

Diapered & Trending

Pam Jammers


Copyright © 2025 Author Name
All rights reserved.


No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission from the author. 


Second Thoughts

The morning heat was already building in the parking lot, even though it wasn’t quite eight. The concrete radiated upward, warming Ben’s boots as he leaned his back against the brick wall of the shipping warehouse. A half-burned cigarette hung from his lips, smoke drifting toward the pale blue sky.

Next to him, Aaron lit his own with a flick of a cheap plastic lighter. He took a drag and tilted his head toward the horizon.

“Today's gonna be hotter than two rats fucking in a wool sock.” he said, looking toward the Waco water tower in the distance. “Wish we had goddamn A/C.”

Ben didn’t answer. He was thinking about something else.

Aaron glanced down at his phone, thumb swiping across the screen. He stopped, then held it up.

“Bro,” he said. “You look like a hostage in her last post.”

Ben looked. It was one of those seasonal shoots she’d set up in a field of flowers. Matching yellow outfits. Sierra all smiles, hips cocked like a lifestyle ad.

“Bro, you look like you’re waiting for someone to come pull you out of there like Black Hawk Down,” Aaron said. “What's she up to? Like 200 followers?”

Ben smirked. “Something like that.”

Aaron raised an eyebrow. “You ok?”

Ben exhaled slowly, smoke curling from his lips.

“It’s not just the social media,” he said after a moment. “There's other stuff.”

Aaron turned his head. “Like what?”

Ben flicked ash from his cigarette. “You gotta keep this to yourself.”

“Come on—we’ve been bros since kindergarten. La Familia. I got you. Always.”

Ben nodded. “Lately… she’s been asking me to wear diapers.”

Aaron blinked. “What?”

“She says since she can’t have kids, her maternal instincts are kicking in,” Ben said quietly. “She wants to take care of someone. She says it makes her feel better.”

Aaron let out a short, awkward laugh. “Damn, that’s… that’s um. Kinda kinky actually. She got a sister?”

“Dude, shut up.” Ben said, shaking his head. “Honestly, it’s humiliating. I don't feel like a man.”

Aaron’s expression changed.

“But what’s worse is now she wants me to use them.”

Aaron held up a hand. “Okay. Bro, stop. I'm not gonna lie. I didn’t need to hear that. But… seriously, real talk. if she’s asking you to do stuff that you aren't vibing with. You gotta say something to her. You never stand up for yourself.”

Ben looked down at the cracked pavement beneath his boots.

“You can't tell anybody this, but I've been wondering if we are right for each other.”

A long silence passed.

Ben stared aimlessly at the Waco water tower, its silhouette rippling behind the heatwaves that shimmered up from the asphalt.

Then Aaron stubbed out his cigarette on the wall.

“Come on buddy. These packages aren’t gonna deliver themselves.”

Ben nodded and stepped out toward the trucks. Sunlight hit his eyes. The lot buzzed with engines warming up, voices echoing off the concrete.

Then: a sudden screech.

A horn.

A shout.

He turned, just in time to see a truck coming too fast around the corner.

Everything went white.


A Second Chance

Everything felt wrong.

Heavy. Blurry. Muffled.

Ben floated in a thick fog—conscious, but not quite awake. The light was too bright. The sounds too distant. He couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. His thoughts came slow, like they were dragging their feet through wet cement.

Then he heard it.

“Baby?”

A voice—familiar and bright.

“Sweetheart? Can you hear me?”

Warm hands were cradling his face. Kissing his forehead. A perfume he knew.

His eyelids twitched.

“He blinked!” Sierra gasped. “Doctor, he blinked!”

A second voice now—older, deeper, calm.

“Ben, if you can hear me, try to blink again.”

He did.

Everything came into focus in slivers: a white ceiling. A monitor beeping steadily. Sierra leaning close, her perfect curls draped over one shoulder, her face red with relief and emotion.

“Oh, my baby,” she whispered, kissing his cheek, then his nose, then his forehead again. “You’re back. You came back to me.”

She was smiling through tears, holding his hand like it was made of spun glass.

“You gave us all quite a scare,” said the doctor gently, leaning closer. “But you’re stable now. You’re at Tillcrest. You were in an accident at work—a delivery truck struck you. You hit your head hard and injured your spine.

Ben blinked, trying to process.

“We had to induce a coma,” the doctor continued. “You’ve been unconscious for just under two weeks. But you’re awake now.”

Sierra let out a quiet sob and pressed her lips to his temple again.

“Now,” the doctor said more carefully, “you may notice you can’t move much. Or at all. That’s expected. You suffered a spinal injury, and there’s swelling. You also may have trouble forming words, or even full thoughts. For now… think of yourself like a baby starting over. But it’s not hopeless.”

Ben stared up at him, dazed.

“With time, therapy, and support, you may regain some function. We just can’t say yet how much.”

Sierra stroked his arm gently. “I’ll be with you every step of the way, baby. You don’t have to do anything except heal.”

“You’ve also lost control of your bodily functions,” the doctor added matter-of-factly. “You’re incontinent for now and may be for the foreseeable future. But with rehab, there’s always a chance.”

Ben’s eyes fluttered.

Sierra leaned closer. “It’s okay, honey. Don’t even worry about that. I’ll take care of you.”

She kissed his knuckles.

“We’re going to keep you here for another week,” the doctor continued. “Just to monitor how your body responds now that you’re awake. Then you’ll be discharged into home care.”

Ben didn’t move. Even the thought of forming a sentence felt like trying to lift a truck with his mind.

The doctor started to turn, then paused.

“Oh—and one more thing.”

Ben’s gaze drifted lazily toward him.

“My wife loves your channel and wanted me to let you know that she's been praying for both of you.”

Ben’s brow creased just slightly.

Sierra beamed, "Oh my gosh, that's so sweet of her. Having almost a million people praying for Benny has been such a blessing!".

Ben blinked. A million people? What were they talking about?


Ask Benny Anything

As soon as the door closed, Sierra sat up straight, smoothing her skirt and tucking her hair behind her ear.

“Now,” she said sweetly, reaching for her phone, “we don’t want to keep our fans waiting, do we?”

She unlocked the screen and tapped the streaming app. Her face was already glowing.

“Let’s say hi to everybody, baby.”

Sierra tapped the screen and went live.

“Hi, everyone!” she beamed, voice lifting into bright influencer polish. “It’s Sierra and Benny, and we have amazing news—he’s awake!”

She gave the camera a gleeful little shoulder shimmy.

“The doctor says we’ll be going home in about a week. Everything’s coming together—we just got the bed and ramp installed back at home."

She leaned in, rubbing noses with Ben for the camera. He didn’t move, but his eyes flicked once toward the lens.

“And guess what?” she said. “We’re at nine hundred and twenty-four thousand followers. We’re getting so close to a million. Benny and I feel so loved.”

The chat exploded with hearts, comments, encouragement.

Sierra gave Ben’s hand a gentle squeeze, then turned back to the screen.

“Okay,” she said, adjusting the phone angle slightly. “Let’s do some questions. Ask Benny anything!”

A question popped up.

“@Texas Sunset 1000 asks: ‘How happy are you to have such a wonderful wife?’”

Sierra looked at Ben with a sweet, knowing smile.

“He thinks he’s the luckiest boy alive,” she said, turning back to the camera. “Right, baby?”

She kissed his cheek.

“@Gentle Hands 3 16 asks: ‘What are you most excited about when you get home?’”

Another smile at Ben.

“He just can't wait to be safe in his bed so he can get all the things he deserves.”

Ben blinked twice.

“Okay, ooh—@Little Star Bird asks: ‘Are you embarrassed that Sierra changes your diapers?’”

Sierra giggled softly, then gave Ben another glance and nodded knowingly.

“Well,” she said sweetly. “Maybe a little but he'll get used to it.”

The questions kept coming.

Some light. Some intimate. Some silly.

Each time, Sierra looked at Ben as if they shared a brain. Then she turned back to the camera and answered calmly, smiling certainty.

It went on like that for a while.

Then Sierra peeked under the blanket.

“Uh-oh,” she said playfully. “Looks like Baby Benny needs a fresh diaper.”

She smiled back at the camera one last time.

“Thanks for spending time with us today. We love you so much. Say bye-bye, Baby!”

She lifted his arm and gave a soft wave with it.

“Bye, everyone! Love from Sierra and Benny!”

The stream ended.


Naughty

Ben lay still, processing how public his situation was. He couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. Could barely keep his eyes open.

But he could listen.

Sierra leaned toward him, brushing a hand gently across his brow.

“You're famous,” she whispered. “My sweet baby boy in his diapers. Everyone loves you.”

Her voice was warm. Soft. Practiced.

As she spoke, she gently lifted the blanket off of him, folding it back with care and smoothing it out to the side like she was preparing for a picnic. Her movements were slow and cheerful, like she’d done it a hundred times before.

“I missed you,” she said. “It’s been so hard. But I was here. Every day. Talking to you. Cleaning you. Changing you. You probably don’t even remember half of it.”

Ben blinked once.

Sierra hummed softly to herself as she undid the tapes of his diaper—one side, then the other. The soft tearing sounds echoed gently in the quiet room. She folded the front down neatly and tucked it between his legs.

“You don’t have to worry about a thing anymore,” she murmured. “The lawyer says we’re going to be set for life financially. And you?” She smiled. “You’re never going to have to work another day in your life. You get to stay at home with me.”

She rested her hand gently on his thigh for a moment, her other hand already reaching for the wipes.

“You just focus on healing. That’s all you need to do. Mama’s got the rest.”

Ben’s breath was shallow. His fingers twitched faintly.

She slid a fresh wipe from the package and began cleaning him gently, thoroughly, almost serenely. Her tone didn’t change. Her care didn’t falter.

Sierra pulled back and looked at him with a tender smile.

“You know,” she said, casual, sweet, “after the accident, I had to get into your laptop. Just to check your email, keep people in the loop. So many folks were reaching out, and I didn’t want to leave anyone hanging.”

She dropped the used wipe in a lined bin beside the bed, then slid the wet diaper out from under him with practiced ease.

“And it’s the funniest thing… I saw a few searches in your browser history.”

She unfolded a fresh diaper and lifted his hips slightly with one hand, sliding the clean one underneath him.

“Divorce lawyers,” she said. “Isn’t that silly?”

Ben blinked again, faster this time.

She added a little powder with a flick of her wrist, then brought the front of the diaper up and over him.

“But that couldn’t have been you,” she continued, her voice light as sugar. “You would never do something so naughty. Someone must have… hacked into your computer.”

She looked at him now—really looked. Her smile never wavered.

“No, you’d never do that to me. Because you know how we are meant to be together forever. I mean, who else is going to change your poopy diapers?”

Ben’s throat clenched, but no sound came out.

“Honestly?” she said, leaning in closer. “As strange as it sounds… I think this accident was a blessing. For both of us. For our relationship.”

With a smile, she smoothed the fresh diaper snugly around his waist and sealed the last tape with a firm press. Then she patted the front of it gently, just two—soft, assuring pats.

“You needed focus. You needed to slow down. And now you’re going to get exactly what you need. Me. Right here. Every step of the way. Baby."


One year Earlier

The lunch rush at Davey’s Diner always hit its peak around 12:30, but Ben had figured out the perfect trick: roll in at 11:45. Early enough to snag a booth. Late enough to call it lunch without raising eyebrows at dispatch.

He stepped in that day wearing the usual: snug brown delivery uniform, tight around the chest and thighs from too many wash cycles. The shorts were especially unforgiving in the heat, clinging to his legs like second skin. But he didn’t mind the glances — especially not from her.

She was already there. Same table. Same iced coffee. Same messy ponytail and nursing school textbook propped open like a shield.

He nodded as he passed. She smiled, then tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

He slid into his booth. Two minutes later, she crossed the aisle and sat across from him.

“You always eat alone?” she asked.

Ben looked up from his sandwich. “Usually.”

“That’s sad.”

He smirked. “Is it?”

She sipped her drink. “Kinda. I mean, I get it. But it’s still sad.”

He nodded slowly, amused. “What’s your name again?”

“You never asked,” she said, eyes teasing. “But it’s Jenna.”

“Ben.”

“Hi Ben,” she said.

They kept talking. About school. About delivery routes. About customers who ordered ten-pound bags of cat food every other day. She laughed easily. Looked at him like she saw something real.

Lunch turned into a ritual.

Every day for weeks, Jenna showed up — sometimes already there when he walked in. Her scrubs were always slightly different, a fresh rotation of bubblegum pinks, mint greens, cartoon prints. She made jokes about anatomy diagrams and whispered answers under her breath when the news played trivia.

Ben started looking forward to it more than he wanted to admit.

One afternoon, she caught him staring.

"Something on my face?" she asked, smiling without looking up from her receipt pad.

He blinked, then smirked. "No. Just... those scrubs. The bubblegum pink ones? You look really good in those."

Her pen paused. She glanced at him, brow raised. "You flirting with me, Ben?"

"Maybe," he said, leaning in just slightly over the counter. “Is it working?”

Claire didn’t answer right away, but she did let her eyes wander — slowly — up his arms, across his chest, and finally back to his mouth. “Depends,” she said. “You gonna do something about it?”

From that afternoon on, everything between them shifted.

It started subtle — a longer look when he came in for deliveries, hands brushing as she passed him his tip, playful smirks that lingered just a second too long. Then it became less subtle.

By the next week, she was walking him out to the truck. Every time. And there were kisses. Not long ones. Just little kisses hello. Kisses goodbye. Sometimes she’d put her hand on his chest while they talked, and he’d rest his palm low on her back. They looked like a couple.

One afternoon, as the lunch rush died down, Claire slid into the booth next to him with two iced teas.

She didn’t say much at first. Just sipped her drink and stared at him — like she was trying to memorize his face. There was something different in her that day. Restless. Flushed.

He tilted his head. “You okay?”

“I don’t know,” she said, setting her tea down and sliding her foot along his calf. “Just… been thinking about you.”

He blinked. “Oh yeah?”

She nodded, lips curling into a smile — but it wasn’t her usual teasing one. It was deeper. Needier. “I keep thinking about how you look at me.” Her hand moved to touch his wrist. Then his forearm. Then up to the edge of his sleeve. “And I wonder if you're ever going to do something about it.”

“I might,” he said, throat dry.

She leaned in, close enough for her lips to brush his neck. “You might?” She kissed just below his ear. “You might?”

“Careful. Or you're going to get it.” he warned, half-laughing, half-melting.

She was straddling the line — touching him too much for the diner’s half-empty booths, tracing his collarbone, brushing her lips along the base of his throat like she didn’t care who saw. His hand caught her’s under the table.

Her eyes glinted. “You’ve never shown me the inside of your truck.”

He stared.

“I think I’d like to see it.”

They didn’t say another word.

He tossed down a twenty. She grabbed her bag. They moved fast — through the side door, past the back kitchen, and into the late afternoon heat.

The second the truck door shut, her hands were on his belt. His were under her shirt. They kissed hard, greedy, clothes half-off in seconds. Her thigh pressed over his lap as he rested on packages.

“I’ve been looking into divorce lawyers,” he breathed between kisses.

She froze for a second. Looked him right in the eyes.

“Good,” she said. “Because I refuse to be anyone’s side piece.”

They tumbled into the back between brown boxes and canvas delivery bags…

It wasn’t graceful. It wasn’t careful. It was everything they hadn’t said out loud for weeks.

When it was over, they lay tangled on the floor for a minute, both catching their breath. Then Jenna looked at him with shining eyes.

“So... what now?”

Ben didn’t answer.

The next day, she came to Davey’s. He didn’t show.

The day after, she texted.

Then again.

And again.

Nothing.

A week later, she found Sierra’s channel — the matching outfits, the pastel filters, the sweet baby voice she used when she said Ben’s name on livestream.

And when Sierra posted, teary-eyed, that Ben had been injured — that he needed full-time care, and they were seeking a very special kind of live-in nurse...

Jenna stared at the screen for a long time.

Then she made a decision.

She followed Sierra. Studied her voice. Her vocabulary. Her branding. She practiced smiling like that in the mirror.

Jenna was ready.

She applied that night.

She wore bubble gum pink scrubs.

She smiled sweetly during the Zoom interview.

She charged half the going rate.

And when Sierra offered her the job, Jenna answered with a warm, practiced giggle.

“I’d be honored,” she said.


Welcome Home, Baby

Ben’s return home was livestreamed.

Of course it was.

The camera caught everything — the front door swinging open, the squeaky wheels of his medical transport chair, Sierra’s breathless gasp as she darted forward in her pastel loungewear and perfectly done curls.

“Oh, my baby,” she cooed. “You’re home.”

He blinked. The room was both familiar and foreign.

The walls were now painted soft butter yellow. A crib-like hospital bed with high white rails had been installed in the middle of the room, flanked by a ring light and a mobile that gently spun glittery stars and moons.

And then he saw her.

Standing beside the couch, in bubble gum pink scrubs and matching white sneakers, was Jenna.

Her hair was pulled back in a clean, professional ponytail. Her makeup was flawless — just enough blush to seem naturally radiant. A simple gold name tag glittered against her chest: Jenna – RN.

Ben’s eyes widened.

Later that afternoon, once the camera was off and Sierra had disappeared upstairs to prep a thank-you post for their Patreon sponsors, Jenna turned to Ben and closed the curtains.

The room dimmed.

She didn’t speak at first. She moved slowly, checking the diaper drawer, arranging the powder and creams.

Then she turned.

Ben’s eyes were locked on her. He blinked once. Slowly.

“You remember me, don’t you?” Jenna said quietly.

She walked toward him with careful, deliberate steps.

“I wasn’t some blurry dream. Some girl you can pretend didn’t matter.”

She knelt beside the chair and tilted her head.

“You told me lies. You said you weren’t happy. You said you would leave her.”

Her voice remained calm. Controlled.

“Then we fucked in the back of your truck. And then you disappeared.”

Ben’s throat flexed. His eyes flickered.

“You didn’t even text me,” she whispered. “You didn’t even have the decency to say it was over.”

She leaned in now — close enough that he could feel her breath.

“I’m not a one-night stand, Ben.”

She reached forward and adjusted the blanket over his lap.

“I don’t think Sierra would take it well, do you?"

Ben blinked twice. Frantic. Useless.

“No. I didn’t think so.”

She stood up, straightened her top, and walked around behind him, brushing his hair slowly with her fingers.

“So, here’s how this works.”

Her voice was soft. Coaxing.

"Your days of being a man are over. A real man would have called me. I'm going to see to it that not only are you going to be treated like a baby, but a baby girl. From now on, you are a sissy."

“When we ask you if you like something — your diaper, your dress, your pretty pink toes — you blink once for yes.”

She bent down and whispered into his ear.

“Because if you blink twice for no… I talk.”

Ben’s eyes welled. He blinked once.

“Good girl,” she said, brushing her hand gently down his arm.

Then, just as the sound of Sierra’s heels tapped down the hallway, Jenna pulled a pacifier from her scrub pocket and slid it between his lips.

She looked into his eyes and smiled.

“You’re going to be so precious.”


Pretty Enough for the Camera

Nine months had passed.

Ben hadn’t seen the outside of his house in all that time.

He’d watched the seasons change only through filtered sunlight — reflected in pastel curtains, in the rotation of themed outfits, in the seasonal stickers Jenna gently applied to his crib rails. The calendar was kept more by color palette than date: spring meant mint and lemon; summer, coral and lilac.

His body had softened. His lashes were longer now. His nails were always polished. His lips, even bare, looked soft and flushed.

The fans adored it.

Every day began the same.

At eight a.m., the ring light glowed to life. A little musical sting played — a soft jingle created by one of Sierra’s followers — and then Sierra appeared onscreen in something adorable and matching.

“Good morning, everyone!” she beamed. “Let’s say hi to our sweet baby girl!”

Ben’s crib was now angled perfectly for the stream. He lay swaddled in a lacy sleeper or a satin dress, pacifier clipped to his chest, legs spread just enough for the ruffled edges of his diaper to peek out.

“Let’s pick her outfit for the day!” Sierra chirped, holding up two pastel dresses.

One was mint with puffed sleeves and a strawberry print. The other was powder blue with satin bows and ruffle shoulders.

“Let’s do a poll!” Jenna said, already tapping it into the app.

The chat lit up with hearts and comments:

🌸 Blue! She looks best in blue!

🎀 Strawberry Princess please!!

💖 ANYTHING WITH BOWS!!!

Ben lay still, blinking slowly, as the votes came in.

Jenna crouched beside him and gently unclipped the pacifier.

“Did you sleep well, sweetheart?” she asked softly.

He blinked once.

“Do you love your pretty pink diaper?”

One blink.

“And if we put you in your special strawberry dress, will that make you happy?”

Another blink.

The chat loved it.

“She’s such a good little baby!”

“Always says yes 💞”

“Best sissy girl on the platform!”

As Sierra sang out comments and affiliate links, Jenna worked efficiently — painting Ben’s nails in alternating pastel tones, brushing shimmer onto his cheeks, adjusting his bow clips so they sat just right in his growing hair. He couldn’t quite wear pigtails yet, but that was coming.

Sierra smiled at the camera. “We’re thinking once her hair is a little longer, we might start doing livestream braid sessions! Wouldn’t that be precious?”

Outside of the stream, other things had changed.

Sierra and Jenna had grown… closer.

It started subtly. Glances that lingered. Shared giggles over the chat. Nights with wine and dim lights where they sat side by side, scrolling through fan art and debating diaper brands like wine varieties.

And then there were the moments between moments — when Jenna changed out of her scrubs right there in the nursery, unbothered by Ben’s presence. She’d peel them off with slow, practiced grace, revealing soft cotton bras or smooth hip-hugging panties, and Sierra would always watch. Every time. Never saying a word.

Jenna noticed.

And lately, she’d started to respond.

She touched Sierra more now — a hand resting on her waist while they filmed, fingers brushing her cheek when she was flustered, a steady palm between her shoulders when she needed grounding.

“You’re so beautiful today,” she’d say, voice velvet.

Sierra always smiled — small, secret, and pink in the cheeks.

Ben noticed, too.

He noticed everything.

Progress came slowly — but it came.

Each morning, Jenna guided his fingers through simple routines: gripping soft toys, pushing pastel plastic rings from one side of the tray to the other.

“Use your pinchers, sissy,” she’d say sweetly, helping him press thumb to forefinger.

Oral therapy had become a favorite stream segment. “Pacifier practice” meant strengthening his mouth muscles while suckling gently — sometimes from a bottle, sometimes from a silicone training ring shaped like a flower.

“She’s doing so good,” Sierra said on stream, gently stroking his hair. “Look how strong her little lips are getting!”

Jenna smiled and added, “And she can wiggle her toes now. Want to show them, sissy?”

Ben blinked. Then slowly, visibly, shifted his toes beneath his booties.

The comments exploded with hearts.

“We’ve been brainstorming the next phase of Benny’s journey,” she said. “We really want to focus on building community — not just content.”

They’d started talking about a new site. A branded store. Benny Boxes, filled with curated care items, outfit samples, and signed photos. Sierra was thinking about a podcast.

Jenna was helping her plan the first episode.

That night, the stream ended on a high. Benny had worn a fan-designed dress — pale pink with glitter strawberries — and the comments were still flooding in. Sierra and Jenna curled up on the couch to decompress. They wore robes. They shared a blanket. They passed a wine glass back and forth.

Ben lay in bed, diapered and powdered, dressed in a nightie with his name embroidered in cursive over the chest: Princess Benny.

His pacifier sat gently in his mouth. His painted fingers curled inward on the satin sheet.

He watched them laugh.

Watched Sierra brush her hair behind her ear as Jenna leaned in close, whispering something that made her giggle and blush.

He blinked. Once. Then again.

They didn’t look his way.

They didn’t need to.


The New Arrangement

It started with a message in Sierra’s inbox.

She read it aloud on stream, voice bubbling with disbelief and excitement.

“Hi Sierra! We absolutely love what you and Jenna are doing with Princess Benny. We’re Pink Petal Playcare — a boutique line of premium sissy diapers and accessories. Our designs are created to make every little angel feel soft, precious, and perfect. We’d love to send you our new line and discuss a partnership.”

Sierra gasped and covered her mouth with both hands.

“They want us?” she squealed.

Jenna, seated beside her, leaned in over her shoulder, reading the message with an arched brow.

“Of course they do,” she said with a quiet smirk. “We’ve created the perfect little brand mascot.”

She looked across the room, right into Ben’s eyes.

He was laid out in his crib, freshly powdered, dressed in a pastel pink romper with puff sleeves and lace trim. A ruffled bib lay across his chest, printed with the words Sissy Baby Girl. A pacifier dangled from a clip at his collar, and his hair was gently clipped up with matching bows.

He blinked once.

The camera feed ended with Sierra blowing kisses and thanking the fans.

The first sponsored package arrived the next week.

The diapers were neatly arranged in labeled sets:

Blushing Bows: white with pink satin trim and an embroidered flower back

Rose Princess: full-print with delicate roses and pearl chains

Key to Her Heart: pale lavender with a heart-lock-and-key motif across the rear and scalloped edging

They chose Blushing Bows for the next stream.

Ben was changed on camera — his face front and center, flushed, lips parted, lashes curled.

Jenna worked with practiced ease, her hands soft and confident. She narrated gently as she unfolded the new diaper.

“Today we’re so excited to try out the Blushing Bows diaper from our new sponsor… It’s extra thick for overnight use and perfect for little sissy princesses who want to look pretty while they’re helpless.”

She sprinkled powder over his bare skin, her movements as precise and gentle as they were dominating.

“Does baby like her new diaper?” Sierra asked, crouching beside the camera.

Ben’s eyes shifted from Sierra to Jenna, who was watching him expectantly.

He blinked. Once.

Sierra clapped. “She loves it!”

The chat exploded with emojis. A new wave of subscribers followed.

Jenna leaned in close once the camera panned away to Sierra who was showing off the diaper collection on the other side of the room. Her voice dropped to a whisper only he could hear.

“You’re getting stronger.” she murmured, brushing a stray lock of hair from his forehead. “Little fingers twitching. Toes wiggling. Lips working that pacifier all on their own.”

She let that hang in the air for a moment, then smiled softly.

“That’s good. I’m proud of you.”

Her hand pressed gently to the front of his new diaper, smoothing it flat with practiced care.

“But don’t forget what we talked about.”

Ben blinked. Slowly.

“Even when you can move again… this is who you are now. Our little sissy. And you’re going to keep saying yes.”

She waited — then gave his chest a light, affectionate pat.

“It’s for the best. You wouldn’t want to ruin everything Sierra’s built, would you? The brand, the sponsors, the fans who love you?”

Her voice dropped lower.

“And of course… you wouldn’t want me to tell her how long we’ve really known each other.”

She tilted her head, just slightly, eyes locked on his.

He blinked. Once.

Jenna smiled wider.

“Good sissy.”

That night, the house was quieter.

The cameras were off. The ring light was unplugged. The blinds were drawn, and the nursery glowed softly under string lights and pale shadows.

Ben was dressed for bed — this time in a pastel sleeper with little embroidered strawberries and satin cuffs. His diaper crinkled beneath the fabric. A soft pink pacifier had been placed between his lips. He was nestled in pillows, unable to move, watching the women on the couch nearby sip wine in robes and laugh over the day’s comments.

“I think the new sponsor’s going to double our revenue,” Sierra murmured, leaning her head on Jenna’s shoulder.

“At least,” Jenna said, brushing her thumb lightly across Sierra’s hand. “We’re just getting started.”

Ben watched from across the room.

Jenna’s arm slid around Sierra’s back, fingertips trailing along her spine. She turned her head slowly, her eyes half-lidded, and kissed Sierra softly on the cheek.

Sierra blinked. Then turned her face toward her.

Their lips met.

It started delicate — a simple kiss.

But Jenna didn’t pull back.

She deepened it, slowly, confidently, her hand coming up to cradle Sierra’s cheek. Sierra let out a soft breath, melting under her.

Ben stared, frozen. His diaper rustled softly with each shallow rise of his chest.

Jenna’s eyes opened mid-kiss — and locked with his.

She smirked against Sierra’s lips.

And kissed her harder.

Ben blinked. Fast. Useless.

Jenna’s scrubs dropped to the floor, one leg at a time.

She wore black lace underneath — commanding, sharp against her soft pink skin. Sierra hesitated, biting her lip.

Jenna didn’t hesitate.

She undid the tie of Sierra’s robe and peeled it away. Sierra was wearing pale lavender lingerie — sheer and sweet, barely hiding anything.

The robe slipped off Sierra’s shoulder. Her skin gleamed under the dim light. She whimpered softly as Jenna’s hand slid to her thigh, pulling her closer. She climbed into Jenna’s lap, and her legs wrapped around her waist like it was instinct.

Their bodies pressed together.

Jenna kissed her neck, then lower, then pulled back only to whisper something in her ear that made Sierra gasp and close her eyes.

She didn’t speak.

She just lay back.

Waiting.

Obedient.

Ben couldn’t look away.

Couldn’t close his eyes.

Couldn’t stop the flood of heat, shame, confusion, and helpless arousal that filled his gut like warm syrup and settled in the base of his spine.

Jenna was on top now.

One hand slipped behind Sierra’s knee, guiding her open. The other gripped her wrist — gently, but firmly.

She kissed her again — slow, then faster, until Sierra’s body arched and trembled.

Ben blinked once.

Jenna turned her head slightly and looked at him.

That same knowing smile.

And then she turned back to Sierra, hovering over her, whispering directly into her ear.

“You know what you would look good in?”

A pause. Just breathless silence.

“A diaper.”

Sierra didn’t answer.

She just whimpered.

And Jenna kissed her again.


A Second Model

The soft jingle of the morning stream played as the ring light clicked on. Sierra knelt on a rug beside Ben's bed, her smile glowing with practiced ease. Her hair was curled into bright, bouncy waves, and she wore a puff-sleeved romper that barely covered the printed bows on her diaper. Pale pink knee socks and a ruffled bib completed the look.

“Good morning, little stars!” she beamed, waving. “We have a little surprise today.”

She gave a cheerful twirl on her knees, revealing the full spread of the romper’s ruffles and the thick pink diaper beneath.

“You might notice I’m… dressed a little differently,” she continued, her voice bright but tight at the edges. “I just thought it’d be fun to start modeling some of the new outfits too.”

She tugged at her bib and laughed lightly, her cheeks visibly flushed.

“I mean… I love the brand, you guys know that. These clothes are just too cute, and, like… I figured people would want to see how they move on someone with more, uh… mobility.”

Her voice cracked a little. She caught herself quickly and pushed on with a shaky smile.

“Plus, it’s not fair to make Benny model everything alone!”

The chat exploded with approval.

“O m g y’all are SOOOO CUTE!! 💕”

“Matching nappies is the look we never knew we needed.”

“MOMMY IN A DIAPER???? 👶”

“She’s a baby too now o m g.”

Sierra glanced at the comments, then at the camera. Her smile didn’t drop, but her face stayed flushed.

After the stream ended, Sierra sat on the edge of the bed and exhaled hard.

Jenna stood quietly behind her, arms folded.

“I looked ridiculous,” Sierra muttered, pulling at the edge of her romper.

Jenna walked closer, then gently flicked the tip of Sierra’s nose with a fingertip.

“You did good,” she said. “You were a good girl. Told them exactly why you're going to be wearing diapers from now on.”

Sierra looked at the floor. “They ate it up.”

“Of course they did,” Jenna said, leaning down to cup her chin. “You’re adorable. And from now on, it’s twenty-four-seven. Understood?”

Sierra nodded slowly.

Jenna kissed her forehead. “That’s my girl.”

That evening, Sierra uploaded a short promotional video from earlier that day — a clip of her doing a playful twirl in her romper while showcasing the latest bibs from their sponsor. The camera never showed Ben directly, but he was visible in the background, blurry and bathed in nursery light.

It got thousands of views within minutes.

And then it vanished.

Sierra stared at the screen. “Video unavailable due to policy violation.”

Jenna leaned over her shoulder. “What?”

“‘Obscene content,’” Sierra gasped, scrolling. “That can’t be right. I didn’t show anything—”

Jenna froze. “Pull up the backup.”

They loaded the local recording.

The moment appeared normal at first — Sierra twirling, the frills of her diaper flaring. But in the background, for less than a second, Ben was in the middle of a diaper change.

There it was. Brief. Blurry. But unmistakable.

His penis, fully erect.

The silence in the room was thick.

Sierra paled. “That could’ve gotten us banned.”

Jenna’s voice was low and calm. “We need a solution.”


Locked and Loaded

It wasn’t even a full minute after they discovered the footage when Jenna disappeared into the utility closet and came back with a small white box.

Sierra sat on the nursery couch, her hands still covering her mouth. “I mean, we didn’t even notice. What if someone clipped it? What if it’s already out there?”

Jenna set the box on the edge of the changing table with the same calm she used when folding onesies.

“It’s been flagged and removed. And we’ll have a new one up tomorrow,” she said. “But from now on... there won’t be any more chances.”

Ben lay in his bed, kicking softly, blinking up at the mobile spinning above his head. He didn’t seem to notice the tension — or if he did, he didn’t react. His pacifier was firmly in place, his cheeks flushed and sleepy.

Sierra looked at the box. “What's that...”

“A cage,” Jenna said simply. “For Sissy.”

Sierra swallowed. “You're going to keep her in chastity?”

“She’s already halfway there,” Jenna said, opening the box and lifting the pieces carefully. “This will just... keep us from getting another violation.”

That evening, Jenna waited until Ben was being changed into his bedtime diaper — a thick lavender print with clouds and moons. She stroked his thigh as he lay still, murmuring sweet praise with every movement.

“You’re so calm now,” she said softly. “Such a good little sissy.”

She slowly reached for his pacifier and popped it into his mouth.

Ben blinked once and began to suckle.

Jenna smiled. “That’s right. You know what’s coming, don’t you?”

Ben blinked twice.

Jenna giggled. She applied the locking cage with quiet efficiency. A few moments later, the small lock clicked shut.

Ben flinched.

She pressed her lips to his forehead. “That’s a good sissy baby.”

The next few days were rough.

Ben whimpered more. Cried during naps. Flushed with confusion at odd moments. He didn’t tantrum — but he grew clingy, unsettled.

Sierra said something first. “She’s so fussy lately.”

Jenna nodded. “She’s backed up.”

Sierra blinked. “What?”

“She can’t release anymore. It’s making her restless.”

“Oh.”

Jenna stood, opened the utility closet again — this time selecting a soft pink silicone plug with a remote resting beside it.

“This will help her.”

That night, after dinner and a story, Jenna lay Ben on his tummy and applied a generous amount of lotion before slowly pressing the new plug into place. Ben whimpered, pacifier bobbing slightly.

“Shhh,” she cooed, rubbing slow circles on his back. “It’s okay. It's going to help you. It’s on a timer — gentle buzz, nothing scary.”

Sierra watched from the doorway, her arms crossed tightly.

Jenna caught her gaze and smiled. “It’ll make her calm again.”

The next morning, Jenna changed Ben while humming softly to herself.

When she pulled open the tapes of his diaper, she paused.

“Sticky,” she said quietly.

Ben looked up at her with wide, pink-cheeked eyes. He wasn’t squirming. He wasn’t fussy. He looked... relieved.

Sierra passed a fresh diaper over without comment.

“Quiet today,” Jenna murmured as she wiped him clean.

Sierra smoothed powder into his thighs. “The plug worked. Let's keep using it.”


This Is the Routine Now

It didn’t happen all at once. There was no ceremony, no announcement, no milestone stream. Just a slow, unspoken shift that settled into the rhythm of the house — until one day, there was no longer any question of Ben's place.

He could crawl now. Not far, not fast, but far enough to get from room to room.

And he could talk.

Not much. Just a few simple words.

“Baba.”

“Yeah.”

“Nah.”

“Dipey.”

“Mama.”

“Poopoo.”

That was enough.

One afternoon, during a calm midweek stream, Sierra crouched beside him in matching frills. She wore a onesie dress with printed cherries and puff sleeves. Her hair was pulled into side buns with glittery bows.

“We’re doing a new thing today,” she told the chat. “We’ve been practicing self-feeding, and guess what?”

Ben, dressed in soft mint with a lace-trimmed bib, blinked up at her. Then, slowly, he crawled forward on his hands and knees, reached for the bottle she offered, and held it to his mouth.

The chat exploded.

“SISSY’S GETTING SO BIG 😭”

“MY HEART. I LOVE THIS!”

“THIS IS BETTER THAN ANY MILESTONE STREAM I’VE EVER SEEN.”

Sierra giggled. “Our little Sissy’s learning so fast.”

Jenna’s voice didn’t join the stream. She rarely spoke on camera anymore. But Ben glanced toward the far edge of the room, where she stood offscreen — arms folded, watching.

He blinked once.

Jenna nodded.

Later, once the lights were off and the cameras were shut down, Jenna stepped into the nursery and crouched beside Ben as he rested.

She reached out, gently brushing his hair from his eyes.

“You like this, don’t you?” she whispered.

Ben stirred slightly, lips wrapped around his pacifier. His diaper crinkled beneath him as he shifted.

“You’re calm now. Obedient. Quiet.”

He blinked once.

Jenna leaned closer.

“You remember what happens when you’re not, don’t you?”

A soft whimper escaped behind the pacifier.

Jenna smiled and stood. “Good sissy.”

Meanwhile, Sierra’s transformation had moved in a different direction.

On-stream, she remained cheerful, talkative, always perfectly dressed and animated. She explained product fit, color swatches, all while wearing matching outfits with Ben.

But off-stream, things had changed.

Jenna didn’t just give her clothes now. She gave her rules.

“You’ll wear the locking mittens before bed,” she said one night, handing over the pale pink cuffs. “And the short leash tonight.”

Sierra blushed. “Yes, Miss Jenna.”

“And you’ll be quiet after lights-out. No talking unless I say.”

“Yes, Miss Jenna.”

“And if you try to squirm out of your diaper again, you’ll be gagged and bound until morning.”

Sierra’s thighs clenched instinctively. Her breath caught.

“Yes, Miss Jenna.”

Ben didn’t see the bedroom, but he heard things. The soft thump of cuffs tightening. The creak of leather. The rhythmic rustle of crinkled padding. Sierra’s giggles turning into muffled, breathy sounds. Then silence. Deep, reverent silence.

He lay in his crib — no longer a medical bed — beneath a pastel mobile and stuffed bunnies, sucking gently on his bottle. His room was decorated entirely with soft baby pastels. A padded playpen took up half the floor. A plush rug with glittery clouds. A changing table with his name — Sissy — carved into the wood.

He belonged here.

And he was happy.


The Naughty Girl and the Quiet One

Ben was on his tummy, rocking gently from side to side on the foam-tile nursery floor. The stars and clouds beneath him squeaked slightly as he scooted forward, one hand gripping the ear of his favorite bunny plush, the other smearing a crayon across the page of a giant picture book.

He was dressed in a soft lavender onesie with ruffled sleeves, thickly diapered underneath — thick enough that it creaked faintly with every motion. A pink pacifier bobbed between his lips. His cheeks were flushed, his eyes glassy but calm. Every few moments, he’d hum softly to himself.

The nursery was warm and gentle — perfectly lit for winding down but not yet sleeping. His adult-sized crib sat to one side; bars open for now. A mobile spun lazily above it, trailing felt moons and stars. Everything smelled faintly of baby lotion and vanilla.

The door creaked open.

Jenna stepped in, barefoot and relaxed, her bubblegum pink scrubs soft against the floor. Her arms were crossed gently, her expression calm but purposeful.

“Sissy,” she said.

Ben looked up, blinking once.

Jenna smiled. “Come here, sweetheart. Time to say goodnight to Sierra.”

Ben dropped his crayon and immediately began crawling, his diaper crinkling under him with every slow step forward. Jenna waited patiently, then turned and led him down the hallway.

The master bedroom was dim, quiet, and candlelit.

Sierra lay on the bed — not tucked in, not yet restrained — but clearly dressed for her nighttime routine. A thick pink diaper puffed over her hips, and soft white mittens covered her hands. She wore nothing else except for a collar. Thick and black.

She was lying on her stomach, swinging one leg slowly, cheek pressed to a plush, humming softly.

When she heard Ben’s diapered crawl enter the room, she lifted her head and scowled faintly.

“Oh, come on!” she muttered. “My bedtime is earlier than Ben's?”

Jenna raised a brow.

Ben stopped at the edge of the bed, blinking up at her.

Sierra propped herself up and scoffed, her voice playful but bratty. “I’m not saying goodnight to him. Why do I have to go to bed before the baby does? What is this, Mommy’s new favorite?”

Jenna stepped closer.

Sierra’s eyes sparkled.

“I’m not going to bed. And I don’t wanna wear this stupid diaper. It’s hot and crinkly and—"

Jenna grabbed her by the wrist and yanked her down to the foot of the bed.

“No—! Wait—”

SMACK.

The first blow landed hard across her bare thigh.

Sierra yelped.

Jenna ripped off the diaper tapes and went to work.

SMACK.

SMACK.

Sierra's bottom turned red almost instantly. She kicked, squealed, and cried.

Ben watched silently, eyes wide, pacifier bobbing in his mouth.

Sierra's voice cracked into little hiccupped sobs. Her cheeks were burning. Her legs trembled.

Jenna grabbed the nearby restraint set and began locking her in — a wide spreader was affixed to her ankles, keeping her legs spread impossibly far apart, and a ball gag was buckled into place to muffle her protests. Finally, Jenna clipped Sierra's mittens together behind her back, just above her red bottom.

Sierra’s spread thighs quivered. Her face was damp from tears.

Her diaper was still off.

She was fully restrained.

Jenna turned to Ben, calm and gentle again.

“Okay, sweetie,” she said softly. “You can go back to your room now. Go play with your stuffies. I’ll come tuck you in soon, okay?”

Ben blinked once.

He turned and began crawling quietly back to the nursery.

As he reached the doorway and glanced back, he saw Jenna tightening a strap — thick, black, wrapped around her hips, clicking into place just above her pants. Her face was serene. Sierra lay on the bed, legs spread, mouth gagged, eyes shut in exhausted submission.

Ben turned away.

Back in his nursery, Ben curled onto the rug beside his plushies, giggling softly.

He wasn’t the one getting punished.

He wasn’t the one gagged or crying or strapped down.

He was the quiet one now.

He had his baba, his plug, his crib.

And he had Jenna.

The door down the hall closed softly.

Then muffled moans began.

Ben blinked once.

And smiled.

The End
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