
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Diaper Bet




A Dark MDLB ABDL Femdom Story of Regression, Control, and Diaper Punishment




Introduction










It was supposed to be a chill afternoon—sun, cold drinks, and enough grilled meat to knock out anyone with a pulse.










Mason leaned back in his plastic patio chair, beer in hand, sunglasses pushed up in his sandy-blond hair. Shirtless, cocky, and comfortably buzzed, he was at his social peak: the center of attention. The young women at the table laughed politely at his stories. The men nodded or rolled their eyes. And across the yard, two sets of cold eyes watched him over the rims of their glasses.










Remi and Chloe.










The lesbian couple from across the street. Everyone knew who they were—gorgeous, mysterious, private. Chloe was the tall one, all legs and attitude in tight black shorts, with long dark curls and a piercing in her nose. Remi was shorter but meaner, always barefoot, always smirking, with sharp green eyes that flicked over people like she was dissecting them.










They didn’t mingle much. But when they showed up, the air shifted.










And today, Mason had no idea he was dancing straight into their web.










“So, what’s your secret then?” asked Sarah, one of the host’s friends, swirling her drink with a lazy smile.










“My secret?” Mason grinned. “Easy. I dominate.”










A couple heads turned. Laughter trickled out. But Mason doubled down.










“I mean it. Doesn’t matter who she is—shy, confident, bratty—I always end up on top. Something about my energy, I guess.” He shrugged, as if apologizing for being naturally irresistible. “Women love a guy who takes control.”










“You sure about that?” Sarah asked, glancing behind him.










Mason followed her eyes—and saw Remi and Chloe walking over.










The air got ten degrees heavier.










Remi’s smirk was subtle, dangerous. “We couldn’t help overhearing,” she said smoothly. “You ‘dominate any woman,’ huh?”










Mason chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck. “I mean, yeah. It’s just how it tends to go. Some people lead, some follow. Natural order, right?”










Chloe tilted her head. “Even women like us?”










He hesitated, scanning their faces, searching for signs of a joke.










“You two?” he teased. “I’d break you both by breakfast.”










That was it.










That was the moment everything shifted.










Chloe’s lips curled into a smile that didn’t touch her eyes.










Remi leaned closer, whisper-soft. “Wanna bet?”










Silence stretched around the table. Someone laughed awkwardly. But neither woman broke eye contact.










Mason raised an eyebrow. “You serious?”










“Oh, very.” Chloe’s voice was syrupy sweet. “Let’s say… one month. We’ll have you begging to wear what we tell you, do what we say, crawl when we say so.”










“And just to make it fun,” Remi added, “you’ll be diapered. Like a little boy who never learned control.”










Laughter rippled through the group again—this time more uncomfortable.










Mason tried to brush it off. “Okay, okay. Joke taken.”










Chloe stepped closer. “Oh, it’s not a joke, cutie. Not anymore.”










He glanced around for backup, but people were suddenly busy with their drinks or staring at the grill.










“We won’t force anything,” Remi said, sipping from her wine. “But you’ll come to us. You’ll want to see how far we’ll go. And when you do? Game on.”










They turned and walked away.










He should’ve forgotten it. Shrugged it off. But he couldn’t.










The next morning, there was a small package on his doorstep.










Inside was a pink pacifier.










And a note:

 

Come play, little boy. We’re waiting in Apartment 13. XOXO, Mommies.










Chapter One: The First Step Down










The pacifier sat on his nightstand for two days.










Mason couldn’t stop looking at it.










Pink, rubbery, cheap—and disturbing. It shouldn’t have meant anything. He wasn’t into that kind of thing. He wasn’t submissive. He wasn’t some diaper freak. He was a guy who liked control, liked teasing, liked watching girls melt when he got them alone.










But something about

 

that


 
pacifier… the handwriting on the note… the scent of perfume lingering on the paper…










It clawed at him. Made his stomach twist. Made his dick twitch at the worst times.










By the third night, he was drunk enough to text them.











[Mason]: still waiting for me, Mommies?


 😉








No reply.










Ten minutes later, a knock came at his door.










He froze.










Another knock. Three slow raps.










He opened the door shirtless, heartbeat in his throat.










Remi stood there, arms crossed, dressed in nothing but black leggings and a loose shirt that said

 

"Mommy Knows Best."


 
Her bare feet flexed on the hallway floor, nails painted a glossy pink.










She didn’t smile.










“I’m only going to ask once,” she said. “Pacifier in your mouth. Then follow.”










Mason stared.










“Now.”










Something in her tone cut through him—ice and steel.










His hand trembled as he picked up the pacifier and slipped it between his lips.










Remi’s smirk returned. “Good boy.”










He followed her down the hall, tongue awkward around the rubber bulb, heart pounding.










Apartment 13 was dim when they entered. Vanilla and leather filled the air. Candles glowed on side tables. And on the couch sat Chloe—legs crossed, a wine glass in one hand, phone in the other. She looked like she was expecting royalty. Or prey.










“Mmm,” she purred when she saw him. “So the little man wants to play after all.”










Mason pulled the pacifier out. “Okay, joke’s over. You made your point. This is funny, really—”










“Put it back in,” Remi snapped.










He hesitated.










“I said,” she repeated, stepping in front of him, “put it back in your mouth or crawl home in tears.”










His cheeks flushed red.










Pacifier. Back in.










“Better,” Chloe said. “Now. Strip.”










Mason’s eyes widened.










Remi leaned in, whispering just loud enough for Chloe to hear too. “We already filmed you walking down the hall with the paci. We’re not bluffing, sweetie. We’ll make you famous if you act up.”










That… did something to him.










His fingers fumbled at his shorts. Shirt came off next. Then underwear.










Naked. Pacified. Humiliated.










Remi circled him, fingers trailing along his shoulder, down his back. “Look at him. Not even five minutes in and already obedient.”










Chloe set her wine down. “Get the mat.”










Remi returned with a thick white changing mat. She laid it in the center of the room with practiced ease.










Mason’s eyes darted between them.










“You can run,” Chloe said, her voice lazy. “Or you can lie down and let Mommy diaper her new toy.”










Diaper.










He swallowed.










“What’s it gonna be, baby boy?”










Something broke inside him. Or maybe… bent.










He lay down.










The plastic was cold against his back. The room buzzed with silence and control.










Remi brought the diaper—thick, crinkly, white with blue babyish prints—and held it up like a prize.










Chloe knelt beside him. “Lift your hips, sweetheart.”










He obeyed.










The diaper slid beneath him. They sprinkled powder over his cock and balls—he twitched, ashamed of how his body reacted.










Then came the humiliating tug, the tapes, the final

 

press


 
.










“You’re padded,” Remi whispered. “Welcome to the bet.”










They stood over him now—tall, powerful, fully clothed.










He was their little boy in a diaper.










Chloe took out her phone and snapped a photo.










Mason panicked. “What the fuck—mmf!”










Remi shoved the pacifier back in and held it there.










“You don’t get to talk anymore,” she growled. “Not without permission.”










“From now on,” Chloe added, “you crawl when we say crawl. You wet when we say wet. You come when we say beg.”










He squirmed under them, diaper crackling, cock half-hard from shame.










“This is day one,” Chloe whispered into his ear. “And we haven’t even started the plug training yet.”









Chapter Two: The Wet Mark










The apartment door clicked shut behind him.










Mason stood in the center of the room, hoodie still on, thick diaper crinkling beneath it. The pacifier necklace bounced softly against his chest with every tiny movement. It shouldn’t have felt this heavy. But it did.










Remi walked past him, casual as ever, and opened a small cabinet. She pulled out a black binder and a silver marker, laying them both on the table with quiet ceremony.










Chloe stayed behind him, toying with the hem of his hoodie. “Arms up.”










He obeyed.










The hoodie came off—slow, humiliating—and suddenly the diaper was on full display. White. Puffy. Taped tight. He felt the air against his thighs and nearly whimpered.










“This is the last clean diaper you’ll wear today,” Chloe said simply.










Mason blinked. “Excuse me?”










Remi opened the binder and turned it toward him.










A laminated chart. Several rows already filled with past entries.











Date. Diaper Status. Wet Count. Plug Level. Discipline Given. Notes.











Today’s date sat blank.










Until now.










Chloe grabbed the silver marker and knelt in front of him. With a slow, deliberate motion, she wrote directly on the front of his diaper:













0 – DRY















Then she looked up at him and smiled. “Not for long.”










He stepped back, horrified. “You’re not seriously expecting me to… to wet this.”










“We’re not expecting,” Remi said, tapping her phone. “We’re

 

requiring


 
.”










A buzz vibrated through his hips. He gasped.










The plug was in. When did it go in?










His knees nearly buckled.










Remi was still smiling. “Level one stimulation. You’ll lose control soon. It’s designed that way.”










“I’m not going to piss myself like a f—”










Chloe grabbed him by the jaw. “You don’t get to talk like that anymore.”










She leaned in. “You want to get through this? Learn your place. Accept the system. Wet, be praised. Hold it, be punished.”










Mason clenched his fists. “I can hold it.”










Remi tapped the binder.










“Then we start with

 

plug training.


 
Every hour, the pressure increases. Every denial adds edging cycles. And if you

 

cum


 
without permission, baby?”










Chloe whispered the rest directly into his ear:




“We shave you bald and tattoo

 

‘Mommy’s Diaper Slut’


 
across your hip. Permanent. Understand?”










His voice cracked. “Y-yes, Mommy.”










Remi handed him a large baby bottle filled with warm apple juice.










“No cups. Finish this in twenty minutes. Then we wait.”















40 minutes later.











Mason sat on the floor, squirming.










The juice was gone.










The plug buzzed at a constant medium. Enough to keep him twitching. Leaking. Panicking.










His bladder ached.










Chloe and Remi sat casually at the kitchen table, sipping wine, watching him with amused eyes.










“You can ask,” Chloe said.










He shook his head.










“You want to be strong?” Remi mocked. “Fine. Strong boys get corner time. Strong boys get bigger plugs. Strong boys don’t get permission to wet. Ever.”










Mason groaned. “Please…”










Remi raised a brow. “Say it right.”










He trembled. “Please, Mommy… can I wet my diaper?”











Buzz.





The plug intensified for three long seconds.










Then silence.










“Permission granted,” Chloe said, smiling. “Go ahead, baby.”










He didn’t move.










Remi stood and walked behind him. Her hands pressed into his lower belly—firm, demanding.










His body gave out.










Warmth flooded the padding.










A hiss filled the room.










Chloe clapped once. “There we go.”










Mason buried his face in his hands.










The wetness spread. His diaper expanded.










He hated how

 

relieved


 
he felt.










He hated how

 

good


 
it felt.










Remi took the marker.










Crossed out the “0.”










Wrote:













1 – First Wetting – Good baby


 😘












Mason said nothing.










He couldn’t.










The warmth. The shame. The tension.










And the knowledge that tomorrow?










They’d expect

 

three


 
.









Chapter Three: The First Wetting










The hallway felt longer than usual.










Every footstep echoed.










Mason kept his eyes on the floor, hoodie zipped tight, but he could

 

feel


 
the thick bulge between his legs with every step. The plug inside him shifted when he moved. His joggers didn’t hide much. And the pacifier clipped to his chest, dangling like some cursed pendant, tapped against the zipper like it had a heartbeat of its own.










Behind him, Chloe and Remi walked slow and calm, as if they were out for a casual stroll.










“Left cheek is clenching,” Remi observed aloud. “Plug must be hitting just right.”










Mason flushed red. “Stop talking like that.”











SMACK.











Chloe’s palm connected with his ass through the hoodie.










“You don’t get to order your Mommies around.”










They turned the corner toward the back alley of the apartment complex—a quiet path leading to the community garden. The summer air was warm, the late sun casting gold across the pavement.










They weren’t the only ones out.










A girl walked a dog near the fence. An older man watered the tomatoes. Somewhere, laughter rang out.










Mason froze.










Chloe came up beside him, wrapping her arm through his. “We’re just walking. Unless you’re worried someone will notice your cute little

 

waddle


 
.”










Remi giggled. “They won’t. Yet.”










His breath caught. “This is fucked up. I didn’t sign up for—”










“You

 

did


 
,” Chloe interrupted. “The second you took that pacifier. The second you let us tape you up. You

 

chose


 
to be our baby.”










Remi stepped in front of him. “So now you’re going to finish this walk, and if you behave…”










She reached down and cupped the front of his joggers.










He twitched.










“…we might let you use your diaper like a good boy.”










His cheeks burned. “You want me to piss myself?”










Chloe leaned in, lips near his ear. “No, baby. We want you to

 

need permission


 
to piss yourself.”










Remi held out a small metal clicker. “Every time you ask nicely, you get a click. Three clicks, you’re allowed to wet.”










He stared at it.










“This is insane.”










Chloe shrugged. “Then you’ll stay full, bloated, and desperate until your little plug makes you cry. Your call.”










The pressure was already there. The lube, the tension, the fear—it all added up.










He swallowed his pride.










“…Please,” he muttered.










Remi lifted the clicker.

 

Click.











“Louder.”










“…Please, Mommy.”











Click.











“Beg,” Chloe whispered. “Rub your diaper and beg.”










His hand shook as he reached down, pressing against the humiliating bulk between his legs. The plug throbbed inside him. His cock twitched.










“…Please, Mommy, I really have to go. Please let me wet. I’ll be a good boy.”











Click.











Remi smiled.










“That’s three.”










Chloe stepped behind him and pulled his hoodie up. The waistband of the diaper peeked above his joggers.










“Here’s your reward,” she said. “Go ahead. Right here. Right now.”










He looked around. There were people nearby. Not looking yet. But close.










“I—I can’t,” he stammered.










Remi smirked. “Then we’ll help.”










She reached behind and pressed her hand hard against the plug. Chloe gripped the front of the diaper and

 

squeezed


 
.










The pressure broke.










Mason gasped as heat flooded between his legs, soaking the padding, spreading fast. His body shuddered—ashamed, helpless, overwhelmed.










The diaper

 

swelled


 
.










A dark patch bloomed visibly through his joggers.










He whimpered.










The girl walking the dog glanced over. Stared. Her eyes widened.










Mason turned to run.










But Chloe grabbed him by the wrist.










“Oh no, baby. You earned your first mark.”










Remi pulled out the marker, crouched in front of him, and crossed out the

 

0


 
.










She wrote:

 

1 – Public Wetting – Good Boy


 😘








“Let’s go home,” Chloe whispered, licking his earlobe. “We’ve got your first reward ready.”










He blinked at her. “R-reward?”










She smiled. “Corner time. Plug in. Pants off. And a livestream for our favorite subscribers.”









Chapter Four: The Corner Cam










The red light blinked off.










The livestream had ended.










But Mason was still strapped to the display board—arms raised above his head, ankles spread wide, diaper soggy and swollen from the public wetting, the humiliating

 

“1 – Public Wetting – Good Boy 😘


 
” marker still boldly scrawled across the front

 .








His cock pulsed uselessly in the chrome cage. The plug inside him throbbed steadily in pulse mode. And the ache in his body had grown unbearable.










Remi stood in front of him, wiping her hands with a towel like she’d just finished a workout. Chloe sipped wine nearby, watching him twitch and leak like he was the TV.










Then Chloe spoke.










“I’m proud of you, baby.”










Mason looked up, dazed.










She smiled softly. “But pride isn’t the same as

 

trust


 
. And you still flinched when someone looked at you. You still tried to cover yourself.”










Remi stepped behind him. “Which means… you haven’t learned yet.”










Mason swallowed. “Learned what?”










Remi leaned close and whispered: “You don’t

 

deserve


 
modesty anymore.”














She unclipped him from the board. His knees gave out, and he dropped to the floor, diaper squishing loudly as he hit the mat. Chloe grabbed his chin and forced his eyes up.










“Corner time.”










“But I didn’t—”










“Corner. Time.”










Remi snapped her fingers, and Chloe pulled out a tall standing frame from the closet. It had cuffs at the top and bottom, and a thick vertical post lined with pink leather.










They strapped him in. Face-forward. Ass out. Legs wide. Arms high.










Directly in front of the

 

Corner Cam


 
.










Ava had installed it herself.










Red light: ON.










Live feed: PUBLIC.










Above him, the monitor lit up:













Corner Cam Stream: DiaperDoll_Mason





🔴

 

LIVE – 268 Viewer


 s


💦 Wet Count:

 
1

🍑 Plug Level

 : 
1

🔒 Cage Status: Ac

 t
ive

🍼 Voice Control: Dis

 abled












Remi turned up the plug.




Chloe turned up the humiliation.










They stood off-camera and read out the comments while Mason twitched and moaned into the room.












👠

 

“God, he’s clenching.


 ”




 

🍼 “Twitchy little slut, isn’t he


 ?
”



 

🔐 “Still locked? His balls must be purple by no


 w
.”

 



😈 “Edge him until he cries. No mer


 cy.”












Remi picked up the remote. “Let’s see how long you last.”











BZZZ.











The plug buzzed. Full base pulse. Direct stimulation.










Mason whimpered. The diaper

 

squelched


 
under him. His cage

 

jerked


 
against the pressure.










Chloe walked forward, licking her finger and pressing it into the back of his padding. “Mmmm. He’s leaking. You like that, baby? You like being our wet little twitch toy?”










He groaned.










“Too bad. You don’t get to cum.”















Twenty minutes.











That’s how long they made him stand there.










The viewers watched every second.










Chloe teased him with the feather from the punishment drawer.










Remi slid her hands between his thighs and massaged the padding.

 

Gently. Casually.


 
Not enough to help. Just enough to

 

destroy


 
his control.










The plug buzzed.










Then paused.










Then buzzed harder.










He was close.










So close.










“May I cum?” he begged.










Chloe whispered, “No.”










He screamed into the empty air.














Finally, they turned the stream off.










Untied him.










Laid him down on the changing mat like a broken doll.










“Did you learn your lesson?” Remi asked.










He nodded.










Chloe smiled, leaned down, and kissed his cage through the swollen padding. “Good.”










She picked up the marker again.











2 – Corner Stream – Denied


 💧







Chapter Five: Dinner and Dripping










The red light blinked off.










The stream ended.










But Mason was still strapped to the board—diaper heavy, thighs sticky, cock aching. Sweat clung to his skin, and the plug deep inside him pulsed in time with his heartbeat. His whole body felt… rewired. Like their control was stitched into his nerves now.










Chloe and Remi stood side by side, silent.










Then Remi clapped.










“Good show,” she said. “They loved your twitching. We earned over six hundred tonight. You should be proud.”










Mason sagged. “Can I please get out now?”










Chloe walked over. “Of course, baby boy.”










She unbuckled the restraints, slowly, letting her fingers linger. When his legs gave out, she caught him.










“You leaked,” she murmured, pressing a hand to the front of the diaper. “You’re soaked through.”










He wanted to protest—but his body had betrayed him hours ago.










Remi returned with a tray of food: a pink plastic bowl, a bib with cartoon ducks, and a sippy cup.










He stared at it, horrified.










“No.”










Chloe’s eyes sharpened. “Wrong answer.”










Remi was already behind him, tugging him by the arm toward the padded feeding mat.










“Mommy said dinner time.”










“I’m not a baby—”











SMACK.











Chloe slapped the back of his thigh. Not hard. Just sharp enough to shut him up.










“You’re not a baby?” she cooed. “You pissed yourself. On command. On stream. While begging us to make it stop. You’re

 

exactly


 
a baby, Mason.”










He was seated on the floor before he could argue again.










The bib snapped into place around his neck.










The spoon dipped into the bowl—thick, beige mush. Oatmeal mixed with puréed carrots, probably. It smelled bland. Sad.










Chloe scooped a spoonful. “Open.”










He clenched his mouth.










Remi leaned in, whispering against his ear. “Plug Level Two goes in

 

either


 
way tonight. But if you eat like a good boy, we’ll lube it first.”










His lips parted.










The spoon slid in.










It was awful.










The twins fed him slowly, deliberately, like they were teaching him not just to obey—but to forget who he’d been. He wasn’t allowed to hold the spoon. Or drink from a cup. Just chewed mush and small sips from a sippy nozzle that made his cheeks burn with every suck.










“You dribbled,” Chloe said, wiping his chin with the bib. “How messy.”










Remi tapped the diaper. “And leaking.”










He glanced down.










A faint yellow stain had crept to the edge of the diaper’s thigh line.










“Still think you’re not a baby?” she asked.










Mason didn’t answer.










Chloe stood up. “Change mat. Now.”










He crawled, shame burning through him.










They stripped him without ceremony.










The diaper landed in a pail with a wet

 

plop


 
.










Remi wiped him down slowly, but not gently—making sure to hold eye contact the entire time. “You’re not going to hold your bladder much longer, you know. The plug helps loosen things up.”










Chloe unwrapped a new plug.










It was longer.










Thicker.










Ribbed.










Mason backed away.










Remi shoved him back onto the mat. “We warned you.”










She lubed the new toy, holding it up like a trophy. “Level Two.”










Chloe straddled his chest to pin him. “Keep your legs open.”










The plug slid in slowly—but deeper. It stretched him more. His toes curled, hands clenched, and still they pushed it in until it seated with a brutal

 

pop


 
.










He was panting by the time it was over.










The new diaper was thicker. Printed with

 

pink unicorns


 
. Chloe taped it snug.










Remi buckled a locking belt around his waist. “No touching. No humping. This one stays on until morning.”










Chloe smiled. “And if you leak again?”










Remi pulled a small chastity cage from the nightstand drawer. “We’ve got something special planned.”










Mason whimpered.










Chloe leaned down and kissed his forehead. “Good night, baby.”










They turned off the light.










Locked the nursery door.










And left him lying in his crib… plugged, padded, leaking, and completely, utterly owned.









Chapter Six: Outing the Baby










Sunlight hit his eyes as the door opened.










Mason hesitated in the doorway—face pale, legs shaking, diaper locked under thick grey sweatpants that

 

did nothing


 
to hide the bulk. The plug inside him was already vibrating at a slow, taunting pace, pulsing gently against his prostate. Remi had set it to "Tease Mode." Chloe held the remote.










Behind him, the twins flanked him like bodyguards—or cruel caretakers.










Chloe wore oversized sunglasses and a smirk. She carried a pastel-pink

 

diaper bag


 
. Remi had a leash clipped to Mason’s pacifier necklace, loose but present, a reminder of who owned him.










“You’re walking like you shit yourself,” Remi teased. “Good.”










“I hate you,” Mason muttered.











Beep.





The plug buzzed harder.










He gasped, knees buckling slightly.










Chloe stepped close and adjusted the waistband of his sweats, letting the top of the unicorn-printed diaper peek out. “Say that louder, and you’ll be crawling through aisle five, baby boy.”










They led him to the car.










Back seat, buckled in, the diaper crinkling with every bump in the road. The plug buzzed constantly now—sometimes pulsing, sometimes still, always unpredictable. His cock swelled and sagged in waves of useless arousal.










By the time they pulled into the strip mall parking lot, Mason was already leaking precum into the padding.










"Today's lesson," Chloe said, "is all about

 

endurance


 
. Control. Obedience. If you make a sound, you get punished. If someone notices your diaper, you get punished harder. If you

 

ask


 
to cum?” She winked. “We

 

film


 
your begging.”










Mason whimpered.










Remi adjusted the leash and gave it a light tug. “Target first. We need wipes, powder, and a new bottle.”











Target.





Mason wanted to disappear.










They entered through the side doors, and everything became a nightmare of crinkle and heat and humiliation.










People were everywhere—mothers, kids, couples. No one

 

knew


 
… but his diaper sagged. The waistband peeked out. The pacifier clip bounced. The plug buzzed.










He tried to walk normal. Failed.










Every step made the padding squish. Every sudden vibration from Chloe’s remote made him gasp. He bit his tongue to keep from whimpering aloud.










Then came the worst part: the

 

baby aisle.











Chloe picked up baby powder. Remi inspected a pink bib.










Chloe turned to Mason, holding up a rattle. “What do you think? Too mature?”










Mason clenched his fists. “Please…”










Chloe smirked. “Do you need to potty, little boy?”










His face went crimson.










“Use your diaper like a good baby,” Remi said. “Right here.”










“I can’t…”











Buzz.





The plug hit a brutal high setting.










He grunted, hips jerking.










“Wet yourself, Mason.”










He tried to hold it. Failed.










Warmth spread into the diaper. Slowly at first. Then faster. The thick padding swelled between his thighs. He

 

dripped


 
into it, helpless, defeated. The plug continued to buzz softly, tauntingly, as if rewarding his surrender.










Chloe bent down and looked at the front of his sweats.










“I see a patch.”










He whimpered.










Remi pulled the leash tighter and whispered, “You’re such a good diaper boy. Everyone’s staring. They know. You just pissed yourself at Target. You’re never going to be normal again.”










They checked out slowly.










Mason’s heart pounded with every beep of the scanner. He couldn’t meet the cashier’s eyes. Couldn’t move without a wet squish.










Outside, Remi opened the trunk. Chloe patted the changing mat.










“You leaked,” she said. “That’s two wettings today.”










Remi clicked the marker. On his diaper’s waistband, she added:











2 – Leaked in Public – Good Sissy











Mason moaned behind his pacifier.










Chloe slid the backseat down.










“Now,” she said, “cuddle up on your mat. We’ve got three more stops. And if you cum in your diaper before bedtime?”










Remi grinned. “We show your face on the next stream.”









Chapter Seven: Sissy Clothing Day










The blinds were already open when he woke up.










Sunlight poured across the nursery floor, illuminating every humiliating detail: the pastel changing table, the row of pacifiers clipped on the wall, the pail of used diapers with his name written in marker on the lid.










Mason blinked slowly, groggy, the lingering vibrations of Plug Level 2 still echoing deep inside him. His diaper was soggy. Warm. Slightly sticky. He hadn’t remembered wetting in his sleep.










Chloe sat beside the crib in a robe, legs crossed, sipping coffee.










“Good morning, baby.”










He groaned.










She set her cup down and unlatched the crib rail. “Ready for a very special day?”










“What now…” he muttered.











SMACK.











She slapped his thigh. “Sissy Clothing Day. Remi’s idea.”










The door creaked open.










Remi entered with a clothes hanger draped in layers of pink: a

 

ruffled miniskirt


 
, thigh-high white socks with bows, a lacy crop top with hearts printed across the chest—and something small, silky, and shameful hanging between them.










Panties.










He blinked. “That’s not—no. No way.”










Remi walked closer. “They go

 

over


 
the diaper today. Gotta keep the bulge on full display.”










Chloe tapped her phone. The plug inside him

 

buzzed


 
once—low, deep, commanding.










His knees buckled.










“We’ll let you pick your panties,” Remi teased. “Pink with ‘Princess’ or lavender with ‘Diaper Slut’ on the butt?”










His throat closed.










Remi leaned in. “We already packed your bag. Sippy cup, powder, changing mat, plug wipes. You’re going out in this.”










“You’re sick,” he breathed.










Chloe grabbed his chin. “No, baby.

 

You


 
are the one hard in a soaked diaper. So unless you want us livestreaming your crying face, I suggest you lift your arms and behave.”










He obeyed.










The crop top barely covered the top of the diaper.










The skirt flared just past the thigh line—any bend, and everything would show.










Remi knelt to slip the socks over his legs slowly, drawing little hearts in lotion along his calves. Her touch was mocking, sensual, electric.










Then came the panties.










Silky.










Snug.










Tight over the bulging padding.










Chloe clipped a pink bow to his hair.










“Perfect,” she whispered.










“Please don’t take me out like this,” he begged.










Remi snapped a leash onto his pacifier necklace. “It’s

 

Sissy Day


 
, baby. Your opinion doesn’t count.”















They took him to brunch.











An actual restaurant.










Not a diaper shop. Not a quiet alley.










A real, upscale café with outdoor seating and real people—mothers, influencers, couples in yoga gear.










Chloe walked beside him like he was her cute little cousin.










Remi led the leash and smiled at passersby like nothing was wrong.










Mason kept his head down. Every step was a sound. A shift. A movement that made the skirt bounce and the diaper crinkle.










His legs were slick with heat and lotion. The plug inside him hadn’t stopped vibrating since they’d left the house.










Chloe handed him a menu.










“Pick fast. You’ll be fed like a big girl today. Fork and all.”










He swallowed. “Please, I—I can’t do this.”










Remi picked up her phone.










He froze.










“No! Okay, okay, fine.”










She smirked and tapped the screen.

 

Buzz.


 
The plug hit a brutal pulse. His legs clenched.










“You made a mess already?” Chloe asked, glancing under the table.










He nodded.










“Better,” she purred.










The waiter came by.










Remi ordered. Chloe smiled. Mason nearly died inside.










The worst part? When the food arrived, Chloe fed him with a fork—slow bites of scrambled eggs, sips of orange juice from a bottle, wiping his lips with a napkin after each bite.










People looked.










Some smiled politely.










Some

 

stared


 
.










One woman snapped a photo.










“You’re famous now,” Remi whispered. “Sissy brunch baby.”










He leaked again before dessert.









Chapter Eight: Changing Room Rules










The mall was crowded.










Too crowded.










Mason’s heart pounded with every echoing footstep on the tiled floor. He waddled between his two Mommies, each holding a shopping bag from brunch—

 

but they weren’t done.











Chloe’s fingers tapped her phone, eyes glinting.










Remi gripped the leash lightly, guiding Mason like he was nothing more than a dolled-up pet in thigh socks, skirt, and bulging diapers.










The pacifier necklace dangled against his chest, and underneath his pink panties, the plug pulsed on a soft, rhythmic cycle.










“Where are we going?” he whispered.










Chloe grinned. “Shopping.”










“I’m already dressed like a joke—”











Buzz.





The plug jumped to medium for three seconds.










He stumbled.










Remi leaned close, whispering in his ear, “You cum without permission today, and we post it. Full face. Moaning. With your name tagged.”










Mason shut up.














They entered a boutique called

 

SUGARLACE


 
.










It was

 

girly chaos


 
—wall-to-wall pastels, skimpy skirts, crop tops, glitter-covered shoes, racks of pink panties with bows and messages like

 

"Kiss Me Here"


 
and

 

"Dumb Doll."











Chloe picked up a skirt that could fit a Barbie. “Oh, this’ll barely hide the front of your diaper.”










Remi laughed and grabbed three panties: one sheer white with ruffles, one bright pink that read

 

“Princess Meat Toy,”


 
and one lavender thong with

 

“Baby's First Plug”


 
stitched across the crotch in cursive.










Mason blanched.










“I can’t try those on—someone will see me.”










Remi handed him the clothes and pointed toward the changing room. “That’s the idea.”















The stall was tiny. Lit too bright.











Mason stood there, staring at himself in the mirror—his cheeks pink, thighs glossy with lotion, diaper puffing around his waist, plug inside still gently

 

throbbing


 
.










The first thing he tried was the white ruffled panties.










They barely stretched over the diaper. The lace cut into the padding, framing his crotch like it was a gift-wrapped shame.










The plug buzzed to high.










He gasped and gripped the wall.










His cock pulsed. Hot. Helpless. Humiliated.










He

 

almost


 
came.










“Status?” Chloe texted.










He typed with shaking fingers:

 

Trying them on. Plug too strong.











Another message:





NO ORGASM.






IF YOU CUM, THE VIDEO GOES LIVE.











He sobbed softly and slipped into the next item—the pink

 

“Princess Meat Toy”


 
panties.










The fit was tighter.










The text stretched across his swollen diaper like a public announcement.











BuzzBuzzBuzz.





The plug shifted pattern—deep pulse, high vibrate, pause. Repeat.










He dropped to his knees.










“Oh god…”










A knock.










It wasn’t the girls.










A

 

stranger's voice


 
, cheerful: “Everything okay in there?”










He panicked. “Y-yeah! Just—yeah.”










Another pulse.










He slapped his hand over his crotch. The diaper squished. His cock throbbed.










Don’t cum. Don’t cum.










Then came Chloe’s text:





Last one. The thong. Show us.
















He stepped out of the stall.











Fully dressed in the lavender thong over his diaper, skirt lifted, socks pulled high.










Chloe and Remi were waiting in front of the mirror wall.










Chloe raised her phone.










Click.










He nearly screamed.










“That's the one,” Remi said. “We’ll call it his diaper twitch thong.”










Chloe turned the plug off.










He collapsed onto the bench, panting, flushed,

 

aching


 
.










“Did you hold it in?” Remi asked.










He nodded. Barely.










Chloe crouched, cupped his crotch through the diaper and whispered, “Good girl.”










He whimpered.










They paid for everything. Let him carry the bag. Made him walk ahead.










And on the way out, Chloe leaned in.










“You’re wearing the thong home. Plug back on during dinner. And if you so much as

 

drip


 
, your cage goes on.”









Chapter Nine: The Cage Comes Out










Dinner was simple.










Lasagna. Wine for them. Watered-down juice in a bottle for him.










But nothing about the setting felt normal.










Mason stood at the edge of the kitchen, dressed in

 

nothing


 
but his unicorn diaper, thigh-high socks, and a pink apron that said

 

"Sissy Server"


 
across the front in glitter letters.










He wore

 

heels


 
—Remi’s old six-inch stilettos—and every step had been an exercise in humiliation and pain. The plug inside him buzzed on a cruel, random rhythm, keeping him leaking, twitching, and distracted.










“Slow down, baby,” Chloe said, watching him fumble a plate onto the table. “You don’t want to slip and crack that pretty little cage on the floor.”










He looked up, startled.










“What cage?”










Remi grinned. “Oh… you’ll see.”










They ate slowly, luxuriously.










He stood, diaper rustling, plug grinding against his insides. His cock—useless and throbbing—pushed against the swollen padding. He couldn’t tell what was worse: the ache… or the way the twins

 

looked


 
at him.










Like they were waiting to

 

break


 
something.










When they finished, Chloe snapped her fingers. “Diaper check.”










He waddled to her, face burning.










She cupped the front. Pressed.










“Sticky,” she purred. “You’ve been dripping again.”










Remi joined her and pulled out the remote.










“Let’s test his control.”











BZZZZZZ.











The plug hit

 

max pulse


 
.










Mason

 

screamed


 
into his pacifier.










They pushed him against the table, hands roaming across his diapered crotch. Chloe peeled the apron off. Remi unpinned the diaper—slowly, letting the cool air kiss his throbbing, soaked skin.










His cock

 

twitched


 
. So close.










“Can I—please—can I cum—” he moaned, shaking.










Chloe crouched. Licked his tip once.










His body

 

jerked


 
.










Remi held the remote steady. “You want permission?”










“Yes! Please!”










“On your knees.”










He dropped.










“Beg.”










“I’ll do anything. Please, Mommy. Please let me cum. Please—I’ve been good—I’ve held it—I wore everything—I let you—please—”










Remi turned off the plug.










Chloe stood up.










“Denied.”










Mason sobbed.










Chloe lifted a small velvet box from the counter.










Inside: a

 

chrome chastity cage


 
—sleek, narrow, and heartless.










“No,” Mason breathed.










“Yes,” Remi said. “You’re not allowed to cum. Not for days. Weeks, if we feel like it. And every time you beg like a slut, we’ll edge you harder… tighter… wetter.”










Chloe knelt down.










“Be a good girl and hold still.”










He tried.










The metal slid over his aching shaft. Cold. Final. It caged everything—tip, shaft, root. Remi snapped the ring shut around his balls. The lock clicked.











Click.





Control, gone.










Mason looked down and whimpered.










Chloe stood and kissed his forehead. “You’re officially under key, baby.”










Remi spun the tiny padlock in her fingers. “Plug goes back in tomorrow. With the cage on. Let’s see how long you last before you cry.”










He didn’t answer.










He just nodded—silently, diapered, denied, and

 

owned


 
.









Chapter Ten: Visitor’s Rights










Mason sat on the couch, legs spread by the bulk of his thickest diaper yet.










The chrome chastity cage trapped his cock in a cold, throbbing prison, the lock swinging just above the sodden padding. He could

 

feel


 
himself leaking—not from need to pee, but from raw, frustrating

 

ache.


 
His balls were swollen, blue, and ignored.










The plug inside him had been upgraded again.










“Extra girthy,” Remi had whispered. “To make you drip without even thinking.”










He wore nothing but a bib, mittens, and a pair of frilly ankle socks.










Then came the knock.










Chloe beamed. “Perfect timing.”










Mason sat up, panic blooming.










“No, please, I’m not—”










Remi slipped a pacifier into his mouth and clipped it to his bib. “Shush.”










The front door opened.











In walked Ava.











Tall, caramel-skinned, legs for days in ripped jeans, crop top, leather jacket. Black lipstick. Pierced nose. Eyeliner sharp enough to cut through shame.










She froze when she saw Mason.










Then she

 

smiled


 
.










“Oh my God,” Ava said slowly. “You weren’t kidding.”










Remi leaned against the wall. “Told you we’d break him.”










Chloe gestured to the couch like she was offering up dessert. “Wanna see him squirm?”










Ava stepped forward and knelt between Mason’s trembling legs.










“What's your name, baby?”










He couldn’t answer. The pacifier muffled everything.










“That’s okay,” Ava cooed. “You probably forgot how to speak with all this leaking going on.”










She ran her palm across the diaper—

 

slowly


 
.










His legs shook.










The plug buzzed once—

 

pulse mode


 
.










His eyes rolled back.










“Oh wow,” Ava laughed. “He’s plugged

 

and


 
caged? You two are vicious.”










“We like our boys obedient,” Chloe said. “Soft. Broken.”










Remi sipped her wine. “Go ahead. Inspect him. He’s used to being touched.”










Mason moaned behind the paci.










Ava tugged the front of the diaper down just enough to expose the tip of the chrome cage.










She

 

flicked it.











He

 

screamed


 
into the pacifier.










“Ohh, he's sensitive,” she teased. “Look at that drip.”










She unpinned the diaper fully.










Held it open like a gift.










"May I?" she asked, sliding on a latex glove.










Remi grinned. “All yours.”










Ava pressed on his plug.










Hard.










“Tell me, baby,” she purred. “Does Mommy ever let you cum?”










Mason shook his head violently, tears forming in the corners of his eyes.










“Aww. That’s so sad. Maybe you need a little milking…”










He moaned.










“But only

 

almost.


 
”










She gripped the cage and

 

stroked it


 
slowly—just enough for friction, just enough to

 

burn


 
.










He convulsed.










Then the plug buzzed hard.










Then… nothing.










He came

 

so close


 
.










But didn’t.










Ava stood and wiped her glove on the inside of his bib. “Denied. That was fun.”










Chloe came behind him, massaging his shoulders. “What do we say, baby?”










“…t-thank you,” he whimpered.










“Good boy.”










Ava turned to the twins. “Can I borrow him next week?”










Remi raised an eyebrow. “Overnight?”










Ava smirked. “I’ll return him diapered and ruined.”










Chloe grinned. “Deal.”









Chapter Eleven: Ava’s House, Ava’s Rules










The leash clipped to his pacifier bounced with every step.










Mason stood outside Ava’s apartment, holding a pink overnight bag with

 

“Mommy’s Favorite Sissy”


 
stitched across the front. He wore a diaper under denim shortalls, thigh-high socks, a long-sleeve pastel crop top, and his hair pulled into pigtails with little rattles dangling from the bows.










Remi had packed him herself.




Chloe had kissed his caged cock goodbye.




And both had whispered, “Be good for Ava. Or else.”










The door opened.










Ava stood in the frame in nothing but a black tank top, athletic shorts, and bare feet. Her nails were sharp. Her smile was sharper.










“Well, well,” she said. “My little diaper bitch arrives right on time.”










He whimpered behind his pacifier.










She took his bag, grabbed his leash, and yanked him inside.















Her apartment was a playground of shame.











A changing table. Straps on the furniture. Mirrors everywhere.










She led him to the living room and stripped him with clinical ease—mittens off, shirt up, shortalls down. The diaper came off with a single rip.










His cage throbbed, dripping.










“Time for

 

cleansing,


 
” Ava said.










“What—”










She snapped her fingers. “On the mat. On your back. Legs up.”










He obeyed, trembling.










She returned with a bulb syringe, a bottle of warm soapy water, and a plug even larger than Remi’s latest.










“No—please—”










“Quiet.”










She lubed him roughly, shoved the syringe in, and

 

squeezed


 
.










Warm fluid surged into his belly.










Then again.










And again.










Three full fills.










Mason writhed.










“Plug in,” she said, not giving him time to beg.










The huge toy slid in, stretching him open with force. She sealed it tight and slapped the base.










“You will not release until

 

I


 
say.”










His belly bloated.










The pressure was unbearable.










“Now,” Ava said calmly, “we call someone special.”














She dragged him to the couch and plopped him in her lap—belly swollen, plug locked, body caged and twitching.










She picked up her phone.










“Time to call your ex.”










He

 

froze.











“No. No no no please—”










She grabbed his pacifier and shoved it in.











Click.


 
Speakerphone on.










The phone rang.










And then… her voice.










“Hello?”










Ava grinned. “Hi, babe. Just hanging with your favorite little boy. Wanna say hi?”










Mason shook violently.










“Oh, you’re shy now?” Ava said sweetly. “Tell her you’re in a diaper with a full belly and your cock’s in a cage.”










He whimpered.










“Or I’ll

 

unplug you right here


 
and let you fill my couch.”










He moaned into the pacifier.










The woman on the phone gasped. “…Is that

 

Mason


 
?”










Ava giggled. “Mhm. He’s mine now. Say hi, baby.”










Mason sobbed behind the rubber bulb.










“Poor thing,” Ava said. “He needs milking.”















The Milking Bench was made of steel and shame.











Strapped face-down. Legs wide. Plug still in. Diaper under him. Cage on.










Ava teased him with lube. Gloves. A massager.










Every stroke brought him

 

closer


 
. Every breath teased relief.










But it never came.










“You want to cum?” she whispered.










He nodded frantically.










“You don’t get to.”










She edged him once.










Twice.










Ten times.










Then left him

 

strapped and squirming


 
.










“Good night, baby.”










She turned out the lights.










And Mason cried into the bench, his swollen cock pulsing behind steel, belly aching with enema pressure, body leaking useless arousal…










All while Ava’s friends

 

watched


 
through a hidden cam on her phone.









Chapter Twelve: Service Position










“You’re not sitting at the table,” Ava said flatly.










Mason blinked. “Then where—”










“On the floor. Kneeling. Bib on. Diaper fully exposed. And your job tonight is simple—hold our drinks, refill our snacks, and do

 

not


 
whimper.”










The private café was hidden behind a bookstore—an upscale, members-only place called

 

The Velvet Room


 
. It wasn’t loud or chaotic. It was worse:

 

elegant


 
, dimly lit, velvet booths and candlelight, murmurs of conversation, and women in expensive heels sipping wine while

 

men like him


 
knelt at their feet.










Some diapered. Some plugged. One in a collar with his wrists bound behind his back, drool running down his chin.










Mason swallowed hard.










Ava pushed open the door and led him in by the leash.










The twins were already seated at their booth. Remi wore leather boots with shining heels. Chloe was in a tight black dress, sipping a martini.










“Mmmm,” Chloe purred. “There’s our little helper.”










They all watched as Ava stripped Mason’s coat off, pulled down his pants, and

 

left him in just the diaper, cage, socks,


 
and pink ruffled shirt that read:











“Property of the Mommies.”











He was trembling as she guided him to the booth.










“On your knees. Head down. Present yourself.”










He dropped.










Remi kicked her heels up onto his back like he was a footrest.










Ava handed him a tray with three drinks.










“You hold this. Do not spill. Do not move. And if you leak onto the floor…”










Chloe smiled. “We ring the bell.”










He didn’t ask what the bell meant.










He didn’t want to know.















The worst part was the conversations.











The women ignored him.










They talked about their day. Their jobs. Sex. Stories of other boys they’d broken.










And he just

 

knelt


 
there, sweating, plug pulsing in his ass, cage tight around his aching cock, his body trembling with the shame of being forgotten and

 

fully exposed


 
in public.










Every so often, Chloe would reach down and tug on the back of his diaper. Or Remi would flick the cage and laugh as he flinched.










The tray got heavier.










He whimpered once.











Ding.











Remi rang the small silver bell on the table.










A server appeared immediately.










“Corner time,” Ava said. “Now.”















The corner was glass.











Transparent. Lit. Right in the middle of the lounge.










They strapped him to a standing frame, arms above his head, legs wide apart, his caged cock and swollen diaper fully visible to

 

every


 
table.










A screen lit up behind him.











“Wet Count: 0 — Edge Level: 87% — Plug Mode: PULSE”











Someone clapped.










Someone took a photo.










Someone said, “Good boy.”










The twins and Ava returned to their drinks.










Mason stood there, blushing, leaking, and pulsing with shame.










They weren’t sharing him.










They weren’t auctioning him.










They were

 

owning


 
him.










And making sure

 

everyone


 
saw it.









Chapter Thirteen: Owned










The leash sat on the velvet table.










Unclipped.










Untouched.










But Mason didn’t move.










He was kneeling again, back arched to hold Ava’s boots, Chloe’s drink tray balanced on his left palm, his other hand locked to the strap on his pacifier. The plug hadn’t stopped pulsing in hours. His cage throbbed. His diaper sagged with the weight of another accident.










The wet count screen read

 

"3"


 
behind him.










No one was holding him here.










But he wasn’t leaving.










Couldn’t leave.










He was shaking—but it wasn’t from fear.










It was from

 

need.















When they returned home, Chloe sat him on the changing table. No cuffs. No restraints.










Just her.










And Remi.










And Ava.










Watching.










“I’m going to ask once,” Chloe said, brushing his hair back. “Do you want this?”










His eyes watered.










“Yes, Mommy.”










“You want to be ours?”










“Yes, Mommy.”










Remi stepped forward. “No safe word. No escape clause. This is permanent.”










He swallowed. Nodded.










“Use your words, diaper boy,” she said.










“I… I want to be yours. Forever. I want to be owned. Diapered. Denied. Plugged. Controlled. I want to belong to my Mommies.”










Ava handed Chloe the collar.










Thick leather. Black. Heart-shaped lock in front.










Chloe buckled it around his neck and kissed the clasp.










Remi pulled out a tiny injector—no bigger than a pen.










He flinched.










“It’s a location chip,” she said. “Like for a dog. Or a pet. If you’re really ours…”










She didn’t finish the sentence.










She just

 

waited


 
.










Mason nodded.










Remi slid the needle behind his ear. A pinch. A beep. Done.










The screen behind them lit up:













NEW DEVICE REGISTERED: SISSY-UNIT-MN28






PERMISSION LEVEL: 0 – TOTAL DEPENDENCE






ASSIGNED GUARDIANS: MOMMY REMI – MOMMY CHLOE – MOMMY AVA















Chloe kissed his forehead.










Remi cupped the front of his cage and whispered, “Our little toy.”










Ava wiped a tear from his cheek.










“Congratulations, baby,” she whispered. “You just gave up your name.”















He never used the name Mason again.











From that night on, he was only ever called:











"Little One."






"Sissy Boy."






"Diaper Doll."





Or simply…











"Ours."











And when strangers asked why he walked with a waddle and a leash, Chloe would just smile and say:











"He lost a bet."











But the truth was far darker.










And far more beautiful.










He

 

wanted


 
to lose.










Because losing meant being

 

owned


 
forever.









Bonus Epilogue: Routine











06:30 AM


 
–

 

Crib unlocks automatically.











The lights brighten. Soft lullaby music plays.










He blinks awake, pacifier still in, wrists bound in silk cuffs, plug vibrating gently in his ass.










His diaper? Heavy. Warm. Overfilled.











Status: Leaked.






Wet Count: 2






Auto-Penalty Triggered.











A text pings the main screen:





MOMMY REMI: Leaked again. That’s one corner hour and a cold wipe-down, sissy.






MOMMY CHLOE: 5am plug buzz approved. Hope you enjoyed the squirm.











He moans into the paci.















07:00 AM


 
–

 

Morning Routine











He’s lifted out of the crib and placed on the changing mat.










Chloe hums as she wipes him down with ice-cold cloths.










Remi presses her heel to the cage. “Still leaking. We’ll tighten the ring later.”










The

 

chart


 
on the wall glows with today’s categories:










●

 
       

 

Plug Size


 
: XL



 









●

 
       

 

Diaper Type


 
: Triple-layered, pink butterflies



 









●

 
       

 

Speech Mode


 
: Babytalk only



 









●

 
       

 

Feeding Style


 
: Bottled & Bound



 









●

 
       

 

Chastity Days Remaining


 
: 84



 









He doesn’t protest.










He just lifts his legs and whimpers.















09:30 AM


 
–

 

Training Session with Ava











Ava arrives with a clipboard.










She checks the cage. The plug. The diaper.










“Your walking posture has slipped,” she scolds. “Ass out, shoulders down, sissy.”










He obeys.










She has him crawl in circles while reading out humiliating sentences like:













“I am Mommy’s soggy little toy.”






“Only sluts like me wear diapers forever.”















If he hesitates, the plug buzzes.










If he says the words too proudly, she flicks the cage.










At the end of the session, she takes a Polaroid of his flushed face next to the used diaper pile.










She tapes it on the punishment wall.















12:00 PM


 
–

 

Feeding Time











He kneels, arms bound behind his back.










Chloe feeds him from a bottle. Warm milk. Crushed pills.










Laxatives? Hormones? He never knows anymore.










She burps him after.










Remi checks the smell.










“Soon,” she says. “You’ll mess without warning. And love it.”










He shudders.















3:00 PM


 
–

 

Plug Check











The plug is removed. Cleaned.










His hole twitches open and drips around Chloe’s fingers.










“Getting looser,” she notes. “Good girl.”










Then it goes back in.










Deeper.















6:00 PM


 
–

 

Public Outing (Mild Exposure)











Pink shortalls. Diaper underneath. Oversized stuffie in one hand. Pacifier leash clipped tight.










Remi takes him to the grocery store.










He pushes the cart. Diaper crinkles with every step.










Chloe sends the

 

remote signal.












BZZZ.











He moans in the frozen foods aisle.










No one says a word.










But one woman smiles and nods.










She knows.















9:00 PM


 
–

 

End of Day Milking (Edging Only)











He’s strapped into the bench.










Cage still on.










Ava strokes him for twenty minutes with lube and gloves.










The screen reads:













Edging Cycle: 4






Drip Rate: 16%






Orgasm Allowed: 0















She kisses the tip through the bars. “Not tonight, sissy.”















10:00 PM


 
–

 

Nightly Lockdown











Back in the crib.










Wrist cuffs tightened.










Pacifier taped in.










Plug switched to

 

dream buzz mode.











Remi dims the lights and whispers: “We’re so proud of you.”










Chloe brushes his hair. “Tomorrow’s punishment day.”










He smiles behind the paci.










He

 

wants


 
it.










Because he’s not their submissive.










He’s not their plaything.










He’s their

 

diapered forever toy


 
.










Marked. Trained. Owned.










Exactly how he begged to be.









Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


 
, you’ll love these other wild, wicked reads…











Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?





Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.









Disclaimer










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











Age Declaration











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











Image Disclaimer











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











Copyright













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