
        
            
                
            
        

    
Her Perfect Boyfriend: A Trans Domme’s Toy

A Femdom ABDL Story of Chastity, Diaper Humiliation, and Relentless Control


Chapter One – The Touch

The club was loud, pulsing with bass and sweat, neon lights flickering over the dance floor. Adam — or maybe it was Jason tonight, depending on the name he gave — leaned against the bar with his usual bored confidence. Another drink in hand, another girl eyeing him from across the room. He smiled, that practiced smirk that usually worked.

But something felt flat. It always did. The girls giggled, leaned close, kissed him back. And then what? A quick fuck, a forgettable morning. He wanted more, though he’d never admit it. Something deeper. Something sharper. Something he couldn’t name.

That’s when she touched him.

It was nothing at first — a brush of fingers against his ass as someone moved past the bar. But then those fingers didn’t move away. They gripped, firm and deliberate.

Adam spun, ready to bark something smart. His eyes met hers — and the words died in his throat.

She was tall, elegant, with sharp cheekbones and a dark dress that clung to her body like it had been painted on. Her lipstick was deep red, her smile slow, deliberate, and knowing. She was older than him — not old, but seasoned, radiating the kind of confidence that made everyone else seem small.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice velvet wrapped around steel.

The words landed like a shock straight to his cock. He blinked, stammering. “E-excuse me?”

She leaned closer, the scent of expensive perfume and something darker — leather, maybe — curling around him. “I said good boy. Don’t make me repeat myself.”

His chest tightened. He should have laughed it off, should have walked away. But instead he stood frozen, heat crawling up his neck.

She slid onto the stool beside him like she owned it. “Buy me a drink.”

It wasn’t a question.

He nodded dumbly, signaling to the bartender. She took her glass, sipped, and studied him like prey. “You’ve been prowling all night. Smiling at girls. Collecting numbers you won’t use. Looking for something you can’t find.”

His mouth went dry. “How would you—”

“I know,” she cut in, her eyes locking on his. “Because I’ve been watching you. And I know exactly what you need.”

He swallowed, throat dry. “And what’s that?”

Her smile deepened, slow and wicked. She leaned close, lips brushing his ear as she whispered:

“A strong hand. A locked cock. And a thick diaper between your legs.”

His entire body jolted. He turned to her, eyes wide, a dozen protests bubbling up — but her hand was already on his thigh, squeezing, daring him to move.

And for the first time in years, he didn’t feel bored.

He felt terrified. And aroused.


Chapter Two – The Invitation

Adam’s brain scrambled, fighting to catch up. He wanted to laugh, to brush her off, to reclaim the swagger that usually came so easily. But her words clung to him like heat: a locked cock, a thick diaper.

No one had ever spoken to him like that. No one had ever seen him like that.

He finally managed, “You’re joking, right?”

She sipped her drink, unbothered. “Do I look like I joke?”

Her eyes pinned him in place, sharp and amused. Adam’s pulse thundered. He told himself to stand, to walk away, but his body refused. He was hooked, like a fish tugged by the line.

She leaned closer, lips brushing the rim of his ear. “You’ve tried being in control. You’ve tried running the show. And you’re bored. Aren’t you?”

His jaw clenched. She was too close, too right.

She slid her hand further up his thigh, nails grazing the fabric of his jeans. “I can fix that. But only if you listen.”

Adam swallowed. “And if I don’t?”

Her smile widened. “Then you’ll spend another night chasing girls who bore you, and wake up alone. Tell me, baby—don’t you want more?”

The word — baby — twisted in his chest like a secret he didn’t know he had.

He whispered, “What do you mean, more?”

She kissed his cheek, almost tender. “I mean giving up the act. Letting me strip you down. Lock you up. Break you. Until there’s nothing left but my perfect boyfriend.”

His cock throbbed painfully in his jeans. He shifted, trying to hide it. She noticed, of course. Her laugh was low, dangerous. “See? Your body already knows it wants this.”

Adam’s mouth went dry. “I don’t even know your name.”

She leaned back, elegant, sipping her drink as if she had all the time in the world. “Call me Mistress Ava.”

The word Mistress sent a shiver down his spine.

She stood, tossing a few bills on the bar. “Finish your drink, sweetheart. You’re coming home with me.”

Adam blinked. “Just like that?”

Her hand slid down to his ass again, squeezing firmly. “Just like that. Unless you’d rather crawl back to Tinder and find another brat who’ll ghost you.”

He hesitated for half a heartbeat. Then he drained his glass, set it down, and followed her.

The night air outside was cool, sharp. She walked ahead, confident, heels striking the pavement like a countdown. Adam trailed after, his cock aching, his chest tight with something that felt like fear and want tangled together.

When she turned the corner and unlocked her door, she glanced back at him with that wicked smile.

“Good boy,” she said again.

And the words sank even deeper this time.


Chapter Three – The Bedroom Test

Mistress Ava’s apartment didn’t look like the others he’d stumbled into after nights out. No scattered shoes or half-empty wine bottles. No mess.

It was sleek, deliberate — everything in its place. Dark leather chairs, low lighting, a faint scent of vanilla mixed with polish. The air felt heavy, like it was waiting for him.

Adam lingered by the door, trying to mask his nerves with a smirk. “Nice place.”

Ava shut the door with a click. “Strip.”

The word cracked like a whip. No smile, no preamble. Just an order.

Adam blinked. “What—”

Her eyes narrowed. “Shirts. Jeans. Everything. On the floor. Now.”

His cock twitched at the tone, traitorous. He tried to stall, laughing. “You move fast.”

She stepped closer, and suddenly her hand was at his throat — not squeezing, but firm, enough to make his breath catch. “I don’t move fast,” she whispered. “I move exactly as I please. And you’ll learn to keep up. Or you’ll leave right now, and I promise you’ll regret it.”

His heart pounded. He should have left. He didn’t.

Slowly, awkwardly, he stripped. His shirt hit the floor. His jeans pooled at his ankles. He stood in his briefs, trying not to cover himself.

Ava circled him like a predator, nails grazing down his chest. “Cute. But you’re not here to be cute.”

She stopped at a black chest by the wall. The lid opened with a low creak. Adam’s breath caught as she drew something out — black leather, straps, gleaming steel rings.

A harness. With a cock. Long, thick, glistening with lube.

His mouth went dry. “Wait. That’s—”

“Your test.”

She slid the harness on with practiced ease, buckles clicking against her hips. The silicone cock jutted forward proudly, obscene and inevitable.

Adam shook his head, panic flooding in. “I—I don’t do that. I don’t—”

Ava’s gaze sliced into him. “You don’t decide. Not here.”

She pressed the rubber shaft against his chest, slowly dragging it down his body until the head rested just above the waistband of his briefs. His cock twitched hard beneath them, betraying him.

Her laugh was low, dangerous. “See? Your body already said yes.”

He swallowed, cheeks burning. “I… I can’t…”

Ava hooked her fingers into his waistband and yanked. His briefs hit the floor, leaving him bare, already half-hard.

“On your knees,” she ordered.

Adam froze.

Her hand slapped his cheek — not brutal, but stinging enough to snap him out of hesitation. “On. Your. Knees.”

His legs buckled before his brain caught up. He knelt, naked, staring up at her harness.

Ava cupped his chin, tilting his head back. “Good boy. Now open your mouth.”

The rubber head brushed his lips. His stomach twisted, but his cock jerked at the same time. Humiliation and arousal crashed together.

“This,” she whispered, pressing the tip harder against his mouth, “is just the beginning. Tonight I fuck your throat. Next, I fuck your ass. And soon? You’ll be begging for me to keep you caged and padded like the little boyfriend you’re meant to be.”

Adam’s lips parted before he realized he’d obeyed.

And Mistress Ava slid her cock between them, smiling as the first muffled gag filled the room.


Chapter Four – Pegged

His jaw ached. His throat burned. Mistress Ava’s cock slid out of his mouth with a wet pop, drool trailing down his chin. He gasped for air, chest heaving, eyes watery.

Ava stroked his hair like he was a pet. “Good start,” she murmured. “But your real test is just beginning.”

Adam blinked up at her, humiliated and trembling. “Wh-what do you mean?”

She stepped back, tugging her harness cock with a deliberate stroke. “Turn around. On the bed. Hands and knees.”

His stomach dropped. “Wait—”

Smack. Her palm cracked across his cheek before he finished. Sharp, stinging, making his cock twitch against his will.

“You don’t argue with Mistress,” she snapped. “On the bed.”

His legs moved before his brain did. He climbed onto the mattress, every muscle tight with fear. On all fours, he looked back over his shoulder, shame burning his face.

Ava slicked the cock again, the sound obscene. She climbed up behind him, one knee pressing into the mattress, one hand gripping his hip.

The rubber head pressed against his hole. He gasped, jerking forward. “N-no, I can’t—”

Her nails dug into his skin. “You can. And you will.”

She pushed.

The tip breached, hot and slick, stretching him. Adam cried out, muffled by the sheets as he buried his face. His cock twitched hard against the mattress, precome smearing.

“That’s it,” Ava purred, her hips pressing forward inch by inch. “Take it like the good boy you are.”

His body clenched, every nerve screaming, humiliation scorching through him. And yet his cock throbbed, dripping, betraying him completely.

Ava laughed low, grinding deeper. “Look at you. You’re not fighting. You’re leaking. You love it.”

He shook his head, groaning. “I—I don’t—”

She slammed her hips forward, burying half the shaft in one brutal thrust. His cry tore from his throat, equal parts pain and filthy pleasure.

“Say it,” she growled against his ear, her body draped over his back now. “Say you love it.”

He gasped, trembling, his cock grinding helplessly into the sheets. “I… I—”

Another thrust. Deeper. Harder. The cock hit something inside him that made his vision blur. He moaned, broken, shuddering.

“I love it!” he cried out, tears streaking his cheeks.

Ava’s laughter was rich, triumphant. She pounded him then, relentless, each thrust forcing the truth deeper into him than the cock itself.

Her nails raked his chest, her voice low and commanding. “That’s my boy. My toy. My perfect little boyfriend.”

And as she fucked him open on her harness, Adam realized with a sick, aching thrill — she wasn’t just pegging him.

She was remaking him.


Chapter Five – The Cage

Adam collapsed onto the sheets, sweat dripping down his back, his ass aching and stretched, thighs trembling from the pounding. He buried his face in the pillow, humiliated, confused, but painfully hard against the mattress.

Mistress Ava slid off the bed, unbuckling the strapon with deliberate grace. She laid it on the dresser, the rubber cock gleaming slick under the lamplight. She didn’t look rushed. She never did. Every move was calculated, measured, like she owned time itself.

Adam panted, his cock twitching against the sheets. He reached down, desperate to stroke, to relieve the ache before his head split in two.

Her hand closed around his wrist instantly, iron-strong. “Ah, ah,” she chided. “Did I give you permission to touch?”

His breath hitched. “I—I just need—”

“You need what I say you need,” she snapped.

He froze under her glare. Her fingers trailed down his arm, soft again, soothing him only to tighten around his cock in a sudden grip. His body jerked.

“So needy,” she murmured. “So desperate. But you came here to give me control. Didn’t you?”

“I—” He wanted to deny it, but the words stuck in his throat.

Ava’s smile curled, wicked. “Don’t worry. Mistress has the perfect solution.”

She turned back to the dresser, opening the black chest once more. From inside, she pulled something small and glinting under the light: a steel chastity cage, narrow and gleaming, designed to lock his cock away.

Adam’s eyes went wide. “No. No, no, no, that’s too much—”

“Too much?” She laughed, low and dangerous. “You’ve already taken my cock up your ass. You’ve drooled on my strap like a slut. And now you’re saying this is too much?”

He stammered, backing against the headboard. “I—I can’t—I won’t—”

Ava stalked forward, holding the cage like a sacred object. She gripped his chin, forcing him to meet her gaze. “Listen, boy. You don’t get to cum unless I say. You don’t get to touch unless I say. From tonight on, your cock is mine. Locked. Denied. Forgotten.”

He whimpered, trembling. His cock betrayed him again, throbbing harder, leaking for her.

“Look at it,” she mocked. “Begging to be caged. Begging to be owned.”

Before he could protest again, she slid the ring around the base, cool steel against his skin. He gasped at the chill, his cock straining helplessly. The cage snapped into place with a cruel click.

Ava stepped back, admiring her work. “There,” she purred. “Much better. Now you’ll stay hard for me. Forever denied. Forever mine.”

Adam’s hands flew to the cage, tugging, desperate to free himself. It held fast, unyielding.

Ava slapped his hands away. “Rule number one: you never touch without permission. Rule number two: you never cum without permission. Rule number three—”

Her smile sharpened as she opened a drawer and pulled out something white, crinkly.

“—boys in cages wear diapers.”

Adam’s breath caught in his throat.


Chapter Six – Punishment Padding

Adam’s breath came fast, shallow, as Mistress Ava dangled the folded diaper between two fingers. The crinkle was loud in the quiet room, loud enough to drown out his thoughts.

“No,” he whispered, shaking his head violently. “No way. That’s… that’s for babies.”

Ava’s smile was razor sharp. “Exactly. And that’s what you are now. My baby. My boyfriend. My toy.”

He backed against the headboard, caged cock straining uselessly. “I’m not wearing that.”

She laughed softly, a sound so confident it cut through him more than yelling ever could. “You weren’t going to suck my cock either. You weren’t going to bend over for me. And yet…” She let the words hang as she tapped the diaper against his thigh. “Here you are.”

His face burned. His body betrayed him again, cock twitching in the cage.

Ava’s eyes gleamed. “Lie down.”

He didn’t move. His pulse hammered.

Smack. Her palm cracked across his cheek, harder this time, making his head snap sideways. “I said lie down.”

His legs buckled, and he obeyed without thinking, flopping onto his back, trembling.

Ava knelt between his thighs, unfolding the diaper with a flourish. She slid it under his hips, the padding rustling loud and obscene. His cock pressed uselessly against the steel bars of the cage, trapped and humiliated.

She pulled the front up over him, snug and tight, sealing his denial inside a padded prison. The tapes pressed down with firm snaps: one, two, three, four.

The sound was final.

“There,” Ava purred, running her hand over the thick bulk. “Perfect. No more sheets to ruin. No more messes I don’t approve of. From now on, if you leak…” She smirked, pressing her palm harder. “…it stays right here.”

Adam groaned, burying his face in his hands. The diaper crinkled with every twitch, every shift of his hips. He felt enormous, childish, helpless.

Ava leaned over him, her lips brushing his ear. “Rule number four: every boy in a cage wears diapers. Always. You don’t get the privilege of underwear anymore.”

He whimpered. “Please… don’t make me—”

She kissed his cheek, slow and taunting. “Too late, baby. You’re already wearing them.”

Her hand squeezed the front, grinding his caged cock into the padding until he moaned in shame. “And soon enough, you’ll be wetting them for me too.”

She pulled back, standing tall above him, watching him squirm in his new prison of steel and crinkle. “Good boy,” she whispered.

And Adam knew the word had never sounded so devastating.


Chapter Seven – Bottle and Spank

The diaper crinkled with every nervous shift of his hips. Adam sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the floor, cheeks flushed, steel cage digging into the padding. He couldn’t even look at Mistress Ava.

She sat across from him in a leather chair, legs crossed, sipping wine as if this was just another night. Her eyes never left him.

“You’re quiet,” she said finally.

He swallowed. “I… I don’t know what to say.”

Her lips curved. “Good. Babies don’t need words. They need obedience.”

From beside her, she picked up a bottle — a full-sized baby bottle, glass with a cartoon print on the side, the nipple swollen and obscene. Milk sloshed inside.

Adam’s stomach twisted. “You’re not serious.”

“Oh, I’m deadly serious.” She stood, towering over him, holding the bottle like a queen’s scepter. “On your back.”

He hesitated. Smack. Her palm cracked against his padded crotch, the sound loud, the sting hot. His cock throbbed in its cage.

“On your back,” she repeated.

He lay down, heart hammering. The diaper rustled against the sheets. Ava straddled him, one hand pinning his chest, the other pressing the bottle nipple against his lips.

“Open.”

His jaw clenched. She slapped the diaper again, harder. “Open.”

He obeyed.

The nipple slid between his lips, the taste of warm milk flooding his mouth. He groaned, humiliated, but she tilted the bottle higher, forcing him to suck.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Drink for Mommy.”

His eyes widened at the word. He wanted to spit it out, to protest, but her nails dug into his chest, and he kept sucking, cheeks hollowing, warm milk dribbling down his chin.

She laughed softly. “Pathetic. My strong man, reduced to bottle-feeding like the baby he really is.”

When the last drop drained, she pulled it free and wiped his chin with her thumb, smearing the milk across his cheek. “Good boy.”

He burned with shame — and his cock strained in the cage, harder than ever.

Ava smirked, sliding off him. “Up. Hands and knees.”

He blinked, dazed. “W-what for?”

Her grin was sharp. “Spankings, of course. Babies who pout get punished.”

He hesitated. She grabbed him by the arm and flipped him, pressing his face into the mattress, diapered ass high in the air.

Her hand cracked down on the thick padding. Smack. The crinkle muffled it, but the sting still spread through his ass.

“Count,” she ordered.

“Wh-what?”

Smack. Harder.

“Two,” he gasped, realizing too late he’d already lost count.

“Wrong,” she hissed. “Start over.”

Smack. Smack. Smack.

The diaper squelched, the cage dug into his skin, his cock throbbing with every humiliating strike.

By the tenth, he was moaning, humiliated tears stinging his eyes.

Ava leaned close, her breath hot against his ear. “Rule number five: all bottles, all spankings, all messes — they happen in diapers. Always.”

Her hand stroked the swollen front of his padding, teasing the cage beneath. “And soon, you’ll thank me for every one.”


Chapter Eight – The First Leak

Adam sat cross-legged on the floor, the diaper thick between his thighs, cage pressing cruelly against him with every tiny shift. The sting from his spanking still burned, his cheeks hot with shame. Mistress Ava lounged on the couch above him, flipping through her phone like she wasn’t dismantling his life piece by piece.

His stomach knotted. He hadn’t realized how much milk she’d made him drink until now. Pressure built in his bladder, sharp and urgent. He shifted, clenching his thighs.

Ava’s eyes flicked up immediately. “Something wrong, baby?”

He shook his head quickly. “N-no. I’m fine.”

Her smirk deepened. “You’re squirming.”

“I just—” he started, then stopped. His face burned hotter.

She set her phone down, leaning forward, elbows on her knees. “Say it.”

He shook his head. “I… I can’t.”

Her voice was calm, lethal. “Say. It.”

His chest heaved. “I… I need the bathroom.”

Ava’s laughter was low, cruel, rolling through the room like smoke. “Oh, baby. Don’t you remember the rules?” She tapped her nails against the arm of the couch. “Toilets are for men. You’re not a man anymore.”

His cock throbbed painfully in the cage. “Please, Mistress. Just this once—”

She snapped her fingers. “On your knees. Crawl here.”

Humiliation crawled up his throat, but his body obeyed. He shuffled forward on all fours, diaper crinkling, every movement agony. When he reached her, she spread her legs and grabbed a fistful of his hair, forcing him to look up at her.

“Listen carefully,” she said, her voice velvet steel. “Rule number six: when you need to go, you don’t ask for the bathroom. You don’t beg for the toilet. You fill your diaper. Always.”

His breath caught. “No… no, I can’t—”

Her grip tightened in his hair until his scalp stung. “You can. And you will. Right now.”

His whole body shook. He clenched, fighting it.

She reached down, pressing her palm against the front of the diaper, nails grazing the padding, firm and possessive. “Do it for me, baby. Be a good boy and let go.”

Tears burned his eyes. “Mistress, please, I—”

Her hand slapped the diaper hard, making it squish and crinkle. “Now!”

The shout broke him. His muscles gave way.

A hiss filled the silence. Warmth flooded the padding, spreading fast, swelling thick around his cage. His face twisted, humiliated moans spilling from his lips as his cock twitched helplessly in the wet bulk.

Ava’s eyes glittered. “Good boy.” She rubbed the front, feeling the heat bloom beneath her palm. “That’s it. Piss yourself for Mistress. That’s where you belong.”

He sobbed, shame washing through him, but his cock betrayed him again, throbbing against the soggy padding.

Ava leaned down, lips brushing his ear. “From now on, every drop you make stays in your diaper. You understand?”

His voice cracked. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

She kissed his cheek, almost sweetly. “Good boy. You’re learning.”

She gave the soaked front one last squeeze, making him whimper. “And tomorrow…” Her grin turned wicked. “…we’ll see how you handle a mess.”


Chapter Nine – The Messy Lesson

Adam knelt on the bedroom rug, his diaper sagging heavy and warm from the night before. The cage pressed unforgivingly against his skin, every pulse of his cock smothered in soggy padding. He stared at the floor, unable to meet Mistress Ava’s eyes.

She paced slowly around him, heels clicking against the hardwood. “You wet yourself for me yesterday,” she said smoothly. “Good boy.”

His face flushed, shame clawing at him.

“But you’re not done.” She stopped behind him, her nails trailing down his bare back. “Do you know what comes next?”

He shook his head, voice barely a whisper. “N-no, Mistress.”

Her chuckle was dark, rich, cruel. “Babies don’t just wet. They mess.”

His stomach lurched. He spun, eyes wide. “No! I—I can’t—”

Ava grabbed his chin, tilting his face up to hers. “You don’t get to can’t. You only get to obey.”

From the nightstand, she picked up a small rubber bulb — black, sleek, unmistakable. She squeezed it once in her fist, liquid glistening at the tip.

Adam’s chest tightened. “Please… please, Mistress, don’t—”

“Shhh.” She pushed him forward, forcing him onto all fours. The diaper crinkled loudly beneath him, ass high in the air. Ava yanked the tapes open and peeled the swollen padding down to his thighs, exposing his used, vulnerable hole.

He buried his face in the rug, trembling.

The bulb pressed cold against him. His body clenched in panic. “No—please—”

Her hand smacked his ass hard, stinging. “Relax.”

He whimpered, tears stinging his eyes as the tip slid inside. She squeezed, warm liquid flooding his gut. He gasped, groaning as cramps twisted instantly.

The bulb popped free with a humiliating squelch. She tugged the diaper back up, taping it snug. “There,” she purred, patting the swollen front. “Now we wait.”

Adam shifted, the cramps building, unbearable. He clenched desperately, trying to hold it in, diaper crinkling as his body betrayed him.

Ava knelt in front of him, her nails stroking his cheek. “Look at you, sweating already. You can’t stop it, can you?”

He shook his head frantically, tears spilling. “Please, Mistress, I don’t—”

Her palm pressed firm against the back of his diaper, rubbing circles over his ass. “Let go for me. Be a good boy and fill it.”

He whimpered, body shaking, pressure breaking. And then — with a muffled squelch, hot and obscene — he lost control.

The diaper ballooned as mess filled it, heat spreading thick and humiliating. Adam cried out, face buried in his hands, as the stink filled the air.

Ava moaned softly, delighted. “God, you’re perfect. My little diaper piggy.”

She grabbed his chin, forcing his tear-streaked face up to hers. “Rule number seven: you mess in your diapers. Always. You understand?”

His voice cracked. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

She kissed his cheek almost tenderly, then patted the bloated padding, squishing it against his ass until he whimpered. “Good boy. Tomorrow, you’ll crawl in it.”


Chapter Ten – Crawling in Shame

The smell was thick, sour and undeniable. Adam crouched on the bedroom rug, his diaper sagging heavy with filth, tapes stretched tight across his hips. His cheeks burned hotter than the mess squishing against his skin.

Mistress Ava sat back in her leather chair, legs crossed, sipping coffee like she was at a casual brunch. Her eyes locked on him with quiet amusement. “On your hands and knees, baby.”

Adam shook his head weakly. “Please… Mistress, don’t make me—”

She raised a brow. “Don’t make you what? Do what babies do? You’ve already filled your diapers. Now you’ll crawl in them.”

His chest heaved, shame twisting in his gut. But he obeyed. He dropped forward, palms pressing into the rug, diaper crinkling wetly as his ass lifted high.

“Good boy,” Ava purred. She tapped her heel against the floor. “Now crawl to me.”

He shuffled forward, the bloated padding swinging, each movement squishing the mess against him. Tears burned his eyes as the stink followed him across the floor.

When he reached her chair, she leaned down, nails tracing his cheek. “Pathetic,” she whispered sweetly. “And mine.”

She stood, circling behind him. Her palm smacked down on the back of his diaper — smack, squish — making him yelp. She spanked again, harder. “Count.”

His voice cracked. “O-one.”

“Louder.” Smack.

“Two!”

By ten, he was sobbing, the diaper smeared deeper against his ass, cock twitching painfully in its cage.

Ava crouched beside him, her lips brushing his ear. “Look at you. Red ass, full diaper, locked cock. Exactly what I wanted.”

She stood and fetched a bottle from the dresser. Not milk this time, but thick baby food puree, orange and sticky. She crouched in front of him, holding the nipple to his lips. “Eat.”

He whimpered, shaking his head.

Her palm cracked his diaper again, loud and wet. “Eat.”

He opened. The mush filled his mouth, sickly sweet, humiliating. He gagged, but she tilted it higher, forcing him to suck and swallow. Drool and puree dribbled down his chin.

“Good baby,” she cooed, wiping his mouth with her thumb. “Such a messy boy — inside and out.”

When the bottle emptied, she pushed him flat onto his stomach. The bloated diaper squashed beneath him, pressing filth against his cock cage until he moaned helplessly.

Ava’s nails raked down his back. “Rule number eight,” she murmured. “When you crawl, when you eat, when you take your spankings — you do it in a full diaper. That’s your place now.”

Adam sobbed, broken, but his cock betrayed him, throbbing inside the mess.

And Mistress Ava just smiled, stroking his hair. “My perfect little boyfriend.”


Chapter Eleven – Out in the Open

Adam’s legs shook as Mistress Ava tugged his jeans up over the thick diaper. The bulge was obvious, the crinkle audible, but the denim strained and just barely covered him.

He whimpered, looking at himself in the mirror. “Please, Mistress… they’ll notice.”

Ava stood behind him, fastening his belt with a decisive tug. “That’s the point.”

His heart pounded. “I can’t go out like this—”

Her hand slapped his ass, the padding muffled but still stinging. “You don’t tell me what you can or can’t do. You obey. Now put your shoes on.”

Minutes later, the door shut behind them, cool air wrapping around his flushed skin. Every step made the diaper crinkle under his jeans, every stride a reminder of the bulk between his thighs.

Ava walked ahead, heels sharp against the pavement, commanding without a word. He followed, head down, terrified someone would hear.

They reached the corner café. Ava pushed the door open, glancing back with a sly smile. “After you, baby.”

His chest tightened. He shuffled inside, the bell above the door chiming. The café wasn’t packed, but there were enough people — a couple of students hunched over laptops, an older man reading the paper, a barista at the counter.

Ava ordered for them, her voice casual, while Adam shifted nervously behind her. He swore the barista’s eyes lingered on his hips, the faint crinkle echoing as he moved.

They sat at a corner table. Ava crossed her legs gracefully, sipping her coffee. Adam fidgeted, terrified to move.

“You’re squirming,” she said flatly.

“I just—Mistress, I can’t—what if they—”

Her foot slid under the table, pressing hard against the front of his jeans. The cage and padding squeezed against him, sending a jolt through his body. He gasped, grabbing the edge of the table.

“Exactly,” she murmured. “You’re a walking secret. And you belong to me.”

His stomach lurched suddenly, cramps twisting. His eyes widened. “Mistress—I need—”

Her smirk deepened. “What do you need?”

He whispered, panicked. “The bathroom.”

Ava’s laugh was quiet, merciless. “No. Rule number six. You know where to go.”

His cheeks burned. “I can’t! Not here—”

Her heel pressed harder into his crotch. “Yes. Here.”

The pressure in his gut broke. His body betrayed him again. A muffled hiss, then a squelch, warmth flooding into the diaper beneath his jeans. His face contorted as the stink spread, trapped but undeniable.

Across the café, the barista wrinkled his nose faintly. Adam buried his face in his hands, mortified.

Ava’s voice was honey over steel. “Good boy. Mess yourself for Mistress. Right here in front of everyone.”

His cock twitched helplessly inside the cage, the bulk ballooning with filth. Ava sipped her coffee, entirely unbothered.

When she finally leaned in, her whisper was soft, sweet, devastating:

“Rule number nine: in public, you’ll always be padded. And you’ll always obey. Even if the whole world smells your shame.”


Chapter Twelve – Meeting Her Friends

Adam sat on the edge of the bed, head in his hands, the stink of his earlier humiliation still clinging to him. The soiled diaper had been stripped off hours ago, but the shame lingered, burned into his skin.

Ava stood at her vanity, brushing her dark hair, calm as ever. “You did well today,” she said smoothly. “Obedient. Embarrassed. Exactly how I like you.”

He groaned softly. “Please, Mistress… no more outside. They looked at me, they knew—”

She turned, arching a brow. “Of course they knew. That was the point.”

Adam shivered.

Ava crossed the room, cupping his face in her manicured hand. “And now it’s time to take the next step.”

His gut twisted. “Next step?”

Her smirk was wicked. “You’re going to meet my friends.”

His eyes widened. “W-what? No, I—Mistress, please, they can’t see me like—”

Her nails dug into his jaw until he whimpered. “They’ll see you exactly how I want them to. Diapered. Caged. Pathetic.”

The next evening, Adam found himself standing in Ava’s living room, trembling in a fresh, crinkling diaper beneath a short pair of sweat shorts. The bulk was obvious. His cock, still caged, pressed helplessly against the padding.

The doorbell rang. His stomach dropped.

Ava answered casually, as if nothing unusual was happening. Two women stepped inside, both older, confident, eyes sharp. One was tall with blonde hair in a severe ponytail; the other shorter, curvier, with a smirk that mirrored Ava’s own.

“Girls,” Ava purred, “this is Adam. My little boyfriend.”

They looked him up and down. He tugged his shorts, face burning. The blonde tilted her head. “He’s adorable.”

The curvy one laughed softly. “Oh my god, you weren’t kidding about the diapers.”

Adam’s knees buckled in shame.

Ava slid behind him, looping her arms around his waist, her nails teasing the elastic of his shorts. “Show them, baby.”

His breath caught. “No—please—”

Her voice sharpened. “Show. Them.”

With trembling hands, he tugged the waistband down, revealing the thick white padding, tapes gleaming under the light. The room filled with silence broken only by his crinkle.

The blonde stepped closer, smirking. “What a little baby.” She pressed a hand against the front of his diaper. “And already wet?”

Adam yelped, trying to step back, but Ava held him firm.

“Of course he is,” Ava said proudly. “He’s not allowed to use the toilet anymore.”

The curvy one giggled. “God, you really broke him.” She leaned in close, her voice a whisper at his ear. “Do you like us seeing you like this, baby?”

Adam shook his head frantically, tears in his eyes. But his cock throbbed uselessly inside the cage.

Ava kissed his cheek, cruel and sweet. “He loves it. Don’t you, little one?”

His voice cracked. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

The women laughed softly, circling him like wolves. Ava stroked his hair, proud and merciless.

“Rule number ten,” she murmured, loud enough for all to hear. “From now on, my friends can use you too. You’re everyone’s baby now.”

Adam whimpered, humiliated beyond words. And Ava just smiled, sipping her wine.


Chapter Thirteen – The Mommy Circle

Adam knelt in the middle of Ava’s living room, nothing but a sagging diaper and his cage keeping him covered. Three women sat around him on the couches with glasses of wine in their hands: Ava, her blonde friend Helena, and the curvy brunette, Marcy. Their laughter filled the room, soft and cruel.

Ava tapped her heel against the floor. “Crawl for us, baby.”

He shuffled forward, palms on the rug, crinkling loud with every move. His face burned as the women giggled.

“God, look at him,” Marcy said, taking a slow sip of wine. “He really does it. No hesitation.”

“Oh, there’s plenty of hesitation,” Ava replied, smirking. “That’s what makes it fun. Crawl slower, baby. Let them see how helpless you are.”

Adam whimpered, crawling in humiliating circles. The heat of the room made the diaper cling to his skin.

Helena leaned forward suddenly, tugging his chin up to face her. “Say it,” she demanded, eyes sharp. “Say you’re a baby.”

His voice cracked. “I-I’m a baby.”

“Louder.” She smacked his cheek lightly.

“I’m a baby!” he blurted, tears in his eyes.

The women laughed. Ava clapped once. “Good boy. Now let’s show them how you eat.”

From the side table, she produced a huge pink baby bottle, filled to the brim with milk. She shoved it into his mouth without waiting. Adam gagged, but Ava tilted it high, forcing him to suck and swallow as milk dribbled down his chin.

“Messy thing,” Marcy teased, reaching out to wipe the milk with her finger before smearing it back across his cheek. “Just like his diapers.”

The bottle emptied, leaving Adam panting, milk coating his lips.

“Now the fun part,” Ava purred. She rose, strapping on a thick, black dildo, the leather gleaming under the lamp light. Helena and Marcy grinned like jackals.

Adam froze, crawling back instinctively. “No, please, Mistress, not in front of them—”

Ava grabbed the back of his diaper and yanked him forward, padding crinkling. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

He obeyed, trembling, ass high, diaper bulging. Ava tore the tapes open, peeling the soggy padding down to his thighs.

Helena’s voice was low, hungry. “God, he’s smooth. You really trained him.”

Ava spat on her hand, stroking the strap-on. “Oh, he’s trained enough to take me.”

She pressed the slick head against his hole. Adam whimpered, gripping the carpet.

“Beg,” Ava ordered.

He shook his head.

Her hand smacked his ass hard. “Beg.”

Tears spilled. “P-please, Mistress… fuck me.”

The women moaned softly, savoring his humiliation.

Ava thrust in slow, stretching him open. Adam cried out, the cage grinding against the rug, useless and aching. Ava pumped harder, her laughter low and cruel. “Look at him squirm. He loves it.”

Marcy slipped off her heels and pressed one bare foot against his cheek, grinding it into the carpet. “Kiss it, baby.”

Adam sobbed but obeyed, lips pressing to her sole as Ava’s strap split him deeper.

Helena knelt in front of him, tugging his hair back. “Open.” She shoved her toes into his mouth, watching him gag. “Suck.”

Ava drove into him harder, the diaper swinging uselessly around his thighs, humiliation soaking every nerve.

When he screamed, it wasn’t pain. It was surrender.

Ava leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. “Rule number eleven: you’re not just mine anymore. You’re theirs too. Their baby. Their slut. Our toy.”

The other women moaned in agreement, their laughter mingling with Adam’s sobs. And Ava never stopped fucking him, every thrust driving the lesson deeper.


Chapter Fourteen – Nursery Night

The room smelled faintly of powder, plastic, and leather. Ava had converted her spare bedroom into something obscene: part nursery, part dungeon. A giant crib with metal bars loomed against the wall, its mattress covered in crinkly vinyl. A changing table sat nearby, stacked high with thick diapers, wipes, bottles, and pacifiers.

Adam stood in the doorway, trembling in his soaked padding, eyes wide with horror. “M-Mistress… no, please, I can’t—”

“Shhh.” Ava pressed a pacifier into his mouth, silencing him. The women circled him like wolves. Helena, tall and cold-eyed, strapped cuffs around his wrists. Marcy giggled as she tugged his diaper down, inspecting the sagging mess.

“Ugh, he really is a baby,” Marcy teased, pinching the swollen padding before tossing it to the floor. “You stink.”

Adam moaned around the pacifier, cheeks flaming.

Ava lifted him effortlessly onto the changing table. She spread his legs wide, wiping him down with humiliating care. “Good boys don’t cry,” she crooned mockingly. “They take their changes.”

Helena held his wrists down while Marcy powdered him generously. Then Ava unfolded the thickest diaper yet — triple-layered, pastel pink with cartoon prints. She slid it beneath him and taped it snug, patting the front until the cage pressed tight against the bulk.

“There,” she said proudly. “Our baby is all ready for bed.”

But bed meant the crib.

They lifted him between them and lowered him into the massive crib, locking the bars shut with a loud clank. Adam scrambled to the rails, shaking them desperately. “Please, don’t lock me in here—”

Helena shoved a huge bottle between the bars. “Drink.”

He tried to resist, but Ava grabbed his chin, forcing the nipple past his lips. Warm formula flooded his mouth. He gagged, but Helena tilted it higher until he sucked obediently.

Marcy sat on the edge of the crib, smirking. “Look at him. Such a good little baby.” She tugged at the diaper, checking the leg holes like a doting mommy. “Nice and tight.”

When the bottle was empty, Ava stepped in with the final cruelty. She strapped her thick leather strapon around her hips and climbed into the crib with him. Adam whimpered, crawling backward until the bars stopped him cold.

“Where are you going?” she teased, cornering him. “You’re not going anywhere. You’re ours tonight.”

Helena opened the crib gate just enough to slide in beside her, strapping on her own toy. Marcy giggled, climbing in last. Three towering women in one crib, surrounding him like predators.

Ava shoved him onto his back, the diaper crinkling loudly beneath him. She straddled his chest, cock pressing against his lips. “Open, baby.”

Helena yanked his legs apart, pushing the padded bulk high, rubbing her cock against the diaper front until it squished. “God, he’s leaking already.”

Marcy crawled over him, pulling his cage to the side just enough to stroke him cruelly, never giving him release.

Adam sobbed, gagging on Ava’s strapon, while Helena thrust against the front of his diaper, grinding filth and humiliation into every nerve.

Ava moaned softly, holding his head down. “Rule number twelve,” she whispered, thrusting harder. “When we put you to bed, you don’t sleep. You serve. All night. Until we’re done.”

The bars rattled, the mattress squeaked, and the nursery filled with the sound of women using their new toy. Adam’s cries were swallowed by the rubber cock filling his throat, and all three laughed, relentless and merciless, until he had no choice but to surrender.


Chapter Fifteen – The Perfect Boyfriend

Morning light leaked through the nursery curtains. Adam lay on his back in the oversized crib, his throat raw, his diaper swollen and stained from the night before. The women lounged around the room, sipping coffee, their laughter soft and satisfied.

Ava leaned against the bars, watching him squirm. “Look at our little boyfriend,” she purred. “Such a perfect baby now.”

Adam whimpered, gripping the bars weakly. He wanted to protest, to deny it—but his cock, still caged, twitched helplessly against the bloated padding. His body betrayed him again, shuddering with a shameful need.

Helena smirked, kneeling to tug his diaper forward just enough to inspect him. “He’s hard, even after everything. Disgusting. I love it.”

Marcy climbed onto the crib, pinching his cheek. “Do you even remember what it felt like to be a man? To have control?”

His lips parted, but no words came. He couldn’t answer.

Ava unlocked the crib gate and pulled him out by the arm, letting him wobble on weak legs. The thick diaper bulged under him, forcing him into a humiliating waddle.

“On your knees,” she ordered.

He sank down instantly.

The three women circled him, their eyes sharp and gleaming. Ava stroked his hair almost tenderly. “Rule number thirteen,” she whispered. “You’re not Adam anymore. You’re not a man, or a boyfriend, or even mine alone. You’re our baby. Our diaper slut. Forever.”

Tears spilled down his cheeks, but he nodded. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

Helena pressed her heel against his diaper crotch, grinding until he moaned. “Say it.”

His voice cracked. “I’m your baby. Forever.”

Marcy leaned in close, kissing his wet cheek mockingly. “Good boy.”

Ava stood tall, looking down at him like a queen admiring her prize. She tugged his pacifier back between his lips, sealing his surrender with plastic.

“From now on,” she declared, “you’ll live in diapers. You’ll crawl when we say. You’ll suck when we tell you. And you’ll never, ever cum without permission. You’ll be paraded, shared, humiliated, used. That’s your only purpose now.”

Adam sobbed around the pacifier, his cock throbbing painfully, his soul breaking and melting all at once.

Ava crouched, pressing her forehead to his. Her voice was almost tender. “And you’ll thank us for it.”

He nodded, body trembling. “Th-thank you, Mistress.”

The three women laughed softly, proud of their creation.

The bratty man who once prowled nightclubs looking for a fling was gone. In his place knelt a diapered toy, bound forever to the cruel love of a trans domme and her friends.

The perfect boyfriend — exactly as they wanted him.
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