
        
            
                
            
        

    
Diapered Hubby (a sissy abdl erotica)

Her Secret Find Turns Him into Her Pampered Sissy Baby


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Angry Find

Anna stormed through the front door of their tidy two-story house in the quiet Las Vegas suburb, her high heels clicking sharply against the hardwood floor like gunfire in the silence. It was just past seven on a Thursday evening, and the autumn light had already faded to a dull gray outside the windows. She dropped her leather briefcase by the coat rack with a thud that echoed louder than it should have, then kicked off her shoes. Her navy blazer stayed on—armor she wasn't ready to shed yet.

Work had been brutal. A client merger gone sideways, two team members calling in sick, and her boss breathing down her neck about quarterly projections. Anna was thirty-eight, sharp as a blade, and used to winning. People at the office called her "the closer" behind her back, half in awe, half in fear. At home, though, she usually let the mask slip. Usually.

Tonight the mask felt glued on.

"Mike?" she called, voice carrying through the open-plan living room and kitchen. No answer. The house smelled faintly of the pasta sauce he'd probably started earlier—tomatoes, garlic, basil. Comforting. Normal.

She headed upstairs to change out of her pencil skirt and blouse. The master bedroom door was half-open. She pushed it wider.

Mike wasn't there.

But the closet door—the one on his side—was ajar. Not much, just a few centimeters, but enough that a thin slice of yellow light from the hallway spilled inside and caught something white and crinkly peeking out from behind a stack of folded sweaters.

Anna froze.

She crossed the room in three long strides and yanked the door all the way open.

A small cardboard box sat on the second shelf, half-hidden under a pile of old hoodies. The lid was off. Inside: three thick, white adult diapers, still in their plastic wrappers. One package was open; two diapers were missing. Next to the box lay a small bottle of baby powder, a pack of baby wipes (the kind with the cartoon animals on the front), and—her breath caught—a folded pink plastic changing mat, the kind people used for infants but sized for adults.

For a long second she just stared.

Then the heat rose in her chest—not embarrassment, not shock exactly, but something hotter and sharper. Anger.

Mike had secrets. Fine. Everyone did. But this? Hiding this like some guilty teenager while she paid half the mortgage, ran the household finances, and came home exhausted every night? While he sat downstairs probably scrolling his phone or playing video games, pretending everything was normal?

She snatched the open pack. The plastic crinkled loudly in the quiet room. She turned one diaper over in her hands. It was massive—thick padding, wide tapes, the outside printed with faint pastel teddy bears and stars. Discreet from a distance, maybe, but up close it screamed nursery.

Her fingers tightened until the plastic squeaked.

Footsteps on the stairs.

Mike appeared in the doorway, still in his work polo and jeans, hair slightly mussed like he'd been napping on the couch. He smiled at first—easy, warm, the smile that usually melted her after a long day.

Then he saw what she was holding.

The color drained from his face so fast it looked painful.

"Anna—"

"Don't." Her voice came out low, controlled, the same tone she used in boardrooms when someone tried to bullshit her. "Don't even start."

He stepped inside, hands half-raised like he was approaching a wild animal. "It's not—I mean, it's just—"

"Just what?" She held the diaper up between them like evidence in court. "Just a little private hobby? Just something you do when I'm not looking?"

Mike swallowed. His eyes darted to the box, then back to her face. "I... I like them. The feeling. The—the padding. It's... relaxing. I never meant for you to—"

"Relaxing." She repeated the word like it tasted bad. "You hide industrial-strength baby diapers in our closet and call it relaxing."

"I didn't want you to think I was weird. Or—or that it meant anything about us."

Anna laughed once, short and bitter. "Too late for that."

She tossed the diaper onto the bed. It landed with a soft thump. Then she reached back into the box, pulled out the powder and wipes, and dropped those next to it. The changing mat she unfolded with a snap; the crinkle was deafening.

Mike flinched.

"You know what the worst part is?" she said, turning to face him fully. Her dark hair had come loose from its low bun; a strand fell across her cheek. She didn't brush it away. "The worst part is you didn't trust me enough to tell me. After twelve years. You thought I'd—what? Leave you? Laugh? Judge you?"

"I didn't know how you'd react," he mumbled.

"Now you get to find out."

She stepped closer. Mike instinctively backed up until his calves hit the edge of the bed. He sat down hard.

Anna loomed over him. She was taller than him in bare feet; in the heels she'd kicked off downstairs she would have towered. Even now the power imbalance felt electric.

"Stand up," she said.

He hesitated.

"Now, Mike."

He stood.

She reached for the hem of his polo and yanked it upward. "Arms."

He lifted them automatically. The shirt came off. His chest was smooth, a little soft around the middle from desk life and too many weekend beers. She tossed the shirt aside.

"Pants."

"Anna, please—"

"Pants. Off."

His hands shook as he unbuckled the belt. Jeans slid down. Boxers followed. He stood there in socks, naked and shrinking under her gaze.

She looked him over slowly, clinically. Her eyes lingered on his groin—his cock half-hard already, betraying him. She gave a small, humorless smile.

"Excited already? From being caught?"

He looked at the floor. "I'm sorry."

"You're going to be."

She picked up one of the diapers from the bed. Unfolded it. The sound was obscene in the quiet room—loud, plasticky, unmistakable.

"Lie down," she said. "On the mat."

Mike's eyes widened. "Wait—you're not seriously—"

"Oh, I am." Her voice dropped an octave. "You like diapers so much you hid a whole stash? Fine. You want to wear them? You're wearing them. Right now. And from tonight on, every single time I say so."

He opened his mouth, closed it. Something flickered in his eyes—fear, yes, but also a dark spark of something else. Arousal. The thing he'd kept locked away.

Anna saw it.

She stepped forward, grabbed his wrist, and pulled him down onto the changing mat. He didn't fight, exactly, but he didn't help either. His body was stiff as she positioned him on his back, legs slightly apart.

"Stay," she ordered.

She knelt between his thighs. The diaper crinkled as she slid it under his hips. Mike's breath hitched. She lifted his legs like he weighed nothing—ankles together, knees bent toward his chest. The position was humiliatingly exposed. Infantile.

She sprinkled powder over his groin with exaggerated care. The sweet, talcum scent filled the air. Mike whimpered.

"Shhh," she said, almost mockingly. "Mommy's got you."

The word hit him like a slap. His cock twitched.

She taped the diaper closed—first one side, then the other, pulling the front snug. Too snug. The padding pressed firmly against him, outlining every contour. She gave the front a light pat. The crinkle echoed.

"There," she said. "All snug. My little diaper boy."

Mike's face was scarlet. "Anna... this is—"

"Baby bitch," she corrected. The words came out sharp, testing. She watched his reaction.

His eyes fluttered shut for a second. A soft, involuntary sound escaped his throat.

She leaned down until her face was inches from his. "Say it."

He swallowed. "I'm... your baby bitch."

"Louder."

"I'm your baby bitch."

She smiled—slow, dangerous. "Good boy."

Her hand moved to his chest. She dragged her nails lightly over one nipple, then the other. Mike arched despite himself.

"You thought diapers were just about the padding, didn't you?" she murmured. "Just a private kink. Something you could control."

He nodded, barely.

"Wrong." She pinched his nipple—hard enough to make him gasp. "From now on, diapers mean baby. Bottles. Crawling. Spankings when you're naughty. And if you fight me..." She squeezed again. "...I'll make sure every single one of my friends knows exactly what kind of little bitch you really are."

Mike's breathing turned ragged. The diaper tented obviously at the front.

She slapped the padded crotch once—firm, not painful, but startling. The sound was muffled but unmistakable.

"No coming yet," she said. "Not until I decide you've earned it."

She stood up, brushing her hands together like she'd finished a chore.

"Get dressed—over the diaper. Jeans. Shirt. We're having dinner like normal people."

He stared up at her from the mat, eyes glassy.

"Now, baby bitch."

Mike moved slowly, like he was dreaming. He pulled his jeans back on; the waistband barely closed over the bulk. The diaper crinkled with every motion. When he stood, the padding forced his legs slightly apart. He looked ridiculous. Vulnerable. Perfect.

Anna watched him struggle, arms crossed.

"Dinner's probably cold by now," she said. "You'll heat it up. And you'll sit at the table in your nice thick diaper while I eat. If you're very good, maybe—maybe—I'll let you touch my breasts later. As a reward."

His knees almost buckled.

She stepped close one last time, cupped his chin, forced him to look at her.

"This isn't a game, Mike. You hid this from me. You lied by omission. So now I'm taking it over. All of it. Every crinkle, every change, every humiliating little moment. You're not just a diaper lover anymore."

She leaned in until her lips brushed his ear.

"You're my baby bitch. And you're going to learn to love every second of it."

She released him.

"Downstairs. Now."

Mike obeyed—walking gingerly, crinkling with every step, cheeks burning, cock throbbing uselessly inside the thick padding.

Anna followed, already planning tomorrow.

And the day after.

And every day after that.


Chapter 2: Forced Bottle Time

The kitchen lights felt too bright after the dim bedroom upstairs. Mike moved like he was walking through water—every step making the diaper crinkle loudly between his thighs. The bulk forced his legs apart just enough that his jeans rubbed awkwardly against the padding. He could feel the tapes pulling tight every time he shifted weight. It wasn’t painful. It was worse: constant. Reminding him.

Anna followed two steps behind, arms crossed, still in her work blouse and skirt. She hadn’t bothered to change. The power dynamic felt sharper that way—like she was still the boss lady who closed million-euro deals, and he was suddenly the intern who’d fucked up.

He reached the stove. The pasta sauce had congealed into a thick red skin on top. He turned the burner on low, grabbed a wooden spoon, started stirring mechanically. Anything to keep his hands busy. Anything to avoid looking at her.

Anna leaned against the island counter, watching.

“Stir harder,” she said. “You’re not even trying.”

Mike gripped the spoon tighter. The sauce bubbled. The crinkle of his diaper seemed to echo off the tiled floor with every small movement of his hips.

She let the silence stretch until it hurt.

Then: “You’re shaking.”

He was.

“Turn it off,” she said. “We’re not eating that. Not tonight.”

Mike switched the burner off. The kitchen fell quiet except for the soft ticking of the wall clock and his own uneven breathing.

Anna opened the fridge. She pulled out a two-liter carton of whole milk—the kind they bought for coffee, not for this. She set it on the counter with a deliberate thud. Next came a glass baby bottle she must have bought months ago and hidden somewhere; it still had the price sticker half-peeled on the side. She tore it off, rinsed the bottle under the tap, filled it with milk, screwed on the wide rubber nipple. She popped it into the microwave for thirty seconds. The appliance hummed.

Mike stared at the bottle like it was a live snake.

When the timer beeped, Anna took it out, shook it once, tested the temperature against her inner wrist the way people do with real infants.

“Perfect,” she muttered.

She walked over to the living-room couch—the big gray sectional they’d bought together three years ago after a long weekend in Amsterdam. She sat in the middle, legs crossed, bottle in one hand.

“Come here.”

Mike didn’t move.

“Mike.” Her voice sharpened. “Don’t make me come get you.”

He walked over. Slowly. The diaper forced a slight waddle; he hated how obvious it was. When he reached the couch she patted her lap.

“Sit.”

He hesitated.

She reached out, grabbed the front of his jeans—right over the padded bulge—and tugged hard.

“Sit. Down.”

He half-fell into her lap, straddling one of her thighs awkwardly because the bulk wouldn’t let him close his legs properly. His face was inches from hers. She smelled like the faint citrus of her office perfume mixed with the day’s stress-sweat. It should have been gross. It wasn’t.

Anna shifted him until his back rested against her chest, his head on her shoulder. One arm wrapped around his waist, holding him in place. The other hand brought the bottle up.

“Open.”

Mike pressed his lips together.

She pressed the nipple against them anyway—firm, insistent.

“You don’t get to say no tonight,” she said quietly. “You hid this from me for how long? Months? Years? You jerked off in secret wearing these stupid things while I was working late, paying bills, thinking we were partners. So now you drink. You drink every drop. And you thank me after.”

His jaw trembled.

She pushed. The rubber nipple slipped between his teeth. Warm milk hit his tongue—sweet, thick, humiliating.

“Suck,” she ordered.

He did.

The first pull was tentative. Then harder. The nipple made soft popping sounds as he worked it. Milk flowed steadily. He swallowed reflexively, cheeks hollowing. Anna’s free hand moved to his stomach, rubbing in slow circles over his shirt—firm pressure, almost possessive.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “That’s it. Drink up for Mommy.”

The word again. It landed like a slap and a caress at the same time. Mike’s cock throbbed painfully inside the diaper. The padding trapped the heat, made every twitch feel amplified.

Anna felt it—she must have. Her hand slid lower, palm pressing flat against the front of his jeans, right over the swollen, taped mound.

“Already hard?” she said, voice dripping mock surprise. “From drinking milk like a good little baby bitch? Pathetic.”

Mike whimpered around the nipple. Milk dribbled from the corner of his mouth. She wiped it away with her thumb, then pushed it between his lips alongside the bottle.

“Clean that up.”

He sucked her thumb clean without thinking.

She laughed—low, satisfied.

“Look at you,” she said. “Big strong husband. Six feet tall. Used to fix cars and lift weights. And now you’re sitting in my lap in a thick crinkly diaper, sucking a baby bottle, leaking in your padding because Mommy rubbed your tummy.”

She pressed harder against the front of the diaper. Not stroking—just holding. Letting him feel the pressure through layers of padding.

Mike’s hips jerked involuntarily.

“Don’t you dare come,” she warned. “Not yet. Not until I’ve decided how much more baby treatment you need.”

He whined. The sound was muffled by the bottle.

She kept feeding him. Slow. Methodical. Every few swallows she’d pull the nipple out just enough to let him breathe, then push it back in deeper.

Halfway through the bottle she switched topics.

“You know what really pisses me off?” she said conversationally. “You didn’t trust me. That’s the part that stings. I’ve told you everything—my fears, my fantasies, the time I cried in the office bathroom because a client called me a bitch to my face. And you? You kept this locked in a box like I was some judgmental stranger.”

Mike tried to speak around the nipple. It came out garbled.

She pulled the bottle out.

“Say it again.”

“I’m sorry,” he rasped. Milk glistened on his lips.

“Sorry isn’t enough.” She tapped the nipple against his cheek—light smacks. “You’re going to prove it. Starting tonight. Every time you wet or mess this diaper, you tell me. Every time you want to touch yourself, you ask permission. And if I say no…” She squeezed the front of his jeans again, hard enough to make him gasp. “…you deal with it. You stay frustrated. You stay my desperate little baby bitch.”

He nodded frantically.

She pushed the bottle back in.

“Finish it.”

He did. The last few gulps were harder—his stomach felt full, sloshy. When the bottle finally emptied with a soft gurgle, Anna set it on the coffee table.

She didn’t let him up.

Instead she wrapped both arms around him, one hand sliding under his shirt to rest on bare skin. She traced lazy circles over his chest—around his nipples, never quite touching.

“You’re shaking again,” she noted.

He was.

“Scared?” she asked.

A tiny nod.

“Turned on?”

Another nod—smaller, ashamed.

“Good.” She pinched one nipple lightly between thumb and finger. Twisted just enough to sting. “Because this is only the beginning. Tomorrow you’re wearing this to work under your suit. All day. If you leak, you text me a picture of the wet spot on your pants. If you don’t…” She twisted harder. “…I’ll make sure Lisa knows why you’re walking funny next time she comes over for wine.”

Mike’s eyes went wide.

Lisa. Anna’s best friend since university. Sharp-tongued, gorgeous, zero filter. The one who always teased Mike about being “whipped” in a joking way that suddenly didn’t feel like a joke anymore.

Anna felt him tense.

“Oh yes,” she whispered. “If you fight me, if you try to pretend this isn’t happening, I’ll invite her over. I’ll make you crawl to the door in nothing but your diaper and say hello like a good baby bitch. And she’ll laugh. She’ll laugh so hard she cries. And then she’ll probably want to see how small your little pee-pee looks all taped up and useless.”

Mike made a broken sound—half sob, half moan.

Anna released his nipple. Her hand slid down again, cupping the diaper front possessively.

“But if you’re good…” She rubbed once—slow, deliberate circles over the padding. “…maybe I’ll be nice. Maybe I’ll let you touch my breasts while I change you. Maybe I’ll even let you suck on them like a real greedy baby. Would you like that?”

He nodded so fast it hurt his neck.

She smiled—slow, predatory.

“Then be good.”

She pushed him gently off her lap. He stood on wobbly legs, diaper sagging slightly from the weight of the milk already pressing on his bladder.

“Go brush your teeth,” she said. “Then bed. You sleep in the diaper tonight. No changing until morning. And if you wake up wet…” She stood up too, stepped close, voice dropping to a whisper. “…you’re going to thank me for it. Out loud. While I check.”

Mike stared at her—eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, cock straining uselessly against the thick, crinkly prison between his legs.

Anna cupped his face with both hands.

“You wanted diapers,” she said softly. “Now you have them. And everything that comes with them.”

She kissed him once—hard, claiming—then turned him toward the stairs.

“Up. Now.”

He went.

Crinkling.

Shaking.

Already aching for more.

And hating how much he wanted it.


Chapter 3: Diaper Checks and Spanks

Mike woke up to the sound of Anna’s alarm—sharp, insistent, cutting through the dark bedroom at 6:15 like a knife. He had barely slept. The diaper had felt enormous all night: thick padding bunched between his legs, tapes pulling every time he rolled over, the faint plastic smell mixing with his own sweat. He’d tried to lie still, but every small shift reminded him. And every reminder made him half-hard again. By 4 a.m. he was aching, leaking a little pre-cum into the soft inner lining, too scared to touch himself.

Now the room was gray with early winter light filtering through the blinds. Anna sat up first, stretching like a cat, then turned to look at him.

“Morning, baby bitch.”

Her voice was calm. Almost cheerful. That made it worse.

Mike stayed on his back, staring at the ceiling. The diaper had sagged noticeably overnight—warm, heavy, clinging. He knew what was coming.

Anna swung her legs off the bed, stood, and walked around to his side. She wore only an oversized T-shirt that barely covered her ass—black cotton, one of his old ones she’d claimed years ago. No panties. He could see the shadow between her thighs when she moved.

“Up,” she said.

He didn’t move fast enough.

She grabbed the waistband of his pajama pants—still on over the diaper—and yanked them down in one rough pull. The elastic snapped against his skin. The diaper was exposed now: slightly yellowed front, tapes still secure but bulging awkwardly.

Anna clicked her tongue.

“Already wet. Not even twenty-four hours and you can’t hold it.”

Mike’s face burned. “I—I didn’t mean to—”

“Babies don’t mean to,” she cut in. “They just do. And then Mommy cleans them up.”

She hooked her fingers under the tapes and ripped them open—one side, then the other. The front flap fell away with a loud velcro crack. Cool air hit his damp skin. His cock—small, soft now from embarrassment—twitched at the sudden exposure.

Anna looked down at him for a long moment.

“Pathetic,” she said softly. “Look at that tiny little thing. No wonder you hide in diapers. Real men don’t need them.”

Mike squeezed his eyes shut.

She didn’t let him hide.

“Eyes open. Look at me.”

He obeyed.

She reached for the baby wipes on the nightstand—the same pack from the closet discovery. She pulled out several, cold from the room, and wiped him methodically: groin, balls, the crease where thigh met hip. Slow strokes. Clinical. But every pass made his cock stir again.

When she was done she balled the wipes and tossed them into the trash.

“Roll over.”

Mike hesitated.

“Now.”

He rolled onto his stomach. The wet diaper crinkled under him.

Anna straddled his thighs—her bare pussy pressing against the back of the used padding. He could feel her heat through the layers. She leaned forward, breasts brushing his back through her shirt.

“You’re going to get changed,” she said. “But first you’re getting punished.”

She lifted her hand.

The first spank landed hard on the seat of the diaper—right over the soggy padding. The sound was muffled but deep, like slapping a pillow filled with water. The impact jolted through him, spreading warmth across his ass.

Mike yelped.

“Quiet,” she snapped. Another spank—harder. “You don’t get to whine. You earned this.”

She spanked him steadily—ten, twelve, fifteen times. Each one made the wet padding squish against his skin. The heat built fast. His ass stung even through the cushion. Worse: every smack pressed his cock down into the soggy front, rubbing him against his own mess. He started to harden again despite everything.

Anna felt it.

She laughed—low, mean.

“Getting hard from a spanking? Really? What kind of dirty little baby bitch gets off on being punished?”

She delivered three more—fast, stinging—then stopped. Her palm stayed on his ass, rubbing circles over the hot, padded mound.

“Say thank you.”

Mike’s voice cracked. “Th-thank you.”

“For what?”

“For… for spanking me.”

She squeezed. “Good boy.”

She climbed off him, grabbed a fresh diaper from the box she’d moved to the dresser last night. This one was even thicker—premium brand, extra absorbent, with little cartoon ducks on the outside. She unfolded it with a loud crinkle.

“On your back.”

He rolled over. His ass throbbed. His cock stood straight up now—small, leaking, ridiculous against his stomach.

Anna noticed.

“Poor tiny pee-pee,” she cooed mockingly. “All excited and nowhere to go.”

She slid the fresh diaper under him. Lifted his legs high—higher than necessary, folding him almost in half. His knees pressed toward his chest; his ass lifted off the mat. Exposed. Helpless.

She sprinkled powder generously—clouds of white drifting down, settling on his skin, his cock, his balls. The scent was overwhelming: sweet, infantile.

Then she pulled the front up—slowly, deliberately. Taped it tight. Tighter than yesterday. The padding hugged him like a second skin, pressing his erection flat against his belly. No relief. Just pressure.

She gave the front a firm pat.

“All done. My clean little baby bitch.”

Mike whimpered.

Anna stood, stretched again.

“You’re wearing this all day. Under your work clothes. No exceptions. If you need a change before you leave for the office, you come ask me nicely. On your knees. And you say, ‘Please change your baby bitch, Mommy.’ Understood?”

He nodded.

She leaned down, grabbed his chin.

“Words.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She smiled—sharp, satisfied.

“Good. Now get dressed. Breakfast in ten minutes. And if I hear one complaint…” She slapped the diaper front once—light but pointed. “…we’ll do this again. With an audience next time.”

She walked out of the bedroom, hips swaying, leaving him lying there in fresh padding, ass burning, cock throbbing uselessly, mind spinning.

Mike stayed on the changing mat for another full minute, breathing hard.

Then he forced himself up.

The new diaper crinkled with every movement—louder than the last one. He pulled on boxers (they barely fit over the bulk), then suit pants. The waistband dug into the padding. When he zipped up, the fly strained. He looked in the mirror: normal from the front… mostly. But the outline was there if anyone looked closely. A soft, unnatural swell.

Downstairs Anna was already at the kitchen island, sipping coffee, scrolling her phone like nothing had happened.

She glanced up when he appeared.

“Sit.”

He lowered himself carefully onto the bar stool. The padding compressed under his weight, squishing softly. He winced.

She pushed a bowl of oatmeal toward him.

“Eat. You’ll need energy today.”

He picked up the spoon.

Halfway through the first bite she spoke again—casual, like commenting on the weather.

“I invited Lisa over tonight. Wine and gossip. Eight o’clock.”

Mike froze.

Anna smiled without looking up from her phone.

“Don’t worry. You’ll be in bed by then. In your diaper. Probably wet again. I’ll just tell her you’re not feeling well.”

She finally met his eyes.

“Unless you misbehave today. Then maybe I’ll let her come upstairs. See how well my baby bitch behaves when company’s over.”

Mike’s spoon clattered against the bowl.

Anna reached across the island and patted his cheek.

“Finish your breakfast, sweetie. Big day ahead.”

She went back to her phone.

Mike stared at the oatmeal.

His ass still stung.

His diaper felt huge.

And somewhere deep inside—shameful, terrifying—he was already counting the hours until tonight.


Chapter 4: Sissy Outfits Forced On

Mike spent the entire workday in a fog. The office—open-plan, glass-walled, buzzing with calls and keyboard clacks—felt like a different planet. Every time he shifted in his ergonomic chair, the thick diaper crinkled under his suit pants. Not loud enough for anyone else to hear (he hoped), but loud enough in his own head to make his skin crawl. The padding had stayed mostly dry through the morning meetings, but by lunchtime the pressure on his bladder was constant. He’d held it until he couldn’t anymore—slipped into the handicapped stall on the third floor, locked the door, and let go standing up like some helpless toddler. The warmth spread fast, soaking into the absorbent core. He’d stared at the ceiling tiles, cheeks burning, cock twitching traitorously against the wet lining.

He didn’t text Anna a picture like she’d ordered. He told himself he’d forgotten. Really, he was too ashamed.

When he got home at 6:47, the house smelled like vanilla candles and something faintly floral—laundry detergent, maybe. Anna’s car was already in the driveway. The lights were on in the living room.

He dropped his keys in the bowl by the door. “Anna?”

“Upstairs,” she called back. Her voice was calm. Too calm.

Mike climbed slowly. Each step made the soggy diaper squish between his thighs. By the time he reached the bedroom doorway, his heart was hammering.

Anna stood in the middle of the room like she’d been waiting. She’d changed after work: black leggings, oversized white sweater that slipped off one shoulder, hair loose around her face. On the bed lay several shopping bags—pink tissue paper spilling out, logos from stores he didn’t recognize. Next to them: the changing mat already spread out, fresh wipes, powder, and two new diapers stacked neatly.

But the real shock was the clothes.

Laid out in a neat row across the comforter: a baby-pink onesie with snap crotch and ruffled edges, a short frilly white skirt that wouldn’t cover anything below the waist, white knee-high socks with little bows, a pair of shiny mary-jane shoes sized for an adult man, and—worst of all—a matching pink bonnet with lace trim.

Mike stopped dead in the doorway.

Anna turned, arms crossed.

“Strip.”

He swallowed. “Anna… what is all this?”

“What does it look like?” She gestured at the pile. “You like diapers so much you couldn’t even tell me? Fine. If you’re going to be a diaper bitch, you’re going to look the part. All of it.”

“I—I just like the… the feeling,” he stammered. “The padding. Not… not this. Not baby clothes.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You don’t get to pick anymore. You lost that privilege when you hid your little stash and jerked off in secret for who knows how long. So now I decide what my baby bitch wears.”

She stepped closer. Grabbed the front of his tie and yanked him into the room.

“Strip. Or I’ll do it for you. And if I have to do it, Lisa gets a phone call in about five minutes.”

The threat landed like ice water. Mike’s hands moved on autopilot. Jacket off. Tie loosened. Shirt unbuttoned. Pants unbuckled—carefully, because the wet diaper bulged obviously now. When the trousers dropped, the soaked padding sagged between his legs, tapes straining.

Anna’s lip curled.

“Jesus. You couldn’t even hold it one day? Pathetic.”

She pushed him toward the changing mat. “Lie down.”

He obeyed—back hitting the soft plastic with a crinkle. Anna knelt, ripped the tapes open without ceremony. The wet diaper peeled away with a sticky sound. Cool air hit his damp skin; his small cock shriveled instantly from the chill and shame.

She wiped him roughly—fast strokes, no gentleness. Powder next—dumped on like she was salting food. Then the fresh diaper: even thicker than the last one, white with pastel ABC blocks printed across the front. She taped it snug, pulling the front up high so it pressed his cock flat again.

Before he could sit up she grabbed the pink onesie.

“Arms.”

Mike lifted them. The fabric slid over his head—soft cotton, but infantilizing. It snapped closed between his legs, four loud pops right over the diaper bulge. The ruffles framed his padded crotch like a picture frame.

Next came the skirt. She made him stand, pulled it up over his hips. The hem barely reached mid-thigh; any bend and the diaper would peek out. White socks next—pulled up to his knees. Then the shoes: shiny black patent leather with chunky heels and big bows. They fit perfectly. Too perfectly.

She saved the bonnet for last.

“Sit on the edge of the bed.”

He sat. The skirt rode up; the diaper crinkled loudly.

Anna stood in front of him, bonnet in hand. She gathered his hair—short, but enough to tuck under—and tied the ribbons under his chin in a neat bow.

She stepped back.

Looked him over slowly.

Then she pulled out her phone.

Mike’s stomach dropped. “No—Anna, please—”

“Smile, baby bitch.”

Flash.

She took three more—different angles. One from the front, one from the side showing the ruffled onesie and skirt, one low so the diaper bulge was obvious under the short hem.

“These stay private,” she said. “For now. Unless you give me a reason to share them.”

Mike’s throat closed. “Please delete them.”

“No.” She pocketed the phone. “They’re insurance. And they’re hot.”

She stepped closer, grabbed his chin, tilted his face up.

“You thought diapers were just about comfort? Just a secret little thrill? Wrong. They’re about surrender. Total, humiliating surrender. And if I want my baby bitch dressed like a prissy little girl while he wets himself and begs, that’s what happens.”

Her free hand slid down—over the onesie, over the skirt, cupping the padded mound between his legs.

He was hard again. The shame made it worse.

Anna squeezed once—firm.

“Look at you. Rock hard in your sissy outfit. Tiny pee-pee leaking already.”

She rubbed in slow circles through the layers. The friction was maddening—too much padding for real pleasure, just enough to tease.

Mike whimpered.

She stopped abruptly.

“No coming. Not tonight.”

She walked to the dresser, opened the top drawer, pulled out something small and pink: a plastic chastity cage. Small. Very small.

Mike’s eyes widened.

“Anna—”

“Quiet.” She knelt again, flipped up the skirt, unsnapped two of the onesie crotch buttons. Pulled the front of the diaper down just enough.

His cock sprang free—small, flushed, dripping.

She fitted the cage over it—cold plastic ring around the base, tiny tube sliding forward. Click. Lock. The key dangled from a thin chain around her neck.

She snapped the onesie closed again. The skirt fell back into place.

“Now you’re really locked in,” she said. “Diaper. Cage. Sissy clothes. My baby bitch.”

Mike stared down at himself—pink, ruffled, helpless.

Anna picked up her phone again.

“One more picture. For my private collection.”

She made him pose: hands on hips, slight bend forward so the skirt lifted just enough to show diaper edge and locked bulge.

Flash.

She smiled—slow, satisfied.

“Perfect.”

She set the phone down.

“Dinner’s almost ready. You’re eating in this. At the table. No hiding. And after…” She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “…if you’re very good, maybe I’ll let you touch my breasts while I edge you through the diaper. Slow. Torturous. Until you’re crying for release.”

Mike’s knees shook.

“But only if you say it.”

He knew what she wanted.

Voice small: “I’m your sissy baby bitch.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your sissy baby bitch.”

She patted his padded crotch once—patronizing.

“Good girl.”

She turned toward the door.

“Come downstairs when you’re ready. And don’t you dare change. Not until I say.”

She left him standing there—bonnet tied, skirt flaring, diaper crinkling, cage tight, phone full of evidence.

Mike looked at himself in the full-length mirror across the room.

Pink. Frilly. Locked. Owned.

And—god help him—aching for whatever came next.


Chapter 5: Boob Touching with Anger

Mike stood frozen in front of the full-length mirror for what felt like forever. The pink bonnet ribbons dug slightly under his chin. The frilly skirt barely covered the thick diaper bulge. The onesie snaps pulled tight between his legs, pressing the chastity cage against his trapped cock with every tiny shift. He looked ridiculous. He looked owned.

Downstairs Anna moved around the kitchen with purpose—plates clinking, microwave beeping, the soft pop of a wine cork. Normal sounds. Domestic. But nothing felt normal anymore.

He forced himself to walk. Each step made the mary-jane shoes click on the hardwood, the skirt swish, the diaper crinkle loud enough to echo in the hallway. By the time he reached the bottom of the stairs his face was flaming.

Anna was at the island, pouring two glasses of red. She’d changed again—into a low-cut black top that hugged her breasts and showed deep cleavage. No bra. The fabric stretched when she moved. She looked up as he entered.

Her eyes raked over him slowly.

“Turn around,” she said.

Mike obeyed—slow circle. The skirt flared a little. The back of the onesie had a row of white ruffles that framed his padded ass like gift wrapping.

She nodded once.

“Sit.”

He lowered himself onto one of the bar stools. The padding compressed with a soft squish. The chastity cage pressed harder against the front of the diaper. No relief. Just constant, teasing pressure.

Anna slid a plate in front of him: cut-up pieces of chicken, steamed broccoli, mashed potatoes—all in small, baby-sized bites. Next to it a plastic sippy cup with water. No wine for him.

“Eat,” she said. “With your hands. No fork.”

Mike stared at the plate.

She leaned across the island, voice dropping.

“You think this is a joke? You think you can just sit there pouting in your pretty outfit and I’ll feel sorry for you?” Her eyes flashed. “You lied to me for years. Hid your little diaper fetish like I was too stupid or too mean to handle it. So now you eat like the baby bitch you are. Hands only. And if you make a mess…” She reached out, grabbed his chin hard. “…I’ll make tonight a lot worse.”

He picked up a piece of chicken with trembling fingers. Brought it to his mouth. Chewed slowly. A bit of mashed potato smeared on his lip.

Anna watched, sipping her wine.

“Good girl.”

The words stung. His cock tried to harden in the cage—useless, painful twitching.

She finished her glass, poured another.

When his plate was half-empty she walked around the island, stood behind him. Her hands slid over his shoulders, down his chest—over the soft cotton onesie. She found his nipples through the fabric. Pinched them lightly at first. Then harder.

Mike gasped.

“Shhh,” she hissed. “Babies don’t complain.”

She kept pinching—rolling, tugging—until they were hard little peaks under the onesie. His breathing turned shallow. The cage felt tighter.

Anna leaned down, lips against his ear.

“You’re going to thank me for dressing you up like this.”

“Thank you… Mommy.”

“Louder.”

“Thank you, Mommy.”

She released his nipples. One hand slid lower—cupped the front of the diaper through the skirt. Squeezed the padded bulge where his caged cock strained.

“Feel that? That’s all you get tonight. No touching. No stroking. Just my hand pressing on your useless little pee-pee while I decide if you deserve more.”

She rubbed once—slow, firm circles. The friction through the thick padding was torture. Mike’s hips jerked forward involuntarily.

Anna slapped the diaper front—sharp, sudden.

“Stay still.”

He froze.

She stepped back, walked to the living room couch—the same spot from last night. Sat in the middle. Spread her legs slightly. The low-cut top gaped open, showing the full curve of her breasts.

“Come here.”

Mike slid off the stool. Waddled over—skirt bouncing, shoes clicking, diaper crinkling. He stopped in front of her.

“Kneel.”

He dropped to his knees between her thighs. The padding cushioned the impact but made him feel even smaller.

Anna looked down at him—bonnet, ruffles, locked and diapered.

“Lift my shirt.”

His hands shook as he reached up, gathered the hem, pulled it slowly upward. Her breasts spilled free—heavy, soft, nipples already dark and stiff from the cool air and whatever anger still simmered in her.

“Touch them.”

Mike’s palms met warm skin. He cupped her gently at first—thumbs brushing the undersides, fingers splaying. She was full, heavy in his hands. Perfect.

Anna watched his face.

“Harder.”

He squeezed—kneading, lifting. His thumbs circled her nipples. They pebbled tighter.

She let out a slow breath.

“Now suck.”

She grabbed the back of his bonnet, pulled his face forward. His mouth closed over one nipple—warm, soft, tasting faintly of her skin and soap. He sucked instinctively—gentle pulls, tongue flicking.

Anna’s hand tightened in the bonnet ribbons.

“Like a hungry baby,” she muttered. “Greedy little bitch.”

She guided him—switching from one breast to the other, making him nurse harder, deeper. Milk didn’t come, but the motion felt obscene. Infantile. His cock throbbed uselessly in the cage, leaking steadily into the diaper front.

Anna’s free hand slid down again—cupped the padded crotch. Pressed hard.

“You’re dripping already,” she said. “Soaking your diaper just from sucking on my tits. How pathetic is that?”

Mike moaned around her nipple—muffled, desperate.

She ground her palm against him—slow, relentless circles. The chastity cage shifted slightly inside the padding, rubbing the sensitive head against plastic. Not enough to come. Just enough to drive him insane.

“Look at me.”

He pulled off her breast with a wet pop, looked up. His lips were shiny, cheeks flushed under the bonnet lace.

Anna smiled—cold, triumphant.

“You didn’t want this, did you? You just wanted the diapers. The crinkle. The secret little thrill. But now you’re my full baby bitch—dressed in pink, locked in a tiny cage, nursing on Mommy’s tits like a desperate slut. And you’re going to come like this.”

She pressed harder—grinding the heel of her hand right over the cage. Rougher. Faster.

Mike’s hips bucked. His mouth opened on a silent cry.

“Don’t you dare hold back,” she snapped. “Come in your diaper. Right now. While you’re sucking my breast like the pathetic sissy baby you are.”

She pulled his head back down—shoved her nipple into his mouth. Sucked hard—desperate, sloppy.

The pressure built too fast. The cage, the diaper, her hand grinding, the humiliation of the outfit, the taste of her skin—it all crashed together.

His body locked. A strangled whimper escaped around her nipple.

Then it hit—sharp, involuntary spasms. Heat pulsed through him in waves. He came hard—trapped, pulsing against the unyielding plastic, spurting into the diaper front in thick, helpless bursts. The padding absorbed it quickly, turning warm and sticky against his skin.

Anna kept grinding through it—milking every twitch, every shudder.

When he finally slumped, gasping, she pulled his mouth off her breast.

“Look at the mess you made.”

She lifted the skirt, unsnapped two onesie buttons, pulled the diaper front down just enough to see: white padding now blotched with wet spots, the cage glistening with cum.

She laughed—short, angry.

“Couldn’t even last five minutes. Tiny pee-pee couldn’t handle a little boob time.”

She taped the diaper back up—tight. Snapped the onesie closed.

“Stay on your knees.”

She stood, adjusted her top, walked to the kitchen. Came back with a baby bottle—warm milk again.

“Open.”

She pushed the nipple between his lips.

“Finish this. Then bed. You sleep in that wet, cum-soaked diaper tonight. No change until morning.”

Mike sucked—eyes glassy, body trembling.

Anna sat back down, pulled him against her thigh like a doll.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered. “All of you. Every humiliating inch. And tomorrow? We go deeper.”

She stroked his bonneted head once—almost tender.

Then her grip tightened.

“Drink up, baby bitch. Mommy’s not done with you yet.”

Mike closed his eyes.

Swallowed.

And somewhere under the shame, the anger, the cage—he felt the dark, twisted part of him start to crave whatever came next.

Even if it broke him.


Chapter 6: Caught Jerking

The next morning Mike woke up sticky and miserable. The diaper from last night—already soaked with his involuntary orgasm and then more during the night—had cooled and clumped in places. The chastity cage felt like it had shrunk two sizes; his cock pressed painfully against the plastic tube every time he shifted. The pink bonnet had come loose in his sleep, ribbons tangled around his neck like a noose. The onesie was damp at the crotch, the ruffled skirt twisted around his waist.

Anna was already up. He could hear the shower running down the hall. Steam drifted under the bedroom door.

Mike lay there for a long minute, staring at the ceiling, trying to pretend this wasn’t real. Then the need to pee hit—urgent, undeniable. He clenched, but it was useless. Warmth spread again, soaking the already heavy padding. He whimpered into the pillow.

When the shower shut off, Anna appeared in the doorway wrapped in a white towel, hair dripping. She didn’t speak at first—just crossed to the bed, yanked the covers off him, and looked down.

“Wet again,” she said flatly. “And you didn’t even wait for me to check.”

Mike’s voice was small. “I—I couldn’t hold it.”

“Babies can’t hold it,” she replied. “That’s why they wear diapers. But you’re not just any baby. You’re my disobedient little bitch who needs to learn.”

She ripped the bonnet ribbons free, tossed it aside. Then she grabbed his arm and pulled him out of bed. The soggy diaper sagged between his legs; he waddled awkwardly as she marched him to the changing mat still spread on the floor from last night.

“Down.”

He lay back. She tore the tapes open without ceremony. The used diaper peeled away with a wet slap. Cum and piss had mixed into a sticky mess inside; the cage glistened with residue.

Anna wrinkled her nose.

“Disgusting.”

She wiped him roughly—cold wipes scraping over sensitive skin. Powder next—dumped on carelessly. Then a fresh diaper: the thickest one yet, almost cartoonishly bulky, with extra padding in the seat. She taped it so tight the front pulled his caged cock upward, pressing it against his lower belly.

She didn’t bother with the sissy clothes this morning. Just the diaper.

“Stand.”

He stood. The bulk forced his thighs apart; he looked down and saw the white mound protruding absurdly under his bare stomach.

Anna circled him once.

“Today you stay home,” she said. “No work. I called in for you—said you had a stomach bug. You’re going to spend the day in nothing but your diaper. Cleaning. Cooking. Waiting for me to come home. And if I find out you touched yourself without permission…” She let the threat hang.

Mike nodded frantically.

She dressed for work—sharp black skirt suit, heels, hair pinned up. Before she left she grabbed his chin.

“Be good, baby bitch. I’ll be checking the cameras.”

She’d installed two small nanny cams months ago “for security.” He’d forgotten about them. Now he realized: she could watch him from her phone all day.

The front door clicked shut.

Mike stood alone in the quiet house—naked except for the massive crinkly diaper, cage locked, skin still tingling from her rough wipe-down.

He tried to be productive. He started with the kitchen—wiping counters, loading the dishwasher. Every bend made the diaper crinkle and squish. Every reach pulled the tapes tighter. His cock—trapped and denied—ached constantly. The cage prevented any real erection, but the pressure built anyway: a dull, throbbing need.

By noon he was desperate.

He wandered into the living room, sat on the couch. The padding compressed under him with a loud squelch. He shifted. Squeezed his thighs together. Nothing helped.

His hand drifted down almost without thought—cupped the front of the diaper. Just holding. Feeling the heat trapped inside. Then—slowly—he started to rub.

Small circles at first. Then firmer. The thick padding muffled everything, but the friction against the cage was maddening. He closed his eyes. Imagined Anna’s breasts again. Her hand grinding him to that humiliating orgasm last night. The way she’d called him pathetic.

His hips rocked forward into his palm.

He didn’t hear the front door.

Anna had come home early—client meeting canceled, curiosity too strong. She stood in the doorway, phone already in hand, recording.

Mike didn’t notice until she cleared her throat.

He froze—hand still pressed to the diaper front, hips mid-thrust.

Anna’s voice was ice.

“Caught you.”

Mike yanked his hand away like it burned. “I—I wasn’t—”

“Don’t lie.” She stepped inside, kicked the door shut. “I saw everything. On the camera. You were humping your own diaper like a desperate puppy.”

She walked over, slow, deliberate. Towered above him on the couch.

“Stand up.”

He stood—diaper tented slightly at the front despite the cage, cheeks scarlet.

Anna grabbed his wrist, pulled his hand to her face. Made him smell his own palm—faint powder, faint musk.

“Smells like a naughty baby bitch who can’t follow rules.”

She dragged him to the center of the room.

“Kneel.”

He dropped.

She sat on the couch, legs crossed.

“Finish what you started. Right here. In front of me. Slowly.”

Mike stared up at her—eyes wide.

“Now,” she snapped.

His hand returned to the diaper front—shaking. He rubbed again—slow circles, just like before. The padding crinkled with every motion. His breathing turned ragged.

Anna watched—unblinking.

“Harder.”

He obeyed. Pressed the heel of his palm against the cage. Ground down. A whimper escaped.

“Look at me while you do it.”

He lifted his eyes. Hers were dark, furious, aroused.

“You thought you could sneak this? Jerk off in your wet diaper while I was gone? You don’t get privacy anymore. You don’t get secrets. You get watched. You get punished.”

She leaned forward.

“Tell me what you are.”

“I’m… I’m your baby bitch.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your baby bitch!”

She smiled—mean.

“Good. Now come. Right now. In that diaper. While I watch you humiliate yourself.”

Mike’s hand sped up—frantic rubbing through the padding. The cage rubbed raw against his swollen head. The pressure built too fast—too much denial, too much shame.

He cried out—sharp, broken. His body jerked. Heat pulsed through him again—another involuntary, trapped orgasm. Cum leaked out around the cage edges, soaking into the fresh diaper in thick spurts. The padding absorbed it greedily, turning warm and sticky against his skin.

When it ended he slumped forward—gasping, trembling.

Anna didn’t move.

She reached down, grabbed the front of his diaper—squeezed the messy, cum-soaked padding.

“Feel that? That’s what happens when you disobey. You come like a pathetic little slut, and then you sit in it.”

She stood.

“Stay right there. Don’t move.”

She walked to the kitchen, came back with her phone. Took three quick pictures—close-ups of his face, the diaper bulge, the wet spot spreading.

“Insurance,” she said. “In case you ever think about hiding anything again.”

She knelt in front of him—close enough that he could smell her perfume.

“But because I’m feeling generous…” She hooked a finger under his chin. “…tonight, when Lisa comes over, you’re going to serve us drinks. In your diaper. Nothing else. And if you’re very, very good—maybe I’ll unlock you for five minutes. Let you touch yourself properly while we watch.”

Mike’s eyes went wide.

Anna stood again.

“Or maybe I won’t. Maybe I’ll just make you hump my leg like the desperate baby bitch you are.”

She turned toward the stairs.

“Clean yourself up—new diaper, no touching. Then make dinner. I want pasta. And when Lisa gets here at eight…” She paused at the foot of the stairs. “…you’ll greet her on your knees. Diaper only. And you’ll thank her for coming to see what a pathetic little diaper slut my husband really is.”

She climbed the stairs without looking back.

Mike stayed kneeling—diaper heavy with his own mess, cage still locked, body shaking.

He had never felt so exposed.

So owned.

And—god help him—so desperate for the doorbell to ring.


Chapter 7: Played Orgasms and Ties

Mike spent the rest of the afternoon in a haze of dread and anticipation. The house felt too quiet after Anna left again for a late-afternoon client call. He’d changed into a fresh diaper as ordered—hands shaking as he taped it closed, the chastity cage still locked tight underneath. No clothes. Just the thick white padding hugging his hips, crinkling with every barefoot step across the hardwood floors. He cooked pasta like she’d demanded: sauce simmering, garlic bread in the oven, table set for two. But every time he bent to check the pot or reached for a plate, the bulk between his legs shifted, reminding him how exposed he was.

The doorbell rang at exactly eight.

Mike froze in the kitchen doorway, heart slamming against his ribs.

Anna’s voice floated down from upstairs—calm, amused.

“Answer it, baby bitch. On your knees. Crawl if you have to.”

He dropped to all fours without thinking. The diaper crinkled loudly as he moved—padding bunching and rustling with each shuffle forward. His face burned hotter with every inch closer to the door. When he reached it he hesitated, then turned the knob with trembling fingers and pulled it open just enough to peek.

Lisa stood on the doorstep in a sleek black coat, red lipstick, wine bottle in one hand. Her eyes widened for half a second—then her mouth curved into a slow, delighted grin.

“Oh my god,” she said, voice bright with laughter. “Anna wasn’t kidding.”

Mike couldn’t look up. He stared at her boots.

Lisa stepped inside without waiting for an invitation, nudged the door shut with her heel. She looked down at him—naked except for the massive diaper, caged bulge obvious under the taut tapes, knees red from crawling.

“Hi, Mikey,” she cooed, using the nickname she’d always teased him with at barbecues. “Or should I say… baby bitch?”

Mike whimpered.

Lisa laughed—full, throaty. She set the wine on the entry table, shrugged off her coat. Underneath: tight jeans, low-cut sweater that showed the edge of a black lace bra.

Anna appeared at the top of the stairs—still in her work skirt and blouse, sleeves rolled up, looking every inch the boss lady.

“Lisa,” she said warmly. “Right on time.”

Lisa glanced back at Mike. “This is… wow. I mean, I believed you when you texted the pictures, but seeing it in person…”

Anna descended the stairs slowly.

“He’s been very naughty today,” she said. “Caught jerking in his diaper while I was out. Came without permission. Twice.”

Lisa’s eyebrows shot up. “Naughty baby.”

Anna stopped beside her friend, both women now towering over Mike’s kneeling form.

“Kiss her boots,” Anna ordered. “Thank her for coming to see what a pathetic diaper slut you are.”

Mike leaned forward—lips brushing the smooth leather of Lisa’s ankle boots.

“Thank you… for coming to see… what a pathetic diaper slut I am.”

Lisa giggled. “You’re welcome, sweetie.”

Anna grabbed a fistful of his hair, pulled his head back so he had to look up at both of them.

“Living room. Crawl.”

He obeyed—shuffling ahead on hands and knees while the two women followed, chatting casually about work and wine like he wasn’t there.

In the living room Anna pointed to the center of the rug.

“Kneel. Hands behind your back.”

Mike knelt. Lisa sat on the couch; Anna perched on the arm beside her. They poured wine, clinked glasses.

Anna spoke first.

“Show her your cage, baby bitch.”

Mike’s hands shook as he reached down, tugged the front of the diaper open just enough for the pink plastic chastity device to peek out—small tube, locked ring, glistening tip visible through the slit.

Lisa leaned forward.

“Oh wow. That’s tiny. Like, really tiny.”

SPH hit like a slap—Lisa’s casual cruelty made it worse than Anna’s.

Anna smirked. “Told you. He’s locked until I decide he’s earned otherwise. But tonight… maybe a treat.”

She set her glass down, stood, walked behind Mike. Grabbed his wrists, pulled them together. From the side table she produced soft black rope—quick loops, tight knots. His arms bound behind his back in seconds. Shoulders pulled back, chest thrust forward, helpless.

Lisa watched with open fascination.

Anna returned to the couch, sat close to her friend.

“Now we play.”

She snapped her fingers.

Mike shuffled forward on his knees until he was between their legs—diaper crinkling, bound arms making him wobble.

Anna reached down first—fingers tracing the front of the diaper, pressing lightly over the cage.

“Feel that?” she asked Lisa. “All locked up. No escape.”

Lisa leaned in, curious—her manicured nails tapping the padded mound.

“Poor thing. Bet he’s dying in there.”

Anna’s hand slid lower—cupped his balls through the diaper, squeezed gently.

Mike gasped.

They took turns—slow, teasing touches. Anna rubbing circles over the cage. Lisa tracing the tapes, tugging them lightly. Every press, every squeeze made his trapped cock throb harder against the unyielding plastic. Pre-cum leaked steadily; the diaper front grew damp again.

Anna whispered to Lisa: “Watch this.”

She hooked two fingers under the diaper leg elastic, pulled it aside just enough to expose the cage fully. Then she flicked the tiny tube—once, sharp.

Mike yelped—hips jerking.

Lisa laughed. “Sensitive.”

They played for what felt like hours. Edging him mercilessly—rubbing until his breathing turned desperate, then stopping. Whispering taunts: “Tiny pee-pee can’t even get hard.” “Look how red he’s getting.” “Bet he’d come in two seconds if we let him.”

Mike’s body shook—sweat beading on his forehead, bound arms aching, diaper soaked with pre-cum and fresh spurts of desperation.

Finally Anna looked at Lisa.

“Should we let him?”

Lisa shrugged. “Your baby bitch. Your call.”

Anna smiled—slow, cruel.

“Beg.”

Mike’s voice cracked. “Please… Mommy… please let me come…”

“Louder. Tell Lisa why you deserve it.”

“Please, Lisa… I’ve been good… I’m your pathetic diaper slut… please let me come…”

Lisa grinned. “Okay. But only in the diaper. No touching the cage. Just our hands on the outside.”

Anna nodded.

They both reached down—one hand each—pressing hard against the padded front. They rubbed in unison—firm, relentless circles. The friction through the thick layers was torture and heaven at once. Mike’s hips bucked helplessly.

Anna leaned close. “Come for us, baby bitch. Right now. Show Lisa how fast you spill when two women play with your tiny locked pee-pee.”

The pressure snapped.

Mike cried out—body convulsing. Heat exploded through him in sharp, wrenching pulses. Cum surged against the cage, leaking out in thick ropes, soaking the diaper front until it sagged visibly. He shuddered through it—wave after wave—tears slipping down his cheeks from the intensity.

When it ended he collapsed forward—forehead against Lisa’s knee, gasping.

The women withdrew their hands. Anna patted his head like a pet.

“Good boy.”

Lisa wiped a tear from his cheek with her thumb.

“Aw. He cried. Cute.”

Anna untied his wrists—slowly, letting the blood flow back.

“Clean yourself up,” she told him. “New diaper. Then bring us more wine. You’re sleeping in the wet one tonight—again.”

Mike nodded weakly.

As he crawled away—diaper heavy and squishing—Lisa called after him.

“Hey, Mikey?”

He paused.

“Next time? Bring the bonnet. I want pictures.”

Anna laughed.

Mike kept crawling.

Upstairs, alone in the bathroom, he peeled the soaked diaper away. Cum and pre-cum had mixed into a sticky mess inside. He wiped himself clean—hands shaking—then taped on a fresh one. Thick. Crinkly. Prison.

When he returned downstairs with the wine bottle, Anna and Lisa were laughing softly on the couch.

Anna took the bottle, poured.

Then she looked at him—eyes dark with promise.

“Tomorrow,” she said quietly, “we go deeper. Friends. Party. Full sissy baby show.”

Lisa raised her glass.

“To baby bitch Mikey.”

Mike stood there—diapered, caged, owned—knowing resistance was gone.

He was theirs now.

And the worst part?

Some twisted corner of him couldn’t wait for tomorrow.


Chapter 8: Friend Lisa Sees

Mike spent the next day in quiet terror. Anna had left for work at seven sharp, kissing him once on the forehead like he was a child being dropped at daycare. “Stay in your diaper,” she’d said. “No clothes. No touching. I’ll know if you do.” Then she was gone, leaving him alone in the house with the nanny cams winking red lights from the corners.

He didn’t dare test her. He cleaned. He folded laundry. He sat on the couch with his legs pressed together, trying to ignore the constant crinkle and the dull ache in his caged cock. By afternoon the diaper was heavy again—he’d wet twice without meaning to, the warmth spreading each time like a slow betrayal. He changed himself once, hands clumsy, taping the fresh one too loose at first, then too tight. Either way it felt wrong.

At 5:30 the front door opened.

Anna walked in first—blazer slung over one arm, briefcase in the other. Behind her: Lisa.

Lisa in a short leather skirt, thigh-high boots, cropped top that showed a sliver of toned stomach. She carried a small overnight bag slung over her shoulder and a bottle of prosecco in her free hand.

Mike stood in the hallway—naked except for the thick white diaper, tapes slightly askew from his earlier fumble. His face went from pale to scarlet in seconds.

Lisa stopped short. Then she burst out laughing—not cruel exactly, but delighted, like she’d just been handed the best gossip of the year.

“Oh fuck,” she said, eyes wide. “He really is just walking around like that.”

Anna set her briefcase down, hung her blazer on the hook.

“Told you,” she said. “Come in, Lisa. Make yourself comfortable.”

Lisa kicked off her boots by the door, padded into the living room in socked feet. She dropped her bag on the couch, turned, and looked Mike up and down slowly.

“Turn for me, Mikey.”

Mike hesitated.

Anna’s voice sharpened. “You heard her. Turn.”

He did—slow circle. The diaper crinkled with every shift of his hips. The front bulged obviously where the cage pressed against the padding. His ass cheeks peeked slightly above the waistband when he moved.

Lisa whistled low. “Jesus. That thing is massive. How do you even walk?”

“He waddles,” Anna said dryly. “Like a proper baby bitch.”

Lisa circled him now—predatory, amused. She stopped behind him, reached out, and gave the seat of the diaper a firm pat. The padding squished under her palm.

“Wet?” she asked.

Mike’s throat closed.

Anna answered for him. “Probably. He can’t hold it for shit.”

Lisa’s hand slid lower—cupped the back of the diaper, squeezed. “Yup. Squishy. Someone’s been a leaky little boy all day.”

Mike made a small, broken sound.

Lisa stepped in front of him again. Her eyes dropped to the front bulge.

“Can I…?”

Anna nodded. “Go ahead. Check him properly.”

Lisa hooked two fingers under the leg elastic—same side Anna had used last night. Pulled it aside just enough to expose the pink chastity cage nestled inside the padding. The tube was slick with pre-cum; the ring bit slightly into swollen skin.

Lisa’s eyebrows shot up. “Holy shit. That’s… small. Like, really small.”

She let the elastic snap back—sharp sting against his thigh.

Mike flinched.

Lisa laughed again. “Sorry, sweetie. But damn. No wonder you’re locked up. Nothing to work with down there.”

Anna moved behind Mike, hands on his shoulders, holding him in place.

“Tell Lisa thank you for noticing,” she said.

Mike’s voice cracked. “Th-thank you… for noticing… my small pee-pee.”

Lisa beamed. “You’re welcome, baby bitch.”

Anna steered him toward the couch.

“Sit.”

He lowered himself carefully. The wet padding compressed with a loud squelch. Lisa sat beside him—close enough that her thigh pressed against his. Anna took the armchair opposite, legs crossed.

“Wine first,” Anna said. “Then we talk rules.”

Lisa popped the prosecco—foam spilling over her fingers. She poured three glasses, handed one to Anna, then held the third just out of Mike’s reach.

“Babies don’t drink from glasses,” she said sweetly. “You want some?”

Mike nodded—small, desperate.

Lisa tilted the glass to his lips. He sipped—bubbles sharp on his tongue. A drop escaped, ran down his chin onto his chest.

Lisa wiped it with her thumb, then pushed the thumb into his mouth.

“Clean.”

He sucked automatically—tasting prosecco and her skin.

Anna watched with hooded eyes.

“Tonight,” she said, “Lisa stays over. She wants to see how well my baby bitch behaves. So here’s what happens: you serve us dinner—in your diaper. You crawl when we tell you to crawl. You answer every question honestly. And when we’re done eating…” She leaned forward. “…you’re going to show Lisa exactly how fast you come when we tease that tiny locked pee-pee of yours.”

Mike’s breathing hitched.

Lisa set her glass down, turned to him.

“Excited?” she asked.

He couldn’t lie. Not with both of them staring.

“Yes,” he whispered.

Lisa reached over—patted the front of his diaper once, patronizing.

“Good. Because I brought toys.”

She opened her overnight bag, pulled out a small velvet pouch. Inside: a slim vibrating wand—pink, curved, powerful-looking.

Anna’s smile widened.

“Perfect.”

Dinner was torture.

Mike crawled to the kitchen, fetched plates, carried them back one at a time on his hands and knees. The women ate at the table—pasta he’d made earlier, reheated. He knelt beside Anna’s chair, head bowed, while they talked over him like he was furniture.

Halfway through the meal Lisa reached down, slipped her hand under the table, and pressed the vibrator against the front of his diaper—low setting, just a faint buzz.

Mike jolted.

Anna didn’t even look up from her plate. “Stay still.”

The vibration hummed through the padding—dulling the sensation but building pressure anyway. His caged cock throbbed uselessly. Pre-cum leaked in slow pulses.

Lisa kept it there for five full minutes—casual, like she was just resting her hand.

When she finally pulled away Mike was shaking.

“Bedtime soon,” Anna said. “But first… dessert.”

They moved to the living room. Mike crawled ahead. Lisa and Anna sat on the couch again—close together this time.

Anna snapped her fingers.

“Kneel between us.”

He did.

Lisa pulled the vibrator back out—higher setting now. She pressed it firmly against the diaper front, right over the cage.

Mike’s hips jerked forward.

Anna grabbed his chin. “Eyes on me.”

He looked up—tears already gathering.

Lisa rubbed slow circles—teasing, relentless.

“Tell us how small it is,” Anna ordered.

“It’s… it’s tiny,” Mike gasped. “So small… useless… locked…”

Lisa pressed harder. “And who owns it?”

“You do… Mommy… and Lisa…”

Anna smiled. “Good boy.”

The vibration intensified—Lisa cranking it to max.

Mike’s body locked—muscles straining, breath coming in short pants.

“Don’t come yet,” Anna warned. “Hold it.”

He tried. God, he tried. But the buzzing through the thick padding, the cage rubbing raw, the humiliation of both women watching—it was too much.

A broken sob escaped him.

Then it hit—sharp, wrenching. His hips bucked hard. Heat surged against the plastic tube, leaking out in helpless spurts, soaking the diaper front in thick, sticky warmth.

Lisa kept the vibrator pressed through it—drawing out every twitch, every shudder.

When he finally slumped forward—gasping, tears streaming—Lisa turned the toy off.

Anna stroked his hair once—almost gentle.

“Messy baby,” she murmured. “Look what you did.”

Lisa lifted the diaper front just enough to see: cum smeared inside, cage glistening, padding darkened.

She laughed softly. “He really can’t control it, can he?”

Anna shook her head. “Not anymore.”

She stood, pulled Mike to his feet.

“Bed. Now. You sleep between us tonight—in that wet diaper. No change until morning.”

Lisa gathered her things, followed them upstairs.

In the bedroom Anna pushed Mike onto the mattress—center. Lisa slid in on one side, Anna on the other.

They sandwiched him—warm bodies, soft skin, the faint scent of their perfume mixing with the talcum smell of his diaper.

Lisa draped an arm over his chest.

Anna pressed against his back, hand resting possessively on the front of his soaked padding.

“Sleep, baby bitch,” Anna whispered. “Tomorrow we invite more friends. And you’re going to show them everything.”

Mike closed his eyes—trapped, wet, aching, surrounded.

He should have hated it.

But as their breathing evened out beside him, he felt the dark, twisted part of him settle.

He was theirs.

And tomorrow would be worse.

He couldn’t wait.


Chapter 9: Friends Party Starts

The following Saturday arrived like a storm Mike had seen coming for days but couldn’t outrun. Anna had spent the week building it slowly—casual texts to friends, vague promises of “drinks and fun at our place,” never mentioning what the main entertainment would be. Mike knew. Every time she looked at him with that calm, possessive smile, he knew.

By Friday night the house was prepped: living room rearranged with extra chairs pulled from the garage, a low coffee table cleared for snacks and drinks, soft lighting from the floor lamps. Anna had even set out a small stack of white towels “just in case.” Mike had watched her do it, stomach twisting.

Saturday morning she woke him with a firm slap to the padded front of his overnight diaper—still wet from two helpless leaks during the night.

“Up, baby bitch,” she said. “Big day.”

She changed him herself—rough but efficient. Fresh diaper: the absolute thickest one yet, almost comically bulky, with extra leak guards and a faint baby-powder scent already baked into the lining. She taped it so tight the front pulled his caged cock upward at an uncomfortable angle. No onesie today. No skirt. Just the diaper—pure, humiliating white against his bare skin.

“Stay like this until guests arrive,” she ordered. “You’ll greet them at the door. On your knees. Diaper only.”

Mike nodded—voice gone.

Anna dressed herself in a sleek red dress—tight at the waist, low neckline, heels that clicked like judgments. She looked powerful. Untouchable. Everything he wasn’t.

Friends started arriving at seven.

First: Lisa, of course. She breezed in wearing a short black dress, hugged Anna, then looked down at Mike kneeling in the entryway—diaper bulging obviously, face scarlet.

“Evening, Mikey,” she said, patting his head like a dog. “Ready to serve?”

He whispered, “Yes, Miss Lisa.”

She laughed and stepped past him into the living room.

Next came Sarah—Anna’s colleague from marketing, tall, sharp cheekbones, always the one with the dry one-liners at office parties. She stopped short when she saw Mike.

“Uh… Anna?”

Anna appeared behind her, wine glass already in hand.

“Sarah, meet my baby bitch properly. Mike’s been very honest about his… needs lately.”

Sarah blinked. Then her mouth curved.

“Well. This is new.”

She stepped inside, nudged Mike’s shoulder with her toe.

“Cute padding. Very… secure.”

Mike couldn’t look up.

Then came Tom and Elise—couple from the neighborhood, mid-thirties, always hosting barbecues. Tom laughed out loud the second he saw Mike. Elise covered her mouth, eyes wide, but didn’t look away.

“Jesus, Anna,” Tom said. “You weren’t kidding in the group chat.”

Anna smiled. “I never kid about discipline.”

By eight the living room held seven people besides Anna and Mike: Lisa, Sarah, Tom & Elise, plus two more—Mark (Anna’s old college friend, quiet but observant) and Jenna (Sarah’s girlfriend, tattoos and bold laugh).

They sat in a loose circle—drinks in hand, cheese platter passed around, conversation flowing like any normal gathering. Except Mike knelt in the center of the rug, naked except for the massive diaper, hands clasped behind his back as Anna had tied them earlier with soft rope.

The talk started light—work gripes, weekend plans—then gradually circled back to him.

Lisa spoke first. “So, Mikey—how’s the diaper life treating you?”

All eyes turned.

Mike’s voice was barely audible. “It’s… humiliating.”

Sarah leaned forward. “Good humiliating or bad humiliating?”

Mike hesitated.

Anna answered for him. “Both. That’s the point.”

Tom chuckled. “Gotta admit, the bulk is impressive. How thick is that thing?”

Anna stood, walked behind Mike, hooked her fingers under the waistband and tugged upward—making the tapes pull tighter, the padding squish audibly.

“Feel free to check,” she said.

Tom hesitated—then reached out, pressed his palm flat against the front bulge. Squeezed once.

“Damn. Like sitting on a pillow.”

The room laughed—nervous at first, then freer.

Elise leaned in next. “Does he… use it? Like, fully?”

Anna nodded. “Every time. No exceptions. He’s not allowed the toilet anymore.”

Jenna whistled low. “That’s commitment.”

Mark—quiet until now—spoke up. “And the cage? Still on?”

Anna lifted Mike’s chin. “Show them.”

Mike’s bound hands couldn’t help, so Anna reached down herself—pulled the front of the diaper open just enough to expose the small pink chastity device.

The room went quiet for a beat.

Then Sarah: “Holy shit. That’s… tiny.”

SPH landed from multiple directions now—casual, almost affectionate.

Lisa: “Explains a lot.”

Tom: “Poor guy. No wonder he needs diapers—he can’t even fill a real one properly.”

Elise giggled. Jenna just shook her head, smiling.

Anna let the diaper front snap back.

“Now,” she said, “entertainment.”

She untied Mike’s wrists.

“Crawl to each person. Ask them nicely if they’d like to spank your diapered bottom.”

Mike’s heart stopped.

But he obeyed.

He crawled to Lisa first—head bowed.

“Miss Lisa… may I please have a spanking on my diapered bottom?”

Lisa grinned. “Only if you say ‘pretty please, I’m a naughty baby bitch.’”

Mike repeated it—voice shaking.

She pulled him across her lap—diaper up, ass presented. Five firm smacks—each one making the padding bounce and squish. Heat bloomed fast.

Next Sarah—ten harder ones, her hand lingering to squeeze after each.

Tom gave him eight—strong, almost playful, but enough to make Mike whimper.

Elise—lighter, curious pats that somehow felt more humiliating.

Jenna—quick six, then a final hard one that made him yelp.

Mark declined politely—“I’m good, thanks”—but watched intently.

When Mike finished the circle he was flushed, ass burning under the padding, cock throbbing uselessly in the cage.

Anna stood.

“Final part,” she announced. “Show them how fast my baby bitch comes from shame.”

She guided him back to the center—on his knees again.

Lisa pulled the small vibrator from her bag—the same pink one from before.

Anna nodded.

Lisa pressed it to the diaper front—medium setting. The buzz hummed through the thick layers.

Mike’s hips jerked.

Anna knelt beside him—hand on his shoulder.

“Look at them,” she ordered. “Look at your friends while you leak in your diaper.”

All eyes on him—some amused, some curious, some openly aroused.

Lisa increased the speed.

Mike’s breathing turned ragged—short gasps, hips rocking forward into the vibration.

Anna whispered: “Come for them, baby bitch. Show everyone how pathetic you are.”

The shame crashed over him—seven pairs of eyes, laughter, comments (“Look at him squirm,” “He’s gonna pop any second,” “Tiny pee-pee can’t handle it”).

His body locked.

A choked sob escaped.

Then release—sharp, involuntary pulses. Heat flooded the diaper front in thick spurts, soaking the padding until it sagged visibly. His whole frame shuddered—tears slipping down his cheeks.

The room erupted—claps, cheers, soft laughter.

Lisa turned the vibrator off.

Anna patted his wet, messy diaper once—firm.

“Good boy.”

She looked around at the group.

“Party’s just getting started. Who wants to help change him?”

Hands went up—Lisa first, then Sarah, then Jenna.

Mike stayed on his knees—diaper heavy with his own cum, ass stinging, surrounded by friends who now knew everything.

Anna leaned down, kissed his temple.

“Welcome to your new normal, baby bitch.”

She stood.

“Next round of drinks. Mikey—crawl and serve.”

He obeyed—crinkling, leaking, burning with shame.

And somewhere deep inside—twisted, terrified, alive—he felt the surrender settle deeper.

No going back.

Not anymore.


Chapter 10: Nude Diaper Day

Sunday morning broke gray and cold over Las Vegas. Rain tapped against the bedroom windows like impatient fingers. Mike woke slowly—body heavy, mind foggy from the night before. The diaper he’d slept in was a disaster: soaked from multiple nighttime leaks, cum from the forced orgasm at the party still dried in sticky patches inside the front. The chastity cage felt welded to his skin. His ass still throbbed faintly from the spankings.

Anna was already up. She stood at the foot of the bed in yoga pants and a cropped hoodie, hair in a messy bun, holding a fresh diaper in one hand and the small key to his cage in the other.

“Morning, baby bitch,” she said. Her voice was soft—almost gentle. That made it scarier.

Mike pushed himself up on his elbows. The wet padding squished under him.

“Today is special,” Anna continued. “No clothes. At all. Just your diaper. All day. No hiding in the bedroom. No running upstairs when the doorbell rings. You exist in this house as my naked, diapered baby bitch. Understood?”

Mike nodded—throat dry.

Anna tossed the fresh diaper onto the bed.

“Change yourself. Then come downstairs. Breakfast is waiting.”

She left without another word.

Mike peeled the ruined diaper away—slow, careful. The smell hit him: stale urine, dried cum, powder. He wiped himself with baby wipes from the nightstand—cold, clinical strokes. His small cock looked pitiful outside the cage—reddened, shrunken from denial. He taped the new diaper on: another ultra-thick one, white with faint pastel clouds printed across the front. The tapes pulled snug; the padding forced his thighs apart even when standing still.

He walked downstairs naked except for that. The house felt colder without even socks. Every step crinkled loudly in the quiet.

Anna was at the kitchen island, sipping coffee, scrolling her phone. She looked up.

“Turn.”

He did—slow circle. Rain streaked the windows behind her.

She nodded once.

“Sit.”

He lowered himself onto the bar stool. The padding compressed with a soft squelch. No cushion—just hard wood against thick diaper.

Breakfast was oatmeal again—small bites, spoon-fed by Anna this time. She stood beside him, one hand resting on the back of his neck while she fed him like an infant. A dribble of milk escaped his lips; she wiped it with her thumb, then pushed the thumb into his mouth.

“Clean.”

He sucked.

When the bowl was empty she set it aside.

“Rule for today: you crawl everywhere inside the house. No walking upright unless I say. You ask permission to use your hands for anything. And if anyone comes over…” She smiled. “…you greet them exactly as you are.”

Mike’s stomach dropped.

Anna pulled out her phone, tapped the screen.

“Lisa’s coming at eleven. She wants to see the full nude-diaper experiment. And she’s bringing Jenna.”

Mike made a small sound—half whimper, half plea.

Anna cupped his chin.

“You’ll be perfect. Or I’ll unlock the cage, edge you for an hour in front of them, and lock you right back up without letting you finish. Your choice.”

She released him.

“Now crawl to the living room. Kneel by the couch. Wait.”

He dropped to hands and knees—diaper crinkling with every movement. The hardwood was cold against his palms and knees. He settled beside the couch—back straight, hands on thighs, head bowed.

Anna followed, sat with her coffee, legs crossed.

They waited in silence.

At 11:03 the doorbell rang.

Anna stood.

“Crawl to the door. Open it. Greet them properly.”

Mike’s heart hammered. He shuffled forward—slow, humiliating waddle-crawl. The diaper swayed between his legs with each motion. He reached the door, rose just enough to turn the knob, pulled it open a crack.

Lisa and Jenna stood on the step—both in casual weekend clothes: Lisa in leggings and an oversized sweater, Jenna in ripped jeans and a leather jacket. They looked down at him—naked, diapered, kneeling.

Lisa’s grin was instant.

“There he is. Our favorite baby bitch.”

Jenna laughed—short, surprised.

“Jesus, Anna wasn’t exaggerating. Full nude except the padding.”

Anna appeared behind Mike.

“Come in, ladies. Shoes off. Make yourselves comfortable.”

They stepped inside. Lisa nudged Mike’s shoulder with her socked foot.

“Lead the way, Mikey. Crawl nice and slow so we can watch that cute padded ass.”

Mike obeyed—crawling ahead into the living room. The women followed, chatting casually about the rain, the new café on Ginnekenmarkt, nothing about him at first.

In the living room Anna pointed.

“Kneel in the center.”

Mike knelt—diaper crinkling as he settled.

Lisa and Jenna sat on the couch. Anna took the armchair.

Lisa leaned forward first.

“Stand up for us, sweetie. Let’s see the full view.”

Mike rose—awkwardly, thighs forced apart by the bulk. Naked from the waist up, pale skin prickling in the cool air. The diaper dominated everything: huge white mound in front, tapes high on his hips, slight sag already from the morning’s leak.

Jenna whistled low.

“Damn. That thing is massive. How does he even sit?”

Anna smiled. “With difficulty.”

Lisa stood, circled him slowly. Her fingers trailed over his bare chest—light, teasing—then down to his nipples. She pinched one—sharp.

Mike gasped.

“Sensitive little boobies,” she murmured. “Poor baby.”

Jenna joined her—standing on the other side. She cupped his other nipple, rolled it between thumb and finger.

“Look at him blush,” Jenna said. “He loves it.”

They played with his chest for long minutes—pinching, twisting, flicking—until his nipples were red and swollen, his breathing shallow.

Anna watched from the chair.

“Touch his diaper,” she said quietly. “See how wet he already is.”

Lisa’s hand slid down—cupped the front bulge. Squeezed.

“Warm. And squishy. Someone’s been leaking.”

Jenna pressed from the side—palm flat, rubbing slow circles.

Mike’s knees buckled slightly. His caged cock throbbed uselessly against the padding.

Lisa laughed. “He’s getting hard in there. Or trying to.”

Anna stood, walked over.

“Enough teasing for now.”

She guided Mike back to his knees.

“Stay.”

She disappeared upstairs, returned with a small bottle of warm milk and a baby bottle nipple already attached.

“Open.”

Mike parted his lips. Anna pushed the nipple in—gentle but firm.

“Drink.”

He sucked—slow, rhythmic pulls. Warm milk flowed. The women watched—Lisa snapping a few discreet photos on her phone.

When the bottle was half-empty Anna pulled it out.

“Now the fun part.”

She knelt in front of him—close. Her hands returned to his chest—cupping his pecs fully now, squeezing like they were breasts.

“Such pretty little boobies on my baby bitch,” she murmured. “So soft. So needy.”

Lisa and Jenna joined—four hands on his chest now. Massaging, kneading, pinching. Mike’s head fell back—eyes fluttering shut.

The sensation built fast—too much, too many hands. His hips rocked forward involuntarily. The diaper front rubbed against his trapped cock with every tiny movement.

Anna whispered: “Come for us, baby bitch. Right here. Naked. Diapered. With three women playing with your pathetic little boobies.”

Lisa pinched harder.

Jenna tugged.

Anna squeezed.

Mike broke—sharp cry muffled against his own shoulder. His body convulsed. Heat pulsed through him—another involuntary orgasm, trapped and helpless, spurting into the diaper in thick, shameful bursts. The padding absorbed it quickly, turning warm and heavy at the front.

When it ended he slumped forward—gasping, tears on his cheeks.

The women withdrew their hands.

Lisa patted his wet diaper.

“Good boy.”

Anna kissed his forehead.

“Clean-up in ten minutes. Then lunch. You’re staying nude all day, remember.”

Jenna stood, stretched.

“Next time we bring more friends,” she said casually.

Anna smiled.

“Next time we will.”

Mike stayed kneeling—naked, diapered, spent, surrounded.

Rain kept falling outside.

Inside, the humiliation settled deeper.

And he knew—he was never getting his old life back.


Chapter 11: Orgasms in Front of Friends

Monday came too fast. The weekend’s humiliations still clung to Mike like damp padding—every time he moved, he could almost feel the phantom squish of soaked diapers, the sting of spanks, the burn of eyes watching him come undone. Anna had let him sleep in a fresh one Sunday night, but she’d added a new rule: no unlocking the cage until she said so. The small pink tube stayed locked, a constant reminder.

She woke him at 6:30 with a firm tug on the diaper tapes.

“Up, baby bitch. Work from home today. Same as last week. Diaper only. Crawl. No clothes.”

Mike nodded—voice gone again. He changed himself under her watchful eye: another thick white one, tapes pulled snug. The bulk forced his legs apart even when he tried to stand straight.

Anna dressed for the office—charcoal blazer, pencil skirt, heels. Before she left she knelt in front of him, cupped his chin.

“Rules for today: you stay in the living room. Nanny cams are on. If you need to change yourself, you do it in the center of the rug—slow, so the cameras catch every second. And you film it on your phone afterward. Send it to me. Title the video: ‘Baby bitch changing for Mommy.’”

Mike swallowed.

“Second rule: no touching the front of your diaper without permission. If you get desperate, you text me. One word: ‘Please.’ I’ll decide if you get relief.”

She stood.

“And third: Lisa, Sarah, and Jenna are coming over tonight. Seven sharp. Small gathering. You’re the entertainment again. But this time…” She smiled. “…you’re going to come without anyone touching you. Just words. Just shame. Just their eyes on you.”

She kissed his forehead—soft, almost loving—then left.

The day dragged.

Mike crawled. He cleaned what he could on hands and knees. He sat on the rug when he got tired, diaper crinkling under him. By noon he was leaking again—small, uncontrollable spurts from the pressure and the constant low-level arousal. He changed himself in the living-room center as ordered: slow, deliberate, peeling the wet one away, wiping, powdering, taping the fresh one on. He filmed it all—hands shaking so badly the video wobbled. Sent it with the title she’d demanded.

Anna replied twenty minutes later: Good boy. Keep leaking for me.

The rest of the afternoon was agony. Every thought circled back to tonight: four women, him naked except diaper, forced to orgasm from humiliation alone. His caged cock ached—throbbed uselessly against plastic. Pre-cum dripped steadily into the padding.

At 6:45 he heard cars in the driveway.

Anna arrived first—home early. She found him kneeling in the living room, fresh diaper already damp at the front.

She changed into a simple black dress—short, tight—then checked his diaper with one quick squeeze.

“Wet already. Perfect.”

The doorbell rang.

“Crawl and greet them.”

Mike shuffled to the door—opened it on his knees.

Lisa, Sarah, and Jenna stood together—wine bottles, snacks, casual clothes. They looked down at him and smiled in unison.

Lisa: “Look who’s waiting like a good puppy.”

Sarah: “Diaper’s looking heavy already, Mikey.”

Jenna: “Ready to perform for us?”

Anna appeared behind him.

“Come in, ladies. Living room. He’ll serve drinks in a minute.”

They filed past—each one patting his head or giving the diaper front a casual squeeze as they went by.

In the living room they settled on the couch and chairs—circle around the rug where Mike knelt in the center.

Anna poured wine.

“Tonight’s game is simple,” she announced. “No hands on him. No toys. No touching the diaper at all. We talk. We tease. We watch. And he comes—right there in his padding—from nothing but our words and his own pathetic desperation.”

Lisa raised her glass.

“To baby bitch Mikey’s willpower. Or lack of it.”

They clinked.

Anna started.

“Look at him, girls. Naked. Diapered. Locked in that tiny cage. He’s been leaking all day just thinking about us coming over. Haven’t you, baby bitch?”

Mike nodded—small, trembling.

Sarah leaned forward.

“Tell us how small it is. Out loud. Loud enough for everyone.”

Mike’s voice cracked. “My… my pee-pee is tiny. Really tiny. Useless. That’s why it’s locked.”

Jenna laughed softly.

“And why do tiny pee-pees need diapers?”

“Because… because I can’t control myself. I leak. I come too fast. I’m not a man. I’m… I’m a baby bitch.”

Lisa sipped her wine.

“Remember Saturday? When you came in front of everyone just from a vibrator on the outside? Pathetic. And tonight—no vibrator. Just us telling you the truth.”

They took turns—slow, deliberate.

Sarah: “You used to pretend to be normal. Suit and tie. Now look at you—crawling, wetting yourself, getting hard in a cage from being called small.”

Jenna: “Bet you’re dripping right now. Just from hearing us say it.”

Lisa: “Imagine if we told everyone at your old office. ‘Hey, Mike? Yeah, he wears diapers now. Comes in them while his wife watches.’”

Anna: “You love it, don’t you? Being reduced to this. Being our entertainment. Our little diaper slut.”

Mike’s breathing turned ragged. His hips twitched forward—tiny, helpless rocks into empty air. The diaper front tented slightly where his trapped cock strained.

Sarah noticed.

“Look—he’s humping nothing. Desperate little thing.”

Jenna: “Bet he’s close already. All that pre-cum soaking his padding. Poor baby can’t even get properly hard.”

Lisa leaned in close—voice low, intimate.

“Come for us, Mikey. Right now. Show us how fast a tiny locked pee-pee can spill just from being laughed at.”

Anna joined—soft but commanding.

“Do it, baby bitch. Come in your diaper. Hands behind your back. No touching. Just from our words. From knowing we all see what a pathetic mess you are.”

Mike’s body locked—muscles straining, breath hitching.

A choked whimper escaped.

Then it hit—sharp, involuntary. His hips jerked hard—once, twice. Heat pulsed through him in wrenching waves. Cum surged against the cage, leaking out around the edges in thick spurts, soaking the diaper front until it darkened visibly and sagged. He shuddered through it—tears slipping down his cheeks, small sobs mixing with gasps.

The women watched in silence—smiling, sipping wine.

When the spasms faded Mike slumped forward—forehead against the rug, trembling.

Lisa broke the quiet.

“Jesus. He really did it. No hands. No toy. Just us talking.”

Sarah: “Record time, I think.”

Jenna: “Messy boy.”

Anna stood, walked over, knelt beside him. She lifted his chin gently.

“Look at me.”

He did—eyes glassy, wet.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “So good.”

She patted the soaked diaper front—firm, possessive.

“Now stay right there. Kneel. Let it cool in your padding. We’re going to have another glass of wine. And when we’re ready… we’ll decide if you get changed tonight. Or if you sleep in that cum-soaked mess.”

She stood.

The women resumed chatting—casual, light. Work. Weekend plans. The new restaurant in the city center.

Mike stayed kneeling—diaper heavy and warm between his legs, body spent, mind blank.

Surrounded by friends who now owned every secret.

And deep down—under the shame, the exhaustion—he felt it settle:

This was his life now.

And part of him—small, dark, honest—didn’t want it any other way.


Chapter 12: Deeper Forced Training

Tuesday morning felt heavier than the rest of the week combined. Mike woke to the now-familiar sensation of a cold, heavy diaper clinging to him—wet from three separate leaks overnight, the padding sagging low between his legs. The chastity cage underneath had rubbed him raw during the night; every small shift sent a dull ache through his groin. He didn’t dare touch it. Anna’s rules had become iron: no hands on the front without explicit permission, and permission only came when she decided he’d suffered enough.

She entered the bedroom at 7:15 sharp, already dressed for work—navy blazer, white blouse, skirt that hugged her hips. In her hand: a small black collar with a silver ring at the front and a short leash clipped to it.

“Up, baby bitch,” she said. “Today we go deeper.”

Mike pushed himself to sitting. The diaper squished audibly.

Anna knelt on the bed, fastened the collar around his neck—snug but not choking. The leather was cool against his skin. She clipped the leash, gave it a light tug.

“Follow.”

She led him downstairs on all fours—crawling behind her, diaper crinkling with every knee-forward motion. The leash stayed taut; if he slowed, she tugged. In the kitchen she pointed to a spot beside her bar stool.

“Kneel. Stay.”

He obeyed—knees on the cold tile, hands flat on thighs, head bowed.

Anna prepared breakfast: scrambled eggs for her, a bowl of plain oatmeal for him—no spoon. She set it on the floor in front of him.

“Eat. Like a good baby. No hands.”

Mike lowered his face to the bowl—awkward, humiliating. He lapped at the oatmeal with his tongue, bits sticking to his chin. Anna watched while she ate, occasionally reaching down to stroke his hair or tug the leash lightly.

When the bowl was clean she wiped his face with a damp cloth—gentle but firm.

“Good start,” she said. “Now the new rules.”

She pulled him to the living room by the leash.

“From today on, you don’t just crawl inside the house. You crawl everywhere—unless I carry you or tell you to stand. You speak only in baby talk when addressed directly. Short sentences. High voice. No adult words unless I allow them. And you thank me after every command. Understood?”

Mike nodded.

Anna tugged the leash. “Words. Baby talk.”

Mike swallowed. His voice came out small, pitched higher than normal.

“Yeth, Mommy. Tank you, Mommy.”

Anna smiled—slow, satisfied.

“Perfect.”

She sat on the couch, patted her lap.

“Up here. Time for morning change.”

Mike crawled up—awkwardly straddling her thigh. She unsnapped nothing (no onesie today), just ripped the tapes open. The wet diaper peeled away with a sticky sound. She wiped him thoroughly—cold wipes dragging over his caged cock, his balls, the crease of his ass. Powder next—generous clouds that made him sneeze once. Then the fresh diaper: even thicker, crinkly plastic outside, soft inner lining. She taped it high and tight, pulling the front up so the cage pressed firmly against his lower belly.

“There,” she said. “All snug again.”

She tugged the leash.

“Now practice. Crawl to the kitchen. Bring me my coffee mug from the counter. In your mouth.”

Mike crawled—leash trailing behind him. He reached the counter, rose on his knees, stretched. His teeth closed around the mug handle—careful not to spill the dregs inside. He crawled back, head low, mug in mouth.

Anna took it, set it aside.

“Good baby. Now say thank you for the change.”

Mike’s voice trembled—still high, lisping slightly.

“Tank you for changing me, Mommy. Tank you for my new diapee.”

She patted his padded crotch once—firm.

“You’re learning.”

The day continued like that: endless small tasks designed to reinforce the regression. Fetch her phone. Carry a pillow in his mouth. Kneel beside her while she worked from home in the afternoon—head resting on her thigh, leash looped around her wrist. Every hour she checked his diaper—sliding a hand inside the leg elastic, feeling for wetness.

At 4:30 she texted Lisa.

Lisa arrived at 5:15—jeans, hoodie, small duffel bag slung over her shoulder.

She stepped inside, looked down at Mike crawling toward her with the leash in Anna’s hand.

“Well hello, little one,” Lisa cooed. “Look at you—collar and everything. So cute.”

Anna handed her the leash.

“Take him for a walk. Around the living room. Make him practice his baby talk.”

Lisa tugged gently.

“C’mon, Mikey. Crawl for Auntie Lisa.”

Mike followed—circle after circle around the coffee table. Lisa kept the pace slow, tugging when he lagged.

“Say it,” she prompted. “Tell Auntie Lisa what you are.”

Mike’s voice—high, lisping, humiliated:

“I’m a wittle baby bitch, Auntie Wisa. Tank you for walking me.”

Lisa laughed.

“Adorable.”

When they returned to the couch Anna took the leash back.

“Change time,” she announced. “Lisa, you do the honors. He needs to get used to other people handling him.”

Lisa knelt in front of Mike.

“Lie down, sweetie.”

He lay back on the rug—arms at his sides, legs slightly apart.

Lisa ripped the tapes—slow, dramatic. The diaper front fell open. The cage glistened with fresh pre-cum; the padding inside was damp but not soaked.

“Still leaking,” Lisa noted. “Such a messy boy.”

She wiped him—methodical, thorough. Her fingers brushed his caged cock deliberately—light, teasing strokes that made him whimper.

Anna watched from the couch.

“Tell her thank you, baby.”

Mike’s voice cracked—high and small.

“Tank you, Auntie Wisa, for changing my diapee.”

Lisa powdered him generously—clouds drifting up—then slid a fresh diaper under his hips. She lifted his legs high—higher than necessary, folding him almost double. His ass lifted off the rug; everything exposed.

She taped slowly—first one side, then the other, pulling snug.

“All done,” she said, patting the front. “Nice and thick. Perfect for a baby bitch.”

Anna stood.

“Now the fun part.”

She guided Mike to kneel between them—leash still attached.

“Watch this,” Anna told Lisa.

She reached down, cupped Mike’s bare chest—squeezed his pecs like breasts.

“Such soft little boobies,” she murmured. “Auntie Lisa, feel.”

Lisa’s hands joined—kneading, pinching his nipples until they hardened.

Mike’s breathing hitched—high, whimpering sounds.

Anna whispered: “You’re going to come for us again. Just from boob play. No touching down there. Just our hands on your chest and your own shame.”

Lisa tugged his nipples harder.

“Look at him squirm,” she said. “Tiny pee-pee trying so hard in its cage.”

Anna rolled one nipple between her fingers.

“Come on, baby bitch. Spill for Auntie and Mommy. Show us how fast you lose control when we play with your pathetic little boobies.”

Mike’s hips rocked—tiny, helpless thrusts into air. His face flushed deep red. Tears gathered at the corners of his eyes.

Lisa pinched—sharp.

Anna squeezed.

Mike broke—sharp cry, body convulsing. Heat pulsed through him—another forced, hands-free orgasm. Cum leaked around the cage edges, soaking the fresh diaper in thick, warm spurts. He shuddered—high-pitched whimpers turning to soft sobs.

When it ended Lisa patted his wet front.

“Good boy.”

Anna tugged the leash—pulled him against her thigh.

“You did so well,” she murmured. “But we’re not done. Tonight you sleep in the wet one. And tomorrow…” She looked at Lisa. “…we plan the next party. Bigger. More friends. Full sissy baby treatment.”

Lisa grinned.

“Can’t wait.”

Mike stayed pressed against Anna’s leg—diaper heavy, chest tingling, leash taut.

Deeper.

Further.

No escape.

And the twisted part of him—the part that hated how much he craved it—was already aching for tomorrow.


Chapter 13: Big Party Shame

Friday evening arrived like the final act of a play Mike had never auditioned for but couldn’t leave the stage. Anna had spent the week dropping hints in the group chat she’d created—casual messages like “Small get-together at ours this Friday. Bring wine and an open mind. Mikey will be the star.” No details. Just enough to make the RSVPs roll in fast.

By 7 p.m. the house buzzed with voices. Ten people total—more than the last party. Lisa and Jenna were already there, helping Anna arrange chairs in a wide semicircle around the living-room rug. Sarah arrived next, then Tom and Elise again, plus three new faces: Paul (Tom’s coworker, broad-shouldered and quiet), Mia (Sarah’s friend from yoga, petite with sharp eyes), and David (Mark’s plus-one, tall and smirking like he’d been promised a show).

The air smelled of wine, cheese, and faint vanilla candles. Soft jazz played low from the speakers.

Mike waited in the hallway—crawling position, leash clipped to his collar, fresh diaper taped on an hour earlier. Anna had chosen a special one for tonight: extra-thick, crinkly plastic shell printed with tiny pastel teddy bears, tapes pulled so high the waistband almost reached his navel. No clothes. No cage cover. Just the collar, the leash, and the massive white bulge between his legs.

Anna appeared in the doorway—black cocktail dress, heels, hair swept up. She tugged the leash once.

“Showtime, baby bitch. Crawl in. Greet everyone properly.”

Mike shuffled forward—slow, deliberate. The diaper forced an exaggerated waddle even on hands and knees. The crinkle echoed off the walls. Every pair of eyes turned as he entered the circle.

Lisa clapped first—slow, delighted.

“There’s our little star.”

Sarah whistled. “Bigger crowd tonight. You ready, Mikey?”

He reached the center of the rug, knelt upright—hands behind his back, head bowed.

Anna stood behind him, leash in hand.

“Introduce yourself, baby. Nice and loud. Baby talk.”

Mike’s voice came out high, lisping, trembling.

“Hewwo evewybody. I’m Mikey… Anna’s wittle baby bitch. I wear diapees because my tiny pee-pee can’t contwow itsewf. Tank you for coming to see me be shamefuw.”

A ripple of laughter—some shocked, some amused, some openly aroused.

Tom raised his glass. “To Mikey.”

They toasted.

Anna tugged the leash upward.

“Stand up. Let them see.”

Mike rose—awkward, thighs forced apart. The teddy-bear diaper dominated his naked body: huge padded mound in front, slight sag already from nervous leaks, tapes stretched tight over his hips.

Paul leaned forward. “Jesus. That’s… a lot of padding.”

Mia circled him slowly—eyes wide. “Can we… touch?”

Anna nodded. “Feel free. He’s here for your entertainment.”

Hands reached out—tentative at first, then bolder. Lisa squeezed the front—firm. Sarah patted the seat—squishy sound. Jenna tugged a tape lightly. Tom pressed his palm flat against the bulge—held it there.

“Warm,” he said. “He’s already wet.”

More laughter.

Anna pulled him closer by the leash.

“Time for the show.”

She guided him to kneel again—center stage.

“Tonight,” she announced, “no hands on him. No toys. No direct stimulation. He’s going to come—multiple times if we’re lucky—from pure humiliation. From your words. Your eyes. Your laughter. From knowing every single one of you sees exactly what he is.”

Lisa started.

“Look at him, everyone. Naked. Collared. Diapered like a toddler. That tiny locked pee-pee hasn’t been free in weeks. Bet it’s dripping just from us staring.”

Sarah: “Remember last time? He came hands-free while we teased his boobies. Tonight—no touching at all. Just shame. Think he can handle it?”

Jenna: “He’s already rocking his hips. Little desperate thrusts into nothing. Pathetic.”

Tom: “Tiny pee-pee can’t even fill that cage. No wonder he needs diapers—he’d make a mess in two seconds flat if he was allowed out.”

Mia giggled. “He’s blushing so hard. Look at his face. He loves being laughed at.”

Paul: “Bet he’s gonna wet himself before he comes.”

David: “Come on, Mikey. Show us. Spill in your teddy-bear diaper like the baby bitch you are.”

The words hit like waves—each one building pressure inside him. Mike’s breathing turned shallow—short pants, hips twitching forward in tiny, helpless jerks. The diaper front tented slightly where his trapped cock strained. Pre-cum leaked steadily; the padding darkened at the crotch.

Anna knelt beside him—voice low, commanding.

“Look around, baby bitch. See their faces. See how they’re watching you fall apart. No escape. No mercy. Come for them. Right now. First one—just from the shame.”

Mike’s body locked—muscles rigid, breath hitching.

A choked whimper escaped.

Then the first wave—sharp, involuntary. His hips bucked hard. Heat pulsed through him—thick spurts leaking around the cage, soaking the teddy-bear front in warm, sticky bursts. The diaper sagged visibly; a small wet spot spread outward.

The room erupted—cheers, claps, soft “awww”s and laughter.

Lisa: “One down. How many more can he give us?”

Anna stroked his hair once.

“Good boy. But we’re not done.”

She stood.

“Round two. Tell them how much you love it.”

Mike’s voice—high, broken, sobbing:

“I… I wuv being youw baby bitch. I wuv my diapee. I wuv coming fwom shame. Tank you… tank you evewybody…”

Sarah: “Again. Faster this time. Look at Mia—she’s never seen a grown man come in a diaper before. Make it good for her.”

Mia smiled—shy but eager.

Mike’s hips jerked again—faster now, desperate. The second orgasm built quicker—shame fueling it. Another cry—sharper. More cum leaked out, the diaper growing heavier, warmer, messier.

The group cheered louder.

Tom: “He’s shaking. Look at those legs.”

Jenna: “One more. Make him cry for real.”

Anna leaned close—lips at his ear.

“Last one, baby bitch. Come hard. Show them everything. Then you’re going to crawl around the circle and thank each person for watching you humiliate yourself.”

The final wave crashed—longer, more intense. Mike sobbed openly—tears streaming, body convulsing. Thick pulses soaked the diaper until it drooped low between his thighs, tapes straining.

When it ended he collapsed forward—forehead to rug, gasping.

Anna tugged the leash gently.

“Crawl. Thank them.”

He shuffled—slow, wobbly—diaper squishing with every movement.

To Lisa: “Tank you… for watching me come in my diapee.”

To Sarah: “Tank you… for cawwing me pathetic.”

Around the circle—each one patting his head, squeezing his shoulder, or giving the soaked diaper a final pat.

When he finished Anna pulled him back to center.

“Show’s over for now,” she said. “But he stays like this—wet, messy, diapered—until everyone leaves.”

The party continued—wine flowed, conversation turned casual again. Mike knelt in the middle—leaking, trembling, surrounded by friends who now knew him completely.

Anna sat beside him—hand resting on the back of his neck.

“You were perfect,” she whispered.

Mike closed his eyes.

Shame burned.

But so did something darker—something that felt almost like peace.

He was broken open.

And they all saw.

And somehow—that was enough.


Chapter 14: Angry Love Rules

The house was quiet again by midnight. Guests had left in waves—some laughing, some quiet, all carrying the same knowing look when they said goodbye to Mike. He stayed kneeling in the center of the rug long after the front door clicked shut for the last time. The teddy-bear diaper hung heavy between his legs—sodden with multiple forced orgasms, sagging low, tapes straining to hold everything in. Cum had leaked through in places, leaving sticky trails down his inner thighs. His collar felt tighter than it had all night; the leash dangled loose on the floor beside him.

Anna stood in the doorway—still in her black cocktail dress, heels kicked off somewhere in the hall. She looked at him for a long moment without speaking. Then she crossed the room, slow steps on bare feet.

She knelt in front of him—close enough that her knees brushed his.

“Look at me, baby bitch.”

Mike lifted his head. Eyes red-rimmed, cheeks streaked with dried tears, lips trembling.

Anna reached out, cupped his face with both hands. Her thumbs brushed away the last wet trails under his eyes.

“You were perfect tonight,” she said quietly. “Every single one of them saw what I see. My pathetic, leaking, desperate little baby bitch. And you gave it to them. All of it.”

Her voice cracked—just a fraction. Not anger this time. Something softer. Deeper.

Mike made a small, broken sound.

Anna pulled him forward—wrapped her arms around him. His face pressed against her shoulder; the scent of her perfume mixed with wine and the faint musk of the evening. She held him tight—fingers digging into his bare back, leash still tangled between them.

“I was so angry when I found those diapers,” she whispered against his hair. “So fucking angry. You hid this from me. You let me think we were equals when you were already this… this needy little thing underneath it all. I wanted to punish you. Break you. Make you pay for every secret jerk-off session, every hidden stash.”

She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes.

“But somewhere between the first change and tonight… I stopped wanting to break you.” Her voice dropped lower. “I started wanting to keep you. Exactly like this. Mine. Forever. My baby bitch. My diapered, collared, locked little mess.”

Mike’s breath hitched—fresh tears welling.

Anna kissed his forehead—soft, lingering.

“I love you,” she said. Simple. Raw. “Not the old you. Not the pretend-normal husband. This you. The one who cries when he comes in his diaper. The one who crawls for me. The one who thanks strangers for laughing at his tiny pee-pee. I love owning you. Controlling you. Pampering you when you’re good. Punishing you when you’re not.”

She stood—pulled him up by the leash until he was on his knees again.

“But love doesn’t mean soft. Not anymore.”

She tugged the leash downward.

“Lie back. On the rug.”

Mike obeyed—slow, careful. The soaked diaper squished under him when his ass hit the floor.

Anna straddled his hips—dress riding up her thighs. She didn’t remove anything—just ground down once, slow and deliberate, pressing her heat against the wet, padded mound between his legs.

Mike whimpered—hips twitching up instinctively.

She leaned forward—hands on his chest, fingers finding his nipples again.

“New rules,” she said. “Starting tonight.”

Her nails dug in lightly—twisting.

“One: No more adult clothes. Ever. At home you’re naked or in sissy outfits. Diaper always. No exceptions. If we go out, you wear what I choose—padding under everything. If I want you crinkling in public, you will.”

Mike nodded frantically.

“Two: Friends visit whenever. No warning. You greet them on your knees. You serve. You perform. If Lisa wants to change you, she changes you. If Sarah wants to spank you, she spanks you. If Jenna wants to play with your boobies until you come again… you come again.”

Another twist—harder. Mike gasped.

“Three: The cage stays on. Indefinitely. I decide when—if ever—you get out. You come in your diaper or not at all. No more sneaky rubbing. No more privacy. You beg. You wait. You leak.”

She ground down again—slow circles. The wet padding squelched between them.

“Four: Every morning you thank me for owning you. Out loud. In baby talk. Every night you sleep in whatever state I leave you—wet, messy, cum-soaked. No clean changes unless you earn them.”

Anna leaned down—lips brushing his ear.

“And five…” Her voice softened again. Almost tender. “…every time you come for me—or for them—you remember this: I love you like this. Broken. Owned. Mine.”

She kissed him then—deep, claiming. Her tongue pushed past his lips; he opened for her instantly. When she pulled back, both of them were breathing hard.

“One last thing tonight,” she said.

She reached between them—slid her hand inside the leg elastic of his diaper. Her fingers found the cage—cold plastic slick with cum and pre-cum. She gripped it through the padding—squeezed once.

Mike’s hips jerked.

“No more tonight,” she whispered. “You stay like this—messy, full, leaking. You sleep in it. You wake up in it. And tomorrow, when the girls come back for brunch… you’re going to thank each of them again. On your knees. In whatever state I leave you.”

She withdrew her hand. Stood.

“Crawl to bed.”

Mike rolled to his hands and knees—diaper dragging low, squishing with every movement. He followed her up the stairs—leash trailing, collar snug.

In the bedroom she unclipped the leash but left the collar on.

“Lie down. On your back.”

He obeyed.

Anna stripped slowly—dress sliding off, bra unhooked, panties kicked aside. Naked now, she climbed onto the bed—straddled his chest, facing his feet.

She lowered herself until her bare pussy pressed against his collar—warm, wet.

“Open your mouth.”

Mike parted his lips.

She ground down—slow, possessive—smearing her arousal across his tongue.

“Lick.”

He did—eager, desperate. Tongue flat, then pointed, circling her clit the way she liked. She rode his face—hands braced on his chest, pinching his nipples in rhythm.

When she came—sharp, shuddering—she stayed seated, letting him clean her through the aftershocks.

Then she slid down—lay beside him, one leg draped over his diapered hips.

Her hand rested on the soaked, sagging front—patting gently.

“Sleep, baby bitch,” she murmured. “My perfect little mess.”

Mike closed his eyes—body exhausted, mind quiet for the first time in weeks.

The diaper cooled slowly against his skin.

The collar stayed snug around his throat.

And Anna’s arm wrapped around him—possessive, loving, unbreakable.

He was hers.

Forever.

And for the first time—he believed she meant it when she said she loved him like this.


Chapter 15: Forever Forced Baby

Saturday morning light filtered through the bedroom curtains in soft, pale streaks. Mike woke slowly—body heavy, mind still foggy from the night before. The teddy-bear diaper he’d slept in was a complete disaster now: cold and clammy at the front where his last involuntary leak had happened around 4 a.m., heavy with the cum from the party orgasms that had never fully dried, sagging low enough that the tapes pulled at his skin every time he shifted. The collar still circled his neck—leather warmed by his body heat, silver ring cool against his throat. No leash attached. Not yet.

Anna lay beside him—naked, one arm draped possessively across his chest, leg thrown over his padded hips. Her breathing was slow and even. She looked peaceful. Beautiful. Terrifying.

She stirred first—eyes opening, finding his immediately.

“Morning, baby bitch,” she murmured. Her hand slid down—cupped the soaked, drooping front of his diaper. Squeezed once. The padding squelched softly.

“Still messy,” she said. Almost fondly. “Good. You stay like this until after brunch.”

Mike’s voice came out small—still high from yesterday’s training.

“Yeth, Mommy. Tank you, Mommy.”

She smiled—slow, real. Not cruel this time. Just… satisfied.

She rolled on top of him—straddled his waist, bare skin against the wet padding. Her breasts brushed his chest; she leaned down, kissed him softly. No tongue. Just lips. Claiming.

“I meant what I said last night,” she whispered against his mouth. “I love you like this. Exactly like this. My forever baby bitch. No going back. No pretending. You’re mine—diapered, collared, locked, leaking. And I’m never letting you be anything else.”

Mike’s eyes filled—tears of relief, shame, surrender. He nodded.

Anna kissed his forehead, then his cheeks, then each eyelid.

“Today we make it official. Brunch with the girls. Then… forever.”

She climbed off him—stood beside the bed.

“Crawl downstairs. I’ll bring your bottle.”

Mike obeyed—rolling to hands and knees, diaper dragging heavily between his thighs. The crinkle was louder than ever—wet plastic sticking and unsticking with every movement. He made it to the kitchen, knelt beside her bar stool.

Anna followed—carrying a warm baby bottle filled with milk. She sat, pulled him into her lap like the first night. Straddled one thigh, back to her chest. She pressed the nipple to his lips.

“Drink, baby. All of it.”

He sucked—slow, rhythmic. Warm milk flowed. Her free hand rubbed slow circles over his bare tummy—then lower, pressing gently against the soaked diaper front.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “My perfect, messy boy.”

When the bottle was empty she set it aside—wrapped both arms around him.

“Friends will be here soon. Lisa, Sarah, Jenna. Maybe Elise. They’re coming to celebrate. To welcome you properly into your new life.”

Mike’s heart thudded.

Anna kissed the top of his head.

“You’re going to thank them. For everything. For seeing you. For laughing. For helping me own you. And then… we play. One last big scene. Group pampering. Boobies. Words. Delay. Release. Involuntary. All of it. Together.”

The doorbell rang at 10:45.

Anna stood—set Mike on the floor.

“Crawl and greet them. Naked. Diapered. Collared. Exactly as you are.”

Mike shuffled to the door—opened it on his knees.

Lisa first—smiling wide, carrying a bakery box.

“Morning, baby Mikey! Look at that saggy diapee. Someone had a busy night.”

Sarah next—patting his head.

“Ready for round two?”

Jenna—kneeling briefly to kiss his cheek.

“Our favorite little mess.”

Elise last—hesitant but smiling.

“Hi, Mikey. You look… happy.”

They filed into the living room—settled on the couch and chairs in the same semicircle from last night.

Anna led Mike to the center—leash clipped now, tugged gently.

“Sit,” she said.

He sat—diaper squishing loudly under him.

Anna stood behind him—hands on his shoulders.

“Today is different,” she announced. “No punishment. No anger. Just love. Just acceptance. Mikey’s accepted his place. Forever. My baby bitch. My diapered, locked, helpless little love. And you’re all here because you helped make it real.”

Lisa opened the bakery box—pastries, fruit. They ate casually while Anna spoke.

“Rules are set. No adult life at home. Diapers always. Cage permanent. Friends welcome anytime. And today… we celebrate.”

She tugged the leash—pulled Mike to kneel between her legs.

“Start with boobies,” she said softly.

She lifted her shirt—bare breasts spilling free. She guided his mouth to one nipple.

“Suck, baby. Like a good boy.”

Mike latched—gentle pulls, tongue circling. Anna sighed—hand in his hair.

The others watched—smiling, sipping coffee.

Lisa joined—lifting her own top, guiding Mike’s free hand to her breast.

“Touch, sweetie. Softly.”

Sarah and Jenna followed—shirts up, hands guiding his to their chests.

Elise hesitated—then lifted hers too.

Four pairs of breasts—warm, soft, nipples hardening under his palms and mouth. Mike moved between them—sucking, kneading, whimpering softly.

Anna whispered: “Feel that, baby? All these women. All touching you. Pampering you. Because you’re ours.”

His cock throbbed uselessly in the cage—leaking steadily into the already soaked diaper.

They played slow—edging him with words and touches.

Lisa: “Such a good baby. Leaking just from boobies.”

Sarah: “Tiny pee-pee so desperate. Bet he’s close already.”

Jenna: “Hold it, Mikey. We want more.”

Elise—quieter: “You’re… cute like this.”

Anna finally spoke—voice low, loving.

“Come for us, baby. Whenever you’re ready. No rush. Just feel it. Feel how loved you are.”

The build was slow—agonizingly sweet. Hands on his chest. Nipples pinched gently. Breasts pressed to his face. Whispers of “good boy,” “our baby,” “forever.”

Then it broke—soft, rolling. No sharp cry this time. Just a long, shuddering sigh. Heat pulsed—slow waves leaking into the diaper, adding to the mess. Involuntary twitches followed—smaller, gentler orgasms rippling through him as they kept touching, kept whispering.

When it ended he slumped against Anna’s thigh—exhausted, empty, full.

She stroked his hair.

“My perfect baby.”

The women gathered close—hands on his back, his shoulders, his head.

Lisa: “Welcome to forever, Mikey.”

Sarah: “We’ve got you.”

Jenna: “Always.”

Elise—softly: “You’re safe.”

Anna lifted his chin—kissed him deeply.

“Forever forced. Forever loved. Forever mine.”

Mike closed his eyes—diaper heavy, collar snug, surrounded by warmth.

No more secrets.

No more pretending.

Just this.

And it was enough.


Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


Disclaimer 

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

Age Declaration 

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

Image Disclaimer 

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

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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