
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Making of a Diaper Sissy




Humiliated, Plugged, and Owned Forever by His Cruel Mommy an erotic abdl romance story




Introduction: The Click That Changed Everything










He shouldn’t have taken the photo.










It was just a second—his thumb brushing the screen, the shutter sound muffled beneath the summer noise of the city square—but it was enough. Enough to capture her. Enough to seal his fate.










Lars had always been a watcher. Not brave, not bold, not the kind of man women noticed, but observant. Quiet. The kind of guy who sat in cafes pretending to read, when really he was watching legs cross, backs arch, skirts flutter in the wind. He told himself it wasn’t wrong. That it was just… admiration. Appreciation. That the women he snapped photos of were art.










But deep down, he knew it was pathetic.










Still, he couldn’t stop. And when he saw

 

her


 
—the tall one in leather boots, her hair a cascade of copper and shadow, laughing with three friends at the edge of the terrace—it felt like fate. She was a goddess carved in modern flesh. The curve of her hips, the way she lifted her glass to sip—it hit him like a drug. He

 

had


 
to have that moment frozen.










He didn’t notice her eyes meeting his just as he clicked.










Didn’t see the flicker of steel behind her smile.










Didn’t see her whisper something to the woman beside her—shorter, stockier, with jet-black lipstick and a phone already raised.










He paid his bill and left, unaware that he was being followed.










That night, they broke into his apartment.










He woke up restrained—naked, confused, cold metal against his skin. Jade’s face was the first thing he saw, her beauty now cruel and composed. Behind her, the others stood: Bianca with the thick gloves and tattoos, Elara with the clipboard and that strange nurse’s uniform, and Zoe—the youngest—holding a pacifier with a grin too sweet to trust.










“You like taking pictures of women without asking?” Jade had said, her voice calm as a razor sliding down skin. “Good. Then you won’t mind if we capture

 

you


 
forever.”










The week that followed was a blur of darkness and pain. Lars screamed. He pleaded. They didn’t care.










They kept him sedated between procedures. He felt cold steel, heard beeping machines, voices discussing nerve clusters, bladder control, and irreversible rerouting. He tried to fight, tried to be strong, but each time he woke up, his world had gotten smaller. Tighter.










By the end of the second week, his cock was gone—reduced, pierced, locked in a cage too small for arousal. His prostate had been altered, his bladder made helpless through surgical degradation. He was diapered twenty-four seven, unable to control anything anymore.










They bathed him like a baby. Fed him estrogen-laced formula from oversized bottles. Paraded him around in frilly onesies and bonnets. Forced him to crawl and kiss their feet for the privilege of a dry change.










When he wet himself—because he

 

always


 
wet himself—they giggled.










“You’re just our soggy little sissy now, aren’t you?” Bianca whispered, sliding her hand between his legs to press into the swelling warmth of his shame-soaked padding. “So soft. So ruined.”










And the strapons came after.










Long. Thick. Ribbed. Used on him nightly while the Sisterhood sat on velvet chairs and watched. Sometimes they filmed. Sometimes they posted his moans to encrypted forums. Sometimes they made him beg for more, and punished him when he stuttered.










He learned to curtsy.










He learned to smile through diaper rash.










He learned to beg for his plug before bed.










And eventually, when Jade sat beside his crib and stroked his cheek, he whispered: “Please don’t stop. I need this.”










That’s when they grew bored.










They had broken him.










There was nothing left to prove.










One rainy morning, they left him in a rented nursery apartment with six months of supplies, a diary full of instructions, and a note in Jade’s sharp handwriting:













We gave you what you deserved. What you needed. Now find someone who wants you like this.






Find someone who’ll keep you soggy, spread, and sweet.






Good luck, Lala.






P.S. There’s a surprise in your fourth diaper bag. Enjoy.















Now Lars—no,

 

Lala


 
—is alone. Still padded. Still leaking. Still soft.










And the world outside isn’t ready for a full-grown, diaper-dependent sissy baby girl with no way to change herself, no means of escape, and a body ruined for anything but submission.










But someone out there might be.










Someone who

 

loves


 
diapered little sissies.










Someone who’ll own her forever.










Lala just has to find them.









Chapter One: Alone, Wet, and Unwanted










The first thing Lala noticed when she woke up was the wetness.










Not the vague dampness of morning sweat or the heavy ache of morning wood—those were gone. Forever. No, this was different. Thicker. Warm and clinging. A slow, shameful bloom between her thighs that squished softly as she shifted.










She was wet again.










Of course she was.










Her diaper—one of the pink, ultra-thick training ones the Sisterhood had lovingly packed for her—had swollen during the night, expanding with her helpless dribbles. It clung to her like a second skin, tight around her waist with pastel ruffles at the legs. The tapes were secure. The scent of baby powder was still faintly present beneath the sharp ammonia stink of soaked padding.










She didn’t even remember wetting.










Didn’t

 

need


 
to remember.










That part of her brain was gone—burned out by drugs, surgeries, reconditioning. All that was left was

 

need


 
. Diapered need. She was a sissy baby girl now, soft and smooth, barely able to waddle, permanently dependent on the padding she’d once found disgusting.










Now, it was her reality.










Lala blinked the sleep from her eyes, rubbing them with mittened hands. The nursery around her was quiet—too quiet. No cooing voices. No high heels tapping. No stern commands or sudden giggles. The Sisterhood was gone.










They had left.










Just like the note said.










The room was a cruel mockery of comfort. Pastel walls. Mobile above the crib. A changing table stocked with powders, creams, and stacks of thick, crinkly diapers all in baby pink or baby blue. Even the floor was padded, covered in a plush mat decorated with clouds and duckies. It looked sweet. Innocent.










But it had been a prison.










Still was.










Lala sat up slowly, crinkling loudly as her swollen diaper squished beneath her. Her legs spread automatically—it was impossible to close them now with the thickness between her thighs. The medication hadn’t just destroyed her continence; it had weakened her pelvic muscles, adjusted her hip structure with a long-term estrogen plan. Even sitting like a man was impossible now.










She was made for diapers.










Made for submission.










Made to be seen and

 

used


 
.










She swung her legs over the edge of the crib, biting her lip as the cold air hit the wet padding. Her oversized onesie—white with pink lace at the collar—rode up slightly, exposing the yellow-stained top of her diaper. She couldn’t look at it without feeling a twist of humiliation in her stomach… but there was no escape. This was her life now.










She stood, wobbling slightly as the padding shifted and forced her into a wider stance. Her reflection in the floor mirror made her flinch: a grown man reduced to this. Shaved smooth. Pale. Feminized. Pacifier dangling from a ribbon around her neck. Lashes curled. Lips glossed.










The Sisterhood had done a number on her.










And worst of all?










A part of her missed them.










The cruel smiles. The strict routines. The way Jade would stroke her cheek after making her cum through the plug, whispering:

 

Good girls don’t need control. Good girls give it up.


 
The way Zoe would laugh and push her down for a spanking when she leaked early. Even Bianca’s rough hands taping her in with that rough grunt of satisfaction—

 

You’ll never be anything else now, you know that?











Lala shuddered. Not from fear. From emptiness.










They had filled her up—made her theirs—and now they were gone. And what was she supposed to do?










The note had been clear:

 

Find someone who’ll keep you. Someone who wants you.


 
But who the hell would want a permanently diapered sissy with no control, no job, no real identity? Her legal records were wiped. Her ID burned. Her old life buried.










She was Lala now. Diaper slut. Sissy pet. A pathetic, wet little thing aching for someone to

 

own


 
her again.










She waddled toward the changing table, gripping the rail for support. She hated the way it felt—so thick, so forced. Every movement reminded her that her body had been

 

taken


 
. Hollowed. Repurposed for pleasure and obedience.










And she could barely get herself onto the changing table without a whimper.










The Sisterhood hadn’t taught her how to change herself. Why would they? That had always been

 

their


 
job.

 

Their


 
right. Now, she fumbled helplessly with the tapes, her mittened fingers slipping. She tried biting the mitts off. Failed. Tried wriggling on the mat like she used to when being teased. Failed again.










Tears welled up.










She was wet, sore, hungry, and useless.










She needed a

 

Mommy


 
.










The thought struck hard. Deep.










Not just a caretaker. Not just someone who might pity her. No—she needed someone who would

 

love


 
this. Who would

 

want


 
her this way. Someone who would smile at her soaked diaper and say,

 

Good girl, you held it like I told you,


 
before changing her gently and filling her up again.










Her plug ached inside her. It had been inside all night—biometric timed, Jade’s final cruel gift. It vibrated once every hour, reminding her of who she was. Of what she had been trained to need. She whimpered and crawled back to the crib, reaching under the mattress for the Sisterhood’s parting gift.










The fourth diaper bag.










The surprise.










With shaking hands, she opened it.










Inside was a phone—old, secured, factory reset. A folded list. A small purple vibrator. And a pink pacifier gag.










She unfolded the note inside.













If you’re reading this, baby, you’re ready to find your next owner.






There’s a network for sissies like you. Littles who’ve been properly broken.






Install the app. Make your profile. Be honest about what you are.






If someone messages you, say yes. You’re not allowed to be picky anymore.


















Love, Mommy Jade.















Lala stared at the phone.










A network? For

 

sissies like her


 
?










Her fingers trembled as she powered it on.










The screen blinked awake, already prepared. A single icon pulsed on the desktop:

 

“Adopt-a-Baby”


 
.










It looked innocent—childlike font, soft colors. But when she tapped it, everything changed.










A secure sign-in page. Username already filled:

 

LalaSissy27


 
. Password: auto-filled.










And then: a form.











What’s your diaper status?


 
→

 

Permanent / Surgery Verified












What kind of owner are you looking for?











●

 
       

 
Mommy



 









●

 
       

 
Daddy



 









●

 
       

 
Couple



 









●

 
       

 
Sister Domme




→

 

Mommy




 










Are you plug trained?


 
→

 

Yes, nightly use required












Sexual preferences?





→

 

Strapon Use, Diaper Humiliation, Public Display, Enforced Regression, Feminization











Lala filled it all in, cheeks burning even though no one was watching.










This was her now. Forever.










She submitted the form.










The screen pulsed. A soft chime echoed.











“Welcome, Lala. Let’s find your forever Mommy.”











A moment later, her first message popped up.











Username: MissApril89






Well, aren’t you the prettiest little piss-puppy I’ve ever seen…











Lala whimpered.










And smiled.










She didn’t know where this would go.










But at least she wasn’t alone anymore.










At least… someone might want her.









Chapter Two: Miss April’s Rules










The screen stayed glowing in the soft nursery light, casting a pale halo around Lala’s trembling hands. She reread the message over and over, as if expecting it to disappear:













MissApril89:






Well, aren’t you the prettiest little piss-puppy I’ve ever seen…















The words sank in like a slow drip of warm honey and humiliation. Pretty. Puppy.

 

Piss-puppy


 
. No one had ever spoken to her that way—except the Sisterhood. And they had always followed words like that with punishment. With love. With pain.










Lala’s heart raced.










Her diaper squelched softly beneath her as she shifted, the soaked padding pressing up between her thighs like a reminder—she

 

was


 
a piss-puppy now. Forever. Not by choice, but by design.










A new message popped up.













MissApril89:






Turn around and show me your diaper. Right now. No excuses, little one.















Lala hesitated only for a moment before obeying.










She propped the phone up on the edge of the crib’s railing, turned slowly, and got on all fours. Her onesie still clung to her back, the lace edges slightly bunched at the waist. With trembling mittened hands, she pulled the back up to fully expose the bloated, yellow-stained diaper that sagged heavy between her thighs. She lifted her padded rear and held the pose—heart pounding, cheeks burning.










The camera clicked.










Message delivered.










Another message came within seconds.













MissApril89:






Filthy little diaper girl. Good.






I like the ones who’ve been ruined properly.






Tell me, baby, when’s the last time you used the toilet?















Lala gulped.










Her reply came out slowly, her thumbs struggling with the touchscreen due to the mittens.













LalaSissy27:






I… I don’t remember.






They made sure I never would again.















Another pause.













MissApril89:






Perfect.






You’re mine now.















Something inside Lala clenched. Not fear—

 

longing


 
. The words hit her deeper than she expected. The Sisterhood had abandoned her. Left her padded and pathetic. But this woman—Miss April—wasn’t just teasing. She was

 

claiming


 
.










Another message.













MissApril89:






Now listen, diaper girl. You’re going to follow my rules if you want to earn a Mommy like me. And I don’t tolerate disobedience. You want to be loved? Owned? Changed? Used? Then you’re going to learn to please me.






Rule One: You ask permission to cum.





*Rule Two: You don’t change your own diaper—

 

ever.






Rule Three: You wear what I tell you, even in public.






Rule Four: Plug in every night, send proof.






Rule Five: You don’t say “I’m sorry.” You say “Thank you, Mommy.”















Lala’s fingers twitched.










The rules were

 

real


 
. Not fantasies. Not gentle suggestions. Clear commands—like Jade used to give. And they made something flutter and ache inside her.










She replied.













LalaSissy27:






Yes, Miss April.






Thank you, Mommy.















Another chime.













MissApril89:






Good girl.






Now crawl to the mirror and take a selfie. Mouth open. One hand on your squishy diaper.






Show me how desperate you are to be kept.















Lala obeyed.










The carpet squished under her padded knees as she crawled to the mirror, the plug inside her shifting slightly with each motion. She reached up and pressed one mittened hand against the front of her diaper—wet, heavy, humiliating—and opened her mouth in a soft, submissive moan as she snapped the photo.










The camera captured everything: her flushed cheeks, her wide eyes, her soaked shame.










Send.













MissApril89:






My sweet little freak.






I’m going to break you even further.






But first, go sit down and record a video of yourself asking me to own you forever.















Lala froze.










Video?










She’d done everything else. She’d begged, wet herself, let strangers peg her, suckled bottles filled with drugs. But this was different.

 

Permanent


 
. Evidence. Exposure.










But then again… what did she have to lose?










She was already someone’s discarded toy. Already a ruined sissy with no pride left. And maybe, just maybe, someone like Miss April was what she’d been

 

trained


 
to want all along.










So she set the phone on the padded floor, positioned it carefully, and hit record.










Her voice trembled as she began:










“Hi… I’m Lala. I’m twenty-seven. I used to be a man, but I’m not anymore. I can’t control my bladder. I wear diapers every day, every night. I don’t even know what it’s like to use the toilet. I’m plugged. I’m pink. I’m soft.”










She swallowed.










“I want you to own me. I want you to tell me when to wet, when to beg, when to suck. I want to be your pissy little sissy forever. I want to be changed, humiliated, trained like a real baby girl.”










She whimpered softly and added the final words: “Please, Mommy. Please make me yours.”










Send.










And then she waited.










Seconds passed.










A minute.










Two.










She started to panic.










Had she gone too far? Said the wrong thing? Had Miss April gotten disgusted—like a normal person would? Was this the moment where even the perverts decided she was

 

too much


 
?










And then the message came.













MissApril89:






Pack your bag, baby.






You’re coming to me.






Mommy’s waiting.














Chapter Three: Mommy Is Waiting










Lala stared at the screen, her mouth slightly open, her fingers trembling as she reread the message:













Pack your bag, baby.






You’re coming to me.






Mommy’s waiting.















Her heart thudded. Not just fast—

 

wild


 
, pounding against her ribs like a caged animal. She hadn’t been outside since… since

 

before


 
. Before the Sisterhood. Before the surgeries. Before she’d been stripped of everything but the thick, soggy padding between her legs.










Now she was supposed to…

 

go somewhere


 
? Like this?










She looked down at herself—pink onesie tight against her chest, the lace collar damp from drool. Her diaper had cooled and clung to her like shame, sagging, heavy, obviously

 

used


 
. And underneath it all, deep inside her, the plug buzzed to life again in one slow pulse—enough to make her thighs clench, her breath hitch.










She crawled over to the changing table.










She had to look good. Had to obey. Had to be perfect for Miss April.










But the moment she tried to lift herself up, reality hit: she didn’t

 

know


 
how to change. She’d tried before. Failed. She couldn’t untape the diaper with mittens, couldn’t clean herself, couldn’t properly powder or seal the new one.










She was helpless.










Just like they’d made her.










Just like she was supposed to be.










And that meant she’d have to go

 

out there


 
in a wet diaper. In public.










The thought nearly broke her.










She sat back on the floor, her legs spread wide by the swollen padding, her breath quickening.










She tapped out a message.













LalaSissy27:






Mommy… I’m wet. I can’t change myself. What do I do?















The reply was immediate.













MissApril89:






Exactly what I expect.






You’ll arrive wet. You’ll arrive messy if you leak.






Because you’re my helpless little baby. And everyone who sees you will know it.






Now be a good girl and get moving. Car service is arranged.















Lala whimpered.










There was no out.










She obeyed.










She packed slowly—her pink Hello Kitty backpack barely big enough for the few essentials she’d been left with. A couple extra diapers. A ruffled pacifier gag. Her favorite plug—the one with the curved tip that made her moan just from walking. And the bottle with Jade’s lipstick still stained on the rim.










She wore a short pink dress with puffed sleeves and a skirt that didn’t even try to cover the diaper underneath. It was humiliating. Completely obvious. There was no mistaking it—anyone who saw her would

 

know


 
. The bulk, the waddle, the scent of powder and faint pee. The sweet little bow on her chest like a tag:

 

Property of Mommy


 
.










And her plug vibrated once again.










She was shaking by the time she stood at the door.










The tablet on the wall—one of the Sisterhood’s last gifts—lit up with a chime.













Car arriving: 2 minutes






Driver is aware of your condition. Do not speak unless spoken to.















She nearly fainted.










Her

 

condition


 
. The driver

 

knew


 
?










Two minutes. That’s all she had.










She grabbed the backpack, strapped on her mary jane shoes, and opened the door.










The hallway beyond was clean, sterile, quiet.










The world looked

 

normal


 
.










But she wasn’t.










She waddled awkwardly toward the elevator, diaper squishing loudly with every step. Her cheeks burned. Her thighs rubbed. Every inch of her body screamed to

 

hide


 
, to

 

run


 
, to vanish back into the nursery and pretend this was just a sick fantasy.










But she kept going.










The car outside was sleek, black, and anonymous. The windows were tinted. The driver—an older woman with silver hair in a tight bun—didn’t even blink when she opened the door for Lala.










“Get in, little one,” the woman said calmly.










Lala froze.










She couldn’t move.










She stood there, trembling, diaper on full display beneath the short hem of her dress, waiting for the laughter. The judgment. The disgust.










Instead, the woman simply smiled.










“I’ve picked up four others like you this year. Some cry. Some run. You? You’re brave.”










Lala climbed in, cheeks burning.










The car pulled away.














The drive was long. Quiet.










Miss April didn’t send more messages. The silence was worse than any punishment.










Lala tried not to think about the wetness beneath her, but the car seat was leather. Every shift made her diaper crinkle. Her thighs were spread, forced apart, the wet bulk making sure she couldn’t sit any other way.










She sucked her pacifier without thinking. It soothed her.










The driver glanced back once and smiled.










“That’s better,” she said softly. “Good girls stay quiet.”










They drove for over two hours—out of the city, into the woods. The streets grew narrower. Trees thicker. Then the road turned sharply, gravel crunching beneath the tires.










And suddenly… there it was.










The house.










No—not a house. A

 

manor


 
. Victorian, towering, with dark shutters and a wrought-iron gate. Flowers bloomed wild around the path. Statues of bound sissies stood among the hedges, their mouths gagged, their eyes downcast.










Lala gasped.










This wasn’t just a home.










This was a

 

nursery fortress


 
.










The car stopped.










The driver opened the door, helped her out gently, then took her backpack without asking.










“She’s waiting inside. You don’t knock.”










Lala waddled up the steps.










Every sound—every squish and rustle and padded thump—was magnified.










Her heart pounded.










She reached the door.










It opened before she could lift a mittened hand.










Miss April was tall. Pale. Her black hair fell in a braid over one shoulder, and her eyes were sharp, cold, and knowing. She wore a tight velvet corset over sheer black lace, her full hips encased in leather. Her mouth curved in a smile the moment she saw Lala.










“Well,” she said. “Aren’t you just the most pathetic little thing I’ve ever seen.”










Lala whimpered.










Miss April stepped forward.










She cupped Lala’s chin, tilting her face up. Examining her.










“You’ve been ruined properly. I can

 

smell


 
it. Diapered. Plugged. Soft.”










She ran a hand down Lala’s chest. Over the bows. The lace. The trembling.










Then her palm slid down and

 

cupped the soaked diaper


 
, pressing firmly.










Lala gasped.










“Wet, too,” Miss April murmured. “Good girl. Just like a baby should be.”










She leaned down and kissed Lala’s cheek.










“You belong to me now.”










And then she stepped aside.










“Crawl inside. Leave your shame at the door.”










Lala obeyed—because it wasn’t a command.










It was

 

inevitable


 
.









Chapter Four: The First Day of Forever










The floor was cold beneath Lala’s knees as she crawled across the threshold, each movement accompanied by a wet squish and loud crinkle from her soaked diaper. The door clicked shut behind her with a finality that stole her breath. No way back now. Not ever.










The foyer was vast—white marble tiles veined in pink, high ceilings with soft hanging lights, and a faint scent of lavender and powder that made Lala’s body tingle with shameful familiarity. The walls were adorned with framed photos—sissies, diapered and posed like artwork, mouths gagged or suckling, each of them marked with a signature in thick red ink.











Property of Miss April.











Lala’s breath caught.










Would her picture join them?










“Good girl,” came Miss April’s voice, smooth as velvet from behind her. “You learn quickly. Crawling is your new default. That diaper doesn’t earn the right to walk.”










Lala whimpered, her cheeks burning as she nodded.










Miss April passed her, heels clicking across the marble like the countdown of a metronome. She didn’t look back. She expected obedience without praise. And Lala gave it, crawling silently, her hands slipping slightly on the polished floor, knees beginning to ache.










The hall opened into a grand room—half nursery, half dungeon.










A massive crib with steel bars stood against one wall, lined with satin blankets and stuffed animals. Across from it, a towering changing station with buckling restraints and overhead straps. Shelves stacked with diapers—thicker than anything Lala had ever seen—lined the back wall, along with bottles, pacifiers, plugs in every shape and size, and something that looked unmistakably like a high chair… with locking wrists.










Miss April turned to face her.










“Strip,” she said simply.










Lala froze.










The command hit harder than a slap. She hesitated—not from rebellion, but fear. She hadn’t undressed in front of anyone since the Sisterhood left her. And she couldn’t even remove her onesie without help. Her mittened hands trembled uselessly at her sides.










“I… I can’t…”










Miss April smiled slowly, like a lion watching a trapped deer.










“Exactly.”










She stepped forward, grabbed the front zipper, and yanked it down in one smooth motion. The onesie peeled away, exposing Lala’s pale chest, the faint traces of training bruises and fading red marks still visible beneath her skin.










“Arms up.”










Lala obeyed. The fabric slid off her completely, leaving her in nothing but her soaked diaper and the pacifier still hanging around her neck.










Miss April circled her slowly, eyes roaming over every inch.










“You’re a beautiful mess,” she murmured. “The Sisterhood did well. You’re soft where you should be, empty where you must be, and diaper-dependent exactly as required.”










Her fingers suddenly dug into the front of the diaper.










Lala whimpered.










“Leaking already. Tsk. We’ll need to double up next time.” She walked to the changing table, patted it. “Up. Let me see what I’ve bought.”










Lala crawled over, trembling, and used the step stool to climb up. She lay back as instructed, legs spread wide, wet padding squishing between her thighs. Miss April snapped a wrist strap in place. Then the other. Then she moved to the ankles.










Each strap sealed her fate tighter.










Each click reminded her:

 

you’re owned now


 
.










Miss April pulled a pair of scissors from the drawer and slit the front of the diaper slowly, letting the warm, sodden weight fall open. The cool air hit Lala’s skin, and she whimpered, her face twisting with shame.










“There it is,” Miss April said softly.










Her fingers explored. Not gentle. Not cruel.

 

Clinical


 
.










She touched the tiny caged remnant of what used to be Lars’s manhood. Tapped the base where the locking ring dug into feminized flesh. Ran a finger along the skin now smoothed and shaped by months of hormones and forced degradation.










“You’re nothing but a leaking hole now,” she whispered, her breath hot against Lala’s thigh. “Good.”










She cleaned her—thoroughly, with cool wipes and powder—and selected a new diaper. Not just thick.

 

Monstrous


 
. Four tapes. Elastic waist. A pastel pattern of rattles and pacifiers.










She slid it beneath Lala with practiced ease, applied lotion, powder, and cream in long, ritualistic strokes, then folded the bulk over and pressed it down.










Each tape was sealed slowly, firmly, with just enough tension to make Lala gasp.










When she was done, Miss April leaned in and kissed the front of the diaper.










“Sealed,” she whispered. “And owned.”










She released the straps, helped Lala down, and pointed to a mirror.










Lala stared.










The diaper forced her legs wide—wider than before. The thickness nearly reached her navel. She looked absurd. Babyish. Soaked in pink shame. But her eyes… her eyes were wide, trembling,

 

needy


 
.










She looked exactly like what she was.










“Time for breakfast,” Miss April said. “Crawl.”










Lala obeyed.














The kitchen was shockingly warm. Sunny, almost cheerful. A high chair waited in the center with velvet restraints and a heavy tray. Miss April directed Lala in with a gesture, then bent her over the seat and inspected her again—cupping her diaper, tapping the plug through the padding.










“You’ll stay plugged today,” she said casually. “Start your training early.”










She slid a new plug from her apron pocket—longer, thicker, curved. Lala whimpered.










“No, no, don’t pout,” Miss April cooed. “This one vibrates when I snap my fingers. Let’s try.”










She popped the plug in with a soft push, then snapped once.










Lala gasped.










A deep, slow thrum pulsed through her core, making her legs quiver.










“Yes,” Miss April smiled. “That’s better.”










She lifted Lala into the high chair, strapped her arms and legs down, then clipped a massive bib around her neck. It read:

 

Sissy Baby’s First Day


 
.










The first bottle was warm formula—thick, sweet, and laced with estrogen. The second was juice. The third… Miss April fed directly from her fingers.










Mashed banana. Something sticky. Something too salty.










“You’ll be leaking again within the hour,” she purred. “And I won’t be changing you until bedtime.”










Lala moaned behind her pacifier.










Miss April leaned in close.










“I want you to soak that diaper so full it leaks down your thighs. I want to see the shame in your eyes when you drip on my floor. Do you understand?”










Lala nodded, flushed and trembling.










“Yes, Mommy…”










Miss April kissed her forehead.










“Good girl.”









Chapter Five: Sissy on Display










Lala stood in the hallway, her legs bowed by the thick, vibrating plug sealed inside her. The diaper was already warm—barely an hour since breakfast and she had wet twice. It was automatic now. The juice, the formula, the drugs laced into her morning banana paste—everything was designed to break her body’s rhythm and make one thing clear:











She was no longer in control. Miss April was.











And now… she was going

 

outside


 
.










Miss April buttoned the final clasp on Lala’s bonnet—pale lavender with a wide lace brim and a pink bow under the chin. The frilly dress she’d chosen did nothing to hide the diaper beneath. In fact, it barely touched it. The hem bounced just above the thickest part of her padding, leaving the shape, the bulk, and the pattern of pastel rattles on full display.










Lala’s pacifier was secured with a locking strap behind her head. Her mittens clipped to her wrists. A small backpack filled with extra diapers, wipes, and a bottle of Miss April’s “special juice” was already packed and worn high on her back.










“Public exposure is part of your training,” Miss April said calmly as she adjusted the hem of Lala’s dress. “I want the world to see what you are. No hiding. No shame. You’re not a man. You’re not a girl. You’re a

 

thing


 
. My thing. My soft, leaking, helpless baby sissy.”










Lala whimpered.










Her pacifier prevented a reply, but her thighs rubbed together nervously. The plug throbbed softly. The pressure in her belly from the breakfast bottle hadn’t eased, and she knew it wouldn’t—not until Miss April allowed a change. That wouldn’t come soon.










“You’ll be on leash today,” Miss April continued, pulling a pink leather strap from a hook near the door. “But no crawling this time. You’ll walk. Let everyone see that crinkle. Let them hear it. One foot in front of the other, baby girl. Proud.”










She clipped the leash to the metal ring at Lala’s collar—another new addition. Silver, tight, snug against her throat. Engraved with a single word:











“Owned.”











Miss April opened the door.










“Come along.”














They started at the market.










A small, open-air square in the nearby town, filled with vendors, chatter, and far too many eyes.










Lala stepped off the curb and instantly regretted it. Her diaper puffed up with every step, the plug shifting, the vibrations teasing her whenever Miss April snapped her fingers. The sound of her crinkling drew attention almost immediately.










People turned.










Looked.










Stared.










Lala kept her eyes down, her face burning, heart pounding so loud she could barely hear her own footsteps.










Miss April led her past a flower stall first.










“Oh, she’s adorable,” the older vendor cooed. “Is she yours?”










“She is now,” Miss April said sweetly, her fingers stroking Lala’s cheek. “Still training. Leaky. Fussy. But very obedient.”










“She looks it. Those diapers—thicker than I’ve seen in a while!”










Lala wanted to vanish. Wanted to melt into the pavement and disappear. But she couldn’t. Her leash tugged her forward.










Next was the produce stand. A young woman, mid-twenties, blonde and pierced, looked up from behind the register and

 

smirked


 
.










“Oh my

 

god


 
, I follow your page,” she said to Miss April. “Is

 

this


 
the new one?”










Miss April smiled proudly.










“She is. Just got her this week. Still soggy from breakfast.”










“She

 

is


 
adorable,” the woman said, leaning in. “Bet she screams when you plug her.”










Lala’s knees nearly buckled.










Miss April snapped her fingers. The plug vibrated hard and fast.










Lala moaned behind her pacifier, her mittened hands balling up uselessly at her sides.










“Not. Yet,” Miss April whispered in her ear.














They stopped next at the café. Miss April took a table near the front, dragging Lala’s leash so she was forced to stand beside her.










Her diaper squished every time she shifted. The pressure was unbearable now.










“I have to…” she mumbled behind the gag.










Miss April raised a brow.










“Speak up, baby.”










Lala’s voice came out weak, muffled by the pacifier.










“I have to… go…”










“Go where?” Miss April asked calmly, taking a sip of her iced coffee.










Lala blinked. There was

 

no


 
bathroom for her.










“I mean… I have to go

 

more


 
…”










Miss April’s eyes glinted.










“Then do it.”










Lala froze.










Her eyes darted around. People were watching. The servers. Two girls at the next table. The barista behind the counter.










“I can’t,” she whispered.










Miss April stood, walked behind her, and wrapped one arm around her padded waist.










She leaned in close, voice low.










“You

 

will


 
. Or I’ll take that pacifier out, bend you over this table, and finger the plug in until you scream. Which do you prefer?”










Lala’s body trembled.










She didn’t choose.










She

 

let go


 
.










It came in slow waves at first. Then a gush. Her diaper swelled, warmth spreading through the padding, around her thighs. It sagged lower. She gasped, moaned behind her pacifier. Her knees buckled slightly as the plug throbbed against her from the inside.










The scent was faint—but real.










People

 

knew


 
.










The girls at the next table giggled.










“She really

 

just


 
did that…”










Miss April sat again, perfectly calm.










“Now you’re beginning,” she said. “This is your new life.”














By the time they returned to the car, Lala’s diaper was visibly stained, the wetness creeping up the sides. Miss April hadn’t changed her. Hadn’t even offered. She merely tugged the leash, praised her for every little moan, and took pictures at every stop.










Once in the backseat, she turned to her baby and smiled.










“You didn’t cry,” she said. “Not once. Good girl.”










She reached into her bag and pulled out the next size up.










“Now let’s get you in

 

double


 
diapers for tonight.”










Lala didn’t protest.










She simply spread her legs.









Chapter Six: Crib Rules










The nursery was darker now.










Soft, dim lights pulsed from star-shaped bulbs in the ceiling, casting gentle constellations across the walls. The crib loomed in the center of the room—steel bars, plush bedding, and a locking canopy that sealed from above like a princess prison.










Lala stood next to it, her knees shaking slightly. She was diapered thicker than ever—

 

double layered


 
, the first one already soaked, the second wrapped tightly over it and sealed with clear locking tapes. Her legs refused to close. Her hips had to swing just to

 

walk


 
now. Every shift made the plastic crinkle like candy wrappers.










Miss April inspected her slowly.










“Turn,” she said softly, arms folded beneath her breasts. “Let me see your backside.”










Lala obeyed, cheeks flushed, pacifier bouncing on its ribbon as she waddled in a slow half-circle. Her onesie was gone. She wore only a cropped pink t-shirt with the words

 

Diaper Slut


 
in curly glitter font. It did nothing to hide the thick padding clinging to her ass and thighs, or the outline of the vibrating plug still locked inside her.










“Good,” Miss April murmured. “You leak before dawn, I’ll know. And if that second diaper isn’t heavy when I check in the morning—no change. You’ll stay in it until lunch.”










Lala whimpered.










Miss April’s lips curled in pleasure.










She crossed to the wall, opened a drawer, and retrieved something Lala hadn’t seen before—a small silicone ring with four straps and a gleaming metal padlock.










“Crib gag,” she said casually. “You’re not allowed to talk at night. No whining. No begging. You want out? You wet. You moan. That’s it.”










Lala stepped forward instinctively, already accepting.










The gag slid into place with practiced ease. It filled her mouth completely, pressing down on her tongue, holding her jaw slightly open. The four straps clicked behind her head—tight, secure,

 

absolute


 
. The lock clicked.











Mute.











Miss April took her hand, led her to the crib.










“Climb in.”










Lala obeyed.










The bars slid shut with a soft

 

clang


 
. The canopy locked in place with a soft hum—electronically timed, sealed until 7 a.m. The mattress crinkled beneath her, lined with waterproof pads and soft, pastel sheets. Stuffed bears flanked the corners. A mobile spun lazily above her head.










Miss April leaned in.










Her fingers traced the line of Lala’s pacified lips. Then slid down—over her chest, her belly, down to the front of the diaper.










She pressed. Firm. Deep.










The plug inside Lala shifted, and her body arched.










“You’re so easy,” Miss April whispered. “So soft. I bet your little sissy clit aches every time I speak.”










Lala moaned.










Miss April didn’t stop.










She rubbed her through the diaper, slow, rhythmic circles that pressed the soaked inner layer against her. Every movement teased the plug. The vibrations responded. Low at first… then stronger.










Lala bucked, hips lifting, her wrists grabbing the bars of the crib.










She couldn’t speak.










She couldn’t beg.










She could only

 

whimper


 
—soft, helpless sounds that made Miss April smile wider.










“Not yet,” she whispered.










She pulled back just as Lala reached the edge, leaving her panting and twitching in the crib, soaked, needy, plugged… denied.










Miss April reached for the camera mounted in the corner.










“Tonight is for recording,” she said simply. “I want to see how much you leak when you’re denied release. When your plug pulses all night but you’re not allowed to touch.”










Lala’s eyes went wide.











No touching.












No permission.












No orgasm.











Only diapers. Only crinkling. Only soaking, aching

 

need


 
.










Miss April turned to leave.










“Sleep well, baby.”










The door clicked behind her.










And Lala lay there—trembling, gagged, vibrating softly from within, hips twitching with every pulse—her first night locked in the crib, the beginning of her forever.









Chapter Seven: Morning Shame










The first thing Lala felt was

 

wet


 
.










Warm at first, then cold.










She opened her eyes slowly—eyes blurry with sleep, eyelashes crusted slightly from tears or exhaustion. The nursery was dim, but light crept through the edges of the blackout curtains, signaling morning. Her body ached in that slow, dull way that comes after a night of silent struggle. The gag was still locked in her mouth, her tongue swollen beneath it. Her throat dry. Her hips sore.










And her diaper?










Ruined.










Not just wet—

 

soaked


 
. Both layers.










The bulk between her thighs had swelled to cartoonish size, warm and heavy around her. The top diaper had leaked into the second. It squished beneath her as she shifted on the crinkly mattress, each movement making a disgusting, sticky sound. Her legs were sticky too—inside the thighs, where the second layer had finally failed.










She wanted to cry.










But she couldn’t. Not with the gag. Not without permission.










The mobile spun lazily above her, casting pastel shapes across the ceiling. The camera in the corner blinked red.











She’d been watched all night.











Every moan. Every twitch. Every desperate hump against her stuffed animal.










It was all recorded.










And Miss April would be watching it soon.










She whimpered softly behind the gag, face burning as she reached down and pressed into the sodden padding. The plug inside her hadn’t stopped vibrating all night—random pulses designed to keep her stimulated, awake, needy.










She’d humped her pillow at some point. Pathetically. Desperately. Like a leaking dog in heat.










And now she lay there—drenched, denied, dripping with her own shame.










The crib lock beeped.










Lala froze.










It clicked, hissed, and then the canopy slid open. Cool air washed over her. The bars lowered.










And Miss April entered the room.










She looked

 

perfect


 
—dressed in a silk robe that clung to her curves, her hair brushed into a tight braid, red lipstick freshly applied. She carried a coffee in one hand and her tablet in the other.










“Well, well…” she murmured, sipping slowly. “Someone had a very

 

busy


 
night.”










Lala whimpered and looked away.










“Look at me.”










She obeyed instantly.










Miss April stepped forward, reached into the crib, and

 

grabbed


 
the front of her diaper with one hand. She squeezed.










It squished audibly.










“Oh, baby girl,” she said mockingly. “You’re positively

 

swimming


 
in it.”










She let go and chuckled.










“Good. You leaked right on time.”










She set the tablet down and opened the file. Footage played. Lala caught a glimpse—herself, in the night, grinding her diaper against a stuffed unicorn, muffled cries escaping behind the gag, face red, eyes wide.










Miss April’s lips curled.










“You begged with your

 

body


 
. Just like you were trained to.”










She sat beside the crib, watching more of the footage, fingers lazily circling the rim of her coffee cup.










“You know what I didn’t see, though?”










She turned the screen toward Lala.










“No

 

permission request


 
.”










Lala’s eyes widened.










She hadn’t even thought to ask. She’d just been desperate. Feral.










“And what’s the rule?” Miss April asked, voice calm.










Lala’s eyes dropped.










Miss April reached forward, unclipped the gag, and let it fall.










“Speak, baby.”










“I’m s-sorry—”










Miss April slapped her.










Not hard. But firm. Deliberate. Across the cheek. Lala gasped, stunned.










“What did I say about apologies?” she asked, voice icy.










“You don’t say ‘I’m sorry’…”










“Then what do you say?”










“…Thank you, Mommy.”










Miss April smiled.










“There we go.”










She helped Lala out of the crib slowly—legs wobbly, knees weak. The double diaper made it nearly impossible to walk. Each step was a waddling squish. Her thighs were slick with moisture. The smell had grown stronger.










“Hands on the changing table,” Miss April ordered.










Lala obeyed.










But Miss April didn’t reach for wipes.










She reached for her phone.










One click. One flash.










She took a picture of Lala’s ruined, bulging diaper from behind.










“For your training log,” she explained. “Evidence of failure.”










Then she finally stripped the tapes. The diaper peeled open with a wet

 

slop


 
, revealing red, puffy skin beneath, the plug slick and still humming faintly. Miss April removed it slowly, wiping Lala clean, then examined her with gloved fingers.










“No rash. That’s a good sign,” she said absently. “But you’re swollen. I might switch you to triple diapers this week.”










Lala whimpered.










She was wiped, powdered, and sealed into a new, fresh diaper—thicker than the last, printed with cartoon bows and locked with plastic covers over each tape.










Miss April clipped a ribbon to her collar and tugged her forward.










“Breakfast time.”














The high chair straps clicked shut.










Miss April fed her spoonfuls of warm mush—some kind of oatmeal laced with powdered laxatives and sweet formula. Her stomach cramped halfway through. The juice bottle came next. Then the pacifier was clipped back in.










“No words until noon,” Miss April said. “You’ll spend the morning sitting in your mess, learning what failure feels like.”










Lala’s eyes filled with tears.










“Shhh,” Miss April whispered. “You brought this on yourself. You humped your diaper like a little slut and didn’t ask. Now you’ll

 

pay


 
for it.”










She leaned in close, pressing her lips to Lala’s ear.










“Mess yourself by ten o’clock, baby. Or I’ll plug you back in and spank you until you cry.”










Lala didn’t even question it.










She knew she’d obey.










Because

 

this


 
was what she was now.










Miss April’s sissy.










Plugged. Padded. Punished.










Forever.









Chapter Eight: The Viewing Room










By ten o’clock, Lala had messed herself.










It had come slowly—first cramps, then bubbling heat, then a wet push she couldn’t stop. She’d cried into her pacifier the moment she felt the soft, sticky weight fill the back of her diaper. The new padding had been thick enough to catch everything, but it didn’t stop the shame. Or the warmth. Or the

 

scent


 
that soon clung to her like a second skin.










Miss April hadn’t changed her.










Not right away.










Instead, she walked Lala—

 

walked her


 
—through the house in that state. She held her leash like a proud dog owner, praised her with soft murmurs that sounded loving if not for the cruel edge to every word.










“Good little stinker,” she whispered as they passed the parlor. “That diaper's practically sagging between your knees. Just how a baby should be.”










And Lala?










She didn’t protest.










She waddled. Face flushed. Eyes down.










Every step squished and shifted the mess inside her. Every praise made her heart flutter with humiliation and need.










But when they reached the black double doors at the end of the hallway, everything changed.










Above the doors, etched in silver script, read two words:











Viewing Room











Miss April paused and turned to Lala.










“Do you remember what I said about public punishment?”










Lala nodded slowly, the pacifier bobbing.










Miss April unlocked the door and led her inside.














The Viewing Room was elegant, clinical, and terrifying.










A raised platform sat in the center, surrounded by a semicircle of velvet chairs. Spotlights glowed above the stage. Cameras pointed from every angle. Along the walls: shelves of toys, restraints, enema kits, and display bottles labeled with names like

 

RegressX


 
and

 

WhimperMist


 
.










Miss April tugged Lala forward.










“On the platform, knees wide.”










Lala climbed up—barely. Her diaper squelched with the effort. The scent of her mess was undeniable now, the weight pressing between her thighs with every movement.










“Good girl,” Miss April purred. “Now let’s make sure you stay

 

presentable


 
.”










She removed Lala’s shirt, leaving her completely exposed save for the bulging diaper. Then she snapped a thick locking pacifier into her mouth—larger than the last—and secured it behind her head.










“No talking.”










Click.










Miss April stepped back.










The lights dimmed.










The side door opened.










And in walked

 

four


 
people.










Three women, one man. All dressed immaculately. One wore a leather corset and carried a riding crop. Another—older, elegant—held a glass of wine and stared at Lala like she was a piece of meat. The man chuckled as he took his seat.










“She’s ruined already,” the older woman said. “I can

 

smell


 
it.”










Miss April bowed her head in greeting. “Lala is six days into ownership. Fully diaper-dependent. Plug trained. Cage-locked. No bladder control. No toilet access. Overnight mess verified.”










Polite applause.










Lala’s eyes went wide.










This wasn’t a punishment.










This was a

 

showing


 
.










Miss April stepped onto the stage beside her.










“She broke the rules last night,” she announced, voice echoing across the chamber. “Humped herself to the edge. Didn’t ask permission. So today, we’re going to remind her who she is.”










She tugged down the plastic outer layer of Lala’s diaper, revealing the ruined mess inside.










The audience

 

moaned


 
.










“Oh, she’s a filthy thing,” one of them whispered.










“She doesn’t deserve to be changed,” said the man.










“She will be punished first,” Miss April replied.










And then she turned to the shelves.










She selected a plug—long, silver, cruelly thick—and a bottle of warm, scented oil.










She uncaged Lala’s plug hole, cleaned it with wet wipes while the others watched.










Lala’s body shook.










Tears blurred her vision.










But she didn’t move. She didn’t resist.










Miss April inserted the new plug slowly. Purposefully. Letting the audience see every twitch, every moan behind Lala’s gag. It went in with a slick push, stretching her further than ever. And it

 

clicked


 
into place.










Remote-locked.










Then came the enema bulb.










Lala whimpered.










She shook her head—just once.










A slap across her thigh.










“You don’t get choices,” Miss April snapped.










She filled the bulb with thick, warm fluid—milky white and sweet-smelling. Not for cleaning. Not for relief.










For punishment.










She inserted it quickly, efficiently, then clipped a locking harness around Lala’s diaper area to hold everything in.










“Let her stew,” she said to the crowd. “Half an hour. Then I’ll let her release into a triple diaper.”










The audience clapped.










And Lala?










She trembled on her knees. Diaper ruined. Plugged. Belly full. Gagged and red-faced with shame.










But she didn’t fight it.










Because deep inside—beneath the soaked padding, behind the gag, under the quivering skin—something inside her

 

liked


 
this.










She was being seen.










She was being owned.










She was becoming what she was meant to be.









Chapter Nine: A Sissy’s First Reward










The stage lights dimmed.










The guests filtered out, chatting like they’d just left a fine art gallery, not a diapered humiliation showcase. Lala lay slumped on her side, diaper sagging with filth, belly swollen with the heat of the thick enema still trapped inside her by the locked harness. The new plug pulsed at intervals—deep, wide, cruel pulses that teased her without mercy.










She was dripping with sweat. Shaking. Gagged.










And she had never felt so

 

completely owned


 
.










Miss April returned once the doors closed. Her heels clicked calmly across the tiles, unfazed by the smell or the mess or the helpless sissy trembling on the floor.










“You took that well,” she said, voice cool and sharp. “I’m impressed.”










Lala blinked up at her, tears blurring her vision, a soft, muffled whimper escaping around the massive gag. She couldn’t beg. She couldn’t thank her.










But she could

 

obey


 
.










Miss April crouched beside her and stroked her cheek, her fingers leaving streaks of clean skin across Lala’s damp face.










“I’m going to give you a choice, baby,” she whispered.










Lala froze.










A

 

choice


 
?










It wasn’t something she’d expected to hear. Not from Miss April. Not ever again.










“You’ve earned a reward,” she continued. “You can have your first real orgasm in my care... or I can lock you up again for a full week. Denied. Denied while soaking. Denied while aching. Denied while on your knees begging to hump your diapers and moan into your pacifier.”










Lala whimpered.










Then nodded.










She

 

wanted


 
it. Needed it. After days of teasing and torment, of diapers and shame and wet crinkling humiliation… she needed release.










“Very well.”










Miss April stood and unfastened the straps around her diaper. She pulled it back slowly, revealing the full, sagging mess inside.










“Oh, baby girl,” she murmured. “You’re absolutely ruined.”










She snapped on a fresh pair of gloves and began the cleanup—slow, deliberate, thorough.










Each wipe was cold. Each stroke intimate. She cleaned every inch of Lala’s sissy body, lifting her legs like a real infant, massaging lotion into the sore red skin between her thighs, her inner cheeks. Then came a thick coating of powder—lavender-scented—and a fresh diaper unfolded beneath her.










But she didn’t tape it up.










Not yet.










She left Lala bare and trembling on the changing table.










“Hands above your head.”










Lala obeyed.










Miss April clipped the mittens to the hooks on the table, restraining her completely. Then she rolled out a stool and sat between Lala’s spread legs, examining the small, sensitive nub of her caged sissy clit.










“So small,” she said softly. “So helpless.”










She pressed a button.










The plug buzzed alive again inside her.










Lala moaned.










Miss April leaned in and licked.











One slow, torturous stroke of her tongue


 
across the front of the cage, the tip grazing the metal with deliberate pressure.










Lala’s body jolted.










She moaned louder, arching her back, wrists tugging at the restraints.










Miss April didn’t rush.










She teased her—slow fingers against the cage, soft kisses, then tongue again, licking the thin strip of skin exposed through the metal bars. Her other hand slid lower, pressing into Lala’s plug from beneath, shifting it gently with every suckle.










Lala was panting now. Sobbing. Desperate.










She couldn’t speak, couldn’t beg, but her eyes were wild with need.










Miss April smiled up at her.










“Do you want to cum, baby?”










Lala nodded frantically.










“Do you

 

deserve


 
it?”










She hesitated. Then nodded again—slower this time. Sincerely.










Miss April leaned closer.










“You may cum,” she whispered, “

 

but only when your diaper is taped up


 
. Understood?”










Lala’s eyes went wide.










She was going to be

 

diapered


 
through her orgasm?










Not even allowed to be clean?










But her body

 

needed


 
it. Needed it more than anything.










She nodded.










Miss April stood, picked up the thick, fresh diaper, and slid it back between her legs.










Each tape sealed with purpose.











Riiiip. Press. Riiip. Press.











The padding hugged her, trapped her, embraced her shame.










And then—










Miss April pressed two fingers to the front of the diaper and

 

rubbed


 
.










She knew exactly where. Exactly how much pressure. The plug vibrated with perfect rhythm inside her while Miss April’s fingers massaged her through the diaper, pressing her toward the edge with maddening speed.










It took less than a minute.










Lala screamed into the gag—eyes wide, body convulsing, the orgasm hitting her like a tidal wave. It ripped through her like a breaking dam, soaking her body with heat, pleasure,

 

humiliation


 
. Her diaper caught everything. No freedom. No dignity. Just release. Just mess.










She collapsed against the table, body twitching, sweat slick against her powdered skin.










Miss April didn’t stop touching her until she was fully spent.










Then she leaned in and kissed her forehead.










“There,” she whispered. “Now you’ve learned what a good girl earns.”










She strapped the diaper tighter around her hips.










“Clean or not… your sissy clit

 

only


 
cums in crinkles now.”









Chapter Ten: Sissy Meets Sissy










The next morning, Lala was in a fog of warmth and humiliation.










Her orgasm from the night before had left her sore, squishy, and exhausted in the best possible way. She’d spent the night cradled in her crib, plugged, freshly diapered, and pacified, her body slowly soaking through the first layer of the triple stack Miss April had so lovingly wrapped around her. She hadn’t been changed. Not yet.











That


 
was part of the lesson.










Even rewards came with consequences.










Miss April greeted her that morning in full leather—a tight corset that hugged her waist, high-heeled boots that echoed like thunder across the nursery floor, and a short riding crop tucked under one arm.










She unlocked the crib, reached inside, and cupped the bulging front of Lala’s diaper.










“Still soggy,” she said. “That’s a good girl.”










Lala whimpered softly behind her pacifier, blushing, thighs twitching around the heavy bulk. Her arms stretched instinctively upward—reaching for closeness, for affection.










Miss April allowed it—for a moment.










Then she pulled back, tugging the leash from the wall hook.










“No change yet, baby. You’ve got a visitor today.”










Lala blinked.










A…

 

visitor


 
?










She didn’t have time to process it. Miss April tugged the leash gently, forcing her to crawl out of the crib. Her knees ached, her mittens were locked back on, and her pacifier strap was tightened behind her head.










No words. No protests.










Only obedience.










Miss April led her through the halls like a pet, pausing only once to brush Lala’s hair into soft pigtails and clip pink bows above each ear.










“She’ll like you better cute,” Miss April said with a knowing smirk.














They entered the

 

Sunroom


 
—a large, glass-walled space flooded with light. Thick rugs covered the floor, and padded blankets were arranged in a soft play area. Stuffed animals. A baby bouncer. A low shelf filled with vibrators and plush paddles and jars of suppositories disguised in pastel colors.










And in the center of it all, sitting with her back to the door, was

 

another sissy


 
.










Lala’s breath caught in her throat.










She had short, dyed-pink hair. A white onesie stretched tight across her back, the ruffles of her diaper peeking from beneath. Her posture was delicate, legs folded underneath her, thumb in her mouth.










She turned when she heard the door.










Their eyes met.










Something flickered in her gaze—curiosity, recognition… and something darker.










Miss April guided Lala to the center of the room and tugged her to a stop beside the other girl.










“This,” she said simply, “is Bunni.”










The other sissy smiled around her pacifier and offered a shy wave. Lala lowered her head instinctively. The other girl radiated…

 

control


 
. Not dominance, but submission so deep it had become a kind of power. She

 

liked


 
being a baby. Lived for it. She was

 

comfortable


 
in her shame.










Lala felt small in comparison.










Miss April knelt between them.










“You two will be playmates today. But not in the way normal babies play.”










She looked at Lala.










“You’re going to be

 

compared


 
.”










Lala’s eyes widened.










Miss April stood and clapped her hands. “Bunni, show her what good girls do.”










Bunni crawled forward obediently, turned her back to Miss April, and arched slightly—displaying her diapered bottom like a trained pet.










Miss April unfastened one tape, reached in, and pulled out the

 

plug


 
.










It gleamed. Thick. Covered in slick.










She showed it to Lala.










“Every morning, Bunni wakes up filled and dripping. Just like you. But Bunni

 

asks


 
for hers.”










She knelt beside Lala, pulled her diaper back, and checked her plug.










Still buzzing faintly.










Miss April slid it out and replaced it with a new one—longer, colder, shaped with a cruel curve that made Lala moan through her gag.










“No hands,” she warned. “If you grind in front of Bunni, you’ll get the paddle.”










Bunni giggled.










And Lala wanted to

 

vanish


 
.










But her body betrayed her.










The plug pulsed.










Her diaper pressed tight.










And heat bloomed in her belly.










Miss April stepped back and snapped her fingers.










“You two are going to crawl in a circle,” she said. “Ten laps. Every lap, I’ll inspect your diaper. Bunni’s already wet. If you aren’t by lap five…”










She let the threat hang.










Lala crawled.










Bunni crawled.










Their diapers crinkled together, hips swaying under the rhythm of submission. Miss April watched, occasionally snapping to trigger their plugs. Each buzz made Lala moan. Each lap made her ache.










By lap four, she was leaking.










By lap five, she was soaked.










Miss April beamed.










“Perfect,” she said. “My babies are

 

so obedient


 
.”










She brought out two pacifier bottles filled with pink liquid.










“Crawl to your partner. Feed her.”










Lala hesitated.










But Bunni didn’t.










She crawled over, pressed the bottle to Lala’s lips, and held it steady while Lala suckled—heart pounding, tears stinging her eyes as she drank something sweet, thick, and slightly dizzying.










Then they swapped.










By the time both bottles were empty, Lala’s body was warm and soft and floating.










The drugs weren’t strong. Just enough to

 

relax


 
. To regress.










Miss April clapped once.










“Now kiss.”










Lala blinked.










Bunni didn’t wait.










She crawled forward, cupped Lala’s padded crotch gently, and pressed her lips against Lala’s cheek. Then lower. To her neck. Her mouth. Her pacifier.










Their tongues met through plastic.










Their diapers squished.










And Miss April laughed.










“That’s what I love,” she purred. “Two perfect sissies. Both ruined. Both wet. Both mine.”









Chapter Eleven: Bound in Babyhood










Lala had never been this close to anyone before.










Not since her transformation. Not since her dignity had been stripped away, her control taken, her manhood locked away and forgotten. And now she was curled beside Bunni on the padded nursery floor, their diapers warm and squishy, their limbs tangled together under Miss April’s watchful gaze.










Miss April had turned the lights low.










She wanted them

 

calm


 
. Submissive. Receptive.










The drugs in the bottles were working—clouding Lala’s thoughts with soft, slow waves of heat and helplessness. Everything felt slow. Dreamlike. Each crinkle, each squish, each plug vibration was magnified until it filled her entire world.










She couldn’t tell if it was fear or comfort.










Maybe both.










Miss April knelt beside them, her long fingers brushing down Lala’s spine. Then Bunni’s.










“Today, you two are going to learn how to

 

serve


 
,” she whispered. “Not just me. But each other.”










She reached into a basket and withdrew two soft leather cuffs, already chained together with a short length of pastel-pink chain.










“Hands forward.”










Lala obeyed.










So did Bunni.










The cuffs were strapped to their wrists and locked, binding them together palm-to-palm. They wouldn’t be able to crawl without coordinating. Couldn’t wipe. Couldn’t resist. Couldn’t

 

do anything


 
alone.










Then came the leg restraints—two padded bands clipped around their inner thighs and linked together with a rubber cord. It forced their movements to sync. If one crawled too fast or too slow, they’d both stumble.










“You will learn to be babies

 

together


 
,” Miss April said. “Because a sissy alone is pathetic. But two together? That’s entertainment.”










She rolled out a soft mat and placed a collection of baby toys between them—rattles, plush plugs, oversized pacifiers, and bottles filled with milky, unknown fluid.










Lala didn’t ask what was in them.










She had learned not to ask.










“Now listen carefully,” Miss April said, circling them slowly like a predator. “Bunni is going to help you with your plug. And you are going to hold still and

 

take it


 
. Then it’s your turn.”










Lala whimpered.










Bunni smiled behind her pacifier gag.










Miss April reached down, unfastened the back of Lala’s diaper, and exposed the base of the plug. She applied a thick gel—cool at first, then tingling—before taking Lala’s mittened hand and placing it over Bunni’s plug.










“Watch each other,” she whispered. “This is your mirror now.”










Bunni crawled behind her, pressed her body close, and with slow, teasing fingers, began rocking the plug in and out of Lala’s stretched, trembling hole.










Lala

 

moaned


 
.










The sound was high-pitched. Feminine. Weak.










Her diaper shifted beneath her, squishing with every breath. The plug twisted, pressed, returned. Again and again, Bunni teased her, building the pressure until Lala was trembling.










But Bunni didn’t finish her.










She

 

stopped


 
.










And then, without needing instruction, Lala mimicked.










She turned behind Bunni, her arms still bound, and moved in unison to press and stroke Bunni’s own plug—learning its angles, its weight. Her fingers were clumsy in the mittens, but she felt Bunni moan against her.










They weren’t just playing.










They were

 

training


 
.










They were becoming

 

each other’s tools


 
.










Miss April sat in her velvet chair, legs crossed, riding crop across her lap.










“I should auction you both,” she said softly. “Two matched sissy pets. Diapered. Plugged. Fully dependent. Fully owned.”










Lala whimpered again.










Bunni leaned in, whispered past her gag, “You like this, don’t you?”










Lala nodded.










No shame.










Only heat.














After the training, Miss April guided them back to the crib—

 

together


 
. Still bound, still gagged, still squishy and hot between their thighs. She lifted them in, one after the other, and adjusted the restraints so they lay face-to-face.










“Tonight you’ll sleep like this,” she murmured. “Your diapers will leak. Your plugs will vibrate. And in the morning…”










She reached down and pressed the

 

sync


 
button on the remote.










Both plugs hummed to life—

 

at the same time


 
.










Bunni gasped.










Lala cried out behind her gag.










“…you’ll both wake up in puddles.”










She shut the crib and dimmed the lights.










The nursery fell into silence.










Except for the buzzing.










And the quiet, shared moans of two diapered, bound sissies locked in babyhood… together.









Chapter Twelve: The Auction Preview










The nursery smelled of powder, plastic, and fear.










Lala stood side by side with Bunni in the dressing room, their wrists cuffed to polished steel bars, pacifier gags locked in place, and fresh triple-diapers strapped snug between their thighs. Each girl had been washed, lotioned, powdered, and repadded under Miss April’s strict supervision—but they weren’t being dressed.










They were being

 

prepared


 
.










“Tonight is the auction preview,” Miss April said calmly as she paced in front of them in stilettos and black latex. “Not the real sale—

 

yet


 
. But my clients need a taste. A look. A performance.”










She stopped in front of Bunni and pinched her cheek.










“And they’ll get what they paid for.”










Lala’s heart pounded.










She knew what the auction was. Miss April had whispered about it during her first week—how select sissies were displayed to elite buyers across the dark net. How some were leased. Some sold. Some kept.










Not every sissy was lucky enough to

 

stay


 
with their first Mommy.










Lala didn’t want to be sold.










But she couldn’t stop it.










“Outfits,” Miss April said.










Two assistants entered—women in matching red corsets and heels—each carrying trays. On each tray: a matching uniform.










Pink ballet booties. Soft thigh-high lace socks. Corseted tops with open breasts and puffed shoulders. Ribbons. Collars. Plugs attached to silken sissy tails.










The diapers stayed.










Miss April waved a hand.










“Dress them.”










The assistants descended with mechanical efficiency, unclipping cuffs, positioning limbs, tightening the corsets until Lala whimpered. Her breasts—grown slightly from months of hormones—were exposed through heart-shaped cutouts. Her collar was locked with a new tag:











LOT 07. FULLY REGRESSED. DIAPER DEPENDENT.











Bunni’s read:

 

LOT 06. TOY TRAINED. PLUG OBEDIENT.











They were no longer girls.










They were

 

products


 
.










Miss April walked behind them, adjusting tails, tapping plugs, straightening their postures.










Then came the final piece.










Two soft hoods—pink leather, with open mouths and blinders around the eyes.










Lala flinched as it was slid over her head.










“I want you focused only on the stage,” Miss April whispered. “You don’t need to

 

see


 
the buyers. You just need to

 

perform


 
for them.”










The room blurred behind the blinders. All she could see was straight ahead. All she could feel was the pulse of the plug inside her, the tightness of her corset, and the dripping heat of her diaper.










Miss April clipped their leashes together and led them out.














The auction preview room was cold.










Stone floors. Velvet chairs arranged in a half-moon. Red curtains. A single spotlight aimed at the low platform in the center. Cameras were already on. Soft jazz played in the background.










Buyers were seated.










Men in suits. Women in evening gowns. A couple with matching masks and gloved hands. They sipped wine and watched the stage like it was the opera.










Lala heard a whisper as she was brought out:












“Is that the new one? The one who begged to cum in her diaper?”
















“Triple diapered. Completely dependent. Mommy-trained.”
















“Mmm. Worth every credit.”














Miss April led Bunni and Lala to the center of the platform.










“Welcome, esteemed guests,” she said, voice smooth and rich with command. “Tonight, I give you a preview of

 

obedience


 
. Two perfect diapered sissies. Fully owned. Fully trained. Fully used.”










She snapped her fingers.










Lala and Bunni dropped to their knees in sync.










Gasps. Laughter. Applause.










Miss April pulled out her remote and tapped a button.










Both plugs vibrated

 

hard


 
.










Lala whimpered, hips jerking. Bunni moaned behind her gag.










“They are synced,” Miss April said. “When one responds, the other feels it.”










The buyers leaned forward.










One of the women—tall, statuesque, her dress slit nearly to the hip—raised her hand.










“Demonstrate,” she purred.










Miss April nodded.










“Bunni. Crawl forward. Lick her diaper.”










Bunni obeyed instantly, crawling to Lala’s front, pressing her mouth to the thick padding, and dragging her tongue slowly across the front with wet, audible strokes.










Lala cried out, hips bucking, the vibrations inside her suddenly relentless.










“She’s so

 

responsive


 
,” a masked man whispered.










“She’s perfect.”










Miss April walked in a circle around them.










“They are plug-trained. Gag-broken. And they

 

crave


 
humiliation. If sold, they will arrive with full supply lists and care instructions. Or, for the right offer…”










She stopped in front of Lala.










“…they can be leased for one night of

 

private inspection


 
.”










The room stirred.










Lala’s vision blurred.










One night?










Alone?










With a stranger?










She shivered—but didn’t resist. Didn’t crawl away.










Because this was who she was now.










A diapered sissy toy.










Lot 07.










On display.














Backstage, after the show, Miss April sat them side by side on a padded bench. Their diapers were heavy again—wet from the performance, from the arousal, from the milk they'd been fed earlier. But she didn’t change them.










She crouched instead and kissed each of them softly on the cheek.










“You both did

 

beautifully


 
,” she whispered. “But only one of you will be mine forever.”










Lala’s heart

 

stopped


 
.










Bunni leaned against her, still smiling.










Only one?










Miss April ran her fingers between Lala’s legs, pressing into the sodden warmth.










“Which one of you will beg harder to stay?”










Her fingers pressed

 

again


 
.










And Lala’s answer was simple.










She would do

 

anything


 
.









Chapter Thirteen: Prove You Belong










Lala was alone again.










Not in her crib. Not in the soft nursery with toys and lullabies. This was

 

different


 
. Cold tile beneath her knees. Metal bars behind her. A dim bulb above, buzzing softly. Her diaper was soaked—unchanged since the auction preview the night before. Her corset had been removed, but the gag remained, locked tight behind her head. The plug still buzzed occasionally. Teasing her. Mocking her.










There was no Bunni here.










No Miss April.










Only silence and the shame of being

 

set aside


 
.












“Only one of you will be mine forever.”














The words echoed like a knife twisting in her heart. Miss April hadn’t punished her. Not directly. But this isolation—this

 

absence


 
—was worse. It was the cruelest discipline:

 

uncertainty


 
.










Was she being replaced?










Had she failed?










She shifted slightly, the soggy diaper squishing between her thighs. She hadn’t even been checked. Not once. She was just… waiting. Leaking. Slowly unraveling.










The door opened.










Footsteps.










Sharp. Measured. Confident.










Miss April entered the room dressed in clinical white—latex gloves, long coat, hair tied back in a tight braid. She looked less like a Mommy now, and more like a

 

doctor


 
. A handler.










Lala sat up straighter, eyes wide behind her blinders.










“Look at you,” Miss April said, her voice cool and professional. “Still soaked. Still messy. Still silent.”










She knelt in front of Lala and removed the gag with slow fingers.










“Speak.”










Lala blinked. Her voice came out hoarse, cracked.










“Th-thank you, Mommy…”










“For what?”










“For… for coming.”










Miss April nodded. “Do you want to be mine?”










“Yes, Mommy. Please. I’ll do anything. I—I need to be yours.”










“Why?”










Lala’s lips trembled.










“Because without you… I’m just a leaking diaper sissy no one wants.”










A long silence followed.










Then, slowly, Miss April

 

smiled


 
.










“Good girl.”










She stood and walked to the counter at the back of the room, removing a long plastic tray covered in velvet.










Lala couldn’t see what was on it.










But she heard the sound.











Click.






Metal on glass.






Rubber stretching.











Miss April turned.










On the tray: three items.










A large pink pacifier with a built-in strap.










A syringe.










And a branding wand—small, silver, shaped like a heart at the tip.










Lala’s breath hitched.










“Final test,” Miss April said calmly. “Take the syringe and lock yourself in diaper-dependence forever. You’ll never hold anything again.”










Lala’s stomach twisted.










“But—Mommy, I already—I’m already—”










“Temporary,” she interrupted. “Medicated. Trained. But reversible.”










She held up the syringe.










“This will

 

end


 
that.”










Lala stared at it.










If she took it… she’d never be able to hold her bladder again. Never even feel the urge. She’d wet in her sleep, in public, in silence, without warning or control. It would

 

define


 
her. It would be

 

forever


 
.










Miss April raised a brow.










“I want you to

 

beg


 
for it.”










Lala’s voice shook.










“Please… please Mommy… I want it.”










“Why?”










“I don’t deserve control. I’m just a soggy sissy baby. I want to leak forever… so you never have to ask. So I’m always wet. Always yours.”










Miss April stepped forward and handed her the syringe.










“Then prove it.”










Lala held it in mittened hands. Awkward. Shaking.










Miss April guided it to her thigh.










“Push.”










She did.










The needle slid in.










She felt the burn.










Then the warmth.










Then nothing.










Miss April watched it disappear, then removed it carefully and bandaged her thigh.










“It’s done,” she said softly. “In twenty-four hours… you’ll never feel control again.”










She kissed Lala’s forehead.










“Now the mark.”










She lifted the branding wand, heated it in a small flame, then pressed it just above Lala’s right hip.










Lala

 

screamed


 
.










White-hot pain seared her skin. Her diaper crinkled as she writhed, but she didn’t fight. She didn’t pull away.










She

 

took


 
it.










And when it was done, she collapsed into Miss April’s arms, shaking, sobbing.










Miss April stroked her hair.










“You’re mine now. Forever. No auction. No transfer. No doubt.”










She smiled.










“I don’t sell what’s priceless.”









Chapter Fourteen: Sealed in Crinkles










The hall was filled with soft music and slow murmurs.










Velvet curtains. Dim lights. Rows of high-backed chairs occupied by dark silhouettes—other Mommies, Daddies, Dommes, and owners of all kinds. Every seat was full. The center stage was padded in pink. A giant stuffed bear sat behind the podium. The air smelled of powder, warm plastic, and anticipation.










Tonight wasn’t an auction.










It was a

 

claiming


 
.










And Lala was the prize.










She stood backstage, trembling in triple-thick diapers. Her skin still burned where the branding iron had marked her flesh: a small, perfect heart on her right hip, just above the waistband of her padding. Her new onesie was custom stitched with her final status:











"Property of Miss April – Diaper Dependent – Forever Girl."











Her legs were strapped into soft leather braces that forced her to waddle. Her pacifier gag was locked in place, the words

 

Crinkle Toy


 
embossed across it in sparkly pink. A vibrating plug was already pulsing softly inside her. Her leash—gold chain, encrusted with imitation jewels—was clipped to her collar.










And at the other end of that leash stood Miss April.










Radiant. Powerful. Smiling.










She stroked Lala’s hair gently.










“Tonight, you’re going to show them who you are,” she whispered. “No more training. No more hesitation. Just crinkles, leaks, and obedience.”










Lala nodded slowly.










The drug had taken full effect.










She hadn’t held anything since noon—and hadn’t even

 

felt


 
the urge. She’d soaked two diapers without realizing it. From now on, she’d leak without warning. Without control. Always damp. Always needing.










And she

 

loved


 
it.










The curtain rose.










Soft applause followed.










Miss April stepped forward first.










“Esteemed guests,” she said, voice echoing through the chamber. “Tonight I present to you my final sissy. My masterpiece. Fully trained. Permanently transformed. Forever owned.”










She tugged the leash.










And Lala waddled forward.










The room gasped.










She could feel the eyes.










All of them on her padding. Her pink braces. Her trembling steps. Her smile behind the gag.










She was leaking again. Right now. She

 

knew


 
it.










Miss April pulled her to the center, turned her in place, and lifted the back of her onesie to show the heart-shaped brand.










A camera flashed.










“This,” Miss April said, “is not a trainee. Not a toy. Not a product. This is my

 

property


 
.”










She removed the gag.










“Say it, baby.”










Lala’s voice came out soft. Wet.










“I belong to Mommy. I leak for Mommy. I’ll never be big again. I’m just her soggy little diaper girl.”










Applause again.










Cheers.










Moans.










One woman wiped a tear.










Miss April knelt and slid two fingers into the front of Lala’s diaper.










Still warm. Still wet.










She smiled.










“Perfect.”










She kissed Lala’s forehead.










“From this day on,” she said, “you are sealed. You will never be changed by anyone else. Never touched by another. Never dressed without my hand. You are mine in body, mind, and

 

bladder


 
.”










The collar clicked.










The seal was official.










Lala collapsed into her arms, sobbing in relief.










Miss April rocked her gently, cradling her like an infant.










“You’re home, baby.”










And she was.










Forever.









Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


 
, you’ll love these other wild, wicked reads…











Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?





Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.









Disclaimer










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











Age Declaration











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











Image Disclaimer











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











Copyright













© 2025 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.










cover.jpeg
AUTHOR: POLL
BANE






