
        
            
                
            
        

    
Her Pretty Liar

A Dark ABDL Sissification Romance of Humiliation, Blackmail, and Mommy’s Control


Chapter One – The Snooping Girlfriend

Maya hadn’t meant to snoop. At least, that’s what she told herself the moment her finger clicked on the wrong tab.

She was curled up on the couch, her boyfriend’s laptop balanced on her thighs, trying to pick a movie for them. He was in the shower, humming off-key through the thin bathroom door. Steam rolled out from underneath, filling the apartment with that damp warmth that always fogged their mirrors.

It was innocent. Harmless. He’d left Netflix open, but the moment she tapped the trackpad the browser refreshed, flashing a row of hidden tabs across the top.

At first she saw nothing. A couple of YouTube videos, some work emails, a news article about stocks.

But then—

The names jumped out at her: “sissy diaper humiliation,” “baby girl training,” “forced to wet.”

Maya froze. Her pulse gave a sharp jolt in her throat. She blinked, convinced her eyes were playing tricks, and clicked one.

And there it was, in lurid HD: men on their knees, taped into diapers, cocks caged and smeared with lube, painted lips parted around pacifiers. Women towering above them in lingerie, smirking down while they called them baby.

Her first reaction was disgust. Her second was fascination.

Because the more she scrolled, the more the dots connected.

The way he blushed whenever she teased him about holding his pee during long drives. The way he avoided eye contact when she jokingly called him cute instead of handsome. The way he always insisted he’d “never watched porn, not really” — that particular lie, repeated so casually, suddenly glowing red-hot in her memory.

Maya sat back against the couch cushions, the laptop’s glow painting her face. She should close it. She should slam the lid, pretend she never saw this, confront him later, or not at all.

But she didn’t.

She clicked deeper. She opened his history. The list was endless. Not one or two slips — a library of shame.

The shower shut off. Pipes groaned. She snapped the lid down, heart hammering.

Moments later, he padded out in a towel, hair dripping down his chest. “What’re you watching?” he asked, casual, rubbing his head.

Maya smiled up at him sweetly, as though nothing had happened. “Just waiting for you, liar.”

He chuckled, not catching the edge in her voice. “Liar? What did I lie about?”

She tilted her head. “We’ll talk about it.”

She didn’t bring it up right away. That was the cruelest part.

For days, she let it simmer. She studied him. Every time he told her some half-truth — about how many beers he’d had with his friends, about whether he’d remembered to call his mom — she logged it away, her smile sharper than he realized.

And then, one Friday night, she decided to play.

He was sprawled on the bed, scrolling his phone. She climbed up beside him, straddling his lap. Her hair tickled his cheek as she whispered: “Do you love me?”

“Of course.” He grinned, sliding an arm around her waist.

“Do you trust me?”

“Yeah.”

She leaned in close. “Do you ever lie to me?”

His laugh was too quick. “No. Why would I?”

Her nails traced down his chest. “Really?”

“Really.”

And that was the moment she moved.

She reached to the nightstand, pulled open the drawer, and took out what she’d hidden there earlier: a folded pair of pink lace panties. Tiny, delicate, far too small for her. She dangled them between two fingers.

His face went slack. “What— what’s that?”

Maya’s smile was sugar-sweet. “Your punishment, pretty liar.”

He stammered, “I don’t— I don’t wear—”

She cut him off with a kiss, deep and deliberate, then pulled back with her lips still brushing his. “I know what you watch. I know what you want. But more importantly—” she tugged the panties against his chest, “—I know when you lie to me.”

His skin went crimson. “Maya—please, it’s not—”

“Shhh.” She pressed a finger to his lips. “If you lie to me again, I’ll make it worse. If you tell me the truth, maybe I’ll be kind.”

His eyes flickered between shame and arousal. She saw it, the twitch in his lap, the way his breath hitched. That gave her all the power she needed.

“Take off your boxers,” she said.

He hesitated. She arched a brow. “Or should I tell your little sister what I found on your laptop?”

The threat hung heavy in the air. His hands shook as he pushed his boxers down.

Maya slid the panties up his thighs herself, the lace snug, ridiculous against his body. She cupped the bulge with her palm, watching him whimper. “That’s better. Honest boys get to be men. Liars…” She patted his crotch firmly. “…liars get to be my pretty little girls.”

His face burned. He shook his head, muttering, “I’m not—”

“You’re not what?” she snapped, voice sharp. “Not a liar? Not hard for me right now, dressed like this?”

He groaned, humiliated, caught.

Maya smiled slowly, savoring his trapped expression. “That’s what I thought.”

She didn’t let him take them off all night. When he begged, she only whispered, “Every time you lie, I’ll add something new. Panties tonight. Maybe stockings next. Maybe…” She let her mouth curl wickedly. “…maybe diapers, if you keep testing me.”

His eyes widened in horror. She laughed, kissed his forehead, and turned off the lamp, leaving him squirming in the dark in his pretty lace punishment.

And that was only the beginning.


Chapter Two – The First Punishment

Maya waited. That was her power.

After the night she slipped him into panties, she didn’t push it further the next morning. She acted normal. Sweet, even. She cooked breakfast, kissed him on the cheek, asked about his plans. And he—poor, nervous thing—kept glancing at her drawer, wondering if she’d pull the lace out again.

She didn’t. Not yet.

Instead, she watched. Every time he opened his mouth, she listened for the little curve in his voice, the subtle twitch that meant he was lying.

It didn’t take long.

That Tuesday, he came home late, smelling faintly of beer. Maya sat on the couch with a glass of wine, her bare legs tucked beneath her. She raised her brows as he dropped his bag by the door.

“Hey,” he said too quickly. “Traffic was awful.”

Her smile was slow. “Traffic, huh?”

“Yeah.” He didn’t meet her eyes, heading straight to the kitchen. “I, uh… grabbed some fries on the way. Didn’t want to come home starving.”

Maya swirled her wine. The faint scent on his breath told a different story: two beers, maybe three. And she knew him well enough to know he always grabbed fries after drinking with the guys.

She let him dig his grave. “Fries?”

“Mm-hm.” He busied himself at the fridge, pulling out leftovers, acting casual.

She stood, padded barefoot across the room, and leaned against the counter. “Funny,” she murmured. “Because you smell like a bar.”

His shoulders stiffened. “What? No, I—”

Her hand shot out, gripping his jaw, forcing him to look at her. His eyes widened.

“Don’t lie to me,” she said softly. Too softly. Her thumb traced his lip. “I told you what happens when you lie.”

“Maya…” His voice cracked. “It wasn’t—just a beer—”

She smiled, sharp as glass. “One beer. Or three?”

He hesitated. And that hesitation sealed it.

Maya kissed him, slow and deep, then whispered against his lips: “Strip.”

He obeyed. He always did, even when his pride screamed otherwise. Shirt, jeans, boxers—all peeled off under her steady gaze. His cock twitched nervously, betraying him, and she smirked.

“Good boy,” she said, opening the nightstand drawer. She let him see what lay inside: the lace panties from before… and something new.

A folded white rectangle. Plastic crinkle, thick padding.

His face drained. “No. Maya, please—”

She plucked the diaper from the drawer, holding it up like a trophy. “Liars don’t get to beg. Liars get punished.”

“I can’t,” he whispered, horrified. “You can’t be serious—”

Her hand cracked across his cheek, not hard, but sharp enough to make his eyes water. His breath caught.

Maya leaned in close, her voice honey and venom. “You think I didn’t see it? Your dirty little searches? Sissies in diapers, whining while their mommies change them?” She pressed the padding to his chest. “You wanted this. You dreamed of this. And now it’s real.”

Tears welled in his eyes, humiliation burning hot. “That’s not—”

“Another lie,” she cut in coldly. “Every lie earns you worse.”

She guided him to the bed, shoved him down onto his back. With calm, practiced motions, she unfolded the diaper, slid it beneath his hips, and pulled it up between his thighs. He whimpered, covering his face, as the tapes sealed with loud, humiliating rips.

Maya patted the front firmly. “There. Safe and sound. No more lying about how many beers you’ve had. If you can’t control yourself, you don’t deserve underwear.”

He moaned into his hands.

She straddled his chest, fingers curling in his hair, yanking his head back so he had to look at her. “Tell me the truth now. How many beers?”

His lips trembled. “…Three.”

She smiled, satisfied. “Good baby.” She kissed his forehead, then climbed off him. “Now stay padded until morning. If it’s wet, I’ll know. And if you lie about it…” Her gaze flicked to the drawer again. “…we’ll add a pacifier to match.”

He lay there for hours after she left the room, staring at the ceiling, feeling the bulk between his thighs. Every crinkle was a reminder. Every throb of his cock betrayed him. He hated it. He needed it.

And he knew, deep down, Maya wasn’t bluffing. This was only the beginning.


Chapter Three – Panties to Padding

The first night in diapers left him shaken.
He didn’t wet it. He couldn’t. The shame alone was enough to keep him awake until dawn, lying stiff in bed while the plastic crinkled every time he shifted. His cock throbbed against the thick padding, betraying him, while Maya slept peacefully beside him as if nothing had changed.

When morning came, she checked him with a cool, practiced touch. Her hand pressed against the diaper, fingers searching for wetness. When she found none, she smirked.

“Dry. Interesting.”

He flushed crimson. “I told you I—”

She cut him off with a finger to his lips. “Don’t even think about lying to me again, baby. I’ll know.”

Then, with terrifying nonchalance, she snapped a photo of him before letting him out of the diaper. He begged her to delete it, but she only kissed his cheek and whispered, “Every liar needs insurance.”

He thought maybe that would be the end. One night. One lesson. A cruel punishment, but temporary.

But Maya had no intention of stopping.

That Saturday morning, she left for errands. He thought he had the apartment to himself. His body ached with pent-up need, the humiliating memory of the diaper still raw in his mind. He convinced himself it wasn’t breaking a rule. She hadn’t said he couldn’t touch himself.

By the time she returned, his cheeks were flushed, his hair damp with sweat, and his guilt written all over his face.

She dropped her shopping bags on the counter, narrowed her eyes, and said flatly: “You touched yourself.”

His mouth opened, panic spilling out. “I didn’t—”

Her glare sharpened. “Lie.”

“Maya, I swear—”

Her hand cracked across his cheek, sharp and humiliating. He gasped, clutching his face.

“You just earned yourself a double punishment.”

Minutes later he was on the couch, trembling, as she returned from the bedroom with two things: the pink lace panties from before… and another diaper.

His stomach dropped. “No—please, Mommy, I can’t—”

Her smirk was cruel. “Panties for the liar. Padding for the cheater. Together, they’ll remind you what you are.”

She stripped him with calm authority, ignoring his desperate pleas. His cock was already half-hard, betraying him again. She slid the lace panties up his thighs, snug over his erection, then spread the diaper beneath him.

The padding crinkled loudly as she pulled it up and taped it snug over the panties. The bulge was ridiculous—feminine lace trapped under thick, babyish plastic.

He whimpered, hiding his face in his hands.

“Don’t you dare hide,” she snapped, prying his wrists away. “Look at me.”

He obeyed, tears in his eyes.

“See?” She patted the front firmly. “This is what liars look like. Not men. Not boyfriends. Pretty little sissy babies who can’t tell the truth.”

The rest of the day, she made sure he never forgot it.

She made him eat lunch in his panties and diaper, seated at the table like a child while she watched with a glass of wine. She made him dust shelves in his humiliating outfit, snapping pictures whenever he bent over and the lace peeked out.

At one point, she sat on the couch scrolling her phone and casually snapped another photo. “Insurance,” she teased, ignoring his whimpers.

Every protest ended the same way: a pat to the bulging front and a sweet whisper, “Good girls don’t lie to Mommy.”

By night, when she pulled him into her lap, her nails tracing the plastic bulge, he was too humiliated and aroused to resist.

“You’ll learn, pretty liar,” she whispered against his ear. “Every lie makes you cuter. Every lie makes you softer. Every lie makes you mine.”

He whimpered, tears spilling down his cheeks, while his cock throbbed helplessly against the lace and padding.

And deep down, he knew she was right.


Chapter Four – Sissy Baby Rules

By Sunday, he thought maybe Maya had had her fun.
The panties, the diapers, the pictures — maybe they were cruel little games she’d grow bored of.

But that morning, she sat him down at the kitchen table with a notepad and pen. Her wine glass from last night still sat on the counter, lipstick on the rim. She tapped the pen against the paper, smiling in a way that made his stomach twist.

“New rules,” she said.

His heart sank. “Rules?”

“Yes, baby.” She began to write in looping script. “Because liars need structure.”

She slid the notepad toward him. Written neatly across the top:

Rule #1 – Always call me Mommy.

His face burned. “Always?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Unless you want me to show your sister that picture.”

He swallowed. “…Yes, Mommy.”

Her smile widened. “Good girl.” She wrote the words Good girl beneath the line, like a signature.

Rule #2 – Curtsy before speaking.

He froze. “Maya—”

Her glare sliced through him.

He corrected himself quickly, stammering, “…Mommy.”

“Better.” She stood, demonstrating a delicate bow with her skirt pinched between two fingers. “Now you.”

He fumbled awkwardly, hands twitching at imaginary hems, bowing stiffly. His cheeks blazed as she clapped once like a delighted teacher.

“Perfect. From now on, before you speak: curtsy.”

Rule #3 – Panty checks at noon.

She tapped the pen against her lips, eyes glittering. “Every day, wherever you are, I want a picture. Panties or diapers, I want proof. Fail once…” She smirked. “…and I’ll post a different picture instead.”

His chest tightened. “I can’t—”

“You can.” Her tone was sweet and sharp all at once. “Or I’ll make sure your coworkers see what you wore to bed last night.”

He bowed his head in defeat. “…Yes, Mommy.”

Rule #4 – Diapers every night.

His throat closed. “Every night?”

She nodded firmly. “Every. Night. Lie about being dry, and I’ll make sure you drink until you can’t help yourself. Lie about touching yourself, and I’ll spank you until you cry.”

Tears pricked his eyes. “Please—”

“Say it properly.”

“…Please, Mommy.”

She smirked, satisfied.

Finally, she wrote the last one.

Rule #5 – Every lie means another piece of your manhood gone.

She slid the paper back to him. “Read them out loud.”

His hands shook as he obeyed. “…Always call you Mommy. Curtsy before I speak. Panty checks at noon. Diapers every night. Every lie means another piece of my manhood gone.”

Maya beamed. “Perfect. Now kiss Mommy’s hand.”

He leaned forward, lips trembling against her knuckles.

“Good girl,” she whispered.

That evening, she tested him.

He sat on the couch, controller in hand, trying to lose himself in a game. Maya strolled in with a glass of water.

“Thirsty, baby?” she asked.

He shook his head too quickly. “No.”

Her eyebrow lifted. “Curtsy.”

His stomach sank. He fumbled to his feet, gave a humiliating bow, and whispered, “…No, Mommy.”

Her smirk sharpened. “Liar. You always get thirsty after chips.” She pressed the glass to his lips. “Drink.”

Cold water spilled over his chin as she tipped it, forcing him to gulp. When it was empty, she set it down and patted the diaper crinkling beneath his sweatpants.

“Better,” she murmured. “Your Mommy always knows the truth.”

That night, she stood behind him at the mirror. He was in a fresh diaper, lace panties stretched tight over the front, blush dusted across his cheeks, gloss on his trembling lips.

Her hands rested firmly on his shoulders. “Tell me what you are.”

His voice broke. “…I’m your sissy baby girl, Mommy.”

Her smile bloomed, cruel and tender at once. She kissed the crown of his head.

“Good girl. Every rule makes you cuter. Every lie makes you mine.”


Chapter Five – Public Testing

The rules had only been written for a day before Maya decided to see how much they really meant.

Sunday night, she tucked him into his diaper and panties, kissed his forehead, and whispered, “Sleep tight, baby girl.” He lay there, humiliated and restless, but by morning he convinced himself it was still private. Hidden. As long as no one else knew, he could survive.

He had no idea what Maya had planned.

Monday afternoon, his phone buzzed at work. A message from Maya.

Maya (Mommy): Noon. Panty check. Now.

He stared at the screen, pulse racing. He was in the office bathroom, locked in a stall, a bundle of lace panties hidden under his slacks. He’d changed into them that morning at her command, thinking she’d never really push him.

But she had.

His fingers trembled as he pulled them down, snapped a quick photo, and sent it.

The reply came seconds later: Good girl. Curtsy for Mommy when you get home.

He shoved his phone away, heart hammering. If anyone had walked in… if anyone had seen—

He flushed red just imagining it.

That evening, Maya greeted him at the door with a smile far too sweet.

“Curtsy.”

His stomach sank. He glanced down the hall nervously, but obeyed, fumbling into the humiliating little bow.

“Good girl.” She kissed his cheek. “Now we’re going out.”

He froze. “Out?”

“Yes, baby. Mommy needs groceries.” Her smirk widened as she held up a folded diaper. “And you need to follow the rules.”

“Maya, no—please, I can’t—”

“You can.” Her voice was steel. “Or I can show your coworkers what you sent me today. Want that?”

His knees went weak. “…No, Mommy.”

“Then be a good girl and let Mommy get you ready.”

She dressed him herself. Diaper first, taped tight, then his skinny jeans pulled snug over the bulk. The padding crinkled with every step. He swore everyone would notice.

Maya only smiled, brushing her hair in the mirror. “Relax, pretty liar. To them you’ll just look like a nervous little boy. Only Mommy knows what’s under there.”

At the store, she kept him close. Every time he lagged behind, she tugged his waistband just enough to remind him of what was hidden underneath.

“Go get me a bottle of water,” she said casually, pointing him toward the aisle.

He hesitated. “Maya—”

Her eyes narrowed. “What do you call me?”

“…Mommy.”

“Curtsy.”

He flushed, whispering the humiliating motion there in the middle of the store before hurrying off.

When he returned with the bottle, her hand slid down his back and gave the faintest squeeze between his thighs. The diaper crinkled audibly. His entire body stiffened.

Maya’s smile was radiant. “Good girl.”

At checkout, she leaned in close, her whisper hot against his ear. “If you lie to me later about whether you leaked, I’ll make you wear a skirt next time. Understood?”

He nearly choked. “Yes, Mommy.”

But the real test came on the walk back to the car.

The extra water she’d made him drink before leaving had worked its way down. His bladder ached. He clenched tight, praying he’d make it.

Maya noticed. She always noticed. Her hand slid into his, squeezing gently. “Do you need to go, baby?”

He shook his head too quickly. “No.”

Her lips brushed his ear. “Liar.”

“I swear—”

She stopped walking, turning him to face her in the middle of the parking lot. “Curtsy.”

His eyes darted wildly around. “Maya—Mommy—please, people—”

“Curtsy.” Her voice was sharp enough to cut.

His face burned as he dipped awkwardly, heart pounding, knowing anyone could glance over and see.

“Now tell me the truth,” she whispered. “Do you need to go?”

Tears pricked his eyes. “…Yes, Mommy.”

Her smile was cruel and tender all at once. “Then be a good girl and let go. Right here. Right now.”

His breath caught. “I—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can. Or I’ll tell the cashier what’s under your jeans.”

His whole body trembled. He tried to hold it. Tried to fight. But the pressure was too much, the command too sharp, the fear too real.

A shudder ran through him as warmth spread, flooding the diaper between his thighs. The padding swelled, heavy, hot, impossible to ignore.

Maya’s eyes glittered. She cupped his cheek, kissed him softly, and whispered, “Good girl. Mommy’s proud of you.”

Back at the apartment, she made him strip immediately. His jeans clung damp against the swollen diaper, and she laughed as she tugged them off.

“There now,” she cooed, patting the sodden bulge. “My pretty liar can’t even make it through groceries without Mommy’s help.”

He sobbed into his hands, humiliated beyond belief.

Maya only snapped another picture, humming sweetly as she did. “Don’t worry, baby. This one’s just for me. For now.”


Chapter Six – Full Sissy Baby

The next morning, he thought maybe he’d be allowed a break. The humiliation from the grocery trip still pulsed in his chest like a bruise. He barely slept, tossing in his swollen diaper, haunted by the sound of it crinkling under his jeans in public.

But Maya wasn’t done. She was never done.

She woke him with a kiss on his forehead and a sing-song, “Rise and shine, baby girl.”

He blinked blearily, sitting up. “Maya—”

Her brow arched.

He swallowed hard. “…Mommy.”

“Good girl.” She brushed his messy hair back with a tenderness that made his stomach twist. “Today, we’re going to make you look as pretty as you feel inside.”

His gut dropped. “What do you mean?”

Maya stood, tugging open the closet door. From inside she pulled a bag he hadn’t noticed before—pink, glossy, filled with clothes that definitely weren’t his.

She laid them out on the bed, piece by piece. A short plaid skirt. White thigh-high stockings. A little lace bralette that wouldn’t cover half his chest. And, folded neatly on top, another thick diaper.

His throat went dry. “No. Please, Mommy, I—”

“You lied yesterday,” she cut him off smoothly, tapping the skirt. “You told me you didn’t need to go. And you soaked your diaper in the parking lot. What happens when you lie?”

He whimpered. “…I get punished.”

“That’s right.” Her smile was cruel and sweet. “And today’s punishment is being Mommy’s pretty little sissy baby.”

She dressed him slowly, savoring each piece.

The diaper first—thick and crinkling, taped tight between his trembling thighs. Then the stockings, tugged snug up his legs, her nails dragging over his skin until he shivered. The bralette next, ridiculous against his flat chest, straps digging into his shoulders. And finally, the skirt—so short it barely hid the swollen padding.

She stood back to admire her work.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Now, makeup.”

He tried to resist, but she tilted his chin up firmly, brushing foundation over his skin, dusting his cheeks with blush until he looked flushed and girly. Mascara darkened his lashes, gloss coated his lips.

When she held up the mirror, his breath caught.

It wasn’t him. Not really. It was some humiliating doll-version of himself. Baby pink lips, lashes fluttering, a crinkling diaper poking beneath a schoolgirl skirt.

Maya smirked, snapping another picture. “Say hello to Mommy’s pretty baby girl.”

She didn’t let him hide in the apartment, either.

First, she made him parade in front of the mirror, practicing curtsies until his thighs burned. Every time he forgot to call her Mommy, she swatted his padded ass, making the diaper crinkle loudly.

Then she pushed it further.

“Open the window.”

His eyes widened. “No—Mommy, please—”

“Now.”

His hands shook as he lifted the blinds. The afternoon sun streamed in, lighting up his humiliating outfit. The street outside wasn’t busy, but someone could glance up, see him in his skirt, his diaper peeking beneath.

“Wave,” Maya commanded, standing behind him.

His heart pounded as he raised his hand and gave the smallest, most mortified wave imaginable.

“Louder,” she teased, sliding her hand between his thighs. “Say hi.”

He choked on the words. “…Hi.”

“Good girl,” she purred, giving the diaper a squeeze. “See how easy it is to be honest when Mommy’s watching?”

That evening, she didn’t even bother to ask if he wanted dinner. She sat him at the table, bib tied around his neck, spoon-fed him like a toddler while he sat in skirt and stockings.

When he whined, “Please, Mommy, I can eat by myself,” she only raised her brows.

“That sounded like another lie. Do you want to lose your grown-up voice too?”

He froze. “…No, Mommy.”

Her smirk widened. “Then open up, baby girl.”

The final humiliation came before bed.

She led him to the mirror again, her hands firm on his shoulders. He trembled, staring at his reflection: glossed lips, flushed cheeks, skirt riding high over a swollen diaper.

“Tell me what you are,” Maya ordered.

His throat closed.

“Say it,” she pressed, nails digging lightly into his skin.

His lips parted, the words dragging out against his will. “…I’m your sissy baby girl, Mommy.”

Maya’s smile was radiant. She kissed his cheek, then his lips, tasting the gloss she’d painted there.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “And every lie you tell me makes you even prettier.”

He whimpered, torn between shame and arousal. The reflection in the mirror didn’t look like him anymore. It looked like hers.

And deep down, he knew there was no going back.


Chapter Seven – The Girlfriend’s Secret

He thought he couldn’t sink lower than the mirror.

After hours of being dressed, fed, and teased in skirt and diapers, his body was raw with humiliation. Every crinkle reminded him of what he’d lost. His cock betrayed him with needy twitches whenever Maya whispered good girl, but the shame smothered him faster than he could process it.

By bedtime, he was exhausted. He crawled beneath the covers still padded, makeup smeared on his pillow, praying she’d finally let him sleep in peace.

But Maya wasn’t finished.

She slipped in beside him, phone in hand, scrolling with an amused smile.

“Do you want to see something, baby girl?”

He groaned, covering his face. “Please, Mommy, I—”

“Look.”

She shoved the phone in front of his eyes.

His breath caught.

On the screen, a video played: him squirming on the bed in panties and diapers, face burning as Maya mocked him. His voice cracked in the recording, whispering, “I’m your sissy baby girl, Mommy.”

The angle was perfect. The lighting cruel. Every shameful detail captured.

He tore his gaze away, panic rising in his chest. “No. No, no, no—”

Maya smirked, pulling the phone back. “I told you I keep proof. Insurance, remember?”

Tears burned his eyes. “You— you recorded me—”

“Of course.” Her tone was sweet, almost innocent. “Because liars need consequences. If you ever think about lying again, I just have to press one button.” She wiggled her thumb over the share icon. “Your sister. Your mom. Your little work group chat. Imagine the looks on their faces when they see you like this.”

His whole body shook. “Please, Mommy, don’t—”

“Shhh.” She stroked his cheek gently, the same hand that had slapped him days before. “I won’t. Not if you’re a good girl.”

The next morning, she put her secret into play.

While he was still dazed with sleep, she sat him at the kitchen table with her laptop open. A blank email draft filled the screen. The To line read his boss’s name. Attached was one of the photos: him standing in the skirt, glossed lips parted, diaper swelling beneath.

His stomach lurched. “Maya—Mommy—please—”

She tapped a key, the cursor blinking over the Send button. “One wrong word out of you this week, and this goes out.”

Tears pricked his eyes. “…I’ll be good.”

Her smile was radiant. “That’s my baby girl.” She closed the laptop, leaving him trembling.

That day she pushed harder.

“Skirt,” she ordered, tossing it at him after breakfast.

“I can’t wear this outside,” he begged.

“You can,” she corrected coldly, “or the email goes out.”

His heart hammered as he slipped it on, his cock shriveling with fear. She added stockings, gloss, a diaper taped thick beneath.

At the door, he froze, knees shaking. “Please, Mommy, not outside—”

Her hand cupped his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. “Tell me the truth. Are you scared?”

“…Yes, Mommy.”

“Good girl.” Her smile softened, but her grip stayed firm. “And you’ll still do it. Because Mommy’s in charge now. And Mommy keeps her pretty liar safe.”

They didn’t go far—just a late-night walk around the block. The street was quiet, the air cool, the skirt swishing against his thighs with every step. His diaper crinkled beneath, loud in his ears even if no one else could hear.

Maya walked beside him, hand in his, humming softly like it was the most normal thing in the world.

“You look perfect,” she teased, brushing her fingers against the edge of his skirt. “Like the baby girl you are.”

He whimpered. “Someone will see—”

“That’s the point.” She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. “Every lie you tell me risks exposure. Every truth keeps you mine. Isn’t that beautiful?”

Back inside, she pushed him against the mirror again, lipstick smeared across his cheeks from her kisses.

“Tell me what you are,” she demanded.

His voice cracked, broken. “…Your sissy baby girl, Mommy.”

“And what happens if you lie?”

“…You’ll show them.”

Her smile was wicked and tender all at once. She kissed his lips, her gloss mixing with his.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Now there’s no way back.”


Chapter Eight – No Way Back

By the end of the week, he could barely remember what it felt like to wear boxers.

Panties had become normal. Diapers were nightly. Skirts and stockings came out whenever Maya snapped her fingers. And always, the threat hung in the air: the videos, the photos, the email draft with his boss’s name waiting at the top.

He lived in fear of that single button.

Every time he tried to protest, she silenced him with one sentence: “Do you want me to send it?”

And the answer was always the same. No. Please no.

Friday evening, she sat him down on the couch with her laptop open again.

“Do you remember your rules, baby girl?”

He nodded weakly. “Yes, Mommy.”

“Say them.”

His voice shook as he listed them off. “Always call you Mommy. Curtsy before I speak. Panty check at noon. Diapers every night. Every lie means another piece of my manhood gone.”

Her smile was radiant. “Good girl. And how many lies have you told this week?”

His throat closed. He thought of the little ones: saying he wasn’t hungry when he was. Pretending he wasn’t turned on when she caught him blushing. Denying how much he wanted her hand on his diaper at night.

“…Three,” he whispered.

Maya arched a brow. “Three. That means three punishments.”

The first came swiftly.

She marched him into the bedroom, pulled a fresh diaper from the drawer, and held it up. “Double thick. You’re going to wear this all weekend. No exceptions.”

His eyes widened. “Mommy, I can’t—”

“Punishment one,” she cut in coldly. “Argue again and I’ll add a pacifier.”

His stomach dropped. He lay back on the bed, trembling as she slid the bulk beneath him. When she pulled the tapes snug, it was thicker than anything she’d ever put him in before. He could barely close his thighs.

Maya patted the swollen front with a smirk. “There. A proper baby girl.”

The second punishment hit harder.

She opened her closet and pulled out a pink satin dress he’d never seen before. The bodice was tight, the skirt flared, the hem scandalously short.

“No,” he whispered.

“Yes,” she corrected. “Punishment two: Mommy’s doll.”

She stripped him bare except for the thick diaper, then tugged the dress over his head. The satin clung to his chest, the skirt flared out just enough to frame the bulging padding beneath. She added stockings, bows in his hair, a dusting of blush across his cheeks.

When she spun him toward the mirror, he nearly sobbed.

A sissy doll stared back. Glossed lips, rosy cheeks, crinkling diaper poking beneath frills. Not a man. Not even a boy. Just Mommy’s pretty little girl.

Maya slid her arms around him from behind, chin resting on his shoulder. “Admit it,” she whispered. “You’re beautiful like this.”

His voice cracked. “…I’m ashamed.”

Her nails scraped lightly across the swollen diaper. “And hard. Don’t lie to Mommy.”

He whimpered, tears spilling down his cheeks.

The third punishment was the worst.

Maya pulled her phone from the nightstand, unlocked it, and waved it in front of his face.

“Punishment three,” she said sweetly. “Exposure.”

He froze, blood draining from his face. “No—Mommy, please—”

She smirked. “Not the email. Not yet. Just a taste.”

Before he could stop her, she tapped a few buttons. A photo popped up on her Instagram story for just a second: a cropped shot of lace panties stretched tight over a bulging diaper. His face wasn’t visible. But the caption read: Pretty girls don’t always tell the truth.

His heart stopped. “Maya!”

She laughed, deleting it before anyone could react. “Relax, baby. Just for me. A reminder that I can. Anytime I want.”

He collapsed to his knees, diaper crinkling loudly under the satin dress, tears dripping down his flushed cheeks. “Please… don’t.”

Maya knelt in front of him, cupping his face in both hands. Her smile was soft, tender, almost loving.

“Then don’t lie to me again,” she whispered. “Because every time you do, I’ll take more. Until there’s nothing left but my sissy baby girl.”

That night, she tucked him into bed in the thick diaper and frilly dress, kissing his forehead like a child. He lay trembling, staring at the ceiling, realizing the truth at last.

There was no way back.

His underwear drawer was gone. His pride was gone. His secrets were gone.

Maya owned them all.

And if he ever dared to lie again, the whole world would know exactly what he had become.


Chapter Nine – Mommy’s Friends

By the next weekend, he lived in constant fear of the sound of her phone camera.
Every diaper change, every curtsy, every humiliating sip from the baby bottle she sometimes pressed to his lips—click, click, click.
Proof. Evidence. Chains.

He prayed she’d keep it between them. That maybe, in her own twisted way, Maya just wanted control, not destruction.

But then she mentioned her friends.

Saturday evening, she sat him on the couch in his thickest diaper yet, lace panties stretched over the bulge, a pastel T-shirt that read Princess in glittery letters. His makeup was done, lip gloss shining, hair clipped back with pink bows.

Maya curled up beside him with a glass of wine, scrolling through her phone, smirking.

“You know what’s funny, baby girl?”

He swallowed. “…What, Mommy?”

She held up the screen. A group chat glowed back at him: three names he knew well. Maya’s closest girlfriends.

“They already suspect,” she said casually. “They always wondered why you never join us for drinks. Why you blush every time someone calls you cute. Why you disappear into the bathroom for so long.”

His stomach lurched. “Mommy, please don’t—”

Her smirk deepened. “Relax. I didn’t send anything. Yet.” She tapped the phone. “But I could. Just one little video. Maybe the one where you wet yourself in the parking lot.”

He shook his head furiously, tears stinging his eyes. “Please, Mommy, no—”

“Then prove to me you can be trusted,” she said sweetly, setting the phone down. “Do exactly as I say tonight. No lies. No hesitation. Or I’ll show them who you really are.”

He obeyed every command.

She made him stand in front of the mirror and practice his curtsies while she sipped her wine.
She pulled out her lipstick and had him reapply it perfectly, punishing every smudge with a swat to his crinkling rear.
She made him hold a pacifier in his mouth for an hour, his jaw aching, while she cooed, “Good girl, keep it in for Mommy.”

Every second, the threat of that group chat hovered over him like a noose.

By midnight, she decided to push further.

“Take your phone,” she ordered.

He obeyed, unlocking it with trembling hands.

“Now open the camera. Selfie mode.”

He froze. “Mommy, I can’t—”

Her glare cut him down. “Do you want me to do it on mine instead?”

His throat closed. He lifted the phone, staring into the humiliating reflection: glossed lips, bows in his hair, diaper bulging beneath the pastel shirt.

“Smile,” Maya commanded.

Tears spilled down his cheeks as he forced a smile. The shutter clicked.

“Send it to me.”

His thumb shook as he tapped Share, selecting Maya’s number. Seconds later, her phone chimed.

She grinned, waving it in front of him. “Perfect. Now I don’t even have to record you anymore. You’ll do it yourself.”

When he collapsed into her lap, sobbing, she stroked his hair like a mother soothing a child.

“There, there, baby girl,” she whispered. “You belong to Mommy now. And Mommy always keeps her little liar safe… as long as she owns every part of you.”

He wanted to fight. He wanted to scream. But instead, he curled closer, sucking on the pacifier she pressed to his lips, knowing deep down there was no escape.

And worse—part of him didn’t want to escape anymore.


Chapter Ten – Mommy’s Doll

By now, he knew better than to hope.

Every morning meant diapers. Every night meant rules. Every lie meant new humiliations. And every time he thought he couldn’t sink deeper, Maya found another way to strip him further.

But nothing prepared him for the day she called him her doll.

It started on a quiet Sunday. She woke him by tugging back the covers, letting the early sunlight spill over his swollen night diaper. He whimpered, trying to cover himself, but she slapped his hands away.

“Dolls don’t get to hide,” she said sweetly.

He blinked. “…Dolls?”

Maya smirked, brushing her hair back. “That’s what you are now. Mommy’s pretty doll. Not a man, not even a boy. Just something I dress, pose, and play with however I like.”

His stomach twisted. “Please, Mommy, I’m not—”

“Liar,” she snapped. “You look in the mirror every night and see it. You can’t deny it anymore.”

Her hand traced down his chest, resting firmly on the padded bulge between his thighs. “This isn’t yours. It’s mine. You’re mine. My doll.”

She dressed him to prove it.

A fresh diaper first—thick and rustling, taped tight until he squirmed. Then a pastel pink onesie, snug against his body, snaps clicking loudly between his legs. White stockings with little bows. A frilly skirt so short it barely brushed over the crinkling bulge.

And finally, the pièce de résistance: a blonde wig, curls bouncing, topped with a satin headband.

He stared into the mirror, trembling. The boy was gone. In his place stood a doll—painted lips, glassy eyes, ribbons, bows, and a diaper peeking beneath frills.

Maya stood behind him, smiling like an artist admiring her masterpiece. She kissed his blushing cheek and whispered, “Perfect.”

She posed him around the apartment all morning.

On the couch, she made him kneel prettily, hands folded in his lap. In the kitchen, she sat him on the counter with his skirt flared, pacifier between his lips. In the bedroom, she propped him against pillows like a toy on display, snapping photo after photo.

Every click of her camera made him flinch.

“Smile, baby doll,” she cooed. “Dolls don’t get to frown.”

He forced a trembling smile, tears threatening to spill.

“Good girl,” she purred, kissing his forehead. “See? You’re learning.”

But Maya wanted more than pictures.

That afternoon, she sat him at the vanity table. She painted his nails bubblegum pink, curled his lashes, and reapplied his lip gloss until it shone wet under the light.

“Dolls don’t talk unless Mommy wants them to,” she said firmly, shoving a pacifier into his mouth. “Sit. Quiet. Pretty.”

He obeyed, cheeks burning, his reflection mocking him with every humiliating detail.

When he shifted nervously, the diaper crinkled. Maya’s smirk widened. “Oh, I love that sound. My doll really is perfect.”

The final humiliation came that evening.

She dragged him to the full-length mirror again, hands gripping his shoulders, forcing him to look.

“Tell me what you are,” she ordered.

His throat closed. The pacifier muffled his words, but she yanked it free with a sharp tug.

“Say it.”

His voice broke. “…I’m your doll, Mommy.”

Her eyes glittered. “Not just my doll.” Her hand slid down, cupping the swollen padding, squeezing until he gasped. “My sissy baby doll.”

He shuddered, every nerve betraying him.

Maya kissed his cheek, soft and mocking. “Good girl. And from now on, you’ll always be Mommy’s doll. Something to dress, display, and play with whenever I want. Do you understand?”

His eyes filled with tears. “…Yes, Mommy.”

She tucked him into bed still dressed, wig and all, pacifier back between his lips. As she turned off the light, her whisper lingered in the dark:

“Sleep tight, baby doll. Tomorrow Mommy’s going to show you off properly.”

And his heart nearly stopped, because he knew she meant it.


Chapter Eleven – Public Display

He prayed she’d meant it as a bluff.
He prayed that “show you off properly” was just another of Maya’s cruel teases, one more mind game to keep him trembling.

But by Sunday morning, there was no doubt left.

Maya woke him with the same sing-song voice she always used when she was plotting something. “Up you get, baby doll.” She yanked back the covers, revealing the soaked diaper swelling beneath his onesie.

Her smirk was triumphant. “Perfect. Mommy loves when her doll wets overnight.”

He flushed crimson, trying to hide, but she slapped his thigh sharply. “Hands down. Dolls don’t cover themselves. Dolls let Mommy see.”

His arms dropped, trembling.

“Good girl,” she purred. “Now let’s get you dressed for our little outing.”

The outfit she chose was worse than anything before.

A thick diaper first, bulkier than usual, double-stuffed until he waddled. Then lace panties over the top—her twisted little ritual of making the humiliation layered and undeniable. A pastel skirt that barely brushed mid-thigh. White knee-high socks with bows.

And the final touch: a cropped pink hoodie with BABY GIRL glittered across the chest.

He stared at himself in the mirror, mortified. “Mommy, please—”

She tilted her head, sharp as a blade. “Lie to me again and I’ll livestream you instead of just walking you outside.”

His blood ran cold. “No, Mommy.”

“Then be a good doll and smile.”

She shoved a pacifier between his lips and snapped another picture.

The walk outside was short, but it felt like a lifetime.

Maya kept her hand firm around his wrist as she led him down the apartment hallway. Every step made the diaper crinkle, loud in his ears. His heart pounded as he prayed no one would step out of their door.

In the elevator, his reflection in the mirrored walls nearly broke him. A boy-shaped doll in pink, diaper bulging under lace, cheeks painted, pacifier bobbing. Maya stood tall beside him, smirking like a proud owner showing off her pet.

“Don’t slouch,” she teased, tugging his chin up. “Pretty dolls stand tall.”

The doors dinged open.

Outside, the world was too bright, too open. Every car that passed felt like eyes burning into him. He tugged his hoodie down desperately, trying to hide the bulge.

Maya smacked his hand away. “Don’t you dare. If you cover, I’ll pull your skirt up right here.”

Tears stung his eyes as he waddled beside her down the sidewalk.

They didn’t go far—just to the corner café. But every step was a nightmare. A woman with a stroller passed by, giving him a curious glance. A group of teenagers laughed loudly down the block, and he was sure they were laughing at him.

His pacifier bobbed as he breathed hard, face burning.

Maya leaned close, whispering in his ear. “Smile, baby doll. You’re making Mommy proud.”

At the café, she ordered a latte for herself and a warm milk for him. The barista didn’t question it, but her smirk told him she noticed his makeup, his bows, the strange way his hoodie bulged at the waist.

When the drinks came, Maya slid the warm milk in front of him. “Drink, baby girl.”

He hesitated. She pulled out her phone, thumb hovering over her photos.

His hands shook as he lifted the cup and sipped. Warm milk on his glossed lips, pastel hoodie stretched over his diaper, barista smirking as she wiped the counter.

Maya snapped a picture under the table.

The walk home was even worse. His bladder ached from the milk, but he didn’t dare admit it.

Maya noticed. She always noticed.

At the building entrance, she tugged his wrist, pulling him aside. “Do you need to go, baby?”

He shook his head desperately. “No, Mommy.”

Her smirk sharpened. “Liar.”

“No, please, I—”

“Curtsy.”

His face crumpled. Right there, in front of the glass doors, he dipped into a shaky curtsy, skirt flaring, diaper crinkling loud enough to echo.

“Now tell Mommy the truth.”

Tears spilled down his cheeks. “…Yes, Mommy.”

Her hand cupped his cheek, soft and mocking. “Then be a good doll and use your diaper right here, before we go upstairs.”

His whole body shook. “No, I can’t—”

“You can.” Her phone was already in her hand. “Or I show them.”

And then it happened. Heat, wetness, shame flooding down between his thighs, padding swelling until it sagged heavy beneath the skirt.

Maya’s smile was radiant. She kissed his lips in front of the glass, murmuring, “Good girl. Mommy’s perfect little doll.”

Back inside, she stripped him in the hallway, tossing the soaked diaper into a bag.

“You see now, baby girl?” she whispered, stroking his damp hair. “There’s no going back. The world has already seen a glimpse of you. You’re not my boyfriend anymore. You’re my doll. My sissy baby doll. Forever.”

And for the first time, he didn’t fight. He just sobbed against her chest, knowing it was true.


Chapter Twelve – Mommy’s Circle

He thought the café was the limit.
That the humiliation of waddling through public in a diaper, skirt swishing, pacifier bobbing, was the peak of Maya’s cruelty.
He should have known better.

Because on Friday night, she told him they had company.

Maya was humming as she brushed her hair in the bedroom mirror, glass of wine balanced on the dresser. He stood behind her in a fresh diaper and pastel pajamas, cheeks painted, pacifier hanging from a ribbon around his neck.

“Mommy…” he whispered nervously. “What do you mean, company?”

Her smirk glowed in the mirror. “My friends are coming over.”

His stomach dropped. “No—Mommy, please, you can’t—”

She turned, eyes sharp. “Can’t? Or won’t?”

Tears pricked his eyes. “Please, Mommy, they’ll see—”

“That’s the point,” she cut in, standing tall over him. “You’ve lied to me since the day we met. Little lies, big lies, every word twisted. And now the truth is coming out. Mommy’s friends deserve to meet her pretty doll.”

He shook his head wildly, trembling. “I’m not ready—”

“You’ll never be ready,” she hissed, shoving the pacifier between his lips. “But you’re mine. And mine means on display when I choose.”

The knock came minutes later.

Three voices spilled into the apartment, laughing, chattering. He recognized them instantly—Maya’s closest girlfriends. The ones she’d always teased him about being shy around.

His knees went weak.

Maya pulled him into the living room by the hand, pacifier still between his lips, diaper crinkling under his pastel pajamas.

“Girls,” she said brightly, “meet my baby.”

The room went quiet for a beat. Then laughter.

“Oh my god, Maya, no way—”
“Is he seriously—”
“Look at the bows!”

Heat exploded in his face as he tried to shrink back. But Maya’s grip on his wrist was iron.

“Curtsy, baby girl,” she commanded.

He froze. His friends’ laughter burned his ears.

“Now.”

His whole body shook as he dipped into a humiliating curtsy, pajama top riding up to reveal the thick bulge beneath.

The women howled with laughter. One of them clapped, another snapped a quick picture before he could even beg her not to.

Maya shoved him down onto the rug like a child at story time. She sat above him on the couch, her friends circling, glasses of wine in hand, eyes glittering.

“He lies all the time,” Maya explained casually, brushing his hair back. “So now every lie means another piece of his manhood gone. This is what’s left.”

“God, that’s brutal,” one of them giggled. “But he looks… weirdly perfect.”

Another crouched down, tugging at the waistband of his pajama pants. He squeaked, trying to cover himself, but Maya slapped his hands away.

“Dolls don’t hide,” she said coldly.

The friend tugged the waistband lower, revealing the tapes of the diaper, pink lace panties stretched over the top. She snorted into her wine. “Oh my god. You actually did it.”

The rest of the evening was a blur of humiliation.

They made him twirl to show off his pajamas. They smeared fresh lip gloss on his trembling mouth. They took turns snapping photos while Maya narrated every lie he’d ever told her, each one punctuated with a pat to his padded ass.

At one point, one of them leaned close and whispered, “Be a good girl for Mommy,” before giggling into her glass.

His cock twitched helplessly, betraying him again.

Maya noticed. She always noticed.

“See?” she teased, patting the swollen diaper. “Even his little dolly cock tells the truth now. Isn’t that precious?”

When her friends finally left, the apartment rang with echoes of their laughter.

He collapsed onto the couch, face buried in his hands, humiliated beyond repair.

Maya crouched in front of him, prying his hands away. Her eyes glittered with pride.

“You see now, baby girl? You’re not just mine anymore. Mommy’s friends know. The circle’s closing in. There’s no more pretending, no more hiding. You’re my sissy baby doll—for me, and for whoever I decide to share you with.”

She pressed a kiss to his glossed lips, soft and mocking.

“And you love it. Don’t lie.”

His tears slid hot down his cheeks. His voice cracked. “…Yes, Mommy.”

Her smile was radiant. “Good girl.”


Chapter Thirteen – Mommy’s Training

The night her friends saw him was only the beginning.

He thought maybe it had been a one-off—an evening of cruel laughter and wine-fueled fun that they’d all forget about. But by midweek, Maya proved him wrong.

She sat him down in his thick diaper and skirt, bows clipped in his hair, pacifier dangling from a ribbon at his chest. She scrolled casually through her phone, then looked up with a wicked smile.

“They want to come back,” she said.

His stomach dropped. “…Mommy, please—”

“They had too much fun.” She leaned forward, her hand squeezing the swollen padding between his thighs. “And I promised them a show. Don’t you want to make Mommy proud?”

He shook his head desperately, eyes wide with tears. “I can’t—”

She smirked. “You can. And you will. Because if you don’t…” She flipped her phone to reveal the picture one of her friends had taken: him curtsying in pajamas, diaper bulging, gloss smeared on his lips. “This goes public.”

His chest constricted. “…Yes, Mommy.”

They came Friday night. Three of them again, wine bottles clinking, voices loud and gleeful.

Maya welcomed them in like it was a dinner party. He was already dressed and waiting—thick diaper, pink lace panties, white stockings, and a pastel dress with puffed sleeves that barely covered his swollen crotch. His cheeks burned hotter than the blush Maya had brushed on.

“There she is!” one of the women squealed, clapping her hands. “Maya’s baby doll.”

He wanted to sink through the floor.

“Curtsy,” Maya ordered.

He bowed low, skirt flaring, diaper crinkling. Their laughter rang out like bells.

The training began with “posture.”

“Dolls don’t slouch,” Maya said firmly, tugging his shoulders back. “Hands folded, back straight.”

She had him stand in the center of the room while her friends circled, sipping their wine, correcting him like a student. Every time his knees buckled from the diaper’s bulk, one of them swatted his padded ass, the crinkle echoing in the room.

“Good girl,” Maya cooed when he finally stood still without trembling.

Then came “chores.”

Maya handed him a feather duster. “Show my friends how well my doll cleans.”

He shuffled around the room, diaper sagging, frills swishing as he dusted shelves and tables. Every move drew commentary.

“Look at that waddle!”
“Does she even know how silly she looks?”
“Shake that little padded butt, baby!”

When he faltered, Maya snapped: “Curtsy and say, I’m Mommy’s good girl.”

His voice cracked as he obeyed. “…I’m Mommy’s good girl.”

Finally came “obedience drills.”

Maya lined up her friends on the couch like judges. She positioned him in front of them, skirt lifted to expose the diaper fully.

“Dolls don’t get choices,” she said. “They perform.”

The drills were simple but cruel.

“Curtsy.”
He curtsied, diaper crinkling.

“Blow a kiss.”
He puckered his glossed lips, cheeks flaming.

“Spin.”
He twirled, skirt flaring to show everything.

Each command earned cheers and laughter. Each mistake earned a spanking. By the end, his thighs burned, his ass tingled, and his eyes blurred with tears.

The climax came when Maya knelt in front of him, pacifier in hand.

“Open,” she commanded.

He whimpered, lips trembling, but obeyed. She popped the pacifier between his glossed lips, pressing a kiss to his cheek.

“Good girl,” she purred loud enough for her friends to hear. “My perfect little liar. My sissy baby doll.”

The women clapped, raised their glasses, and toasted like it was a celebration.

And he realized with a cold weight in his stomach—this wasn’t just Maya’s game anymore.

Now there was a circle.
A circle that knew.
A circle that owned him.


Chapter Fourteen – Mommy’s Reward

By now, he obeyed without hesitation.

Curtsies before speaking. Panty checks at noon. Diapers every night. Public displays. His world had narrowed into a humiliating loop of rules and rituals, with Maya at the center—smiling, snapping photos, pulling the strings.

But what unsettled him most wasn’t the shame anymore. It was the way his body responded.

Every spanking, every forced curtsy, every humiliating squeeze of his diaper left him hard, desperate, trembling with need. He hated it. He hated himself. But Maya saw it—and she planned to use it.

Friday night, she told him: “You’ve been a good girl this week.”

He blinked at her, curled on the couch in his skirt and diaper, pacifier ribbon dangling against his chest. “…I have, Mommy?”

“Yes.” She set her wine glass aside, eyes glittering. “And good girls get rewards.”

His stomach twisted. Rewards. With Maya, that word could mean anything.

She started by laying him back on the bed, stripping him of his skirt but leaving the thick diaper taped snug. She straddled his chest, brushing his hair back tenderly.

“You’ve learned to tell the truth,” she whispered. “You’ve stopped hiding. You’re becoming the doll I always knew you were.”

Her hand slid down, pressing against the swollen padding between his thighs. He gasped, cock straining inside, betrayal sharp as ever.

“See?” she purred. “Your body agrees with Mommy. It’s time you admit it.”

She didn’t touch him directly. She didn’t need to.

She teased him through the diaper, slow circles with her palm, her nails dragging just enough to make the plastic rustle loud. He writhed helplessly, eyes squeezed shut, whimpers muffled against his pacifier.

“Look at me,” she ordered.

He obeyed, eyes glassy.

“Say it. Tell Mommy what you are.”

His voice cracked. “…Your sissy baby doll, Mommy.”

Her smile bloomed. “Good girl.” She pressed harder, stroking rhythmically, diaper crinkling with every desperate buck of his hips.

When he was on the edge, moaning helplessly, she pulled her hand away.

“Not yet.”

He sobbed. “Mommy, please—”

“You’ll get to come,” she cooed, kissing his forehead. “But only if you do it properly. In your diaper. Like a real baby.”

His eyes widened. “No—Mommy, I can’t—”

“You can. And you will. Or I’ll invite my friends back tomorrow and let them finish the job instead.”

Tears streamed down his face as she pressed her hand back against the swollen bulge, stroking, grinding, relentless.

“Come for Mommy,” she whispered. “Show me how much my baby doll loves her diapers.”

The orgasm tore out of him, hot and shameful, spilling into the padding with a muffled cry around his pacifier. The diaper grew sticky, heavy, humiliating, but Maya only smiled, stroking his damp hair as his body convulsed.

“Good girl,” she whispered tenderly, kissing his lips. “Mommy’s proud of you. Mommy’s doll came exactly where she belongs.”

She left him lying there in the sticky diaper all night, pacifier still between his lips, wig still clipped in place.

When he whimpered for release, she hushed him with a finger to his lips.

“Good girls don’t complain,” she said sweetly. “You got your reward. And Mommy always decides when you get the next one.”


Chapter Fifteen – Mommy’s Final Lesson

By now, his world was diapers, skirts, pacifiers, and lies that burned the second they left his mouth.
Maya had trained him so thoroughly that even when he wanted to resist, his body betrayed him.
The padding made him twitch. The rules made him ache. The word Mommy fell from his lips without thought.

But Maya wasn’t satisfied yet. She wanted the last piece. The final cut that would make her victory permanent.

It started with a gift box.

She placed it on the bed one Saturday morning, wrapped in pink paper and tied with a satin bow.

“Open it,” she ordered.

He hesitated, diaper crinkling beneath his nightshirt. “Mommy… what is it?”

Her smile was sharp. “The rest of your life.”

His hands shook as he untied the ribbon and lifted the lid.

Inside lay a gleaming pink chastity cage, small, unforgiving, with a tiny lock glinting beside it. Next to it, a slim set of plugs, graduated in size, each one labeled in neat handwriting: Starter. Training. Mommy’s Size.

He gasped. “No—Mommy, please, not that—”

She slapped his thigh, hard enough to sting through the padding. “Liar. You’ve dreamed of this. I saw it in your history, remember? Men locked, plugged, forced into their diapers. Now it’s your turn.”

Tears welled in his eyes. “I can’t—”

Her phone appeared in her hand, thumb hovering over the screen. “Then maybe your sister can help you decide.”

His chest collapsed. “…Yes, Mommy.”

The cage went on first. She stripped him bare, fingers firm and unyielding, pushing his trembling cock into the tiny device. The lock clicked shut, final, merciless.

“There,” she whispered, kissing his cheek. “No more accidents. No more pretending you’re a man. Mommy owns everything now.”

He whimpered, thighs squeezing, the cage already biting.

Then came the plug. She lubed the smallest one with deliberate slowness, circling his hole until he squirmed.

“Relax, baby doll. Dolls don’t get choices.”

She pressed it in. He gasped, whimpering as it slid deep, filling him in a way that made his cock strain uselessly against the cage.

Maya smiled like she’d just painted a masterpiece. “Perfect. Plugged in back, caged in front. My baby’s got nowhere left to go.”

That evening, her friends returned.

They circled him on the rug like judges, wine glasses in hand, as Maya showed off her work. He stood trembling in a frilly dress, stockings, bows, diaper bulging, the cage locked beneath, the plug stretching him with every step.

“Curtsy,” Maya commanded.

He dipped low, skirt flaring, diaper crinkling loud.

“Say it.”

His voice cracked. “…I’m Mommy’s sissy baby doll.”

“Louder.”

“I’M MOMMY’S SISSY BABY DOLL!”

The women clapped, laughing, snapping photos. One even reached forward to tug at his skirt, cooing, “Look at that bulge. She’s really locked up.”

Maya smirked, pulling him into her lap, stroking his hair. “Tell them the truth, baby.”

He sobbed, cheeks wet, voice broken. “…I’m not a man. I’m Mommy’s doll. Forever.”

Her friends cheered. Maya kissed his forehead, whispering, “Good girl. Mommy’s Final Lesson: no lies left. Only the truth. And the truth is you’re mine forever.”


Chapter Sixteen – Epilogue: Forever Mommy’s Doll

Time blurred.

He didn’t know if weeks had passed or months. Days no longer felt separate—only routines, rituals, rules. His alarm clock was Maya’s voice. His bedtime was the snap of diaper tapes. Every breath, every thought, every lie crushed into obedience by the weight of her control.

He wasn’t her boyfriend anymore. He wasn’t even a man.

He was Mommy’s doll.

His underwear drawer was gone. Replaced with stacks of diapers in pastel prints, rows of lace panties, frilly skirts, stockings, bows, wigs. Maya kept them organized like costumes, dressing him each morning in whatever mood struck her.

Some days he was her baby: thick diaper, pacifier, bib, bottle.
Other days he was her schoolgirl: plaid skirt, knee-high socks, makeup perfect, lips glossed.
But always, the diaper was there. Always, the cage was locked. Always, the plug filled him.

When he looked in the mirror now, he didn’t even recognize the boy he’d been.

The rules had expanded.

●        Curtsy before speaking. Always.
 

●        Panty checks at noon. Selfies sent, proof of obedience.
 

●        Daily drills. Spins, bows, kisses blown to Mommy and her friends.
 

●        Chores in costume. Dusting shelves in a frilly apron, vacuuming with the pacifier bobbing, folding laundry while his diaper sagged heavy.
 

●        Rewards only in diapers. Always sticky, always humiliating.
 

Every time he faltered, Maya only had to lift her phone. The threat of exposure still dangled, sharp as a knife. But the truth was, she didn’t even need it anymore. His body betrayed him too quickly, too eagerly.

Her friends came often. They didn’t just laugh anymore. They participated.

One taught him how to curtsy properly, tapping his thighs when he failed.
Another smeared lipstick on his mouth, making him pucker for “princess practice.”
A third spanked him when he whimpered, cooing, “Good girls don’t cry.”

He hated it. He loved it. His cock twitched uselessly in its cage with every touch, every giggle, every humiliating command.

The worst was the day Maya took him out in broad daylight.

She dressed him in a pink skirt, thick diaper bulging beneath, pacifier on a ribbon around his neck. At the café, she ordered a latte for herself and warm milk for him, just like before.

But this time, when the barista handed him the cup, Maya leaned close and said loud enough for her to hear:

“Be careful, baby doll. Don’t spill on your diaper.”

The barista’s smirk was sharp, her eyes flicking down. She knew. She knew.

He wanted to die on the spot.

Maya only kissed his cheek. “Good girl. Drink up.”

At night, when she tucked him in, she stroked his hair with cruel tenderness.

“You were always going to end up here,” she whispered. “Every lie brought you closer. Every secret made you mine. Now look at you—my sissy baby doll. Caged. Plugged. Diapered. Forever.”

He whimpered around his pacifier, tears slipping down his cheeks.

“Do you love Mommy?” she asked.

His voice was muffled, broken. “…Yes, Mommy.”

“Do you belong to Mommy?”

“…Yes, Mommy.”

Her smile glowed in the dark. She kissed his forehead, pulled the blanket snug over his swollen diaper, and whispered the words that ended every day now:

“Good girl. Forever Mommy’s doll.”

And he knew, with a shudder that was equal parts fear and arousal, that there really was no way back.
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