
        
            
                
            
        

    
Corporate Sissy Pansy

A Dark Forced Feminization Erotica of Office Humiliation, Diaper Discipline, and Total Submission
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Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
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Chapter 1: The Appraisal

Jesper leaned back in his leather chair. The quarterly reports filled his screen with green numbers. He had crushed the acquisition and everyone knew it.

Victory tasted sharp and clean. He adjusted his tie and smiled at the empty office. No one told Jesper what to do anymore.

The click of stilettos sounded on the marble floor outside. The rhythm was slow and deliberate. His door swung open without a knock.

Thalia stepped inside. Her midnight hair sat in a perfect chignon. The emerald eyes locked onto him and did not blink.

She carried a thick sealed file. Her fingers flipped through pages in total silence. The only sound was the soft rustle of paper and the distant city hum.

Jesper straightened. His ice-blue eyes narrowed. He refused to speak first.

She closed the file. Her gaze traveled over his expensive suit and landed on his face. Heat pooled suddenly against his thigh.

His cock stirred. The warmth pressed against the fine wool of his trousers. Jesper hated how fast his body reacted to her stare.

"I see you, Jesper. All of you."

Her voice stayed low and calm. She set the file on the corner of his desk. Then she reached into her designer bag and withdrew a small silk bundle.

"Stand up. Remove your trousers."

Jesper laughed once. The sound died in his throat when she simply waited. Those eyes promised consequences he could not yet name.

He stood. His fingers worked the belt. The trousers slid down and pooled at his ankles.

Thalia unfolded the silk. Pale pink panties trimmed with delicate lace caught the light. She held them open like a doctor preparing an instrument.

"Step in. Slowly."

The silk brushed his calves first. It whispered upward along his thighs. When the lace hem settled around his cock, Jesper sucked in a sharp breath.

His shaft hardened instantly. The soft fabric cupped him with unbearable gentleness. Shame flared hot in his chest, but his cock only throbbed harder against the silk.

Thalia watched without hurry. A faint flush appeared on her bronze collarbone. She stepped closer until her perfume wrapped around him.

"You kept this secret so well. Private hotel rooms. Stolen lingerie. Hours spent staring at your reflection." She tapped the file. "I have copies of everything."

Jesper tried to speak. His mouth felt dry. The panties gripped him tighter every time he breathed.

Thalia unbuttoned the top three buttons of her silk blouse. Heavy, perfect breasts pushed into view. Her nipples had already tightened into dark peaks.

"Come here. Kneel."

He dropped to his knees before he could stop himself. The marble felt cold through the thin fabric of his socks. His face hovered inches from her chest.

Thalia cupped the back of his head. She guided his mouth to her left nipple. The warm, soft flesh filled his lips.

"Suck. Gently at first."

Jesper closed his eyes and obeyed. His tongue circled the stiff peak. Warmth flooded his mouth as he drew on her breast like a man starving.

Thalia let out a low sigh. Her free hand slipped inside the pink panties and wrapped around his cock. She stroked once, twice, matching the rhythm of his mouth.

The silk slid against his shaft with every pump. Pre-cum leaked from the tip and soaked the delicate fabric. Jesper moaned around her nipple and the sound vibrated through her breast.

Her breathing changed. It grew quicker and shallower. He could smell her arousal now, a sweet musk rising from beneath her pencil skirt.

"Good. Just like that." Her voice remained clinical even as her thighs pressed together. "Your mouth feels perfect on me. Keep sucking while I explain the new rules."

She pumped his cock faster. Her thumb swirled over the wet head each time she reached the top. Jesper’s hips jerked forward without permission.

Shame burned through him. He was a vice president on the verge of a nine-figure empire. Yet here he knelt in pink panties, nursing at a superior’s breast while she milked his leaking cock.

The betrayal only made him harder. More pre-cum pulsed out and turned the silk slippery. Thalia’s own wetness began to coat her inner thighs.

She pulled his head tighter against her chest. Her nipple swelled between his lips. A soft gasp escaped her throat as her free hand moved between her own legs.

"I’m going to come first, Jesper. You will not." Her fingers worked furiously under the skirt. The wet sounds filled the office.

Jesper kept sucking. He swirled his tongue exactly how she seemed to like. Her breast tasted of salt and warm skin and power.

Thalia’s body tensed. Her emerald eyes half-closed but never left his face. A low, controlled moan rolled out of her as the first contraction hit.

Her pussy clenched visibly beneath the lifted hem. Clear fluid dripped down her fingers and onto the marble. She rode the orgasm with slow rolls of her hips, never once losing the steady stroke on his silk-covered cock.

The sight made Jesper’s balls draw up tight. He was so close. The lace edging dug into his skin and the silk clung wetly to every inch of his throbbing length.

Thalia shuddered through the final wave. She exhaled once, long and satisfied. Then she released his cock and stepped back.

Cool air hit his wet silk prison. His shaft strained painfully against the fabric, denied. A single thick drop of pre-cum rolled down the inside of the panties and cooled on his thigh.

Thalia buttoned her blouse with steady fingers. The flush on her chest slowly faded. She looked flawless again in seconds.

She picked up the tablet from her bag. The screen already showed a legal document with bright yellow signature boxes. She slid it across the polished desk until it stopped directly in front of him.

"Read every line. Then sign."

Jesper rose on shaky legs. The wet silk panties clung obscenely to his still-hard cock. He scanned the contract and felt the floor tilt.

The document was ironclad. It detailed total submission. Progressive feminization. Office-appropriate sissy uniforms. Diaper discipline for any defiance or loss of control. Permanent transfer of all decision-making to Thalia.

Photographs from his secret nights filled an attached appendix. One image showed him in red lace, cock leaking into matching panties while he stared at himself in a hotel mirror. The shame returned tenfold.

Yet his cock gave another helpless throb inside its silk cage. The fabric was already cooling and sticking to him. He could smell Thalia’s cum on her fingers as she waited.

"You will wear these panties every day starting now." Thalia’s tone stayed calm and instructional. "Tomorrow we begin measurements for your first corset. Wednesday you will receive your first plug. Small. Medical grade. Worn during all meetings."

Jesper’s mouth opened to protest. No sound came. His eyes kept returning to the line that read “full hormonal review within thirty days.”

Thalia leaned one hip against his desk. Her skirt rode slightly higher and revealed the glistening trail still on her inner thigh. She looked aroused all over again.

"I know the part of you that wants this. The part that stroked yourself raw in secret for years." She tapped the tablet. "Sign, and that part gets to live. Refuse, and the board sees every photo before lunch."

Jesper remembered the acquisition celebration last week. He had stood at the head of the table and accepted applause. Now he stood in soaked pink panties with his boss’s taste still on his tongue.

His hand moved toward the tablet. The silk shifted again and sent another spike of unwanted pleasure up his spine. He hated how good it felt. He hated how much more he suddenly wanted.

Thalia watched him struggle. A small, genuine smile touched her lips for the first time. It looked almost tender.

"You surprised yourself by kneeling so quickly. That’s a good sign, Jesper. Your body already knows its place."

She reached out and adjusted the waistband of the panties so the lace sat perfectly against his hips. Her fingers brushed his trapped cock one last time. It jumped eagerly.

"Sign. Then you may sit back down and finish reviewing those reports. In your new underwear. Feeling every second of what you really are."

Jesper picked up the stylus. The contract waited, glowing and merciless. His cock leaked steadily now, turning the pink silk darker with every heartbeat.

He signed.

Thalia exhaled softly. The sound carried satisfaction and fresh hunger at the same time. She took the tablet back and slipped it into her bag.

"Excellent. Phase one begins immediately." She walked to the door, heels clicking with the same measured grace as when she arrived. "I will check on you at four. Be ready to show me how well the panties are holding up."

The door closed behind her. Jesper sank into his chair. The wet silk squelched quietly against the leather.

He looked down at the faint outline of his erection pressing against pink lace. The quarterly reports still glowed on screen, but the numbers no longer mattered.

His career, his arrogance, his carefully built armor—all of it now rested in Thalia’s flawless hands. And the worst part was the slow, traitorous pulse of excitement that refused to die inside the silk.

Jesper closed the reports. He opened a new blank document instead. His fingers hovered over the keys while his cock continued to leak into its delicate prison.

He did not know what to type. He only knew the next click of her heels would come at four o’clock exactly.

And he would be waiting.


Chapter 2: Signed Away

The door clicked open again.

Jesper's head snapped up from the desk. His fingers still trembled over the keyboard. The wet pink silk clung to his cock like a second skin. Dark patches spread wider with every heartbeat.

Thalia filled the doorway. She did not smile. Her emerald eyes dropped straight to his lap and stayed there.

"Come with me."

He pushed back from the chair. The leather released him with a wet squelch. Cool air brushed his bare thighs above the socks. His erection bobbed inside the soaked lace trim as he stood.

Thalia turned without another word. Her stilettos clicked down the private corridor. Jesper followed in only his dress shirt, necktie, and those humiliating panties. Each step made the fabric slide over his leaking tip. Fresh pre-cum smeared across his inner thigh.

She held her office door open. He stepped inside. The lock clicked behind him with heavy finality.

The scent hit him first. Baby powder. A small open container sat on the corner of her desk like a promise. The sweet smell wrapped around his throat and made his stomach tighten.

Thalia moved behind her desk. She stayed standing. At six feet in those heels she towered over his seated frame. The size difference pressed on him like a hand on the back of his neck.

"Sit down, Jesper."

He lowered himself into the visitor chair. The cold leather shocked his skin. His balls drew up tighter. The panties were ruined now. Wet silk molded to every vein and ridge of his cock.

Thalia rested her fingertips on the desk. Her silk blouse stretched across heavy breasts. She had buttoned it perfectly after their last encounter. No trace remained of how she had gasped and dripped down her own thighs.

"You signed every page. That makes this legal. Ironclad. The board will never see those photos unless you force my hand." Her voice stayed low and unhurried. Clinical. "I will now explain the first three rules. Listen carefully. Interruptions earn penalties."

Jesper swallowed. His mouth felt dry. The baby powder scent kept drifting across the desk. It made his cock jump inside its silky prison.

"Rule one. You will wear only what I select beneath your suits. No exceptions. No negotiations. The pink panties are your new baseline. Tomorrow the real protocol begins with new undergarments I have already selected."

She let that settle. Her eyes never left his face.

"Rule two. Your cock belongs to the program now. Any arousal must be reported to me immediately. By message, by call, or in person. Hiding it counts as defiance."

Jesper's hands gripped the chair arms. The silk squelched again as he shifted. A fresh bead of pre-cum rolled down his shaft and soaked the fabric darker. He could feel it. He hated how much he noticed it.

"Rule three. You will address me as Miss Thalia in private. No hesitation. No attitude. The contract allows for progressive discipline. That includes diaper discipline for repeated failures. The photos in your file make clear why you will not test me."

Thalia walked around the desk. Her hips swayed with slow grace. She stopped directly in front of him. The baby powder scent mixed with her perfume and the faint musk still rising from under her pencil skirt.

She reached down and cupped his chin. Her fingers felt warm. Strong. The contrast between her flawless bronze skin and his sharper jaw made him feel smaller than his twenty-eight years.

"Good boy. Now you belong to the program."

The words sank into his chest like warm oil. His cock throbbed hard enough to lift the wet silk away from his belly for a second. Shame twisted through him. He was a vice president. He had closed nine-figure deals. Yet one sentence from her made his balls ache and his tip drip like a teenager.

Thalia noticed. Of course she noticed.

"Stand up. Hands behind your back."

He rose on unsteady legs. The chair rolled back. Thalia stepped closer until her breasts nearly brushed his tie. She was taller. Wider through the shoulders. Her presence filled the locked office and pressed the air from his lungs.

She slid one finger under the waistband of the panties. Pulled it away from his skin. Cool air kissed his wet cock. Then she let the elastic snap back. The wet silk slapped against his shaft with an obscene sound.

"Look at this mess. You leaked so much for me already. Does the silk feel good against your cock, Jesper? Be honest."

"It feels... too good." His voice came out hoarse. "I can't stop leaking. Miss Thalia."

Her lips curved. Not quite a smile. Something warmer. Hungrier. A flush crept up her collarbone again. She liked hearing him say it. Her thighs pressed together once. Subtle. But he saw it.

Thalia unbuttoned her blouse with steady fingers. Three buttons. Four. Heavy breasts spilled forward. Her nipples had already tightened into dark peaks. They looked fuller than before. Slightly swollen.

She cupped the back of his head exactly like last time. Guided him forward. His lips brushed warm, soft flesh. The scent of her skin mixed with the baby powder on the desk. Feminine. Overwhelming.

"Suck. Same as before. Use your tongue."

Jesper opened his mouth and took her left nipple between his lips. He drew on it gently at first. Then harder. Warmth flooded his tongue. Her breast felt heavy and alive in his mouth. He suckled like a man who had forgotten every boardroom victory he ever won.

Thalia exhaled through her nose. Her free hand moved between her legs. The pencil skirt rode up. He heard the wet sound of her fingers sliding through her folds. She was soaked again. Dripping from watching him break.

"Good boy. Just like that. Your mouth was made for this." Her voice stayed calm but her breathing quickened. "Nursing at my breast while your cock leaks into girl panties. This is who you are now."

His cheeks heated. The betrayal loop spun faster. Shame at how eagerly he suckled. Then the rush of fresh arousal that followed. His cock pulsed and spat another thick string of pre-cum into the silk. The fabric clung wetly to his balls. Every tiny shift made it squelch.

Thalia worked her fingers faster. Her hips rolled in tiny circles. She held his head tighter against her chest. Her nipple hardened even more between his lips. He swirled his tongue exactly the way she liked and felt her shudder.

Her emerald eyes stayed locked on his face. Watching every flicker of humiliation. Every helpless moan that vibrated through her breast.

"I am going to come on my fingers while you nurse me. You will stay hard. You will not come until I decide the program allows it."

She pressed two fingers deep inside herself. The wet sounds filled the locked office. Jesper kept sucking. His jaw started to ache but he did not stop. Her breast tasted of salt and power and something dangerously comforting.

Thalia's thighs began to tremble. The flush on her bronze skin deepened. She breathed harder now. Small gasps escaped her perfect lips. The statuesque woman who had walked in so controlled was losing herself in front of him.

"Yes. Right there. Suck harder."

He obeyed. Her nipple throbbed against his tongue. Thalia's fingers made frantic wet noises under her skirt. Her free hand gripped his hair. Not cruelly. Possessively.

Her whole body tensed. A low, throaty moan rolled out of her. Then her pussy clenched visibly around her fingers. Clear fluid dripped down her wrist and onto the carpet. She rode the orgasm with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips. Her breast heaved against his face. Her nipple pulsed between his lips with every contraction.

The sight and sound of her pleasure made Jesper's cock surge. The silk felt like a vice now. Tight. Wet. Unbearable. His balls drew up so tight they hurt. He wanted to spill. Needed to. The shame of wanting it while dressed like this only made the pressure worse.

Thalia shuddered through the final waves. She kept his mouth on her breast a moment longer. Then she eased him back. Her nipple slipped free with a wet pop. It glistened with his saliva and stood out dark and proud.

She looked down at the front of his panties. The silk was almost transparent now. His cock strained against it. The head was clearly visible. Purple. Leaking steadily.

"Such a good little corporate pansy. So obedient. So hard for your new rules."

Thalia reached down and wrapped her fingers around him through the wet silk. The fabric created a slick, slippery channel. She stroked once. Twice. Slow and clinical. Her thumb circled the head on every upstroke and spread his pre-cum everywhere.

Jesper's knees buckled. He locked them. The size difference hit him again. She stood over him like a queen inspecting merchandise. Her breasts still bare. Her skirt hiked. Her fingers owned his cock completely.

"You will wear the next pair tomorrow. They are softer. Lacier. With a little bow at the front. I chose them specifically for your measurements." She stroked faster. The silk made filthy sounds. "You will also begin corset training next week. Small steps. The program is designed to reshape you gradually. Inside and out."

His hips jerked forward without permission. The betrayal burned. He hated how perfect her hand felt. Hated how the feminine silk amplified every sensation. Hated that his mind kept flashing to the baby powder on her desk and what it meant for later.

Thalia leaned closer. Her breath brushed his ear. "I get wet watching you fight it. Did you know that? My pussy is still dripping from my orgasm. Because you look so pathetic and perfect nursing on me in your little panties."

She pumped him with steady, relentless strokes. The pressure built fast. His balls tightened. The familiar edge rushed up. Jesper gasped against her shoulder. His cock swelled in her grip. The silk clung and slid and drove him insane.

"Please. Miss Thalia. I need to come."

She slowed her hand. Not stopping. Just enough to keep him teetering. Her emerald eyes studied his face with total focus.

"Not yet. The program decides when you earn release. This is only rung two. You have many more steps before that privilege returns."

Her fingers kept moving. Slow. Teasing. The wet silk dragged over his frenulum again and again. Jesper's thighs shook. A desperate whine escaped his throat. He did not recognize the sound. It belonged to someone else. Someone already slipping.

Thalia's own breathing had not fully settled. Her nipples stayed hard. A fresh sheen of arousal glistened on her inner thighs. She was getting worked up again just from edging him.

She pressed her breast back to his lips. Not forcing. Offering.

"Open. One more minute of sucking while I feel how close you are."

He took her nipple again. The warm weight filled his mouth. He suckled deep and needy. Thalia stroked him faster now. The silk was soaked through. Every movement produced a constant wet squelch. His cock felt enormous. Painfully hard. Right on the edge of exploding.

Her free hand slipped between her own legs again. She fingered herself while she stroked him. The dual rhythm matched the wet sounds in the room. Her moans returned. Softer this time. More intimate.

Jesper's mind fractured. He was a ruthless negotiator. Feared in the boardroom. Yet here he stood locked in his superior's office, nursing at her tit like a desperate boy while she jerked his silk-covered cock and fingered her wet pussy.

The shame crested. Then flipped into something hotter. Darker. His hips started moving in tiny thrusts. Chasing her hand. Chasing the silk. Chasing the sweet baby powder scent that promised worse humiliations ahead.

Thalia's fingers tightened. She twisted her wrist on every stroke. Her breast heaved against his face. Her second orgasm built fast. Her thighs clamped around her own hand.

"Come for me. Now. Into your pretty panties like the sissy you are."

The permission hit like a trigger. Jesper cried out around her nipple. His cock contracted hard. The first thick rope of cum shot out and flooded the silk. Then another. And another. The fabric grew hotter. Wetter. Heavy with his own load. It dripped down his balls and soaked the lace trim completely.

Thalia moaned loud and broke at the same moment. Her pussy clenched visibly on her fingers. Fresh wetness ran down her wrist. She ground against her hand while she milked every pulse from his cock. Her breast trembled in his mouth. Her emerald eyes never closed. She watched him fall apart.

The orgasm seemed to last forever. His cock kept spurting. The silk could not contain it all. Cum leaked out the leg bands and ran down his thigh in warm trails. The scent of it mixed with the baby powder. Filthy. Feminine. Final.

Thalia stroked him through every aftershock. Gentle now. Almost tender. She milked the last weak spurts into the ruined panties. Then she released him. The silk snapped back against his spent cock. It felt disgusting. Warm. Sticky. Perfect.

She buttoned her blouse with steady fingers again. The flush on her skin faded slowly. She looked composed within seconds. Only the wet shine on her inner thighs remained as evidence.

Jesper stood there on shaky legs. Cum cooled against his skin. The panties sagged heavily between his thighs. Every breath made the wet fabric shift and remind him what he had just done.

Thalia reached out and adjusted the waistband. Her touch was clinical. Possessive. She tucked his softening cock neatly inside the mess he had made.

"Good boy. Now you belong to the program."

She stepped back. The locked door waited behind her. Her voice stayed perfectly calm.

"Return to your desk. Finish your reports. Wear the evidence of what happened here until I say otherwise. Tomorrow the real protocol begins with new undergarments I have already selected. They will be delivered to you at nine sharp."

Jesper nodded. Words would not come. His mind spun with the contract clauses. The corset. The plug. The diapers waiting if he failed. The baby powder scent followed him as he turned toward the door.

Thalia unlocked it for him. Her fingers brushed his lower back as he passed. A small touch. Almost affectionate.

"Remember to report any new arousal. The program is watching."

The door closed behind him. The corridor felt longer now. The wet, cum-filled panties squelched with every step. Warm seed shifted inside the silk. His cock gave one last helpless twitch at the sensation.

He did not look back. But he already knew he would be ready at nine tomorrow. The part of him that once ran the boardroom had gone very quiet.

The part wearing soaked pink panties had already started counting the hours.


Chapter 3: Lace Under Wool

Jesper stood naked in the sleek marble confines of Thalia's private executive bathroom, the morning light filtering coldly through frosted glass. The air carried the faint scent of her perfume - something expensive and floral with an undercurrent of musk that made his skin prickle. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic rhythm that betrayed the cool mask he tried to maintain. Yesterday's contract signing still burned in his mind, that crisp stack of papers granting her absolute control over his "reform." He had signed with a steady hand, telling himself it was just a temporary humiliation to avoid prison. But his cock had betrayed him even then, twitching at the calm authority in her emerald eyes.

Thalia moved with deliberate grace, her designer pencil skirt hugging the swell of her hips as she circled him like a predator assessing prey. She hadn't raised her voice once. She never did. Her silk blouse whispered against her skin with each step, the top button undone just enough to reveal the shadowed valley between her full breasts. In her manicured hands, she held two items that made Jesper's stomach twist: a gleaming steel chastity cage, cold and unforgiving, and a pair of delicate pink lace panties that looked absurdly feminine against her bronze fingers.

"Hands behind your back, Jesper," she said, her voice low and velvet-smooth, like honey poured over steel. "Feet shoulder-width apart. I want to see everything."

He complied, jaw clenched, ice-blue eyes fixed on the tiled wall. His lean, sharp-jawed frame was exposed - meticulously groomed chest, flat stomach, the V of muscle leading down to his cock, which, traitor that it was, was already half-hard, thickening under her calculating gaze. The memory of Rung 1 flooded back: that first meeting where her eyes had locked on him and his body had responded instantly, a shameful surge of arousal that left him aching.

Thalia stepped closer, her heels clicking softly. She didn't touch him yet. She simply observed, letting the silence stretch until he felt the weight of his nakedness like a physical pressure. "Look at you," she murmured, almost to herself. "Still trying to project that boardroom dominance. But your body knows better. It's already leaking for me."

A bead of precum glistened at the tip of his cock. Jesper's cheeks burned, but he didn't move. Her words were clinical, detached, yet laced with that subtle arousal she never hid - the way her nipples tightened visibly against the silk of her blouse, the faint flush creeping up her flawless bronze neck.

She set the lace panties aside on the marble counter and picked up the chastity cage. The device was a work of cruel engineering: a tight steel tube with a curved ring at the base, complete with a small padlock that glinted menacingly. Thalia coated the inside with a thin layer of clear lube, her movements slow and precise.

"Knees slightly bent," she instructed. "This goes on now. No arguments. The contract is clear - your cock belongs to the program."

Jesper's breath hitched as she knelt gracefully before him, her chignon perfectly in place, not a strand of midnight hair out of order. Her face was level with his groin, emerald eyes flicking up to meet his for a brief, piercing moment. She cupped his balls gently, rolling them in her palm as if weighing them, then slid the ring behind his scrotum. The metal was shockingly cold against his warm skin, sending a shiver up his spine. His cock jerked involuntarily, swelling further as her fingers brushed the sensitive underside.

"Shh," she soothed, though her voice held no real comfort. "It fights because it knows what's coming. But it will learn."

She worked the steel tube over his hardening shaft, pressing the flared head into the narrow opening. Jesper groaned, the sensation a mix of constriction and perverse pleasure. The lube helped, but the cage was mercilessly small, designed to deny even the slightest full erection. As she pushed it down, his cock throbbed, trying to expand, only to meet unyielding metal. The pressure built, a dull ache that made his knees weak. Thalia's breath was warm against his thigh, and he could smell her arousal now - a faint, feminine musk that mixed with the sterile scent of the bathroom.

"Almost there," she whispered, adjusting the tube until it locked into place with the base ring. His cock was trapped, bent slightly downward, the steel encasing him from root to tip. Only the very tip peeked through a small slit at the end, enough for hygiene but nothing more. Thalia clicked the padlock shut with a final, decisive snap. The sound echoed off the marble walls like a gunshot.

Jesper gasped, staring down at the gleaming device. His once-proud cock, the one that had sealed deals and fucked rivals' secretaries into submission, was now a caged, impotent thing. The weight of the steel tugged gently, a constant reminder. A fresh drop of precum oozed through the slit, dripping slowly onto the floor.

Thalia rose smoothly, wiping her hands on a soft towel. Her emerald eyes gleamed with satisfaction, and she pressed a hand lightly to her own thigh, just below the hem of her skirt, as if steadying the heat building there. "Beautiful," she said softly. "The first real step. No more unauthorized hardness for you, Jesper. Not until I decide you've earned it."

He wanted to snap back, to reclaim some shred of his arrogance, but the words died in his throat. Instead, his caged cock pulsed futilely, the steel biting into his flesh with every futile twitch.

She picked up the pink lace panties next. They were sheer, delicate, with scalloped edges and a tiny satin bow at the front. The fabric looked impossibly fragile, like something a secretary might wear under her suit to feel secretly naughty. Thalia dangled them from one finger, letting them sway.

"Step into them," she commanded.

Jesper hesitated for half a second - long enough for her to arch one perfect brow. He lifted one foot, then the other, as she crouched again and slid the lace up his calves. The material whispered against his skin, soft and teasing, a stark contrast to the cold steel locked around his manhood. Higher and higher, over his knees, thighs, until the lace cupped his caged cock and balls in a gentle, humiliating embrace. The panties were snug, the back riding up slightly between his ass cheeks, the front molding obscenely to the outline of the cage. A faint pink shadow showed through the sheer fabric where his trapped flesh pressed.

Thalia smoothed the lace with both hands, her palms gliding over his hips, adjusting the waistband so it sat perfectly low on his pelvis. Her fingers lingered, tracing the edge where lace met skin. "There," she breathed, voice thick with that quiet arousal. "Lace under wool. No one in the office will know, but you'll feel it with every step. Every meeting. Every time you sit in that big leather chair and try to crush another rival."

Jesper's breath came shallow. The panties felt ridiculous, effeminate, yet the soft caress of the fabric against his caged cock sent unwanted sparks of pleasure through him. His balls ached against the steel, the lace teasing the sensitive skin. He could see himself in the full-length mirror - lean, powerful body still mostly the same, but now defiled with pink lace and steel. The contrast made his stomach clench with shame... and something darker, hotter.

Thalia stood behind him, her body close enough that he felt the heat radiating from her. She rested her chin lightly on his shoulder, emerald eyes meeting his in the reflection. One hand slid around to cup the front of the panties, squeezing the cage gently through the lace. "Feel how it holds you? So pretty. So helpless. Your arrogance is already cracking, isn't it? That fast-talking VP who thought he could embezzle without consequence... now reduced to this."

Her other hand trailed down his back, nails grazing lightly, then lower, slipping under the lace to brush the cleft of his ass. Jesper shuddered, his caged cock straining painfully. A low whimper escaped him before he could bite it back.

"Good boy," she praised softly, her voice a caress. "The body learns faster than the mind. By the time we reach the higher rungs, you'll be begging for the next layer."

She stepped away, leaving him trembling. From a drawer, she produced a fresh white dress shirt and his tailored wool suit trousers. "Dress for the office. The lace and cage stay on all day. No adjustments. If I check later and find you've tried to touch... well, the contract allows for immediate correction."

Jesper pulled on the shirt, the crisp cotton feeling normal against his chest, but every movement made the lace panties shift, the steel cage tug. He zipped the trousers over the hidden shame, the wool concealing everything perfectly. In the mirror, he looked like the same ruthless executive - sharp jaw, ice-blue eyes, expensive suit. But beneath it all, the pink lace whispered against his skin, the cage a constant, throbbing prison.

Thalia watched him button his cuffs, her lips curved in a faint, knowing smile. She adjusted her own blouse, the silk stretching across her breasts as she took a slow breath. The sight of him like this clearly affected her; a subtle sheen of sweat glistened at her collarbone, and her thighs pressed together once, discreetly.

"Conference room in twenty minutes," she said, voice steady as ever. "You'll present the Q3 projections. And Jesper? I want you hard in that cage the entire time. Think about what I've done to you."

He nodded mutely, following her out of the bathroom. The walk down the hall was torture. Each step made the lace panties ride up, the steel cage shift and pull. His cock tried desperately to swell, only to be crushed back by the unyielding metal. The sensation was maddening - a dull, aching throb that built with every stride. Colleagues nodded at him in passing, oblivious to the sissy secret hidden under his impeccable wool suit.

In the conference room, Jesper took his place at the head of the table, clicking through slides with forced confidence. His voice remained sharp, fast-talking as always, negotiating minor points with the same ruthless edge. But inside, the lace caressed his thighs, the cage bit into his flesh. Thalia sat at the far end, legs crossed elegantly, her emerald eyes never leaving him. She didn't speak much, but when she did, her calm questions cut straight through his facade.

Halfway through, as he gestured to a graph, a particularly tight shift of the panties made his caged cock pulse hard. He faltered for a split second, a bead of sweat trickling down his back. Thalia's lips parted slightly, her chest rising with a slow, controlled breath. She was aroused - he could see it in the way her fingers tightened on her pen, the subtle rock of her hips in her chair.

By the end of the meeting, Jesper was a mess beneath the suit. His balls ached from the constant denial, precum soaking the inside of the lace, making the fabric cling wetly. He excused himself quickly, retreating to his office.

Thalia followed minutes later, closing the door with a soft click. She approached his desk, where he stood trying to compose himself.

"Show me," she ordered quietly.

With shaking hands, Jesper unbuckled his belt and lowered his trousers just enough. The pink lace was visible, darkened with moisture at the front where his caged cock leaked helplessly. Thalia's eyes darkened with lust. She reached out, tracing a finger over the wet lace, pressing the steel through it.

"Such a good girl already," she murmured, her voice husky. "Leaking like a desperate little slut in her pretty panties. The wool hides it so well, doesn't it? But I know. And soon, everyone will see pieces of what you've become."

Jesper's pride warred with the raw need building in him. He hated how much it turned him on - the humiliation, the control, her obvious arousal at peeling away his masculinity layer by layer.

She straightened, smoothing her skirt. "Lunch is in an hour. After that, I have something special planned."

As he redressed, adjusting the lace and cage back into place, Thalia pulled out her phone. Her fingers danced across the screen with elegant precision.

She looked up, emerald eyes locking onto his with that calculating intensity. "I've just booked you for a full-body treatment after lunch."

The words hung in the air, heavy with promise of the next rung. Jesper's caged cock twitched violently in its lace prison, already craving whatever fresh degradation awaited.


Chapter 4: Smooth

Jesper's heart pounded as Thalia led him through a concealed door at the back of her executive suite, the one that opened into a private room he had never known existed. The space was clinical yet luxurious: soft lighting from recessed fixtures, a large leather-padded examination table in the center with adjustable straps and stirrups, and a rolling cart laden with towels, razors, lotions, and bowls of warm water. The air smelled of antiseptic mixed with the faint floral musk of Thalia's perfume. His wool suit felt heavier than usual, the pink lace panties and steel chastity cage a constant, humiliating secret against his skin from the morning's fitting.

"Strip," Thalia commanded calmly, her voice low and unhurried as she locked the door behind them. She wore the same tailored pencil skirt and silk blouse, her midnight hair still in that flawless chignon, emerald eyes missing nothing. "Everything off. Fold your clothes neatly on the chair. Then lie face-up on the table."

Jesper hesitated, his sharp jaw tightening. The arrogant VP who had crushed rivals without mercy wanted to protest, to reclaim some shred of control. But the contract burned in his memory, and worse, his caged cock twitched traitorously in its lace prison at the thought of what was coming. He unbuttoned his shirt with shaking fingers, revealing his lean, meticulously groomed chest. The trousers came next, sliding down to expose the pink lace panties, now slightly stained from his earlier leaking. Thalia watched without expression, though he caught the subtle way her thighs pressed together, the faint rise of her breasts as her breathing deepened with quiet arousal.

He peeled off the panties last, the lace whispering down his legs. The steel cage gleamed under the lights, his trapped shaft straining futilely against the metal. Naked now, Jesper climbed onto the cool leather table, the surface sticking slightly to his skin. Thalia moved efficiently, securing thick padded straps around his wrists and ankles, then adjusting the stirrups so his legs were spread wide, knees bent and elevated. His ass was slightly raised, cock and balls fully exposed and vulnerable. A final strap went across his waist, pinning him down. He tested the restraints instinctively - immovable.

"Perfect," Thalia murmured, wheeling the cart closer. She snapped on a pair of thin latex gloves with a crisp sound, then filled a bowl with warm water and added a generous amount of silky shaving cream. "This is Rung 4, Jesper. Every inch of your body will be smooth. No more coarse masculinity hiding underneath that expensive suit. You'll feel the air on your skin, the lace and diapers later, with nothing in between."

She started at his chest, dipping a soft brush into the cream and applying it in slow, deliberate strokes. The cool foam spread across his pectorals, over his nipples, which hardened instantly under the sensation. Thalia's touch was clinical, almost medical, yet her emerald eyes gleamed with that dark hunger as she picked up a fresh razor. "Breathe," she said softly. "This will take time. I enjoy doing it myself."

The first stroke was smooth and unhurried, the razor gliding over his skin with a faint scraping sound, removing the light dusting of hair in a clean path. Jesper shivered, the vulnerability hitting him hard. He was strapped down, legs spread like a specimen, while this statuesque woman methodically erased his body hair. Another stroke, then another, her free hand steadying his skin with firm pressure. She worked around his nipples, circling them carefully, the blade coming dangerously close without nicking. Each pass left his skin pink and glistening, impossibly smooth.

"You're already responding," she observed, her voice a low caress. One gloved hand brushed lightly over his caged cock, which had begun to leak again, precum oozing through the slit. "Look at that. Your body craves the smoothness. It knows it belongs to softer things now."

Jesper bit back a groan, his ice-blue eyes fixed on the ceiling. The razor moved lower, across his stomach, tracing the lines of his abs until they were bare and shiny. Thalia rinsed the blade frequently in the warm water, her movements graceful and precise. She hummed softly under her breath, a content sound that made his stomach twist with shame and unwanted heat. The scent of the shaving cream mixed with her perfume, creating an intoxicating haze.

When she reached his pubic area, she paused, adjusting the stirrups to spread him even wider. His caged cock and balls were lifted slightly by the position, fully on display. Thalia applied more cream, lathering generously around the base of the steel device, over his scrotum, and down toward his perineum. "This part requires care," she said, almost conversationally. "I don't want any accidents. Your little clitty needs to stay locked and pretty."

The razor touched down, slow strokes clearing the dark hair from around the cage. Jesper's breath came in short gasps as the blade glided over the sensitive skin of his balls, pulling them taut with her fingers to get every follicle. The sensation was electric - vulnerable, exposing, the cool air hitting newly bare skin immediately after each pass. His cock strained harder in its prison, the metal biting as it tried to swell. Thalia's gloved fingers occasionally brushed the cage, squeezing lightly, feeling the heat radiating from his trapped flesh.

"Such a pretty sight," she whispered, her own cheeks flushing faintly. She leaned closer, her silk blouse brushing his thigh, and he could smell her arousal more clearly now, a warm, feminine scent that made his head spin. "All that arrogant masculinity, shaved away stroke by stroke. Soon you'll be as smooth as any sissy pansy should be."

She worked meticulously down the shaft of the cage itself, ensuring no hair remained trapped beneath the steel. Then lower, to his ass. Thalia adjusted the table, tilting it slightly so his hole was more accessible. More cream, applied with the brush in gentle circles around his tight pucker. Jesper tensed, the strap holding him firm as the razor approached. Slow, careful strokes removed every trace of hair from his crack, her fingers spreading his cheeks for better access. The blade whispered over the sensitive skin, leaving him bare and tingling.

By the time she finished his legs - long, smooth strokes from thighs to ankles and toes - Jesper was a trembling mess. His entire body felt alien, hypersensitive. The leather beneath him stuck to his now-smooth back and ass. Every shift sent cool air whispering over places that had never felt so exposed.

Thalia wiped him down with warm, damp towels, removing all traces of cream. Then she uncapped a bottle of thick, scented lotion - something floral and feminine - and poured it into her gloved palms. "Now the lotioning. To keep your skin soft and pampered. This is part of the protocol."

Her hands moved over him in firm, massaging strokes. Starting at his chest again, she rubbed the lotion in deeply, her fingers circling his nipples until they were slick and peaked. Down his stomach, over his smooth pubic mound, around the chastity cage where she paid special attention, coating the steel and the bare skin beneath until it glistened. Jesper moaned despite himself, the sensation overwhelming. Her touch was thorough, clinical in its thoroughness, yet laced with her growing excitement. She spent extra time on his ass, fingers gliding between his cheeks, pressing lightly against his hole as she lotioned every inch.

"You're doing so well," she praised softly, her voice thick. "Feel how smooth you are? Like silk. No more rough executive hiding behind suits. Just soft, submissive skin ready for lace, for diapers, for everything I'm going to layer on you."

Jesper's mind reeled. The once-cutthroat VP, now strapped naked and hairless on a leather table, his body lotioned and pampered like a doll. His caged cock leaked steadily, the lotion making everything slick and obscene. Thalia's breathing had grown heavier; she paused once to press her thighs together, clearly aroused by the transformation unfolding under her hands.

When she finished, his entire body shone with a subtle sheen, smelling faintly of flowers and powder. She removed her gloves with a snap, then ran her bare fingers lightly over his thigh, testing the smoothness. A satisfied smile curved her lips.

"Exquisite," she murmured. "Rung 4 complete. Your body is ready."

She stepped back slightly, her emerald eyes locking onto his with that piercing, calculating gaze. The air between them crackled with tension.

She announces the first plug will be fitted immediately.

Jesper's breath caught as Thalia's words hung in the charged silence of the hidden suite. Her emerald eyes gleamed with quiet triumph, the subtle flush on her bronze skin betraying how deeply this slow dismantling excited her. The lotion-slick smoothness of his newly shaved body made every breath feel amplified, the cool air kissing his bare skin like a constant reminder of his vulnerability.

"Perfect timing," Thalia said softly, turning to the cart once more. "The first plug will be fitted immediately."


Chapter 5: Blush Plug

Jesper's freshly shaved skin still tingled from the thorough lotioning as Thalia unstrapped him from the leather table with deliberate, unhurried movements. His body felt alien - smooth, hypersensitive, every inch exposed and pampered in a way that made his stomach twist with humiliated heat. The steel chastity cage locked around his cock felt heavier now against the bare, lotioned skin of his pubic mound, and the pink lace panties she had him slide back on whispered mockingly against his thighs. But she didn't let him dress further.

"Over my desk," Thalia instructed calmly, her voice that low, velvet control that never wavered. "Face down. Arms stretched forward, legs apart. I want that smooth little ass presented properly for Rung 5."

The hidden office suite connected directly to her main executive space, and she guided him there on trembling legs. The large mahogany desk dominated the room, its surface cleared except for a single leather blotter. Jesper's ice-blue eyes flicked to the floor-to-ceiling windows with their smart glass - currently opaque - but the knowledge that the corporate world hummed just beyond made his pulse race. He bent over the cool wood, pressing his smooth chest and stomach against it, arms extended to grip the far edge. Thalia adjusted his stance with firm hands on his hips, spreading his legs wider until his lotioned ass cheeks parted slightly, revealing the newly bare, puckered hole between them.

She stepped back for a moment, admiring her work. "Look at you," she murmured, arousal thickening her tone just enough to be noticeable. "Freshly shaved smooth as a doll. That arrogant VP body erased, inch by inch. Your skin is glowing, Jesper. So soft. So ready to be filled."

Jesper trembled, his caged cock twitching uselessly in its steel prison where it pressed against the desk's edge. The pink lace panties were pulled down to mid-thigh, framing his vulnerability. He heard Thalia open a drawer, the soft rustle of packaging, then the unmistakable click of a bottle cap. Cold lube. The sound alone sent a shiver racing up his spine.

Thalia returned, one hand resting lightly on the small of his back to hold him in place. "This is the Beginner's Blush plug," she explained clinically, as if discussing quarterly reports. "Small, tapered, with a lovely pink jeweled base that will nestle so prettily between your smooth cheeks. It will stretch you gently, train that tight little hole to accept what I give it. Breathe through it. Your body will learn."

She squeezed a generous dollop of the lube directly onto his exposed hole. The gel was shockingly cold, making Jesper gasp and clench instinctively. The viscous fluid trickled down his crack, over the sensitive bare skin, contrasting sharply with the warmth of his body. Thalia used two gloved fingers to spread it thoroughly, circling his pucker with slow, clinical strokes that teased without penetrating. The cold made his hole flutter, contracting around nothing as the lube warmed slightly from his heat.

"Such a responsive little sissy," she cooed softly, pressing one fingertip against the tight ring. "It winks for me already. Your pride hates this, but your cock is leaking like a faucet in its cage. Feel that betrayal?"

Jesper bit his lip hard, a low whimper escaping as her finger breached him - just the tip, working the cold lube inside with gentle twists. The sensation was overwhelming: the slick chill invading his most private place, his smooth ass cheeks quivering under her touch. Thalia took her time, adding more lube, fucking the single finger in and out with measured strokes until his hole relaxed enough to accept a second. She scissored them carefully, stretching the tight muscle, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet office.

"Relax," she commanded without raising her voice. "Push back against me. Good girl. That's it - open for your plug like the obedient pansy you're becoming."

The plug itself appeared in her other hand: a smooth, tapered silicone toy, modest in size but with a flared base shaped like a delicate pink heart, embedded with a sparkling blush-colored jewel. It glistened with extra lube as she pressed the tip against his prepared hole.

Jesper's breath hitched, his fingers gripping the desk edge until his knuckles whitened. The cold lube had prepared him, but the plug still felt substantial as Thalia began to work it in with slow, relentless pressure. The tapered head popped past his ring with a soft, wet sound, making him moan involuntarily. The stretch burned sweetly, his smooth inner walls clenching around the invading silicone.

"Easy," Thalia soothed, her free hand stroking his lotioned back in firm circles. "Take it all. Feel how it fills you? This is only the beginning. By the higher rungs, you'll be taking much larger things while you thank me."

She twisted the plug gently as she pushed deeper, the cold lube squelching with each millimeter. Jesper's caged cock throbbed painfully against the desk, leaking a steady stream of precum that smeared across the wood and soaked into the lace panties bunched at his thighs. The humiliation was exquisite - bent over his compliance director's desk, freshly shaved smooth, a pink plug being worked into his ass while she grew visibly aroused behind him. Thalia's breathing had deepened; he could hear the faint rustle of her silk blouse as her nipples hardened, the subtle shift of her thighs pressing together under her pencil skirt.

Deeper still. The plug widened toward its middle, stretching him further until he gasped, forehead pressed to the blotter. "Oh fuck - " he muttered, the words slipping out before he could stop them.

Thalia's laugh was soft, indulgent. "Language, sissy. But yes - feel it opening you. Your body is so greedy once the pride cracks." She gave a final, firm push, and the plug seated fully with a audible pop. The jeweled base nestled flush between his smooth, lotioned ass cheeks, the pink sparkle winking obscenely in the office light. The fullness was immediate and intense, pressing against his prostate with every tiny shift of his hips. Jesper's hole clenched around the neck, holding the toy securely inside him.

Thalia stepped back to admire her work, her emerald eyes dark with lust. She ran a single finger around the base, pressing it lightly to make the plug shift inside him. Jesper whimpered, his smooth thighs trembling as a fresh gush of precum dripped from his cage.

"Beautiful," she breathed. "The Beginner's Blush looks perfect on you. Pink for your new status. Every time you sit, walk, or try to focus in a meeting, you'll feel it. A constant reminder that your ass belongs to the protocol now."

She left it in place as she pulled his pink lace panties back up his legs, the sheer fabric snapping into place over the jeweled base. The lace framed the plug beautifully, the bulge visible if anyone looked closely enough. Then she helped him stand on shaky legs, his body still bent slightly forward from the intrusion.

Jesper's mind reeled. The plug moved with every breath, nudging that sensitive spot inside and sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through his denied cock. He was smooth, plugged, caged, and dressed only in lace panties in the middle of her office. The ruthless executive reduced to this trembling, leaking mess.

Thalia smoothed her own skirt, the subtle sheen of arousal on her bronze skin evident in the way her cheeks flushed and her emerald eyes lingered on his plugged ass. She had clearly enjoyed every second of working the cold lube and the toy into him, her control only heightening her own quiet excitement.

She turned to her desk drawer once more, fingers hovering over the handle with deliberate grace.

She has one more item waiting in the drawer.


Chapter 6: First Crinkle

Jesper stood trembling in the center of Thalia’s private executive suite, his freshly shaved skin still gleaming with lotion and flushed from the invasive fullness of the Beginner's Blush plug nestled deep between his smooth cheeks. The pink jeweled base winked obscenely every time he shifted his weight, pressing relentlessly against his prostate and forcing another helpless bead of precum to leak from the slit of his steel chastity cage. His pink lace panties were pulled up just enough to frame the toy, the sheer fabric darkened and clinging wetly to the trapped, denied bulge. He felt ridiculous, exposed, and unbearably aroused, the arrogant VP long since cracked open by the slow, clinical dismantling of his masculinity.

Thalia circled him slowly, her emerald eyes drinking in every inch of his vulnerability. Her silk blouse clung to the swell of her breasts, nipples visibly tight beneath the fabric, and the subtle sway of her hips in that tailored pencil skirt betrayed the wet heat building between her own thighs. She never rushed. She never raised her voice. But the quiet hunger in her gaze made Jesper’s stomach clench with shameful anticipation.

“Rung 6,” she murmured, voice low and velvet-smooth. “The first crinkle. Nothing says total surrender quite like thick, padded protection hugging that smooth little body.”

She stepped to a wide drawer in the built-in cabinet and pulled it open with deliberate grace. Inside lay a stack of pristine white diapers, thick and plush, their plastic backing already promising that unmistakable crinkle. Thalia selected the top one, unfolding it with both hands. The sound was immediate and humiliating - a loud, papery rustle that filled the quiet room like a confession. The diaper was bulky, with high-rise sides, reinforced leak guards, and a soft, quilted inner lining printed with faint pastel patterns that only deepened the emasculation.

Jesper’s breath caught. “Thalia… this is - ”

“Necessary,” she finished calmly, cutting him off without effort. “The contract is explicit. Your body will learn to use what I provide. No arguments. Now, hands behind your head. Legs apart.”

He obeyed, cheeks burning as he laced his fingers behind his neck, exposing himself completely. Thalia knelt gracefully before him, the unfolded diaper held open like an offering. The thick padding brushed his calves first, then his thighs as she lifted it between his legs. The material was warm from the drawer, but the plastic outer layer felt foreign and infantile against his lotioned, hairless skin.

“Lift,” she commanded softly.

Jesper rose onto his toes, and Thalia pressed the front of the diaper firmly against his caged cock and plugged ass. The bulk settled heavily between his thighs, the padding molding around the steel cage and the base of the pink plug. She pulled the back up snugly over his smooth cheeks, trapping the jeweled toy even deeper inside him with a fresh, insistent nudge against his prostate.

The crinkle was constant now - loud, unmistakable, every tiny movement producing that humiliating plastic rustle. Jesper’s knees weakened as Thalia reached for the baby powder. She shook the container generously, the sweet, powdery scent flooding the air and mixing with her own aroused musk.

“Hold still,” she said, voice thick with quiet pleasure.

A heavy cloud of white talc cascaded over his groin and ass. Thalia used her bare hands to rub it in thoroughly, her palms gliding over the bare skin above the diaper, then slipping under the padding to coat every crease. She powdered his caged cock liberally, fingers brushing the steel through the soft inner lining, then worked more between his smooth cheeks around the plug. The powder made everything slick and fragrant, turning his most intimate areas into a soft, padded playground of humiliation.

Jesper moaned, the sound involuntary and broken. The combination of the thick diaper pressing the plug harder against his prostate, the cold steel cage, the heavy powder, and the constant crinkle was driving him insane. His cock strained futilely, leaking steadily into the absorbent padding as Thalia continued her work.

“So much powder,” she observed with a soft, satisfied hum. “It will keep you dry… for now. But soon you’ll learn to let go right here, in the warmth of your diaper, while I watch.”

She pulled the front panel up high and tight, the thick padding bulging obscenely between his legs and forcing his thighs apart in a waddling stance. The tapes were next - strong, refastenable tabs that she pulled with firm, decisive strokes. First the right side, then the left, then again on each for extra tightness. The diaper cinched snugly around his waist, the leg cuffs gripping his smooth thighs with gentle elastic pressure. The bulk was immense; he could feel the heavy padding squishing between his legs, the crinkle echoing with every breath.

Thalia stood back to admire her creation, one hand absently pressing against the front of her skirt as if soothing the ache of her own arousal. “Turn for me. Slowly.”

Jesper obeyed, the diaper forcing his gait into a slight, humiliating shuffle. The plastic shell crinkled loudly with every step, the thick padding rubbing against his plugged hole and caged cock in a relentless, teasing rhythm. In the full-length mirror across the room he caught his reflection: lean, sharp-jawed executive body now reduced to nothing but pink lace panties pulled down around his thighs and a massively padded white diaper hugging his hips and ass. The pink jewel of the plug was just visible if he bent slightly, sparkling mockingly from between his powdered cheeks.

Thalia stepped close behind him, her breasts brushing his back through her silk blouse. One hand slid around to pat the front of the diaper firmly, the crinkle exploding under her palm. “Feel that? Thick. Secure. Crinkling with every movement. This is what you wear now when I say. Your cock is locked, your ass is plugged, and your dignity is padded away. How does it feel, knowing the ruthless VP who crushed rivals is standing here in a diaper?”

Jesper’s voice cracked. “It’s… humiliating.”

“And yet you’re leaking like a desperate little slut,” she whispered, squeezing the padded bulge. The pressure pushed the plug deeper, grinding it against his prostate until his knees buckled. A fresh spurt of precum soaked into the padding. “Your body loves it. Your pride is already crumbling. Soon you’ll be begging to use this diaper properly while I praise you for being such a good sissy pansy.”

She kept him like that for long minutes, making him walk back and forth across the suite. Each step produced a loud, rhythmic crinkle that filled the room. The diaper sagged slightly under the weight of the powder and his leaking arousal, the bulk forcing his legs into that unmistakable infantile spread. Thalia watched with hooded eyes, her breathing slow and deep, clearly savoring every second of his degradation. She adjusted the tapes twice more, pulling them tighter until the diaper was a second skin - snug, secure, and inescapably noisy.

Finally, she allowed him to pull the pink lace panties back up over the diaper. The sheer fabric stretched obscenely over the padded bulk, the lace trim framing the white plastic like delicate gift wrapping on something utterly infantile. The contrast was obscene.

Thalia ran her hands over the finished product, smoothing the lace, pressing here and there to feel the crinkle and the heat radiating from his plugged, padded groin. “Rung 6 complete,” she said softly, her voice husky with restrained lust. “You’ll wear this until I decide otherwise. Change only when I permit it. And you will use it. Your body will learn.”

Jesper stood there, trembling in the thick, crinkling diaper, the plug still shifting inside him with every shallow breath. His mind spun with the overwhelming sensations - the powder’s sweet scent, the relentless rustle, the humiliating bulk between his legs, the steel cage denying him any real relief.

Thalia stepped back, smoothing her skirt and composing herself with that flawless grace. Her emerald eyes met his in the mirror, calm and commanding.

“Tomorrow he wears it under his suit to the board meeting.”


Chapter 7: Boardroom Buzz

Jesper sat at the head of the long mahogany conference table, his tailored charcoal wool suit immaculate, ice-blue eyes fixed on the projected slides with forced authority. The quarterly board meeting hummed with the usual tension - department heads shifting in their seats, analysts scribbling notes, the faint click of laptops and the low murmur of corporate jargon. No one suspected a thing. Beneath the crisp white shirt and perfectly knotted tie, his body told a different story.

The thick diaper from the previous day crinkled softly with every subtle shift in his leather chair. The heavy padding, still heavily powdered and taped snugly around his smooth, hairless hips, forced his thighs apart in a barely noticeable waddle when he had walked into the room. The pink lace panties stretched taut over the bulky plastic shell, and deeper still, the Beginner's Blush plug remained lodged firmly in his ass, its jeweled base pressing against the diaper's inner lining. But Thalia had added something new that morning before he dressed: a small, egg-shaped vibrator tucked behind the plug, nestled against his prostate with merciless precision. The remote lay in her elegant hand under the table at the far end of the room.

He was mid-sentence on the Q3 revenue projections when the first buzz hit.

"...and as you can see from slide seven, the European division has shown a twelve percent - "

The vibration was low at first, a gentle, pulsing thrum that radiated from deep inside him, grinding the plug harder against that sensitive gland. Jesper's voice faltered for a split second, his sharp jaw tightening as a hot jolt of unwanted pleasure shot through his caged cock. The steel chastity device bit cruelly into his swelling flesh, trapping the sudden surge of arousal. Beneath the wool trousers and the thick, crinkling diaper, his trapped shaft leaked heavily, soaking the powdered padding in a warm, shameful gush.

Thalia sat perfectly composed at the opposite end, her statuesque frame draped in a midnight-blue pencil skirt and cream silk blouse that hugged every curve. Her midnight hair remained in its flawless chignon, emerald eyes locked on him with that calm, calculating intensity. She didn't smile. She didn't speak. But her thumb moved almost imperceptibly on the small black remote, and the vibration intensified.

Jesper gripped the edge of the table, knuckles whitening under the polished wood. The diaper crinkled louder as he shifted involuntarily, the heavy bulk squishing between his legs and rubbing the vibrating egg against his prostate with every tiny movement. The sensation was relentless - a deep, buzzing massage that made his hole clench around the plug and the egg, sending waves of humiliating ecstasy through his denied body. His balls ached inside the steel ring, drawn tight and heavy, while fresh precum pulsed into the absorbent core.

"Twelve percent growth," he continued, forcing his fast-talking edge back into his voice, though it came out slightly strained. "Driven by the new compliance initiatives under Director Voss."

A few heads nodded. No one noticed the faint, rhythmic crinkle coming from his lap whenever he leaned forward to gesture at the screen. But Thalia noticed. Her emerald eyes darkened with visible arousal, the subtle flush creeping up her flawless bronze neck. She crossed her legs slowly under the table, the silk of her stockings whispering, and increased the intensity again.

The egg buzzed harder, a strong, pulsing rhythm that made Jesper's vision blur for a moment. His caged cock throbbed violently against the unyielding steel, the slit at the tip weeping continuously into the thick diaper. The padding grew warm and heavy between his thighs, the powder turning into a slick, mushy paste that only heightened every sensation. He could feel the wet spot spreading, the diaper sagging slightly under the weight of his involuntary leaking. Every time he shifted to click to the next slide, the crinkle exploded softly - papery, infantile, impossible to ignore if anyone had been listening closely enough.

Sweat beaded at his temple despite the cool air conditioning. His lean, sharp-jawed face remained composed on the surface, the ruthless VP delivering numbers with practiced arrogance, but inside he was unraveling. The vibrating egg ground mercilessly against his prostate, milking him without mercy, forcing his body to produce more and more precum that had nowhere to go except the thirsty padding. His smooth, lotioned skin prickled under the wool suit, the lace panties soaked and clinging, the diaper tapes pulling tight with every clench of his ass.

"Questions on the forecast?" he asked, voice steady but edged with strain as the vibration cycled higher.

One of the senior analysts raised a hand. "Regarding the cost overruns in legal - "

Thalia's thumb flicked again. The egg switched to a rapid, fluttering pattern that made Jesper's hips jerk involuntarily under the table. The diaper crinkled sharply, the thick padding compressing and releasing around his caged, leaking cock. A low, involuntary whimper almost escaped his throat before he swallowed it down, turning it into a cough.

"Apologies," he muttered, clearing his throat. "Dry throat. The overruns are being addressed through - through tighter vendor contracts."

His mind was fracturing. The constant buzzing deep in his ass, the relentless pressure on his prostate, the humiliating bulk of the diaper squishing wetly between his legs - it was too much. He could feel the first dangerous urge building, not just arousal but the faint, terrifying pressure in his bladder from the morning coffee he had drunk too quickly. The diaper was there for a reason, and his body, already trained by the plug and the denial, was starting to betray him on every level.

Thalia watched him with hooded eyes, her full lips parted slightly. She pressed her thighs together under the table, clearly riding the edge of her own arousal as she dismantled him in public. Her free hand rested lightly on her thigh, fingers tracing slow circles over the fabric of her skirt as if imagining what she would do to him later.

Jesper powered through the rest of the presentation, each slide a battle against the buzzing torment. The egg never let up for long - Thalia varied the patterns with cruel precision: long, deep rumbles that made his toes curl in his dress shoes, short, sharp bursts that made his caged cock jump and leak, and steady, throbbing waves that kept him right on the agonizing edge of release without ever allowing it. His diaper grew heavier, the core swelling with absorbed precum, the plastic shell crinkling louder with every unconscious rock of his hips.

By the time he reached the final slide, his voice had taken on a faint huskiness. "In summary, we project a strong close to the fiscal year, provided we maintain... discipline across all departments."

The word "discipline" came out thicker than intended. Several board members applauded politely. Thalia simply inclined her head, her emerald gaze burning into him as she finally clicked the remote off.

The sudden absence of vibration left Jesper gasping internally, his body still humming, prostate throbbing, diaper sodden and warm against his smooth skin. He excused himself quickly after the meeting, retreating to his private office with the heavy, crinkling waddle barely concealed by his confident stride.

Thalia followed less than five minutes later, closing the door with a soft click and locking it.

She approached his desk where he stood leaning against it, breathing hard. Without a word, she reached under his suit jacket and unbuckled his belt, sliding his trousers and the soaked pink lace panties down just enough to expose the front of the heavily used diaper. The padding sagged visibly, yellowed slightly at the front from his leaking, the tapes still holding firm but stretched.

"Such a good girl during your big presentation," she praised softly, her voice thick with arousal. One hand cupped the warm, swollen front of the diaper, squeezing gently so the wet padding squished audibly. "Leaking the entire time. Crinkling so prettily while you tried to sound like the big, ruthless executive. I could see how close you were to losing control."

Jesper shuddered, his caged cock pulsing anew at her touch and words. The plug and egg still nestled inside him, a constant reminder.

Thalia smoothed her skirt, composing herself with that flawless grace even as her cheeks remained flushed. She pulled out her phone with elegant fingers and tapped the screen a few times.

She books him for full makeup training that night.


Chapter 8: Painted Pansy

Jesper stood naked except for the sagging, heavily used diaper in the softly lit private dressing room attached to Thalia’s executive suite. The thick padding, still warm and swollen from the boardroom leaking earlier that day, hung heavily between his smooth, lotioned thighs. The plastic shell crinkled with every shallow breath, the tapes stretched but holding, the front visibly yellowed where his denied cock had pulsed and spurted helplessly under the vibrating egg. The Beginner's Blush plug remained buried deep inside him, its pink jeweled base pressing firmly against the soaked inner lining. His steel chastity cage gleamed dully through the translucent wet spot at the front, the lace panties long since removed and discarded.

Thalia moved around him with slow, deliberate grace, her emerald eyes drinking in his humiliated form. She had changed into a sleek black silk blouse and a tighter pencil skirt that accentuated the curve of her hips and the swell of her breasts. A faint sheen of arousal glistened at her collarbone; dismantling him clearly excited her more with every rung.

“Rung 8,” she said calmly, voice low and velvet. “Full transformation. You will watch every second in the mirror. No looking away. Your pretty new face and body are going to be painted and dressed exactly as a sissy pansy should be.”

She positioned him directly in front of the large, well-lit three-panel mirror. Jesper’s reflection stared back - lean, sharp-jawed, ice-blue eyes wide with a mix of dread and traitorous arousal. The heavy diaper made his stance wide and infantile, the crinkle constant and loud in the quiet room. Thalia wheeled over a professional makeup station on a rolling cart, its surface covered with palettes, brushes, tubes, false lashes, and a sleek black wig on a stand.

“Hands behind your back,” she instructed. “Legs apart. Eyes on your reflection.”

Jesper obeyed, fingers lacing tightly as Thalia began with foundation. She pumped a generous amount of pale, porcelain-toned liquid onto a sponge and dabbed it across his face with clinical precision. Stroke after stroke, she blended the makeup downward, covering the faint shadow of his stubble, smoothing over his sharp cheekbones and jawline until his skin looked flawlessly smooth and feminine. The scent was sweet and powdery, mixing with the baby-powder aroma still rising from his sagging diaper.

“See how it softens you?” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear as she worked. “That ruthless executive face disappearing under a pretty girl’s canvas.”

Next came concealer, then a light contouring that hollowed his cheeks just enough to give a softer, heart-shaped appearance. Thalia’s fingers were steady, her touch almost tender as she blended with a fluffy brush. Jesper watched, mesmerized and horrified, as his strong features melted away. His ice-blue eyes looked larger, more vulnerable, when she applied shimmery pink eyeshadow in soft gradients, blending it carefully into the crease.

“Blink slowly,” she commanded. Thick coats of mascara followed, lengthening his lashes into dramatic, fluttering fans. Thalia stepped back briefly to admire the effect, her nipples visibly hard against the silk of her blouse. “Beautiful. Already so doe-eyed and fuckable.”

Eyeliner came next - winged and precise, giving his gaze a sultry, submissive tilt. She glued on long, feathery false lashes that made every blink feel heavy and theatrical. Blush was applied in soft pink circles high on his cheeks, making him look perpetually flushed with embarrassment. Finally, the lips. Thalia outlined them with a deep rose pencil, then filled them with glossy, bubblegum-pink lipstick that shone wetly under the lights. She made him purse and smack his lips several times, the sticky gloss coating them thickly.

Jesper barely recognized the face staring back. The once-arrogant VP was gone, replaced by a heavily made-up, doll-like creature with plump, shiny lips and wide, painted eyes. The contrast with his lean male body and the sagging, crinkling diaper only deepened the humiliation.

Thalia wasn’t finished. She lifted the wig from its stand - a luxurious, platinum-blonde bob with soft waves that framed the face perfectly. She fitted it carefully over his head, adjusting pins and smoothing the lace front until it sat seamlessly. The synthetic hair brushed his bare shoulders, soft and feminine, completing the transformation.

“Look at her,” Thalia whispered, standing behind him and resting her chin on his shoulder. Her hands slid down his smooth sides, cupping the heavy, wet diaper from behind and squeezing so the soaked padding squished audibly. “My pretty little painted pansy. All that corporate arrogance painted over with cheap, slutty makeup. Your cock is leaking again just from seeing yourself like this, isn’t it?”

Jesper whimpered, unable to deny it. The steel cage throbbed painfully, another spurt of precum soaking further into the already saturated diaper. The plug shifted inside him as he trembled, grinding against his prostate and sending fresh sparks through his denied body.

Thalia moved to the lingerie next. She selected a delicate pink satin babydoll with matching ruffled panties. The fabric was sheer and frilly, designed for maximum emasculation. She had him step into the ruffled panties first, sliding them slowly up his smooth legs and over the bulky diaper. The elastic legs stretched wide to accommodate the thick padding, the ruffles flaring out ridiculously around the crinkling plastic. The babydoll came next, its sheer material floating down over his chest, the hem barely reaching the top of the diaper. Tiny satin bows decorated the straps and bodice, making him look like an overgrown, sissified baby doll.

She adjusted every detail in the mirror - straightening the wig, touching up the lipstick, fluffing the ruffles so they framed the diaper perfectly. Jesper was forced to watch the entire process, his painted reflection growing more absurdly feminine with every layer. The heavy, sagging diaper bulged obscenely under the frilly panties, the wet spot clearly visible through the sheer fabric, the constant crinkle accompanying every tiny movement.

Thalia’s arousal was unmistakable now. Her breathing had grown deeper, her bronze skin flushed, thighs pressing together as she stepped back to admire the finished product. “Perfect,” she breathed, voice husky. “A total painted pansy. Ready for the world to see what you really are underneath that suit.”

Jesper stared at the mirror in horrified fascination. The platinum wig framed a heavily made-up face with glossy pink lips and fluttering lashes. The sheer babydoll clung to his smooth torso, ruffled panties stretched over the massive, sagging diaper that crinkled loudly with every shift. His caged cock leaked steadily into the warm, mushy padding, the plug still buried deep, keeping him in a constant state of aching denial and unwanted pleasure.

Thalia ran her hands over the babydoll, tracing the curves of his body, then lower to pat the soaked front of the diaper with firm, possessive slaps. Each pat produced a loud, wet crinkle and made the plug shift inside him, drawing out another broken moan from his glossy lips.

“You’re learning so well,” she praised softly. “But that little attitude still flickers in your eyes sometimes. That last remnant of the old Jesper who thought he could embezzle and escape consequences.”

She stepped away from the mirror and walked to a tall cabinet on the far wall. The door opened with a soft click, and she reached inside.

She picks up the cane for attitude correction.


Chapter 9: Cane's Kiss

Jesper stood trembling in the center of Thalia’s private executive office, fully transformed into the painted pansy she had created. The platinum-blonde wig framed his heavily made-up face - glossy bubblegum-pink lips parted in shallow, panicked breaths, long false lashes fluttering over wide ice-blue eyes now ringed with dramatic liner and shimmery shadow. Blush burned high on his contoured cheeks, giving him the perpetual look of a blushing doll. The sheer pink satin babydoll clung to his smooth, lotioned torso, its ruffled hem barely covering the top of the thick, sagging diaper that bulged obscenely between his smooth thighs. The ruffled panties stretched taut over the heavy padding, the wet spot from the boardroom still visible and darkening further with every fresh leak of precum. The steel chastity cage kept his cock cruelly trapped, throbbing uselessly against the soaked, mushy interior while the Beginner's Blush plug remained buried deep, its pink jewel pressing firmly against the crinkling plastic.

The constant rustle of the diaper filled the quiet room with every tiny shift of his weight. His glossy lips trembled as Thalia approached, the slender rattan cane held lightly in her manicured hand. The implement was thin, whippy, and terrifyingly flexible - about three feet long with a curved handle that she tapped rhythmically against her palm.

“Rung 9,” she said, her voice low, calm, and velvet-smooth as always. “Attitude correction. Ten strokes. You will count each one aloud, clearly, in your prettiest sissy voice. If you miss a count or hesitate, we start over. Understood, pansy?”

Jesper’s painted eyes darted to the cane, then back to her emerald gaze. The arrogant VP who once crushed rivals without mercy was gone; in his place stood a terrified, feminized doll in frilly lingerie and a piss-wet diaper. His voice came out high and shaky, the glossy lipstick making his words sound even more humiliating. “Y-yes, Miss Thalia.”

“Good girl.” She gestured to her large mahogany desk. “Bend over. Arms stretched forward, grip the far edge. Feet apart. Present that padded bottom nice and high for the cane.”

He obeyed on trembling legs, the heavy diaper forcing his stance wide. The plastic crinkled loudly as he bent at the waist, pressing his smooth chest and the babydoll against the cool wood. His ruffled panties rode up slightly, framing the swollen, sagging bulk of the diaper. The plug shifted deeper with the position, grinding against his prostate and drawing another involuntary spurt of precum into the already saturated padding. In the mirror across the room he could still see himself - platinum wig cascading forward, glossy pink lips parted, made-up eyes wide with fear, ass thrust out in its infantile padding like an offering.

Thalia took her time positioning herself behind him. She ran the tip of the cane lightly over the ruffled panties, tracing the curve of his padded cheeks. The light touch made him flinch, the diaper rustling sharply. “Such a pretty presentation,” she murmured, arousal thickening her tone. “All painted and frilled, yet still clinging to that last shred of pride. The cane will help peel it away.”

She pulled the ruffled panties down just enough to expose the upper half of the diaper, leaving the lower bulk and leg cuffs in place. The plastic shell gleamed under the office lights, the tapes stretched tight around his smooth waist. Thalia tapped the cane once against the padded surface, testing. The sound was muffled but ominous.

“Count clearly,” she reminded him.

The first stroke whistled through the air and landed with a sharp, stinging crack across the center of his padded ass. The thick diaper absorbed some of the impact, but the force still drove the plug deeper and sent a burning line of fire blooming across his cheeks.

“One!” Jesper gasped, his voice cracking into a high, feminine squeak. The pain was immediate and intense, radiating through the padding and making his caged cock jump painfully in its prison.

Thalia waited a few seconds, letting the sting settle. “Louder and sweeter, pansy.”

The second stroke landed just below the first, perfectly parallel. Crack. The diaper crinkled violently under the impact.

“Two!” he cried out, louder this time, his glossy lips trembling as tears pricked at the corners of his made-up eyes.

She built a steady rhythm - slow, deliberate, merciless. Each stroke was precise, landing with expert spacing across his upturned, padded bottom. The cane whipped down again and again, the thin rattan biting through the thick padding to deliver a deep, throbbing burn that made his smooth thighs quiver. The heavy diaper squished and rustled with every impact, the wet padding compressing and releasing, forcing the plug to grind relentlessly against his prostate.

“Three!” “Four!” “Five!”

By the fifth stroke Jesper was panting, his painted face flushed beneath the makeup, mascara beginning to run in faint black streaks down his cheeks. The pain was building into a constant, fiery glow that spread across his entire ass. Each crack of the cane made the bulky diaper bounce and crinkle loudly, the sound mixing with his increasingly broken, sissy counts. His caged cock leaked in a steady stream now, the front of the diaper growing heavier and warmer, the mushy core squelching softly with every clench of his punished cheeks.

Thalia’s breathing had deepened with visible arousal. Her emerald eyes were dark and hooded as she watched the cane leave its marks through the padding. She paused after the fifth stroke to run her hand over the warmed plastic, squeezing the soaked bulk possessively. “Feel how wet you’re getting? The cane is making you leak like a desperate little slut. Your body knows it deserves this.”

“Six!” Jesper sobbed as the next stroke landed harder, right across the lower curve where the padding met his thighs. The impact jolted the plug violently, milking his prostate and forcing another hot spurt into the diaper.

“Seven!” “Eight!”

Tears flowed freely now, smearing his perfect makeup into a ruined, slutty mess. The platinum wig stuck to his damp forehead. His glossy pink lips were open in a constant whimper, counting in a high, broken voice that sounded nothing like the ruthless executive he had once been. The diaper sagged even lower between his legs, heavy with precum and the faint beginnings of something more urgent as the repeated impacts against his plugged hole pushed him closer to losing control entirely.

“Nine!” he wailed, the cane’s kiss landing with vicious accuracy.

The tenth and final stroke was the hardest - delivered with a sharp, upward flick that caught the underside of his padded cheeks and drove the plug brutally against his prostate. The pain and pleasure exploded together in a blinding wave.

“Ten!” Jesper screamed, his voice cracking into a girlish sob. His entire body shook, knees buckling against the desk as the burning lines throbbed beneath the thick, crinkling diaper. Fresh tears carved black rivers through his blush and mascara, his glossy lips quivering uncontrollably.

Thalia set the cane aside with a soft click on the desk. She stepped close behind him, pressing her body against his punished form. One hand slid around to cup the front of the ruined diaper, squeezing the warm, swollen padding so the mushy contents squelched obscenely. The pressure pushed the plug even deeper, making Jesper moan brokenly.

“You took your correction so well,” she praised softly, her voice thick with lust. Her free hand stroked his platinum wig while her fingers continued to knead the soaked front of the diaper. “All painted up, frilled, and caned like a proper sissy pansy. Look at yourself in the mirror - ruined makeup, wet diaper, trembling like the submissive little girl you’re becoming.”

Jesper lifted his tear-streaked, made-up face to the mirror. The sight was devastating: a pathetic, feminized doll bent over the desk, ass glowing beneath the sagging diaper, lips glossy and trembling, eyes red and mascara-smeared. His caged cock pulsed helplessly inside the warm, heavy padding.

Thalia leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of his ear, her breasts pressing against his back through the silk blouse.

She wants to feel him lose control in the diaper next.


Chapter 10: Warm Shame

Jesper remained bent over Thalia’s mahogany desk, his body still quivering from the ten precise cane strokes that had left fiery lines throbbing beneath the thick, sagging diaper. The platinum-blonde wig hung in disheveled waves around his tear-streaked face, mascara running in black rivulets down his heavily rouged cheeks. His glossy bubblegum-pink lips were parted in shallow, broken gasps, the shiny lipstick smeared slightly from biting them during the punishment. The sheer pink satin babydoll clung damply to his smooth, lotioned torso, ruffled hem riding up to expose the swollen, heavily used diaper that hung heavily between his smooth thighs. The ruffled panties remained pulled down just enough to bare the upper curve of the padded plastic, now warm and slightly marked from the cane’s kiss. Every tiny shift produced a loud, wet crinkle as the mushy, precum-soaked core squished against his steel-chastity-caged cock and the jeweled base of the Beginner's Blush plug still buried deep inside him.

Thalia stood behind him, her emerald eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction. Her bronze skin carried a faint sheen of arousal, nipples tight and prominent against the silk of her blouse. She ran her manicured fingers lightly over the punished padding, pressing here and there so the cane marks flared hotter and the plug nudged his prostate.

“Up,” she commanded softly, voice calm and velvet. “On your knees. Right here in front of the mirror. I want you to see every second of what comes next.”

Jesper pushed himself upright on shaky legs, the heavy diaper forcing his stance into that humiliating waddle. The plastic shell rustled and sagged obscenely as he lowered himself to his knees on the thick carpet, facing the large mirror. His painted reflection stared back - ruined makeup, flushed cheeks, glossy lips trembling, platinum wig askew. The babydoll’s ruffles framed the massive, yellow-tinged bulge of the diaper, the tapes stretched tight around his waist. Fresh cane welts bloomed visibly at the edges of the padding where the rattan had bitten through.

Thalia circled him slowly, then stopped directly in front of his kneeling form. She tilted his chin up with one finger, forcing his made-up eyes to meet hers. “Rung 10, my pretty pansy. Involuntary is no longer enough. You’re going to wet your diaper for me now. On purpose. While I watch and praise you for it. No holding back. No excuses. Your body will learn to release right here, in the warm, crinkling padding, like the helpless little sissy you’re becoming.”

Jesper’s ice-blue eyes widened behind the false lashes, fresh shame flooding his painted face. “Thalia… please… I can’t - ”

“You can,” she interrupted gently, no anger in her tone, only calm certainty. “And you will. The contract is clear. Your pride has already cracked; now your bladder will too. Knees wider. Hands on your thighs. Eyes on the mirror. I want you to watch your own face while you flood that diaper.”

He spread his knees obediently, the thick padding bunching between his legs and pressing the plug harder against his sensitive gland. The position made the cane marks throb anew, a deep, stinging heat that mixed with the relentless fullness inside him. Thalia knelt gracefully beside him, one hand resting lightly on his shoulder, the other sliding down to cup the front of the swollen diaper. She squeezed gently, feeling the warm, mushy weight.

“Feel how heavy it already is from all that leaking during your caning?” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. “Now you’re going to make it even warmer. Let go for me, sweet girl. Relax that tight little muscle and fill your diaper like a good pansy.”

Jesper stared at his reflection, the sight unbearable: a feminized, caned doll in frilly lingerie, kneeling with a massively padded diaper sagging between smooth thighs. His glossy pink lips quivered as the pressure in his bladder - built from the long boardroom meeting, the coffee, and the sheer denial - grew urgent. The plug and the cane marks made everything hypersensitive; every clench sent sparks through his prostate and his trapped cock.

Thalia’s fingers traced slow circles over the front of the diaper, pressing the wet padding against his caged shaft. “That’s it… feel the warmth building? Don’t fight it. Let it happen. I’m right here watching. I want to see the moment your control slips. I want to hear the hiss, feel the padding swell under my hand. You’re safe to let go, my little sissy. No one else will ever know how thoroughly you’ve surrendered.”

The praise was soft, intimate, and devastating. Jesper’s breath hitched, tears welling again in his made-up eyes. The need to piss became unbearable, a hot, insistent pressure that his body could no longer deny. He whimpered, high and girlish, as the first tentative trickle escaped.

“Good girl,” Thalia praised immediately, her emerald eyes lighting up with visible lust. “There it is… feel it starting? Warm and wet, soaking into the padding just for me.”

The trickle became a steady stream. A soft, hissing sound filled the room as hot urine flooded the front of the diaper. The absorbent core swelled rapidly, the plastic shell expanding outward with a loud, unmistakable crinkle. Jesper watched in horrified fascination as his painted face contorted - eyes squeezing shut then snapping open again, glossy lips forming a silent O of shame. The warmth spread quickly, enveloping his caged cock and balls, seeping back toward the plug and the cane-marked cheeks. The diaper grew heavier, sagging even lower between his knees, the yellow stain blooming visibly across the front.

“Yes… just like that,” Thalia cooed, her hand never leaving the front of the diaper. She pressed firmly, feeling the padding expand and grow sodden under her palm. “Flood it all out. Every drop. Listen to how loud the crinkle gets when it’s soaking wet. Feel how the warmth hugs you, so intimate, so humiliating. You’re doing so well, my painted pansy. Look at your face - blushing so prettily under all that makeup while you piss yourself like a baby.”

Jesper couldn’t stop now. The stream continued, strong and shameful, the hiss growing louder as the diaper absorbed what felt like endless liquid. The mushy core turned into a heavy, warm, squelching mass that pressed the plug even deeper, grinding it rhythmically against his prostate with every pulse of his bladder. His caged cock twitched and leaked precum into the torrent, mixing with the urine in a filthy, warm cocktail that made the padding swell obscenely.

“Oh god…” he whimpered in that high, broken sissy voice, tears spilling down his ruined makeup.

“None of that,” Thalia soothed, squeezing the swelling front of the diaper lovingly. “No shame - only surrender. You’re my good girl. Filling your thick diaper while I watch every second. Feel how heavy it’s getting? How the tapes are pulling tighter? That’s all you, sweet thing. All that warm shame soaking right against your locked little clitty.”

The flow finally slowed to a trickle, then stopped. The diaper was utterly ruined - massively swollen, sagging heavily between his knees, the plastic shell glistening with strain. The crinkle had changed to a softer, wetter sound with every tiny movement. A faint ammonia scent mixed with the baby powder and Thalia’s aroused musk.

Thalia continued praising him in that low, velvet tone, her hand kneading the soaked padding, occasionally pressing upward to nudge the plug. “Perfect. Absolutely perfect. Look how much you let go. Your body is learning so fast. Soon you won’t even ask - you’ll just wet whenever I tell you to, whenever that pretty diaper is taped on. My obedient little sissy pansy, warm and wet and completely owned.”

Jesper knelt there, destroyed, the heavy, piss-soaked diaper hanging like a lead weight between his legs. Fresh tears tracked through the mascara, his glossy lips trembling with aftershocks of shame and unwanted pleasure. The cane marks burned hotter now under the warm, swollen padding, and the plug continued its relentless pressure.

Thalia rose gracefully, her own thighs pressing together as she fought to contain her obvious arousal. She stroked his platinum wig once, then moved to a cabinet on the side wall. From it she retrieved several items - padded leather cuffs, a spreader bar, and a thick black strap-on harness with a realistic, veined dildo already attached.

She prepares the restraints for her own pleasure.


Chapter 11: Strapped and Taken

Jesper knelt in the center of Thalia’s private executive suite, utterly broken and transformed. The platinum-blonde wig framed his tear-streaked, ruined makeup - mascara rivers carving black paths through heavy blush, glossy bubblegum-pink lips trembling and smeared. The sheer pink satin babydoll clung damply to his smooth chest, ruffled hem useless against the massively swollen, piss-soaked diaper that sagged heavily between his smooth thighs. The thick padding, now warm and yellowed, squelched with every shallow breath, the plastic shell stretched tight and crinkling wetly. Fresh cane welts throbbed beneath the sodden core, and deep inside, the Beginner's Blush plug still pressed firmly against his prostate, keeping his steel-chastity-caged cock leaking helplessly into the filthy mess.

Thalia stood before him, her emerald eyes blazing with raw, barely contained lust. Her bronze skin glowed with a light sheen of sweat, full breasts rising and falling quickly beneath the silk blouse. She had removed her pencil skirt, standing in only black lace panties and stockings, the harness already buckled around her hips. The thick, veined black strap-on dildo jutted obscenely forward, glistening with lube.

“On your feet, pansy,” she ordered, voice low and husky. “Time for Rung 11. I’ve waited long enough to take what’s mine.”

Jesper rose unsteadily, the heavy, urine-filled diaper forcing his legs wide in a humiliating waddle. Thalia guided him to the large leather chaise lounge against the wall, pushing him down onto his back. She moved with deliberate grace, snapping padded leather handcuffs around his wrists and securing them to rings bolted into the frame above his head. His arms were stretched taut, leaving his painted, feminized body completely vulnerable. Next came the spreader bar - cold metal with thick cuffs that locked around his ankles, forcing his legs obscenely wide apart. The position lifted and exposed his soaked diaper, the ruffled panties long since discarded, the babydoll riding up to his chest.

Thalia stepped back to admire the sight, one hand idly stroking the strap-on. “Look at you. Handcuffed, spread wide, makeup ruined, diaper flooded like a helpless baby. Those pretty cane marks are going to feel every thrust.”

She produced a pair of sharp safety scissors from the drawer and knelt between his spread thighs. With slow, teasing snips, she cut the tapes of the ruined diaper one by one. The plastic shell peeled open with a loud, wet rip, releasing a wave of warm, ammonia-scented air. The sodden padding flopped open, exposing his smooth, hairless groin, the gleaming steel chastity cage, and the angry red cane welts blooming across his ass cheeks. The pink jeweled base of the plug winked between his spread cheeks, still buried deep.

Thalia hummed in satisfaction, setting the destroyed diaper aside. She gripped the base of the plug and slowly twisted it free, the silicone sliding out with a wet pop that made Jesper whimper. His hole fluttered open, glistening and ready. She immediately replaced the plug with two lubed fingers, scissoring them roughly to stretch him further while her other hand pumped the strap-on.

“Such a greedy little hole,” she murmured, voice thick. “Still tight despite the training. But not for long.”

She positioned herself between his spread legs, the thick head of the dildo nudging insistently against his exposed pucker. Jesper’s ice-blue eyes widened behind the false lashes as she pushed forward. The wide head breached him in one slow, relentless thrust, stretching his ring wide around the veined shaft. The burn was intense, the fullness overwhelming after the smaller plug. Inch after inch sank deep, the dildo grinding directly over his prostate and making his caged cock jump and leak fresh spurts onto his smooth belly.

“Ah - fuck - ” he gasped, the words coming out in that high, painted-pansy voice.

Thalia bottomed out with a satisfied groan, her hips flush against his cane-marked ass. The welts flared hot under the pressure. She paused there, letting him feel every thick inch buried inside him, then began to move - slow, deep strokes that dragged the strap-on over his prostate with merciless precision.

“Feel that?” she breathed, emerald eyes locked on his ruined face. “That’s me claiming you. Taking what used to belong to that arrogant VP. You’re just a strapped-down sissy hole now.”

Her pace quickened, hips snapping forward with wet, obscene sounds. The handcuffs rattled as Jesper’s body jolted with every thrust. The spreader bar kept his legs splayed wide, exposing everything - his leaking caged cock, the fresh cane welts, the way his hole stretched greedily around the thick black dildo. Thalia fucked him harder, breasts bouncing inside her blouse, low moans escaping her throat as her own pleasure built.

“Yes… take it,” she growled softly, one hand gripping his hip while the other reached down to flick the head of his trapped cock through the cage. “Your body was made for this. Look at you - spread, feminized, getting pegged like a cheap whore while your diaper lies ruined beside you.”

Jesper’s head thrashed side to side, platinum wig tangling, glossy lips open in constant, broken moans. Each thrust sent sparks exploding through his prostate, the denied pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in his belly. The cane welts burned with every slap of her hips, adding sharp pain to the overwhelming fullness. His caged cock dribbled steadily, a pathetic puddle forming on his abdomen.

Thalia’s rhythm grew frantic, her breathing ragged. She leaned forward, bracing one hand beside his head, the other reaching between them to rub her own clit through her soaked lace panties. The angle drove the dildo even deeper, grinding brutally against his prostate.

“I’m going to come on your sissy ass,” she panted, voice rising. “While you stay locked and leaking. Feel me - feel how wet you make me.”

Her thrusts turned short and violent, the strap-on pistoning in and out of his stretched hole. Jesper cried out with every plunge, the sensation pushing him right to the edge of his own ruined orgasm. Thalia’s moans grew louder, unrestrained, echoing off the walls as her body tensed.

“Oh - fuck - yes!” she cried out, her hips slamming forward one final time. Her orgasm crashed through her in loud, shuddering waves. Her thighs quivered, back arching, emerald eyes rolling back as she ground the base of the dildo hard against her clit. She rode the climax with deep, rolling thrusts, milking every second of pleasure while Jesper’s hole clenched desperately around the invading shaft.

She stayed buried deep as the aftershocks faded, breathing heavily, sweat glistening on her bronze skin. Slowly, she pulled out, leaving his hole gaping and twitching, a thin trail of lube and his own precum leaking onto the chaise.

Thalia rose on unsteady legs, unbuckling the harness with a satisfied smile. She looked down at Jesper - handcuffed, spreader-barred, makeup completely destroyed, body marked and used, caged cock still leaking pathetically.

“Beautiful,” she whispered, voice husky. “My perfect little fucktoy.”

She unlocked the restraints with deliberate care, helping his trembling body sit up. The platinum wig was askew, the babydoll twisted, cane welts vivid across his ass. Jesper could barely meet her eyes, the shame and lingering arousal leaving him dazed.

Thalia smoothed her blouse and straightened her stockings, composing herself with that flawless grace even after her loud climax. She reached for her phone on the desk, fingers tapping across the screen with elegant precision.

Tomorrow he wears the full outfit in public.


Chapter 12: Hidden in Plain Sight

Jesper’s legs felt weak as he stepped out of the sleek black town car in front of Le Jardin, the upscale French restaurant nestled in the heart of the business district. The long, charcoal wool coat Thalia had chosen for him hung nearly to his ankles, buttoned high and belted tightly at the waist. To any passing pedestrian or colleague, he looked like the same sharp, impeccably dressed executive - lean frame, expensive tailoring, ice-blue eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses. No one could see what lay beneath.

But Jesper felt every humiliating layer with every step.

Under the coat he wore the full sissy maid lingerie Thalia had selected that morning after pegging him senseless. A frilly black-and-white satin maid’s corset cinched his waist dramatically, pushing his smooth chest up into soft, rounded mounds. Delicate white lace garters clipped to sheer black stockings that whispered against his freshly lotioned thighs. The ruffled maid skirt was obscenely short, its layers of petticoat fluffing out beneath the coat and brushing the tops of his knees. Beneath that, a pair of lacy white panties stretched taut over the thickest diaper yet - a heavy overnight-style garment with extra-high waist and reinforced leak guards, already lightly powdered and taped snugly around his hips. The padding was bulky enough to force his thighs apart in a subtle waddle that the long coat mostly concealed.

Deep inside his freshly cleaned and relubed hole sat a new, larger plug - smooth silicone with a thick bulb that stretched him wider than the Beginner’s Blush ever had. Tucked right behind it, pressed firmly against his prostate, was the remote-controlled vibrating egg from the boardroom, now upgraded with stronger settings and random mode. Thalia held the discreet black remote in her elegant clutch.

The steel chastity cage remained locked tight, his cock already leaking steadily into the soft inner padding from the constant fullness and the humiliating knowledge of what he was wearing in public.

Thalia emerged from the car behind him, statuesque and flawless in a deep emerald sheath dress that matched her eyes. Her midnight hair was swept into its usual perfect chignon, and she moved with that slow, predatory grace that made heads turn. She placed a proprietary hand on the small of his back, guiding him toward the entrance.

“Remember,” she murmured close to his ear, voice low and velvet, “you speak only when spoken to. Smile prettily. And every time that egg buzzes, you will thank me silently by clenching around the plug like the obedient little maid you are.”

The maître d’ greeted them with a respectful nod and led them to a private corner booth, partially screened by tall potted ferns. The tablecloth was long and heavy, draping almost to the floor - perfect for hiding secrets. Jesper slid into the booth carefully, the thick diaper crinkling loudly in the quiet space before he could stop it. He froze, cheeks burning beneath the light layer of foundation Thalia had insisted on.

Thalia settled opposite him, crossing her long legs with a soft whisper of silk. She opened her clutch, and without warning, the egg inside him buzzed to life on a low, fluttering setting.

Jesper’s breath hitched sharply. The vibration traveled straight through the thick plug, grinding against his prostate with wicked precision. His caged cock surged helplessly against the steel, leaking a fresh spurt into the warm padding. The diaper crinkled again as his hips twitched involuntarily.

“Good girl,” Thalia praised under her breath, emerald eyes gleaming with arousal. “Already leaking for me in public. Keep that pretty smile on your painted lips.”

The waiter arrived to take their orders. Jesper managed to order the seared scallops in a voice that only trembled slightly. Thalia chose the lobster bisque and a bottle of chilled Sancerre, all while casually increasing the egg’s intensity to a steady, pulsing throb. Jesper gripped the edge of the table, the frilly maid petticoats rustling softly under the coat. The thick diaper squished warmly between his thighs, the high waistband pressing the plug even deeper every time he shifted.

As the bread basket arrived, the egg switched to random mode.

The first strong burst hit without warning - three rapid, hard pulses that made Jesper’s eyes flutter and his glossy lips part in a silent gasp. The vibration drilled directly into his prostate, milking it mercilessly. A hot trickle of precum soaked the diaper front. He clenched hard around the thick plug exactly as instructed, the sensation forcing another humiliating squelch from the padding.

Thalia watched him over the rim of her wine glass, lips curved in a faint, knowing smile. Her free hand rested on the table, thumb moving subtly on the remote hidden in her lap. “You’re doing beautifully,” she murmured when the waiter was out of earshot. “No one has any idea that the cutthroat VP is sitting here in a maid’s uniform and a soaked diaper, getting his sissy hole buzzed in the middle of lunch. Feel how full that plug is? How the egg is making your locked clitty drip like a desperate slut?”

Jesper nodded faintly, cheeks flaming. The random setting was cruel - long stretches of teasing low hum followed by sudden, violent surges that made his toes curl inside his dress shoes. Each time the egg kicked on, the thick diaper crinkled and squished, the heavy padding rubbing against his caged cock and the sensitive cane welts still lingering on his ass. The frilly garters and petticoats added constant sensory overload, the lace and satin teasing his smooth skin while the public setting kept his humiliation razor-sharp.

Halfway through the appetizers, a particularly strong random burst hit just as Jesper lifted his fork. The vibration slammed into his prostate like a hammer. His thighs clenched, the diaper rustling loudly enough that he was certain the nearby tables could hear. A fresh gush of precum flooded the padding, mixing with the light sheen of nervous sweat. He bit his glossy lower lip hard, fighting back a moan that threatened to escape.

Thalia leaned forward slightly, voice a silken whisper. “That’s it… let it build. I can see how close you are to soaking that diaper properly. Your body wants to wet for me again, doesn’t it? Right here in this expensive restaurant while important people eat all around you. Such a filthy little maid.”

The egg continued its torment throughout the main course - random surges that left Jesper sweating under the long coat, his maid lingerie damp with perspiration and arousal. The thick plug stretched him relentlessly, the vibrations turning his hole into a twitching, needy mess. Every clench around the toy sent sparks through his denied cock, the steel cage biting cruelly while the diaper grew heavier and warmer.

By dessert, Jesper was a trembling wreck. The random pattern had settled into a cruel cycle: just enough calm to let him regain composure, then a savage burst that made his eyes water and his painted lips part in silent, desperate gasps. The thick diaper was noticeably swollen now, the front darkened with leaked precum, the crinkle softer and wetter with every movement. His smooth thighs were sticky where the garters met skin, and the frilly maid skirt rustled constantly beneath the coat.

Thalia finished her crème brûlée with deliberate slowness, savoring both the dessert and the sight of her sissy struggling to maintain composure. She finally clicked the remote off as the check arrived, leaving Jesper panting softly, hole fluttering around the thick plug, diaper heavy and warm between his legs.

In the town car on the ride back to the office building, Thalia pulled him close, one hand slipping under the long coat to pat the swollen front of the diaper possessively.

“You were exquisite,” she murmured, voice thick with her own restrained lust. “Leaking and clenching like a perfect hidden sissy maid while the world went on around you. I’m so proud of how far my little pansy has come.”

Jesper leaned his head back against the seat, makeup slightly smudged, body still humming from hours of random torment. The thick plug and soaked diaper kept him in a constant state of aching denial and humiliating fullness.

Thalia smoothed her dress and glanced at him with those piercing emerald eyes, a small, satisfied smile playing on her lips.

She has heavier overnight protection waiting at home.


Chapter 13: Heavy Overnight

Jesper stumbled into Thalia’s private penthouse suite on legs that felt like rubber, the long wool coat finally shed in the elevator. The full sissy maid lingerie clung damply to his smooth skin - frilly black-and-white corset digging into his cinched waist, sheer stockings whispering with every exhausted step, the short ruffled petticoat skirt doing nothing to hide the massively swollen, piss-and-pre-cum-soaked diaper that sagged heavily between his thighs. The thick plug and random vibrating egg had left him a trembling, leaking mess after the endless public lunch. His hole still fluttered around the intrusive toys, prostate aching from hours of merciless buzzing, while the steel chastity cage kept his cock painfully trapped and dripping.

He was utterly spent, makeup smudged, platinum wig askew, glossy pink lips parted in shallow, defeated breaths.

Thalia moved with her usual unhurried grace, locking the door behind them and dimming the lights to a soft, intimate glow. Her emerald eyes roamed over his ruined state with open hunger, the subtle flush on her bronze skin revealing how deeply the day’s humiliations had aroused her.

“Rung 13,” she murmured, voice low and velvet-smooth. “Heavy overnight. You’ve earned the thickest protection yet, my exhausted little pansy. Come.”

She led him into the nursery corner of the suite - a space he had only glimpsed before. A large, reinforced adult crib dominated the area, its white bars tall and sturdy, fitted with soft pink bedding and a locking top rail. Beside it stood a wide changing table stocked with supplies. Thalia guided Jesper onto the table, helping him lie back on the cool, padded surface. The frilly maid skirt flipped up automatically, exposing the ruined diaper. The plastic shell was stretched to its limit, yellowed and darkened at the front, sagging low with the weight of hours of leaking and the occasional desperate spurt during the lunch vibrations.

“Such a wet, messy girl,” Thalia praised softly, cutting the tapes with scissors. The soaked padding peeled open with a loud, wet squelch, releasing a wave of warm, musky scent. She wiped him thoroughly with cool cloths, cleaning every inch of his smooth groin, the steel cage, and the tender, stretched hole. The vibrating egg and thicker plug were finally removed, leaving him empty and strangely aching for fullness.

But relief was short-lived.

Thalia selected an ultra-thick overnight diaper from the stack - easily twice the bulk of the daytime ones. The padding was monstrous: extra-high rise that would reach his navel, quadruple-layered absorbent core, tall leak guards, and a heavy plastic backing that promised loud, constant crinkling. She unfolded it with both hands, the loud rustle filling the nursery. The inner lining was soft and quilted, already dusted with extra powder.

“Lift,” she commanded gently.

Jesper raised his hips, and Thalia slid the enormous diaper underneath him. The thick padding cradled his ass and lower back like a cloud, far bulkier than anything he had worn before. She shook a generous cloud of baby powder over his caged cock, smooth balls, and tender hole, rubbing it in thoroughly with firm, massaging strokes. The sweet scent enveloped him as her fingers teased the sensitive skin around the chastity cage, making his trapped shaft twitch futilely.

Next came the accessories for the night.

Thalia produced a pair of adjustable nipple clamps - small, silver ones with rubber tips and a delicate connecting chain. She leaned over his chest, opening the babydoll corset to expose his smooth, flat nipples. One by one she attached the clamps, tightening them until they bit with a sharp, constant sting. Jesper gasped, the pain blooming into a deep, throbbing ache that traveled straight to his denied cock. The chain dangled between them, cool against his skin.

“These stay on all night,” she told him calmly. “A little reminder of who owns these pretty tits now.”

Then the cock ring. A thick, heavy stainless-steel ring that she worked behind his balls and around the base of the chastity cage itself. It was tight enough to keep everything swollen and sensitive, the added weight tugging constantly downward. Combined with the nipple clamps, the sensations created a low, simmering torment that made Jesper whimper softly.

Only then did she bring the front of the ultra-thick diaper up between his legs. The padding was so massive it forced his thighs wide apart immediately, the high waistband rising almost to his ribs. Thalia pulled it snug, the quilted core molding around his caged cock and plugged - no, now empty - hole. She taped it with deliberate, firm strokes - four heavy tapes on each side, pulling tighter and tighter until the diaper was a rigid, bulging cocoon of protection. The plastic backing crinkled deafeningly with every adjustment, the bulk so extreme that Jesper could barely close his legs.

When she finished, the overnight diaper was obscene: a towering, pillow-like mass that swelled outward in every direction, the high waist and leg cuffs sealing him in completely. The nipple clamps tugged with every breath, the heavy ring kept his groin throbbing, and the sheer bulk between his legs made even the smallest movement produce a loud, continuous symphony of crinkles.

Thalia helped him sit up, then stand. The diaper forced an immediate, waddling stance, the padding squishing and rustling loudly as he shifted. She guided him to the crib, lowering the side rail.

“Inside, little one.”

Jesper climbed in awkwardly, the massive diaper making every motion clumsy and infantile. He lay back on the soft pink sheets, the ultra-thick padding lifting his hips high off the mattress. Thalia raised the side rail and locked the top bar into place with a decisive click, caging him inside the crib like a oversized baby. The bars cast striped shadows across his frilly maid lingerie and the monstrous white diaper.

She stood over the crib, looking down at him with dark, satisfied eyes. One hand reached through the bars to pat the front of the heavy diaper firmly, the loud crinkle echoing in the quiet nursery.

“Feel how thick it is?” she whispered, voice thick with arousal. “You’ll sleep in this tonight - clamped, ringed, and padded to the extreme. Any accident, any leak, any desperate humping against that bulky front will be absorbed and held right against you until morning. And you will stay locked. No relief until I decide.”

Jesper lay there exhausted, body buzzing from the long day of public torment, prostate still sensitive, nipples aching in their clamps, cock throbbing uselessly in its steel prison inside the warm, pillowy diaper. The crib bars surrounded him, the locking top rail sealing his fate for the night. The ultra-thick padding hugged him everywhere, crinkling with every tiny shift, the weight and bulk overwhelming.

Thalia dimmed the lights further and leaned down, her lips brushing the bars near his ear.

“Sleep well, my heavy little pansy. Tomorrow will be even more special.”

She straightened, smoothing her dress with elegant fingers, then glanced at the intercom panel on the wall.

She invites select observers for tomorrow's change.


Chapter 14: Glass Eyes

Jesper woke slowly in the locked crib, the ultra-thick overnight diaper swollen massively between his legs. The heavy padding had absorbed everything during the night - hours of helpless leaking from the cock ring and nipple clamps, plus at least two full, unconscious wettings that left the core bloated and sagging. The plastic backing strained audibly with every shallow breath, the quilted interior now a warm, mushy swamp pressed tightly against his steel-chastity-caged cock and tender hole. The nipple clamps still bit with dull, constant fire, the connecting chain cool against his smooth chest. The heavy steel ring around the base of the cage kept everything swollen and hypersensitive.

The crib bars cast soft shadows across his body in the dim morning light. His platinum wig was tangled, the sheer maid babydoll twisted around his torso, and his glossy pink lips felt dry and cracked. He shifted experimentally and the diaper responded with a loud, soggy crinkle, the swollen mass forcing his thighs wide apart and lifting his hips like an oversized pillow.

Thalia appeared at the side of the crib, already dressed in a crisp white blouse and tailored black pencil skirt, her midnight chignon flawless. Emerald eyes scanned his ruined, padded form with quiet satisfaction.

“Morning, little pansy,” she murmured, voice low and velvet. “Look how beautifully you filled that thick diaper overnight. It’s positively enormous now.”

She lowered the side rail and helped him out of the crib on wobbling legs. The massive, urine-heavy diaper sagged heavily, the plastic shell stretched thin and crinkling wetly with every clumsy step. Thalia guided him to the center of the nursery, where a large changing table waited - its surface a thick pane of one-way glass. From above, it looked like an ordinary padded table. From the other side of the wall, it was completely transparent.

“Up you go,” she said calmly, lifting his hips so he could lie back on the cool glass. The swollen diaper spread out beneath him, the sheer bulk making his legs splay obscenely. Thalia secured soft straps around his wrists and ankles, spreading him open for the change. The position left him fully exposed, the massive, yellowed diaper on full display through the transparent surface.

Jesper’s heart began to race as he realized the purpose of the glass. Behind the one-way mirror that formed the far wall of the nursery, silent figures waited - shadowy silhouettes of at least four or five people, completely still, watching. He could not see their faces, only the vague outlines of suits and dresses, the occasional glint of a watch or earrings. They stood in perfect silence, observing every detail.

Thalia noticed his wide-eyed stare and smiled softly. “They’re here to watch, sweet girl. Select observers from the program. They won’t speak. They won’t interfere. They will simply witness how completely you’ve been remade.”

She began the change with deliberate, clinical slowness.

First, she untaped the enormous overnight diaper, peeling the heavy, sodden tapes one by one. The plastic backing crackled loudly as she folded the front down, revealing the bloated, yellow-stained core and Jesper’s smooth, powdered groin. The smell of warm urine and baby powder filled the air. Through the glass table, the silent watchers had an unobstructed view of his caged cock, the heavy steel ring, the angry nipple clamps still attached, and the tender, slightly puffy hole between his spread cheeks.

Thalia took her time wiping him clean with warm, scented cloths - slow strokes over his caged shaft, around the steel ring, between his cheeks, and across the lingering cane welts. Each pass was thorough, exposing every intimate detail to the unseen eyes behind the mirror. Jesper’s face burned with shame, his painted cheeks flushing darker as he imagined the strangers drinking in his degradation.

“Good girl,” Thalia praised softly, loud enough for the observers to hear. “Let them see how wet and messy you got overnight. Look at that swollen padding - hours of helpless wetting while you slept like a baby. Your body is learning perfectly.”

She powdered him generously again, the sweet cloud rising as her hands rubbed the talc deeply into every crease. Her fingers lingered on the nipple clamps, giving the chain a gentle tug that made Jesper whimper. Then she reached for a fresh diaper - this one even thicker than the overnight, designed for maximum regression. The padding was monstrous: extra-wide, ultra-absorbent, with built-in boosters and a crinkly plastic shell printed with faint pastel nursery patterns.

Jesper lifted his hips automatically, the motion instinctive now. Thalia slid the new diaper underneath him, the thick material rustling loudly. She brought the front up between his spread legs, the padding so bulky it immediately forced his thighs even wider. The high waistband rose nearly to his chest as she taped it snugly - six heavy tapes pulled tight, sealing him into a rigid, pillow-like cocoon of humiliation.

The silent figures behind the glass remained motionless, but Jesper could feel their eyes on every detail: the way the new diaper swelled outward, the way his caged cock disappeared into the thick padding, the faint tremble in his stockinged thighs, the glistening tears at the corners of his eyes.

Thalia patted the front of the finished diaper firmly, the loud crinkle echoing through the nursery. “Perfect. So thick and secure. You’ll stay in this all day while we move into deeper regression.”

She removed the nipple clamps at last, rubbing his sore nipples gently before re-buttoning the babydoll over them. The steel cock ring stayed on, a constant heavy reminder. Finally, she helped him sit up on the glass table, the massive new diaper forcing him into a wide, infantile waddle even while seated.

Jesper glanced once more at the one-way mirror. The silent observers were already filing out, their silhouettes disappearing without a word. The humiliation of being displayed so openly left him shaking, his caged cock twitching uselessly inside the fresh, thick padding.

Thalia smoothed his platinum wig and wiped a stray tear from his cheek with her thumb.

She begins the final regression phase tonight.


Chapter 15: Bottle and Onesie

Jesper sat locked in the nursery corner of Thalia’s penthouse suite, the massive fresh diaper from the glass-walled change still crinkling loudly with every tiny shift of his padded hips. The ultra-thick padding swelled outward like a pillow, forcing his smooth thighs wide apart in a permanent infantile sprawl. Over the diaper Thalia had zipped him into a soft pink onesie - thick, plush cotton with short puffed sleeves, snap-crotch, and delicate white lace trim around the leg openings and neckline. The onesie stretched tightly across the bulging diaper, the snaps straining to contain the enormous bulk. A matching pink bonnet framed his platinum-blonde wig, and his face still carried traces of yesterday’s heavy makeup, now softened into a permanent doll-like flush.

His steel chastity cage remained locked beneath the padding, the heavy cock ring tugging constantly. The nursery lights were low and warm, casting a soft pink glow over the crib, the changing table, and the oversized high chair where he now sat strapped in. Wrist and waist restraints kept him securely in place, legs dangling uselessly above the floor.

Thalia approached with a large baby bottle filled with warm milk, the nipple already glistening. She wore a simple silk robe that clung to her statuesque curves, her emerald eyes soft yet commanding. She pulled up a low stool and sat directly in front of him, crossing her long legs so the robe parted slightly, revealing smooth bronze thigh.

“Rung 15,” she said quietly, voice a low, soothing murmur. “Deep regression. Open wide for your bottle, little pansy.”

Jesper’s glossy lips parted obediently. The warm rubber nipple slid into his mouth, and Thalia tilted the bottle, letting the sweet, slightly thickened milk flow. He suckled slowly at first, the act deeply humiliating in the frilly pink onesie and swollen diaper. The milk was warm and comforting, filling his belly as Thalia stroked his cheek with one manicured finger.

“That’s it… good girl. Drink it all down like a proper baby. Feel how the onesie hugs that thick diaper? How the snaps pull tight every time you swallow?”

The suckling sounds were loud and wet in the quiet nursery. Jesper’s ice-blue eyes, framed by the bonnet, looked up at her with a mix of lingering shame and growing surrender. The milk settled heavily in his stomach, and the thick diaper beneath the onesie already felt warm and secure, a constant reminder of how far he had fallen.

Thalia kept the bottle steady, her free hand resting on the front of the pink onesie, gently patting the bulging padding in slow, rhythmic circles. Each pat produced a soft, muffled crinkle.

“You’ve come so far, my sweet sissy. From that ruthless VP who thought he could outsmart everyone… to this. Locked in a pretty pink onesie, sucking on a bottle while your thick diaper waits for whatever your body needs to give it.”

The milk continued to flow. Jesper’s belly grew fuller, the warm liquid pressing downward. Combined with the earlier drinks and the heavy padding’s psychological effect, the urge to wet began to build again - slow at first, then insistent. He squirmed in the high chair, the restraints holding him firm, the onesie snaps tugging against the diaper’s bulk.

Thalia noticed immediately, her emerald eyes darkening with quiet arousal. “Go ahead, baby. You don’t need to ask. Just let it happen while you finish your bottle. Wet your nice thick diaper for Mommy Thalia. Right here, right now.”

Jesper whimpered around the nipple, cheeks burning beneath the bonnet. The pressure in his bladder grew unbearable. With a broken little sob, he relaxed. The first warm rush flooded into the diaper’s core. The absorbent padding swelled instantly, the plastic backing expanding with a loud, unmistakable crinkle that filled the nursery. Hot urine soaked the front and back, spreading through the thick layers, turning the mushy core even heavier and warmer against his caged cock and smooth skin.

Thalia’s breath hitched visibly, her thighs pressing together under the silk robe as she watched. “Yes… good girl. Flood it. Feel how the warmth spreads? How the diaper gets heavier between your legs while you suckle? Listen to that lovely crinkle as it swells. You’re doing exactly what a proper sissy baby does - wetting yourself without hesitation while I feed you.”

The stream continued strong and steady, the diaper drinking it all in. The high-rise waistband and reinforced guards kept everything contained, but the padding ballooned dramatically, sagging heavily in the onesie and pulling the snaps even tighter. Jesper’s hips rocked involuntarily in the high chair as the warm flood stimulated his prostate through the thick layers, making his locked cock leak fresh spurts of precum into the growing mess.

Thalia never looked away. She kept the bottle tilted, encouraging him to drink while she praised every second of the public - no, private yet deeply exposing - wetting.

“Such a big, wet baby. Feel how the onesie stretches over that swollen diaper? Everyone who watched through the glass yesterday would be so proud of how completely you’ve regressed. No more boardroom arrogance. Just a helpless little pansy who wets her diaper while sucking on a bottle.”

Jesper’s eyes watered as the flow finally tapered off. The diaper was now massively swollen, the pink onesie stretched drum-tight over the bulging padding. Every tiny movement produced a loud, soggy crinkle. His belly felt full, his hole fluttered emptily, and the warm, heavy wetness hugged him intimately.

Thalia set the empty bottle aside and leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead. Her hand rubbed slow circles over the massively swollen front of the onesie, feeling the heat and weight of the fresh wetting.

“You’re almost there,” she whispered, voice thick with her own arousal. “Just one more rung. Tomorrow you will sign the final papers of your own free will.”

She unstrapped him from the high chair and carried him - crinkling and heavy - to the crib, laying him down on the soft pink sheets. The swollen diaper lifted his hips high as she snapped the onesie back into place and raised the locking rail.

“Sleep now, little one. Tomorrow is the day you choose to stay mine forever.”


Chapter 16: Permanent Crinkle

Jesper knelt in the center of Thalia’s private executive suite, the heaviest diaper yet taped snugly around his smooth hips. The ultra-thick overnight padding was monstrous - easily the bulkiest he had ever worn - rising high above his waist and forcing his thighs into a permanent, waddling spread. The plastic shell gleamed under the soft lights, printed with faint pastel nursery motifs that only deepened the final emasculation. Over it, Thalia had dressed him in nothing but the frilliest pink sissy lingerie: a sheer babydoll that barely covered the top of the diaper, ruffled lace panties stretched obscenely over the massive bulge, and thigh-high white stockings clipped to delicate garters. His face was fully made up once more - porcelain foundation, dramatic smoky eyes with long false lashes, heavy blush, and glossy, cock-sucking pink lips that shone wetly. The platinum-blonde wig cascaded in soft waves around his shoulders, and around his neck sat a new, permanent collar - thick pink leather with a silver ring and a small engraved plate that read “Thalia’s Pansy” in elegant script.

The steel chastity cage had been removed for the first time in weeks, but only after Thalia fitted a final, heavy stainless-steel cock ring that kept his shaft swollen and throbbing. His cock stood painfully hard, flushed dark and leaking steadily onto the front of the diaper, the head glistening with precum.

Thalia stood before him, statuesque and commanding in a tight black silk dress that hugged every curve of her bronze body. Her midnight hair was swept up, emerald eyes gleaming with dark triumph and raw lust as she held the thick stack of permanent ownership papers.

“Rung 16,” she said, her voice low and velvet-smooth, carrying that same calm authority that had dismantled him from the very first day. “The final step. These papers transfer everything - your assets, your identity, your body, your future - to me. You will sign them of your own free will, Jesper. Or rather… my perfect little sissy pansy.”

She placed the documents on the low table in front of his kneeling form, along with a pink glitter pen. Jesper stared at the papers, then up at her. The once-cutthroat VP, the man who had crushed rivals without mercy, was gone. In his place knelt a fully feminized, thickly diapered, collared doll whose ice-blue eyes were wide with desperate, aching need.

He reached for the pen with trembling, manicured fingers.

“I… I want this,” he whispered, voice high and soft, the glossy lips making every word sound utterly submissive. “I don’t want to go back. I want to be yours. Completely. Your full-time sissy pansy. Please, Thalia… let me sign.”

Thalia’s lips curved into a slow, satisfied smile. She watched as he signed every page with shaky but deliberate strokes - Jesper’s old signature replaced by the new name she had chosen for him: “Pansy Crinkle.” When the final page was signed and dated, she took the stack, folded it neatly, and set it aside.

“Good girl,” she praised, voice thick with arousal. “You chose this. You begged for it. Now you belong to me forever.”

Jesper’s cock throbbed visibly, a thick bead of precum rolling down the shaft and dripping onto the front of the heavy diaper. The constant crinkle of the massive padding filled the room with every tiny movement of his knees.

“Please,” he begged, eyes glassy with need. “Please let me come. I’ve been locked and denied for so long… I’ll do anything. I’ll wet this diaper right now if you want. I’ll crawl. I’ll call myself your pathetic little diaper slut. Just… please grant me release while I’m like this.”

Thalia stepped closer, towering over his kneeling form. She slowly lifted the hem of her silk dress, revealing she wore nothing underneath. Her smooth, bronze pussy was already glistening with arousal, lips swollen and slick.

“You may come,” she said calmly, “but only while serving me. Lie on your back.”

Jesper obeyed instantly, lowering himself onto the soft carpet. The massive diaper crinkled loudly as he settled, the thick padding lifting his hips high. Thalia straddled his face without hesitation, lowering her wet pussy onto his glossy pink lips.

“Lick,” she commanded.

Jesper dove in eagerly, his tongue sliding through her slick folds, tasting her musky sweetness. Thalia moaned softly, grinding down onto his face, smothering him in her heat. His nose pressed against her clit as he licked and sucked with desperate hunger, the collar around his neck shifting with every movement.

While he worshipped her, Thalia reached back and wrapped her hand around his aching cock. She stroked him slowly at first - firm, deliberate pumps that made his hips buck up into the thick diaper. The heavy padding squished and crinkled beneath him, the plastic shell rubbing against his balls and the base of his shaft with every thrust.

“That’s it, my permanent little pansy,” she gasped, riding his face harder. “Lick Mommy’s pussy while you hump your fat diaper. Feel how full it is? How it crinkles with every desperate movement? This is your life now - thick, crinkling diapers, pretty makeup, a collar around your neck, and serving me every single day.”

Jesper moaned into her dripping cunt, the vibrations making Thalia shudder. His tongue worked frantically, circling her clit, plunging inside her, drinking every drop of her arousal. His cock throbbed violently in her hand, the heavy ring keeping him swollen and sensitive. Precum poured from the tip, smearing across the front of the diaper in shiny streaks.

Thalia’s hips rolled faster, her moans growing louder and more unrestrained. She stroked him quicker, twisting her wrist at the head, thumb pressing firmly against the sensitive underside.

“Come for me, Pansy,” she ordered, voice breaking with pleasure. “Come in your thick diaper while you make me cum on your pretty face.”

The command shattered him.

Jesper’s entire body convulsed. A strangled, high-pitched cry tore from his throat as the orgasm crashed through him like a tidal wave. Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock, splattering across the front of the heavy diaper in hot, pulsing jets. The release was shattering - weeks of denial exploding out of him in endless, shuddering spurts that soaked the padding and ran down the plastic shell. His hips bucked wildly, the massive diaper crinkling and squishing obscenely as he emptied himself completely.

At the same moment, Thalia ground down hard on his face, her thighs clamping around his head. Her own climax hit with a loud, throaty cry. Her pussy flooded his mouth with sweet, hot juices as she rode the waves, grinding and shuddering, smearing her wetness across his ruined makeup. She came hard, loud, and long, her bronze body trembling above him while he continued licking through her orgasm, drinking every drop.

When the last aftershocks faded, Thalia slowly lifted herself from his face. Jesper lay beneath her, gasping, lips swollen and glossy with her cum, makeup completely destroyed, collar gleaming around his neck. His cock twitched weakly, still leaking the final drops onto the cum-soaked front of the thick diaper. The heavy padding was now a warm, sticky, crinkling mess - urine from earlier, fresh cum, and the constant rustle of total surrender.

Thalia looked down at him with deep, possessive satisfaction. She leaned down and fastened a small silver lock through the D-ring of his collar with a decisive click.

“Mine,” she whispered.

Jesper gazed up at her, eyes glassy with exhaustion and bliss, voice soft and utterly broken.

“Thank you… Mommy.”

Thalia smiled, stroking his platinum wig gently.

The real program starts tomorrow morning.

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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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. 
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