
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Dirty Panty Fund: Pegged, Diapered, and Owned by His Roommate




A Femdom Lesbian BDSM Novel of Sissy Humiliation, Financial Control, and Diapered Obedience




Introduction










It was supposed to be just a roommate situation.










A girl trying to survive college. A boy trying not to be noticed. Two strangers in a cheap off-campus apartment, splitting rent and keeping to themselves.










But that was before Ivy found her panties in the bathroom—damp, wrinkled, and twisted in a way she hadn’t left them.










That was before she caught him sniffing them.










Before she noticed the way he watched her walk barefoot across the hardwood floor.










Before she realized how much

 

power


 
she had over him.










And what she could do with it.














This is not a love story.










It’s not a meet-cute or a secret crush gone soft.










This is about

 

control


 
. About one woman turning quiet obsession into open submission. About panty-sniffing kinks exposed, recorded, and transformed into money, humiliation, and permanent domination.










It’s about Ivy, a broke college girl with sharp eyes and a sharper tongue, who finds out her nerdy, reclusive roommate is hiding a fetish. Instead of kicking him out, she corners him into obedience—and launches a private OnlyFans called

 

The Dirty Panty Fund


 
, where he becomes the star.










Panties. Feet. Diapers. Denial. Blackmail. Sissy humiliation. All of it.










Filmed. Monetized. Sold to the highest bidder.










Because Ivy doesn’t want just power.










She wants

 

proof


 
.










She wants to break him on camera.










And she’s going to make thousands doing it.









Chapter 1 – Caught










Ivy hadn’t meant to get a male roommate.










She’d been hoping for another girl—someone fun, clean, maybe flirty enough to be interesting, but not so social that they’d throw parties in the middle of finals. Instead, she got Simon. A twenty-two-year-old biology student with zero charisma and a nervous laugh that made him sound like he was apologizing for existing.










He wasn’t awful. Just invisible.










That made things easy.










At least, until the morning she found her panties on the bathroom floor—inside out, twisted, and still

 

warm


 
.










She blinked at them, paused halfway through brushing her teeth, and frowned.










No, she hadn’t left those there. Ivy was obsessive about laundry. Folded. Sorted. Drawers organized by color and lace density. Her underwear never hit the bathroom floor. Ever.










Her toothbrush froze in her mouth.










She picked them up slowly. Sniffed.










The scent wasn’t hers.










Not completely.










There was something

 

else


 
clinging to the fabric.










Something masculine. Sharp. A little salty.










Her eyes narrowed.














Simon wasn’t in the kitchen. His bedroom door was shut. A faint, high-pitched voice—anime?—leaked from beneath the frame. Ivy stood there in silence, panties dangling from two fingers, and started piecing things together.










The soft creak of the bathroom door last night.










The way he’d avoided eye contact all week.










The time he "accidentally" walked in on her mid-yoga.










It clicked.










She should’ve been furious.










Should’ve stormed in, screamed at him, thrown his shit out the window.










But she didn’t.










Instead, Ivy smiled.














Simon didn’t realize she knew.










Not that day.










Not the next.










He kept his eyes low and his footsteps quiet. Avoided the kitchen when she was in it. Watched her feet when she walked by in just a tank top and high-cut panties.










Ivy let him.










She let him watch.










And she started planting traps.










Used panties tossed casually on her hamper lid. Fresh socks drying near the heater. Worn flats kicked halfway under the couch after a long day.










Then one afternoon, she set a test.










Pink lace thong. Damp from a workout. Deliberately left on the bathroom counter.










She left for class and came back early.










And caught him.














The door was open just an inch.










It was enough.










Simon stood in the bathroom, his back to her, shirtless and hunched forward. He was holding them—

 

her panties


 
—with both hands. Pressed to his face. Breathing deep.










His eyes were shut.










His jeans were half-undone.










And he was

 

rock hard


 
.










Ivy didn’t say anything.










Not yet.










She stepped back quietly, pulled out her phone, and hit record.










Five seconds.










Ten.










Twelve seconds of footage that changed everything.










When he turned around, he froze like a deer in headlights.










His mouth opened.










Nothing came out.










Ivy lowered the phone and smiled.










“Enjoying yourself?”














Simon stammered.










Dropped the panties like they burned.










He backed up against the wall, half-tripping over the bath mat, his hands shaking.










“I—I—I wasn’t—”










“Oh, you were,” Ivy said calmly. She picked up the thong, twirled it around her finger. “Was it the smell? Or do you just like rubbing your cock on things that don’t belong to you?”










Simon turned redder than she thought was humanly possible.










His knees buckled slightly. “Please—Ivy, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”










“Oh, you

 

meant to


 
. That wasn’t an accident.” She stepped closer. “And I’ve got it all on video.”










That’s when he paled.










Color drained from his face like someone had flipped a switch.










“I… I…”










His eyes dropped to her phone.










Then to the thong in her hand.










Then to the bulge still throbbing behind his zipper.










Ivy tilted her head.










“You’ve got two options, Simon.”










He looked up, desperate. “Please don’t post it, I—”










“I’m not finished,” she said. Her voice sharpened. “Option one: you move out today, and I send this to everyone. Your professors. Your sister. That weird Discord server you’re always on.”










“Wait—”










“Option two…” She stepped closer. “You do

 

exactly


 
what I say.”










Silence.










He didn’t breathe.










She could see the moment it hit him—how real this was. How completely trapped he’d made himself.










“I don’t want to ruin your life,” she said sweetly. “But I

 

could


 
. I could ruin you before dinner.”










His hands trembled.










She watched him crumble.










“Okay,” he whispered. “Okay, I’ll do whatever.”










Ivy smiled again.










“Good boy.”














She didn’t tell him what she wanted. Not at first.










That would’ve been too easy.










Instead, she let him stew.










Made him live with the knowledge that she

 

owned


 
him now. That any step out of line could end with his life in flames. That she could destroy him with a single click.










And she kept testing him.










Wore panties he’d never seen before, then left them “accidentally” in the laundry. Wore socks to class and kicked them off by his door.










She watched his reactions.










The guilty glances.










The flushed cheeks.










The way he couldn't help

 

looking


 
—but never touched again.










He was obedient.










Terrified.










And full of potential.














One week later, Ivy walked into his room without knocking.










Simon was at his desk, headphones on, watching some cringey anime waifu bounce across the screen.










He yanked the headphones off, startled.










“Ivy—!”










She ignored the panic and looked around.










Tidy. Too tidy. Like he’d been scrubbing his shame off every surface.










She spotted the hamper in the corner.










The sock drawer cracked open.










A folded towel that didn’t belong to him.










Interesting.










“Stand up,” she said.










He blinked. “Why?”










“Because I said so.”










He stood.










She walked past him, opened the closet, rummaged until she found what she wanted: a pair of sheer panties.










Hers.










Folded and hidden between two science textbooks.










She held them up.










He didn’t move.










Didn’t speak.










Just stared at the floor like a scolded child.










She stepped in close.










“You didn’t ask permission.”










He shook his head, face red.










“I should punish you,” she said softly. “But maybe you’re worth more this way.”










He looked up.










Confused. Nervous. Erect.










She lifted her phone and snapped a photo.










Panties in hand. His expression shame-filled. Humiliated.










“That’s your first picture,” she said.










“F-For what?”










She smiled.










“For my new business.”














She left his room without explaining.










Went straight to her laptop and created an anonymous OnlyFans account.











The Dirty Panty Fund











Bio:

 

Watch what I do to panty sniffers who think they won’t get caught.











No face. Just shame. Feet. Diapers. Teasing. Control.










And him.










Especially him.









Chapter 2 – Clip One










Simon didn’t sleep that night.










He heard every floorboard creak, every door hinge whine. Every time Ivy moved in the apartment, his breath caught in his throat. Part of him wanted her to forget the photo. Forget the threat. Pretend it hadn’t happened.










The other part—shaky, aroused, humiliated—was terrified she wouldn’t.














By morning, she’d left a note outside his door:












“You have until noon to shower and clean your room. I’ll be filming at 12:30. Wear something you’ll be embarrassed in. – Ivy.”














No signature.










Just control.










Simon stared at the handwriting like it might vanish.










He didn’t know what “filming” meant. Not really. But he knew better than to disobey. He cleaned the room twice. Showered. Changed. Then changed again. Finally, at 12:20, he sat on the edge of his bed wearing the stupidest thing he owned: pink boxer briefs with a cartoon cat on the crotch. A gift from an ex-girlfriend, never meant to be worn seriously.










He looked ridiculous.










Exactly what Ivy wanted.














She entered at 12:29.










Didn’t knock. Didn’t hesitate.










She wore high socks and a tiny black crop top, bare legs toned and smooth, hair tied in a casual ponytail. She carried a ring light and her phone already mounted in a stabilizer.










No camera crew.










No fanfare.










Just power.










Simon stood automatically.










She didn’t even look at his face.










“Perfect,” she said, eyes dropping to the pink boxers. “Sit.”










He sat.










She set the ring light down, adjusted the angle. Framed it low—just waist to knees. “We won’t show your face yet. That’s for later.”










His stomach twisted.










He shouldn’t have been hard.










But he was.














“You’re going to sniff my socks,” Ivy said flatly.










Simon blinked. “What?”










“You’re going to sniff them. On camera. Slowly. Like it’s your favorite thing in the world.”










He opened his mouth, then closed it.










She held up her phone, thumb hovering over the screen.










“You say no, I hit send.”










He didn’t say no.










She sat down in front of him, crossed her legs, and slowly peeled off her socks—sweat-damp, slightly curled at the toes. She dropped them into his lap like a dare.










“Sniff.”










Simon hesitated, heart thudding.










Then lifted one to his nose.










The scent hit him hard—soft, musky, personal.










Shame burned across his chest.










“Good,” Ivy whispered.














She recorded in silence.










No dirty talk. No encouragement.










Just the soft sound of him breathing through her sock, eyes closed, body trembling with reluctant need.










When she stopped filming, she leaned forward and plucked the sock from his hand.










“That’s clip one,” she said.










“Clip for what?”










She turned the phone toward him.










The OnlyFans page was already live.










$19.99/month.











2 subscribers. 0 posts. 1 pending upload.











Banner: A cropped photo of panties in a boy’s shaking hands.










Profile name:

 

@pantyowned











Simon’s throat went dry. “Ivy…”










“Ten percent of everything goes into a shared savings account,” she said calmly. “For toys. Costumes. Diapers.”










His eyes widened.










“I’m not wearing—”










“You’ll wear what I say. You’re lucky I’m letting you keep the cartoon cats for now.”










She grabbed her socks, stuffed them into a resealable plastic bag, and labeled it:











“Worn during Clip 1 – $35 + shipping”















That night, she sold the bag.










Three subscribers.










One tip: $25, with a comment:












“His hands shake when he sniffs. Adorable. More feet content please!”














She grinned.










Simon cried in the shower.














By the end of the week, Ivy had a system.











Mondays


 
: Sock sniffing and verbal shaming.











Wednesdays


 
: Slow panty folding—Simon in the background, visibly aroused.











Fridays


 
: “Boy’s Night In” where he sat at her feet while she painted her nails and ignored him.










She still didn’t show his face.










Just his body. His reactions. His submission.














He thought he might get used to it.










But the rules kept changing.










New tasks. New props. New punishments.










He wasn’t allowed to touch himself anymore.










If she caught him hard, she photographed it.










If he leaked in his underwear, she rubbed it in with her foot—and filmed that too.










The subscribers loved it.











Comments exploded.












“When’s the first cage scene?”






“I want to see his face when she makes him beg.”






“He’s a total loser. Would pay $50 for a live diapering.”















“I’m not doing diapers,” Simon told her on Saturday.










Ivy didn’t argue.










She just opened her phone and turned the screen toward him.










There, in crisp HD, was the twelve-second video of him sniffing her panties in the bathroom.










Still unposted.










Still deadly.










“Then I guess your sister gets a message today,” she said. “Oh—and maybe that lab TA you have a crush on.”










He broke in seconds.










“Okay,” he whispered. “Okay. Just… not on livestream. Please.”










She smiled.










“We’ll start with photos.”














She ordered the first pack of adult diapers with money from the OnlyFans fund.










She let him unbox them himself.










She filmed that, too.














By the end of the second week:










●

 
       

 

12 new subscribers




 









●

 
       

 

5 sock/panty sales




 









●

 
       

 

$486 earned




 









●

 
       

 

1 college boy fully broken in panties and denial




 









And Ivy?










She was just getting started.









Chapter 3 – Guest Access










Ivy didn’t tell Simon she was having someone over.










She just left a Post-it on the kitchen counter:













“Don’t speak. Don’t leave your room. You’ll clean up after.”






– Mommy















He hated that she’d started calling herself that in messages.










He hated more that it made his stomach twist in some sick, submissive knot every time she did.














The knock came at 7:12 p.m.










Simon was already kneeling beside his bed in his “relaxation outfit”—a pink tank top Ivy had cut short so his bellybutton showed, and a pair of thin, cotton panties with the words

 

Good Boy


 
printed across the ass.










He heard her open the door.










Male voice.










Laughter.










A deeper tone than his.










Confident. Relaxed.










She was letting another man in.














They passed his door once. Then again.










She was giving him the tour.










“She keeps stepping heavier on purpose,” Simon whispered to himself.










Then he heard it—her voice just outside his room.










“Here’s my roommate’s space. He’s shy. Quiet. Kinda useless.”










Laughter.










She didn’t open the door.










But the humiliation still hit like a slap.














Thirty minutes later, he was still kneeling.










He hadn’t been told to change position. Hadn’t been given permission to move.










He tried not to listen.










But the walls weren’t thick.










The couch creaked.










Voices grew softer.










Then louder.










Then muffled moans.










Then the slap of skin on skin.










Simon bit his lip hard.










Her moans were real.














She let it go on for over an hour.










Then, just as the room went quiet, her voice cut through the silence like a blade.










“Bunny.”










That was her name for him now. On camera. In messages. When she wanted him obedient.










He scrambled to the door and opened it.










Ivy stood in the hallway, flushed and smug, her tank top inside out and no bra beneath.










The guy behind her—tall, tanned, smiling—zipped up his jeans and didn’t bother looking ashamed.










“This is Jordan,” she said, like she was introducing a friend at brunch. “He’ll be staying the night. You’ll be cleaning everything.”










Simon’s eyes dropped.










The couch cushions were still warm.










The floor stained.










A towel bunched on the armrest.










He opened his mouth, but she snapped her fingers.










“Don’t speak. Crawl.”










He dropped to his knees instantly.










Jordan chuckled. “You weren’t kidding. He’s really like... your little butler?”










Ivy shrugged. “He’s more like a maid-slut. But without the tits.”














She made Simon scrub the couch while Jordan drank water in the kitchen—naked.










The guy didn’t even try to cover himself.










Ivy perched on the armrest and filmed clips for her story: her feet up on Simon’s back while he cleaned, her toes wiggling beside the bottle of lube he wasn’t allowed to touch.










No captions.










Just:

 

“This is my roommate now.”















When the cleaning was done, she snapped the leash onto Simon’s collar and led him back to his room.










There, she had already laid out the night’s outfit:










●

 
       

 

Knee-high socks


 
with little hearts



 









●

 
       

 

Matching pink mittens




 









●

 
       

 

A pacifier gag




 









●

 
       

 

One fresh, thick diaper




 









He looked at it like a dog at the vet’s table.










“Ivy, I—”











SLAP.











Not hard.










But sharp.










She didn’t even look mad.










Just... in charge.










“This isn’t your night, Bunny. This is mine.”














She didn’t film the changing.










But she took photos after.










His thighs spread.










Pacifier strapped in.










Diaper snug and puffy beneath the soft cotton onesie she zipped up over him.










The bulge between his legs looked less like a man—and more like a toddler who needed supervision.










“Hold still,” she said, snapping a few photos with her ring light.










He whimpered softly behind the gag.










“You know what the best part is?” Ivy whispered, leaning close. “You’re more turned on now than you’ve ever been with a real girl.”










He shook his head.










But his body betrayed him.










Again.










She smiled.










“Tomorrow, you’ll thank me for letting him fuck me in your house.”














At 2 a.m., she messaged him from the living room.












“You’re leaking. I can tell. Don’t change until I say.”
















“P.S. He came twice. I might keep him.”


















Simon didn’t sleep.










The diaper grew heavier between his legs.










So did the shame.










So did the craving.









Chapter 4 – Cleanup Crew










The next morning, the apartment reeked of sweat, lube, and Ivy’s victory.










Simon stood in the hallway, still in the thick diaper she’d put him in the night before. It clung to his skin now—warm, heavy, shameful. He hadn’t dared remove it. Not after her message. Not with the gag still hanging from his collar like a silent threat.










He knocked on her door.










Silence.










Then: “Come.”










Her voice was flat. Commanding. Casual.














She lay on her bed, legs bare, one foot lazily propped against the headboard. Her crop top was wrinkled. Her eyes were clear.










Jordan was gone.










But the bed still told the story.










Sheets tangled. Condom wrapper on the nightstand. A smear of something slick on the pillowcase. Ivy didn’t move when Simon entered. She didn’t cover herself. She didn’t even acknowledge the diaper.










“You’ll clean the sheets,” she said.










“Yes, Ivy.”










“

 

Mommy.


 
”










He swallowed. “Yes, Mommy.”










She tossed him a small towel.










“I left you something. Wipe it up. Then we’ll film your thank-you.”














Simon moved slowly, trembling.










There was a wet spot near the foot of the bed—sticky, faintly white, still tacky.










He hesitated.










Then dropped to his knees and wiped it gently.










The camera clicked behind him.










She was already filming.














The next clip uploaded to

 

The Dirty Panty Fund


 
was titled:





“Roommate Cleans Up After Her Lover 💦


 🐰”








No face. Just hands. Knees. Diaper. Wipes.










Ivy’s toes in the corner of the frame, twitching.










The comments rolled in within the hour:













“He really is just a diapered maid.”






“Let us see his face when he tastes it.”






“Make him lick the sheets next time.”






“This bunny needs a cage.”



















That afternoon, Ivy brought out a small pink box.










Simon sat on his knees, still in the now-yellowed diaper. His hands were cuffed behind his back with the fuzzy mittens she’d bought him last week. His cock was throbbing despite himself.










“I made a little purchase,” Ivy said, crouching in front of him.










She opened the box.










Inside: a small stainless-steel

 

chastity cage


 
.










Delicate. Gleaming. Cold.










Simon’s breath caught.










“No—”










“Say that again,” Ivy said softly, pulling out her phone.










His mouth snapped shut.










She smiled.










“Good choice.”














The next thirty minutes were humiliating in slow motion.










She removed the diaper herself—filming every inch of it peeling off his soaked skin.










She teased him until he was fully hard.










Then laughed.










“Pathetic,” she whispered, giving it one last stroke before letting him twitch helplessly against the air.










The cage clicked into place.










She locked it with a tiny pink padlock.










Then attached a tag to the key:





“Property of Ivy – DO NOT FREE WITHOUT FOOT PERMISSION.”















That night’s content included a full-length video titled:





“Caged and Denied: Bunny’s Last Orgasm is Behind Him”











Her voice narrated the clip:












“He’s not a man anymore. Just my diapered content boy.




He cleans my messes. He folds my panties.




He pays rent in shame.




And now, he’ll never come without permission again.”


















The tips flooded in.










$35. $50. $20.










Then $100 with a DM:












“Can we sponsor his first diaper walk in public?”


















Ivy grinned.










That would be Chapter 5.














She walked into Simon’s room just before midnight.










He was curled in bed, diaper freshly taped, cage locked, eyes wide and red.










She knelt beside him.










“You’ve made me $1,200 in 10 days,” she whispered. “And we haven’t even shown your face yet.”










He whimpered.










She stroked his cheek.










“You’re going to make me rich, Bunny. And you’re going to thank me every step of the way.”










He nodded.










She reached down and pressed two fingers into his thick diaper, right over the cage.










His hips twitched.










“Say it.”










“…Thank you, Mommy.”










She smiled.










“Good boy.”









Chapter 5 – Bunny on the Block










Simon stared at the note Ivy taped to his door.













“Be diapered and ready. 3 p.m. sharp. We’re going outside. Wear the onesie. Plug in. Mittens on. No pants.”






– Mommy















Underneath it, she’d taped a

 

five-dollar bill


 
.










His cut, she wrote.





“From your walk stream.”











Five dollars.










To be her diapered content pet.










He didn’t even know whether to be humiliated or grateful.














He stood in front of the mirror for a long time.










The

 

onesie


 
was tight, bubblegum pink, with “BUNNY” printed across the chest in soft white lettering. Ivy had tailored it to fit over his diapers—but

 

just barely


 
. The crotch bulged with crinkles. The plastic waistband peeked out around the leg seams no matter how he tugged it.










The

 

plug


 
had gone in without resistance.










His body knew it by now.










The

 

mittens


 
fastened with Velcro and locked behind his back with a carabiner Ivy had clipped herself.










Then came the

 

collar


 
.










He clipped it on with shaking hands.










The leash hung from the door handle.














At 2:59, Ivy knocked once and stepped inside.










She didn’t say a word.










Just walked around him slowly, inspecting.










He lowered his head.










Her heels clicked softly across the wood.










Then she clipped the leash into place.










The sound of it—sharp, final—made his knees weaken.














“Cage check,” she said.










He turned.










She tugged the back of his diaper open and tapped the base of the cage through the padding.










Still locked.










Still helpless.










“Good boy.”










Then she stepped back, pulled out her phone, and hit

 

Go Live


 
.















The caption read


 
:













“Taking Bunny for His First Walk 🐰🔐💦 #DiaperControl #FemdomLi


 ve”












The chat started slow.










Then exploded.











“Is he actually going outside like that?”






“Waddle cam plz!”






“I want to see his ass bounce in that diaper.”






“Make him sniff your foot in public.”











Ivy smirked.










And opened the door.














They didn’t go far.










Just down the street.










Half a block.










But it was enough.










The sun was bright. The sidewalk was exposed. Ivy wore thigh-highs and a short black skirt, walking casually like she was leading a tiny dog. Simon waddled behind her, steps wide, plastic rustling with every movement.










His face flushed hot.










No one had said anything yet.










But someone

 

would


 
.










Every parked car felt like a pair of watching eyes.














They passed a jogger.










A woman.










She slowed as she ran by, eyes scanning Ivy.










Then the leash.










Then the man at the other end.










Then the

 

diaper


 
.










Her lips curled.










And she laughed.














Simon almost tripped.










Ivy didn’t even flinch.










She turned and knelt in front of him, grabbed his chin.










“Keep waddling,” she said. “I’m not done yet.”














They stopped at a bench in a small park.










Ivy made him kneel in front of her while she scrolled through chat responses.










Tips rolled in.










$10.




$25.




$5.




$60 from a user named “PlugholeMaster.”











“Sniff her shoe on cam.”






“Make him beg for a diaper change.”






“Worship her in public.”











She slid off one shoe, barefoot now in the grass, and held it out.










“You heard them, Bunny.”










He looked around.










Two teens walked by with skateboards.










He could hear their laughter.










Ivy pressed the sole of her shoe to his lips.










“Now.”










He kissed it.










The tip alert chimed again.










$40.














Back home, she unstrapped him in the hallway.










Didn’t let him change.










Didn’t change him herself.










Just grabbed his chin again.










“You walked like a slut.”










He nodded, tears hot.










“You earned $300 today.”










She smiled.










Then slapped his ass—hard, loud, right on the padding.










The camera caught the bounce.














That night, Ivy posted the full stream to her

 

top-tier subscribers only


 
.













“Watch Bunny Waddle in Public, Get Laughed At, and Sniff Mommy’s Feet While Plugged 💕


 ”












Simon watched it in his room.










Twice.










And hated himself for getting hard—again.










Except now… he couldn’t touch it.










Not without begging.










Not without permission.










Not without leaking into his diaper and letting her punish him on cam.










He fell asleep to the sound of tip alerts pinging through the wall.










And the pressure of the cage aching against his skin.









Chapter 6 – Custom Orders










Ivy didn’t knock anymore.










She just walked in.










Simon had learned to expect it. Even when he wasn’t diapered—especially then—he stayed dressed in something Ivy-approved. Today it was a short onesie with frilly white lace across the ass and a pacifier clipped to the collar. She hadn’t told him to wear it.










But she hadn’t told him not to either.














She held her phone in one hand and a small brown package in the other.










“Good morning, Bunny.”










Simon stood automatically. “Good morning, Mommy.”










She smiled. “We’ve got our first real custom request.”










His stomach tightened. “For what?”










She opened the box and pulled out two clear items: a

 

bulb enema


 
and a

 

vibrating tail plug


 
shaped like a bunny's puff.










Then she read from her phone.












“Hey Ivy. I want to see your diaper boy get an enema, be plugged, then put in a onesie and told to beg for a change once he messes himself. No safe word. Full regret. Make him cry.”




– DaddyTease69 ($250 tip)














Simon’s heart sank.










“That’s not—”










“Optional?” she finished for him.










He didn’t respond.










Ivy smiled sweetly.










“Good boy.”














She led him to the bathroom.










Set up her phone on a tripod.










Framed everything—mirror, tile floor, changing mat.










“On your back,” she said.










He lay down slowly, arms twitching, eyes fixed on the ceiling.










She opened his diaper with slow, theatrical precision, wiping him down with cool, scented wipes.










“You’re tense,” she said casually, filling the bulb with warm water and a few drops of olive oil. “You should be honored. Not every boy gets paid to be punished.”










“I’m not a—” he started.










The bulb pushed against him.










His breath hitched.










“You’re not what?” she asked, gently but firmly squeezing the water inside him.










He didn’t answer.










He couldn’t.














By the third squeeze, he was panting.










She taped the diaper back up tightly, locking in the pressure.










Then came the plug.










She didn’t ease it in.










Not this time.










It was large, veined, and buzzed gently once it locked into place.










She patted the bulging front of his diaper.










“Now we wait.”














Thirty minutes.










He squirmed on the mat while Ivy sat nearby, painting her toenails and filming his every moan.










The chat was already growing.











“Make him say something humiliating.”






“I want him to thank you while he fills it.”






“Can he cry into your feet?”











Ivy read each one aloud.










And smiled.














At the thirty-five-minute mark, his legs tensed.










His eyes watered.










“Ivy…”










“You may speak.”










“I—I think it’s happening.”










“Oh? You mean you’re about to mess your little diaper for the internet?”










He nodded, ashamed.










“Tell them.”










He hesitated.










She reached for the chastity key dangling on her necklace.










“Now.”










He choked it out.










“I’m about to… fill my diaper like a helpless little baby for strangers to watch.”










The chat lit up.










She hit record again.










“Do it.”










He didn’t have a choice.










His body betrayed him with a low, hot release that spread through the thick padding. His thighs shook. His hands trembled. His cock throbbed helplessly in its cage.










And when it was over, he was silent.










Until Ivy crouched beside him and whispered:










“Now beg for a change, Bunny.”














He did.










Stuttering.










Eyes wide and wet.










“I’m sorry, Mommy. Please… please change me.”










“Not yet.”










She stood.










“Let’s see how many tips you’re worth first.”














For two hours, she let him sit in it.










Every ten minutes, she recorded a new angle.










Him sniffing the air. Him moaning. Him apologizing.










The final clip was her foot pressed firmly to the front of his loaded diaper while he sobbed into the sole.










That video alone earned $520 in tips.














The next day, Ivy bought a

 

second plug


 
, a

 

metal paddle


 
, and three more onesies.










All with

 

drop seats


 
.










Simon didn’t ask why.










He already knew.









Chapter 7 – Say It Out Loud










Simon hated his voice.










He hated the way it trembled when he spoke.










He hated the way it cracked when he begged.










And he

 

really


 
hated how Ivy made him listen to it—on playback, over and over, while she took notes on his “tone, pitch, and diapered little vocabulary.”














“You need to sound more helpless,” she said, pressing pause.










Simon sat in the corner, diapered, plugged, caged, and red-faced. A mic dangled from a boom arm Ivy had borrowed from the AV club on campus. She even got a soundproofing blanket from Amazon to hang behind him for "acoustic clarity."










He wasn’t a person anymore.










He was a

 

studio asset


 
.










“Repeat after me,” Ivy said, scrolling down her laptop screen.










Simon swallowed. “Yes, Mommy.”










She read aloud:












“Hi… I’m Bunny. I wear diapers because I can’t be trusted with the toilet anymore.”














He hesitated.










She tilted her head. “Say it.”










He stared at the blinking red light on the mic.










“Hi… I’m Bunny. I wear diapers because I… I can’t be trusted with the toilet anymore.”










“Slower. Sound proud.”










He repeated it.










Then again.










She pressed the plug remote—once—just to watch his knees jerk.














The next line was worse.












“Sometimes, when I’m feeling extra useless, I beg Mommy to feed me laxatives and keep the bathroom locked… just so I remember how pathetic I am.”














He couldn’t finish it the first time.










Ivy didn’t yell.










She just sighed.










Then removed the seat cushion she was sitting on.










And told him to sniff it.










“Get in character,” she whispered.














By the time they finished the first recording session, he’d said over

 

twenty


 
humiliating lines.










Some scripted by Ivy.










Some… sent in by subscribers.










She played them back one by one as he sat in her lap, diaper sagging and pacifier clipped to his chest like a baby badge.
















“Hi, my name is Simon, but Mommy renamed me Bunny because only real men get to keep their names.”
















“I don’t get to choose when I cum. I don’t even get to touch myself. I leak into diapers and call it pleasure.”
















“The best part about being her sissy is knowing I’ll never be man enough for anyone else.”


















Each recording had its own matching video.










Simon kneeling.










Simon sucking on Ivy’s toes.










Simon grinding against a pink pillow with the word

 

Slut


 
embroidered in rhinestones while Ivy teased the plug with light pulses.










None of it showed his face.










But Ivy promised that part would come.














Later that week, Ivy installed a full mirror on the back of Simon’s door.










“You need to practice delivery,” she said.










He was already in his new outfit: a powder-blue onesie with lace cuffs, printed with faded cartoon characters. She’d cut the back open and sewn little white bows on the corners.










The diaper beneath was double-stuffed.










The plug buzzed on random intervals.










The cage—still locked.














She handed him a flashcard.












“I’m a little bunny diaper bitch who eats shame for breakfast.”














“Say it,” she ordered.










He stood in front of the mirror, shaking.










“S-say it to myself?”










“No. To them.”










She tapped the webcam light.










It blinked red.










Live.














The comment section lit up instantly.











“He really thinks he’s human still?”






“Tell him to lift his onesie and show the mess.”






“This is next-level. Buy her more lingerie with his card.”











Ivy zoomed in on his face.










He stammered. Cried. Said the line again.










Twice.














After the stream, Ivy sat on the couch, counting tips.










Over $900 in two hours.










She called him over.










“Feet.”










He dropped instantly, lips to her toes.










“You did well today,” she said.










He nodded.










“But you’re still forgetting something.”










“What?”










She smirked and pulled a receipt from her pocket.










A printed order confirmation.













Custom Bunny Ears Headband with Integrated Cam – Ships Tomorrow.















Simon blinked.










She whispered: “Face reveal’s coming, baby. You’re almost ready.”














That night, she made him jerk the plug into a fresh diaper while repeating his name—

 

“Bunny, Bunny, Bunny”


 
—until he messed himself again on camera.










He cried.










She laughed.











The chat exploded.









Chapter 8 – Laced and Leashed










Simon didn’t ask where they were going.










He knew better now.










When Ivy told him to get dressed, she laid the outfit out like a mother picking out clothes for her toddler. But everything about the outfit screamed

 

slutty embarrassment


 
rather than comfort.










Today’s look:










●

 
       

 
A

 

white T-shirt


 
printed with

 

“Mommy’s Little Load”


 
in baby blue cursive.



 









●

 
       

 

Baggy jeans


 
— but no underwear. The thick

 

diaper


 
would be more than enough.



 









●

 
       

 
A hidden

 

vibrating plug


 
, always set to “random pulse.”



 









●

 
       

 
And just for flair: a

 

hoodie


 
with little bunny ears on the hood, soft and fuzzy and sickeningly pink.




 











Simon stared at the jeans.










They were

 

just


 
tight enough that if he bent over, the bulge of his diaper would be visible.










He hesitated.










“You don’t want to disappoint our fans, do you?” Ivy asked sweetly, dangling the pink pacifier on its ribbon between two fingers.










He shook his head and stepped into the clothes.














The mall was packed.










It was a Saturday afternoon. Loud, chaotic, filled with families and bored teens wandering in groups. And Ivy strolled through it all with her phone in one hand and the leash wrapped around her wrist.










Simon followed.










Leashed.










Diapered.










Buzzing every few steps.










He kept his eyes down and his back straight.










Every

 

crinkle


 
felt like a scream in the food court.














They entered the lingerie store like they owned it.










Ivy didn’t hesitate.










She beelined to the panties rack and began pulling pairs with theatrical flair.










Lace. Silk. Thongs. High-cut briefs with cartoon prints. Anything that would humiliate.










Simon lingered behind her, heart pounding.










Then the plug buzzed again.










He gasped.










A woman near the changing rooms turned to glance.










He looked away fast.














“Try these,” Ivy said, handing him a stack.










“But—”










“Now.”










She pointed at the dressing room, already unlocked. The leash tugged slightly.










Simon stepped inside.










She followed him in.










Didn’t ask. Didn’t care.














Inside the little cubicle, Ivy turned her phone to selfie mode and framed the camera on his face.










“Say it.”










“I…”










“Say it.”










“I’m about to try on panties for my Mommy. While I’m diapered. In a public store.”










“Smile.”










He did.










Barely.














She helped him undress slowly.










Pulled down the jeans.










Unsnapped the onesie.










The diaper was thick and damp. She pressed her palm flat against the front and laughed.










“You’re not even halfway through the trip.”










She slid a

 

black lace thong


 
up his legs.










It didn’t fit right.










The diaper made everything awkward, and the cage made it worse. But that didn’t stop her from filming every inch of the way.














Then came the mirror photos.










She snapped pictures of him in:










●

 
       

 
A

 

pink boyshort


 
with a heart over the crotch.



 









●

 
       

 
A

 

baby blue thong


 
riding high over the crinkles.



 









●

 
       

 
A

 

white lace panty


 
that vanished into the waistband of the diaper.



 









Each one tagged in her subscriber feed.











“Guess which one he leaked into first 😘


 💦”








Tips rolled in.










So did messages.











“Try the pink one with a tail plug.”






“Can he ask the sales girl where the sissy sizes are?”






“Let him walk around the store in panties only.”















Ivy picked her favorite.










The lacy white one.










Then tucked it into the front of his jeans, half-exposed, so that the waistband stuck out above the denim.










“Let’s pay,” she said.










Simon followed her to the counter.










There was a young woman working the register, maybe nineteen, with black nail polish and a nose ring.










She stared at the items.










Then looked at Simon.










Then looked at the

 

bunny ears on his hoodie


 
.










And smirked.










“Gift?” she asked.










Ivy leaned forward. “Oh, no. He earned them.”










Simon said nothing.










His face burned.










The girl raised one eyebrow, scanned the items, and said:










“Cute.”














Back outside, Ivy leaned into him and whispered:










“Still dry?”










He nodded.










“Shame. Maybe next time we bring a bottle of lax tea before we shop.”














That night, Ivy uploaded a carousel of images to her top-tier page.













“Lingerie Shopping for My Diapered Boy 💕 Public Vibes Only


 🐰”












The caption read:












“He tried on 6 pairs. Leaked in 2. Waddled the whole mall like a good slut.




Which pair should I make him wear to his next

 

family dinner


 
?”














Comments flooded in.










Votes. Tips. Begs.










Simon read them all in silence.










Hand in his lap.










Not touching himself.










Just feeling the pressure of the cage, the pulse of the shame, and the glow of Ivy’s domination wrap around him like silk.










He was hers.










Laced. Leashed. And owned.









Chapter 9 – The Voice Inside










Simon had no idea when she started doing it.










It wasn’t like she asked.










She didn’t sit him down and explain anything.










She didn’t tell him she was adding another layer to his obedience.










She simply added it—like everything else.














The first night it played, he thought it was a dream.










He remembered lying in bed, diapered, plugged, and exhausted. Ivy had let him cum through the cage that night—not with his hands, of course, but by grinding against her heel while she berated him. He leaked into his diaper like a pathetic dog, and she filmed the whole thing.










After, she kissed his forehead.










“Sleep tight, my little Bunny.”










And then she left the room.














Somewhere in the dark, a voice started whispering.










A soft, feminine voice—hers, but not quite. More like a version of Ivy engineered to soothe.












“You love your diapers.”
















“You feel safe in your cage.”
















“You belong to Mommy.”
















“You only feel whole when you’re humiliated.”














He twitched in his sleep.










The words coiled around him like blankets.














He didn’t tell her the next morning.










Mostly because he wasn’t sure it really happened.










Until it happened again.










And again.










Every night, the voice returned.










Sometimes gentle.










Sometimes firm.










Always Ivy’s.














By the end of the week, Simon started hearing her when he was

 

awake


 
.










He’d be brushing his teeth and catch himself mumbling, “Mommy decides when I’m clean.”










Or he’d go to the fridge and feel a wave of guilt for not asking permission.










Once, while padding into the bathroom, he whispered, “Diapers before dignity.”










And froze.














The next day, Ivy handed him a script.










“Practice this. We’ll record tomorrow.”










Simon scanned the paper.










Lines. Dozens.










Affirmations, like the ones in his dreams.












“I am nothing without my diapers.”




“Mommy’s pleasure comes before my needs.”




“I live to serve my fans.”




“Humiliation is my love language.”




“I leak to feel loved.”














He looked up.










“You… wrote these?”










She smiled.










“No, baby.

 

You did.


 
”














That night, she played a new recording.










Longer.










More personal.










She’d recorded her real voice, whispering directly to him, mixing in fan comments.










Some of it was filthy.










Some of it was tender.










All of it was designed to

 

melt


 
him.












“That’s it, baby. Breathe deep.”




“Let your mind shrink.”




“Diapers are your home.”




“The more they see you drool, the more they’ll pay.”




“You love your cage. You begged for it.”














He woke up soaked.










And hard.










And ashamed.














It got worse—or better, depending on perspective.










Ivy upgraded the setup with sleep earbuds and scheduled playlists.










She began inserting triggers—phrases he didn’t even recognize until she said them.










Like one afternoon when she leaned over during lunch and whispered:












“Little boys make big messes.”














Simon whimpered and wet himself instantly.










He hadn’t even realized he needed to pee.














The fans

 

loved


 
it.










Ivy started a new video series called:













“Hypno Bunny: Reprogramming the Roommate”















Each episode included snippets of the audio, real reactions, and Simon stumbling through public phrases like:










●

 
       

 
“Sorry, I need Mommy to check me.”



 









●

 
       

 
“I’m not allowed to talk to girls unless they wipe me.”



 









●

 
       

 
“My brain is padded too.”



 









The clips went viral in kink circles.










Subscribers surged.










Tips exploded.










Simon’s will eroded.














One night, she asked him something new.










“Do you even remember your real name?”










He paused.










“I…”










She pressed her palm over the front of his diaper.










“Be honest.”










He blinked.










The cage pulsed.










And for the first time since this began, he whispered:










“I think it was Simon.”














She kissed his forehead again.










“Not anymore.”










She wrote “BUNNY” across his chest with pink marker and had him fall asleep cradling a used pacifier—one she’d worn between her thighs earlier that day.









Chapter 10 – The Reward










“You’ve been such a good little Bunny lately,” Ivy purred, dragging her fingers down Simon’s chest.










They were alone in her bedroom, the door locked, the blinds closed. Soft red lighting bathed the walls, and her favorite playlist hummed in the background—moody, seductive, dangerous.










Simon was kneeling on the floor, diaper thick, cage locked, and trembling with anticipation. For the first time in weeks, she was smiling with something that resembled warmth.










“I think you deserve a little… attention.”










He swallowed.










“Like, from you?”










She laughed.










“No, sweet thing.

 

From them.


 
”














She led him to the little livestream setup in the corner of her room.










Camera.










Ring light.










The big pink rug with the phrase

 

“Be a Good Girl”


 
stitched in cursive.










Except tonight,

 

he


 
would be on it.














“Strip,” she said softly.










Simon undressed piece by piece.










The hoodie with the bunny ears came off first. Then the baby-blue shirt that barely covered the waistband of his diaper. Then the jeans.










He hesitated before removing the diaper.










“You’re allowed to,” Ivy said, lips curving. “This time.”










She unlocked the cage.










His cock sprang forward, painfully hard, already leaking.










His hands shook.










“You’ll get

 

one


 
orgasm,” she said, stepping behind the camera. “Earn it.”














She hit “Go Live.”










Within seconds, the viewer count surged.










First a dozen.










Then a hundred.










Then over a thousand.










The chat exploded.













“Bunny’s going free???”






“Is he going to stroke it?!”






“This is not a drill.”






“OMG let him edge till he cries.”















Simon dropped to his knees.










His cock throbbed in the cool air, exposed for the first time on stream.










Ivy panned the camera to frame him from head to toe.










Then nodded once.










“Tell them what you are.”














He looked into the lens.










Voice shaking.










“I… I’m Bunny. I wear diapers. I serve my Mommy. I haven’t touched my cock in over a month.”










Cheers flooded the chat.











“YESSS.”






“Stroke it like a baby girl.”






“Don’t even pretend you’re a man anymore.”











He reached down.










Wrapped his hand around the shaft.










And began to stroke.














Slow at first.










Each motion tentative, almost shy.










He hadn’t felt this sensation in so long that it almost hurt. The sensitivity was unbearable. The memory of Ivy’s touch, her eyes, the plug’s teasing vibrations—all of it swirled in his brain like a drug.










“Tell them what you’re thinking,” Ivy cooed.










“I… I want to make Mommy proud.”










“Louder.”










“I want to make Mommy proud!”










“Beg for permission to cum.”










“Please! Please, Mommy—please let me!”










“Not yet.”










She walked into the frame then.










Dressed in thigh-highs and nothing else.










Her presence alone made him moan.














She stepped behind him.










Slid a finger between his cheeks.










Inserted something.










Cold. Metal. Click.










A

 

remote-controlled prostate massager.











His entire body seized.










“Keep stroking,” she whispered.










He obeyed.










The device inside him pulsed in sync with the camera’s rhythm.














“Tell them what it feels like.”










“I—I’m leaking already,” he gasped.










“What are you leaking?”










“Shame. I’m leaking shame.”














His voice broke.










He couldn’t stop.










His hand pumped faster.










The plug buzzed deep.










Ivy stepped in front of the camera and whispered into the mic:












“Let’s show them what Bunny really is.”














She pressed a button on her phone.










The massager

 

spiked


 
.










Simon screamed—and

 

came


 
.










Hard.










Fast.










Uncontrollably.














It hit his stomach. His thighs. The rug.










He moaned—no,

 

sobbed


 
—as his body convulsed with pleasure he hadn’t felt in weeks.










The chat exploded.













“YESSSS.”






“SPILL FOR MOMMY.”






“Little diaper bunny’s ruined.”






“Make him lick it.”















Ivy grinned.










“Good Bunny.”














He collapsed to the floor, breathless.










Whimpering.










Spent.










Humiliated.










And it wasn’t over.














Ivy walked back on camera holding something behind her back.










When she revealed it, Simon’s blood went cold.










A

 

pink chastity cage


 
—but this time, one with a

 

transparent shell


 
, a

 

heart-shaped lock


 
, and a

 

permanent serial number


 
etched into the side.










“Say goodbye to freedom.”










He stared.










Speechless.










“

 

Now.


 
”










“…Goodbye, freedom.”










She slid it on with practiced ease.










Locked it.










Then showed the key to the camera.










“I’ll be auctioning this off to the highest bidder,” she said. “Whoever wins gets to decide if he

 

ever


 
gets to cum again.”














That stream hit

 

Top 3 on the platform.











Tips topped $2,500.










And Simon?










He was now

 

fully branded


 
.










Forever Bunny.










Forever locked.










Forever watched.









Chapter 11 – Shared Property










The knock came while Simon was on his knees, folding Ivy’s laundry with his mouth gagged.










It wasn’t unusual.










She liked him silenced during “chores.” Said it helped him focus.










But this knock?










It sent a cold tremor through his padded frame.










Because Ivy didn’t answer the door.










She simply called out, “Come in!”










And that meant… she was expecting someone.














He tried to rise.










To retreat.










To cover himself.










But the leash clipped to the coffee table yanked taut the moment he moved more than a foot. He fell back onto the soft rug—diaper exposed, t-shirt rolled up under his chest, and plug still buzzing gently inside him.










Then the door opened.










And

 

she


 
walked in.














“Whoa,” the woman said with a smirk, closing the door behind her. “You weren’t kidding. He really

 

is


 
trained.”










She was tall. Pale. Raven-black hair in a messy bun. Tattoos up her arms, heavy boots, red lipstick.










No introduction.










No hesitation.










She walked straight up to Simon and toed his diaper with the steel toe of her boot.










“Is this the Bunny?”










Ivy nodded. “In the flesh.”














Simon’s eyes went wide.










Ivy stepped behind him and unclipped the leash.










“This is Rae,” she said. “She runs her own channel. Way more brutal than mine. We’re collaborating tonight.”










Simon whimpered behind the gag.










Rae crouched down.










Pulled it from his mouth.










And held his chin with one gloved hand.










“You ever been used by

 

two


 
Mommies before, diaperboy?”










He shook his head.










“You’re about to learn.”














The stream was scheduled for 8:00 PM.










By 7:30, Rae had already dressed him.










She chose a

 

see-through pink onesie


 
that snapped at the crotch and hugged every crinkle of the thick double-diaper beneath it. The chest read:

 

Public Use Baby


 
. His cage was freshly locked. Plug inserted. And his wrists cuffed to the playmat in Ivy’s room, beneath the new neon sign:













“SHARED PROPERTY”



















“Ready?” Ivy asked, walking into frame in a black silk robe, no bra, and fishnets.










Simon gulped.










Rae clicked “Go Live.”










The stream blinked on.










1,232 viewers in the first minute.














“Welcome, sluts and dommes,” Rae said into the mic. “Tonight, you’re meeting

 

Bunny


 
. He’s Ivy’s diaper bitch—and for the next two hours, he’s also mine.”










The chat roared.











“YES.”






“Break him.”






“Team Rae already.”






“Does he even know what’s coming?”















They started slow.










Ivy teased his thighs with a crop while Rae played with the plug remote.










“Tell the viewers who owns you,” Ivy said.










“You… you do, Mommy.”










Rae slapped his cheek lightly.










“Try again.”










“You both do!”














Then the questions started.











“What’s the worst thing you’ve ever licked clean?”






“Do you cry when you mess yourself?”






“How long has it been since you peed in a toilet?”











Ivy let him answer.










Rae made him

 

show


 
.














By the halfway point, Simon was weeping.










His legs spread, diaper soaked, ass vibrating, lips parted in humiliation.










Rae straddled his chest and shoved her fingers into his mouth.










“Clean them.”










He did.










She looked to the camera.










“$500 tip and he does it with my

 

foot


 
next.”










Within seconds, a payment alert dinged.














Ivy narrated the whole thing.










Rae kept the tempo brutal.










And Simon?










He broke.










On camera.










Tears.










Begging.










One ruined diaper.










One ruined ego.










And two dominant women laughing over him as the chat exploded with praise, tips, and demands for

 

part two


 
.














After the stream, Rae leaned against the counter, sipping wine.










“Damn, he’s a keeper.”










Ivy smirked. “He’s not going anywhere.”










She turned to Simon, still on the floor, shaking.










“How’s our little cash cow doing?”










He didn’t respond.










Just leaked into the second diaper while Rae held the camera for one last subscriber photo.









Chapter 12 – Bunny’s Day Out










“Just act normal,” Ivy said, tightening the straps of Simon’s backpack.










He didn’t feel normal.










He felt like a loaded diaper with legs.










Underneath his jeans, the bulk of a

 

triple-layered crinkle stack


 
made it impossible to walk properly. The pink onesie under his hoodie rubbed his caged cock raw. His plug, on setting three, throbbed with each step.










And the worst part?










They were going outside.














“Ivy… I don’t think I can do this.”










“You

 

can


 
,” she said, brushing his cheek condescendingly. “Because I said so. And because you’re my good little sissy.”










He swallowed.










She kissed his forehead.










“Now smile. Today’s your first dare walk.”














She’d sold it as a “kinky little outdoor challenge.” A five-task outing around campus. Harmless. Fun. “Just for content.”










But Bunny knew better now.










Nothing Ivy did was harmless.










And this wasn't for fun.















Task One: The Panty Drop











Outside the laundromat, Ivy handed Simon a pair of her worn panties—pink satin, floral trim.










“I want you to walk inside, drop these on the floor, and leave. Don’t explain. Don’t look back.”










“What if—”










“They’ll think you’re a freak. That’s the point.”










He did it.










Palms sweaty. Diaper peeking above his jeans. Plug pulsing with every step.










As he dropped them and turned, a girl looked up from her machine.










Her nose wrinkled.










He flushed scarlet and rushed back out.










Ivy laughed and filmed his red face.










“One down.”















Task Two: Baby Bottle Refill











She handed him a pink plastic baby bottle filled with water.










“We’re going into the café,” she said. “You’re going to ask for a refill. Loudly.”










“No—”










“Or I leak the clip of you humping your own pacifier.”










He hesitated.










Then entered.










The barista stared as Simon—his diaper rustling audibly—set the bottle on the counter.










“C-can you refill this, please?”










The guy behind the counter blinked.










Said nothing.










Refilled it slowly.










Handed it back with the kind of awkwardness reserved for breakups and public breakdowns.










Simon thanked him.










Didn’t make eye contact.















Task Three: Leak and Walk











They walked to the park.










Ivy gave the signal.










Simon closed his eyes.










Relaxed.










And wet himself.










She made him walk half a lap while the soaked bulk ballooned behind his zipper.










A couple looked over and laughed.










He felt it. Knew they knew.










The shame radiated off him like heat.















Task Four: Ask a Stranger for a Wipe











He balked.










“Please,” he whispered. “Not this one.”










Ivy’s eyes narrowed.










“Are you backing out?”










“I—”










“Remember the rules, Bunny.”










She opened her purse and pulled out her phone.










He knew what footage she had stored.










The clips.










The names of his professors.










His old boss’s number.










The contact list she controlled.










“I’ll… do it.”










He approached a woman in a yellow sundress sitting alone on a bench.










“E-excuse me… do you… have a tissue?”










She blinked.










Then looked down.










Noticed the outline.










The pacifier peeking from his hoodie pocket.










Her eyes widened.










She stood and walked away without a word.










Simon nearly collapsed from shame.










Ivy was beaming.










“Perfect.”















Task Five: Fan Spotting











Simon didn’t know this one was real.










She told him they were going to walk past the student union, and she’d record him waddling. That was it.










He agreed.










What she didn’t tell him?










She’d posted his route to a

 

private fan chat


 
.










Invited

 

three premium subscribers


 
to spot him “in the wild.”










And two of them showed up.














The first was a girl with dyed red hair, pretending to scroll her phone. She walked past him, whispered, “Good bunny,” and pinched his diapered ass.










He nearly screamed.










Ivy just giggled.










The second was worse.










A guy.










Older.










Wearing a shirt that read

 

"Diaper Disciplinarian."











He walked by, looked Simon directly in the eyes, and said:










“Seen you leak on stream. Slut.”










Simon froze.










Ivy didn’t stop walking.










She turned back with a smile.










“Keep waddling, baby.”














By the end of the walk, Simon was trembling.










His diaper was swollen. His face was on fire. His plug buzzed mercilessly with every step.










And Ivy?










She filmed it all.










Later that night, she posted the full compilation as:













“Public Sissy Dare Challenge #1 – Baby Bunny Hits the Streets”















It became the most downloaded video she’d ever released.










And in the last shot, just before the screen cut to black, Simon looked into the lens…










…and whispered:










“Thank you, Mommy.”









Chapter 13 – Sold for the Weekend










It started with a whisper.










“$10,000,” Ivy said, flicking her finger across her phone screen as she sipped iced coffee. “That’s what they paid.”










Simon blinked.










“Who… who paid?”










She smiled.










“Someone who wants to watch you suffer. Someone who thinks you’re worth owning—for the weekend.”










He swallowed hard. The plug inside him pulsed. His pacifier slipped slightly between his lips, and he instinctively sucked it back in.










Ivy leaned closer, brushing his cheek with the back of her hand.










“Congratulations, Bunny. You’ve been

 

rented.


 
”














She called it his

 

Punishment Weekend Package


 
.










A premium tier she teased in the dark corners of her fan base for months.










Most thought it was a bluff. Just marketing hype.










They were wrong.










And one fan—a long-time tipper known only as

 

MommyMireille


 
—paid in full.










Wire transfer. No questions. No limits.














Simon was stripped of all autonomy by Friday afternoon.










She shaved him bare again—every inch.










Then had him kneel on the pink towel in the middle of her living room while she laid out the rules.










“Your body, Bunny, belongs to me. But this weekend, it’s leased.”










She opened a box on the floor.










Inside: a set of instructions, a pre-recorded audio file, several items he didn’t recognize… and a pink

 

tracking collar


 
with a little jingle bell.










“I’ll stream everything. But

 

they


 
decide what happens.”














Friday Night began with humiliation.










“Crawl to the front door,” Ivy read aloud from her phone.










Simon obeyed, his padded ass swaying clumsily in the thick, soaked diaper. The plug buzzed with every jolt, pre-cum dripping from his locked tip.










“Open the door.”










He whimpered.










“It’s 9 PM. Someone could see me…”










“Open it, baby.”










He cracked it open.










Cool air hit his bare legs.










The camera zoomed in as he crawled halfway into the hallway—fully visible from the neighboring apartments.










A laugh echoed from somewhere up the stairs.










He pulled back, red as a cherry.










Ivy smirked.










“Good Bunny.”














The rest of the night was a game of

 

obedience roulette


 
.










Each command worse than the last.












“Show us what your mess looks like. Front and back.”




“Lick your own thighs clean.”




“Bark. Beg. Shake your diaper like a puppy.”




“Say, ‘I’m not a man. I’m a little pissing piggy.’”




“Try to say your old name. Then gag yourself.”














He couldn’t make it through half of them without sobbing.














Saturday morning began with

 

Hypno Loop Reprogramming


 
.










Ivy strapped him into a highchair, locked his wrists to the sides, and inserted headphones.










“Eight hours, Bunny,” she said. “Looped, layered, and designed to crack your last resistance.”










The audio whispered every perverted truth directly into his subconscious.












“You belong in diapers.”




“You feel safest when humiliated.”




“You are grateful for your plug.”




“Messing yourself is love.”




“Real boys don’t need cages. But you’re not real.”














By the time she returned that evening, Simon was drooling, limp, and soaked.










Exactly how MommyMireille wanted him.














That night, Ivy did the unthinkable.










She unlocked his cage.










For five minutes only.










But she didn’t let him touch himself.










No.










She

 

milked


 
him.










Slowly. Mechanically.










With gloved hands, lubricant, and a camera angled to show every second.










As he started to climax, Ivy whispered, “Say thank you to your owner.”










“I… I…”










She twisted her hand just enough to make it

 

hurt


 
.










“Say it.”










“Thank you, MommyMireille!”










He came—screaming, writhing, apologizing, and weeping.










And then she locked him back up.














Sunday was the worst.










Because Sunday was

 

exposure day.











The buyer had one final request:












“Take him for a walk. Show the world what I own.”














So Ivy dressed him in a pale-yellow romper. Lace trim. Cartoon animals on the front. Diaper sagging visibly beneath.










He waddled down the street behind her, leash clipped to his collar, pacifier in his mouth, head bowed.










Some looked.










Some laughed.










One woman stopped and took a photo.










And Ivy

 

let her


 
.










Simon died a little more with each step.










But he never resisted.














By Sunday night, the stream reached

 

25,000 paid views


 
.










The fan who rented him received a private Dropbox link, two signed stills, and the right to name him on stream.










They chose:











“Bunny Mireille.”















Back inside, Ivy pulled him close and stroked his head.










“Good Bunny,” she whispered.










“You’ve earned your place.”










He nuzzled into her thigh.










Breathing shallow.










Voice barely a whisper.










“…I belong to you.”









Chapter 14 – The Last Stream










The screen flickered to life at exactly 8:00 PM.










No intro.










No music.










Just Ivy sitting cross-legged on the nursery rug, camera set low, legs spread in soft pink pajamas, a pacifier dangling from her fingers.










Behind her, the crib bars were locked.










Inside: Simon.










No… not Simon.










Just

 

Bunny


 
now.










His head rested on a satin pillow, his wrists clipped to the rails, his thick, printed diaper puffed around him like a pillow of shame. His eyes were half-lidded, glazed over from two days of heavy plugs, leaked orgasms, and hours of whispered reprogramming loops.










He didn’t struggle.










He didn’t speak.










He waited.














“Hi, babies,” Ivy said sweetly to the 4,000 live viewers. “Tonight is a very special night.”










She turned the camera slightly.










Revealing Bunny fully.










Naked except for his diaper, pacifier gag, and a glittering pink collar that read:













PROPERTY OF MOMMY



















“This is Bunny’s

 

last night


 
as who he used to be,” Ivy said, stroking his hair. “Simon was a mistake. Simon was lost. But Bunny is found.”










She leaned closer to the camera.










“So we’re saying goodbye tonight. Officially. Publicly.”










The chat lit up.













“DO IT.”






“Say bye-bye to the man.”






“Erase him.”



















Ivy took her time.










She made Bunny drink three full baby bottles before the ceremony started—his belly round and bloated. The plug buzzed constantly now. His diaper was already wet. The second layer beneath it was already showing signs of swelling.










She kissed his forehead.










“You ready, baby?”










He blinked slowly.










The plug jolted.










He nodded.














The

 

Erasure Ceremony


 
began.










Ivy pulled out a small chalkboard.










On it, she wrote:











SIMON











Then, with a slow, sensual stroke of her hand, she erased the letters one by one.










“S is for Shame,” she said. “Which you’ve worn so beautifully.”










“I is for Identity. Which you no longer need.”










“M is for Man. What you never really were.”










“O is for Obedience. Your new religion.”










“N is for Never. As in… you’ll never be free again.”










She kissed the board.










Then dropped it into the trash.














Next, she held up a mirror.










Forced Bunny to look at himself.










"Say goodbye."










He whimpered through the gag.










A tear rolled down his cheek.










She unlatched the pacifier.










“Say it.”










“…Goodbye… Simon.”










“Louder.”










“GOODBYE, SIMON!”














The stream reached record viewership.










Tips exploded.










She pulled out a gift-wrapped box and opened it on camera.










Inside: a printed

 

birth certificate


 
.











Name:


 
Bunny





Status:


 
Fully Regressed





Owner:


 
Mommy Ivy





Sex:


 
None










Signed. Stamped. And ready for the nursery wall.














She placed the certificate in a frame.










Hung it next to the crib.










Then turned to the camera.










“Simon is gone. And Bunny is forever.”










She snapped her fingers.










The camera panned to show

 

his new life


 
:










●

 
       

 
Locked wardrobe full of onesies, pacifiers, and diaper covers



 









●

 
       

 
A chart listing feeding times, spanking sessions, and enema days



 









●

 
       

 
A shelf of toys labeled “Shame Play Only”



 









●

 
       

 
His old clothes… shredded and burned in a live video two days ago



 













As the stream came to an end, Ivy slid into the crib behind him.










Wrapped her arms around her diapered baby.










Pressed her lips to his ear.










“Welcome home, my little nothing.”














In the final shot, Bunny stared into the camera.










Eyes wide.










Face flushed.










Mouth open.










Plug buzzing.










Diaper swelling.










Voice trembling:










“…thank you, Mommy.”
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