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Chapter 1: The Cage Clicks Shut

I turned the key and the lock gave a soft click that sounded too loud in the hallway. The apartment air hit my face warm and thick, like someone had been running the heat on purpose. I stood in the doorway with my gym bag on my shoulder and my jaw set the way I always set it when I came home from a late shift, ready to argue about dishes or rent or whatever Renata had saved up for me.

The living room was not our living room anymore.

Pink plastic lined the far wall in stacked squares. A low changing table sat where the TV stand used to be, white laminate, bolted flat, a pack of thick adult diapers on the shelf underneath, pink and white, the plastic wrappers catching the overhead light. The crinkle when I shifted my weight on the mat by the door was not carpet. It was a padded floor panel, the kind that clicked under shoes and gave under bare feet.

Renata stood at the kitchen island in a black silk robe, hair pinned up, one hand wrapped around a mug. She did not look surprised to see me. She looked like she had been waiting for the exact second the lock turned.

"Take your shoes off before you cross the line," she said.

"What line."

She pointed at the tape on the floor, two inches of silver strip from the threshold to the first pink panel. "That one. Shoes stay in the hall. You know the rule."

I had not known any rule. Three weeks ago I walked out after I told her she was being dramatic about the credit card, about the names I called her when I was drunk, about the way I laughed when she cried. I slept at Marco's. I ignored her texts. I came back tonight because my card got declined at the pump and Marco's couch smelled like cat piss and Renata was the only person in the city who would let me in without making me grovel first.

I thought groveling was beneath me.

I kicked my shoes into the hall. The floor panel gave a wet plastic squeak under my socks. The heat in here was wrong. My shirt stuck to my back before I took two steps.

"Bag down," she said.

I dropped the gym bag by the tape. "Renata, what the fuck is this."

"This is home now." She set the mug down. Steam curled off it and vanished in the warm air. "You said you would fix things. You said you would listen. This is what listening looks like."

"I said I'd talk."

"You will do exactly as I say." Her voice stayed level, the same tone she used when she asked if I wanted extra rice. No shout. No shake. "Or you can collect your shoes and go back to Marco's couch. Those are the options."

My throat tightened. Not fear. Anger. The old anger that always worked on her before.

"You can't turn the apartment into a joke and call it marriage counseling."

"It's not a joke." She walked toward me. Bare feet silent on the crinkling panel. "It's the cost of staying. You want the bed. You want hot food. You want me to answer when you call. You pay in obedience. Starting tonight."

She stopped close enough that I smelled her skin under the robe, clean soap and coffee. My cock stirred in my jeans before my brain caught up, and heat crawled up my neck because it stirred for her standing there like she owned the room I used to pay half the rent on.

I stepped back. The panel crinkled under my heel.

"I'm not doing… whatever this is."

"Then go." She folded her arms. "Shoes are right there."

I looked at the hall. At my declined card in my wallet. At the empty checking account I had not told her about because I thought I could win an argument before I needed her money again.

I did not go.

"Good," she said. "Strip to your underwear. Leave the socks."

"What."

"Wesley." My name in her mouth sounded like a label on a box. "Shoes off. Bag down. Shirt off. You do not ask why twice in one night. That is another rule."

My hands moved before I decided to move them. Pride screamed at me to stop. My fingers hooked under my shirt hem and pulled it over my head. The apartment air was so warm my nipples tightened on the first brush of it. I tossed the shirt on the bag. Gym shorts next. I stood in boxer briefs and socks on a pink crinkling floor while my girlfriend looked me over like inventory.

"Turn around."

I turned. Her fingers traced my shoulder blades, down my spine, stopping at the waistband of my briefs.

"You still think you're the man here," she said quietly. "You still think I waited because I was weak."

"I didn't say that tonight."

"You said it for two years." Her hand slid around my hip and cupped my cock through the cotton. I hardened fast, full and stupid, and she squeezed once, measuring. "Your body already knows where you belong. Your mouth is the last part of you that catches up."

I grabbed her wrist. "Renata."

"Let go."

I let go.

She walked to the changing table and opened a drawer. Plastic rustled. Metal clicked, small and sharp, like a key ring or a tool. When she came back she held a pink chastity cage in one hand, matte silicone and clear polycarbonate, and a little brass padlock that looked heavy in her palm.

My stomach dropped.

"No."

"Yes." She knelt in front of me. Her breath warmed the skin above my briefs. "You don't get to fuck me whenever you're sorry. You don't get to jack off to porn in my bathroom and pretend that counts as intimacy. Your cock lives in this now. That is the first price."

"You can't just, "

"I can." She hooked her fingers in my waistband and yanked the briefs to my knees. Cool air hit my balls, then the warm room swallowed it. My cock stood up hard, betraying me, bobbing toward her face. "Step out."

I stepped out of the briefs. She folded them neat and set them on the table like she had done it a hundred times.

The cage was cold when she pressed the ring against my root. I flinched at the temperature shock on hot skin. She worked my balls through the split base, snug, clinical. The silicone sleeve slid over my shaft inch by inch, compressing, flattening the swell until the head bumped the end and had nowhere to go.

"Fuck," I breathed.

"Quiet." She fitted the cap. My cock disappeared inside pink plastic. The lock clicked through the posts. One turn of the key. Another click, final, the sound sitting in my teeth.

Gone.

Trapped.

The cage was warm within seconds, holding my blood in without letting me grow. A dull throb started immediately, helpless, and every heartbeat made the plastic tug.

Renata stood and dropped the key into her robe pocket. "Hands on your head."

"Renata, please."

"Hands. On. Your head."

I laced my fingers on top of my hair. The position opened my chest and armpits to the heat. I stood naked except socks and pink plastic while she opened another drawer.

She pulled out a diaper.

Not a thin pad. A thick adult diaper, white with pink tape tabs, crinkling loud when she unfolded it. The plastic backing shone under the lights. The inner diaper looked deep enough to swallow a fist.

My mouth went dry.

"You wear this when you're home," she said. "You wear it when you sleep. You ask before you take it off. You do not piss in my toilet without permission. That is tonight's rule set. Three rules. Shoes. Cage. Diaper. Break one and you sleep in the hall."

"This is insane."

"You spent my patience like it was free." She snapped the diaper open fully. The crinkle bounced off the walls. "Lie on the table."

The changing table was waist high, padded vinyl, warm from the room heat. I did not move.

Renata picked up my phone from the island where I must have left it charging days ago. She held the screen toward me. Photos. Me at Marco's bar. A girl's hand on my thigh. Timestamp the night I swore I was working late.

"Lie down," she said, "or I text your mother the set."

Ice hit my gut. My mother would not survive the shame. I would not survive the phone calls.

I climbed onto the table. The vinyl stuck to my ass and thighs. The cage pressed between my legs, rigid, wrong.

"Lift."

I lifted my hips. She slid the diaper under me. The diaper was warm already, like it had been sitting near a vent. She powdered me, cool dust on my balls and the cage, then pulled the front up. The thick bulk rose between my thighs, forcing my legs apart. Tape tabs pulled tight. One side. Other side. She pressed the waist snug until the plastic waistband bit my skin.

Crinkle.

Every tiny shift made noise.

"You look right," she said.

I stared at the ceiling. The cage throbbed inside the padded shell. The diaper held it down like a hand I could not peel off.

Renata's fingers found the tape edge at my hip and tugged once, testing. "Say thank you."

"Thank you for what."

"For letting you stay."

My jaw worked. The words came out cracked. "Thank you for letting me stay."

"Good boy."

The phrase hit my cock inside the cage like a slap. Blood pushed at the plastic. No room. Pain and want twisted together until my eyes watered.

She rolled a cart closer. On it: a pink vibrator, a bottle of lube, a small wand with a round head, and a pacifier on a chain clipped to a leather collar.

"Renata, I can't, "

"You can." She buckled the collar around my throat. Cool leather, tight enough to swallow when I tried. The pacifier dangled against my chest. She lifted it to my lips. "Open."

I shook my head.

She turned the wand on. Low buzz, angry bee, filling the room with sound. She pressed it to the outside of my diaper, right over the cage, and heat bloomed through the diaper like someone had poured hot water on my cock.

I groaned around clenched teeth.

"Open," she said again.

The vibration traveled through plastic and diaper and silicone until my balls drew up tight. I opened my mouth. She pushed the pacifier in. Rubber filled my tongue. The strap hooked behind my head.

Muffled. Gagged on baby rubber while my girlfriend held a wand to my diapered cock.

"Rock your hips," she said. "Show me you understand the new rules."

I did not want to move. My hips rolled anyway, chasing the buzz through the thick diaper. Crinkle crinkle crinkle. Obscene loud plastic with every grind. The cage leaked a clear drip that the diaper wicked away, warm spot spreading under the vibration head.

She turned the wand up.

My back arched off the table. The collar pulled at my throat. The pacifier muffled a sound I did not recognize as mine. Pleasure built wrong, blocked, bouncing back into my balls and asshole like it had nowhere else to go.

"That's one," Renata said, counting like groceries. "You don't come in the cage. You leak. You soak your diaper. You say what you are while you do it."

She pulled the pacifier out. Spit bridged my lip to the rubber nipple.

"Say it."

"I'm your, " My voice broke. The wand pressed harder. "I'm your good boy."

"Louder."

"I'm your good boy." Heat in my face. "I'm your fucking good boy."

"Again. With the truth in it."

The vibration found a rhythm that made my hole clench behind the cage. Shame burned my chest and my cock leaked harder, and I hated how much I needed the next second of buzz.

"I'm your sissy." The word tasted like poison and sugar. "I'm your diaper sissy boyfriend."

"Good." She held the wand steady while I shook. "You don't touch your cock anymore. You hump your diaper like a pathetic little pet until I let you make a mess. Beg for the mess."

"Please." I ground the diaper against the wand. Crinkle. Squelch of lube and pre-cum soaking in. "Please let me leak. Please, Renata."

"You will do exactly as I say," she reminded me, calm over the buzz. "Count your thank-yous. One for the cage. One for the diaper. One for the wand."

"Thank you for the cage." Gasp. "Thank you for the diaper. Thank you, oh fuck, thank you for the wand."

The orgasm did not feel like coming. It felt like being drained. My whole pelvis seized. Cum pushed out in thin pulses, trapped by the sleeve, pooling warm at the cage tip, soaking into the diaper in a spreading wet patch I could feel go cool then warm again as the diaper swelled.

I sobbed once. No tears I would admit to. My body shook on the table.

"That's two," she said. "You leak like a faucet. Look at you."

She lifted the wand. The sudden absence made me whine.

"Stay on the table."

She went to the drawer and came back with the pink vibrator and a pair of soft pink mittens clipped together with a short chain. She slid the mittens on my hands. My fingers could not grip anything. Useless padds at the ends of my wrists.

"This goes in your ass," she said, showing the vibrator. "You clench when I tell you. You relax when I tell you. You do not come again until you thank me for the plug."

"No more, I can't, "

"You can." Lube cold on my asshole. Her finger breaching me without ceremony. My hole sucked her in, hungry, and I moaned around nothing because the pacifier went back in without asking.

Two fingers. Scissoring open while the wand switched on low against my wet diaper, keeping the aftershocks alive.

The vibrator pressed to my rim. Thick. Blunt. She worked it in slow, stretching me until my thighs trembled against the tape tabs. Deep click when she seated it fully. My ass full, cage throbbing, diaper heavy with the first wet spot.

She turned the vibrator on.

My vision whited at the edges. Dual buzz, inside and out, the wand on my cage through soaked diaper, the plug hammering my prostate in steady pulses. I bucked on the table. Crinkle crinkle. The chain on my mittens clinked.

Renata held my knees apart with one firm hand. "Eyes on me."

I looked. Her robe had fallen open. No underwear. Her pussy was shaved, gleaming, already wet, and she was not touching herself. She was watching me break.

"You want to fuck me," she said. "You will never fuck me like that again. You will hump diapers. You will leak in a cage. You will take my toys in your ass and say thank you. Nod if you understand."

I nodded. Pacifier bobbing. Drool on my chin.

She turned both toys up.

The build was brutal because my body had already given twice. My ass clamped on the vibrator. My cock fought the cage until the pain turned bright. The wet diaper squelched under the wand, warm and heavy, smell of cum and powder and heated plastic rising between my legs.

"Come for me again," she ordered. "Soak it. Say you're my diaper slut."

The pacifier popped out when I screamed the words. "I'm your diaper slut. I'm your diaper slut. Please, "

"Again."

"I'm your diaper slut, Renata, I'm, "

The orgasm ripped through me meaner than the first, dry and crushing, prostate spasm milking nothing from my locked cock except another flood of thin cum into the sleeve. The diaper sagged heavier, warm mass pressing my balls, and I kept grinding through it because she did not take the wand away.

"That's three," she said. "You come like a broken toy. Good."

She turned the toys off. My asshole fluttered around the plug. The cage pulsed, oversensitive, every nerve screaming.

Renata wiped my chin with a soft cloth. Powder again on the wet patch, like that could hide what I had done. She checked the tapes, patting the diaper front, pressing on the soaked center until I whimpered.

"Still warm," she murmured. "You'll sleep in this. If you wake up wetter, you tell me. You do not hide it."

She unbuckled the mittens. Unclipped the collar. Left the cage. Left the plug. Left the diaper.

"Stand."

My legs shook. I slid off the table. The diaper bulk forced a waddle. Every step crinkled. The plug shifted inside me with a obscene internal slide. The cage knocked against the diaper.

Renata pointed down the hall. Our bedroom door was gone. In its place, a half door, nursery height, pink paint, a brass knob low enough for a child if a child lived here. Which one did not.

"That's your room now," she said. "Crib sheets are changed. Monitor is on. You sleep at nine. You wake when I unlock you. You eat at the table in your diaper unless I dress you different. Tomorrow we pick your sissy name."

"Sissy name."

"You don't get called Wesley in this apartment except when you're being punished." She picked up my phone and my keys from the island. "I hold these. You hold the rules. Shoes in the hall. Cage on. Diaper on. Ask before toilet. Hands ask before touch. Pacifier when I say."

I opened my mouth to argue. The crinkle when I shifted weight reminded me what I looked like. What I had begged for ten minutes ago.

"What's my option if I walk," I said, voice ruined.

"Marco's couch. Declined cards. Your mother's inbox." She held the phone up again, thumb over send. "Or you crawl through that door and thank me for a bed."

The hall thermostat clicked. Cool air tried to push under the door and died against the warm nursery heat. My ass throbbed around the plug. My cock ached in pink plastic. The diaper sagged between my thighs, warm with my own mess, and my body leaned toward the half door before my pride caught up.

I waddled down the hall. Each crinkle loud as a shout.

Behind me, Renata's voice followed, patient and final.

"You will do exactly as I say, Wesley. Starting with goodnight."

I stopped at the pink door. My hand on the low knob. The monitor light blinked red in the frame.

I whispered to the warm heavy diaper and the locked cock and the plug shifting when I breathed.

"Goodnight, Renata."

"Good boy."

I stepped through. The door closed. The latch clicked.

Another click answered from her pocket, metal on metal, the key to everything I used to call mine.

Tomorrow she would name me.

Tonight I crinkled when I lay down, and the wet spot cooled against my skin while the heat in the room held me open, waiting for the next rule I would break so she could teach me the cost all over again.


Chapter 2: Powder And Plastic

Renata's fingers dragged the wet wipe down my crack before my brain caught up to what was happening. Cold plastic under my ass. Powder in the air, sweet and chalky, coating the back of my throat when I breathed too hard. I was already on my back on her bathroom counter, legs spread over the edge, a thick white adult diaper folded open beneath me like a trap I had walked into on purpose.

"Hold still. This is for your own good."

Her voice was flat. She meant it. My cock jumped in the pink chastity cage she had locked on me after last night, the one I had signed for with a shaky hand because she had my phone, my lease, and the video of me on my knees begging her not to leave. I could have run. I did not run. That was the part that made my face burn.

She lifted my balls with two fingers and wiped me again, slow, thorough, like I was furniture she owned. The wipe smelled like fake baby flowers and my own sweat. My hole clenched when the cold edge of the plastic touched my skin.

"You wet this one in forty minutes," she said. "Say it."

"I wet the diaper in forty minutes."

The words scraped out of me. She had made me drink two big glasses of water while I stood in the corner in yesterday's cage, watching her lay out powder and wipes and a stack of diapers thick enough to bulge under jeans. I had told myself I would hold it. My bladder had other plans. Warmth had spread down my thighs inside the crinkling plastic while she counted on her phone and did not look at me until I whimpered.

"Louder."

"I wet my diaper in forty minutes, Renata."

She dusted powder over my crotch. It puffed up, white and fine, sticking to the cage, my thighs, the crease where my ass met the counter. The taste of it hit the back of my tongue when I gasped. Chalk and flowers. Wrong. My dick strained against the cage and leaked a thin string of precum that mixed with the powder into a paste.

"Good boy."

I hated how my hips rolled toward her hand when she tapped the cage.

She pulled the front of the diaper up between my legs. The diaper was heavy, warm from her hands, already holding the ghost of my piss from the last change. It crinkled loud when she pressed the tapes down. One side. Then the other. The bulk shoved my thighs apart. I could not close my legs all the way. The diaper made me wider, softer, obscene under the little pink skirt she had hung on the back of the door for me to wear after.

"Stand up."

I slid off the counter. The diaper sagged between my legs, thick and warm, rubbing my cage with every step. She turned me toward the mirror. Wesley in a cage and a skirt and a diaper that showed under the hem. Twenty-six years old. Used to talk shit in bars about what I would never let a woman do to me. The mirror showed a different story. My nipples were hard under the thin top she had picked. My cheeks were red. My cock was dripping in its prison.

"Hands on the counter. Bend."

I bent. The diaper crinkled. She spread my cheeks through the plastic and pressed two fingers against the outline of my hole through the diaper.

"You're already leaking again," she said. "I can smell you."

She was right. The mix of powder, piss-warm plastic, and my precum sat in my nose, thick and sweet. I wanted to gag. My cock throbbed harder.

"Stay bent."

She left the room and came back with a small pink plug in one hand and a wand in the other. The plug had a jewel at the base. The wand was the kind with a round head that buzzes like it hates you. My stomach dropped.

"No."

"Yes."

She did not ask. She pulled the back of my diaper down just enough to bare my ass, not enough to let me feel covered. Cool air on skin that was still damp from the wipe. She spat on the plug and pressed it to my hole.

"Relax your ass, Wesley."

"I'm not, "

She shoved. The stretch burned. The plug seated with a wet pop that echoed off the tile. My hole gripped it on instinct. She pulled my diaper back up over it, trapping the jewel between my cheeks, the bulk pressing the base deeper each time I breathed.

"That stays in until I say."

She turned the wand on. Low buzz. She held it against the outside of my diaper, right over my cage. The vibration traveled through the diaper, through the plastic, into my balls and the plug in my ass. My knees buckled.

"Up."

I straightened. She walked me to the bedroom by the wrist. The plug shifted with every step. The diaper crinkled. The wand stayed on, pressed to my front, her hand steady like she was ironing a shirt.

"You will ask before you piss," she said. "You will ask before you cum. You do not cum without permission. You do not touch the cage. You call me when you need a change. You sleep in this every night until I trust you."

"Renata, please, "

"Repeat the rules."

I repeated them. Each word made the plug feel bigger. The wand buzzed harder when I stumbled over cum without permission. She turned it up one notch.

"Sit on the bed."

The mattress dipped. The plug drove deeper. The wand pinned to my diaper over my clit, except I did not have a clit, I had a locked cock and it was still trying to swell like one. The vibration blurred my vision. I grabbed the sheets.

"Hands flat. No gripping."

I flattened my palms. The helplessness made my ass clench around the plug. The wand found a rhythm through the wet diaper. Squelch. Crinkle. Buzz. My precum was soaking through the inside of the diaper, warm and slick against the powder.

"Count out loud."

"Count what?"

"How many times your hips jerk without permission."

They were already jerking. I could not stop them. The first one ripped a moan out of me.

"One."

"Louder."

"One."

She turned the wand up again. The plug buzzed in my ass from the pressure. My hole spasmed. A second jerk, shameful and sharp.

"Two."

"You're humping your diaper like a desperate little slut," she said. "Say it."

"I'm humping my diaper like a desperate little slut."

The words made it worse. My face was on fire. My cock leaked. The smell of my arousal cut through the powder, sour and hungry under the fake flowers.

She pulled the wand away. The loss was worse than the buzz. I chased her hand with my hips and she laughed once, quiet.

"Pathetic."

She set the wand on the nightstand and picked up a bottle of lube and a slim pink vibrator. She untaped one side of my diaper and folded the front down. My cage sat in a mess of powder and precum, pink plastic biting my skin. She unlocked nothing. She lubed the vibrator and pressed it to the underside of my balls, right behind the cage, where the skin is thin and stupid.

"Ask me to make you cum in your diaper."

I shook my head. The word no died in my throat because my body was already arching for it.

"Ask."

"Please make me cum in my diaper."

"Please who?"

"Please, Renata. Make me cum in my diaper."

She turned the vibrator on. High. She worked it in small circles under my balls while her other hand kneaded the plug through the diaper, pushing it in and out a fraction of an inch. The dual stretch and buzz blanked my head. I heard myself whine. High. Ugly.

"You're going to cum in the plastic like a diaper slut," she said. "You're going to thank me for each one. We're starting now. That's one when you tip over."

I was already close. The shame sat on my chest like a hand, pressing down, feeding the climb. I had signed the paper. I had chosen her over my apartment. I had let her powder my ass and tape me up. And my body was racing toward release before I had decided to let it.

"Don't, I'm gonna, "

"Yes."

The orgasm hit wrong. Chastity orgasm. No spill, just agony and pleasure crushed together, cock jumping in the cage, ass clamping the plug, thighs shaking in the thick diaper. A ruined pulse that still felt like dying. Precum pumped out in thin spurts that smeared the inside of the plastic.

"Thank me."

"Thank you, Renata."

"For what?"

"For making me cum in my diaper."

"Again," she said. "We're not done. That's one."

She did not turn the vibrator off. She dragged it lower, behind my balls, pressing against the base of the plug where my hole met the world. The oversensitive skin screamed. I tried to clamp my legs. The diaper bulk stopped me.

"Two is when you beg for it."

"I can't, "

"You can."

She sped up the circles. The plug popped out half an inch and she shoved it back in with her thumb through the diaper, wet and rude. The vibrator head pressed my taint. My vision whited at the edges.

"Beg."

"Please let me cum again in my diaper. Please, Renata. I'm your diaper slut. Please."

"Good."

The second orgasm was meaner. Longer. My cage dripped. My ass fluttered around the plug. I sobbed once, ugly, into the room. The smell of cum and powder and piss-warm plastic filled my nose. I tasted salt when I bit my lip.

"Thank me for two."

"Thank you for two, Renata. Thank you for making your diaper slut cum."

She pulled the vibrator away. I shook. She let me shake for ten seconds. Then she pressed the wand back to my diaper, dead center over the cage, max setting.

"No more. No more, "

"Three."

She counted like she was tracking reps at the gym. Clinical. My hips slammed up off the bed. The diaper squelched, obscene and loud. The wand did not care about my limits. The plug ground deeper. My hole opened and closed around it like it was trying to suck the whole thing in.

"I'm gonna piss, "

"You ask first."

"Please let me piss, Renata, please, I'm gonna, "

"Hold it."

I clenched everything. The orgasm and the bladder fought each other. I lost both fights. The third climax ripped through me while hot piss flooded the fresh powder, spreading warmth that soaked the diaper in seconds. The smell exploded. Sharp. Animal. My own mess under me while I came in the cage again, twitching, broken.

"Oh god, "

"Count."

"Three, that's three, "

"Piss without asking is a mark against you," she said. "We'll discuss that later. Thank me."

"Thank you for three. Thank you for, for my diaper, "

She turned the wand off. My ears rang. She left me panting, skirt rucked up, diaper heavy and warm with piss and precum, plug still buried in my ass.

She came back with a clean diaper and a pair of latex gloves. The snap of the gloves made my cock jump again. Hopeless.

"Up. Counter."

I could barely walk. The soaked diaper dragged between my thighs, sagging, leaking warmth down my legs. She stripped the tapes, peeled the plastic away. Cold air on my wet skin. The smell of my own piss hit me full force when the diaper came off. She wiped me, front and back, her fingers digging into the crease, scraping powder and cum and piss from my cage and my hole.

"Taste."

She held a used wipe to my lips.

"What?"

"Taste it, Wesley."

I opened my mouth. She pushed the wipe against my tongue. Salt. Chemical flowers. The thin bitter edge of my own piss. My stomach turned. My cock leaked in the cage. She watched my face.

"That's what a wet diaper slut tastes like," she said. "Remember it."

She lifted me onto the counter again. Fresh diaper. More powder. The puff made me cough. She was thorough, dusting my ass crack, my balls, the cage itself until I was white and chalky and stupid-looking. She slid the plug out with one tug, lubed a thicker one, and worked it into me before I could protest. Three fingers wide. My hole burned. She taped me into the clean diaper, crinkling, thick, trapping the bigger plug inside.

"Hands behind your head."

I obeyed. She clipped a pink pacifier to the chain on my collar and pushed the rubber nipple between my lips.

"Suck."

The pacifier filled my mouth. Rubber taste. Sweet powder on my lips. She took her phone out.

"Photo for your file."

I froze. She had mentioned a file last night. I had thought she was joking.

"Smile with your eyes or I'll add another orgasm before breakfast."

The flash went off. Me in collar, cage, skirt, diaper, pacifier, plugged, powdered, eyes wet. She showed me the screen. My throat closed around the rubber.

"That's the boy who told me he would never wear a diaper," she said. "That's the boy who came three times in forty minutes and pissed without asking. That's my sissy."

She pulled the pacifier out by the chain. A string of spit connected it to my lip.

"One more test before lunch."

She opened a drawer and took out a remote. The plug in my ass buzzed to life. I yelped.

"There's an app," she said. "I'll set patterns while I cook. You sit at the kitchen table in your skirt. Diaper visible. Hands flat on the wood. If you hump the chair, I add a fourth orgasm and you eat standing up."

She led me downstairs. The plug pulsed in waves I could not predict. Each pulse made my cage drip. The diaper crinkled with every step. Neighbors could see through the front window if they looked. She pulled the chair out and pointed.

I sat. The plug shifted. The diaper warmed under my ass. The remote buzzed again, stronger. My hips jerked against the seat. I bit my lip and tasted powder and spit.

Renata tied a frilly apron around her waist and turned on the stove. The smell of garlic and butter filled the kitchen, mixing with the diaper smell under my skirt. Normal life happening over my head while my ass clenched around a vibrating plug and my locked cock wept.

"Wesley."

"Yes?"

"When I call you down after the first week, you will introduce yourself to my friends as my diapered sissy. You will curtsy. You will ask if anyone needs their drink refreshed. You will not cross your legs and hide the bulk. If you behave, I unlock the cage once a month for cleaning. If you misbehave, you sleep in a messy diaper and the plug stays in all night."

My hole spasmed on the word month. A month in cage and diaper. A month of asking to piss. A month of her collecting every humiliation like rent.

"I hear you."

"Do you accept?"

The plug buzzed hard. My balls drew up. I was going to tip over on her kitchen chair if she kept that pattern. Fourth orgasm. Standing through dinner. Photo in her file. Lease in her name.

"Yes."

"Yes who?"

"Yes, Renata. I accept."

She set a bowl of water on the table in front of me.

"Drink. We're filling you back up."

I sucked water around the dread of what came next. The diaper was already warm. The plug pulsed. My body was racing ahead of my pride again, hips grinding the chair in tiny, traitorous rolls while she stirred the pot and watched the clock.

She glanced at me over her shoulder.

"Hold still. This is for your own good."

The remote clicked up one level. My ass opened around the plug. My cage jumped. I swallowed another mouthful of water and waited for the flood I already knew I could not stop.


Chapter 3: Clauses He Skipped

"You skipped clause four," Renata said. She had the contract flat on the kitchen counter, my signature drying at the bottom in blue ink I'd put there three nights ago because she told me to stop arguing and sign. I stood barefoot on the tile in nothing but the thick white diaper she'd taped on me before work, the crinkle loud every time I shifted my weight. The bulk between my legs was warm and heavy from the piss I'd lost control of on the drive home, the sag pulling my thighs apart.

"I read it," I said. My voice came out thin.

"You skimmed." She tapped the page with one red nail. "Clause four says you surrender bathroom privileges in this house for ninety days. You nodded. You signed. Then you pissed in my shower this morning because you thought I was bluffing."

Heat crawled up my neck. The diaper sagged worse when I swallowed. I'd stood in her shower with my cock out like I still lived here on my own terms, and the stream had hit the glass while I told myself the contract was bedroom talk, a game she'd drop when I pushed back hard enough. The water had been hot on my ankles. Her footsteps had stopped outside the door.

"You do not get to decide that anymore," she said.

My cage bit when my dick tried to swell. Pink plastic locked around me since Sunday, the key on her necklace between her tits. I looked at the contract, then her face, then the diaper that made me look like a ruined joke in my own kitchen.

"Take it off," I said. "I'm not doing this in the kitchen."

"Clause nine." Another tap. "Inspections happen wherever I say. Kitchen. Car. Grocery store if I want. You agreed."

"I didn't agree to, "

Her hand closed on the front of my diaper and squeezed. The soaked diaper squelched against my cage and balls, warm piss spreading in a fresh wave through the SAP gel. I gasped. Shame and hard want hit together, same pulse, same heat, no way to pull them apart.

"Wesley." Quiet. Final. "Hands on the counter. Spread your legs. Read clause four out loud while I check you."

I put my palms on the cold granite because my body moved before my pride finished its sentence. The diaper crinkled when I widened my stance. My face burned.

"'The submissive surrenders bathroom privileges,'" I read, staring at my own handwriting on the signature line. "'For ninety days. All elimination occurs in diapers provided by the dominant.'"

"Good. Now clause twelve."

I didn't remember clause twelve. My throat went tight.

Renata hooked two fingers under the diaper tape at my hip and peeled it back slow. Cool air hit the damp skin above the waistband. The smell rose, sharp, my piss and the powder she'd used when she changed me at five AM before I left for my shift. She pulled the front down without taking the diaper off, exposing my caged cock, the plastic slick with leaked arousal I'd been fighting all day.

"'The submissive wears chastity at the dominant's discretion,'" she read for me, since I couldn't. "'Release is earned. Begging is mandatory.'"

"I didn't beg for anything."

"You begged me to let you come Sunday night." She pressed her thumb against the cage through the bars. "You cried. You called me Mommy. Remember?"

I remembered. My knees wanted to buckle.

"That was one time."

"Clause seventeen." She slid her hand into the open diaper and cupped my balls, heavy in the sagging wet. "Read it."

I scanned the page. The words blurred. Her fingers rolled my balls slow, and the cage strained, useless.

"'Diaper discipline is corrective and mandatory,'" I forced out. "'Wetting without permission adds one week per incident.'"

"How many weeks did you add this morning?"

"I didn't, "

"You pissed in my shower." Her grip tightened. "That's denial of the contract. That's you deciding you're still the boyfriend who makes rules. You're not."

She pushed me forward by the balls until my chest hit the counter. The diaper hung open, tapes loose, the wet mass sliding between my thighs with a thick obscene sound. My ass cheeks were bare above the back panel still stuck to my skin. She kicked my ankles wider.

"Clause twenty-two. Out loud."

I found it. My voice shook.

"'The submissive accepts orgasm control. The dominant may force climax by any means. Resistance extends denial.'"

"You're resisting right now." She reached into the drawer beside the fridge and pulled out the pink wand she'd bought after I signed. The one I'd laughed at. She pressed it to my cage without turning it on, just the smooth head resting on trapped flesh. "You came in your diaper twice at work today. I know because you texted me like clause thirty-one told you to."

"I had to, "

"You had to obey." The wand buzzed on low. Vibration shot through plastic into my cock head, and my whole body jerked. "Tell me what clause thirty-one says."

"'Report all orgasms within ten minutes,'" I gasped. "'Include location and cause.'"

"What did you write me at two fifteen?"

My face was on the cool stone. "That I came in the stockroom. That the diaper rubbed on my cage when I lifted a box."

"And at four forty?"

"That I came again." The words tasted like filth. "In the bathroom stall. That I humped the diaper against the toilet paper holder because I couldn't stop."

"Because you couldn't stop." She turned the wand up. The buzz filled my pelvis, my asshole clenched around nothing, my nipples hard against the counter edge. "Not because you chose to. Because the contract is already inside you. Your cock leaks whether you like it or not."

I hated how right she sounded. I hated the second orgasm building from a wand on a cage, from shame so thick I could taste it.

"Please."

"Please what? Clause six. Specific language."

"Please let me come." My hips twitched against the wand. "Please, Renata."

"Wrong title." She dug her nails into my ass cheek. "Try clause six again."

"Please, Mommy." The title scraped out of me. "Please let your diaper slut come."

"Better." She held the wand steady while my thighs shook. "But you're not coming yet. You added a week. You hid in the shower like clause four didn't exist. So now we add clause forty, the one you definitely skipped."

She yanked the diaper the rest of the way down my legs. It hit the floor with a wet slap, heavy, full of piss and the cum stains from my shift. I stepped out of it naked except the cage, barefoot on tile next to my own mess.

"Read forty."

I leaned on my elbows, ass up, cock dripping through the cage. The contract swam.

"'Anal training begins upon first breach of bathroom protocol.'"

"First breach." She opened the same drawer and took out the black plug I'd seen in her nightstand and pretended wasn't mine. Thick silicone, already slick with lube. "Bend your back. Arch. Show me the hole you're going to use when your dick stays locked."

"I'm not, "

"You are." She pressed the plug to my asshole. "You signed. You pissed in my shower. You do not get to decide that anymore."

The plug pushed in one steady inch. My ring burned, stretched. I grunted into the granite.

"Breathe." Her other hand kept the wand on my cage. "Clause forty-b. Take the full plug before you earn any relief."

"Bigger than I, "

"Than you what? Than you thought a man like you would take?" She worked it deeper, slow twist, the stretch turning into a full ache that made my locked cock leak faster. "You're Wesley who mansplained my job to my face. Wesley who forgot my birthday and called me sensitive. This is the same asshole. It just has a job now."

The plug seated. My hole clenched around the base, foreign, full. She turned the wand higher.

"Count your edges. Clause twenty-two. Out loud."

"One." My voice broke on the first buzz crest. "One edge, Mommy."

"Don't come. Hold it."

I bit my lip until I tasted blood. The wand thrummed on my cage, the plug sat heavy in my ass, and the wet diaper lay at my feet like evidence I couldn't burn. Shame and need twisted together until I couldn't find where one ended. I wanted to run. I wanted to push back on the plug. I wanted her to never stop.

"Two." Sweat dripped off my nose onto the contract. "Two edges."

"Good boy." She pulled the plug halfway out and shoved it back. The burn flared. "Three."

"Three." I was sobbing. "Please, I can't, "

"You can." She set the wand down and picked up the diaper with two fingers, holding it under my face. The smell hit, piss and cum and powder. "Clause eighteen. Smell your day. Tell me what you are."

"A diaper slut." The words came because the alternative was her stopping. "A piss-soaked diaper slut who came in his diaper at work."

"Who hid in the shower this morning because he thought he was still in charge."

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I thought I was still in charge." My ass clenched on the plug. "I was wrong."

She dropped the diaper. Her hand wrapped around the cage and shook it hard, bars biting skin.

"Clause forty-c. First anal orgasm is mandatory before unlock consideration. That means I fuck this ass until you come from it alone. No cage touch. Understand?"

"Yes, Mommy."

She took the wand, turned it off, and lubed the strap-on harness from the drawer. I'd seen it once and called it a joke. Black rubber cock, thick, curved up. She stepped into it while I watched in the reflection on the toaster, diaper boy with his ass out, plug still buried.

"Remove the plug." She stood behind me. "Replace it with something that matters."

I reached back with shaking fingers, pulled the plug free. My hole gaped, twitching, cool air on slick skin. A string of lube dripped down my thigh.

"Beg for the cock."

"Please fuck my ass, Mommy." My chest heaved. "Please use your diaper slut's hole."

She pressed the head to my rim. "Louder. Clause six. Filthy."

"Please shove your cock in my ass." I pushed back before I could stop myself. "I'm a locked little whore who pissed in the shower. Punish me. Fuck me. Make me come like the contract says."

She drove in to the hilt.

I screamed into the counter. The stretch was brutal, rubber splitting my hole open, no mercy. She pulled back and slammed in again, hips snapping, the slap of her thighs on my ass loud as the diaper crinkle had been. Each thrust punched air out of me.

"Clause twenty-two." She gripped my hips hard enough to bruise. "First forced orgasm. Don't you dare touch that cage."

She fucked me steady, deep, the angle hitting something inside that made my vision white out. No wand. No hands on my dick. Just my asshole stretched around her strap and the shame of how bad I needed it.

"Oh god." I drooled on the contract. "I'm going to, "

"You're going to what? Name it."

"I'm going to come from my ass." The truth ripped out of me. "I'm going to come like a fucked-out sissy while Mommy rails my hole."

"Count it when it hits."

The crest built from my hole, not my cock, wrong and unbearable. My cage dripped untouched. My ass clamped down on the rubber cock and wouldn't let go.

"One." I shattered. "One, I'm coming, I'm, "

Cum shot through the cage bars in thin helpless spurts, prostate milked dry by the pounding. My legs gave out. She held me up by the hips and kept fucking through it, long strokes, using me while I twitched.

"That's one." Her voice stayed calm. "Clause twenty-two requires three before you sleep. Two more, Wesley. Thank me for each."

"Thank you, Mommy." I could barely speak. "Thank you for making me come in my cage."

She yanked out, spun me around, and shoved me to my knees on the wet tile next to the discarded diaper. The strap-on glistened, slick with my ass.

"Clause eight. Oral service before bed on training days. Open."

I opened my mouth. She fed me the cock, rubber and lube and the taste of my own hole. I gagged on the first thrust, tears cutting my cheeks. She held the back of my head and fucked my face slow, then hard, balls slapping my chin.

"Taste what you are." She pulled back enough for me to breathe spit strings. "Say it."

"Diaper slut." I coughed. "Ass slut. Locked cock."

"Again."

"Your diaper slut with a mouth for your cock."

She pushed back in. I sucked because clause eight said so, because my jaw ached and my ass still throbbed open, because the shame of kneeling in piss-wet tile with her rubber cock down my throat made my cage leak again. She counted edges on my tongue, three thrusts, hold, three thrusts, hold, until I was moaning around the gag.

"Second orgasm." She pulled out and slapped my cheek with the wet cock. "On the floor. Hump your dirty diaper like you did at work. Show me clause thirty-one wasn't a lie."

She tossed the soaked diaper onto my chest. The weight crushed me flat on my back, warm stinking mass over my cage. She straddled my thighs and pinned the wand to the diaper directly over my balls, high buzz, while her fingers found my asshole again, two this time, stretching the sore ring.

"Hump." She pressed down on the wand. "Count."

I ground the sodden bulk against the vibration, the gel squelching, piss smell thick in my nose. My hips jerked up into the mess I'd made.

"One edge." My voice was wrecked. "Two. Three, "

"Come on it." She curled her fingers in my ass, hard. "Say you're a pathetic little diaper baby who cums in his own piss."

"I'm a pathetic diaper baby." I humped faster, the crinkle dead under the squelch. "I cum in my own piss. I cum in my diaper like a helpless, "

"Like a what?"

"Like a helpless sissy whore." The orgasm tore through me, second one, cock firing again into the cage while the diaper mashed wet against me. Cum and piss heat smeared together. I sobbed through it while she counted.

"Two. Good." She didn't lift the wand. "Third. Clause twenty-two. One more."

"Mommy, too much, "

"Resistance extends denial." She added a third finger to my ass, scissoring me open while the wand screamed on my caged cock through the filthy diaper. "You want to decide when you're done? You lost that in the shower. Read clause one out loud while you come."

I clutched the diaper to my chest, grinding, fingers deep in my ass. I choked out the words at the top of the page.

"'I, Wesley, surrender household authority to Renata for the term of this contract.'"

"Again."

"'I surrender household authority.'"

"Who owns your orgasms?"

"You do, Mommy."

"Who owns your piss?"

"You do."

"Who owns this ass?"

"You do." I was climbing again, third peak, cruel. "You own my ass, my cock, my, "

"Come."

I came so hard my back arched off the tile, third orgasm ripping through me, cum dripping from the cage in strings onto the diaper I crushed to my chest. My ass sucked at her fingers. My mouth made sounds that weren't words. She held the wand there through every spasm until I went limp, twitching, empty.

She turned the wand off.

Silence except my breathing and the drip of cum hitting tile.

Renata stood, peeled the harness off, and picked up the contract. She read while I lay in the mess.

"Clause fifty-one. Breach of bathroom protocol triggers twenty-four-hour full protocol. Diaper at all times in the house. Plugged unless I say otherwise. No clothing below the waist without permission."

"Twenty-four hours."

"Starting now." She dropped a fresh thick pink diaper on my stomach. The plastic crinkled loud, new and obscene against my spent skin. "And clause fifty-two, which you also skipped."

I looked up at her through sweat-stung eyes.

"If you come without reporting again, I add a witness." She tucked the contract under her arm. "Tomorrow, my friend Tasha visits for brunch. You'll serve in whatever I put you in. You'll explain clause thirty-one to her while she watches you get changed."

My stomach dropped. Tasha had seen me cocky at Renata's birthday, drunk, telling stories about how I kept my girl in line.

"Renata, "

"You do not get to decide that anymore." She opened the diaper tapes. "Roll over. Spread. We're not done. Clause fifty-three says I edge you once more before sleep so you remember who writes the rules you skip."

I rolled onto my back, legs apart, cage slick and twitching. She powdered me, the scent clean and wrong on my ruined skin. The fresh diaper slid under my hips, thick and crinkling, lifting my ass off the cold floor. She taped me tight, the bulk forcing my thighs wide.

She took the plug, lubed it, and pressed it to my hole through the diaper gap she'd left untaped at the back.

"Arch."

I arched. The plug filled me again. She sealed the tape. I was packed, plugged, caged, three orgasms spent and a fourth building already from her fingers on the wand through the fresh pink plastic.

"Count edges," she said, sitting on the counter above me, key swinging on her necklace. "Tomorrow Tasha learns what Wesley became. Tonight you learn clause fifty-three."

The wand hummed against the diaper over my cage. The plug shifted inside me when I clenched. I stared at the ceiling and started to count, because the contract was signed, because the shower had been the last thing I decided for myself, and because my body was already climbing toward another surrender I would beg for before she let it take me.

"One," I whispered. The crinkle answered when my hips lifted into the thick warm bulk. "One edge, Mommy. Your sissy. Your diaper slut. Yours."


Chapter 4: Her Nursery Door

I lost another afternoon without meaning to. Renata's spare room had swallowed three days whole while I sat in her thick pink diaper and counted ceiling cracks like they were hours. My phone showed Tuesday when I last checked the lock screen outside her door. Now the screen in my hand said Friday and my thumb could not make the days add up. The cage between my legs had been on so long the metal felt like skin temperature, warm and wrong against my shaved balls.

She knocked once. "Wesley. Nursery."

That word had not existed in our apartment a month ago. I stood anyway. The diaper crinkled loud against my thighs, heavy with yesterday's wet and the fresh heat I could not stop adding when she made me hold the wand too long before bed. My reflection in the hall mirror was not the man who used to pin her to the kitchen counter. Pink diaper bulging under a cropped lace top. Collar. Lip gloss she applied with her thumb every morning. Chastity cage gleaming through the diaper's leg gap when I moved wrong.

Renata waited at the end of the hall with a clipboard and a pen that looked too normal for what we had become.

"Sit."

The nursery door stood open behind her. Pale blue walls. A padded changing table that could hold my whole weight. Shelves of diapers stacked in neat rows. A rocking chair with a strap hanging off one arm. Adult-sized. Obscene. Mine now, apparently.

I lowered onto the carpet because the diaper made chairs humiliating in a different way, the bulk spreading my ass cheeks, warm and sagging where I had leaked again without permission.

She held out the clipboard. "Read it out loud. All of it."

The contract was in her handwriting, neat block letters. I had laughed the first time she slid it across the coffee table. I had said never. I had said she could cage me, diaper me, edge me until I sobbed, but I would not sign away the last piece of who I was on paper.

My mouth was dry.

"'I, Wesley, acknowledge that Renata owns my orgasms, my wardrobe, my bathroom access, and my bedtime,'" I read. My voice cracked on bathroom. "'I agree to wear diapers at all times inside this residence unless given written permission to remove them. I agree to daily inspection, milking, and punishment as Renata determines. I surrender my right to come without her hand, her toy, or her word.'"

She tapped the next line with the pen. "Keep going."

"'I will address Renata as Mommy when instructed. I will accept feminization training until she is satisfied with my presentation. I will not hide arousal, leakage, or disobedience. Lies add one week to chastity per offense.'"

The word Mommy sat in my throat like a pill I could not swallow. I had told her that was the line. The line I would die on before I became her padded pet with a pacifier clipped to my collar.

She crouched in front of me, close enough that her perfume mixed with the warm sour-sweet smell rising off my used diaper. "Last paragraph, Wesley."

I read it because her eyes said she already knew what happened when I stalled.

"'I sign this freely because I need Renata more than I need pride. Breaking this contract means I leave naked, caged, and without my keys. I understand.'"

The room went quiet except for the crinkle when my knees shifted.

"Sign."

My hand shook. The pen scratched. Wesley. The name looked smaller than it used to.

Renata took the clipboard, blew on the ink, and filed it in a folder labeled with today's date. "Good. Stand up. Mommy wants to see what three days of routine did to you."

I hated how my cock tried to swell against the cage the second she said Mommy. Hated worse that I did not correct her.

She led me through the nursery door. The air inside was warmer than the hall, heated like skin. A space built to keep bodies soft and compliant. She locked the door behind us. The click traveled down my spine.

"On the table. Back. Spread."

I climbed onto the padded vinyl. It gave under my shoulders, warm from the room's heat vent running along the baseboard. She did not let me hide the diaper's state. Two tapes peeled back. The front sagged open, heavy, soaked through in the middle where my piss and precum had pooled in the fluff. Heat rolled up into my face.

"Three days," she said. "You have not asked for the toilet once since you signed the verbal agreement Monday. You wet on schedule. You sleep when I say. You stopped pretending you hate the crinkle."

"I still hate it."

She pressed two fingers into the warm wet core of the diaper and dragged them slow over my cage. Metal slick with leaked fluid. My hips jerked.

"Your cock disagrees."

She stripped the diaper off entirely. Cold air hit my thighs, then her warm palm replaced it, cupping my balls through the cage, weighing them like fruit at a market. Shame burned my face hot while my ass lifted into her touch without permission.

"Spread your legs wider. You swore you would never let me inspect you on a changing table like a helpless brat. Remember?"

I remembered. I remembered smirking while she described this room during a fight. I had said only a pathetic man would lie here and let his girlfriend chart his leaks.

She charted them anyway. A clipboard on the table's side rail already had check marks. Morning wet. Afternoon wet. Night wet. Arousal without release logged in red.

"Turn over."

My asshole clenched when the cool gel hit. Lube warmed fast under her fingers. She had been training me with plugs every night since the first surrender, but I had sworn no strap, no cock, no claiming that hole. Fingers only. That was the deal I whispered when I was desperate and stupid.

"You added a clause when you signed," she said, reading my face. "Full access. No limits Renata sets."

"I did not read that part."

"You read it out loud thirty seconds ago."

One finger pushed in. My body opened around it because three days of routine had taught my muscles what fighting cost. The finger was warm, deliberate, curling to find the spot that made my caged cock drip.

"Please. Not today."

"Today is exactly when I take what you swore I would never get."

A second finger joined the first, scissoring, stretching burn that bloomed into heat. She worked me open while her other hand clicked the cage's little padlock to make sure it was secure. Locked. Owned. Documented.

When she pulled her fingers free, something thicker pressed against my asshole. Not her strap. A cold silicone plug that warmed as she twisted it home, fat at the middle, locking flare at the base. My hole clenched and could not spit it out.

"That's the one you will wear when we leave this room. Now roll onto your back again."

The plug shifted inside me with every breath, a full stretch that made thinking hard. She hung a pair of cuffs from the table's side rails and took my wrists. Spread eagle. Diaper gone. Lace top rucked up under my armpits. Cage dripping onto my stomach in clear strings.

She pulled a pink wand from the shelf without looking, the kind with a round head that buzzes like an angry bee. She did not tease this time. She pressed it straight to my balls through the cage and turned it on high.

I arched off the table. Noise tore out of me, ugly and high.

"Count your leaks this week out loud."

"Fifteen. Sixteen if you count the one in the shower before you stopped letting me shower alone."

"Good boy. You hate saying it and your ass still sucks that plug deeper."

The wand moved to the cage itself, vibration rattling metal against my shaft. Pleasure built wrong, blocked, redirected into my ass and my nipples and the soles of my feet. I thrashed against the cuffs. The table rocked.

"Renata. I can't. I can't without coming."

"You can't come. That is different. You will thank Mommy for the edge."

The words scraped out of me, broken. "Thank you, Mommy."

She lifted the wand. My whole body shook with the drop. Then her mouth closed over my nipple through the lace and she bit down while her hand shoved the plug deeper with a twist.

"Again."

The wand returned. Lower setting. Cruel patience. She edged me four times until my voice was gone and my asshole fluttered around silicone like it was begging to be fucked for real. Sweat pooled warm in the small of my back. The vinyl stuck to my skin.

"You swore you would never beg me to fuck your ass."

I had. On the night I signed the verbal agreement. Never that. Fingers, plugs, humiliation, but not her cock, not her strap, not the thing that would make me her sissy in a way I could not joke away Monday morning.

She stepped back and unbuckled the harness I had seen hanging behind the door since the room was built. Black silicone cock, thick, curved up at the end. She worked it on while I watched, throat closing.

"Say what you swore you would never say."

My head shook side to side against the pad. "No."

She lubed the strap until it shone, warmed the tip between her palms, then set the wand on my taint, buzzing, while the plug came out with a wet pop that echoed in the warm room.

Empty. Then pressure.

The head of her cock pushed my rim wide. Burn. Heat. Stretch that stole my breath. She fed it in inch by inch while I counted ceiling panels because counting was the last thing my old self knew how to do.

"Words, Wesley. Or I stop and add a month."

"I want you to fuck my ass."

"Like what you are."

The sentence came out in pieces, each one costing blood. "I want Mommy to fuck her diaper sissy in the ass."

She bottomed out. Full. My hole throbbed around the girth, too much and exactly what my traitor body had been chasing for three days behind every scheduled wet and every denied orgasm.

She fucked me.

No warm-up rhythm. Hard strokes that slapped her hips against my plugged-open thighs. The wand found my cage again, buzzing in time. The table squeaked. My ass made wet sounds around the silicone cock, obscene squelches that meant I was open, used, filmed in my own head for later humiliation.

"Look at me."

I dragged my eyes to hers. She held my gaze while she drove in deep and ground there, rotating her hips so the curve dragged my prostate. Cum leaked from my cage in pulses that were not orgasm, just helpless milking.

"Look at you," she said. "You want this more than you will admit."

I came apart on the table.

Not permission. Not release. My body convulsed anyway, cock firing thin spurts through the cage bars while she pounded my ass and the wand screamed against my balls. Shame and pleasure slammed together until I could not tell which was making me sob. She did not stop.

"That's one. You do not get to pretend that was an accident."

She pulled almost all the way out and slammed home. The impact punched a scream from my chest. My oversensitive hole clenched and could not keep her out. She set a brutal pace, strap-on pistoning, wand pinned hard under my balls.

"Count."

"One. Fuck. One."

"Again."

The second orgasm ripped through me meaner than the first, legs trembling in the cuffs, ass gaping around her cock each time she withdrew, then stuffed full again. Cum smeared my stomach in sticky stripes. She smeared it with her thumb and pushed two fingers into my mouth.

"Taste what your cage let out without permission."

I sucked her fingers while she fucked me through the aftershocks. Salt and metal and defeat.

She yanked the wand away. For one breath I thought mercy. Then she replaced it with a smaller bullet vibe she pressed directly against my asshole where her cock stretched me, buzzing the rim and the shaft moving inside.

"Three."

I begged. Actual words. "Too much. Please. Mommy. Too much."

"You swore never. Remember? Say never again while I make you come a third time."

"Never. Oh fuck. Never. I'm coming."

The third orgasm was worse. Longer. My vision whited at the edges while my ass spasmed around her cock and the vibe and nothing left my cage because the cage won, but my whole body acted like I was gushing anyway, shaking, drooling, incoherent. She counted it out loud like the contract said she could.

"Three. Good diaper slut. One more for lying on the contract about reading."

"I read it."

"You lied about needing pride less than me."

She pulled out. My asshole stayed open, fluttering, ashamed of how empty it felt. Before I could catch breath, she flipped me onto my stomach, yanked my hips up, and drove back in from behind. New angle. Deeper. Her hand fisted my hair and pulled my head back.

"Four is in your ass. Five is on your face. Choose which you want first."

"Ass. Please. Ass."

She gave me both.

The fourth orgasm built from friction on my prostate and the slap of her thighs against my cheeks, each impact spreading them wider. I buried my face in the vinyl and screamed into it. She did not slow until my hole clenched so hard she had to force the next stroke. Cum from the earlier leaks smeared under my hips, warm and slick.

She pulled free, stripped the harness off in one motion, and climbed onto the table in front of my face. Her skirt up. Her panties aside. She grabbed my hair.

"Open."

I opened my mouth. She ground her pussy against my tongue, wet heat flooding my mouth, taste sharp and real. While I licked and choked on her, she reached behind me and worked the fat plug back into my gaping ass without mercy. Plug and tongue and the smell of sex filled the nursery air.

"Make Mommy come. If you stop, I add a week."

I licked her clit until my jaw ached. She rode my face, hips rolling, using my mouth like the rest of me was used. Her thighs tightened. She came with a sharp exhale and slick heat against my tongue, grinding through it while I moaned into her.

She slid off my face, breath steady already, control intact. I lay wrecked, ass plugged, cage dripping, four orgasms counted and a fifth denied because my body had nothing left.

Renata wiped my mouth with a clean wipe, warm from a dispenser I had not noticed. Clinical after the filth. She uncuffed one wrist, then the other, and helped me sit up even though my legs shook.

"You gave me your ass on record," she said, tapping the folder on the shelf. "You gave me Mommy. You gave me the words. That was the thing you swore I would never get."

I could not answer. My ass throbbed around the plug. The room still held the warmth of exertion and wet vinyl and used diaper smell from the pail in the corner.

She lifted a fresh thick pink diaper from the stack. "Arms up."

I raised my arms. Pride was a ghost I could not locate in my body anymore. She powdered me, the talc cool for a second then warming against my skin. The diaper slid under my hips, snug, crinkling as she pulled it tight. Tape tabs sealed. The bulk returned, heavy between my legs, pressing the plug deeper.

"Friday is gone," she said, checking the clock on the wall. "Saturday starts when I say. You will not ask what day it is anymore. You will ask when Mommy wants you wet again."

My throat worked. "When do you want me wet again, Mommy?"

She smiled, small and certain. "Soon. Door stays unlocked tonight. You sleep in the crib by the wall. I want you where I can hear the crinkle when you roll over."

She pointed to the oversized crib with its padded bars and fitted sheet, adult length, nursery pink. Another thing I had sworn I would never sleep in.

I stood on shaky legs, diaper sagging already with fresh heat I could not control after what she had done to me. Renata opened the nursery door to the hall, light spilling in cool against the warm room at my back.

"Go wash your face. Then come back and climb in. I am not finished with you tonight."

I walked into the hall on autopilot, contract signed, ass owned, days lost, old self slipping out with every warm step the diaper forced between my thighs. Behind me the nursery door stayed open, waiting for me to return.


Chapter 5: Begging For Lace

The ring light hit my face before I could blink. Renata had turned the spare room into a studio overnight. White backdrop, tripod, phone on a clamp at chest height, the screen showing my own diapered reflection before I even found my footing on the rug.

"Stand where I put the tape," she said.

Pink tape marked an X on the floor. I stood on it. The thick diaper crinkled loud enough for the mic to catch it. She had layered me in it after breakfast without letting me near the bathroom. The bulk wedged my thighs apart. Warm weight sat low against my balls, already damp from when she'd made me drink two glasses of water and hold it while she did my makeup.

"You pissed yourself on camera once already," she said, tapping the phone. "This time you stay dry until I say otherwise."

My cock strained in the pink chastity cage she'd locked on me three days ago. The metal bit when I swallowed.

"Look at the lens."

I looked. My face filled the screen. Lip gloss. False lashes. The collar with the little bell she'd buckled on after I tried to argue about the skirt.

"Say your name."

"Wesley."

"Your real name. The one on the lease."

Heat crawled up my neck. "Wesley."

She laughed once, flat. "Try again."

I stared at my reflection. The diaper sagged a little between my legs, white plastic tape visible at the hips under the frilly pink skirt she'd pulled up to my waist. I looked like a joke. My old gym bag sat in the corner with my name still on the tag.

"Sissy Wesley," I said. The words tasted like copper.

"Louder."

"Sissy Wesley."

"Good. Now tell the camera what you are."

"I'm…" My mouth went dry. The ring light burned. Somewhere behind the phone, Renata watched me come apart. "I'm Renata's diaper sissy."

"And what does that mean?"

"It means I wear diapers. It means she locks my cock. It means I do what she says."

"Because?"

Because I'd signed the paper. Because she'd kept the videos from the shower. Because I'd told her I'd never wear lace and then she'd held the cage key against my lips until I opened my mouth. Because leaving meant losing the apartment and the job she'd vouched for and the version of me that still thought he had choices.

"Because I belong to you," I said.

She stepped into frame beside me. Black dress. Calm face. Her hand landed on my diapered ass and squeezed until the diaper squelched.

"Open the bag."

I knelt. The bell on my collar chimed. Inside the gym bag: lace. Not the cheap stuff from the mall. Black bodysuit with cutouts. Stockings with seams up the back. A garter belt. Panties so thin they were almost nothing. A corset with hooks I didn't know how to fasten.

"Take out the bodysuit."

I lifted it. The lace scratched my palms.

"Hold it against your chest."

I did. The camera caught everything. My caged cock twitched uselessly. Shame and want twisted together until my knees shook.

"You want to wear it," Renata said.

"I…"

"Don't lie on my channel."

Channel. She'd made an account. Private for now. Paid tier later, she'd said over coffee like she was discussing paint colors.

"I want to wear it," I admitted. My voice cracked on wear.

"Then beg."

The word hung in the air. Begging For Lace. That was what she'd called tonight when she'd texted me to shower, shave, and meet her in the studio.

"Please let me wear the lace," I said.

"Pathetic. Try like you mean it."

I pressed the bodysuit to my face. The smell of new fabric and her perfume on the tag. "Please, Renata. Please let your sissy wear lace. I want it. I want you to see me in it. I want the camera to see me in it. Please."

"Why should I?"

Because my body was already answering. Because the cage left me dripping clear fluid down my shaft where the metal ring met skin. Because I'd come in my diaper twice this week without permission and she'd made me count each spurt out loud into her recorder.

"Because I'm yours," I said. "Because I'll look pretty for you. Because I'll do anything if you let me put it on."

She took the bodysuit from my hands. "Strip the skirt. Keep the diaper."

I stood in nothing but the thick white diaper, the cage, the collar, the stockings she'd already rolled up my legs. The camera ate it up. I heard the faint tap of her nails on the phone as she checked the angle.

"Arms up."

She pulled the bodysuit over my head. Lace caught on my nipples and dragged. The cutouts framed my chest like I was merchandise. She hooked the garters to the stocking tops one by one, each snap a small sound that the mic picked up.

"Turn around."

I turned. Her fingers worked the corset from behind, pulling until I couldn't breathe deep. My reflection looked narrower. Waisted. The diaper bulged obscenely under the lace, crinkling every time I shifted.

"Spread your legs."

I spread them on the tape X. She crouched, phone in one hand, and patted the front of my diaper.

"Still dry. Good boy."

Good boy. The phrase hit my stomach.

She stood and held a pair of black lace panties in front of my face. "These go over the diaper. You begged for lace. Wear all of it."

I stepped into them. Lace over plastic. The obscene bulk of the diaper distorted the delicate fabric. She smoothed the panties up and the waistband bit into my hips.

"Look at the lens and tell them what you're wearing."

"I'm wearing a diaper," I said. "A thick adult diaper. Lace panties over it. A cage on my cock. I'm Renata's sissy."

"And how does it feel?"

"Humiliating."

"And?"

My throat worked. "Good. It feels good. I hate that it feels good."

She smiled. "Honest."

She picked up a small remote from the table. The plug in my ass buzzed to life. I'd forgotten she put it in before we came in here. Silicone, thick, lodged deep while I held the enema she'd administered in the bathroom down the hall. My hole clenched around it and lost.

"Stay on the X."

The vibration climbed through my prostate. The cage turned the pressure into ache. I bit my lip so I wouldn't moan on the first setting.

"There's someone watching," she said.

My head snapped toward the door. Empty hallway.

"On the stream," she said. "Private preview. Three subscribers. They're seeing you right now."

Three strangers. Watching me in lace and a wet-ready diaper with a plug humming in my ass.

"No," I said. Too fast.

"Yes." She turned the plug higher. "And you're going to thank them."

"I can't."

"You can. Or I post the shower footage public."

The shower footage. Me on my knees. Her piss on my chest. Me thanking her for it. I'd thought that tape was leverage for the cage. Not for this.

"Thank you for watching," I forced out. "Thank you for seeing your diaper sissy."

"Tell them what you need."

"I need…" The plug pulsed. My asshole fluttered. "I need to cum. I need it so bad. I can't cum in the cage. Please."

"Please who?"

"Please, Renata. Please, subscribers. Please let your sissy cum."

She killed the plug. Silence rang louder than the buzz had.

"Not yet."

She moved to the table and laid out more toys. A wand with a round head. A slim vibrator. Nipple clamps connected by a chain. A strap-on harness already fitted with a black cock, thick and curved. Lube gleaming in a pump bottle.

"On the bench."

The bench was padded vinyl, bolted low. She'd built it or bought it; I didn't know. She guided me down on my back, legs dangling, diaper rustling. She chained my wrists to rings on the bench sides. The bell chimed with every tug.

"Camera stays on your face," she said, adjusting the phone on a flex arm. "I want them to watch you break."

She clipped the nipple clamps on. Pain bit, then settled into a throb that synced with my heartbeat. She chained the clamps to the collar so if I lifted my head I yanked my own tits.

"Open."

The slim vibrator slid between my lips. Silicone, salty from the drawer, buzzing on low. I gagged around it. Drool ran down my cheek into my ear.

"Don't drop it."

She lubed the strap-on and stood between my spread legs. The diaper was in the way. She didn't remove it. She hooked her fingers in the leg band and pulled the crotch aside, exposing my caged cock and the plug base nestled between my cheeks.

"Watch the screen," she said.

I turned my head. The phone showed me: mouth stuffed, eyes wet, lace bodysuit straining over the corset, diaper gap torn open like a cheap prop.

"Tell the camera what I'm about to do."

"You're going to fuck me," I garbled around the vibrator.

"Where."

"My ass. You're going to fuck my ass on stream."

"Because?"

"Because I'm your sissy hole."

She pulled the plug out slow. My asshole clenched on nothing. The wet sound made me whimper. Cool air hit my rim. Then the head of the strap-on pressed, blunt and fat.

"Breathe."

I breathed around the gag. She pushed. Stretch burned. My hole fought, then gave. Inch by inch the silicone cock opened me while the subscribers watched. The wand clicked on somewhere near my thigh. I couldn't see it but I felt it when she pressed it to the cage through the diaper plastic.

"Oh fuck," I moaned around the toy in my mouth.

"Count your first orgasm for them."

"I can't cum in the cage."

"You can leak. You can shake. You can make a mess in your diaper like the pathetic thing you are. Count it anyway."

She bottomed out. Her hips met my ass. The slap echoed. She set a pace that rocked the bench. The wand buzzed against trapped flesh. Prostate and cage and nipple chain pulled me in three directions.

"One," I gasped when the pressure peaked. Clear fluid dribbled from the cage tip into the diaper lining. My whole body shuddered. The stream watched me come ruined and empty, hips jerking off the bench as far as the cuffs allowed.

"That's one," Renata said, voice for the audience. "Who thinks he deserves two?"

She fucked harder. The diaper crinkled under each thrust. Sweat slid between my shoulder blades. The vibrator in my mouth tasted like rubber and my own spit. She twisted the wand higher. The burn in my ass turned sharp, good, too much.

"Please," I tried to say. It came out as a choke.

"Please what."

"Please fuck your sissy. Please make me cum again. I'm your whore. Your diaper whore. Use my ass."

"Say it for the camera."

"I'm a diaper whore," I sobbed. "I cum in my diaper with my cock locked while my girlfriend fucks my ass for strangers."

"Again."

"I'm a diaper whore."

She rammed deep and held. The wand pinned. My prostate spasmed. Fluid leaked in pulses I couldn't control. Shame soaked me hotter than the wet spot spreading in the diaper.

"Two," she announced. "Look at the chat."

I couldn't read the phone from here. She read for me.

"Someone says you look pretty when you cry." Her hips snapped. "Someone wants you to thank them for your orgasms."

"Thank you," I gasped. "Thank you for watching me cum in my diaper. Thank you for seeing what a hole I am."

She pulled the vibrator from my mouth. "Don't get lazy. Beg for the third."

"Please. Please fuck me until I can't talk. I'm your sissy. Your locked little sissy. I need it. I hate that I need it. Please."

She fed the wand down the front of the diaper, grinding it against the cage and my balls through the diaper. The vibration muffled into a deep roar I felt in my teeth. She worked the strap-on in long strokes, twisting on the up-thrust. My ass gaped and clutched around the silicone. Wet sounds filled the room, obscene, loud enough for the mic.

"Three is coming," she said. "Hold it."

I couldn't. My body didn't know how to hold anymore. The chain on my nipples yanked when I arched. Pain tipped me over.

"Three," I screamed. "Three, I'm coming, fuck, I'm coming in the cage, I'm pissing, I'm…"

Warmth flooded the diaper. I'd lost control. Piss mixed with the leak from my cage, spreading hot through the diaper while she kept fucking me through it. The smell rose sharp. The subscribers saw everything.

"Good," Renata said. "That's three. Messy little sissy."

She didn't stop. The fourth built while I was still twitching from the third. Oversensitive. Ass raw. Cage throbbing. She added the slim vibrator to my hole alongside the strap-on, stretching me obscene wide.

"Too much," I begged.

"Four," she said. "Take it."

I took it. My vision whited at the edges. The taste of spit and shame in my mouth. The sound of the diaper squelching under the wand. The slap of her hips. Four ripped out of me as a full-body cramp, cage dribbling, ass clenching on two toys, a noise tearing out of my throat that didn't sound human.

She slowed. Didn't stop. The chat pinged; she ignored it.

"One more," she said. "For me. Not for them."

"Renata…"

"Who owns this ass?"

"You do."

"Who owns this cock?"

"You do. It's yours. It's locked. It's useless without you."

"Who pissed their diaper on camera?"

"I did. I pissed my diaper on camera. I'm your diaper sissy. Please. Please let me cum. Five. I need five. I'll say anything."

"Say it."

"I'm a pathetic locked sissy who cums from getting fucked in the ass while strangers watch. I love my cage. I love my diaper. I love you owning me. Please count five."

She counted on my body. Five strokes, hard, each one numbered against my prostate. On five she slammed home and held the wand dead center. The orgasm lasted longer than the others, rolling in waves I couldn't stop, every muscle locked, diaper heavy and warm and obscene between my legs.

"Five," she whispered in my ear. "That's five."

I hung in the cuffs, shaking. Drool on my chin. Piss and cum cooling in the sagging diaper. Lace torn at one hip where she'd gripped too hard. The plug remote lay in a puddle of lube on the floor.

She turned off the wand. Unclipped the clamps. My nipples screamed when blood returned. She pulled out slow, then slower, letting the camera catch my gaping asshole before she pressed the plug back in to keep me open.

"Stay on the bench," she said. "Chat wants a close-up of the diaper."

"No."

She held the phone in front of my face. The chat scrolled. Hearts. Dollar signs. Comments I didn't want to read.

"You made two hundred dollars in twenty minutes," she said. "Your ass pays rent now."

Twenty minutes ago I'd stood on the tape X trying to keep my bladder. Now I was a soaked, fucked-open sissy with five counted orgasms and a wet diaper sagging between my thighs while three strangers tipped for the privilege of watching.

She unchained my wrists. I couldn't sit up without the corset digging in.

"Clean up?" I asked, voice wrecked.

"Later." She wiped the strap-on with a towel, casual. "First you finish the fitting."

She lifted the last item from the bag. A dress. Short. Black lace over pink lining. Bigger crinoline than anything I'd worn yet.

"You begged for lace," she said. "Put it on."

I stood on shaking legs. The diaper sagged heavy between my thighs, warm with piss and leak. She held the dress open. I stepped in. Lace slid over the ruined diaper, hiding nothing of the bulk. The skirt flared. The mirror showed a man remade into a wet, used doll.

"Spin for the camera."

I spun. The bell rang. The diaper crinkled. Chat lit up again.

Renata fixed my hair with one hand, the other resting on my caged cock through lace and plastic.

"You wanted to know if this was temporary," she said.

My chest tightened. I'd asked that yesterday. Before the enema. Before the plug. Before tonight.

She leaned close, lips at my ear, voice low enough that only I heard the words before they'd be edited into the clip anyway.

"We are only just beginning."


Chapter 6: A Guest Arrives

Renata's fingers hooked under the waistband of my diaper and lifted the front panel like she was checking produce at a market. The thick pink plastic crinkled loud in the quiet apartment. I stood in the middle of the living room with my wrists cuffed behind my back, pink lace panties visible above the sagging bulk, my cage pressing cold against my shaved skin.

"Spread," she said.

I didn't.

That was the rebellion. Small. Stupid. My thighs stayed pressed together over the heavy wet center that had gone warm hours ago. The smell hit my own nose first, piss and the sweet rot of whatever she'd made me leak into the diaper while the wand buzzed my cage through the plastic. My face burned.

Renata didn't raise her voice. She set the remote for the plug in my ass on the coffee table and picked up her phone. Two taps. The front door unlocked.

"No," I said. Too late.

The door opened. Cora walked in with a wine bottle under one arm and that half-smile she always wore when she looked at me like I was furniture Renata was redecorating. Cora was thirty, worked with Renata downtown, had seen me at barbecues when I still had chest hair and opinions.

"Oh good," Cora said, kicking the door shut with her heel. "He's home."

I jerked against the cuffs. The crinkle betrayed me anyway.

Renata pinched my nipple through the sheer babydoll and twisted until my knees tried to buckle. "Spread your legs, Wesley. Cora drove forty minutes to see what you actually are now. Don't make me ask twice in front of her."

Cora set the wine down and pulled a chair closer like she was settling in for a show she'd already paid for. "Last month he told me chastity was a red flag. At my kitchen table. With a beer in his hand."

The memory crawled up my throat. I'd meant it. I'd meant all of it.

I opened my thighs. The diaper sagged between them, obscene and full, the tape tabs straining on my hips. Cora leaned forward and sniffed without shame.

"Jesus," she said, not unkind. Just accurate. "That's rank."

"Warm too," Renata said. She pressed her palm flat against the soaked front and ground it in slow circles. My cage jumped in its prison. "He's been sitting in it since breakfast because he lied about using the toilet. Again."

"I didn't lie," I said.

Renata's hand cracked across my cheek. Not hard enough to bruise. Hard enough to fix my mouth.

"You pissed in the corner again when you thought I was on a call," she said. "I have the clip."

Cora laughed once through her nose. "Can I see?"

"Later." Renata hooked two fingers in my collar chain and walked me two steps forward so the wet diaper was inches from Cora's knees. "Tell her what you are."

"I'm her boyfriend," I said.

Cora clicked her tongue. "Try again, baby."

The plug in my ass woke up at the lowest setting, a dull throb deep inside where she'd already stretched me open after lunch with three fingers and lube that smelled like candy. My hole clenced around it on reflex. Shame and heat rolled together until my caged cock leaked a fresh thread into the plastic.

Renata yanked the chain. "Diaper slut. Say it."

My jaw locked. I could still walk out. I could still, She held the phone screen in front of my face. Me, on my knees, pissing against the shower drain while she counted seconds out loud. The timestamp was this morning.

"Diaper slut," I whispered.

"Louder."

"I'm a diaper slut," I said, and Cora exhaled like she'd been holding her breath for weeks.

Renata peeled the front tape down. The cold air hit my cage and the matted hairless skin around it. The inner lining of the diaper was yellowed, heavy, clinging. She pressed the wand to my balls through the bars and turned it on.

I bucked. Cora watched my whole body jerk like she was measuring it.

"Hands stay behind you," Renata said. "Cora, tell me if his face is lying."

"He's gone," Cora said. "Look at him."

The vibration climbed through the cage into my ass around the plug. I bit the inside of my cheek until copper flooded my tongue. Six months ago I'd have thrown Cora out for looking at me like that. Now my hips rolled without permission, chasing friction the cage refused to give.

"Wesley tried to close his legs when I opened the door," Renata told her, conversational. "So we're revisiting manners."

She uncuffed one wrist, bent me over the arm of the couch, and cuffed it to the leg. Then the other. My face pressed into the cushion that still held her perfume and last night's takeout. The diaper bulk shoved my ass up, exposed, the back panel gaping where she'd folded it down.

Cora's chair scraped closer. "Can I touch him?"

"Ask him."

Cora's fingers found the tape at my hip and tugged. "Can I touch you, Wesley?"

"No," I said.

Renata shoved the plug remote to max for three seconds. My scream muffled in the couch. My hole spasmed around the silicone, greedy and traitorous.

"Again," Renata said. "She asked nicely."

"Yes," I gasped. "Touch me."

Cora's hand slid down the crack over the plastic, then under the folded back where my skin was slick with sweat and the lube Renata kept reapplying like maintenance. Two fingers traced my stretched rim around the plug base.

"He's wet back here too," Cora said. "Not just the diaper."

"That's his cunt getting ready," Renata said. "Take the plug out. Slow."

Cora wrapped her fingers around the base and pulled. Each inch dragged a sound out of me I didn't recognize as my voice anymore, a wet schlck that made Cora pause and grin.

"Fuck," she murmured.

The plug popped free. My asshole gaped open, pink and obscene, twitching in the open air. I clenched and couldn't close. Cora blew on it and laughed when I whimpered.

"Empty hole," Renata said. "Say thank you to Cora for looking."

"Thank you for looking," I choked out.

"Good girl."

The words hit harder than the slap. Good girl. Not good boy. Never good boy anymore.

Renata lubed the strap-on harness on the coffee table while Cora held my cheeks apart with both hands, spreading me for inspection like produce after all. The silicone cock was thicker than the plug, matte black, curved upward. Renata pressed the head to my rim without entering.

"Beg her to fuck your ass," she said.

"I'm not, "

She pushed the head in one inch. Burn. Stretch. My toes curled.

"Beg Cora," she said.

Cora's thumbs dug into my flesh. "I want to hear it, Wesley. The guy who mansplained my divorce to me at Easter."

My throat closed. Then the head breached me and the burn turned into a white static behind my eyes.

"Please fuck my ass," I said. "Please use my hole, Cora."

"Again. Dirtier."

"Please pound my sissy asshole in my wet diaper. I'm a filthy diaper whore and I need your cock."

Cora made a low approving sound. Renata drove in halfway in one stroke.

The couch arm dug into my ribs. The diaper swung heavy beneath me, slapping my thighs, piss-warm weight rocking with each thrust. Renata set a brutal pace from the first stroke, no warm-up, no mercy. The silicone dragged my rim outward on every pull and punched it flat on every push. Wet sounds filled the room, slick and rhythmic, my ass eating the cock because she'd trained it to.

"Count them," Renata told Cora.

"Count what?"

"His leaks. Every time his cage drips."

Cora leaned sideways to see. "One. There. Another. God, he's dripping like a faucet."

I sobbed into the cushion. The wand still buzzed on my balls. The diaper pressed up when Renata bottomed out, grinding the soaked mass against my cage through the bars. The smell of ammonia and my own arousal thickened the air until I tasted it.

"That's three," Cora said, calm as a referee. "Four."

Renata pulled out completely. My gape fluttered, hungry, humiliating. She slapped my ass once and shoved the plug back in to the hilt.

"Turn him," she said.

Cora helped rotate me on the cuff chain until I knelt on the rug, face level with Renata's zipper. The diaper crinkled under my knees, sagging, the wet center spreading cold then warm against my shins. Renata freed her cock from the harness and replaced it with a real one, strapped around her hips, veined silicone longer than Cora's had been.

"Suck," she said.

I opened my mouth. She fed me the head, salty with lube, and pushed until my throat bulged. I gagged, drool running down my chin onto the lace of my babydoll. Cora knelt beside us and lifted the back of my diaper, peeling it down to expose my plugged ass.

"He takes it pretty," Cora said.

Renata fucked my face in steady strokes. "Wesley thought he could refuse a guest. Thought his opinion still mattered in my apartment."

I choked. Spit strings swung from my lips to her cock.

"Thought he could keep his legs closed."

She pulled out and slapped my wet mouth with the silicone. "Open."

I opened. She shoved back in while Cora worked the plug in slow circles. Two holes full. My cage leaked again.

"Five," Cora counted.

Renata held my head and used my throat. Tears blurred the rug pattern. A year ago I'd proposed on this rug. Got on one knee. She'd said yes and meant it and I'd believed I was the man in the story.

"On the bench," Renata said, pulling free. Saliva bridged my lip to her cock before it broke.

They moved me to the padded bench by the window, the one she'd bought after she locked the cage on me. Belly down, ass up, diaper peeled to my thighs but left on, a pink ruined skirt around my knees. She uncuffed me only to cuff my ankles to the bench legs, spread wide.

Cora sat on the bench edge in front of my face and hiked her skirt. No panties. Her pussy was shaved, gleaming.

"Lick," she said, looking at Renata for approval.

Renata nodded. "Get her wet, diaper slut. Show her how you apologize for being rude."

I pressed my mouth to Cora's cunt. She tasted sharp and clean, soap and skin. My tongue found her clit and she sighed, fingers sliding into my hair, the short feminine cut Renata had given me after she threw out my clippers.

"Look at him go," Cora said. "Easter Wesley would vomit."

Easter Wesley could go die in a ditch.

I licked faster. Cora ground on my face. Behind me, Renata removed the plug and replaced it with something colder, metal, the weighted beads she'd bought with a tag that said training. She fed them in one at a time, each bead a pop through my rim, and I moaned into Cora's clit.

"That's six beads," Renata said. "Hold them."

I clenched. The metal pulled inside me, heavy, intimate. Cora pulled my hair so my mouth sealed on her hole.

"Don't stop," she said.

Renata turned the wand up and pressed it to my cage from below, reaching between the bench slats. The vibration hammered through metal bars into my balls and up into the beads. My ass tried to milk them. Cora rode my tongue until her thighs shook.

"Coming," Cora said. "Fuck, right there."

She came on my mouth, sharp and sudden, juice slick on my chin mixing with drool. I swallowed what I could. The rest painted my babydoll lace.

"Good pet," Renata said, and yanked the beads out one at a time.

I screamed into Cora's thigh. The pops were obscene, each one tearing a aftershock through my gut. Seven. She left the last three in and fucked me with the strap-on again, longer strokes, the beads shifting inside me like loose teeth.

"Six," Cora said, watching my cage. "Seven. He's pooling on the floor."

There was a puddle under the bench, clear fluid from the cage tip, nothing like release, just endless leak while Renata ruined my ass. My rim burned. My hole gaped around the cock when she pulled back, gripping then releasing, animal.

"Please," I said into Cora's skin. "Please let me, "

"You don't come," Renata said. "Not from that."

She swapped the wand to my taint, behind my balls, and cranked it. The silicone cock slammed home and held, grinding deep. The beads shifted. The diaper sagged against the bench edge, still warm, still smelling like my disgrace.

"Ask Cora what you are," Renata said.

I turned my head enough to speak. "I'm a diapered sissy. A locked little whore. I leak in my cage while you fuck my ass."

"And whose apartment is this?" Cora asked, petting my cheek with two sticky fingers.

"Renata's."

"And where do you belong?"

The wand peaked. My vision whited at the edges. I hung on the edge of something the cage wouldn't let me finish, cruel, endless.

"Say it," Renata said, pounding once, hard.

"Here," I sobbed. "I belong here. In the diaper. In the cage. In this room."

Renata pulled out. She rolled me onto my back on the bench, diaper squelching under my spine, cold wet plastic seeping through the lace. Cora held my ankles apart. Renata knelt between my spread thighs and shoved two fingers into my ass without warning, scissoring me open while the beads clicked together inside.

"She wants to see you break," Renata said. "Show her."

She added a third finger, then a fourth. The stretch burned up into my spine. I arched off the bench. The diaper crinkled frantic under me.

"Too much," I said.

"You refused to spread," Renata said. "This is the bill."

She worked her hand deeper, knuckles pressing my rim outward, a slow relentless push she'd practiced on me nights when I talked back about money or friends or the key. My ass swallowed her to the thumb. Burn. Full. Wrong and perfect.

Cora leaned over my face. "Can you take a fist, Wesley? Easter you couldn't take constructive feedback."

I laughed once, broken, and it turned into a moan when Renata's hand slid past the knuckles.

"There," she said. "Open."

I was open. I couldn't un-open. Her fist moved inside me, a fist-sized pulse in my gut, and the wand on my cage synced to each curl of her fingers inside. Cora watched my face with wine-dark eyes.

"Eight," she said. "Nine. He's shaking."

I shook. The diaper was a soaked mattress under my ass, piss and sweat and the slick I'd leaked for an hour. The smell rose around all three of us, heavy, inescapable. Renata fucked me on her fist, short churning strokes that made the beads rattle and my prostate scream behind the cage.

"Prostate milk," Renata told Cora. "No orgasm permission. Just drainage."

She pressed the wand hard under my balls. My ass clamped on her fist. Something in me gave way, not pleasure, not relief, a forced spill. Cum dribbled from the cage in thin ropes onto my stomach, clear and humiliating, while Renata milked me in pulses that hurt.

"Ten," Cora whispered, fascinated.

"Thank her," Renata said.

"Thank you," I gasped at Cora. "Thank you for watching me milk like a toy."

"Again."

"Thank you for seeing what a diaper sissy I am."

Renata withdrew her fist slowly. My asshole stayed open, a wet O, air kissing raw skin. She shoved the plug back in, then the bigger one, black and flared, a lock on the base that clicked when she closed it.

"Sit up," she said.

Cora helped haul me upright. My head swam. The diaper hung between my legs, destroyed, tape half off on one hip. Renata didn't fix it. She wiped my chin with the wet front panel and made me smell my own fingers after.

"Wesley tried to tell me no today," she said to Cora. "In front of you. That ends now."

Cora sipped her wine. "What are you going to do with him?"

Renata unlocked the ankle cuffs and pulled me off the bench by the collar. My legs wobbled. The locked plug shifted with each step, a heavy stone in my ass. She walked me to the small guest room she'd cleared last week, the one with the pink blackout curtains and the camera in the corner I'd pretended not to see.

"You belong in this room now," she said, and pushed me inside.

The door clicked. Cora's laughter carried through the wall, lighter now, satisfied. The camera light blinked red. My diaper sagged, warm weight pulling at my hips, smell rising in the closed space. Renata's footsteps retreated toward the living room and Cora's wine.

The plug buzzed to life on the app she'd left open on my phone, locked on the dresser I couldn't reach. Low at first. Building.

I sank onto the narrow bed, crinkle loud in the empty room, and waited for whatever came next through the door she owned.


Chapter 7: Mercy On Her Terms

I yanked the pacifier chain off my collar and let it hit the tile. "Take this off me."

Renata did not look up from the couch. She had her knees tucked under her, phone in one hand, tea in the other, like I had walked in asking about takeout. The thick pink diaper under my sissy skirt sagged heavy between my thighs. Warm from hours of wear. The crinkle when I shifted sounded loud in our quiet living room.

"You do not get to storm in and make demands," she said. Her voice stayed soft. That was worse than shouting. "Sit down, Wesley."

"I am not sitting in this thing another minute."

She set the tea down. Crossed to me. Her fingers brushed my jaw, light, almost sweet. My cock jumped in the cage before my brain caught up. Shame burned my face hot.

"You wore that diaper all through brunch with my sister watching," she said. "You smiled for her. You thanked her for the mimosa. You sat there crinkling like a good little sissy while she filmed your cage through your skirt."

My sister-in-law's laugh from yesterday crawled up my throat. The memory of her phone angled low, catching the bulge, the wet stripe darkening the diaper front.

"That was humiliation," I said. "You do not get to call it a date."

"It was proof." She thumb-stroked my lip. "Proof you stay when I make you pretty and helpless. Now sit before I add another layer and you waddle for the rest of the night."

I should have walked out. The lease was in both our names but the spare key to my chastity was on her ring. The photos from last week were on her cloud. My job knew nothing. Hers knew everything.

I sat.

The diaper spread my thighs on the cushion. Warm mass pressed my balls and caged cock. The plug in my ass from this morning still sat deep, a dull stretch I had stopped fighting hours ago.

Renata knelt in front of me like she used to when she tied my shoes. Sweet. Domestic. Her palm cupped the soaked front of the diaper and squeezed.

"Still wet from lunch," she murmured. "You leaked again when Lena asked if you needed the bathroom."

"I did not leak."

"You did." Another squeeze. Squelch. Heat rushed through the diaper into my skin. "You pissed a little when she said baby in front of everyone. Your face went pink and your cunt dripped into my diaper."

Do not call it my cunt. I was a man. Used to be.

Her hand stayed there, kneading the heavy wet bulk. Texture of swollen gel against my cage. Warmth spreading.

"I want out," I said. "Shower. Real clothes. My cock unlocked for one night."

She kissed my forehead. "Poor baby. You think mercy means what you want."

"Mercy means you stop."

"Mercy means I decide what you need." She stood and went to the hall closet. Came back with a fresh stack: thick white diaper, wipes, powder, the pink harness that kept the plug seated. "Strip the skirt. Lay on the rug. I am changing you because you are soaked and stinking and I love you too much to let you sit in your own piss."

Love. The word hit soft and landed hard.

"I can change myself."

"No." Calm. Final. "You lost that when you signed the paper on the fridge. Diaper sissies do not touch their own mess unless I say."

I hated that she was right. I hated that my hips lifted when she tugged the skirt down.

She peeled the tapes. Cold air hit my cage and the dark wet skin beneath. The smell rose, sharp, piss and skin and the sweet rot of hours trapped. She wiped me slow, thorough, like I was fragile. Each pass burned my pride and made my hole clench around the plug.

"Spread," she said.

I spread.

She popped the plug free. My asshole gaped wet, pink, obscene. Two fingers slid in without asking. Stretch. Burn. I grunted.

"Still loose from last night," she said. "Lena's visit opened you up. Good."

"Do not say her name while you are in me."

"She is coming back Thursday." She worked a third finger in. Scissored. "She wants to watch you cum in your diaper without me touching your cage. She thinks that is the hottest thing she has ever seen."

My cock strained metal. Drool leaked from the tip, useless.

Renata pulled her fingers out and replaced them with a thicker plug, black silicone, ridged. She pushed until my ring swallowed the base. The harness clicked over my hips.

"Fresh diaper," she said.

The white one went on tight. Powder dusted my crack and cage. Tapes pulled snug. The bulk shoved my legs apart. Crinkle when she patted the front.

"Stand up."

I waddled. The new diaper was dry, crinkly, thick as a pillow between my legs. The plug shifted with each step.

She led me to the bedroom. Not the play room with the hooks and the camera tripod. Our bed. Sheets turned down. Candles lit. Soft music low.

"This is a trap," I said.

"Lie down."

I lay on my back. She cuffed my wrists to the headboard with padded leather. Ankles to the footboard. Spread eagle. Diaper ballooned up. Cage glinted through the leg holes.

She climbed over me in cotton shorts and a thin tank. No dominatrix gear. Bare feet on the mattress. Hair down. She looked like the girlfriend who used to bring me soup when I had the flu.

"I am going to be kind tonight," she said. "Kind is harder for you than the paddle."

"Renata."

"Hush." She kissed my mouth. Tongue slow. Her hand slid under the diaper waistband and found my cage. Fingers teased the metal bars. "You have been edged for nine days. Your balls are full. Your prostate is swollen from the plug. You are going to beg me to ruin you."

"I will not beg."

She smiled. Reached to the nightstand. Brought out the wand, the fat round head that never missed.

She pressed it to the cage.

The buzz hit like a punch. My back arched off the bed. The plug in my ass vibrated in sympathy from the harness transfer. I moaned into her mouth.

She pulled the wand away.

"Ah," I gasped. "Put it back."

"No."

She traced my nipple through the sissy top I still wore. Pinch. Twist. The other hand palmed the dry diaper front, grinding the thickness against my cage.

Warm friction. Powder and plastic. Crinkle loud.

"You want to cum so bad you would hump my hand like a dog," she said.

"I would not."

She set the wand on my cage again. Low. Cruel tease. My thighs shook. Wet sound from the cage as precum smeared the bars.

She took it away.

"Fuck you."

"Later." She kissed my neck. "Maybe. If you are good."

She unhooked one ankle cuff. Rolled me onto my stomach. Diaper bulk crushed my cock against the sheet. She pulled the tapes loose on one side, peeled the back down, exposed my plugged ass.

"Lube," she said, and slicked the plug and everything around it.

She worked the plug in and out. Slow. Each ridge caught my rim. Burn. Stretch. My moans muffled in the pillow.

"You take it so easy now," she whispered in my ear. "Used hole. Diaper slut."

"Stop talking."

She did not stop. She fucked me with the plug until my hips jerked back to meet it. Shame and need twisted tight in my gut.

She stopped.

"On your back again."

She retaped the diaper, recuffed my ankles. I was shaking. Cage dripping. Diaper front starting to darken with sweat and leaked fluid.

She straddled my chest. Cotton shorts against my face. She smelled like soap and skin.

"Open."

I opened. She ground her pussy over my mouth through the fabric. Wet spot spread. I licked. Salt and heat through cotton.

She lifted. Pulled shorts aside. Bare cunt lips on my lips. I sucked her clit. She rocked slow, almost lazy, fingers in my hair like we were making love.

"That is it," she breathed. "Good sissy. Tongue flat. Do not rush."

I ate her while the cage ached. While the plug stretched my ass. While the diaper warmed under my squirming hips.

She came on my face. Shudder. Wet flood on my tongue. She tasted like victory.

She slid down my body. Kissed each of my nipples through the lace top. Kissed my cage. Kissed the diaper tapes.

"Please," I said before I could swallow the word.

"Please what?"

"Let me cum."

"Beg, and I might let you."

The sentence sank into my chest. Heat. Dread. My cock throbbed so hard the cage hurt.

"Please, Renata. I need it."

"Need what? Say the words."

I gritted my teeth. "I need to cum in my diaper like your pathetic sissy boyfriend."

"Louder."

"I need to cum in my diaper." My voice cracked. "Please. I am your diaper slut. Let me."

She brought the wand back. High setting. Pressed to the cage and the diaper bulk at once.

The vibration slammed through plastic and metal into my cock. My ass clenched the plug. I screamed.

She held it there. Edge. Edge. My vision blurred.

"Not yet," she said, and pulled it off.

I sobbed. Actual tears. "You said you might."

"I said might." She wiped my face with her thumb. Gentle. "One more beg. Tell me what Lena saw at brunch."

My stomach turned. "She saw me in a diaper."

"She saw you leak when she called you a pretty baby." Wand back. Lower buzz. Torture. "Say it."

"She saw me leak when she called me a pretty baby." The words tasted like poison and my hips bucked anyway.

"She saw your cage." Wand higher. "Say it."

"She saw my cage through my skirt."

"And you got wetter."

"Yes." I hated myself. "Yes, I got wetter."

"Good boy."

She pressed the wand hard and did not move.

Orgasm built like a wall coming down. No escape. My balls drew up. Prostate pulsed around the plug. The diaper squelched under the vibration.

"Count for me," she said.

"One," I gasped. "I am cumming, one, oh fuck."

Cum shot through the cage in thin spurts, trapped, smearing metal and skin. The diaper front bloomed warm and wet. Different wet. Thick. My whole body seized. I wailed her name.

She kept the wand on me.

"That is one," she said. "You are still hard in your cage. Still twitching. We are not done."

"No more." I thrashed cuffs. "Too much."

"You asked for mercy." She kissed my tear track. "Mercy on my terms."

She unlaced the sissy top. Exposed my chest. Nipple clamps, pink, from the drawer. Bit down. Pain lanced sharp. She chained the clamps together and tugged each time I breathed.

Wand on the cage again. Slower circle.

Second build faster. Crueler. Oversensitive meat in metal. Cum still leaking. Diaper heavy and warm between my legs.

"Beg for two," she said.

"Please let me cum again, I am your whore, your diaper whore, please."

"Thank me for the first one."

"Thank you for making me cum in my diaper in front of your sister."

She laughed, soft. "Half sister. And she is not here now. You are mine alone tonight."

Wand max.

I came again. Harder. Pain and pleasure mashed. Cock spasming empty. More fluid soaking the diaper. Gel turning swampy. Smell of sex and piss and powder filling the room.

"Two," she counted. "One more. You owe me for storming in with the pacifier."

"I am sorry."

"Show me."

She uncuffed my right hand. Guided it to the diaper front. "Rub. Hump your hand. Show me what a diaper slut does when nobody is watching."

I rubbed the soaked bulk. Crinkle. Squelch. Texture of swollen diaper grinding my cage. Humiliation so sharp I almost came from shame alone.

"Say it."

"I hump my diaper because I am a pathetic sissy who cums in piss and cum."

"Again."

"I hump my diaper because my girlfriend owns my cock and my ass and my bladder."

"Good."

She recuffed me. Brought out the strap-on, medium, curved. She did not ask. She untaped the diaper back again, shoved the plug out, and pressed the cock head to my gaped asshole.

"Three comes when I am inside you."

"No, wait, I am sore."

"You are open." She pushed. Inch by inch. Stretch burned fresh. My ring fought then gave. She bottomed out. I howled.

She fucked me slow at first. Long strokes. Wand on the cage. Clamps tugged with each thrust.

The bed creaked. Wet slap of her hips on my diaper bulk. My ass made obscene sounds around the silicone cock.

"Look at me," she said.

I looked. Her face calm. Loving. Destroying me.

"You wanted a night off," she said. "This is what you get instead. My cock in your ass and your mess in my diaper."

"Harder."

The word escaped before pride could catch it.

She gave me harder. Pounding. Ruthless. My prostate lit up. Cage dripped. Diaper sloshed.

"Beg for three."

"Please fuck my ass and make me cum in my diaper, please, I am your sissy hole, use me."

She reached under the diaper. Pressed the wand direct to my perineum through the wet gel.

Everything broke.

Third orgasm ripped out violent. Longer. Crueler. Cock jumping in the cage with nothing left to give. Ass clamping her strap-on. I screamed into the pillow. Diaper flooded again, piss I could not stop, mixing with cum and sweat.

"Three," she said. "Good boy."

She did not stop fucking.

"Renata." Broken. "I cannot."

"You can." Four fingers beside the cock. Stretch. Burn. More.

She worked my ass wider while she thrust. Plug back in alongside? No. She pulled out the strap-on and replaced it with something thicker, the knobby dildo from the drawer. Then more lube. Then her hand, fingers first, four, then thumb tucked, push.

Fisting. Slow. My body resisted then opened. Heat. Pressure. Full beyond full.

I sobbed through a fourth crest that was not quite orgasm, worse, overshoot, nerves screaming. Cage leaked clear drip. Diaper a ruined warm weight.

She still did not stop.

Wand on high. Fist deep. Twisting.

"Fourth," she said. "Count it."

"Four." I could barely speak. "Please stop, four, I am ruined."

"You are ruined." She kissed my forehead again. Sweet. "That is the point."

She eased her hand out. Gape. Air cold on stretched rim. She stuffed the large plug back in to keep me open. Retaped the diaper. Soaked, sagging, obscene white bulk.

She uncuffed me. I could not move. Legs dead. Ass throbbing.

She lay beside me. Pulled my head to her chest. Stroked my hair.

"Mercy," I whispered.

"That was mercy," she said. "You came four times. You begged. You thanked me. You did not get to decide the when or the how."

"I hate you."

"I know." Her fingers traced the collar at my throat. "You still love me harder."

She reached to the nightstand. Held up her phone. Screen lit with a text thread.

Lena: Thursday still good? I want him in the pink one.

Renata typed with her thumb while her other hand petted my wet diaper.

Renata: He is practicing. Bring the longer cage key. He will thank you in person.

She showed me the screen.

"He is not touching my cage," I said. Weak.

"He is borrowing the key for one hour." She set the phone down. "You are going to sit on his lap in a wet diaper and cum while he counts. Unless you want me to cancel and invite the whole brunch group instead."

My cock twitched in its prison. Shame rolled hot down my spine.

Renata pulled the blanket over us. My diaper crinkled under the sheet. Plug deep. Ass aching.

"Sleep, baby," she said. "Thursday is close. You have two days to think about begging strangers."

I closed my eyes. The warmth of her body against my back. The texture of the ruined diaper glued to my skin. Forward motion I could not stop, pulling me toward another room, another witness, another mercy that would never be mine.


Chapter 8: His Last No

Renata's text hit my phone at nine in the morning. One line. *Conference room B. Twenty minutes. Wear what I laid out.*

I stood in the hallway outside her firm's glass offices with my thighs pressed together. The thick pink diaper under the grey pencil skirt made every step a crinkle I could not hide. The cage bit when I walked. My nipples rubbed the lace bra through the blouse she picked. I looked like a man in a costume. I was not.

The contract sat in my bag, folded once, the ink dry from the night I signed it. Six months of rent she covered after I lost my job. Six months of her owning what I wore, when I came, what I called myself when she made me say it out loud. I could have walked. I did not walk because the apartment key was hers and my name on the lease was gone.

Conference room B had a frosted door and a nameplate I knew before I read it. Derek.

My college roommate. The guy who watched me bench two twenty and called me a machine. He ran client accounts for Renata now. He was in the room when I pushed the door open.

Derek looked up from his laptop. His coffee cup stopped halfway to his mouth.

"Wesley." His eyes went to my skirt, my chest, the bow at my collar. "Renata said you were coming in for the compliance review."

Renata stood by the window in a black dress that made her look like she owned the building. She probably did. She held a tablet and did not smile.

"Close the door, Wesley."

I closed it. The latch clicked. Loud in the quiet room. Cold air from the vent hit the back of my neck. My diaper was warm against my skin from the walk over, the bulk heavy between my legs.

"Derek is here because you need a witness who matters," Renata said. "Someone who knew you before you started lying to me about where you went and who you texted."

Derek set his cup down. "Renata, I don't know what this, "

"You know he cheated," she said. "You know he begged me not to leave. You know he signed." She turned the tablet toward him. The contract. My signature. My initials on every page about chastity, diapers, orgasm control, public dress code. "Read page four out loud, Wesley."

My mouth went dry.

"No."

The word came out before I could swallow it. My hands fisted at my sides. Heat crawled up my throat. This was the line. The last one. Derek was right there. I was still Wesley who arm-wrestled him drunk at two a.m. I was not some diapered thing on display.

Renata's voice stayed flat. "That was your last no."

She tapped the tablet. A video filled the screen. Me on our bed last week, skirt hiked, diaper soaked and yellow at the front, begging her to let me cum while she held the wand on my cage. My voice on the speaker, high and broken: *I'm your piss-soaked diaper slut, please.*

Derek made a sound like he got hit.

"Delete it," I said. "Derek, don't, "

"You don't give orders in this room," Renata said. She pulled a remote from her pocket. The plug in my ass woke up, a low buzz that made my knees dip. "You signed that you would comply in any room I designate. This is designated."

The plug pulsed harder. My asshole clenched around it. The diaper crinkled when I shifted. Derek stared at the bulge under my skirt.

"Page four," Renata said again.

I opened my mouth. Nothing.

She walked to me and yanked the skirt up to my waist. The diaper sagged, pink plastic tape shiny, the wet spot spreading where I had leaked on the walk over. Cool air from the vent hit the damp fabric. The smell hit all three of us. Sharp. Wrong for an office.

"Say it or I turn the plug to high and you cum in front of him without permission," she said. "Your choice."

The plug jumped to medium. My hole spasmed. Precum dripped from the cage into the diaper. I heard it, a soft wet tick inside the plastic.

I read from memory because I had read it a hundred times on my knees at home.

"I grant Renata full authority over my dress, my orgasms, my toilet access, and my name in private and professional settings she selects."

Derek's face went red. "Jesus, Wesley."

"There's more," Renata said. She unzipped a case on the table. Nipple clamps connected to a small vibrator. A pink gag. Leather cuffs. "Hands on the table. Palms flat."

I shook my head. "Not in front of him."

"That was also your last no."

She grabbed my wrist and bent my arm behind me until my shoulder burned. Derek stood up like he might stop her. Renata did not look at him.

"Sit down, Derek. You're here to watch him break so he stops performing manhood for an audience that already knows he's mine."

Derek sat. His chair scraped the floor. The sound scraped my spine.

Renata cuffed my wrists to the table edge. The metal was cold. She clipped the clamps on my nipples through the blouse fabric and turned the vibrator on. A buzz against my chest that synced with the plug. My cock strained in the cage, useless, leaking.

"Open," she said, holding the gag.

I clamped my jaw shut.

She pinched my balls through the diaper with two fingers. I screamed into her palm. She shoved the gag between my teeth and buckled it. Drool hit the table immediately.

"Good," she said. She pulled the diaper down to my thighs, leaving the cage exposed. The room air was cold on my wet skin. Derek made a choked noise.

Renata held up a key. "You want out of the cage for the first time in eleven weeks?"

I shook my head hard. Yes and no warred in my chest. I hated how my hips twitched toward her hand.

"Nod if you want the key," she said. "Shake if you want the wand on high until you cum on the table."

I nodded. Shame burned my face. Derek watched me nod.

She unlocked the cage. My cock sprang free, hard, stupid. She did not touch it. She lubed the black dildo on the table instead, thick, curved, obscene.

"Bend over the table. Ass up."

I bent. The diaper bunched at my knees, warm and heavy. The plug still buzzed in my hole. She pulled it out slow. A wet pop. Cool air on my open asshole. Then the dildo pressed in, inch by inch, stretching me open while Derek breathed loud behind me.

"Count each inch out loud around the gag," Renata said.

I gagged and counted. One. Two. Three. My voice was muffled slime. At six I was full, stuffed, my ass burning around the rubber.

She fucked me with the dildo while Derek watched. Long strokes. The slap of her hand on the dildo base echoed off the glass walls. Each thrust pushed air out of me in a grunt around the gag. The vibrator on my nipples and the plug's ghost in my empty hole and the dildo in my ass layered until I was shaking.

"Tell him what you are," Renata said. She pulled the gag down to my chin.

"I'm, " My voice cracked. "I'm her sissy. Her diaper boy. I cum when she says."

"Louder."

"I'm her diaper slut," I said, and Derek flinched like the words hit him. "I piss in my diaper because she won't let me use the toilet. I cheat and she owns me for it."

Renata shoved the dildo deep and held it. "Ask Derek to thank me for fixing you."

I wanted to die. My cock dripped on the table, a puddle spreading.

"Thank her," I whispered.

"Thank her for what."

"For, for fixing me. For making me, " I sobbed once. "For making me honest."

Derek's voice was thin. "Thank you, Renata."

She pulled the dildo out and replaced it with something thicker. The strap-on harness clicked at her hips. Real silicone, flesh-colored, heavy. She lined up and pushed into my ass in one stroke.

I screamed. The table jumped under my cuffs. She fucked me hard, no warm-up, her hips slamming into my ass while the diaper hung off my thighs and swung with each thrust. Wet sounds filled the room. Squelch. Slap. My hole gaped and clenched and could not keep up.

"First orgasm," Renata said. She wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked fast while she pounded my ass. "You don't get to hold it. Cum for Derek."

I came. My balls pulled tight. Cum shot across the table, white stripes on grey laminate. My asshole clamped on her strap-on. I howled. Derek looked at the floor.

"That's one," Renata said. She did not stop fucking me. "You owe me four more before he leaves."

The wand came out of her bag. She pressed it to my cock head while she kept thrusting. Overstim. Too much. I begged around nothing, spit stringing from my lip.

"Second," she said, and turned the wand up.

I came again, dry and brutal, my whole body convulsing. Cum dribbled, thin, after the first load. My legs gave out. The cuffs held me up.

She pulled out of my ass and turned me around. Sat me on the table. The cold surface stuck to my sweaty ass. She pushed two fingers into my cunt, because that was what she called it now, my tucked cock and empty balls and the hole she made me use. Fingers curled inside while the wand stayed on my clit.

"Third. Say you're a whore who cums in diapers."

"I'm a whore who cums in diapers," I gasped. I came on her fingers, ass still gaping, diaper on the floor between my feet.

She made me stand. Made me step back into the wet diaper. The warm diaper squished against my spent cock. She taped it tight. The crinkle when she smoothed the front was obscene in the silent room.

"Contract addendum," she said. She handed Derek a pen. "Page nine. New clause. Wesley initiates daily status reports to Derek by text. Photo included. Diaper check pose."

"No," I said. Weak. Broken. The last no already spent.

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged," Renata said. She said it soft, almost kind, which made it worse. "Sign, Wesley, or I email the video to your old gym group chat."

My hand took the pen. I signed. Derek signed as witness. The ink was black and final.

Renata unlocked my cuffs. I stood in the ruined diaper, cum drying on my thighs, ass still open and aching. She handed me a fresh diaper from her bag. White. Thicker.

"Change before you leave. Derek stays until the tape is on."

I changed on the table with both of them watching. Pee still in the old one, my own smell. The new diaper was cold at first, then warmed against my skin as I taped it. Crinkle. Crinkle. Derek's phone buzzed. He looked at the screen, then at me.

"She already sent the pose reference," he said. Quiet. "God, Wesley."

Renata fixed my skirt. My blouse. The bow. She looked me over like product.

"Text Derek by six tonight. Skirt up. Diaper wet or dry. He reports noncompliance to me."

She led me to the door. Her hand on the small of my back. My ass throbbed with each step. The plug was back in, bigger, clicking when I walked.

In the elevator down, she pressed me against the metal wall. Cold through the blouse. Her mouth at my ear.

"Saturday we go to my mother's bridge club. You'll wear the white dress. You'll curtsy when you're introduced."

The elevator dinged. Lobby. People. My diaper crinkled. I had signed. I had cum five times. I had no more nos left.

She kissed my cheek like a boyfriend who still had choices.

"Smile, Wesley. We're not done."


Chapter 9: The Name She Gives

Renata's hand stayed on the back of my neck while the elevator climbed, her nails digging in just enough to keep me from straightening. The lobby had been bad enough. Pink vinyl skirt, white crop top, the thick diaper under it crinkling every step, the cage cold against my shaved skin. Two women in business suits had stared. One had smiled like she knew the whole story.

The doors opened on the fourth floor. A hallway. One door. No sign.

"This is where you sign," Renata said. Her voice was flat, the way it got when she had already decided everything.

She knocked twice. A woman opened the door. Tall. Black hair in a knot. Leather apron over a tank top. Ink on both forearms.

"Renata." The woman looked me up and down. Slow. From the pink skirt to the bulge between my thighs. "This is him."

"This is Wesley," Renata said. "For now."

The apartment smelled like antiseptic and burnt sugar. Tattoo equipment on a metal table. A leather chair with straps on the arms. A camera on a tripod aimed at the chair.

My stomach dropped. I had signed things before. Phone contracts. A lease. Nothing that made my cock leak in its cage just from the paper sitting there.

Renata led me to the table. The contract was thick. Typed. Her handwriting in the margins. I caught words before she turned it over: permanent, property, name change, diaper protocol, chastity, public display.

"Read it out loud," Renata said. "Every line. So Mara hears what you are."

Mara leaned against the wall and crossed her arms. "I brought the ink."

I opened my mouth. Nothing came. Renata's fingers found the remote in her pocket. The plug in my ass woke up. Low buzz. My knees went soft.

"Start," she said.

I read. My voice shook on the first sentence. *I, Wesley, surrender all decision over my body, dress, orgasm, and toilet use to Renata.* The plug buzzed harder when I said toilet. I had to stop and breathe through my nose. The room smelled like her perfume cut through the antiseptic. Vanilla and something sharp underneath.

Mara uncrossed her arms. "He's leaking."

She was right. A wet spot had spread on the front of the diaper. Small. Dark against the white. I had not even pissed. My body had just given up again.

"Keep reading," Renata said.

I read the name clause. *Upon signing, Wesley ceases to be Wesley in private and intimate contexts. His given name becomes the property of Renata, who will assign a new name within thirty days of signing.* My face burned. Mara watched the wet spot grow.

The diaper clause made me stutter. *Wesley agrees to wear an adult diaper at all times unless Renata removes it. Wetting and messing without permission are grounds for punishment and public correction.* Renata's hand slid under my skirt and pressed the soaked front. The warm squelch went straight to my balls. Trapped. Useless. Dripping anyway.

"Louder," Mara said. "I want the camera to get it."

I had not noticed her turn it on. The red light blinked.

I read the orgasm clause. *Wesley may not cum without Renata's permission. All orgasms are hers to grant, deny, record, or display. Failure to thank Renata after each orgasm doubles the next denial period.* My cock strained against the cage. Pain and want at once. I hated how my ass clenched around the plug like it was begging for more.

The last page was signature lines. Witness line. Mara. Date line. A blank space labeled NEW NAME.

Renata put a pen in my hand. "Sign your old name one last time. Then say thank you."

My hand shook. I signed Wesley. The ink smeared on the Y.

"Thank you, Renata," I whispered.

"Thank you for what."

"For… owning me."

Mara laughed once. Short. "Christ. He's already wet."

Renata turned me toward the chair. "Strap him in. We're not done."

The leather was cold through the diaper. Mara buckled my wrists. Renata spread my knees and hooked the stirrups. The skirt rode up. The camera had a full view of the thick white diaper, the pink cage outline, the plug's base between my cheeks.

"This is the claiming mark," Renata said. She held up a small stamp. Not a tattoo needle. A brand plate, heated from a little electric coil on the table. The smell of hot metal hit the back of my throat.

"No," I said. It came out before I could swallow it. "Renata, please, not permanent, not on camera, I can't, "

She slapped my thigh. Hard. The diaper crinkled.

"You can. You signed. You read every word into a microphone you didn't even know was on the tripod." She tapped the contract. "This is permanent. The mark just makes it honest on your skin."

Mara gloved up. "Where?"

"Left hip. Above the diaper line. Small. So every time he crinkles he remembers who wrote his name."

Renata lifted my skirt. Pulled the diaper tape down on one side. Exposed the strip of skin above my hip. Shaved. Vulnerable. She pressed the cold brand plate there to test position. I flinched.

"Stay," she said.

The plate touched skin. Heat. White pain. I screamed. The smell of my own burnt flesh mixed with the vanilla on her wrist when she held my face still.

"Mine," Renata said. "Say it."

"Yours," I sobbed. "I'm yours."

The brand lifted. A small R. Curved. Deliberate. Mara photographed it before the skin even stopped weeping.

"Good," Renata said. "Now his name."

She picked up the pen again. Wrote in the blank on the contract. Three letters. She showed me.

Wren.

"That's what I call you when you're mine," she said. "Not Wesley. Not boyfriend. Wren. My diaper sissy. My locked little bird."

The name sat in my mouth like a pill I could not spit out. Wren. Small. Caged. Named.

"Say it," Renata said.

"I'm Wren," I whispered.

"Louder. For Mara. For the camera."

"I'm Wren." My voice cracked. "Renata's Wren."

Mara adjusted the tripod. "We're streaming to her private channel. Three hundred people watching already."

Three hundred. Strangers. Watching me strapped in a diaper with a fresh brand and a new name.

Renata turned the plug to high. I arched off the chair. The straps bit my wrists. The buzz hammered my prostate. No touch on my cock. None needed. I was already climbing.

"Don't you cum," Renata said. "Not yet. You haven't earned it."

She unhooked one stirrup and flipped me onto my stomach. Diaper bulk crushed under my hips. Mara held the camera closer. Renata yanked the plug out. My asshole gaped. Cool air. Shame hotter than the brand.

She replaced the plug with something thicker. A dildo. Veined. Rubber. Cold lube dripped down my crack.

"Beg for it in your new name," she said.

"Please," I gasped. "Please, Renata, fuck Wren's ass. Wren needs it. Wren's a hole for you."

She pushed. Inch by inch. Stretch. Burn. The burn turned into that sick open feeling I could not close anymore. She bottomed out and held.

"Count how many times you cum tonight," she said. "Out loud. Mara keeps score."

Mara's voice was calm. "Zero so far."

Renata fucked me. Slow at first. Then hard. The diaper squelched under me with every thrust. Piss and precum mixing in the diaper. The smell rose up around my face. Warm. Acrid. Sweet from the wipe scent on my skin.

She reached under and pressed the wet diaper against my cage. Ground it. The bulk mashed my balls. I moaned into the leather.

"That's one," Mara said. "Leaking in the cage. Doesn't count as full."

Renata pulled out. Slapped my ass. "That wasn't an orgasm. That was a twitch. We're going for real."

She grabbed the wand from her bag. Hitachi. Pressed it to the cage through the diaper. Buzz. Buzz. Buzz. My whole pelvis shook. The brand on my hip screamed with every jerk.

"Please," I begged. "Please let Wren cum, please, I can't, it's too much, "

"You can." Renata's fingers found my asshole. Two. Then three. Stretching while the wand worked the cage. "You're going to cum from your ass and your cage and you're going to thank me for each one."

The first real orgasm hit like a fist. Prostate spasm. Cum dribbled from the cage in thin strings into the diaper. My ass clamped on her fingers. I screamed Wren's name like it was someone else.

"One," Mara said. "Thank her."

"Thank you, Renata," I sobbed. "Thank you for making Wren cum in her diaper like a filthy slut."

Renata did not stop the wand. "Again."

I was still coming from the first one. Oversensitive. The wand kept going. The fingers in my ass curled. Found the spot. Ripped a second orgasm out of me before the first finished. More cum. More squelch. The diaper sagged heavier between my legs.

"Two," Mara said. "He's shaking."

Renata pulled the wand away. I sobbed at the loss and the relief at the same time. She unstrapped one wrist. Turned my head. Shoved the dildo in my mouth. Taste of rubber and lube and my own ass.

"Suck. Clean it. Taste what Wren is now."

I gagged. Drool ran down my chin. The taste was bitter. Chemical. Mine anyway. I sucked because her hand in my hair left no choice.

She let me breathe. "Get him on his back. Diaper stays on. I want the stream to see him cum in it again."

Mara moved the camera. Renata flipped me. Legs in the stirrups again. Diaper front dark and heavy. She cut the tapes. Opened me up. Cage dripping. Ass red and open.

She strapped on. Black. Thick. Bigger than the dildo. She did not ask if I was ready.

She plowed in. One stroke. Full depth. I howled around the gag she shoved in after. A ring gag. My mouth held open. Drool pooled on my chest.

The strap-on pounded my ass. Wet sounds. Slap of her hips on the diaper bulk. She reached down and rubbed my cage with two fingers. Rough. No mercy.

"Three," she said. "Say it for the camera. Say what you are."

I tried. Drool and words. "Wren is Renata's diaper sissy. Wren cums in her piss diaper. Wren takes cock in her ass, "

She pounded harder. The orgasm tore out of me. Third. Longer. My vision whited. Cum pumped from the cage in pulses. Splashed the inside of the open diaper. Ran down my ass crack onto the leather.

"Three," Mara said. "Messy."

Renata kept fucking. "Four."

I was begging before I knew the word. No. More. Stop. Please. Anything. The strap-on did not slow. The wand came back. On my cage. On the brand. Pain and buzz and stretch all at once.

The fourth orgasm hurt. Good hurt. Bad hurt. I could not tell. My ass gaped around her when she pulled out. She shoved the plug back in. Locked it. Remote on high again.

"Four," Mara said. "One more for the contract clause. Five thanks or double denial."

Renata leaned over me. Her mouth at my ear. "One more. You're going to cum from the diaper alone. Show them you don't need your cock anymore."

She taped the diaper shut. Packed the cum and piss inside. Pressed the whole warm heavy mess against my cage and rode my face. Her pussy. Wet. Taste of salt and metal. I licked because the plug buzzed and the diaper ground and I had nowhere else to put my mouth.

She came on my tongue. Sharp taste. Her thighs shook. She held my head there until I swallowed.

"Grind," she told me. "Hump your diaper like the pet you signed for."

I humped. Friction on the cage. Bulk on my clitty. Shame so deep it turned inside out. The fifth orgasm was small and brutal. Dry pulse in the cage. Spasm in my ass. Wet flood in the diaper. I pissed while I came. Could not stop it. The warmth spread fast.

"Five," Mara said. "He's done."

Renata got off my face. Looked at the camera. "Wren belongs to me. The contract is filed. The mark is set. The name is live."

She held up my phone. The lock screen had already changed. Wren. With a photo from the chair. Diaper. Brand. Gag.

Three hundred watchers. Comments scrolling. I did not want to read them. My body did anyway when she tilted the screen. Heart emojis. Filthy requests. Offers to rent.

Renata unstrapped me. My legs would not hold. She caught me. Sat me in the chair. Put the pen back in my hand.

"Initial the name change," she said. "W.R.E.N. Next to Wesley. So both exist on paper. Old you dead. New you mine."

I wrote the letters. Each one worse than the last.

Mara capped the ink. "I'll file the notarized copy. Renata gets the original."

Renata folded the contract into her bag. Kissed the brand through the pain. Her lips warm. Salt from my sweat on her tongue when she made me taste her mouth after.

"You're shaking," she said.

"I need you," I said. The words came out naked. No fight left. "I need you to change me. I need you to tell me when I can cum. I can't, without you I, "

I stopped. Could not finish. The need sat in my chest worse than the brand.

She pulled a fresh diaper from her bag. Thick. Pink. Mara left the room. Privacy for this part. Renata laid me on the table. Stripped the ruined one. Wiped me. The wipe smell stung my nose. She powdered my ass. The brand hissed. She taped me into the new diaper. Snug. Crinkling.

"Crawl to the door," she said. "The hallway camera in the building caught you coming in as Wesley. I want you leaving as Wren."

"Crawl?"

"On your hands and knees. Skirt up. Diaper showing. Say goodbye to Mara."

My knees hit the floor. The diaper bulk shifted. I crawled. Mara opened the door. Two neighbors in the hall. Phones up. Filming.

"That's Renata's new one," Mara said. "Wren. Signed and marked."

I kept crawling. Past their shoes. Past the phones. The crinkle was obscene in the quiet hall. Renata walked beside me. Did not help. Did not need to.

The elevator. A man in a delivery uniform stared at my skirt and the diaper tapes peeking out. Renata pressed the lobby button.

"Mine," she said. "Say it."

"I'm yours," I whispered. "Wren is yours."

The elevator chimed. Ground floor. Glass doors. Street noise. Her car at the curb.

She opened the back door. A dog crate. Padded bottom. Vent holes. A lock on the door.

"New rule," she said. "You ride home in the crate. Diaper checked at every stop. If you're dry, I'll make you wet before we get there."

I climbed in. The cage barely fit my height on all fours. She buckled the lock. The engine started. Her voice through the grate.

"Tomorrow we pick your legal name filing. Wren goes on your bank. Your work email forwards to me. You don't decide anything alone again."

The car pulled into traffic. I pressed my face to the bars. The diaper was already warm. The brand throbbed on my hip. My name was gone on paper and growing in my mouth every time I breathed.

Renata's hand reached through the grate. Found the remote. The plug buzzed once. Promise.

"Sleep if you can," she said. "When we get home I'm putting the collar on. Engraved. Same letters. W.R.E.N. So you taste metal every time you swallow."

The car turned. I crinkled when I shifted. Three hundred strangers had watched me cum. Mara had my old signature. The hallway had my crawl. Tomorrow the bank.

I whispered it to the crate floor so only I heard.

"Wren."

Her voice from the front seat. Calm. Certain.

"Good girl."


Chapter 10: Grateful In Plastic

The plastic collar tag clicked against my throat when I swallowed. Renata had left me on the kneeling pad in the bedroom corner after the ink dried, my inner thigh still stinging from her needle, her name curled in black where every stranger would see it if she made me spread. My cage pressed cold against the thick diaper she'd taped shut an hour ago. The bulk between my legs had gone from warm to heavy, sagging low enough that the crinkle sounded every time my knees shifted on the mat.

She came back without a word. Black latex gloves. A zippered case I hadn't seen before.

"Hands behind your back, Wesley."

I put them there. She cuffed my wrists to the ring bolted into the wall behind the pad. The position pulled my shoulders back and pushed my chest out through the lace top she'd made me wear since Tuesday. My nipples were already hard from the cool air and the shame of still being here after she'd carved her claim into my skin.

"You think last night finished it," she said. She set the case down and opened it. A pink remote sat beside a chrome wand head and a black plug thick enough that my asshole clenched at the sight of it. "Last night was the lock. Today you hand me the key inside your head."

She lubed the plug and pressed it to my hole without asking. I grunted. The stretch burned. She worked it in slow, inch by inch, until the base seated flush and my rim gripped the silicone neck.

"Say what you are."

Her voice was flat. No anger. Worse.

"I'm yours."

"Louder. What are you in my house."

"A sissy. Your sissy."

The wand buzzed on. She held it to my cage through the diaper plastic. The vibration traveled through metal and diaper into my balls. My hips jerked. Useless. The cage kept me swollen and leaking without relief.

"You will thank me when it is done," she said.

The remote in her other hand lit up. The plug inside me pulsed. My hole spasmed around it. Pre-cum soaked the front of the diaper in a hot stripe I couldn't hide.

"I didn't ask for your cock to drip," she said. "I asked for your mouth."

She uncuffed one wrist, fed me the pacifier on its chain, and cuffed me again. The silicone bulb filled my mouth. Drool slipped down my chin. She held the wand harder. The crinkle of the diaper got loud when she ground the head against my trapped dick through the wet spot.

"Nod if you want this."

I nodded. My face burned. I wanted it. That was the part that broke me, not the cuffs or the plug or the ink on my leg. I wanted her to keep going.

She turned the wand up.

My first orgasm hit wrong. Prostate milked by the plug, cock straining in steel, nothing allowed to shoot. I screamed around the pacifier. The sound came out muffled and pathetic. Wetness spread through the diaper as my body tried to cum and failed. She watched my face.

"That's one," she said. "You don't get to stop counting because you're leaking like a bitch."

She peeled the tape tabs. The diaper sagged open. Cool air hit my soaked skin. She didn't change me. She shoved two fingers into my ass beside the plug and twisted.

"Thank me."

I pulled the pacifier out. Spit connected my lip to the bulb.

"Thank you, Renata."

"For what."

"For keeping me."

The words left my mouth before I could bite them back. Keeping me. Like I was a dog she found on the road. My dick throbbed in the cage anyway.

She smiled once. Small. Sharp.

"Good. Now we finish what you started when you lied to me for six months."

She stripped the ruined diaper off and tossed it in the bin. The smell of my piss and pre-cum rose between us. She didn't flinch. She laid a fresh thick diaper flat on the pad, powder, then ordered me down onto it.

"Lift."

I lifted my ass. She slid the new diaper under me, pulled it tight, taped it with four hard pulls that made the plastic bite my hips. The clean bulk was crinkly and stiff. It pushed my thighs apart. She threaded a chain through my cage ring and clipped it to a loop on the diaper waistband so I couldn't hump the diaper without yanking my balls.

"Get on all fours."

The cuffs came off the wall. She led me by the chain to the bench in the middle of the room. Leather. Bolts. She bent me over it, face down, ass up, diaper bulging beneath me like a obscene tail. She cuffed my ankles to the bench legs and my wrists to the front rings.

The plug remote went to high.

I bucked. The chain tugged my cage. Pain and need mashed together until I couldn't tell which was which.

"You're going to tell me why you stayed," she said.

She lubed her strap-on. Black. Thick. The head pressed my stretched hole and pushed the plug aside.

"No," I said.

It wasn't no. My ass opened for her. The strap slid past the plug, stretching me wider. I howled.

"Why."

"Because I need you."

"Need me to do what."

"To own me."

She bottomed out. The slap of her hips against my diapered ass filled the room. Each thrust drove the plug deeper on the wrong angle. My prostate lit up. The wand came back, pressed to my perineum through the diaper plastic.

"Say it plain."

"I'm your diaper sissy."

"And you want this."

"Yes."

"Say you choose it."

I choked on the word. Choose. Like I had options. Like the door wasn't locked and my bank account wasn't empty and her name wasn't on my skin.

"I choose it," I said.

She fucked me harder. The bench creaked. The diaper crinkled under every hit. Lube and sweat dripped down my thighs inside the plastic.

"Again."

"I choose you."

My second orgasm ripped through me dry. Cage dripping, ass clenching on rubber and silicone, brain blank. She didn't stop. She counted on her fingers where I could see.

"Two. You owe me three more before I let you eat."

She pulled out. The gape burned. She replaced the strap with the wand handle, thick end first, working it into my open hole while the plug still buzzed in my guts. I sobbed.

"Count with me."

She pushed deeper.

"Three."

I came again. Shaking. Useless. Filthy.

She pulled the wand out and slapped my ass. The diaper shifted, heavy between my legs.

"You're going to drink what I give you," she said.

She unhooked the chain from my cage. Uncuffed my right wrist. Put a bottle in my hand. Baby bottle. Adult size. White plastic. Nipple soft and wide.

"Hold it."

I held it. She straddled the bench in front of my face, skirt up, no panties. Her pussy was wet, lips swollen. She gripped my hair.

"Suck the bottle while you suck me. If you spill, you wear the messy diaper all day."

I latched the bottle nipple between my teeth and leaned into her cunt. Her taste hit my tongue, salt and heat. She ground against my mouth. Milk from the bottle wasn't milk. Sweet. Thick. I swallowed around the nipple and licked her clit and hated how good my tongue knew her already.

"Good little toy," she murmured.

Her thighs tightened. She came on my face, wet and shaking, and I drank from the bottle and licked her through it until she pushed my head away.

"Look at you," she said. "Drooling on my floor."

Spit and her cum slicked my chin. The pacifier chain swung against the bench. My cage leaked a steady drip into the fresh diaper.

She recuffed my wrist. Walked behind me. The fucking machine was in the case after all. She locked the dildo arm into place, lined it up with my ass, and set the dial to medium.

"Last round," she said. "You beg for each one."

The machine started. The cock pistoned into my hole with a rhythm I couldn't fight. The plug had been removed while I was sucking her. Nothing in me but stretch and use. She held the wand to my cage again. The diaper grew warm as I pissed myself from the pressure, the flood spreading fast through the diaper.

"Oh god," I moaned.

"Piss-slut," she said. "Say it."

"I'm a piss-slut in a wet diaper."

"Who owns your ass."

"You do."

"Who owns your cock."

"You do. It's locked. It's yours."

The machine sped up. My fourth orgasm tore out of me with a full-body cramp. I screamed her name. She turned the dial higher.

"One more."

"I can't."

"You can. You will thank me when it is done."

I begged. Broken words. Please. More. Stop. Don't stop. Thank you. Thank you for ruining me. Thank you for the cage. Thank you for the diaper. Thank you for not letting me go back to the man who lied to everyone.

The fifth orgasm broke my voice. I hung on the bench, diaper sagging full of piss and sweat and pre-cum, ass gaped and twitching around the machine cock, cage purple and dripping. She turned the machine off. Unbolted my ankles. My legs wouldn't hold me.

She caught me under the arms and walked me to the mirror wall.

"Open your eyes."

I did. Lace top. Collar. Tag. Smudged makeup. Diaper drooping heavy between my thighs, yellow tint blooming through white plastic. Cage shiny with leak. Her name on my leg. Her reflection behind me, hands on my hips, owning the frame.

"Tell me what you see."

"A sissy you kept."

"And are you grateful."

The word sat in my chest like a stone and a fire at once. Grateful. For the cage. For the ink. For the pad under my ass that held everything I used to hide.

"Yes," I said.

"Say it like you mean it."

"I'm grateful you kept me."

She turned me around and kissed my mouth. Tongue. Teeth. She tasted like me.

"Plastic and steel and ink," she said. "That's what you are now. No piece of the old Wesley I don't have."

She pressed her palm flat against the soaked diaper. The weight squelched. Warm piss pressed back against my balls and cage. I moaned into her mouth.

"Bed," she said. "You're sleeping chained tonight. Tomorrow I'm introducing you to someone who buys content."

My stomach dropped. Someone. Camera. Witness. The next rung already waiting.

She led me by the collar tag to the bed. Fresh diaper. Tighter tape. Ankle cuff to the frame. Wand tucked against my cage, remote on her nightstand. She climbed in beside me, fully dressed, laptop open.

"Sleep, Wesley. You earned the mess you're wearing."

I lay in plastic and wet and her smell on my face, chain short, plug back in my ass on low pulse, and I didn't pull away when she put her hand on the diaper and held it there like a claim.

Grateful.

The word wouldn't leave.

Outside the window, car tires hissed on wet pavement. Inside, the crinkle when I breathed too deep. Renata typed one-handed. The screen glow caught the tag at my throat.

"Almost ready for the buyer call," she said without looking up. "Smile for me now so I know you mean it."

I smiled. It hurt. It was real.

She took the photo.


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.

About Polly Bane

I write dark, explicit fiction for readers who like to be taken apart and put back together softer than they started. I write surrender, caregiver control, and the long slow unmaking of someone who thought they knew exactly who they were.

I keep my face to myself and my stories anything but.

Claim your free book and find my full library at pollybane.com/free-book

pollybane.com
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