baby boy, we’re just getting started with your dark sissy training.”

Ethan’s cheeks flushed crimson, his mouth dry as he tried to form a protest, but Marcus pressed a gloved finger to his lips. “Shh. Littles don’t talk back. Littles obey.” With a wicked grin, Marcus reached down to the side of the crib, retrieving a black satin blindfold. He leaned close, his breath hot on Ethan’s ear as he tied it over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. “Let’s see how well you can behave when you can’t anticipate what Daddy’s going to do next.”

The loss of sight heightened every sensation—the rustle of fabric as Marcus moved, the faint creak of the crib, the humiliating crinkle of the diaper with every squirm. Ethan’s breath hitched as he felt Marcus’s hands, now bare and rough, slide up his thighs, pushing the lace dress higher. “Such a pretty little thing,” Marcus murmured, his fingers tracing the edge of the diaper before dipping beneath the waistband. “Already so hard for Daddy. You can’t hide how much you want this.”

Ethan gasped as Marcus’s hand wrapped around his throbbing cock, stroking him through the padded material with slow, deliberate pressure. The friction of the diaper against his sensitive skin was maddening, a perverse tease that made his hips buck involuntarily. “P-please,” he stammered, his voice breaking, unsure if he was begging for mercy or more.

“Please what, sissy?” Marcus’s tone was mocking as he tightened his grip, thumbing over the tip of Ethan’s cock where precum had already soaked into the diaper. “Please stop? Or please fuck you until you can’t remember your own name? I know what you need.” With a sudden yank, Marcus ripped the tabs of the diaper open, exposing Ethan’s aching erection to the cool air. The vulnerability made Ethan whimper, his body trembling as Marcus chuckled darkly. “That’s better. Let’s get you nice and messy before we dress you up again.”

Before Ethan could process the words, he felt the cold, slick tip of a lubed dildo pressing against his entrance. His body tensed, still raw from the enema hours earlier, but Marcus was relentless. “Relax, baby boy,” he growled, one hand pinning Ethan’s hip to the crib mattress while the other guided the toy inside. “Daddy’s going to train that tight little hole until it’s begging for more.”

The stretch burned, a sharp edge of pain that blurred into forbidden pleasure as Marcus worked the dildo deeper, twisting it with cruel precision. Ethan’s cries were muffled by the pacifier gag Marcus had shoved into his mouth earlier, drool leaking down his chin as his body betrayed him, hips arching into the intrusion. “That’s it,” Marcus praised, his voice dripping with sadistic delight. “Look at my little sissy taking it so well. You’re going to come for Daddy, aren’t you? Right in this ruined diaper like a pathetic little toy.”

The words, combined with the relentless thrusting of the dildo, pushed Ethan over the edge. His orgasm ripped through him, hot and humiliating, his cum spilling over his stomach and the torn diaper beneath him. His body shuddered, every muscle tightening as Marcus continued to fuck him through the aftershocks, drawing out the torment until Ethan was a whimpering mess.

“Good boy,” Marcus said, finally pulling the toy free with a wet, obscene sound. Ethan’s blindfold was damp with tears, his chest heaving as Marcus wiped him down with a baby wipe, the gentle touch a stark contrast to the brutality of moments before. “But we’re not done. Sissies need to learn proper presentation.”

Marcus untied Ethan’s wrists, only to flip him onto his stomach with surprising strength. “Ass up, baby,” he ordered, securing Ethan’s hands to the crib bars once more, this time with his face pressed into the mattress and his knees drawn beneath him, exposing his abused hole and cum-streaked thighs. The position was degrading, and Ethan’s face burned with shame as Marcus stepped back to admire his work. “Perfect. Now let’s get you dressed for the next lesson.”

Ethan heard the rustle of fabric before feeling the cool, silky touch of lace panties being slid up his legs. They were tight, barely containing his softened cock, and the fabric scratched against his oversensitive skin. Marcus followed with a fresh diaper, taping it snugly over the panties, the bulk forcing Ethan’s thighs apart. “There we go,” Marcus said, patting the padded bulge with a possessive hand. “My little sissy needs to stay nice and secure while Daddy plays.”

The blindfold was finally removed, and Ethan blinked against the dim light, catching sight of himself in the full-length mirror Marcus had positioned by the crib. The reflection was mortifying—his face flushed and tear-streaked, the frilly babydoll dress hiked up to reveal the diaper and lace beneath, his body bound and helpless. Marcus caught his gaze in the mirror, smirking as he leaned down to whisper in Ethan’s ear. “See how pretty you are? All dolled up and ready to be fucked again.”

Ethan’s stomach clenched with a mix of dread and unwanted arousal as Marcus retrieved a riding crop from a nearby table. “Time for some discipline,” he said, trailing the leather tip along Ethan’s diapered backside. “Sissies need to learn their place.” The first strike landed with a sharp crack, the sting radiating through the padding and making Ethan yelp around the pacifier gag. Marcus didn’t hold back, delivering blow after blow, each one punctuated by a degrading taunt. “Cry for Daddy, little slut. Show me how sorry you are for being such a needy mess.”

The pain blurred with the humiliating pleasure of submission, Ethan’s cock stirring again despite the exhaustion. Marcus noticed, of course, his cruel laughter filling the room as he set the crop aside and pressed his body against Ethan’s, the hard line of his erection grinding against the diaper. “You’re insatiable, aren’t you?” he growled, unbuckling his belt with a metallic clink that made Ethan’s heart race. “Let’s see how much you can take.”

Marcus ripped the diaper open once more, the sound echoing in Ethan’s ears as he felt the blunt, slick head of Marcus’s cock pressing against his entrance. There was no gentleness, only raw dominance as Marcus thrust inside, filling him with a brutal pace that stole Ethan’s breath. “Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus grunted, his hands gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise. “Taking Daddy’s cock like a good little sissy. You love this, don’t you?”

Ethan’s moans were incoherent, the pacifier muffling his cries as Marcus pounded into him, each thrust hitting that spot deep inside that made stars burst behind his eyes. The lace panties, still bunched around his thighs, rubbed against his skin with every movement, adding to the sensory overload. It wasn’t long before Ethan felt the coil of pleasure tightening again, his body helpless to resist as Marcus fucked him into submission.

“Come for me, baby boy,” Marcus ordered, reaching around to stroke Ethan’s cock through the torn diaper, his grip slick with precum. “Show Daddy how much you need this.” The command pushed Ethan over the edge, his second orgasm even more intense than the first, his cum soaking the padding as Marcus groaned, spilling inside him with a final, punishing thrust.

They stayed like that for a moment, panting, Marcus’s weight pinning Ethan to the mattress. Finally, Marcus pulled out, the wet heat of his release dripping down Ethan’s thighs as he retaped the ruined diaper with a satisfied smirk. “Look at the mess you made,” he said, wiping a bead of cum from Ethan’s skin and smearing it across his lips under the pacifier. “You’re Daddy’s perfect little sissy now, aren’t you?”

Ethan couldn’t answer, his body and mind shattered by the intensity of it all. But as Marcus unbound him, pulling him into a twisted embrace against his chest, Ethan felt the dark pull of surrender deepening. The training wasn’t over—Marcus’s hungry gaze promised more—but for now, Ethan was too broken to resist, cradled in tainted lace and the suffocating weight of his own submission.


Chapter 13: Dark Diapers, Silent Tears

The air in the playroom was thick with the scent of baby powder and sweat, a nauseating cocktail that clung to Ethan’s trembling body as he lay bound in the oversized crib. His wrists ached from the tight leather cuffs securing him to the bars, his legs splayed wide and locked in place with padded restraints. The crinkle of the thick, pastel diaper beneath him was a constant, humiliating reminder of his forced regression—a state Marcus had expertly crafted over weeks of dark sissy training. The lace babydoll dress, torn at the hem from the last session, hung loosely over his chest, exposing his flushed skin. At 27, Ethan had never felt so powerless, so utterly broken, and yet, beneath the shame, a twisted heat pulsed in his core.

Marcus, towering and unyielding at 32, stood at the foot of the crib, his dark eyes glinting with sadistic delight. His muscular frame was bare save for tight black briefs that did little to hide the bulge of his arousal. In his hand, he held a long, black riding crop, the leather tip gleaming with menace. “Look at you, my pathetic little sissy,” he growled, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down Ethan’s spine. “Crying in your diaper like a helpless baby. Did you think last night was the end of your lessons? Oh, no, princess. Daddy’s just getting started.”

Ethan whimpered, his throat raw from hours of pleading. Silent tears streaked down his cheeks, mixing with the dried traces of cum from the brutal face-fucking he’d endured mere hours ago. His cock, trapped beneath the crinkling diaper, twitched traitorously at Marcus’s words, a Pavlovian response to the torment that had rewired his mind and body. “P-please, Daddy,” he stuttered, his voice barely above a whisper. “I can’t… I can’t take more.”

Marcus’s lips curled into a cruel smirk as he dragged the crop along Ethan’s inner thigh, the leather teasingly close to the diaper’s edge. “You don’t get to decide, little girl. Daddy decides when you’ve had enough. And right now, I think my sissy needs a proper cleaning before we play.” His tone dripped with mockery as he set the crop aside and retrieved a large enema bag from a nearby table, the clear tubing swaying ominously as he filled it with warm, soapy water.

Ethan’s eyes widened in horror, his body tensing against the restraints. “No, please, not that—” His protest was cut off by a sharp slap across his face, Marcus’s hand leaving a stinging red mark on his cheek.

“Shut your mouth, slut,” Marcus snapped, his voice hard as steel. “Babies don’t talk back. They take what Daddy gives them. Now, be a good girl and lift that pretty little ass for me.”

Trembling, Ethan obeyed, the humiliation burning hotter than the slap as Marcus untaped the diaper with agonizing slowness, exposing his vulnerable skin to the cool air. The older man’s rough hands gripped Ethan’s hips, forcing him into a degrading position—ass up, face pressed into the crib mattress. “That’s it,” Marcus purred, his fingers tracing the curve of Ethan’s backside before spreading his cheeks apart. “Such a tight little hole for Daddy to fill.”

Ethan’s breath hitched as he felt the cold, lubed tip of the enema nozzle press against his entrance. There was no gentleness in Marcus’s movements, only calculated dominance as he pushed the nozzle inside, stretching Ethan open with a slow, deliberate thrust. A choked gasp escaped Ethan’s lips, his body clenching instinctively around the intrusion. “Relax, sissy,” Marcus ordered, his free hand delivering a sharp spank to Ethan’s ass. “You’re gonna take every drop, and you’re gonna thank me for it.”

The warm rush of soapy water flooded into him, the sensation both invasive and overwhelming. Ethan’s toes curled, his bound hands gripping the crib bars as his belly cramped with the pressure. Marcus watched with a predatory grin, his hand lazily stroking the bulge in his briefs as he controlled the flow. “Look at you, getting all full for Daddy,” he taunted, twisting the nozzle slightly to elicit a pained moan. “You’re nothing but a dirty little baby who needs cleaning out before I fuck you senseless.”

Minutes stretched into an eternity until Marcus finally withdrew the nozzle, leaving Ethan panting and shivering with the unbearable fullness. “Hold it in, princess,” Marcus warned, re-taping the diaper over Ethan’s leaking hole with a sadistic chuckle. “If you make a mess before I say, I’ll spank that ass raw.”

Ethan’s face burned with shame, his body trembling as he fought to obey. The pressure was excruciating, and the crinkle of the diaper only amplified his degradation. But worse was the heat pooling in his groin, his cock hardening despite the torment—or perhaps because of it. Marcus noticed, of course, his sharp gaze zeroing in on the telltale bulge. “Filthy little slut,” he sneered, reaching down to palm Ethan through the diaper. “Getting hard from an enema? You really are a pathetic sissy.”

Without warning, Marcus climbed into the crib, straddling Ethan’s restrained form. He yanked down his briefs, freeing his thick, throbbing cock, already glistening with pre-cum. “Time for your real punishment, baby girl,” he growled, ripping the diaper open with a single, brutal tear. The pressure inside Ethan released in a humiliating rush, the mess spilling out as he sobbed, but Marcus didn’t care. His focus was singular, animalistic, as he coated his cock in lube and positioned himself at Ethan’s still-twitching hole.

There was no preparation, no mercy, as Marcus thrust in, burying himself to the hilt in one savage motion. Ethan screamed, his body arching against the restraints, the pain and fullness a brutal cocktail that tore through him. “Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus groaned, his hands gripping Ethan’s hips hard enough to bruise as he began to pound into him with ruthless force. Each thrust slapped against Ethan’s abused skin, the wet sounds of sex mingling with his broken sobs.

“Take it, sissy,” Marcus hissed, leaning down to bite at Ethan’s neck, leaving angry red marks in his wake. “This is what you’re made for—Daddy’s little fucktoy, crying in your dirty diaper while I ruin you.” His words were venom, but they stoked the sick fire in Ethan’s core, his own cock leaking onto the crib mattress as Marcus fucked him into submission.

The rhythm was relentless, Marcus’s cock dragging against Ethan’s inner walls with punishing precision, hitting that spot that made stars burst behind his closed eyes. Despite the pain, the degradation, Ethan felt the coil of pleasure tightening, his body betraying him as it always did under Marcus’s control. “No, no, no,” he whimpered, even as his hips bucked involuntarily, chasing the edge.

“Don’t you dare cum yet,” Marcus snarled, pulling out abruptly and leaving Ethan gasping at the sudden emptiness. He flipped Ethan onto his back with ease, the restraints twisting painfully as he adjusted his position. Marcus grabbed a vibrating butt plug from the table, its thick girth menacing as he coated it in lube. “You cum when Daddy says, understand?”

Ethan nodded weakly, tears streaming down his face as Marcus shoved the plug into him, the vibrations igniting every nerve in his overstimulated body. Then, without warning, Marcus straddled Ethan’s chest, his cock bobbing in front of Ethan’s tear-streaked face. “Open,” he commanded, and Ethan obeyed, his lips parting as Marcus thrust into his mouth, gagging him with the taste of musk and salt.

The dual assault was too much—the vibrations wrecking him from below, Marcus’s cock choking him from above. Ethan’s muffled moans vibrated around the thick shaft, his body trembling on the brink. Marcus fucked his mouth with abandon, his groans growing louder as he neared his own release. “That’s it, sissy, suck Daddy’s cock like the little whore you are,” he grunted, his fingers tangling in Ethan’s hair to force him deeper.

With a guttural roar, Marcus came, hot spurts flooding Ethan’s mouth as he struggled to swallow, choking on the sheer volume. The older man pulled out, smearing the last of his cum across Ethan’s lips with a satisfied smirk. “Good girl,” he panted, reaching down to yank the plug free just as Ethan’s body convulsed, his own orgasm ripping through him without permission. Cum splattered across his stomach, his cries echoing in the playroom as waves of shameful pleasure consumed him.

Marcus laughed, a dark, triumphant sound, as he wiped Ethan clean with the torn diaper, the act somehow more degrading than anything that came before. “Look at the mess you made, princess,” he mocked, re-taping a fresh diaper around Ethan’s trembling hips. “You’re not done yet. Daddy’s got more toys to break you with, and I want to hear every scream.”

Ethan lay there, shattered and spent, his body aching and his mind a haze of submission. The fresh diaper crinkled beneath him, a promise of further torment, as Marcus loomed over him with a wicked gleam in his eye. The dark sissy training was far from over, and Ethan knew, deep down, that he’d never escape the twisted pleasure of Marcus’s control. Silent tears fell anew as the crib bars seemed to close in, trapping him in a nightmare he couldn’t help but crave.


Chapter 14: Humiliation's Sweet Descent

The dim light of the nursery cast long, sinister shadows across the pastel walls, the air thick with the scent of baby powder and something far more primal. Ethan lay in the oversized crib, wrists and ankles bound by soft, pink leather cuffs, the torn lace babydoll dress clinging to his sweat-slicked skin. His chest heaved, still reeling from the brutal enema Marcus had forced upon him just hours ago, the humiliating fullness replaced by an aching emptiness that mirrored his shattered pride. The crinkle of the thick, sodden diaper between his legs was a constant reminder of his degradation, and yet, beneath the shame, a dark pulse of arousal throbbed, traitorously insistent.

Marcus stood over him, a towering figure of sadistic control, his piercing blue eyes glinting with cruel satisfaction. At 32, he was a master of breaking wills, and Ethan, at 27, was his most prized project yet. "Look at you, my little sissy," Marcus purred, his voice a low growl as he reached down to stroke Ethan's flushed cheek. "All messy and helpless, just how Daddy likes you. But we’re not done breaking you, sweetheart. Not by a long shot."

Ethan whimpered, his body trembling under the weight of Marcus’s gaze. He hated how his cock twitched at the words, already half-hard against the damp padding of the diaper. Marcus noticed, of course—he always did. With a dark chuckle, he leaned down, his breath hot against Ethan’s ear. "You’re getting off on this, aren’t you? Filthy little baby. Let’s see how much more you can take before you beg for Daddy’s cock."

Before Ethan could protest, Marcus unlocked the crib’s side panel and hauled him out by the restraints, dragging him to a padded changing table in the center of the room. The cold vinyl stuck to Ethan’s bare thighs as Marcus forced him onto his back, securing his wrists above his head with a click of metal clips. His legs were spread wide, ankles locked into stirrups, leaving him utterly exposed. The diaper sagged heavily, the weight of it pulling at his hips, and Marcus’s smirk widened as he ran a finger along the plastic edge, teasing the sensitive skin of Ethan’s inner thigh.

"Time for a change, princess," Marcus said, his tone dripping with mockery. He ripped the tabs of the diaper open with a loud, humiliating tear, exposing Ethan’s throbbing erection to the cool air. The scent of his own shame hit him, and he turned his head away, cheeks burning. But Marcus grabbed his chin, forcing their eyes to meet. "Don’t look away, sissy. I want you to watch Daddy take care of you."

With agonizing slowness, Marcus wiped Ethan down, the cold, wet baby wipes dragging over his cock and balls, making him gasp and squirm against the restraints. Each swipe was deliberate, a torment of sensation as Marcus lingered on his most sensitive spots, rubbing the tip of his cock just enough to make pre-cum bead at the slit. "Such a messy boy," Marcus taunted, tossing the used wipes aside before grabbing a fresh diaper. But instead of securing it, he pulled out a small, vibrating butt plug from a nearby drawer, its sleek black surface glinting menacingly.

Ethan’s eyes widened, a choked plea escaping his lips. "N-no, please, I can’t—"

"You can, and you will," Marcus snapped, lubing up the plug with a generous squirt of slick gel. He pressed the tip against Ethan’s tight hole, circling it slowly, teasingly, before pushing it in with one firm thrust. Ethan cried out, his back arching off the table as the intrusion burned, then settled into a deep, throbbing fullness. Marcus flipped a switch, and the vibrations started—low at first, then ramping up until Ethan’s entire body shuddered, his cock leaking freely now, the pleasure and pain blurring into a maddening haze.

"That’s it, baby," Marcus growled, taping the fresh diaper over Ethan’s straining erection, trapping the vibrations against him. "Feel that? Daddy’s gonna make you come in your diapie like the pathetic little sissy you are." He climbed onto the table, straddling Ethan’s hips, his own hard cock bulging through his tight jeans as he ground down against the padded bulge. The pressure, combined with the relentless buzzing of the plug, sent Ethan spiraling, his moans loud and desperate as Marcus rocked against him.

"Fuck, you’re so pretty when you’re broken," Marcus hissed, leaning down to capture Ethan’s lips in a brutal, possessive kiss. His tongue forced its way into Ethan’s mouth, claiming him as he rutted harder, the friction of the diaper driving Ethan closer to the edge. It was too much—the vibrations, the restraint, the humiliation of being so utterly controlled. Ethan came with a strangled sob, his cock pulsing hot and sticky inside the diaper, the wet warmth spreading as his body convulsed under Marcus’s weight.

Marcus pulled back, his breath ragged, a wicked grin on his face as he felt the dampness through the padding. "Good girl," he murmured, patting the front of the diaper with a condescending smack. "But Daddy’s not done with you yet." He slid off the table, unbuckling his belt with a slow, deliberate clink, his jeans dropping to reveal his thick, veiny cock, already glistening with pre-cum. Ethan’s eyes locked on it, a mix of dread and twisted hunger churning in his gut.

Marcus freed Ethan’s ankles from the stirrups, only to flip him onto his stomach, yanking his hips up so his ass was in the air, the diaper crinkling loudly with every movement. He tore the back of it open, exposing the plug still buzzing inside Ethan, and gave his ass a sharp slap, the sting making Ethan yelp. "You’re gonna take Daddy’s cock while that toy fucks your hole, understand?" Marcus growled, spreading Ethan’s cheeks to pull the plug out just enough to make room, then slamming it back in alongside the head of his cock.

Ethan screamed, the stretch unbearable, his body trembling as Marcus pushed in deeper, the dual penetration splitting him apart. The vibrations from the plug buzzed against Marcus’s shaft, driving him wild as he started to thrust, hard and relentless, each movement punctuated by the crinkle of the ruined diaper. "Fuck, you’re tight," Marcus groaned, gripping Ethan’s hips with bruising force. "Such a good little sissy, taking it all for Daddy."

The pain melted into a dark, overwhelming pleasure, Ethan’s cock twitching again despite his earlier release, the humiliation of the position—of being fucked like a toy while diapered—pushing him to a new edge. Marcus reached around, shoving a hand under the front of the diaper to grip Ethan’s cock, jerking him roughly in time with his thrusts. "Come for Daddy again, baby," he ordered, his voice thick with lust. "Show me how much you love being my pathetic little fucktoy."

Ethan couldn’t hold back, his second orgasm ripping through him with brutal force, cum spilling over Marcus’s fingers as his body shook uncontrollably. Marcus followed moments later, his cock pulsing deep inside Ethan, hot seed filling him as he growled out his release. They collapsed together, Marcus’s weight pinning Ethan to the table, both of them panting, the air heavy with the scent of sex and shame.

But Marcus wasn’t done breaking him. After pulling out, he wiped himself off with a cruel smirk, then grabbed a syringe-like enema bulb from the drawer. "Time for another cleaning, princess," he said, filling it with warm, soapy water. Ethan whimpered, too exhausted to fight as Marcus inserted the nozzle into his already sore hole, squeezing the liquid in with slow, torturous pressure. The fullness was humiliating, the urge to release immediate, but Marcus taped a fresh diaper over him before he could, trapping the mess inside.

"You’ll hold it until Daddy says you can go," Marcus ordered, unclipping Ethan’s wrists and pulling him into a tight, mocking embrace. "And if you disobey, I’ll tie you up and edge you for hours with no release. Understood?"

Ethan nodded weakly, his body aching, his mind a haze of submission and lingering arousal. The weight of the enema, the crinkle of the diaper, the memory of Marcus’s cock—all of it kept him teetering on the edge of despair and desire. Marcus kissed his forehead, a twisted parody of tenderness, and whispered, "We’re just getting started, my little sissy. Tomorrow, I’ll parade you in front of my friends, show them what a perfect baby slut I’ve made. You’ll crawl for them, beg for them, and take whatever they give you. And you’ll love every fucking second of it."

Ethan’s heart sank, but his cock betrayed him, twitching at the thought. As Marcus carried him back to the crib, locking him in for the night, the promise of further humiliation hung heavy in the air, a dark descent he couldn’t escape. The crinkle of the diaper, the ache in his body, and the sick heat of anticipation coiled tight in his core—he was Marcus’s, body and soul, and there was no turning back.


Chapter 15: Breaking Beneath His Will

The nursery was a suffocating cage of pastel pinks and blues, the air thick with the scent of baby powder and the lingering musk of Ethan’s shame. Strapped into the oversized crib, his wrists and ankles bound by soft yet unyielding Velcro restraints, Ethan’s naked body trembled beneath the crinkling bulk of a fresh diaper. The thick padding pressed against his groin, a constant reminder of his degradation, while the tight plastic shell rustled with every futile squirm. His cock, traitorously hard despite the humiliation, strained against the absorbent material, precum soaking into the padding as his mind warred with his body’s twisted desires.

Marcus loomed over him, a cruel smirk twisting his lips. At 32, Marcus was a tower of sadistic control, his muscular frame clad in a tight black t-shirt and jeans that did little to hide the bulge of his own arousal. His dark eyes glinted with predatory hunger as he traced a finger along the edge of Ethan’s diaper, teasing the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. “Look at you, little sissy,” Marcus growled, his voice a low rumble of dominance. “All taped up and leaking for Daddy. You can’t hide how much you want this, can you?”

Ethan, 27 and once so defiant, bit his lip, a whimper escaping as his hips twitched involuntarily. The shame burned hot in his chest, but the heat pooling in his core was undeniable. “P-please, Marcus,” he stammered, voice cracking with desperation. “I can’t… I can’t take more.”

“Oh, you’ll take everything I give you,” Marcus snapped, his hand delivering a sharp slap to Ethan’s diapered crotch. The impact jolted through him, a humiliating mix of pain and pleasure as the padding muffled the sting but pressed harder against his aching erection. “You’re my little toy now, Ethan. My sissy bitch to break. And today, we’re gonna play real dirty.”

Without warning, Marcus reached for a small table beside the crib, retrieving a bulb syringe filled with lukewarm water. Ethan’s eyes widened, panic surging as he realized what was coming. “No, please, not again—” His plea was cut off by Marcus’s rough hand clamping over his mouth, silencing him.

“Shut it, baby boy. Daddy’s gonna clean you out nice and deep before we have our fun.” Marcus’s tone was mocking, but the lust in his eyes was raw as he untaped one side of Ethan’s diaper, exposing his trembling ass. The cool air hit his skin, making him shiver, but the vulnerability only heightened his unwanted arousal. Marcus spread Ethan’s cheeks with one hand, his fingers rough and invasive, before sliding the nozzle of the syringe into his tight hole. Ethan gasped, the intrusion burning slightly as Marcus squeezed the bulb, flooding his insides with warm water.

“Feel that, sissy? Daddy’s filling you up,” Marcus taunted, pumping more water into him until Ethan’s belly felt bloated and cramped. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of discomfort and a strange, perverse pleasure as his body reacted against his will. His cock throbbed harder in the half-opened diaper, precum dripping onto his stomach as Marcus massaged his lower abdomen, forcing the water deeper. “Hold it in, little slut. Don’t you dare make a mess until I say so.”

Ethan’s face burned with humiliation, tears prickling at the corners of his eyes as he clenched desperately, the pressure building. Marcus chuckled darkly, re-taping the diaper with deliberate slowness, trapping the water inside him along with his aching need. “Good boy. Now let’s see how long you can last before you beg to be fucked.”

Marcus climbed into the crib, straddling Ethan’s bound form, his weight pinning him down as the crib creaked under them. The older man’s hard cock pressed against Ethan’s diapered crotch through his jeans, grinding slowly as he leaned down to capture Ethan’s lips in a brutal, possessive kiss. Ethan moaned into it, unable to resist the invasion of Marcus’s tongue, the taste of dominance overwhelming him. His body arched as much as the restraints allowed, craving more contact even as his mind screamed in protest.

Breaking the kiss, Marcus growled, “You’re so fucking desperate, aren’t you? Let’s give that sissy pussy of yours what it needs.” He unzipped his jeans, freeing his thick, pulsing cock, the tip already glistening with precum. Ethan’s breath hitched, a mix of fear and shameful desire coursing through him as Marcus grabbed a bottle of lube from the table, squirting a generous amount onto his fingers.

Marcus untaped the diaper again, shoving the padding aside to expose Ethan’s quivering hole, still slick from the enema. Without preamble, he shoved two lubed fingers inside, stretching him roughly. Ethan cried out, the intrusion sharp and invasive, but the burn quickly morphed into a dark, throbbing pleasure as Marcus curled his fingers, hitting that spot deep inside that made Ethan’s vision blur. “Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus muttered, scissoring his fingers to open him wider. “Gonna wreck this little hole until you’re screaming for Daddy.”

The pressure from the enema still lingered, making every thrust of Marcus’s fingers feel more intense, more humiliating. Ethan’s cock twitched, leaking steadily now, as Marcus added a third finger, stretching him to the brink of pain. “Please,” Ethan gasped, his voice raw. “I can’t… I need…”

“You need Daddy’s cock, don’t you?” Marcus sneered, pulling his fingers out with a wet squelch. He slicked his thick shaft with more lube, positioning himself at Ethan’s entrance. “Beg for it, sissy. Beg to be fucked like the little whore you are.”

Humiliation and lust collided, breaking Ethan’s last shred of resistance. “Please, Daddy,” he sobbed, hating himself for the words. “Fuck me. I need it. Please!”

Marcus didn’t hesitate, thrusting into Ethan with one brutal stroke, filling him completely. Ethan screamed, the stretch agonizing and exquisite all at once, his body trembling as Marcus set a punishing pace, each thrust driving deeper, harder. The pressure from the enema amplified every sensation, pushing Ethan to the edge of sanity as his bound hands clenched uselessly against the crib bars. Marcus’s hands gripped his hips, bruisingly tight, as he pounded into him, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the nursery.

“Take it, you filthy little baby,” Marcus growled, sweat beading on his brow as he angled his thrusts to hit Ethan’s prostate relentlessly. “Cum for Daddy. Show me how much you love being my sissy slut.”

Ethan’s body obeyed before his mind could catch up, his orgasm crashing through him like a tidal wave. Hot spurts of cum shot across his stomach, soaking into the diaper bunched beneath him, as his hole clenched around Marcus’s cock. The pleasure was blinding, shameful, and all-consuming, leaving him gasping and shuddering beneath Marcus’s unrelenting assault.

Marcus didn’t stop, fucking him through the aftershocks, his own breaths ragged now. “Good boy,” he grunted, pulling out just long enough to flip Ethan onto his stomach, the restraints twisting slightly to accommodate the new position. He re-entered him from behind, the angle even deeper, more invasive, as he reached beneath to stroke Ethan’s oversensitive cock through the messy diaper. “We’re not done yet, baby. Daddy’s gonna fill you up.”

Ethan whimpered, overstimulated and exhausted, but the renewed assault on his prostate dragged another weak orgasm from him, his body spasming helplessly as Marcus groaned, his thrusts growing erratic. With a final, brutal push, Marcus came, hot cum flooding Ethan’s abused hole, marking him inside and out as his property. The warmth spread through him, a degrading reminder of his submission, as Marcus collapsed over him, panting.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing, the nursery reeking of sex and shame. Then Marcus pulled out slowly, a trickle of cum and lube leaking from Ethan’s stretched hole as he re-taped the diaper over the mess, trapping it against his skin. “There we go,” Marcus murmured, a satisfied edge to his voice. “All nice and full for Daddy. But we’ve got one more game to play.”

Ethan’s heart sank as Marcus untied his restraints, only to drag him out of the crib and over to a changing table. His legs wobbled, barely supporting him after the brutal fucking, but Marcus didn’t care, forcing him down and strapping him in again. “You’ve been holding that enema like a good little sissy,” Marcus said, his tone mockingly sweet. “But now it’s time to let go. Right here, in front of Daddy. Show me what a pathetic baby you are.”

The humiliation was unbearable, but Ethan was too broken to fight. With a sob, he released, the mess flooding into the diaper as Marcus watched, his eyes gleaming with cruel satisfaction. “That’s it,” Marcus cooed, patting the front of the soaked padding. “Such a dirty little boy. Don’t worry, Daddy will clean you up… after I parade you around for everyone to see.”

Ethan’s blood ran cold at the threat of public exposure, but even as dread gripped him, a dark, twisted part of him stirred again, aroused by the depths of his degradation. Marcus’s hand slipped beneath the diaper, stroking his cock back to hardness with a knowing smirk. “See? You can’t get enough. You’re mine to break, sissy. And I’m just getting started.”

As Marcus’s fingers worked him toward another shameful climax, Ethan knew there was no escape from this cycle of pain, pleasure, and dark sissy training. He was Marcus’s toy, his baby, his slut—and no matter how much he hated it, his body craved more.


Chapter 16: Sissy's Secret Torment

The nursery air was thick with the scent of baby powder and shame as Ethan knelt on the pastel pink carpet, his wrists bound behind him with soft, velvety ropes that Marcus had chosen specifically for their deceptive tenderness. The crinkle of the thick, humiliating diaper around his hips was a constant reminder of his degradation, each movement amplifying the sound in the silent room. At 27, Ethan should have been anywhere but here—yet under Marcus’s piercing gaze, the 32-year-old sadist who had reshaped his reality, he felt smaller than ever. His cock twitched traitorously beneath the padded prison, already leaking pre-cum into the absorbent material as Marcus loomed over him, a wicked smirk curling his lips.

“You thought last night broke you, didn’t you, sissy?” Marcus’s voice was a low growl, dripping with dark promise. He held a large, pink pacifier gag in one hand, twirling it mockingly. “But we’re just getting started. Today, you’re going to learn what it really means to be Daddy’s little bitch.”

Ethan’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but his body betrayed him, his erection throbbing painfully against the diaper as Marcus stepped closer. The older man’s black leather boots clicked on the hardwood just beyond the carpet, the sound sending a shiver down Ethan’s spine. Marcus reached down, gripping Ethan’s chin with a rough hand, forcing their eyes to lock. “Open that pretty mouth, baby girl. Let’s start with something simple.”

Ethan hesitated for only a moment before Marcus’s grip tightened, a warning. Trembling, Ethan parted his lips, and Marcus shoved the pacifier gag in, the oversized silicone bulb filling his mouth and muffling any protest. The straps were secured tightly behind his head, digging into his skin. Drool immediately began to pool at the corners of his lips, sliding down his chin as Marcus chuckled darkly. “There we go. Now you look like the pathetic little sissy you are.”

Without warning, Marcus grabbed Ethan by the shoulders, dragging him toward the oversized changing table in the corner of the nursery. Ethan’s bound wrists made it impossible to resist, his body awkward and clumsy as he was hoisted onto the padded surface. The diaper crinkled loudly beneath him, and Marcus wasted no time, his hands deftly untying the ropes only to reposition Ethan’s arms above his head, securing them to the table’s built-in restraints. Ethan’s legs were spread wide, ankles locked into padded cuffs at the table’s edge, leaving him utterly exposed. His chest heaved with ragged breaths, the pacifier gag making each exhale a wet, pitiful sound.

“Look at this,” Marcus mused, running a gloved finger along the edge of Ethan’s diaper, where a damp spot was already forming. “Getting wet already, and I haven’t even touched you properly. What a desperate little slut.” He pressed down harder, rubbing the damp fabric against Ethan’s aching cock, the friction sending jolts of humiliating pleasure through his body. Ethan moaned around the gag, hips bucking instinctively, only to be met with a sharp slap to his thigh.

“Stay still, sissy,” Marcus barked, his tone leaving no room for disobedience. He reached for a pair of scissors on the nearby shelf, the metallic glint making Ethan’s stomach lurch with a mix of fear and twisted anticipation. With deliberate slowness, Marcus cut away the sides of the diaper, peeling it back to reveal Ethan’s throbbing erection, slick with pre-cum, and his tight, puckered hole beneath. The cool air of the nursery hit his exposed skin, making him shudder as Marcus’s gaze darkened with hunger.

“Time for a proper cleaning, baby girl,” Marcus said, retrieving a large enema bag from a drawer. The sight of the bulging bag and long, thick nozzle made Ethan’s eyes widen, a muffled whimper escaping around the gag. Marcus filled the bag with warm, soapy water, the sound of the liquid sloshing inside echoing in the quiet room. He hung it on a stand beside the changing table, letting the tubing dangle menacingly as he lubed up the nozzle with a generous amount of slick gel.

“You’re going to take every last drop for Daddy,” Marcus growled, positioning the nozzle at Ethan’s entrance. The cold, slick tip pressed against him, and Ethan tensed, only for Marcus to slap his thigh again, harder this time. “Relax, or this is going to hurt more than it needs to.” Trembling, Ethan forced himself to unclench, and Marcus pushed the nozzle in, the intrusion stretching him with a slow, burning ache. Once it was fully seated, Marcus released the clamp on the tubing, and the warm liquid began to flow into Ethan, filling him with an uncomfortable, bloating pressure.

Ethan groaned around the pacifier, his body squirming against the restraints as the enema did its work, cramping waves rolling through his abdomen. Marcus watched with sadistic satisfaction, one hand lazily stroking Ethan’s leaking cock to keep him on edge, the mix of pain and pleasure driving Ethan to the brink of madness. “That’s it, sissy. Feel it. You’re nothing but Daddy’s little toy, aren’t you?” Marcus’s voice was a dark purr, and Ethan could only nod weakly, tears of shame and arousal prickling at his eyes as the last of the liquid emptied into him.

Marcus removed the nozzle with a wet pop, quickly replacing it with a thick, ribbed butt plug to keep the liquid trapped inside. The plug stretched Ethan even further, the textured surface grinding against his sensitive walls as Marcus twisted it in place. “Hold it until I say so,” Marcus ordered, his hand returning to Ethan’s cock, jerking him off with rough, punishing strokes. Ethan’s muffled cries filled the room, his body trembling as the pressure built inside him, the plug making every movement agony and ecstasy combined. Within moments, he was teetering on the edge, his balls tightening as Marcus’s grip tightened.

“Come for Daddy, you filthy little sissy,” Marcus growled, and that was all it took. Ethan’s orgasm ripped through him, hot, sticky cum spilling over Marcus’s gloved hand, splattering across his own stomach as his body convulsed against the restraints. The intensity was overwhelming, his vision blurring as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over him, the enema’s pressure only amplifying the sensation. Marcus didn’t stop stroking until Ethan was a whimpering, oversensitive mess, every touch now bordering on pain.

Finally, Marcus released him, stepping back to admire his work. “Good girl,” he mocked, wiping his hand on a nearby towel before unfastening the plug. The relief of expelling the liquid was almost as intense as the orgasm, though the humiliation of doing so while bound and gagged under Marcus’s watchful eye burned through Ethan. Once it was over, Marcus cleaned him up with rough, clinical efficiency, only to tape a fresh diaper onto him, the thick padding a constant reminder of his helplessness.

But Marcus wasn’t done. He unbound Ethan’s ankles, flipping him onto his stomach with ease before re-securing them, leaving Ethan’s ass raised and vulnerable. “Time for your real punishment, sissy,” Marcus said, retrieving a long, flexible paddle from the wall. Ethan’s heart raced, dread and anticipation twisting together as Marcus rubbed the leather against his diapered backside, teasing him with the promise of pain.

The first strike landed with a deafening crack, the force reverberating through the padding and into Ethan’s already sensitive skin. He cried out around the gag, drool spilling down his chin as Marcus delivered blow after blow, each one harder than the last. The diaper offered some protection, but not enough—each hit sent a jolt straight to his core, reawakening his spent cock despite the pain. Marcus noticed, of course, chuckling darkly as he paused to rub Ethan’s aching erection through the diaper. “Getting hard again already? What a pathetic little whore.”

Dropping the paddle, Marcus tore open the diaper once more, exposing Ethan’s reddened cheeks and throbbing hole. Without warning, he lubed up his fingers and pushed two inside, stretching Ethan with brutal efficiency. Ethan moaned, the intrusion rough but maddeningly good, his body arching into the touch despite himself. Marcus finger-fucked him relentlessly, curling his digits to hit that sweet spot inside, until Ethan was a writhing, begging mess beneath him.

“You want Daddy’s cock, don’t you?” Marcus taunted, pulling his fingers free to unzip his pants. Ethan could only nod, desperate and broken, as Marcus positioned himself behind him, the blunt head of his thick cock pressing against Ethan’s entrance. With one hard thrust, Marcus buried himself to the hilt, the stretch and burn making Ethan scream around the gag. Marcus didn’t hold back, fucking him with punishing force, each thrust slamming Ethan into the changing table as the older man’s hands gripped his hips hard enough to bruise.

The mix of pain and pleasure was intoxicating, Ethan’s second orgasm building fast as Marcus pounded into him, growling filthy encouragements. “Take it, sissy. Take every fucking inch. You’re mine.” The words pushed Ethan over the edge, his cock spurting into the torn remnants of the diaper as Marcus followed, filling him with hot, sticky cum that leaked out around his cock with every brutal thrust.

When it was over, Marcus pulled out, leaving Ethan trembling and spent, cum dripping down his thighs as the older man re-diapered him, trapping the mess inside. “You’re going to wear this all day, sissy,” Marcus said, untying Ethan’s wrists and removing the gag, only to replace it with a bottle of warm milk. “Drink up. We’ve got more training ahead, and I want my little girl ready.”

Ethan suckled obediently, the taste of the milk mixing with the lingering shame and arousal in his mind. As Marcus watched him with that predatory smirk, Ethan knew there was no escaping this torment—not when a dark, secret part of him craved every second of it.


Chapter 17: Mastering Her Fragile Mind

Ethan’s wrists burned from the tight cuffs binding him to the oversized crib in Marcus’s twisted nursery. The thick, crinkling diaper around his hips was already damp with sweat and the lingering residue of the enema from earlier, a humiliating reminder of his utter submission. At 27, he should’ve been in control of his life, but here, under Marcus’s sadistic gaze, he was nothing but a helpless sissy, stripped of dignity and drowning in a mix of shame and unwanted arousal. The room stank of baby powder, latex, and the musk of his own degradation, and Marcus, towering at 32 with a cruel smirk, reveled in every second of it.

“Aw, look at my little princess,” Marcus cooed, his voice dripping with mockery as he leaned over the crib. He dragged a gloved finger along Ethan’s trembling thigh, teasing the edge of the diaper. “You’re already so wet down there, aren’t you, sissy? Can’t help yourself, huh?”

Ethan’s face burned as he turned his head away, unable to meet Marcus’s piercing eyes. His cock twitched traitorously beneath the padded layers, aching from the torment of the last hour. The enema had left him raw and vulnerable, and the spanking that followed had seared his ass with stinging heat, each strike punctuated by Marcus’s taunts about how “good girls take their punishment.” Now, bound and diapered, Ethan felt his mind fracturing under the weight of it all—humiliation warring with a dark, primal need he couldn’t name.

Marcus chuckled, low and menacing, as he reached into a drawer beside the crib. “Since you’re such a needy little thing, let’s give you something to really cry about.” He pulled out a thick, black dildo, the surface gleaming with lube under the nursery’s harsh light. Ethan’s stomach dropped, his breath hitching as Marcus waved the toy in front of his face. “You’re gonna take this like the pathetic sissy you are, and you’re gonna thank Daddy for it. Understand?”

Ethan’s lips quivered, but he knew resistance was futile. “Y-yes, Daddy,” he stammered, his voice barely a whisper. The words felt like acid on his tongue, but the heat pooling in his groin betrayed him.

Marcus grinned, his eyes glinting with sadistic delight. “Good girl.” He unfastened the tabs of Ethan’s diaper with agonizing slowness, the sound of the adhesive ripping apart echoing in the silent room. The cool air hit Ethan’s exposed skin, making him shiver as Marcus slid the diaper down just enough to access his trembling ass. “Spread those legs, princess. Show Daddy how much you want it.”

Tears pricked Ethan’s eyes as he obeyed, his bound wrists straining against the cuffs. Marcus smeared more lube onto the dildo, the slick sound making Ethan’s heart race. Then, without warning, Marcus pressed the tip against Ethan’s tight hole, pushing in with deliberate cruelty. A sharp gasp tore from Ethan’s throat as the thick toy breached him, stretching him wide. The burn was immediate, intense, but beneath it, a sickening wave of pleasure curled through his core.

“Fuck, look at you,” Marcus growled, his free hand gripping Ethan’s thigh hard enough to bruise. “Taking it like a proper little slut. You love this, don’t you?” He thrust the dildo deeper, twisting it as Ethan whimpered, his body arching against the restraints. The pressure was unbearable, filling him completely, and his cock throbbed painfully against the diaper’s padding.

“Y-yes, Daddy,” Ethan choked out, his voice breaking as Marcus set a brutal rhythm, fucking him with the toy. Each thrust sent sparks of agonizing pleasure through him, his ass clenching around the intrusion as his mind screamed in protest. But his body—oh, his body wanted more. Pre-cum leaked from his cock, soaking into the diaper as Marcus leaned closer, his breath hot against Ethan’s ear.

“You’re gonna cum for me, sissy,” Marcus hissed, his voice thick with lust. “Cum while Daddy fucks your tight little hole.” He reached down, slipping a hand beneath the diaper to grip Ethan’s leaking cock, stroking it roughly in time with the dildo’s thrusts. The dual sensation was too much—Ethan’s vision blurred, his moans turning into desperate sobs as his orgasm built, unstoppable.

“P-please,” he begged, not even sure what he was pleading for. Release? Mercy? It didn’t matter. Marcus’s cruel laughter was the last thing he heard before his climax ripped through him, his cock pulsing in Marcus’s grip as hot cum spilled into the diaper. His ass clenched around the dildo, milking every shuddering wave of pleasure as he writhed in the crib, utterly broken.

Marcus pulled the toy out slowly, letting Ethan feel every inch as he whimpered from the oversensitivity. “Such a messy girl,” he mocked, wiping the dildo clean before tossing it aside. He refastened the diaper, trapping the sticky warmth of Ethan’s release against his skin. “But we’re not done yet. Daddy’s got more lessons for his little sissy.”

Ethan’s chest heaved as he struggled to catch his breath, his mind reeling. The shame was suffocating, but so was the lingering afterglow, a twisted cocktail of emotions he couldn’t untangle. Marcus untied one of his wrists, only to yank him out of the crib and force him onto his knees on the nursery floor. The diaper crinkled loudly with every movement, a humiliating soundtrack to his degradation.

“Look at me,” Marcus ordered, standing over him with his cock already straining against his pants. Ethan lifted his tear-streaked face, his heart pounding as Marcus unzipped and pulled out his thick, throbbing erection. “You’re gonna suck Daddy off like a good girl, and if you don’t do it right, I’ll spank that messy little ass until you can’t sit for a week.”

Ethan swallowed hard, his mouth dry as Marcus gripped the back of his head, guiding him forward. The musky scent of Marcus’s cock filled his senses as the tip brushed against his lips, demanding entry. With a shudder, Ethan parted his lips, taking the length into his mouth. The taste was bitter, overwhelming, but Marcus’s groan of satisfaction sent a shameful thrill through him. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking as best he could, his tongue swirling around the shaft while Marcus thrust shallowly, fucking his mouth with restrained force.

“That’s it, sissy,” Marcus growled, his fingers tightening in Ethan’s hair. “Take it all. Show Daddy how much you love being his little whore.” The words stung, but Ethan’s cock twitched again in the confines of the soiled diaper, his body betraying him once more. He gagged as Marcus pushed deeper, hitting the back of his throat, but he didn’t pull away. He couldn’t. The power Marcus held over him was absolute, and some dark, broken part of him craved it.

Marcus’s thrusts grew erratic, his groans louder, until he pulled out abruptly, stroking himself as he aimed at Ethan’s face. “Open wide, princess,” he barked, and Ethan obeyed, his mouth trembling as hot, sticky cum shot across his lips and cheeks, dripping down his chin. The humiliation burned, but so did the heat in his core, a sick reminder of how far he’d fallen.

“Good girl,” Marcus panted, tucking himself back into his pants. He smeared the cum across Ethan’s face with a thumb, forcing it into his mouth. “Taste Daddy’s reward. You earned it.”

Ethan’s stomach churned as he licked the bitter mess from Marcus’s thumb, his mind a haze of shame and arousal. But Marcus wasn’t done. He hauled Ethan to his feet, dragging him over to a padded changing table in the corner of the nursery. “Time for a fresh diaper, sissy,” he said with a wicked grin. “But first, let’s make sure you’re nice and clean.”

Ethan’s blood ran cold as Marcus retrieved a bulb syringe and a bottle of soapy water. Another enema. He tried to protest, but Marcus’s glare silenced him. “Don’t make me tie you down again,” Marcus warned, pushing Ethan onto the table face-down. The diaper was ripped off, exposing his cum-soaked skin, and Marcus wasted no time filling the syringe with the warm, soapy mixture.

“Relax, princess,” Marcus purred, spreading Ethan’s cheeks apart. The nozzle slipped inside with ease, still slick from the earlier lube, and Ethan bit his lip as the liquid flooded into him, cramping his insides. Marcus squeezed the bulb slowly, drawing out the torment, his other hand stroking Ethan’s back mockingly. “Such a good girl, taking it all for Daddy.”

The fullness was unbearable, and Ethan squirmed, his cock hardening again despite the discomfort. Marcus chuckled, pulling the nozzle out and quickly fastening a fresh diaper around Ethan’s hips. “Hold it in, sissy. If you mess before I say, you’ll regret it.”

Ethan whimpered, his body trembling as the pressure built. Marcus sat back, watching with cruel amusement as Ethan struggled, the diaper crinkling with every twitch. Minutes passed, each one an eternity, until Marcus finally gave the command. “Release, princess.”

The relief was immediate, but so was the humiliation as the diaper filled, the warmth spreading against his skin. Marcus’s laughter echoed in the room as he patted the bulging diaper, his touch lingering. “Look at that. My little sissy can’t even control herself. Pathetic.”

Ethan’s face burned, tears streaming down his cheeks as Marcus began to change him again, his hands rough and invasive. The cycle of torment was endless, and yet, as Marcus’s fingers brushed against his sensitive skin, Ethan felt that dark, twisted desire flare once more. His mind was fragile, breaking under the weight of Marcus’s control, but his body—his body was already mastered.

And as Marcus leaned down, whispering promises of more “lessons” to come, Ethan knew he was lost.


Chapter 18: Cribs of Cold Control

Ethan’s wrists ached, the soft pink cuffs binding him to the bars of the oversized crib digging into his skin with every futile tug. The crinkle of the thick, pastel diaper taped tightly around his hips was a constant reminder of his degradation, the plastic material slick with sweat and the shameful mess Marcus had forced upon him. The nursery room was a twisted mockery of innocence—baby blue walls, plush toys scattered about, and a mobile of pastel stars spinning lazily above him. But the air was heavy with the scent of arousal and desperation, and Ethan’s heart pounded with a mix of dread and humiliating need.

Marcus loomed over the crib, his dark eyes glinting with sadistic delight. At 32, he was a towering figure of control, his muscular frame barely contained by the black leather vest and tight jeans that accentuated every inch of his dominance. “Look at you, little sissy,” he purred, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down Ethan’s spine. “All trussed up in your pretty crib, wet and pathetic. You thought last night broke you? Oh, baby boy, we’re just getting started.”

Ethan’s throat tightened, his voice a hoarse whisper as he tried to protest. “Please… Marcus, I can’t—” His words were cut off by Marcus’s finger pressing against his lips, the scent of leather and musk overwhelming.

“Shh, little one. Daddy decides when you’ve had enough. And right now, I see a naughty sissy who needs more training.” Marcus’s hand slid down Ethan’s trembling chest, fingers teasing over the frilly pink onesie that barely covered the bulging diaper beneath. He snapped the crotch buttons open with a deliberate slowness, each pop echoing in the silent room, exposing the humiliatingly thick padding. Ethan’s cock twitched involuntarily under the plastic, already half-hard despite his shame, and Marcus chuckled darkly. “See? Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind fights it.”

Without warning, Marcus reached into a drawer beside the crib and pulled out a sleek, black vibrating wand. The hum filled the room as he switched it on, the low buzz a promise of torment. “Let’s see how long you can hold out, sissy,” he taunted, pressing the vibrating head directly against the front of Ethan’s diaper. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming, the vibrations pulsing through the thick padding and directly against his trapped erection. Ethan’s hips bucked instinctively, a choked moan escaping his lips as pleasure and humiliation warred within him.

“Fuck… no, stop—” Ethan gasped, but his body betrayed him, grinding against the wand as Marcus held it firm, watching with predatory glee. The diaper crinkled loudly with every movement, the wet padding amplifying every sensation until Ethan’s cock throbbed painfully, precum leaking into the already soaked material.

“Look at you, getting off in your dirty diaper like a pathetic little slut,” Marcus sneered, increasing the wand’s intensity. “You’re gonna cum right here, aren’t you? Right in your baby pants, where you belong.” His free hand gripped Ethan’s chin, forcing their eyes to lock as the vibrations pushed Ethan closer to the edge. “Cum for Daddy, sissy. Show me how broken you are.”

Ethan’s resistance shattered, a guttural cry tearing from his throat as his orgasm ripped through him. Hot spurts of cum soaked into the diaper, the wet warmth spreading as his body convulsed against the restraints. The wand didn’t stop, dragging out his climax until tears streamed down his cheeks, the overstimulation burning through his nerves. Marcus finally pulled the toy away, leaving Ethan panting and trembling in the crib, his diaper a heavy, sodden mess.

“Good boy,” Marcus growled, his voice thick with arousal. He unzipped his jeans with a slow, deliberate motion, freeing his thick, hard cock. The sight made Ethan’s stomach twist with a mix of fear and dark fascination, his body still buzzing from the aftershocks of his release. “But Daddy’s not done with you yet. You’ve made such a mess, and now you’re gonna clean up your act.”

Marcus climbed into the crib, straddling Ethan’s bound form with ease. The bars creaked under his weight as he positioned himself over Ethan’s chest, his cock inches from Ethan’s flushed face. “Open that pretty mouth, sissy,” he ordered, gripping Ethan’s jaw with bruising force. Ethan hesitated, shame burning in his chest, but Marcus didn’t wait. He forced his cock past Ethan’s lips, the salty taste of precum flooding his mouth as Marcus thrust in deep, hitting the back of his throat.

Ethan gagged, tears spilling down his cheeks as Marcus fucked his mouth with ruthless precision. “That’s it, take it like a good little baby,” Marcus groaned, his hips snapping forward, the wet sounds of Ethan’s choked gasps filling the room. “You’re nothing but a sissy slut for Daddy, aren’t you? Bound in your crib, diaper full of cum, sucking cock like you were born for it.” The degrading words burned into Ethan’s mind, each thrust stripping away another layer of his crumbling resistance.

Marcus’s pace quickened, his breaths ragged as he neared his peak. With a final, brutal thrust, he came hard, hot cum spilling down Ethan’s throat as he growled in satisfaction. Ethan coughed and sputtered, the taste overwhelming, but Marcus held him in place until every drop was swallowed. “Good sissy,” Marcus panted, pulling out and wiping his cock on Ethan’s tear-streaked cheek. “But we’ve got more lessons today.”

He stepped out of the crib, leaving Ethan bound and trembling, and retrieved a small enema kit from a nearby table. Ethan’s eyes widened in horror, his voice a desperate plea. “No, please, not that—”

“Oh, yes,” Marcus interrupted, his grin wicked. “You’ve been a messy little boy, and Daddy needs to clean you out before we tape you back up. Can’t have my sissy walking around without proper discipline, can we?” He prepared the solution with meticulous care, the sound of liquid filling the bag sending a shiver of dread through Ethan.

Marcus unbound Ethan’s legs just enough to lift his hips, sliding a waterproof mat beneath him. He pushed the onesie further up, exposing the sodden diaper, and untaped it with a loud ripping sound. The cool air hit Ethan’s skin, a stark contrast to the sticky warmth of his mess, and he whimpered as Marcus spread his cheeks, lubing up the enema nozzle with cold gel. “Relax, baby boy,” Marcus cooed mockingly, pressing the tip against Ethan’s tight hole. “This is for your own good.”

Ethan cried out as the nozzle slid in, the intrusion burning as Marcus slowly squeezed the bag, filling him with the warm solution. The sensation was humiliatingly intimate, his body clenching against the pressure as Marcus massaged his lower belly, forcing the liquid deeper. “Hold it in, sissy,” Marcus ordered, plugging him with a small silicone toy to keep the solution inside. “We’re gonna clean out all that naughtiness.”

Minutes passed, each second an eternity as Ethan squirmed in discomfort, the pressure building until he was begging for release. Marcus finally removed the plug, guiding him over a basin with humiliating precision as Ethan’s body expelled everything, the shame burning hotter than ever. “There we go,” Marcus said, wiping him down with clinical detachment before taping on a fresh, crinkly diaper. “All clean for Daddy… for now.”

But Marcus wasn’t done. He rebound Ethan’s legs, spreading them wide against the crib bars with additional cuffs, leaving him exposed and vulnerable. From the drawer, he pulled out a thick, ridged dildo, slicking it with lube as he locked eyes with Ethan. “Time for your next lesson, sissy. You’re gonna take this in your tight little ass while I watch you squirm in your diaper.”

Ethan’s protests were ignored as Marcus cut a small slit in the back of the fresh diaper, just enough to slide the dildo through. The cold tip pressed against his hole, stretching him open as Marcus pushed it in with agonizing slowness. Ethan’s cries echoed in the room, pain and unwanted pleasure mixing as the ridges dragged against his inner walls. Marcus fucked him with the toy, each thrust deliberate and deep, the diaper crinkling loudly around the intrusion.

“Look at you, getting fucked in your baby diaper,” Marcus taunted, his hand slipping to stroke his own hardening cock at the sight. “You’re so fucking pathetic, sissy, and it gets me so damn hard.” He sped up, the dildo pounding into Ethan until his body shook, another orgasm building despite his shame. When it hit, it was brutal, his cock pulsing in the diaper as he screamed, cum soaking the padding once more.

Marcus groaned, jerking himself off over Ethan’s bound form, his cum splattering across the frilly onesie as he rode out his own release. “Fuck, you’re perfect,” he panted, collapsing beside the crib with a satisfied smirk. “But don’t think this is over. Tomorrow, we’re gonna break you even more, little sissy. Daddy’s got plans.”

Ethan lay there, bound and broken, the weight of the diaper and the cuffs a constant reminder of his powerlessness. His body ached, his mind fractured, but deep down, a dark, twisted part of him craved whatever Marcus would do next. And as the nursery mobile spun above, casting shadows on the walls, Ethan knew there was no escape from the cribs of cold control.


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 

© 2026 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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