
        
            
                
            
        

    
Mommy's Diapered Bride

A Taboo ABDL Feminization Novel of Forced Regression and Lesbian Submission


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

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


Prologue

Dr. Sophia Reynolds sat at the head of the polished mahogany conference table in the secure wing of the Willowbrook Women’s Health Institute, her perfectly manicured fingers tracing the edge of a thick grant folder. The room was softly lit, the walls lined with framed awards and discreetly placed monitors displaying live feeds from various examination rooms—all empty for now.

Around the table sat her hand-picked team: five brilliant, ambitious women who shared her vision. There was Nurse Practitioner Lydia, the gentle but merciless tease; Dr. Vanessa Park, their behavioral psychologist; Nurse Chloe, barely twenty-eight and already a master at strap-on training; and two research assistants who handled the cameras, the diaries, and the ever-growing library of humiliating footage.

On the main screen glowed the title of their new Phase II proposal:

“From Beta to Bride: Total Regression and Feminization of the Low-Value Male Through Padded Dependency, Enforced Masturbation, and Progressive Pegging – A Pathway to the Perfect Obedient Lesbian Sissy Wife”

Sophia allowed herself a small, satisfied smile as she addressed the room.

“Ladies, the preliminary data from Phase I were promising, but limited. Voluntary subjects already leaning toward femininity don’t prove the hypothesis. We need to show that virtually any lazy, underachieving, chronically masturbating beta male can be fully broken and rebuilt—without resistance, without escape—into a happy, diaper-dependent lesbian housewife who exists only to please her Mommy-wife.”

Vanessa leaned forward. “And the funding? The board wants a live demonstration before they commit to the nationwide rollout.”

“They’ll get one,” Sophia replied, tapping a photograph onto the table. It showed a skinny, unkempt twenty-year-old boy lounging on his porch next door, phone in hand, unshaven and aimless. “Meet Aidan Harper. Twenty years old. Dropped out of college after one semester. No job, no girlfriend, still lives with his parents—who are conveniently leaving for a three-month cruise next week. Virgin, chronic masturbator, five-foot-five, barely a hundred and fifteen pounds. Perfect specimen.”

Lydia raised an eyebrow. “Your neighbor?”

Sophia’s smile widened. “I’ve watched him grow up… or rather, fail to. He’s had a little crush on me since he was fifteen. He’ll sign anything I put in front of him if I smile just right. The $50,000 participation fee and ‘free on-site housing’ will seal it.”

Chloe grinned, already scrolling through product catalogs on her tablet. “I’ve got the cutest new princess-print mega diapers coming in, plus locking rhumba panties in every color. And the new pink chastity cages just arrived—the ones that nestle perfectly under thick padding.”

Vanessa slid a thick stack of consent forms across the table. “I’ve already drafted everything: medical power of attorney, non-disclosure, behavioral modification clauses, even a pre-signed marriage license template with a blank space for his new feminine name. Once he signs the first packet, he’s legally ours for the full ninety days… and longer, if we play it right.”

Sophia stood, smoothing her white coat over her curvaceous figure, and looked directly into the main camera that would soon record every moment of Aidan’s downfall.

“Then it’s settled. We begin recruitment tomorrow. By the end of Phase II, Aidan Harper will cease to exist. In his place will be sweet, obedient Ava—my perfect, diapered little lesbian bride, waddling down the aisle in her wedding gown and soggy padding, begging Mommy to fill her up on our wedding night.”

She raised her coffee cup in a mock toast.

“To science… and to turning worthless boys into the pretty lesbian wives they were always meant to be.”

The women clinked their cups together, eyes gleaming with anticipation.

On the screen behind them, the empty nursery room waited—pink walls, oversized changing table, stacks of thick diapers, and a locked display case full of increasingly large strap-ons.

Very soon, it would have its first permanent occupant.

And Dr. Sophia Reynolds was going to enjoy every single crinkle, every whimper, and every desperate “More, Mommy” that led her neighbor from lazy boy next door to blushing, padded bride.


Chapter 1 – The Ad and the First Morning

My name is Aidan Harper, and if you’d asked me a week ago what my biggest problem was, I would’ve said it was the fact that my parents were cutting me off. Twenty years old, one miserable semester of community college behind me, and still living in their basement like some kind of overgrown garden gnome. I spent my days cycling between Steam sales, Reddit, and jerking off to whatever free porn the ad-blocker let through. Three, four, sometimes five times a day. It wasn’t a proud life, but it was easy, and easy was good enough.

That all changed the day I saw the ad.

It popped up in a local Facebook group—Willowbrook Neighborhood Chat, the one where people mostly argued about lawn care and lost cats. The post was simple, professional, and almost too good to be true.

WILLOWBROOK WOMEN’S HEALTH INSTITUTE

NOW RECRUITING – PAID CLINICAL TRIAL

Healthy adults ages 18–25 needed for a 90-day in-house study

Testing revolutionary feminine hygiene & extended-wear absorption products

Compensation: $50,000 stipend paid on completion

Free private room, meals, and medical care provided

Full confidentiality guaranteed

Interviews this week only – message for details

Fifty thousand dollars. For three months of work. I didn’t even finish reading before my fingers were flying across the keyboard.

Hey, I’m definitely interested. 20, male, totally healthy, available immediately. When can we talk?

The reply came less than two hours later—from Dr. Sophia Reynolds herself.

Hi Aidan! 😊

I actually know you—you’re the Harpers’ son from next door, aren’t you? Small world!

I’d love to chat about the trial. Why don’t you come over this afternoon? I’m working from home today. Coffee’s on me.

I nearly dropped my phone. Dr. Sophia Reynolds. The Dr. Sophia Reynolds. The woman I’d been low-key obsessed with since I was fifteen and she moved in next door. Mid-thirties, long auburn hair always in a perfect bun when she was in doctor mode, green eyes that could melt steel, and curves that made every boring backyard barbecue suddenly worth attending. She was a gynecologist, ran some fancy private clinic downtown, and always waved hello when she caught me staring from behind the curtains.

Of course I said yes.

I showered for the first time in three days, threw on my least-stained hoodie, and practically sprinted next door. She answered in a soft cream blouse, pencil skirt, and heels—casual for her, but still a thousand times classier than anything I owned. The house smelled like vanilla and something faintly clinical.

“Come on in, sweetheart,” she said, ushering me to the kitchen island. “I’m so glad you reached out. We’ve been having trouble finding the right participants, and you’re honestly perfect.”

Perfect. Dr. Sophia Reynolds just called me perfect.

She poured coffee, sat across from me, and slid a glossy folder my way.

“The trial is fully funded by a private grant,” she explained, voice warm and professional. “We’re developing a new line of ultra-absorbent garments and complementary hygiene products designed for extended wear—think heavy-flow days, postpartum, or medical incontinence. The catch is that the FDA requires immersive, real-world testing. Participants wear the prototypes 24/7 for the full ninety days and provide detailed daily feedback.”

I nodded along, trying not to stare at the way her blouse hugged her chest when she leaned forward.

“There’s a lot of paperwork,” she continued, producing a thick stack of forms, “mostly liability and confidentiality stuff. Because the products are still in development, everything that happens at the clinic stays at the clinic. You’ll have your own private suite, all meals provided, high-speed Wi-Fi, even a gaming setup if you want it.”

She smiled that perfect smile, and I was already signing.

I skimmed the first page—medical history, allergies, emergency contacts. The second page had more legal language: power of attorney for emergency care, behavioral monitoring consent, product-compliance agreement. I barely read it. She kept refilling my coffee, asking gentle questions about school, my parents’ cruise, what games I was playing. Every time I hesitated, she’d touch my hand lightly and say, “It’s just standard, honey. We have to cover every base.”

By the time I reached the last page, I’d signed or initialed at least thirty times. My hand was cramping.

“Wonderful,” she said, gathering everything into a neat folder. “You’re all set. Your parents already gave verbal approval—they think it’s a paid internship, which honestly isn’t far off. I’ll pick you up tomorrow morning at eight. Pack light—just toiletries and anything you want for entertainment. We provide everything else.”

She walked me to the door, one manicured hand resting lightly on my shoulder.

“I’m really looking forward to working closely with you, Aidan,” she said softly. “I have a feeling you’re going to do wonderfully.”

I floated home in a daze. Fifty grand. Three months of free food and rent. And daily interaction with the hottest woman I’d ever met. Life was finally turning around.

The next morning she picked me up in her sleek white SUV. Mom and Dad had already left for the airport, so the house was empty. I threw my backpack in the back seat and climbed in, trying to play it cool.

“Nervous?” she asked, pulling away from the curb.

“A little,” I admitted. “Mostly excited.”

“You should be,” she said. “This is a big deal. The data you help us collect could change lives.”

The clinic was a low, modern building twenty minutes away, tucked behind trees and a discreet privacy fence. WILLOWBROOK WOMEN’S HEALTH INSTITUTE in elegant gold letters above the entrance. She parked in a reserved spot and led me through a side door marked RESEARCH WING – AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY.

Inside it smelled faintly of baby powder and antiseptic. The halls were soft pink and cream, carpeted, almost like a high-end spa. She guided me to a small intake room with an exam table, a sink, and cabinets.

“Just a quick physical before we get you settled,” she said, snapping on nitrile gloves. “Standard procedure.”

The exam was thorough—height, weight, blood pressure, blood draw. She listened to my heart, checked my reflexes, all while chatting pleasantly. At one point she had me drop my jeans for a hernia check, and I prayed she didn’t notice the half-chub I was fighting.

“Everything looks perfect,” she said finally, peeling off the gloves. “Now, the last step before you see your suite—we need to get you into the baseline prototype so we can take measurements.”

She opened a cabinet and pulled out a package the size of a pillow, sealed in plastic. When she tore it open, my stomach dropped.

It was a diaper. A thick, white adult diaper with little pastel balloons, teddy bears, and rattles printed all over it. Next to it she laid out a pair of semi-transparent plastic panties covered in rows of delicate white lace ruffles across the bottom, and finally a soft pink training bra with a tiny satin bow between the cups.

I stared, mouth dry.

“Dr. Sophia… I thought this was, like… pads or something?”

She gave me a patient, understanding smile.

“I know it’s surprising, sweetheart. The new product line is designed for total protection—far beyond traditional pads. The core garment is an ultra-high-capacity absorbent brief with cute, feminine styling to reduce stigma. Participants wear them full-time so we can track real absorption, skin health, and comfort over extended periods.”

She must have seen the panic on my face because she stepped closer, resting a hand on my arm.

“Aidan, you signed the immersion-testing consent yesterday. It’s only ninety days, and it’s completely private. No one out there will ever know. Think of the money—and the good you’re doing for women who need this kind of protection.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but the words wouldn’t come. Fifty thousand dollars. Free everything. And those forms I’d signed without reading…

“Okay,” I heard myself say, voice small. “I guess… I guess it’s fine.”

“That’s my brave boy,” she said warmly. “Or should I say brave girl? The prototypes are sized for feminine fit, so we’ll be using she/her language during the trial to keep the data consistent. It helps with immersion.”

She turned away politely while I stripped, face burning hotter than it ever had in my life. My cock, traitor that it was, was already half-hard from sheer nerves and the soft crinkle of the packaging. I stepped into the diaper, pulled it up between my legs—the bulk was insane, forcing my thighs apart—and fumbled with the tapes. Dr. Sophia turned back just as I got the last one fastened.

“Perfect,” she cooed, kneeling in front of me. Her fingers brushed my skin as she checked the leg gathers, smoothed the front, and gave the padding a gentle pat that made me jolt. “Nice and snug. Now the protective panties—these lock the moisture in and add that cute vintage touch.”

The plastic panties slid up with a loud, embarrassing rustle, the lace ruffles settling over my padded bottom like a frilly skirt. Finally the training bra—she helped me slip my arms through and fastened it behind my back, adjusting the straps until it sat flat against my chest.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “You look absolutely precious. The prints are just prototypes, but I think the teddy bears suit you.”

I couldn’t speak. The diaper was so thick I had to waddle. Every tiny movement produced a loud crinkle that echoed off the tiled walls. And beneath it all, my erection was now rock-hard, tenting the front of the padding obscenely.

Dr. Sophia noticed—of course she did—but only smiled kindly.

“That’s a perfectly normal reaction to new sensations, honey. The materials are designed to be soft and stimulating. Don’t be embarrassed.”

She handed me a fluffy white robe that barely came to mid-thigh and led me down the hall to my “suite.” It looked like a high-end hospital room crossed with a little girl’s nursery: pale pink walls, a big adjustable bed with rails, a changing table that definitely wasn’t sized for an adult man, and a wall-mounted TV. There was a gaming PC in the corner, a mini-fridge, and even a PlayStation 5—exactly what I’d mentioned yesterday.

“Make yourself comfortable,” she said. “Breakfast will be here soon, then we’ll do your first full measurement and change. There’s a pink phone on the nightstand—that’s your voice-diary device. The app opens automatically. Just talk naturally about how everything feels. Be honest—that’s the most important part.”

She gave the front of my diaper one last affectionate pat—right over my straining erection—and left, the door clicking shut behind her.

I stood there for a full minute, heart hammering, the loud crinkle of every breath reminding me what I was wearing. The robe was too short; if I bent even slightly the lace-trimmed plastic panties peeked out.

I was alone.

I glanced at the door. Locked from the outside, probably. There was almost certainly a camera somewhere—Dr. Sophia had mentioned “behavioral monitoring”—but the need building in my groin was overwhelming.

I flopped face-down on the bed, the thick padding spreading beneath me like a warm pillow. The sensation was unreal. I rocked my hips experimentally, grinding against the mattress.

One stroke. Two.

The crinkle was deafening. The plastic panties slid deliciously over the diaper’s surface. The pressure on my trapped cock was perfect—soft, enveloping, relentless.

I lasted maybe thirty seconds.

I came harder than I ever had in my life, hips bucking, a long, muffled groan escaping into the pillow as I flooded the diaper with pulse after pulse of hot cum. The padding swelled, growing warm and heavy around me, hugging every inch like it was made for this.

When it was over I lay there panting, face burning with shame and afterglow. The scent of baby powder and fresh semen hung in the air.

The pink phone on the nightstand chimed softly.

VOICE DIARY – DAY 1, ENTRY 1

Tap to record

I stared at it, still catching my breath, the soggy diaper sagging between my legs.

This was only the first morning.

And already I was terrified of how much I liked it.


Chapter 2 – The First Week: Discovery

The first full day at the clinic passed in a haze of crinkling plastic, warm padding, and a level of constant, low-grade arousal I didn’t know was possible.

After that shameful first orgasm face-down on the bed, I’d panicked and tried to clean myself up. Of course I couldn’t—the diaper was taped on securely, and the locking rhumba panties meant I couldn’t even slide a hand inside. All I managed to do was spread the sticky mess around, making the padding feel heavier and warmer with every waddle.

Breakfast arrived on a tray carried by a pretty brunette nurse in pastel scrubs—Chloe, her name tag read. She couldn’t have been more than a couple of years older than me, with a bright smile and a ponytail that swung when she walked.

“Good morning, cutie!” she chirped, setting the tray on a rolling table. Oatmeal, fruit, a bottle of something pink labeled “Hydration Formula – Phase 1.” A bottle. With a silicone nipple.

I stared at it, mortified.

“It helps us track fluid intake accurately,” Chloe explained cheerfully, noticing my expression. “Don’t worry, lots of participants love it after the first day. Now let’s get you changed before you eat—Dr. Sophia wants fresh baseline measurements.”

She guided me to the oversized changing table in the corner. It had pink vinyl padding, safety straps, and raised sides—like something out of a giant nursery. Before I could protest, she had me lie back, feet in the stirrups that folded out from the end.

“Up we go,” she cooed, lifting my legs with practiced ease. The soggy diaper sagged heavily as she untaped it, the cool air hitting my skin and making me shiver. My spent cock twitched anyway.

“Oh my, someone made a big sticky already,” Chloe teased gently, wiping me clean with warm, scented wipes. The sensation was electric—soft, thorough, humiliating. I was rock-hard again before she’d even finished powdering me.

“Totally normal,” she reassured, sliding a fresh diaper under me—this one even thicker, with little dancing unicorns printed on the landing zone. “The materials are designed to be super comforting. Some participants get excited every single change.”

She taped it snug, pulled a new pair of ruffled plastic panties up my legs (mint green this time), and helped me sit up. The fresh padding felt enormous between my thighs, forcing my knees apart. I had to waddle like a toddler just to get back to the breakfast tray.

Chloe clipped a pacifier on a ribbon to my training bra “for stress relief” and left me with a cheerful wave.

I spent the morning alternating between trying to game (impossible with the constant crinkle and the way the diaper rubbed every time I shifted) and staring at the pink phone.

Finally I opened the voice-diary app.

“Day one… entry two, I guess,” I mumbled, face burning. “The new diaper feels… really thick. And soft. The plastic panties are loud. I, uh… made a mess earlier. It felt… good. Too good. I don’t know why.”

I stopped recording, horrified at my own honesty, but the app uploaded automatically.

Lunch was the same—another bottle, another change (this time by Nurse Lydia, a tall blonde with a calm, maternal vibe who spent ten full minutes wiping and powdering while complimenting how “smooth and cute” I was). By afternoon I was squirming again, the pressure building unbearably.

Dr. Sophia herself came for the evening exam.

She entered in her white coat, hair down for once, looking even more stunning than usual. She had me hop up on the exam table—the regular one this time, with stirrups—and checked the fit of the diaper with clinical precision, pressing and prodding while asking questions for the official record.

“On a scale of one to ten, how secure do you feel?”

“Um… nine?” I mumbled.

“How stimulated are you right now?”

I couldn’t meet her eyes. “Like… eight.”

She made a note, then smiled warmly. “That’s excellent data, sweetheart. The hydration formula has a mild diuretic and sensitivity enhancer—perfectly safe, just helps us gather realistic usage stats.”

So that explained why I had to pee every couple of hours… and why everything felt so intense.

She untaped the diaper, cleaned me gently, and powdered me again. Her gloved fingers lingered just a fraction longer than strictly necessary, tracing the length of my aching cock.

“Poor baby,” she murmured. “All worked up and no way to take care of it properly. Would you like Mommy to help you feel better before bedtime?”

I should have said no. I should have demanded to quit the trial right then.

Instead I nodded, face on fire.

Dr. Sophia’s smile turned soft and knowing. She re-taped the fresh diaper loosely, then guided my hand to the front of it.

“Go ahead, honey. Show Mommy how you make cummies in your padding.”

I lasted maybe twenty seconds of frantic rubbing before I exploded again, hips bucking, a desperate whine escaping my throat. She stroked my hair the whole time, whispering, “That’s it… good girl… let it all out for Mommy.”

When it was over she taped me snugly into the night diaper—extra thick, with stuffers—and tucked me into bed with the bottle and pacifier.

“Sleep tight, princess,” she said, kissing my forehead. “Tomorrow we start internal measurements.”

I fell asleep tasting silicone and baby powder, the heavy warmth between my legs already making me half-hard again.

The rest of the week blurred into a humiliating, intoxicating routine.

Morning change and bottle—always by Chloe or Lydia now, both of whom had started using “she/her” and “good girl” like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Mid-morning “hydration check”—another bottle, another inevitable wetting.

Afternoon activities: waddling walks around the private garden (in just diaper, plastic panties, and a short sundress for “real-world bulk testing”), or sitting at the desk trying to game while the padding rubbed relentlessly.

Evening exam with Dr. Sophia—always the highlight and the deepest shame.

By day four I was wetting without thinking about it. By day five I was looking forward to changes—the cool wipes, the soft powder, the gentle teasing that left me throbbing.

And every single night I rubbed myself silly in the diaper the moment the lights went out. Sometimes twice. The voice diary entries grew more and more honest.

“Day five… I leaked a little today during the walk. It felt… warm and safe. I didn’t even mind.”

“Day six… I came three times last night just from the crinkle. I hate how much I love this.”

On the seventh day, Dr. Sophia introduced the first “internal hygiene prototype.”

I was on the gyno table again, legs in stirrups, fresh diaper folded beneath me. She held up a slim, curved silicone plug—pink, of course—with a jeweled base shaped like a little heart.

“This monitors pH and muscle response,” she explained smoothly. “Perfectly safe, and it vibrates gently for data collection.”

She coated it in lube, circled my hole once, twice, then eased it in while I gasped and clutched the table. It felt huge, foreign, and ridiculously good.

“There we go,” she cooed, taping a fresh diaper over it. “Now be a good girl and let Mommy turn it on.”

The vibration started low, a steady hum that made my eyes roll back. She watched me squirm for a full minute, taking notes, then slowly increased the speed until I was humping the air, begging incoherently.

When she finally let me cum—hands-free, just from the plug and the thick padding—it was the most intense orgasm of my life. I actually cried a little, overwhelmed.

Afterward she cleaned me up, removed the plug, and held me while I sniffled into her shoulder.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” she whispered. “Mommy is so proud of her little princess.”

That night the plug stayed in—on a low, teasing setting—for “overnight data.” I came twice more before falling asleep, the diaper soaked front and back.

Hidden cameras caught every second: the first accidental wetting in the garden, the frantic nighttime hump sessions, the way I started sucking the pacifier without thinking, the tearful orgasm on the table while whispering “Thank you, Mommy.”

In the conference room, Dr. Sophia and her team reviewed the footage with satisfied smiles.

“Seven days,” Vanessa said, pausing on a freeze-frame of Aidan’s blissful face mid-orgasm. “From reluctant boy to desperate diaper girl in one week. Masturbation incidents up to five per day, voluntary use of feminine pronouns in diary entries, and he’s already begging for internal stimulation.”

Chloe grinned. “Wait till we introduce the dresses and chastity tomorrow. And the bigger plugs.”

Sophia leaned back, eyes gleaming.

“Phase II is ahead of schedule. Our little Aidan is going to make the most perfect lesbian bride.”

She closed the laptop with a soft click.

“Keep pushing the hydration formula. I want him messy and desperate by the end of week two.”

Back in the nursery suite, I drifted off to sleep in my soggy diaper, the pacifier bobbing gently in my mouth, dreaming of Dr. Sophia’s gloved hands and the promise of whatever came next.

I had no idea that the trap was only just beginning to close.


Chapter 3 – Escalation and Public Testing

By the start of week two, I barely recognized myself anymore.

The diapers were no longer just something I wore—they were something I needed. The moment the tapes came off during a change, I felt exposed, vulnerable, wrong. The second a fresh one was slid under me, powdered and taped snug, a wave of relief washed over me so strong it was almost sexual. I’d stopped fighting the waddle. Stopped trying to walk normally. The thick padding between my legs had become my new center of gravity.

And the voice diary… God, the things I was saying into that pink phone now.

“Day ten,” I whispered one night, curled on my side in a soggy overnight diaper, pacifier bobbing gently as I spoke. “I wet without noticing again today. Three times. It just… happened. And I didn’t even care. I kind of liked how warm it got. I came twice after lights-out just from rocking against the mattress. I can’t stop thinking about Dr. Sophia’s hands during changes. I wish she’d touch me more. I’m such a pathetic little baby.”

I hit stop, face burning, but the upload was automatic. Somewhere, someone was listening to me confess how far I’d fallen—and I was too addicted to care.

The “internal hygiene training” had become daily.

It started with that slim pink plug on day seven. By day nine it was thicker, longer, with a bulb that locked it in place. By day eleven they’d graduated me to a vibrating model that Dr. Sophia controlled with a remote. She’d have me on the changing table, legs in stirrups, diaper folded down just enough to expose my hole, and she’d ease it in slowly while the nurses watched and took notes.

“Relax your little pussy, sweetheart,” she’d murmur, gloved fingers spreading lube. “Mommy needs to get it all the way in for accurate data.”

I’d whimper around the pacifier they’d started leaving in during exams, hips lifting involuntarily as the toy settled deep inside me. Then she’d tape a fresh diaper over it, pull up the ruffled plastic panties, and turn the vibration on low—just enough to keep me squirming all day.

Public testing began on day twelve.

Dr. Sophia announced it over breakfast—another bottle, another change.

“We need real-world mobility and discretion data,” she said brightly, wiping a stray drop of formula from my chin with her thumb. “Today you’re coming with me on errands. You’ll wear regular clothes over your padding, of course. No one will know our little secret.”

I should have been terrified. Instead, my stomach flipped with a sick thrill.

She dressed me herself that morning.

First the diaper—extra thick, with two stuffers for “maximum absorption simulation.” Then a new pair of plastic panties: white with delicate pink lace trim and a tiny lock at the waist that clicked shut with a final-sounding snick. Over that went a short, pastel-yellow sundress with puffy sleeves and a high waist that did absolutely nothing to hide the bulge if anyone looked closely. White ankle socks with lace tops, pink Mary Jane shoes with a slight heel, and a matching sunhat to hide my increasingly soft, styled hair (Chloe had given me a “hydration treatment” that left it wavier than before).

A light cardigan covered the training bra straps. And finally, the pièce de résistance: a small pink chastity cage, barely two inches long, that nestled my constantly hard cock into a pathetic little nub hidden beneath the padding.

“We can’t have unsightly tents during public testing,” Dr. Sophia explained as she clicked the tiny lock shut, pocketing the key on a necklace that dangled teasingly between her breasts. “Good girls stay soft and secret.”

I stared at myself in the full-length mirror. I looked like a little girl going to a garden party—except for the faint crinkle when I moved and the obvious waddle. My face was flushed, eyes wide, lips parted around the pacifier clipped to my dress just in case I got “fussy.”

Dr. Sophia took a photo for the records, then led me out to her SUV on trembling legs.

The first stop was a coffee shop drive-through. Nothing too risky. But even sitting in the passenger seat, the thick diaper forced my knees apart, and every bump in the road made the plug shift deliciously inside me.

“Would you like a treat, baby?” Dr. Sophia asked as we waited in line.

She ordered herself a latte and, without asking, a small strawberry milkshake for me—with a straw, because “big cups are messy for little ones.”

She passed it to me with a smile. “Drink up. Hydration is important.”

I knew what that meant. More fluid = more wetting = more data.

I drank obediently, the sweet chill sliding down my throat while the plug buzzed gently on its lowest setting. By the time we pulled away, I was already squirming.

Next was the grocery store.

Actually walking inside was pure torment. The diaper was so thick I had to swing my hips to move, and the crinkle—God, the crinkle—was constant. The plug shifted with every step, sending sparks up my spine. People glanced over, but no one stared. To them I probably just looked like a slightly awkward young woman with a childish style.

Dr. Sophia pushed the cart, loading it with fruits, yogurts, and—pointedly—several packs of the largest adult diapers available on the shelf. She held one up for me to see.

“These are the commercial version,” she said loudly enough for a nearby shopper to hear. “We’re testing something much better at the clinic. Isn’t that right, honey?”

I nodded mutely, face on fire, as the middle-aged woman gave us a curious look.

In the produce aisle, it happened.

The pressure built suddenly—I’d been holding it without realizing—and a hot flood escaped into the diaper. I froze, gripping the cart handle, as the padding swelled warmly between my legs. It spread, heavy and unmistakable, sagging slightly under the plastic panties.

Dr. Sophia noticed immediately. She leaned in close, lips brushing my ear.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “That’s exactly what we needed. How does it feel?”

“Warm,” I whimpered around the pacifier I’d popped in to hide my embarrassment. “Heavy. Squishy.”

“Perfect,” she said, giving my padded bottom a discreet pat. “Hold the rest until we get home. Mommy will change you then.”

I waddled through the rest of the store in a daze, the soggy diaper rubbing with every step, the plug still humming gently. By the time we loaded the car, I was half-hard—or as hard as the tiny cage allowed—and desperate for relief.

Back at the clinic, Dr. Sophia didn’t take me to my room.

Instead she led me to the main exam room—the one with the gyno table and the big mirror on the ceiling.

“Time for your post-outing measurement,” she announced as Chloe and Lydia joined us, both smiling eagerly.

They had me lie back, legs in the stirrups, sundress flipped up to expose the soaked, sagging diaper. The plastic panties were unlocked and peeled down with a wet sound.

“Oh my,” Lydia cooed, snapping photos. “Someone made a big, big wettie.”

Dr. Sophia untaped the diaper slowly, letting the cool air hit my caged clit and plugged hole. The padding was swollen yellow in the center, heavy with my accident.

“Excellent capacity usage,” she noted clinically. “And look how excited our little princess is.”

The cage was straining, pre-cum dripping from the tip.

Chloe cleaned me with warm wipes while Lydia held my legs up, exposing everything. Then Dr. Sophia produced a new toy—a thicker plug with a bulbous head and a remote.

“Time to level up,” she said, coating it generously in lube.

I whimpered as she pressed it against my hole. It was bigger than anything yet—stretching, burning, filling. She worked it in slowly, inch by inch, while the nurses stroked my thighs and cooed encouragement.

“Breathe, baby. Open up for Mommy. That’s it… such a good girl taking her new toy.”

When it finally popped into place, I was panting, tears in my eyes, cage dripping.

Dr. Sophia taped a fresh diaper over it—extra thick, with cute little lambs—and turned the vibration on medium.

“Now,” she said, helping me sit up, legs dangling off the table like a child’s. “Tell the diary how public wetting felt.”

I was handed the pink phone, still shaky.

“Day twelve,” I recorded, voice high and breathy. “I… I wet myself in the store. In front of people. And I liked it. The diaper held everything. It felt safe. Warm. I’m leaking in my cage just thinking about it. Please, Mommy… I need to cum.”

Dr. Sophia took the phone, smiling approvingly.

“Soon, baby. Good girls earn their cummies.”

That night the plug stayed in on a random pattern—buzzing high, then low, then off completely, keeping me on edge for hours. I humped my soggy diaper desperately, crying around the pacifier, but the cage made real release impossible.

Hidden cameras caught it all: the public wetting, the desperate waddle to the car, the tearful stretching on the table, the frantic denied humping in bed.

In the conference room, the team reviewed the footage with satisfaction.

“First uncontrolled public wetting on day twelve,” Vanessa reported. “Voluntary use of ‘Mommy’ in diary entries: thirty-seven times this week. Hands-free leakage from cage during plug insertion. He’s breaking beautifully.”

Chloe held up a tiny pink dress with puffy sleeves and a short, flared skirt.

“Tomorrow we introduce full-time dresses in-suite,” she said. “And chastity stays on permanently. No more unlocked changes.”

Dr. Sophia nodded, eyes gleaming.

“Excellent. Increase the hydration formula by twenty percent. I want him messy as well as wet by the end of next week. And schedule the first full strap-on session for day eighteen. Our little princess is more than ready to learn what her pussy is really for.”

She closed the file, already imagining Aidan—sweet, broken Ava—waddling down the aisle in her wedding diaper, begging to be filled by Mommy’s cock.

The trap was tightening.

And I was too far gone to even want to escape.


Chapter 4 – Chastity and Dresses

Day fifteen began like every other morning: with the soft click of the door and Chloe’s cheerful “Rise and shine, princess!”

I was already awake, lying on my back in a thoroughly soaked overnight diaper, the plug still humming gently inside me on its sleep cycle. The chastity cage—now a permanent fixture—had kept me from any real relief during the night. I’d humped the mattress for hours, whining around my pacifier, but all I managed were frustrating little dribbles of pre-cum that soaked into the padding along with everything else.

Chloe unstrapped the bed rails (they’d appeared on day ten “for safety during restless nights”) and helped me waddle to the changing table. The routine was second nature now: legs up, plastic panties unlocked and peeled down, tapes ripped open with that satisfying velcro sound. The cool air on my caged clit made me shiver.

“Look at this big soggy mess,” Chloe cooed, snapping a quick photo for the records. “Someone was a very leaky girl overnight. And still trying to get hard in her little cage—how adorable.”

She wiped me clean slowly, deliberately, teasing the sensitive skin around the cage until I was whimpering and trying to thrust into her hand. Lydia joined halfway through, holding my legs and stroking my hair while Chloe powdered me generously.

“Dr. Sophia has a new protocol today,” Lydia said in her calm, maternal voice. “From now on, changes happen fully dressed as a little lady around the suite. It helps with immersion and discretion training.”

I didn’t understand until they sat me up and began dressing me before the fresh diaper was even on.

First came a new training bra—pink satin this time, with delicate lace trim and a tiny bow between the cups. It felt different: slightly padded, giving my flat chest the faintest curve. Then matching satin panties, but these weren’t plastic—they were soft, ruffled rumba panties meant to go over the diaper.

Chloe slid the fresh diaper under me—thicker than ever, with adorable cartoon kittens and extra boosters already inserted. She taped it snug, then pulled the satin rumba panties up, the rows of lace settling over the bulge like a built-in petticoat.

“Stand up, sweetie,” Lydia instructed.

I obeyed, waddling off the table, and they brought out the dress.

It was pale lavender with puffy short sleeves, a high waist, and a skirt that flared out dramatically—short enough that if I bent even slightly, the lace-trimmed rumba panties and diaper bulge would peek out. White ankle socks with purple bows and shiny black Mary Janes completed the look.

I stared at myself in the mirror, mouth open behind the pacifier. I looked… like a little girl. A very padded, very chastity-caged little girl. My hair—now shoulder-length from whatever was in the “hydration treatments”—had been styled into two loose pigtails with purple ribbons the night before.

“There we go,” Chloe said, adjusting the skirt. “From now on in the suite, you’re fully dressed as the pretty princess you are. Only loose clothes for public outings.”

Dr. Sophia arrived for the morning exam, clipboard in hand, eyes lighting up when she saw me.

“Oh my goodness,” she breathed, circling me slowly. “Don’t you look precious? Turn around, baby—let Mommy see.”

I obeyed, face burning, the skirt twirling to reveal the lace ruffles.

“Perfect,” she declared. “The feminine presentation protocol begins today. It helps reinforce proper behavior and reduces masculine resistance.”

She had me hop up on the exam table—now dressed like a toddler going to a birthday party—and checked the diaper fit through the rumba panties.

“Any discomfort in the cage?” she asked clinically, though her fingers lingered.

“It… it aches,” I admitted in a small voice. “I can’t… I haven’t had a proper orgasm since it went on.”

“That’s intentional, sweetheart,” she explained, stroking my cheek. “Uncontrolled male release interferes with data. From now on, you only cum when Mommy decides—and only in ways that collect accurate feedback.”

She produced a new plug—longer, thicker, with a pronounced curve and a flared base decorated with a purple gem.

“This one stays in full-time except during changes,” she said, lubing it generously. “It has sensors to measure muscle response and arousal levels.”

I whimpered as she eased it in, the stretch burning deliciously. The chastity cage strained uselessly.

The rest of the day was a blur of enforced femininity.

Meals were taken in a high chair that had appeared overnight—strapped in, bibbed, fed bottles and soft foods by Chloe or Lydia while they cooed over how cute I looked in my dress.

Activities were strictly little-girl approved: coloring books with crayons too thick for adult hands, watching cartoons on the TV, stacking blocks on a playmat that forced me to sit with my padded bottom on display.

Every two hours, another bottle. Every wetting was celebrated with praise and a fresh entry in the voice diary.

“Day fifteen,” I recorded that afternoon, sitting cross-legged on the playmat in my lavender dress, pacifier bobbing. “I’m dressed like a little girl now. The skirt is so short I can feel the air on my diaper. I wet three times already and didn’t even try to hold it. The plug feels so big… I keep clenching around it. I leaked in my cage again. Please, Mommy… I need to cum so bad.”

Public testing continued, but now with the added humiliation of chastity and dresses under loose clothes.

Day seventeen: a trip to the mall. I wore baggy overalls over the diaper and dress, but the overalls did nothing to hide the waddle or the faint crinkle. Dr. Sophia took me into a department store and made me try on “big girl” clothes in the women’s changing room—sun hats, cardigans, even a frilly bathing suit “for future hydrotherapy testing.” Each time I changed, she inspected my diaper and adjusted the plug, whispering praise while shoppers walked by outside the curtain.

I wet twice in the store—once in the juniors section, once in the food court—and had to sit in it until we got back.

That night, Dr. Sophia scheduled the first “advanced internal measurement.”

I was strapped to the gyno table in just my diaper, rumba panties pulled down, dress flipped up to my chest. The whole team was there: Chloe, Lydia, Vanessa, even the two research assistants with cameras.

Dr. Sophia stood between my legs in her white coat, a sleek purple strap-on already harnessed beneath it—eight inches, realistic, glistening with lube.

“This is the final phase of internal testing,” she explained calmly. “We need to measure response to sustained penetration while padded. Relax your little pussy, princess. Mommy’s going to fill you up.”

I was trembling, tears already in my eyes, cage dripping onto the diaper below.

She pressed the tip against my plugged hole, eased the plug out, and replaced it with her cock in one slow, relentless push.

The stretch was overwhelming. I cried out around the pacifier they’d gagged me with, legs shaking in the stirrups.

“Shh, good girl,” she soothed, bottoming out. “Take every inch for Mommy.”

She started slow—long, deep thrusts that made the table creak and my caged clit throb uselessly. The team watched, taking notes, filming every tear, every whimper.

After ten minutes she sped up, hips slapping against my padded bottom.

“Who’s Mommy’s little lesbian princess?” she demanded, gripping my thighs.

“M-me!” I sobbed, the words muffled by the pacifier. “I’m your little girl! Please, Mommy—fuck my pussy!”

She reached down and pressed a vibrator against the front of my diaper, right over the cage.

“Cum for Mommy, baby. Show everyone how good girls cum in their diapers.”

I shattered. The orgasm was excruciating—trapped in the cage, forced out in pathetic dribbles while my hole clenched around her cock. I screamed into the pacifier, tears streaming, as wave after wave milked her strap-on.

When it was over, she gently pulled out, cleaned me up, and taped a fresh diaper on—extra thick, with the plug reinserted.

“You did so well,” she whispered, kissing my forehead. “Mommy is so proud.”

That night I recorded the longest diary entry yet, voice hoarse from crying and moaning.

“Day seventeen… Mommy fucked me tonight. With her cock. In front of everyone. I begged for it. I came in my cage like a girl. I’m not Aidan anymore. I’m her little princess. I never want this to end.”

In the conference room, the team toasted with champagne.

“First full pegging on day seventeen,” Vanessa reported. “Voluntary use of feminine identity in diary: complete. Hands-free orgasm achieved. Resistance levels: effectively zero.”

Dr. Sophia raised her glass.

“Prepare the permanent chastity model and the full wardrobe. Next week we introduce messing protocols and the medium strap-on series. Our bride-to-be is almost ready.”

She saved the video of me sobbing “Fuck my pussy, Mommy” as her new phone background.

The end was coming faster than I could imagine.

And deep down—in the warm, soggy safety of my diaper—I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 5 – The First Full Pegging and Addiction

Day eighteen marked the point where I stopped pretending I still had any control.

I woke up messy.

It wasn’t a huge accident—just a soft, warm push during the night that spread slowly in the thick overnight diaper while the plug shifted inside me. The hydration formula had been increased again, and now it included a mild laxative “for complete absorption testing.” Dr. Sophia had warned me the day before, kissing my forehead like it was the most normal thing in the world.

“Babies don’t use the potty, sweetheart,” she’d said. “They just go when they need to. It’s healthier that way.”

I’d spent the night half-asleep, rocking my hips against the mattress, the cage keeping me frustratingly denied while the plug buzzed on random patterns. When the mess finally happened, I remember moaning into my pacifier—not in disgust, but in a strange, shameful relief. The warmth spread, the diaper sagged heavily between my legs, and I humped harder until I dribbled uselessly in my cage and fell back asleep.

Chloe found me that way in the morning, cheeks flushed and eyes guilty.

“Oh, princess,” she cooed, unstrapping the bed rails. “Did someone make a big stinky for Mommy?”

I couldn’t even deny it. I just nodded, tears pricking my eyes as she led me to the changing table.

The cleanup took longer than usual—warm wipes, gentle scraping, soothing cream everywhere. Chloe narrated the whole thing like it was a victory.

“Such a good girl, using your diapers properly. Dr. Sophia is going to be so proud.”

She powdered me liberally, slid a fresh diaper under me (this one with little pink hearts and extra-thick stuffing), and taped it snug before pulling up satin rumba panties with rows and rows of lace.

Today’s dress was baby pink with puffed sleeves, a Peter Pan collar, and a short, flared skirt trimmed in white lace. The hem barely reached mid-thigh—any movement at all flashed the ruffled panties and diaper bulge underneath.

“Perfect for today’s special exam,” Chloe said, clipping a large pacifier to the front of the dress and popping it into my mouth. “No talking back, just nice and quiet for Mommy.”

I sucked on it instinctively now. It calmed me.

Dr. Sophia was waiting in the main exam room, the one with the big ceiling mirror and the gyno table that had become both my nightmare and my favorite place in the world.

The entire team was there again: Chloe, Lydia, Vanessa, and the two research assistants with their cameras rolling.

My heart hammered as Dr. Sophia helped me up onto the table. She was wearing her white coat open over a tight black top and skirt, the purple strap-on from last time already harnessed and glistening.

“Look at you,” she murmured, stroking my cheek. “My pretty little girl in her dress and diaper. So sweet and obedient.”

She flipped the skirt of my dress up to my chest, exposing the bulging diaper and lace rumba panties. The room smelled faintly of baby powder and my own nervous excitement.

“Today is a big day,” she announced to the team (and to me). “We’re collecting full penetration data with the subject in complete regression attire. No cage removal, no hands-free assistance—just pure response to Mommy’s cock while padded and messy-capable.”

She didn’t pull the diaper down all the way. Instead, she untaped the sides just enough to fold the front halfway open, exposing my caged clit and plugged hole, then re-taped it loosely so the padding still cradled my bottom.

The plug came out slowly—larger than any before, stretching me on the way out and making me whine around the pacifier.

“That’s Mommy’s good girl,” Dr. Sophia praised, coating her strap-on generously. “Open up that little pussy. You’ve been begging for this.”

I had. In every diary entry for the past week. “Please fuck me harder, Mommy.” “I need your cock in my diaper.” “I’m your lesbian baby girl.”

She pressed the head against my gaping hole and pushed.

It was bigger than anything yet—thicker, longer, realistic veins dragging against my walls. I screamed around the pacifier as she sank in to the hilt in one slow, relentless thrust, the diaper crinkling loudly beneath me.

The ceiling mirror showed everything: me in my frilly pink dress, legs in stirrups, diaper half-open, Dr. Sophia between my thighs fucking me with steady, deep strokes while the team watched and filmed.

She started gentle, letting me adjust, but soon picked up speed—hips slapping against the soggy padding, the table rocking, my caged clit bouncing uselessly.

“Who’s my perfect little lesbian princess?” she demanded, gripping the front of my diaper and using it like a handle to pull me onto her cock.

“Mmmph!” I moaned around the pacifier, tears streaming.

“Say it, baby. Tell Mommy what you are.”

She pulled the pacifier out just long enough.

“I’m your lesbian princess!” I sobbed. “Fuck your baby girl’s pussy, Mommy! Please!”

She slammed in harder, the strap-on grinding against her clit with every thrust. The team murmured approval, cameras zooming in on my stretched hole, my leaking cage, my tear-stained face.

After what felt like forever, she reached down and pressed a powerful wand vibrator directly against the front of my diaper—right over the cage and the swollen padding.

“Cum for Mommy,” she commanded. “Show everyone how good girls cum in their diapers when Mommy fucks them.”

The orgasm exploded out of me—no touching my clit, no real friction, just the relentless pounding in my pussy and the vibrator against the cage. I squirted into the diaper in pathetic spurts, screaming and shaking, the padding growing hot and heavy again as I lost control of everything.

Dr. Sophia didn’t stop. She fucked me through it, drawing out every aftershock until I was limp and babbling.

Only then did she pull out, re-tape the ruined diaper snugly, and gather me into her arms.

“Such a good girl,” she whispered, rocking me while the team applauded softly. “Mommy’s perfect little bride.”

That night, the strap-on sessions became daily.

Sometimes in the morning after a messy change. Sometimes at night before bed. Always with an audience, always in a dress and diaper, always ending with me sobbing and squirting into my padding while begging for more.

The diapers got cuter—wedding-themed prints started appearing, with little brides and rings. The dresses got shorter, more bridal. My hair was permed into soft curls, my nails painted pink.

Public outings now included a beauty salon (in an oversized smock that barely hid the diaper) for manicures and leg waxing “to reduce irritation under padding.”

And the voice diary became my confessional.

“Day twenty-five,” I recorded one evening, sitting on the playmat in a short white dress with a veil headband, fresh from an afternoon pegging. “Mommy fucked me three times today. I messed during the last one and came anyway. I love being her diapered lesbian baby. I never want to be a boy again.”

In the conference room, the team watched the latest footage: me on all fours on the changing table, dress flipped up, diaper pulled aside, screaming “Harder, Mommy-wife!” as Dr. Sophia pounded me relentlessly.

“Full addiction achieved,” Vanessa declared. “Voluntary messing, bridal fixation, complete identity surrender. He’s ready for the final phase.”

Dr. Sophia nodded, zooming in on my blissful, tear-streaked face mid-orgasm.

“Schedule the discovery trigger for day thirty. It’s time our little princess learned exactly what she’s become… and that there’s no escaping Mommy’s love.”

She saved the clip, already planning the wedding gown diaper she’d design herself.

I was hers completely.

And the scariest part? I didn’t want it any other way.


Chapter 6 – The Discovery

Day thirty arrived with a routine that felt as natural as breathing.

I woke up in my crib—yes, the bed had been fully replaced with an adult-sized crib complete with locking top rails sometime around day twenty-five. The overnight diaper was a disaster: swollen with pee, heavy with mess, the cute bridal-print landing zone yellowed and sagging. The plug—of course there was always a plug now—was set to a gentle pulse that had kept me half-hard in my cage all night. I’d humped the crib mattress until I dribbled and cried myself to sleep, dreaming of Dr. Sophia in a wedding dress, me waddling down the aisle toward her in a poofy white gown and the thickest diaper imaginable.

Chloe came in singing a little nursery rhyme, unlatched the crib side, and helped me waddle to the changing table. My dress today was pure white satin with puffed sleeves, a high lace collar, and a short circle skirt trimmed in pearls—almost a miniature wedding dress, though I didn’t question it anymore. Everything was bridal-themed now.

“Good morning, my little bride-to-be,” Chloe cooed, lifting the skirt to inspect the damage. “Oh my, someone made a big, stinky mess for Mommy last night. Such a good baby.”

The cleanup was thorough and teasing as always. Wipes, cream, powder, a fresh diaper (this one actually printed with little wedding bells and the words “Mommy’s Forever Girl”). Chloe took her time, stroking my caged clit until I was whining and trying to thrust into her hand.

“Soon, princess,” she promised, taping me snug and pulling up the matching lace-trimmed plastic panties. “Mommy has something very special planned for you today.”

I sucked on my pacifier and let her lead me to the playmat for breakfast—bottles of formula and mashed bananas fed to me while I sat in a bouncer seat, dress fluffed around my padded bottom.

Afterward, Dr. Sophia came for the morning exam.

She was dressed more formally than usual: tailored white suit, hair in a sleek bun, the key to my chastity cage glinting on a chain between her breasts.

“Today’s a big day, baby,” she said, helping me onto the gyno table. “We’re doing a full progress review. You’ve been such a good girl, Mommy has a surprise.”

The exam started normally—diaper check, plug adjustment (a new, even larger one with a vibrating tip), and then the strap-on. She fucked me slowly this time, face-to-face, making me look in her eyes while I babbled “I love you, Mommy” and “Please marry me” like the broken little lesbian I’d become.

When it was over, she cleaned me up, re-diapered me in the wedding-bell print, and handed me the pink phone.

“One last voice entry before the surprise,” she said softly.

I recorded it without hesitation, voice high and lispy from the pacifier.

“Day thirty. I’m Mommy’s perfect diaper girl. I mess without thinking now. I only cum when she fucks my pussy. I dream about being her bride every night. Thank you for making me this way, Mommy. I never want to go back.”

Dr. Sophia kissed my forehead, took the phone, and then—casually, as if it were nothing—left a tablet on the changing table next to me.

“It’s unlocked,” she said with a mysterious smile. “Take a look at the files marked ‘Subject A – Progress.’ Mommy will be back in an hour for your reward.”

Then she and the team left, the door clicking shut behind them.

I stared at the tablet, confused. Participants weren’t allowed unsupervised devices. But the curiosity burned.

I opened the folder.

The first file was a video compilation titled “Best Moments – Days 1-30.”

It started innocently enough: me waking up that first morning, staring in shock at the diaper. Then fast-forward clips—my first shameful rub, the first public wetting, the first plug, the first time I begged “Mommy” on camera.

Then it got worse.

Me on all fours in a frilly dress, diaper pulled aside, sobbing as Dr. Sophia pounded me.

Me humping the crib mattress at 3 a.m., pacifier in mouth, mess spreading in my diaper while I cried “I’m a lesbian baby!”

Me in the salon chair getting curls, cooing “Thank you, Mommy” as they waxed my legs.

And the voice diary entries—every single one—playing over the footage in my own lispy, desperate voice.

I opened the next file: a PDF report.

WILLOWBROOK WOMEN’S HEALTH INSTITUTE – CONFIDENTIAL

Phase II Trial: From Beta to Bride

Subject A (Aidan Harper) – Summary

Objective: Prove that any low-value male can be fully regressed, feminized, and conditioned into an obedient, diaper-dependent lesbian sissy wife through padded immersion, enforced chastity, and progressive pegging.

Results: Complete success in 30 days (projected timeline: 90 days).

●        Day 1–7: Initial resistance broken; first involuntary orgasms in padding.

●        Day 8–15: Voluntary wetting, plug acceptance, maternal attachment formed (“Mommy” usage: 100%).

●        Day 16–22: Chastity permanent; full-time feminine attire; first hands-free orgasm during pegging.

●        Day 23–30: Voluntary messing, complete identity surrender, bridal fixation, repeated requests for legal marriage to Principal Investigator (Dr. Sophia Reynolds).

Psychological profile: Subject now identifies fully as female (“Princess Ava”). Sexual orientation: exclusively attracted to dominant women. Incontinence: total. Orgasm possible only during anal penetration while diapered.

Next phase: Permanent legal guardianship, hormone therapy, breast augmentation, and marriage to Dr. Sophia Reynolds. Subject will carry Dr. Reynolds’ donated egg via surrogacy/post-transition.

Attached: Draft marriage license (Ava Sophia Reynolds), wedding gown diaper prototype, hormone schedule.

I scrolled, tears streaming, hands shaking so badly I almost dropped the tablet.

There were folders of photos: me in every humiliating outfit, close-ups of my stretched hole gripping plugs, my caged clit leaking into diapers, my face mid-orgasm screaming “Mommy!”

And the contract—the original one I’d signed without reading. Page after page of clauses giving Dr. Sophia full medical power of attorney, behavioral modification rights, even the ability to petition for legal guardianship and name/gender change without my consent if I became “non-compliant.”

It was all fake. The women’s health trial, the $50,000, the “immersion testing”—everything.

They’d turned me into this on purpose. Into her perfect padded lesbian bride.

I should have been furious. I should have screamed, smashed the tablet, demanded to leave.

Instead, I sat there in my soggy wedding-bell diaper, dress flounced around me, pacifier bobbing as I cried… and felt my cage strain harder than ever.

Because deep down—God help me—I loved it.

I loved the diapers. I loved the dresses. I loved being Mommy’s helpless little girl. I loved her cock in my pussy and the way she made me cum in my padding.

I was exactly where I belonged.

The door opened an hour later. Dr. Sophia walked in alone, carrying a small velvet box.

“Did you see everything, baby?” she asked softly, no judgment in her voice.

I nodded, tears still falling.

“And how do you feel?”

I looked up at her—my beautiful, brilliant Mommy—and the words came out without hesitation.

“I’m yours, Mommy. Forever. Please don’t stop.”

She smiled, opened the box, and took out a delicate diamond ring shaped like a pacifier.

“Then let’s make it official, princess.”

She slipped it onto my finger, kissed me deeply, and led me back to the changing table for my reward—a long, slow fucking in my wedding-bell diaper while I sobbed “Yes, Mommy” and “I do.”

The discovery wasn’t a trapdoor out.

It was the moment I finally stopped falling… and landed exactly where I was always meant to be


Chapter 7 – The Rigged Choice

Day thirty-one started differently.

No cheerful Chloe with her nursery songs. No bottle waiting in the high chair. Instead, the crib rail unlocked with a soft electronic beep, and Dr. Sophia entered alone. She was dressed in a sharp white blouse and pencil skirt, hair pulled back severely, looking every bit the powerful researcher rather than the cooing Mommy I’d grown addicted to.

I sat up in my crib, rubbing my eyes, the thick overnight diaper squishing wetly beneath me. I’d messed again sometime in the night—twice, maybe—and the bridal-print padding sagged heavily between my legs. My dress was a short, lacy white babydoll nightie that did nothing to hide the bulge. The pacifier was still clipped to the front, but I hadn’t needed it to sleep for days now.

“Morning, baby,” Dr. Sophia said, her voice gentle but with an edge I hadn’t heard before. “We need to talk. Come with Mommy.”

She helped me out of the crib and led me—waddling and crinkling—down the hall to a conference room I’d never seen before. It was all glass walls and a long mahogany table, like something out of a corporate office. The team was already seated: Chloe, Lydia, Vanessa, the two research assistants. A thick folder sat in front of an empty chair at the end, and on the big screen behind them froze a still image from yesterday’s tablet discovery—me on the changing table, face twisted in ecstasy, mouth open around the pacifier, Dr. Sophia’s strap-on buried deep while the diaper hung half-open.

My stomach dropped.

Dr. Sophia guided me to the empty chair and sat me down. The thick diaper forced my knees apart, and the short nightie rode up embarrassingly. I tried to tug it down, but she stopped my hand.

“No hiding today, princess. It’s time you understood exactly what’s been happening.”

Vanessa clicked a remote, and the screen began playing a montage: my first morning shock at the diaper, the first public wetting, the first plug, the first time I begged “Mommy, fuck my pussy” on camera. Every humiliating milestone, set to soft music like a twisted highlight reel.

I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. Tears welled up as the reality crashed over me again.

When it ended, Dr. Sophia placed the original consent packet in front of me—the one I’d signed without reading.

“You wanted to know the truth,” she said calmly. “Here it is. There is no feminine hygiene trial. There never was. The Willowbrook Women’s Health Institute received a private grant to prove a theory: that any lazy, useless beta male can be fully regressed, feminized, and conditioned into a happy, obedient, diaper-dependent lesbian wife in under ninety days. You, Aidan Harper, were the perfect test subject.”

She opened the folder. Inside were the reports I’d seen yesterday—plus dozens more. Psychological evaluations, arousal charts, incontinence progression graphs. A photo of me asleep in the crib, thumb in mouth, diaper clearly messy. Another of me on my knees in a wedding veil, begging for her cock.

“You’ve exceeded every expectation,” Vanessa added professionally. “Total incontinence by day twenty-eight. Complete identity replacement by day thirty. Voluntary bridal fixation and repeated marriage requests. The board is thrilled. We’re already preparing to publish and roll out clinics nationwide.”

I stared at the table, tears dripping onto the wood.

“Why?” I whispered. “Why me?”

Dr. Sophia knelt beside my chair, tilting my chin up so I had to meet her eyes.

“Because you were wasting your life, baby. A lazy, lonely boy with no future. Now look at you—happy, cared for, desired. You told me yourself yesterday: you never want to go back. This is who you were always meant to be.”

She was right. God help me, she was right.

But I still tried.

“I… I want to leave,” I said, voice small and shaking. “I’ll sign whatever you need to keep the videos private. Just let me go.”

The room went very quiet.

Dr. Sophia stood, expression turning almost pitying.

“Sweetheart, you can’t leave. Look at clause 17.” She flipped to a highlighted page in the consent packet. “By signing, you granted me full medical power of attorney and behavioral guardianship for the duration of the trial plus any ‘necessary extension period.’ You also agreed to permanent confidentiality and compliance enforcement.”

She clicked the remote again. A new document appeared: a petition for legal guardianship already filled out, citing “severe psychological regression and incontinence rendering the subject unable to care for himself.” My signature—digitized from the original forms—was already at the bottom.

“And if you fight,” she continued softly, “every video goes public. To your parents, your old friends, every porn site that will host them. You’ll be famous, princess—the boy who begged to be Mommy’s diapered lesbian bride. No job, no future, no escape.”

I started sobbing openly, the diaper growing warm as I wet myself from sheer overwhelm.

“There’s another option,” Dr. Sophia said, producing a new, thinner folder. “One that lets you stay exactly where you belong.”

She opened it.

Inside were hormone prescriptions, breast-implant consultation forms, a legal name-change petition (Ava Sophia Reynolds), and—most damning—a marriage license with both our names.

“Sign these,” she said, “and you become mine forever. Legally, medically, completely. We start hormones tomorrow—soft skin, real breasts, a body to match your pretty new mind. You’ll live here as my wife, my baby, my everything. No more trials, no more videos released. Just you, me, and a lifetime of diapers, dresses, and Mommy taking care of her little girl.”

She placed a pen in my trembling hand.

“Or walk away right now. We’ll give you bus fare and your old clothes. The videos go out by noon.”

I stared at the forms. At the screen still showing my tear-stained, ecstatic face mid-orgasm.

I thought of life before: the basement, the loneliness, the endless emptiness.

I thought of the warmth of the diaper, the safety of her arms, the way I only felt whole when she was inside me.

Tears dripping onto the paper, I signed.

Ava Sophia Reynolds.

Over and over, on every line.

When it was done, Dr. Sophia gathered me into her lap, rocking me gently as I cried against her chest.

“There we go,” she murmured, kissing my curls. “Mommy’s perfect little wife. No more worries, baby. You’re home.”

She carried me back to the nursery herself, laid me on the changing table, and changed my soggy, messy diaper with slow, loving care.

Then she made love to me—slow, deep, claiming—while the team watched and filmed the final footage they’d ever need.

I came twice, sobbing “I do, Mommy” into her shoulder, the diamond pacifier ring sparkling on my finger.

Later, as I nursed a bottle in her arms, dressed in a tiny white bridal babydoll and the thickest diaper yet, she whispered the truth I already knew.

“You never really had a choice, princess. You were mine from the moment you signed that first form.”

And in the warm, safe cradle of her embrace, I finally stopped crying.

Because she was right.

I was hers.

Forever.


Chapter 8 – The Wedding Night

The hormones started the very next day.

Dr. Sophia—Mommy—gave me the first injection herself, right there on the changing table after a long, thorough cleanup. My new diaper was the thickest yet: pure white with delicate lace trim and tiny embroidered wedding rings across the landing zone. Over it went locking plastic panties shaped like bridal lingerie, complete with a little blue bow “for something blue.”

“There we go,” she whispered, sliding the needle into my hip while I sucked on my pacifier. “Mommy’s making her baby into a real girl. Soft skin, pretty breasts, everything you’ve been dreaming about.”

I whimpered as the cool serum spread through me, a strange warmth blooming in my chest and bottom. She taped the diaper snug, pulled up the plastic panties with a click of the lock, and dressed me in a miniature wedding veil attached to a headband and a short white babydoll nightie.

The ceremony was scheduled for that evening.

The team had transformed the main exam room into a mock nursery-chapel: pink roses everywhere, fairy lights, a padded altar that looked suspiciously like an oversized changing table. Soft music played—a lullaby version of the wedding march.

I waddled down the “aisle” on Dr. Sophia’s arm, the thick diaper forcing my legs apart, the short nightie and veil doing nothing to hide the bulge or the lace peeking out beneath. Chloe and Lydia were bridesmaids in soft pink dresses, Vanessa officiated (she was apparently ordained online for the occasion), and the research assistants filmed everything in high definition.

My vows were simple, lisped around the pacifier they’d let me keep until the last moment.

“I, Ava Sophia Reynolds, promise to be Mommy’s good little diaper girl forever. To love, honor, and obey… to wet and mess only in my diapers… and to let Mommy fuck my pussy whenever she wants.”

Dr. Sophia’s vows were longer, delivered with tears in her eyes.

“I take you, my perfect princess, as my wife, my baby, my everything. I’ll keep you padded, safe, and loved for the rest of our lives.”

She slipped a wedding band onto my finger—matching the diamond pacifier engagement ring—and then kissed me deeply while the team cheered.

The reception was bottles of formula and wedding-cake-flavored mush fed to me in a high chair, my new wife cutting the cake while I sat in a fresh, already-wet diaper.

Then came the wedding night.

They’d prepared a special nursery suite just for us: an adult-sized crib with silk sheets, a massive changing table, and soft lighting. I was carried in over Mommy’s shoulder, veil still on, nightie flounced up to expose my diapered bottom.

She laid me gently on the changing table—now draped in white satin and rose petals—and slowly undressed me down to just the diaper, plastic panties, chastity cage, and veil.

My wedding gown waited on a stand nearby: an enormous, poofy confection of satin and lace, custom-made to fit over the thickest possible diaper. But first, the consummation.

Mommy unlocked the plastic panties and peeled them down, revealing the swollen, wedding-ring-print diaper beneath. It was already soaked—I’d been too nervous to hold anything during the ceremony—and the mess from earlier had warmed and spread.

“Look at my beautiful bride,” she murmured, un-taping the sides slowly. “So full for Mommy on our wedding night.”

She didn’t change me right away. Instead, she folded the front of the diaper down just enough to expose my caged clit and stretched hole, then strapped my legs into the stirrups.

The strap-on she wore tonight was the biggest yet—ten thick inches, veined and glistening, mounted on a harness that left her own pussy free. She coated it generously while the team watched from the doorway, filming our first night as wife and wife.

“Ready, Mrs. Reynolds?” she asked, lining up.

I nodded frantically, tears of overwhelmed joy in my eyes.

“Please, Mommy-wife… claim your bride.”

She pushed in slowly—inch by inch—while I gasped and clutched the satin beneath me. The stretch was exquisite, the fullness overwhelming. When she bottomed out, she leaned down and kissed me deeply.

“I love you, Ava,” she whispered. “My perfect padded princess.”

Then she began to move.

Slow at first—long, deep strokes that made the half-open diaper crinkle loudly beneath me. The cage bounced uselessly, pre-cum dripping into the soggy padding. She sped up gradually, hips slapping against my padded bottom, the table rocking.

The team cheered softly, cameras capturing every angle: my veil fluttering, my tear-streaked face, the way my hole gripped her cock, the diamond rings sparkling on my finger.

“Tell everyone who you belong to,” Mommy commanded, pounding harder.

“You!” I screamed. “I’m your diapered lesbian wife! Fuck your baby’s pussy, Mommy—please!”

She reached down and pressed the wand vibrator against the front of my open diaper, right over the cage and the swollen, messy padding.

“Cum for your wife, Ava. Cum in your wedding diaper like a good girl.”

The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave—no direct touch, just the relentless fucking and the vibration against my trapped clit. I squirted into the ruined diaper in long, humiliating spurts, screaming and shaking, messing myself even more as my body lost all control.

Mommy didn’t stop. She fucked me through it, drawing out every aftershock until I was limp and sobbing “I do, I do, I do.”

Only then did she pull out, re-tape the destroyed diaper snugly, and gather me into her arms.

We spent the night in the crib together—her in a silk nightgown, me in my veil, nightie, and the heaviest, messiest diaper of my life. She fucked me twice more before dawn, once with me on my hands and knees over the crib rail, once with me nursing at her breast while she rocked me gently on her cock.

By morning I was floating in a haze of afterglow, hormones already softening my edges, the diamond rings on my finger a constant reminder.

I was Ava Sophia Reynolds.

Mommy’s perfect, padded, lesbian bride.

And I had never been happier.


Epilogue

Six months later

Dr. Sophia Reynolds stood at the head of the conference table in the newly expanded Willowbrook Institute—now the flagship for the national “Beta to Bride” program. The room was packed with investors, researchers, and government officials.

On the screen behind her played a highlight reel: dozens of former beta males—now happy, waddling sissy wives in dresses and diapers—smiling at their dominant female partners. Adoption rates were through the roof. Crime recidivism in pilot correctional programs had plummeted.

But the star of the presentation was the live feed from the nursery wing.

There I was—Ava Sophia Reynolds—six months into hormones, C-cup breasts filling out my lacy nursing bra, soft curves where sharp angles used to be. I sat in an oversized rocking chair, a bottle in one hand, the other gently patting the back of our newborn daughter (carried by surrogate, Dr. Sophia’s egg, my legal child).

I wore a short pastel dress that showed off my perpetually thick diaper—now printed with little crowns and the words “Mommy’s Queen”—and a wedding ring set that matched my wife’s.

The camera zoomed in as Dr. Sophia entered the frame, home from work. I lit up, setting the baby in her crib and waddling over as fast as my padding allowed.

“Mommy-wife!” I lisped happily, veil headband still a daily accessory. “Welcome home!”

She kissed me deeply, one hand slipping under my dress to check my diaper.

“Someone’s nice and soggy,” she murmured. “Did my princess save her mess for Mommy?”

I nodded shyly, blushing.

The investors applauded. The program was a resounding success.

Dr. Sophia addressed the room one last time.

“From worthless basement dweller to the perfect stay-at-home diapered wife and mother—in under a year. Gentlemen and ladies, the future of low-value males is here.”

She ended the feed with a final shot: me bent over the changing table, dress flipped up, diaper pulled aside, moaning softly as my wife claimed me once again.

The screen faded to the new institute slogan:

Beta to Bride: Because every boy deserves a Mommy… and every Mommy deserves her perfect padded princess.

And in our nursery, as I came messily into my diaper for the third time that night, I knew they were right.

This was my happily ever after.
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