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Chapter One

The rain was coming down in sheets as the family made their way along the motorway towards the village, the wipers on the car working steadily against the downpour that had turned the roads slick and treacherous. Drake sat in the passenger seat beside Maggie, his hands resting on his knees, fingers occasionally tightening as the weight of the day pressed down on him. In the back, Erica, sixteen, had her head resting against the window, her face pale and drawn in the reflected glow of passing headlights, while Simon, thirteen, sat quietly beside her, clutching a small bag of belongings and staring blankly at the seat in front of him. The call had come that afternoon, cutting through the ordinary rhythm of their lives like a blade. Maggie had been in the kitchen when the phone rang, her voice on the other end of the line shifting from polite enquiry to stunned silence and then to a low, broken acknowledgement. Samuel was gone. The cancer that he had insisted on battling alone had finally taken him, and Pamela had been the one to deliver the news in that steady, no-nonsense tone she always used, even in the face of grief.

Maggie had hung up the phone with shaking hands and turned to Drake, her eyes wide and wet. “It’s Dad,” she had said, the words barely audible over the hum of the fridge. “Mum just called. He’s passed.” The shock had rippled outward from that moment, filling the house with a heavy, awkward quiet. Erica had come downstairs from her room, drawn by the change in atmosphere, her youthful face crumpling as the news was repeated. Simon had looked up from the game he was playing on the sofa, confusion giving way to quiet tears that he tried to hide by turning his face into the cushions. Drake had pulled Maggie into his arms, feeling the tremor in her body, murmuring words of comfort that felt inadequate even as they left his mouth. Yet even in those first raw minutes, his mind had begun its familiar, shameful drift. Pamela.

The thought of seeing her again after all this time, of being in her home under these circumstances, stirred something old and forbidden deep inside him. She had never really warmed to him over the years, tolerating his presence for Maggie’s sake with that cool, appraising gaze of hers, but there had always been that pull, the way she carried herself, tall and commanding, with those large, full breasts and the figure-eight shape that seemed to demand obedience and something far more intimate.

The packing had been hurried and subdued. Drake had moved through the house gathering suitcases and overnight bags while Maggie made the necessary calls, her voice steady on the surface but cracking at the edges when she spoke to Pamela again to confirm arrangements. Erica had helped without being asked, folding clothes with careful hands and placing them into the cases, her sixteen-year-old face set in that solemn expression that made her seem older than she was. Simon had trailed after his mother, offering small, hesitant suggestions about what to take, his thirteen-year-old voice quiet and uncertain in the face of adult grief. Drake had loaded the car in the gathering dusk, the rain already beginning to fall, and they had set off into the worsening weather, the two-hour drive stretching ahead of them like an ordeal to be endured.

The radio stayed off, the only sounds the steady swish of the wipers and the occasional sniffle from the back seat. Drake’s thoughts looped endlessly during those long miles. He thought of the comfortable life they had built, the weekends filled with the children’s activities that kept Maggie occupied while he had offered, more than once, to travel down and help with the renovations at Pamela’s place. Samuel had refused each time, proud and stubborn even as the illness took hold, insisting he would beat it and have something to occupy himself with. Now he was gone, and the offer would have to be made again, though Drake suspected it would be met with the same cool resistance.

They arrived at the village as darkness settled fully, the rain still lashing down and turning the narrow streets into glistening ribbons under the streetlights. The house looked much as Drake remembered it from previous visits, neat and traditional with its small front garden and warm lights glowing behind the curtains.

Pamela opened the door herself, and the sight of her stopped Drake for a moment on the doorstep, the umbrella dripping in his hand. She was dressed in black for mourning, but even in grief there was that unmistakable presence about her. The strict black satin blouse she wore caught the light from the hallway, the smooth, shiny fabric clinging and straining slightly over her large, full breasts, the buttons pulling just enough to emphasise the generous, womanly curves beneath. It was tucked neatly into a black pencil skirt that hugged her wide hips and outlined the round, full shape of her bottom in a way that was both elegant and quietly commanding.

At seventy-one she remained tall and imposing, her brown hair streaked with grey pulled back into a practical style, her face composed though her eyes were red-rimmed from recent tears. She looked every inch the strict, domineering maternal figure that had haunted Drake’s most private fantasies for years, the kind of woman who might force a man into nappies and shiny sissy clothes, who might spank and dominate with that same unyielding authority. The thought rose unbidden even now, mixing shamefully with the genuine sorrow for Samuel and the awkwardness of standing there in her doorway.

“Maggie, love,” Pamela said, her voice steady as she pulled her daughter into a tight, enveloping hug. Her body was soft and warm against Maggie’s, the satin blouse shifting over her ample bust as she held her close. She turned next to the children, hugging Erica with genuine affection and murmuring quiet words of comfort, then doing the same for Simon, who clung to her for a moment longer than usual.

Erica, at sixteen, stood tall afterwards and helped carry bags inside without complaint, her face solemn but composed as she moved through the familiar house. Simon stayed close to his mother, quiet and overwhelmed, his young eyes taking in everything with that wide, uncertain look. Drake stepped forward last, offering his condolences and a hand that Pamela took with polite reserve.

“Drake,” she said, nodding once. “Thank you for coming.” There was no warmth in it, only the same cool tolerance she had always shown him, and he felt the familiar sting of it even as his eyes lingered on the way the satin blouse moved with her breathing, the way the skirt emphasised every curve of her figure-eight shape.

Inside, the house was filled with the quiet, necessary bustle of funeral arrangements. Neighbours arrived with food and condolences, the air thick with the scent of damp coats and murmured sympathies. Drake helped where he could, carrying extra chairs from the shed and making endless cups of tea in the kitchen, but his gaze kept drifting back to Pamela. She moved through the rooms with that same strict grace, the black satin blouse catching the light as she bent to arrange flowers or sort through papers, the fabric sliding over her large breasts and the skirt clinging to her hips and the full roundness of her bottom. Even in mourning she was striking, and Drake’s mind betrayed him with flashes of those hidden stories on the USB key, the ones where a strict older woman like her forced a man into nappies and dummies, feminised him in shiny satin rompers, spanked him until he begged.

The fantasies stirred despite the grief and the setting, shameful and persistent, and he pushed them down with effort as he helped Erica carry a tray of sandwiches into the living room. The sixteen-year-old thanked him quietly, her manner polite and subdued, while Simon helped his mother with small tasks, staying close as if seeking the safety of routine.

Later, when the wake had thinned and the children were occupied helping to clear plates, Drake found a moment alone with Pamela in the kitchen. The rain still tapped against the window, and the house felt smaller, more intimate in the low light. He cleared his throat, choosing his words carefully. “Pamela, I’m so sorry for your loss. Samuel was a good man. If there’s anything I can do to help with the house, the renovations we talked about before, the offer still stands. I can come down on weekends, put in the work. It might give you something to focus on, something practical.”

Pamela looked at him for a long moment, her expression unreadable behind that composed mask. The black satin blouse shifted slightly as she breathed, drawing his eye unwillingly to the way it clung to her large breasts, and Drake felt heat rise in his face despite everything. She had never really liked him, he knew that with painful clarity, and he expected the same cool distance now.

“Thank you, Drake,” she said at last, her voice polite but firm, with that edge of finality that brooked no argument. “But we’ll manage. There’s no need for you to trouble yourself with the renovations. Maggie and the children will need you at home. We’ll be quite all right on our own.”

The refusal was gentle in tone but absolute, and Drake nodded, murmuring something about being available if she changed her mind. As he turned away to rejoin the others, he caught her watching him, a flicker of something unreadable in her eyes that lingered even as he helped load the car for the drive back. The rain continued to fall, steady and unrelenting, and the family made their way home through the dark, the children quiet in the back seat once more.

Drake’s thoughts remained tangled, grief for Samuel mixing with the lingering image of Pamela in that strict black satin blouse and pencil skirt, the commanding figure that had always stirred those forbidden mummy fantasies in him. The offer had been made and refused, but something in the way she had looked at him stayed with him long after the village lights had faded behind them.

The wake and funeral arrangements unfolded in the same steady, rain-laced rhythm that had marked the entire journey, the house filling gradually with neighbours and distant relatives who arrived with covered dishes and murmured condolences that blended into one long, subdued murmur. Drake moved through the rooms with quiet efficiency, carrying extra chairs from the shed into the living room and setting them in careful rows, his hands occupied with the practical tasks that allowed him to keep moving even as his thoughts refused to settle.

Every time he passed through the kitchen or the hallway he caught another glimpse of Pamela, and each one sent that same shameful, persistent stir through him. She had changed into a fresh black blouse for the evening, this one in a heavier satin that caught the lamplight and clung even more closely to the full, heavy shape of her large breasts, the fabric pulling taut across her chest whenever she bent to rearrange the flowers or accept another casserole from a neighbour. The pencil skirt remained the same, hugging the wide flare of her hips and the generous, rounded fullness of her bottom in a way that made the material shift and gleam with every step she took.

Drake told himself it was grief making him notice these things, but the lie was thin even in his own mind. The old fantasies were rising again, unbidden, the ones he kept locked away on the USB key, the strict older woman in shiny satin forcing him into nappies and dummies, spanking him until he sobbed, turning him into something small and obedient and feminised. He pushed the images down hard, guilt twisting in his stomach as he helped Erica carry a stack of plates into the kitchen.

Erica, at sixteen, worked beside him without complaint, her face still solemn but her hands steady as she stacked the dishes and wiped the counters with a damp cloth. She spoke little, offering only quiet thanks when Drake passed her another tray, and stayed close to her grandmother whenever Pamela needed something fetched from the back room. Simon remained even quieter, the thirteen-year-old hovering near Maggie most of the time, fetching tissues or glasses of water with that same uncertain, helpful air that children adopt when they sense the adults around them are barely holding together.

Drake felt a fresh wave of guilt as he watched them, the contrast between their innocent, grieving presence and the thoughts that kept flashing through his own head whenever Pamela moved past him in that satin blouse. The proximity made it worse. She brushed against him once in the narrow hallway while carrying a vase of lilies, the soft press of her arm and the faint scent of her perfume mixing with the heavier smell of damp coats and funeral flowers. The satin of her sleeve slid against his own shirt for the briefest second, and Drake’s breath caught before he could stop it.

He stepped back quickly, murmuring an apology, but the image lingered, the way the blouse had strained over her breasts with the movement, the way the skirt had outlined the curve of her bottom as she turned away.

The arrangements themselves were methodical and endless. Pamela directed everything with that same calm, commanding presence, her voice low but decisive as she assigned tasks and accepted help from the neighbours. Drake found himself volunteering for the heavier work, lifting boxes of old photographs from the attic and carrying them down to the living room so that Pamela could sort through them later. Each time he returned to the main rooms he stole another glance, unable to help himself.

The black satin blouse had a small damp patch near the shoulder from where she had brushed against a wet coat earlier, the fabric darkening and clinging even more closely to the generous swell beneath it. Her large breasts moved with her breathing as she spoke to one of the neighbours, and Drake felt the familiar heat rise in his face, shame and arousal twisting together until he could barely tell them apart. He remembered the few previous visits over the years, the way she had always seemed larger than life in those shiny clothes, the strict set of her mouth and the way her figure demanded attention even when she was only making tea or directing the children. The fantasies he had never shared with anyone, the ones where a woman like her made him kneel in frilly satin rompers, forced a dummy between his lips and spanked him until he wet himself, rose again with painful clarity. He hated himself for it, here of all places, with Samuel’s death still fresh and the children moving quietly through the house, but the thoughts refused to stay buried.

Maggie noticed nothing, too wrapped in her own grief and the endless small decisions of the funeral to see the way Drake’s eyes kept returning to her mother. She sat with Simon on the sofa for a long while, the boy leaning against her side while she stroked his hair and spoke softly about the arrangements for the service the following day.

Erica helped Pamela in the kitchen, the two of them working side by side with that easy familiarity of grandmother and granddaughter, Erica’s sixteen-year-old presence a quiet, steady help as she dried dishes and put them away without being asked. Drake carried more chairs, fetched extra blankets from the airing cupboard when one of the older neighbours complained of the chill, and tried to keep his mind on the tasks at hand. But every time Pamela passed him in the hallway or leaned over the table to adjust a cloth, the satin blouse caught the light again, the skirt hugged the full shape of her hips and bottom, and the forbidden thoughts returned with fresh strength. He imagined her turning that strict gaze on him, ordering him into those hidden clothes from his USB stories, making him call her Mummy while she spanked him and forced him to wet a nappy like the helpless thing he sometimes longed to be.

The guilt burned hotter with every glance, mixing with the genuine sorrow for Samuel and the knowledge that his own mind was betraying the family even now.

By the time the last neighbours had left and the house had quietened, the rain had eased to a steady drizzle outside the windows. Pamela stood in the doorway of the living room, the black satin blouse still clinging to her large breasts and the pencil skirt outlining every curve of her figure as she surveyed the tidied space with tired but satisfied eyes. Drake helped Maggie gather the children’s coats and bags, his movements automatic while his thoughts raced ahead.

The offer to help with the renovations had been refused, but something in the way Pamela had looked at him earlier, that unreadable flicker in her eyes, made him wonder if it might be revisited. He already found himself thinking about the coming weekends, the possibility of driving down alone, working on the house while she directed him in that calm, commanding voice. The thought brought another rush of shameful heat, the image of her in one of those shiny satin blouses, perhaps a different colour now that mourning had passed, standing over him while he worked on his knees, the old fantasies rising again with dangerous clarity.

The drive home passed in the same heavy, rain-laced silence that had marked the entire day, the car’s wipers working steadily against the drizzle that had settled in after the wake. Maggie kept her eyes fixed on the road, her hands tight on the wheel, while in the back seat Erica had fallen into an exhausted doze against the window and Simon sat quietly with his head resting against the seat, the events of the day having drained even his usual teenage restlessness.

Drake stared out at the passing lights and the wet verges, his mind refusing to settle into any single thought for long. The image of Pamela in that black satin blouse kept returning, the way the shiny fabric had clung and strained across her large, full breasts with every movement, the way the pencil skirt had hugged the wide curve of her hips and the generous roundness of her bottom as she had moved through the house directing the arrangements. He told himself it was only grief and the shock of the day making him fixate on such details, but the lie felt thin even as he formed it. The old pull was there again, stronger now after the proximity and the way she had looked at him with that unreadable expression when he had offered to help with the renovations.

The drive home was quieter than the journey out though, the children dozing in the back seat while Maggie kept her eyes on the wet road. Drake stared out at the passing lights, his mind already turning over the days ahead. Guilt sat heavy in his chest, but beneath it the old pull remained, the forbidden longing for the kind of maternal domination he had only ever read about in secret.

The weekends stretched before him like an invitation he had not yet been given, and he found himself already counting the days until he might see her again, the satin blouse and the commanding figure that had stirred those shameful, persistent thoughts even in the midst of grief and family duty. The rain continued to fall as they drove, steady and unrelenting, and Drake sat in silence, the weight of everything that had happened mixing with the quiet, insistent pull of what might still come.

By the time they reached the house the rain had eased to a fine mist, and the family moved through the familiar routines of unpacking and settling with the quiet exhaustion that follows a long day of sorrow. Maggie helped the children upstairs, her voice soft as she spoke to Erica about the service the following day and reminded Simon to brush his teeth.

Drake carried the bags in from the car and put the kettle on, moving on autopilot while his thoughts kept circling back to the village and the woman in the strict black satin. He remembered the way the blouse had caught the light, the smooth sheen of it over her ample chest, the way it had shifted when she bent to arrange the flowers or accept condolences. The skirt had outlined every line of her figure-eight shape, the material clinging to her hips and bottom in a way that had made it impossible not to notice even in the midst of grief. And beneath the guilt there was the familiar, shameful stirring of those hidden fantasies, the ones he kept locked on the USB key in the drawer of his desk, stories of a strict older woman like Pamela forcing a man into nappies and shiny sissy rompers, making him suck a dummy while she spanked him, turning him small and obedient and utterly dependent. He hated himself for the thoughts rising now, with Samuel barely cold and the family still raw from the loss, but they persisted all the same.

Once the children were settled and Maggie had gone to bed with a murmured goodnight and a tired kiss on his cheek, Drake found himself alone in the study, the house quiet around him. He sat at his desk for a long time without turning on the lamp, the glow from the streetlight outside casting faint shadows across the room.

His hand moved almost without conscious thought to the drawer where the USB key was hidden, though he did not pull it out. He did not need to. The memories of the stories were vivid enough on their own, the detailed accounts of a tall, commanding woman in satin clothes reducing a man to a whimpering, nappied thing who begged for her attention and her discipline. Pamela had matched that image so perfectly today, the black satin blouse straining over her large breasts, the pencil skirt hugging her bottom and hips, the strict set of her face even in grief. He could not stop seeing it, the way she had moved through the house with that same unyielding presence, the way her body had filled out the mourning clothes in a way that was both elegant and quietly sexual. The guilt twisted harder in his chest, mixing with the lingering sorrow for Samuel and the knowledge that his own mind was betraying everything decent even on this day.

He went upstairs eventually, moving quietly so as not to wake Maggie or the children. In their bedroom he changed into pyjamas and lay on his side of the bed, staring at the ceiling in the dim light that filtered through the curtains. Sleep would not come.

Every time he closed his eyes he saw Pamela again, the satin blouse clinging to her full breasts, the skirt outlining the round fullness of her bottom as she had turned away from him in the kitchen. The old fantasies rose with painful clarity, the ones where such a woman made him kneel and call her Mummy, forced him into frilly satin and thick nappies, spanked him until he cried and begged, turned him into something small and humiliated and utterly hers. He felt the familiar heat building despite everything, the shame of it burning hotter because of the day’s events and the sleeping form of his wife beside him.

His hand moved under the covers almost without permission, slipping inside his pyjamas to wrap around his cock. He stroked slowly at first, trying to keep the sounds to a minimum, but the images would not stop. He thought of Pamela in that black satin, imagined her standing over him in the same clothes, her large breasts rising and falling as she looked down at him with that cool, commanding expression and told him to strip, to put on the nappy she had prepared, to kneel and thank her for the privilege of being her sissy.

The guilt crashed over him in waves even as his hand moved faster, the forbidden lust mixing with grief and self-loathing until he could barely separate them. He thought of the USB stories, the detailed scenes of the strict Mummy figure caning her boy until he sobbed, forcing him to wet himself and then cleaning him up with clinical efficiency before pegging him while he wore the shiny satin romper. Pamela had embodied every element of it today, the tall imposing frame, the large breasts in the clinging satin, the hips and bottom that the pencil skirt had outlined so perfectly.

He came with a stifled groan, his body arching off the bed as the release hit, shame flooding him immediately afterwards as he lay there panting in the dark. The mess on his hand felt childish and pathetic, a forty-five-year-old man hiding in his own bedroom and wanking to thoughts of his mother-in-law in mourning clothes while his wife and children slept nearby. He cleaned himself quietly with tissues from the bedside table, his face hot with embarrassment even though no one had seen. The grief for Samuel was still there, a heavy weight in his chest, but beneath it the decision had already formed, clear and insistent.

He would work hard on the renovations. Even if Pamela had refused the offer today, he would find a way to bring it up again, to make himself useful, to be there on the weekends when Maggie stayed home with the children’s activities. The thought of driving down alone, of being in that house with her directing him in that calm, strict voice, sent another shameful pulse of heat through him even now, so soon after coming. He imagined her in one of those shiny satin blouses, perhaps a deep colour once the mourning period passed, standing over him while he worked, the fabric clinging to her large breasts and the skirt hugging her hips and bottom as she watched him with that appraising gaze.

The USB stories played again in his mind, the strict Mummy making her sissy boy labour in frilly clothes before rewarding or punishing him as she saw fit. Drake lay in the dark for a long time afterwards, the decision solidifying with every passing minute. He would work hard. He would make himself indispensable. And perhaps, in time, the cool tolerance Pamela had always shown him would shift into something else, something that matched the forbidden fantasies he had never shared with anyone.

The rain had stopped outside, leaving only the faint drip from the gutters, and Drake turned onto his side, pulling the covers up as exhaustion finally began to pull him under. Tomorrow would bring the funeral and more grief, but already his mind was turning towards the weekends ahead and the possibility of seeing Pamela again in those shiny satin clothes that had stirred everything he had tried so hard to keep buried.


Chapter Two

The drive down to the village on that first Friday evening felt longer than the two hours it actually took, the familiar roads stretching out under a sky that had finally cleared after days of rain. Drake gripped the steering wheel a little too tightly, his mind circling the decision he had made in the dark after that shameful release, the one where he had lain beside his sleeping wife and resolved to work hard on the renovations no matter what. He had told Maggie he was going down to help Pamela sort through some of Samuel’s things and make a start on the house, and she had accepted it with tired gratitude, too wrapped in her own grief to question the sudden eagerness.

The children had barely registered it, Erica busy with her own plans and Simon still quiet in the way he had been since the funeral. Now, alone in the car with only the radio for company, Drake felt the nerves building with every mile. He told himself it was only the desire to be useful, to honour Samuel’s memory by helping his widow, but the lie was transparent even to him.

The image of Pamela in that black satin blouse and pencil skirt had not left him since the wake, the way the shiny fabric had clung to her large breasts and the skirt had outlined the full roundness of her hips and bottom. The old fantasies from the hidden USB key kept rising, unbidden and shameful, the strict older woman forcing a man into nappies and shiny sissy clothes, spanking him until he begged, turning him small and obedient. He pushed them down, focusing instead on the practical tasks ahead, but the heat in his face and the tightness in his chest betrayed him.

He arrived as the light was beginning to fade, the village quiet under the clear evening sky. Pamela’s house looked much as it had during the wake, neat and traditional, though the absence of other cars made it feel more intimate, more personal.

Drake parked and sat for a moment with the engine off, taking a steadying breath before grabbing his overnight bag from the passenger seat. His nerves were worse now that he was here, the memory of her cool refusal of his offer still fresh, mixed with the way she had watched him in those final moments.

He walked up the path and rang the bell, shifting the bag on his shoulder as he waited. When the door opened, the sight of her sent a fresh jolt through him. She was dressed in a shiny satin blouse in a deep cream colour that caught the last of the daylight, the smooth fabric clinging closely to her large, full breasts and emphasising every curve as she stood in the doorway. The blouse was tucked into a simple black skirt that hugged her wide hips and outlined the generous roundness of her bottom in a way that made the material shift with the slightest movement.

At seventy-one she remained tall and imposing, her brown hair streaked with grey pulled back neatly, her face composed but with a hint of something warmer in her eyes than he had seen during the funeral. She looked every inch the strict, commanding maternal figure from his most private thoughts, the kind of woman who might dominate and infantilise with that same unyielding presence.

“Drake,” she said, her voice calm and even as she stepped back to let him in. “You made good time. Come through.”

There was no coldness in it this time, only a polite reserve that still carried that familiar edge of tolerance. Drake followed her into the hallway, setting his bag down and wiping his shoes on the mat while trying not to stare. The satin blouse moved with her as she turned, the fabric sliding over her ample bust and catching the light from the overhead lamp. He felt his face grow hot and looked away quickly, focusing instead on the familiar surroundings of the house.

“Thank you for having me,” he said, his voice sounding awkward even to his own ears. “I appreciate you letting me help.”

Pamela nodded once, closing the door behind him. “We’ll see how useful you are,” she replied, the faintest trace of dry humour in her tone. She led him through to the kitchen, where the smell of something savoury simmering on the stove filled the air. “I’ve made a start on dinner. You can pour the wine if you like. There’s a bottle open on the side.”

The first awkwardness of the evening settled over them as Drake moved to the counter and poured two glasses of red wine, the liquid catching the light as it swirled in the glasses. Pamela stood at the stove, stirring the pot with steady, efficient movements, the cream satin blouse shifting across her large breasts with every small action.

Drake handed her a glass and took a sip of his own, the wine warming him but doing little to ease the tension in his chest. They made small talk at first, polite enquiries about the drive and the weather, the sort of conversation that filled the space without touching on anything real. He found himself stealing glances when she wasn’t looking, the way the satin clung to the full shape of her chest, the way the skirt hugged her hips and bottom as she moved between the stove and the table.

The old fantasies stirred again despite his efforts to keep them buried, the image of this same woman in shiny clothes forcing him to his knees, making him wear nappies and call her Mummy while she spanked him for imagined infractions. He felt a fresh wave of guilt, here in her kitchen on the first night, but the arousal was there too, persistent and shameful.

They sat down to eat at the small kitchen table, the meal simple but well made, and the conversation remained careful and surface-level. Pamela asked about Maggie and the children in that same reserved tone, listening without much comment as Drake described how they were coping in the days since the funeral.

He tried to keep his eyes on his plate or on her face, but they kept drifting lower, to the way the satin blouse pulled across her breasts when she reached for the salt or leaned forward slightly to listen. The skirt had ridden up a little as she sat, revealing the shape of her thighs beneath the material, and he felt another flush of heat rise in his face. She watched him too, he realised after a while, her gaze steady and appraising in a way that made him feel exposed even though nothing improper had been said.

The wine helped loosen the edges of the awkwardness, but it also made the tension more noticeable, the way her eyes lingered on him when he spoke, the way she seemed to be assessing something in his manner or his words. Drake found himself talking more than usual, filling the silences with details about work and the children’s activities, anything to keep the conversation moving and to distract from the thoughts that kept returning to the USB stories and the strict maternal figure sitting across from him in that shiny satin blouse.

By the time they had finished eating and cleared the plates, the evening had taken on a different quality, the initial stiffness giving way to something quieter and more charged. Pamela poured them both another glass of wine and suggested they move to the living room, where the fire had been lit against the evening chill. Drake followed her, carrying the glasses, and tried not to notice the way the satin blouse moved with her steps or the way the skirt outlined the full curve of her bottom.

They sat in the armchairs on either side of the hearth, the fire crackling softly between them, and the conversation turned to the house and the renovations that needed doing. Pamela spoke calmly about what Samuel had planned and what still remained unfinished, her voice steady and practical.

Drake listened and offered suggestions, feeling the nerves from the drive easing slightly now that they were talking about something concrete. But the tension remained, subtle but present in the way she watched him over the rim of her glass, the way her eyes seemed to see more than he wanted her to. He thought again of the strict Mummy from his hidden stories, the one who would have seen right through his attempts at normal conversation and punished him for the fantasies he could not control. The thought made him shift in his chair, the wine and the warmth of the fire doing nothing to cool the heat that had settled low in his body.

Pamela set her glass down on the small table beside her chair and looked at him directly, her expression unreadable but with that same appraising quality that had been there since he arrived.

“You seem different tonight,” she said quietly, her voice carrying no judgement but something else that Drake could not quite name. “More… attentive than usual.” He felt his face grow hot again and took another sip of wine to cover it, mumbling something about wanting to be useful and honour Samuel’s memory. She did not press the point, but the look in her eyes lingered, steady and knowing in a way that made his stomach tighten with a mix of nerves and something far more forbidden.

The satin blouse caught the firelight as she leaned back in her chair, the fabric sliding over her large breasts and emphasising every line of her figure, and Drake found himself unable to look away for a long moment. The evening stretched ahead of them, the first of what he hoped would be many weekends of work and proximity, and already the old fantasies were rising stronger than they had in years. He told himself he would keep them in check, that this was only about helping and nothing more, but even as he formed the thought he knew it for the lie it was. The strict older woman in the shiny satin clothes was already under his skin, and the decision he had made in the dark after the funeral felt more dangerous with every passing minute in her presence.

The Saturday morning dawned clear and cool after the rain of previous days, the village quiet under a pale sky as Drake woke in the small guest room with the events of the previous evening still lingering in his mind.

He had slept fitfully, the images of Pamela in that cream satin blouse refusing to leave him even in dreams, the way the shiny fabric had clung to her large breasts and the skirt had outlined the full curve of her bottom as she moved through the kitchen and living room.

The awkward dinner and the charged silence by the fire had left him restless, and now the decision he had made after the funeral felt more immediate, more dangerous in the light of day. He dressed quickly in old work clothes, jeans and a faded shirt, and made his way downstairs to find Pamela already up and moving about the house with that same efficient, commanding presence.

She was dressed differently today, in a deep blue satin blouse that caught the morning light and clung even more closely to the generous shape of her breasts, the smooth fabric pulling taut across her chest with every small movement. The black skirt from the evening before remained, hugging her wide hips and the round fullness of her bottom as she reached for mugs in the kitchen cupboard. Drake felt his face grow warm at the sight and looked away quickly, focusing instead on the practical tasks ahead.

They ate a simple breakfast in near silence, Pamela commenting only briefly on the weather and the work that needed doing, her voice calm and practical in a way that somehow made the tension between them feel more pronounced.

Drake offered to start with the painting in the front room, the one Samuel had begun but never finished, and Pamela nodded her approval, directing him to the supplies she had already gathered in the shed. He worked steadily through the morning, the physical labour a welcome distraction from the thoughts that kept intruding.

The roller moved back and forth across the walls in long, even strokes, the smell of fresh paint filling the room as he covered the old, faded wallpaper with careful layers. His arms ached from the repetitive motion, but he welcomed the burn, pushing himself harder than necessary in an effort to keep his mind on the task and away from the woman who moved through the house nearby.

Every so often he heard her footsteps in the hallway or the soft sound of her voice as she spoke on the phone to some distant relative about the funeral arrangements, and each time the sound drew his attention in a way he could not fully control.

Pamela brought him tea mid-morning, appearing in the doorway of the front room with a steaming mug in one hand and a plate of biscuits in the other. The blue satin blouse shifted as she set them down on a nearby table, the fabric sliding over her large breasts and drawing his eye before he could stop himself. He felt the familiar heat rise in his face and turned back to the wall quickly, hoping she had not noticed the way his gaze had lingered on the way the shiny material clung to her chest.

“You’re working hard,” she said, her voice carrying that same appraising tone from the night before. “I didn’t expect you to get so much done so quickly.”

Drake mumbled something about wanting to make himself useful and took the mug with a nod of thanks, his hand brushing hers briefly in the exchange. The contact sent an unexpected jolt through him, and he stepped back to resume painting, aware of her presence in the room even as she turned to leave. He could feel her eyes on him for a moment longer than necessary, and when he glanced over his shoulder he caught her watching the way his shirt pulled across his back with the movement of the roller. The look was brief, but it lingered in his mind as she walked away, the black skirt hugging her bottom with each step.

The physical work continued through the afternoon, the front room gradually transforming under layers of fresh paint while Drake’s arms and shoulders protested the unaccustomed effort. He paused only to drink the tea she had brought and to stretch the stiffness from his back, and each time he did so he found his thoughts drifting back to the way the satin blouse had moved over her breasts when she had leaned to set down the mug. The old fantasies rose again with painful clarity, the strict older woman in shiny clothes directing her boy while he laboured on his knees, the same woman who might force him into nappies and frilly satin rompers before rewarding his efforts with a firm hand or something far more intimate.

He felt a hidden erection stirring despite the guilt that twisted in his stomach, the shame of it mixing with the arousal until he had to adjust his position against the wall to hide the evidence.

Pamela returned periodically to check on progress, standing in the doorway with her arms crossed beneath her breasts, the blue satin pulling tight across them in a way that made it impossible not to notice the full, heavy shape beneath. She commented again on how hard he was working, her voice carrying a note of approval that sent another flush of conflicting emotions through him.

By mid-afternoon the light had shifted and the room was beginning to take on a brighter, cleaner appearance under the new paint. Drake had removed his shirt in the warmth of the space, working in just a vest that clung to his torso with sweat, and he was acutely aware of Pamela’s presence whenever she passed the open door. He caught himself staring more than once, his eyes lingering on the way the satin blouse clung to her large breasts or the way the black skirt outlined the generous curve of her arse as she bent to pick something up from the floor. Each time she turned and caught him looking he felt a fresh wave of shame, his face burning as he quickly returned to the roller and the wall.

The internal conflict was constant now, the guilt over the forbidden thoughts warring with the persistent arousal that had him shifting uncomfortably in his work trousers. The hidden erection pressed against the fabric, a constant reminder of how little control he had over his own mind in her presence, and he pushed himself harder into the physical labour in an attempt to exhaust the feeling away.

Pamela brought more tea in the late afternoon, this time lingering in the doorway a little longer as she watched him work. The blue satin blouse had a small damp patch near the collar from where she had been working in the kitchen earlier, the fabric darkening and clinging even more closely to the curve of her breasts.

Drake felt her eyes on him as he stretched to reach a high section of the wall, the vest riding up slightly to expose a strip of skin at his lower back, and when he glanced over he saw the faint trace of a smile on her lips.

“You really are trying hard,” she said, her voice quiet but carrying that same knowing quality. “Samuel would have appreciated it.”

The mention of her late husband sent another twist of guilt through Drake, mixing with the arousal and the shame until he could barely focus on the task.

He nodded and murmured something about wanting to help, turning back to the painting with renewed determination. But the tension remained, thick and unspoken in the air between them, and every time she moved or spoke he felt the pull of those hidden stories growing stronger, the strict maternal figure in shiny satin who might one day turn that appraising gaze on him in a very different way.

As the afternoon light began to fade and the first coat of paint dried on the walls, Drake stepped back to survey the work he had done. His body ached from the effort, but the sense of accomplishment was overshadowed by the persistent internal conflict that had accompanied every hour of the day. Pamela stood beside him for a moment, close enough that he could smell the faint scent of her perfume mixed with the paint and the warmth of the room.

The satin blouse caught the light as she turned to face him, the fabric sliding over her large breasts in a way that made his hidden erection twitch despite everything. He looked away quickly, focusing on wiping the roller clean, but the image stayed with him as she thanked him for the day’s work and suggested they stop for the evening.

The tension had built steadily through the physical labour and the stolen glances, the way she had caught him staring at her cleavage and arse, and now as the light dimmed outside the window Drake felt the full weight of the decision he had made pressing down on him. The weekends ahead stretched out with both promise and danger, and the strict older woman in the shiny satin clothes was already under his skin in ways he could no longer fully deny.

The evening settled over the house with the same quiet intensity that had marked the day’s work, the smell of fresh paint still lingering in the front room as Drake cleaned the brushes and rollers in the utility sink. His body ached pleasantly from the physical effort, but the hidden erection that had pressed against his work trousers for much of the afternoon had left him restless and unsettled. Pamela had caught him staring more than once, her eyes meeting his with that steady, appraising look whenever he glanced at the way the blue satin blouse clung to her large breasts or the black skirt outlined the full curve of her bottom.

The internal conflict had been constant, guilt twisting in his stomach even as the arousal built, the old fantasies rising with every stolen look. He told himself it was only the proximity and the wine from the night before that had loosened his control, but the lie felt thinner with each passing hour.

They ate a simple meal in the kitchen as the light faded outside, the conversation moving beyond the surface politeness of the previous evening into something quieter and more personal. Pamela spoke of Samuel with a calm acceptance that made Drake’s chest tighten, describing the stubborn pride that had kept him from accepting help with the house even as the illness worsened. Drake listened and offered small comments, aware of the way her eyes lingered on him across the table, the blue satin blouse shifting with her breathing and drawing his gaze to the generous shape of her breasts beneath the fabric.

The wine flowed more freely this time, loosening the edges of the awkwardness and allowing the conversation to drift into memories of past visits and the strained tolerance she had always shown him. He felt the tension building in the spaces between words, the way she watched him when he spoke, the way her posture seemed to invite something more than simple company. The guilt over his earlier stares mixed with the persistent pull of those hidden stories, the strict older woman in shiny satin who might one day turn that same appraising gaze on him in a very different context.

After the meal Pamela suggested they finish the bottle in the living room, and Drake followed her through the house, the black skirt hugging her hips and bottom with each step in a way that made it difficult to look away.

The fire had been lit again, casting a warm glow across the room, and they sat in the same armchairs as the night before, the wine warming him as the conversation deepened. She asked about his work and the children with genuine interest, her voice carrying that calm authority that had always stirred something in him. Drake found himself talking more openly than usual, the alcohol and the day’s shared labour loosening his usual reserve. He spoke of the quiet routines at home and the way Maggie had seemed lighter in recent years, though he stopped short of any mention of the real reasons behind the strain in their marriage. Pamela listened without judgement, her eyes steady on his face, and he felt the weight of her attention like a physical presence in the room.

When she rose to fetch another bottle from the kitchen, Drake remained in his chair, staring into the fire and trying to steady the conflicting emotions that had been building since morning. The physical labour had exhausted his body but done nothing to quiet his mind, and every time he closed his eyes he saw the blue satin blouse straining across her large breasts or the black skirt clinging to the round fullness of her bottom.

The fantasies rose again with painful clarity, the strict maternal figure forcing a man into nappies and shiny sissy rompers, spanking him until he sobbed and begged for mercy. He shifted uncomfortably in the chair, aware of the renewed stir of arousal even as guilt twisted harder in his chest. The evening felt charged in a way the previous one had not, the proximity and the wine creating a space where the forbidden thoughts felt dangerously close to the surface.

Pamela returned with the wine and paused in the doorway for a moment, the firelight catching the sheen of the satin blouse as she stood there. She mentioned needing to change out of her work clothes and disappeared upstairs, leaving the door to her bedroom slightly ajar in the way that suggested she had not thought to close it fully. Drake sat frozen in his chair, the sound of her movements carrying faintly down the stairs. He told himself to look away, to focus on the fire or pour another glass, but his eyes betrayed him.

Through the gap in the door he caught a glimpse of her in the soft light of the bedroom, the blue satin blouse already unbuttoned and slipping from her shoulders to reveal the pale skin beneath. She wore a simple satin slip underneath, the smooth fabric clinging to the full shape of her large breasts and the curve of her hips in a way that made his breath catch. The slip was short, ending high on her thighs, and as she turned to hang the blouse he saw the outline of her bottom against the material, the round fullness that had been hidden by the skirt all day now visible in the intimate light.

The sight lasted only a few seconds before she moved out of view, but it burned into his mind with the same shameful intensity as the fantasies he kept hidden.

He sat there for a long moment after she returned, the image of her in the satin slip refusing to fade. The conversation resumed but felt distant now, his mind occupied with the glimpse and the way the shiny fabric had clung to her body in the half-light. Pamela seemed unaware or unconcerned, her voice steady as she spoke of small things, but Drake felt the tension in his own body like a live wire.

The guilt over staring at her during the day mixed with the fresh arousal from the accidental view, and he found himself making excuses to end the evening early, claiming fatigue from the work. She accepted it with a small nod and wished him goodnight, her eyes lingering on him for a moment longer than necessary as he climbed the stairs to the guest room.

Alone in the small room with the door closed, Drake lay on the narrow bed in the dark, the events of the day replaying in fragments. The physical labour, the way she had caught him staring at her cleavage and arse, the glimpse of her in the satin slip through the partially open door. His hand moved almost without conscious thought, slipping inside his pyjamas to wrap around his cock as the forbidden images rose with full force.

He thought of Pamela in that blue satin blouse, imagined her standing over him in the same clothes and ordering him to strip, to put on a thick nappy like the ones from his USB stories, to kneel and thank her for the privilege of being her sissy. The fantasy built quickly, the strict maternal figure spanking him with firm, deliberate strokes until he cried and begged, forcing him into shiny satin rompers and making him wet himself while she watched with that same appraising expression.

He came with a stifled groan, the release mixing shame and relief in equal measure as he lay there panting in the dark. The guilt crashed over him immediately afterwards, the knowledge that he was in her house, on the first weekend of work, wanking to thoughts of his mother-in-law forcing him into nappies and spanking him like a helpless child. He cleaned himself quietly with tissues from the bedside table, his face hot with embarrassment even in the privacy of the room.

Sleep came slowly after that, the decision to work hard on the renovations feeling both more necessary and more dangerous than it had the night before. The image of Pamela in the satin slip and the way the shiny blouse had clung to her large breasts throughout the day stayed with him, feeding the fantasies even as the guilt refused to fade. He told himself it was only the proximity and the wine that had loosened his control, but deep down he knew the pull had been there for years, hidden on the USB key and now brought closer to the surface by her presence and the way she had begun to watch him in return.

The weekend stretched ahead with both promise and risk, and as he finally drifted into an uneasy sleep Drake felt the weight of the choice he had made pressing down on him with renewed force. The strict older woman in the shiny satin clothes was already under his skin, and the hidden erection and the shameful release had only made the conflict sharper, more insistent, and far more difficult to ignore.

The Sunday morning arrived with a softer light than the previous day, the village waking slowly under a pale sky that promised clearer weather after the earlier rain. Drake woke in the guest room with the memory of the previous night still heavy in his mind, the glimpse of Pamela in the satin slip through the partially open door and the shameful release that had followed in the dark. He lay for a moment staring at the ceiling, the guilt twisting alongside the persistent arousal that had not fully faded.

The fantasies lingered, the strict older woman forcing him into nappies and shiny satin rompers, spanking him until he begged, and the knowledge that he had indulged those thoughts under her roof made the conflict sharper than before. He dressed carefully, choosing clothes that felt more presentable than the work-stained ones from Saturday, and made his way downstairs with a quiet determination to keep the day light and focused on the practical.

Pamela was already in the kitchen, dressed in a soft grey satin blouse that caught the morning light and clung to the full shape of her large breasts in a way that immediately drew his eye before he could look away. The black skirt from the day before had been replaced by one in a deeper charcoal that hugged her wide hips and outlined the generous roundness of her bottom as she moved between the counter and the stove. She greeted him with a calm nod and offered tea and toast, her voice carrying the same composed tone as always but with a faint undercurrent of something warmer that had not been there on Friday.

They ate together at the small table, the conversation turning to lighter topics as the morning progressed. She spoke of the garden and the small improvements she had planned for the house, and Drake found himself relaxing slightly despite the tension that still hummed beneath the surface. The physical labour of the previous day had created a shared rhythm, and the wine from the evening before had loosened some of the earlier stiffness between them.

After breakfast Pamela suggested they take a walk around the garden to assess what still needed attention, and Drake followed her outside into the cool air. The accidental touches began almost immediately, small and seemingly innocent at first. She brushed against his arm as she pointed out a patch of overgrown shrubs, the satin of her grey blouse sliding against his sleeve in a way that sent an unexpected warmth through him.

Later, as they stood close to examine a section of fence that needed repair, her hand rested briefly on his lower back to steady herself on the uneven ground, the contact light but lingering just long enough to register. Drake felt his face grow warm with each one, the internal conflict rising again as guilt over the previous night’s indulgence mixed with the fresh stir of arousal.

He told himself it was nothing deliberate, that she was simply moving through her own space with the natural ease of someone comfortable in her home, but the way she glanced at him afterwards, her eyes steady and knowing, made the touches feel charged in a way he could not fully dismiss.

The relaxation of the day unfolded in a similar pattern of shared quiet and subtle tension. They worked on small tasks together in the garden, pruning back some of the overgrowth and clearing debris from the recent rain, and Pamela’s comments carried a light teasing edge that had not been present before.

She remarked on how seriously he had thrown himself into the painting the day before, her voice carrying a dry humour as she said he seemed determined to prove himself useful. Drake laughed awkwardly and replied that he had always been a hard worker, but the words felt thin even as he spoke them. Each time she moved close to pass him a tool or point out something in the garden, there was another accidental touch, her hand brushing his as she handed over the secateurs or her hip pressing lightly against his side when they stood together to examine a plant. The satin blouse shifted with her movements, the grey fabric clinging to her large breasts in a way that made it difficult not to notice, and Drake found his eyes drifting despite his best efforts. The guilt was there, sharp and insistent, but so was the growing craving that had begun to build since the first evening.

By mid-afternoon the work had slowed into something more leisurely, and they returned inside for lunch and another pot of tea. The conversation deepened again over the meal, moving into memories of past family gatherings and the quiet ways in which life had changed over the years. Pamela spoke of Samuel with a calm acceptance that invited Drake to share his own thoughts, and he found himself opening up more than he had expected.

The wine from the previous evening had left a residual ease between them, and the light teasing continued in small ways. She commented on how quiet he had become during the painting, her eyes holding his for a moment longer than necessary as she said he seemed to have a lot on his mind.

Drake felt the heat rise in his face and mumbled something about the focus required for the work, but the look she gave him suggested she saw more than he wanted to reveal. The satin blouse caught the light as she leaned forward to pour more tea, the fabric sliding over her breasts in a way that sent another pulse of forbidden heat through him.

As the afternoon wore into evening the atmosphere in the house grew heavier with the unspoken tension that had been building since Friday. They sat in the living room once more, the fire lit against the cooling air, and the conversation turned to the coming weeks and what still needed doing on the house.

Pamela mentioned that she would be grateful for more help if he was able to return, her voice carrying that same calm authority but with a note of invitation that made Drake’s stomach tighten. He agreed readily, the decision he had made after the funeral solidifying further with each passing hour in her presence.

The accidental touches continued in small ways as they moved about the room, her hand brushing his arm as she passed him a book or her body close enough that the satin of her blouse grazed his side when they stood together by the bookshelf. Each contact sent a fresh wave of arousal through him, mixing with the guilt over the fantasies that had driven him to touch himself the night before and the knowledge that he was already craving more time here.

When the time came for him to leave on Sunday evening, the reluctance was stronger than he had anticipated. He packed his small bag slowly in the guest room, the memory of the satin slip glimpse and the subsequent release still vivid in his mind. Downstairs Pamela stood in the hallway to see him off, the grey satin blouse and charcoal skirt outlining her figure in the soft light from the lamp. She thanked him again for the work he had done and for the company, her eyes meeting his with that same steady, appraising quality that had been there since his arrival.

As he stepped towards the door she placed a hand lightly on his arm, the touch lingering just a moment longer than necessary, and wished him a safe drive home. Drake felt the contact like a brand even after he had pulled away, the craving for the next visit already forming with an intensity that surprised him.

He drove away into the gathering dusk with the image of her in the satin blouse and skirt fixed in his mind, the way the fabric had clung to her large breasts and hugged the full roundness of her bottom throughout the weekend.

The internal conflict remained, the guilt over the shameful release and the forbidden fantasies warring with the growing pull of her presence and the subtle tension that had built between them. But beneath it all was the clear decision that he would return as soon as he could, the weekends ahead stretching out with both the promise of useful work and the dangerous craving for more time in her company.

The house faded behind him in the rear-view mirror, but the memory of the satin clothes and the light teasing and the accidental touches stayed with him all the way home, feeding the fantasies he had tried so hard to keep buried and making the next visit feel not just desirable but necessary in a way he could no longer fully deny.


Chapter Three

The weeks that followed settled into a steady, repeating rhythm that carried Drake back to the village each Friday evening with a mixture of anticipation and the same quiet guilt that had accompanied him since the first visit. He told Maggie and the children that the work on Pamela’s house was progressing well and that she appreciated the help, and they accepted the explanation without question, their own lives continuing in the familiar patterns of school and activities that kept the weekends occupied at home.

Each Friday he packed his small bag and drove the two hours with the radio low, his mind already turning over the hours ahead and the way Pamela had begun to change in small but noticeable ways since that first weekend.

The decision to work hard on the renovations had become something more than a simple offer of help, and though he told himself it was only about honouring Samuel’s memory and making himself useful, the truth sat heavier with every mile.

Friday arrivals followed the same pattern week after week. Pamela would open the door in one of her shiny satin blouses, the fabric often in deeper jewel tones now that the immediate period of mourning had passed, the material clinging closely to the full shape of her large breasts and catching the evening light in a way that made it difficult for Drake to look away.

The skirts she chose were similar in cut to the ones she had worn before, hugging her wide hips and outlining the generous roundness of her bottom with every movement as she stepped back to let him inside. She greeted him with a warmth that had grown steadily since the first visit, her voice carrying a note of genuine pleasure at his arrival that had not been there during the funeral.

They would share a simple meal and a bottle of wine, the conversation flowing more easily with each passing weekend as the initial awkwardness gave way to something more comfortable and charged. Drake found himself talking about his work and the small details of his week while she listened with that same appraising gaze, her eyes lingering on him in a way that made the old fantasies  rise again despite his efforts to keep them buried.

Saturday was always given over to hard physical work on the house. Drake threw himself into the tasks with the same determined effort he had shown on the first visit, painting walls, repairing fences, clearing the garden of the overgrowth that had accumulated during Samuel’s illness.

Pamela moved through the house and garden alongside him, bringing tea at regular intervals and commenting on how much progress they were making. She had begun to wear shinier and lower-cut satin blouses on these work days, the fabric often in rich colours that caught the light and emphasised the generous curve of her breasts as she bent to pass him tools or examine the work he had done. The skirts remained fitted, hugging her hips and bottom in a way that made every accidental glance feel deliberate on his part. Drake fought the urge to stare, his face growing warm each time he caught himself looking at the way the satin clung to her chest or the material of the skirt outlined the full shape beneath. The internal conflict was constant, guilt twisting in his stomach over the fantasies that had driven him to touch himself after the first weekend and the knowledge that those same thoughts were returning stronger with every visit.

The touches began as small, seemingly innocent gestures that grew more frequent as the weekends passed. Pamela would rest her hand lightly on his arm when she laughed at something he said, her fingers warm through the fabric of his shirt and lingering just long enough to register. She would brush against him when they worked side by side in the garden or the front room, her hip or shoulder pressing close in the confined spaces as they moved around each other.

Each contact sent a fresh wave of arousal through Drake, mixing with the guilt that had become a familiar companion. He told himself it was nothing more than the natural closeness of shared work and improving familiarity, but the way she looked at him afterwards, her eyes steady and with that same knowing quality, made the touches feel charged in ways he could not fully dismiss. The old fantasies from the hidden USB key rose again during these moments, the strict older woman in shiny satin clothes directing her boy with a firm hand, forcing him into nappies and satin rompers before rewarding his efforts with something far more intimate than simple approval.

Sunday brought the same pattern of lighter work mixed with longer conversations over wine in the evening. Pamela grew friendlier with each visit, her laughter coming more easily and her comments carrying a teasing edge that had not been present at the beginning. She would touch his arm when she laughed, her fingers resting there as she spoke, and Drake found himself fighting the urge to confess the crush that had been building for years and the darker fantasies that had accompanied it since the funeral.

The urge grew stronger with every weekend, the words sitting on the edge of his tongue during the quiet moments by the fire or over the dinner table, but he pushed them back each time, the guilt over his hidden USB stories and the shameful release they had prompted making confession feel impossible. He told himself that the growing friendliness was only the natural result of shared work and time spent together, but the way she had begun to wear those shinier, lower-cut satin blouses and the way her touches lingered made the tension between them feel like something more than simple companionship.

The pattern repeated itself over the following weekends with small but steady escalations that kept Drake returning each Friday with the same mix of anticipation and shame. Pamela’s outfits grew more deliberate in their choice of shiny satin, the blouses often cut lower to reveal the smooth skin at the top of her breasts and the skirts fitted more closely to emphasise the curve of her hips and bottom. She touched his arm more frequently when she laughed, her fingers warm and deliberate in a way that sent heat through him even as he fought to keep his expression neutral.

Drake worked harder on the renovations than he had on any project in years, pushing himself through the physical labour in an attempt to exhaust the thoughts that kept intruding. He caught himself staring at her cleavage when she bent to hand him a tool or at the way the satin skirt clung to her bottom when she turned away, and each time the guilt rose sharper than before. The fantasies  had become more vivid with every visit, the strict maternal figure in shiny clothes forcing him into nappies and satin rompers, spanking him until he begged, turning him into the small, obedient thing he had only ever read about in secret.

By the end of those early weekends the craving for the next visit had become something he could no longer fully deny, even as the guilt over his hidden thoughts and the growing tension between them sat heavy in his chest. He left each Sunday night already counting the days until he could return, the image of Pamela in her shiny satin blouses and fitted skirts fixed in his mind along with the feel of her hand on his arm and the sound of her laughter. The decision to work hard on the renovations had led him here, to this repeating pattern of shared labour and charged proximity, and though he told himself it was only about being useful and honouring the memory of a man who had refused help in life, the truth was more complicated and far more dangerous.

The strict older woman in the shiny satin clothes was already under his skin in ways that went beyond simple companionship, and the urge to confess both the crush and the darker fantasies that accompanied it grew stronger with every mile he drove away on those Sunday evenings. The weekends stretched ahead with both the promise of continued work and the risk of the tension between them finally breaking into something he could no longer control.

The tension between them continued to build through the following weekends in small, specific moments that left Drake more unsettled with each passing Friday arrival. Pamela had grown noticeably friendlier, her laughter coming more readily and her touches to his arm becoming a regular part of their conversations, but it was the deliberate quality of certain incidents that made the air between them feel thicker and more charged than before.

One Saturday afternoon, while they worked together in the front room clearing out old furniture, she bent over to lift a heavy box from the floor, the shiny satin blouse she wore that day in a deep emerald green pulling tight across her large breasts as the fabric strained against the movement.

Drake’s eyes moved to the sight before he could stop them, lingering on the way the material clung to the full, heavy curves and the way the black skirt rode up slightly at the back to reveal the shape of her thighs. He stared for longer than he should have, the image burning into his mind alongside the fantasies, the strict older woman in shiny clothes bending in similar ways while directing her sissy boy to kneel and serve. When she straightened and turned, catching the direction of his gaze, she said nothing, but the faint smile that touched her lips sent a fresh wave of guilt and arousal through him that lasted the rest of the afternoon.

Another evening, after a long day of work in the garden, Pamela excused herself to change out of her dirt-stained clothes, leaving Drake alone in the living room with the remains of their wine. She had been wearing a particularly shiny black satin blouse that day, the fabric low-cut enough to reveal the smooth skin at the top of her breasts whenever she leaned forward, and the memory of it had stayed with him through the physical labour. When she returned some time later in a fresh blouse, he noticed the worn black one draped carelessly over the arm of a chair near where he sat, as though she had forgotten it there in the rush to change.

The sight of it made his pulse quicken.

Later, after she had gone to bed and the house was quiet, he found himself alone with the garment still in the room. He picked it up before he could talk himself out of it, the satin cool and smooth under his fingers, carrying the faint scent of her perfume mixed with the warmth of her body from the day’s wear. He pressed the fabric to his face in the dim light, breathing in the smell of her as the old fantasies rose with painful clarity, imagining her wearing it while forcing him into a nappy and shiny satin romper, spanking him until he sobbed and begged for her approval. The shame hit him immediately afterwards, hot and sharp, but the arousal that accompanied it left him restless and unable to sleep properly that night.

There were moments when the urge to confess became almost overwhelming.

One Sunday evening, after they had shared a bottle of wine by the fire and the conversation had turned personal in ways it had not before, Drake found himself on the edge of blurting out the crush that had been building for years and the darker fantasies that had accompanied it since the funeral. Pamela had been laughing at something he said, her hand resting on his arm in that now-familiar way, the shiny satin blouse she wore catching the firelight as it clung to her large breasts.

The words sat on his tongue, the admission that he had always found her attractive in that strict, commanding way, that she matched the women from his hidden stories who forced men into nappies and satin clothes and spanked them into submission. He opened his mouth to speak, the confession ready to spill out, but at the last moment the guilt rose too sharply, the memory of the shameful release he had sought after glimpsing her in the satin slip and the knowledge that she had never really liked him in the past holding him back. He closed his mouth again and changed the subject, the words dying unspoken as he took another sip of wine and tried to steady the racing of his heart.

Similar near-confessions happened on other weekends, each one leaving him more obsessed than the last.

Once, while they worked side by side in the kitchen preparing a meal, she bent over the counter to reach something on a high shelf, the satin blouse riding up slightly at the back and the skirt hugging the full roundness of her bottom in a way that made him stare openly for several long seconds. She turned and caught him again, her eyes meeting his with that same steady, knowing look, but instead of commenting she simply smiled and handed him what she had retrieved.

The moment passed, but the image stayed with him, feeding the fantasies and the growing urge to tell her everything about the USB stories and the way she had become the embodiment of the strict maternal figure he had only ever imagined in secret. He almost spoke then, the words forming in his mind as they stood close in the small space, but he backed out again, the guilt over his hidden thoughts and the fear of ruining the fragile rapport they had built holding him silent.

By the end of those weekends Drake found himself driving home on Sunday nights in a state of heightened obsession that he could no longer fully control. The specific moments replayed in his mind during the long drive, the way she had bent over in front of him and he had stared, the feel of the worn satin blouse pressed to his face in the quiet of her living room, the times he had come so close to confessing the crush and the darker fantasies only to pull back at the last moment.

The guilt remained a constant companion, twisting in his stomach each time he thought of Maggie and the children waiting at home, but beneath it the craving for the next visit had grown into something insistent and demanding. He found himself counting the days until Friday again, the image of Pamela in her shiny satin blouses and fitted skirts fixed in his thoughts alongside the memory of her hand on his arm and the way she had caught him staring.

The decision to work hard on the renovations had led him into this repeating cycle of rising tension, and though he told himself he could keep the fantasies and the near-confessions under control, the obsession that followed him home each Sunday night made it clear that the pull was stronger than he had anticipated. The weekends ahead stretched out with both the promise of continued shared work and the risk that one of those almost-confessions would finally break through, changing everything between them in ways he both feared and craved.


Chapter Four

The air between them had thickened considerably by the time Drake arrived for what had become one of the later weekends in the repeating pattern. He parked the car in the familiar spot outside Pamela’s house as the evening light began to fade, his hands lingering on the steering wheel for a moment longer than necessary while he steadied himself against the weight of everything that had built since the first visit. The drive had been filled with the same looping thoughts that had accompanied him on every Friday journey in recent weeks, the memories of her bending over in front of him, the feel of the worn satin blouse pressed to his face in the quiet of her living room, and the near-confessions that had died unspoken on his tongue. He had told himself on the way down that he would keep his focus on the work, that the growing obsession was something he could manage through sheer physical effort, but the moment he stepped out of the car and saw her waiting in the doorway the tension settled over him like a second skin.

Pamela stood framed in the light from the hallway, dressed in a deep burgundy satin blouse that caught the fading daylight and clung to the full, heavy shape of her large breasts in a way that made his breath catch before he could look away. The fabric was lower cut than the ones she had worn on earlier visits, the smooth material pulling taut across her chest with every small movement as she stepped forward to greet him. The black skirt she wore hugged her wide hips and outlined the generous roundness of her bottom with the same fitted precision as before, the material shifting and gleaming as she moved. There was a new quality to her expression now, something warmer and more openly appraising than the cool tolerance of the funeral days or even the growing friendliness of the recent weekends. She smiled as she took his bag from him, her fingers brushing his in the exchange, and the touch sent a familiar pulse of heat through him that he tried and failed to suppress.

Inside the house the unspoken tension was immediately apparent in the way the air seemed to hum between them. They shared a meal and wine in the kitchen as they always did on Friday evenings, but the conversation carried an undercurrent that had not been there before. Pamela asked about his week with genuine interest, her eyes lingering on his face and then drifting lower in a way that made him acutely aware of how closely the burgundy satin clung to her breasts. Drake answered with more detail than usual, filling the spaces with talk of work and the children while fighting the urge to glance at the way the fabric moved with her breathing. The wine helped loosen the edges of his restraint, but it also made the tension feel sharper, more present in every glance and every small silence that fell between them. He worked hard to keep his focus on the meal and the conversation, but his mind kept returning to the specific moments from previous weekends, the bending over, the forgotten blouse, the near-confessions that had left him driving home more obsessed each time.

Saturday morning brought the same hard physical labour that had defined the pattern, but now it was accompanied by a new layer of awareness that made every task feel charged. Drake threw himself into the work with renewed determination, painting the remaining sections of the hallway and repairing a section of guttering that had come loose during the recent rain. The physical effort helped to quiet the worst of the looping thoughts, but it could not entirely drown out the awareness of Pamela’s presence as she moved through the house. She brought him tea at regular intervals, standing in the doorway or beside him as he worked, and each time she did so he felt her eyes on him in that new, interested way. The burgundy satin blouse had been replaced by one in a rich teal that caught the morning light and clung even more closely to her large breasts, the low cut revealing the smooth skin at the top of her chest as she leaned against the doorframe to watch him. The black skirt hugged her hips and bottom in the familiar way, and Drake found himself stealing glances despite the guilt that twisted in his stomach each time he did so.

She watched him with open interest as he worked, commenting on how much he had accomplished in such a short time and how determined he seemed to be in his efforts. The words carried a note of approval that made the tension between them feel more intimate than before, and Drake felt his face grow warm under her steady gaze. He pushed himself harder into the physical tasks, the roller moving back and forth across the walls with steady strokes while he tried to ignore the way her eyes followed his movements. The internal conflict was sharper now than it had been on earlier weekends, the guilt over the fantasies from the USB key and the shameful releases they had prompted mixing with the growing awareness that Pamela was watching him in a way that suggested she saw more than he wanted her to. He told himself that the interest in her gaze was only the natural result of the improving rapport between them, but the way she lingered in the doorway, the satin blouse shifting over her breasts with each small movement, made the air feel thick with something unspoken and dangerous.

By mid-afternoon the work had progressed further than he had expected, the hallway walls now covered in fresh paint and the guttering secured against the side of the house. Drake paused to stretch the stiffness from his shoulders, aware that Pamela had come to stand nearby once more, the teal satin blouse catching the light as she handed him a fresh mug of tea. She commented again on how hard he was working, her voice carrying that same appraising quality, and this time her hand rested lightly on his arm as she spoke. The touch was brief but deliberate, her fingers warm through the fabric of his shirt, and Drake felt the contact like an electric current that ran straight through the guilt and straight into the arousal he had been trying to suppress all day. He mumbled something about wanting to make himself useful and turned back to the work, but the moment lingered in his mind as he continued painting, the image of her in the low-cut satin blouse and the feel of her hand on his arm feeding the fantasies that had become more vivid with each passing weekend.

The unspoken tension remained thick in the air as the afternoon wore on, the physical labour providing a temporary distraction but doing nothing to quiet the growing awareness between them.

Pamela continued to watch him with that new interest, her eyes following his movements as he worked and her comments carrying a warmth that invited something more than simple conversation.

Drake fought to keep his focus on the tasks at hand, but the specific moments from previous weekends kept intruding, the way she had bent over in front of him, the feel of the forgotten satin blouse against his face, the near-confessions that had died on his tongue.

The guilt twisted harder with each passing hour, but so did the craving that had been building since the first visit, the sense that the tension between them was approaching a point where something would have to give.

He worked harder than ever as the light began to fade, pushing himself through the final tasks in an attempt to exhaust the conflict that refused to leave him, but even as he cleaned the brushes and prepared to stop for the evening he knew that the air would remain thick with the unspoken between them for the rest of the weekend. The pattern had shifted into something more charged, more dangerous, and Drake found himself both dreading and anticipating what might come next as he followed Pamela back inside the house.

The evening began in the same quiet, charged way the day had unfolded, with the unspoken tension from the day’s work still hanging thick in the air between them as they moved into the living room after dinner. Drake had worked harder than ever that afternoon, pushing himself through the final painting and repairs in an attempt to exhaust the awareness that had built since his arrival, but the physical effort had done little to quiet the thoughts that kept returning to the way Pamela had watched him with that new, open interest. She had changed into a fresh blouse for the evening, this one in a deep wine-red satin that caught the light from the fire and clung to the full, heavy shape of her large breasts in a way that made it difficult for him to keep his eyes on her face when she spoke. The black skirt remained, hugging her wide hips and outlining the generous roundness of her bottom as she moved about the room, setting down glasses and pouring the first glasses of wine with the same calm efficiency she had shown since the first visit.

They sat in their usual chairs by the fire, the wine flowing more freely than it had on previous evenings as the conversation turned from the practical details of the day’s work to something more personal. Pamela asked about his week with genuine interest, her eyes lingering on him in that appraising way that had become more noticeable over the recent weekends.

“You’ve been quiet today,” she said, her voice steady as she took a sip from her glass. “Even more than usual. Something on your mind?”

Drake felt the heat rise in his face and took a larger drink than he intended. “Just tired from the work, I suppose. Been pushing myself a bit hard lately.”

Pamela nodded slowly, her gaze not leaving his. “You do push yourself. I’ve noticed. It’s… different from how you used to be when you first started coming down here.”

The comment hung between them. Drake shifted in his chair, aware of how the wine-red satin blouse shifted over her large breasts as she leaned back slightly. He tried to steer the conversation back to safer ground, talking about the painting he had finished that afternoon and the guttering he had repaired, but Pamela kept drawing him back with small, pointed questions.

“You seem different these last few weekends,” she said after a while, her tone thoughtful rather than accusing. “More… attentive. Is there something you want to tell me?”

Drake laughed awkwardly and shook his head, reaching for the bottle to refill both their glasses. “Nothing in particular. Just trying to be useful, that’s all.”

The drinking continued as the evening wore on, the bottle on the table between them emptying faster than either of them seemed to notice at first. Pamela poured them both another glass without comment, and Drake accepted it, the warmth of the wine spreading through him and loosening the tight knot of tension in his chest. The conversation deepened in ways it had not before, moving into memories of past family visits and the quiet ways in which life had changed since Samuel’s illness. She spoke of her late husband with the same calm acceptance she had shown on earlier weekends, but there was a new openness in her tone now.

“You never really liked me much at the start, did you?” Drake heard himself say, the words slipping out before he could stop them. The wine had loosened his tongue more than he realised.

Pamela regarded him over the rim of her glass. “I didn’t know you very well. You were always so quiet. Kept to yourself. I thought you were a bit… meek.”

Drake let out a short, self-deprecating laugh. “I am meek. Or I was. Still am, most of the time.”

She tilted her head slightly, studying him. “And yet here you are, coming down every weekend, working yourself to the bone on this house. Why?”

The question sat between them. Drake took another drink, the alcohol buzzing in his head and making the careful walls he usually kept in place feel thinner than they should have been. He looked at her across the firelight, at the way the wine-red satin clung to her large breasts and the black skirt hugged the full curve of her bottom, and the words he had been holding back for weeks began to rise.

“I’ve always had a crush on you,” he said suddenly, the confession coming out in a rush. His voice was slightly slurred but clear enough. “For years. Even before… before everything with Samuel. You were always so… strict. So in control. The way you dress, those satin blouses and skirts… it does something to me. I’ve thought about it for a long time.”

Pamela did not interrupt. She simply watched him, her expression calm but with a flicker of something sharper in her eyes. Drake kept going, the wine making it impossible to stop now that he had started.

“It’s more than that,” he continued, leaning forward in his chair. “I have these… these desires. Perverse ones. I’ve had them for years. I imagine being dominated by a woman like you. A strict older woman who takes control completely. Makes me wear nappies. Puts a dummy in my mouth. Dresses me in shiny sissy clothes, frilly rompers and satin dresses. Spanks me when I’m bad. Makes me small and obedient and… and dependent.”

He stopped for breath, his face burning with shame even as the words kept coming.

“I’ve wanted that for so long. To be forced into it. To have no choice. To be punished and humiliated and looked after all at once. It’s sick, I know it is. But it’s what I think about. What I’ve always thought about. And you… you’ve always been the one I pictured when those thoughts came.”

Pamela remained silent for a long moment, the firelight catching the sheen of the wine-red satin blouse as she sat back in her chair. She took a slow sip of her wine, her eyes never leaving his face.

“You’ve thought about me doing those things to you,” she said at last, her voice quiet but steady. “Making you wear nappies. Dressing you up like a girl. Spanking you.”

Drake nodded, unable to look away from her. The shame was overwhelming, but so was the strange relief of having finally spoken the words aloud.

“Yes,” he said. “More than that, sometimes. Darker things. Being beaten properly. Whipped. Made to cry and beg. Turned into something… broken and remade the way you wanted. I’ve never told anyone. Never even come close. But with you… it’s always been you in my head.”

Pamela set her glass down on the small table beside her chair. She studied him for a long moment, the air between them heavy with everything he had just confessed.

“And you’ve been carrying this around all these years,” she said. “Even when you first started coming here to help with the house. Even during the funeral.”

Drake nodded again, his voice quieter now. “I tried not to. Tried to push it down. But every time I saw you in those satin blouses and skirts… it got worse. And these last few weekends, with you being friendlier, touching my arm, watching me the way you have… it’s been harder to keep it buried.”

Pamela picked up her glass again and took another slow sip, her eyes still fixed on him. The tension in the room had shifted into something new, something heavier and more charged than it had been before the confession began.

“You’ve been fighting the urge to tell me,” she said. It was not a question.

“Yes,” Drake admitted. “More than once. I nearly said something last weekend. And the one before. But I always backed out at the last second. The guilt… the shame of it… it stops me. But tonight… with the wine… I couldn’t hold it in anymore.”

He looked down at his hands, suddenly unable to meet her gaze.

“I know how it sounds. I know it’s wrong. You’re Maggie’s mother. You’re older. You’ve never even liked me much. But I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About you doing those things to me. About being your… your sissy. Your baby. Your thing to control and punish and look after however you wanted.”

The words hung in the air between them. Drake felt the full weight of what he had just revealed settle over him, the alcohol buzzing in his head and the shame burning hot in his chest. He had said too much. Far too much. But now that it was out, he could not take it back.

Pamela remained silent for another long moment, the fire crackling softly in the grate. Then she spoke again, her voice calm and measured.

“You’ve thought about me making you call me Mummy.”

Drake’s face burned hotter. He nodded without looking up.

“Yes,” he said quietly. “That too. More than anything.”

The confession was complete. Everything he had kept hidden for years was now laid bare between them, raw and exposed in the low light of the room. Drake sat in his chair, his heart pounding, waiting for whatever came next.

The confession spilled out in a rush once it had begun, the wine loosening Drake’s tongue in a way that made it impossible to stop. He sat forward in his chair, the words tumbling out as he tried to explain the full shape of the desires he had carried for so long.

“It’s not just the nappies,” he said, his voice low and unsteady. “It’s everything that comes with it. Being made small. Being treated like I’m not a man anymore. You… you’d make me wear them all the time. Thick ones that show under the clothes. Plastic pants over the top so everyone could hear them crinkle. And a dummy. One of those big ones on a ribbon, clipped to a frilly bib. You’d make me suck on it while I did chores around the house. While I cleaned. While I knelt at your feet.”

Pamela watched him without interrupting, the firelight catching the deep wine-red satin of her blouse as it clung to the full curve of her large breasts. She took a slow sip from her glass, her eyes steady on his face.

“And the clothes,” Drake continued, the words coming faster now. “Shiny satin rompers. Pink ones with frills and lace. Short ones that barely cover anything. You’d dress me in them every morning. Button me into them yourself. Make me curtsey and thank you for it. And when I was bad… when I didn’t do something right… you’d put me over your knee. Pull the romper down and spank me until I cried. Until I promised to be good.”

He swallowed hard, the shame burning hot in his chest even as he kept speaking.

“Sometimes it goes further in my head. You’d cane me. Proper strokes, across my bare arse, while I was bent over the arm of the sofa. You’d make me count them. Thank you after each one. And afterwards… you’d make me thank you in other ways too. On my knees. With my mouth. While I was still wearing the nappy and the satin.”

Pamela set her glass down. A small, quiet laugh escaped her, low and genuine, though there was no cruelty in it. It was the sound of someone who had just heard something unexpected and strangely compelling.

“You really have thought about this a great deal,” she said, her voice calm but carrying a note of something warmer beneath it. “All of it. The nappies. The dummy. The frilly satin. Being spanked and caned like a naughty child. And more.”

Drake nodded, unable to meet her eyes for a moment. “It’s been in my head for years. I’ve tried to push it away. Tried to be normal. But it always comes back. Stronger each time. And when I saw you at the funeral… in that black satin blouse and skirt… it was like everything I’d ever imagined was suddenly right in front of me.”

Pamela leaned back in her chair. The satin of her blouse shifted across her breasts as she moved, the firelight sliding over the smooth fabric.

“And you’ve never told anyone,” she said. It was not quite a question.

“Never,” Drake replied. “Not Maggie. Not anyone. I kept it all locked away. But these last few weekends… with you being friendlier… with the way you’ve been looking at me… I couldn’t keep pretending anymore.”

Pamela was quiet for a moment, her fingers resting lightly on the stem of her glass. When she spoke again, her voice was softer but still carried that same steady authority.

“You want me to do these things to you,” she said. “Not just think about them. You want me to actually put you in nappies. Dress you in satin. Spank you. Cane you. Make you call me Mummy.”

Drake’s face burned. He nodded.

“Yes,” he said quietly. “I do. Even though I know how wrong it is. Even though you’re Maggie’s mother. Even though you never really liked me before. I still want it. I’ve wanted it for so long I don’t know how to want anything else anymore.”

Pamela let out another small laugh, this one lighter than the first. There was no mockery in it, only a kind of surprised amusement mixed with something else that made her eyes darken slightly.

“You really are full of surprises, Drake,” she said. She picked up her glass again and took a slow sip, watching him over the rim. “All this time I thought you were just quiet and a bit dull. And now I find out you’ve been sitting there imagining me turning you into my little sissy baby. Making you wet yourself. Making you beg.”

Drake swallowed hard. The shame was almost overwhelming, but so was the strange, twisted relief of having it all out in the open.

“I know how it sounds,” he said. “I know it’s perverse. Sick, even. But it’s what I think about. What I’ve always thought about. And lately… it’s been getting worse. Every time I come here. Every time I see you in those satin blouses and skirts. I go home and I can’t stop thinking about it. About you doing it for real.”

Pamela tilted her head slightly, studying him with that same steady gaze.

“And these thoughts,” she said. “These detailed little scenarios you’ve built in your head. Have you written any of them down? Do you have more of them somewhere?”

Drake hesitated, then nodded.

“Yes,” he admitted. “I’ve written some of them. Not all. But enough. Long ones. Very detailed. I have a USB full of them, about you doing exactly these things to me. About being your sissy. Your baby. Your thing to control however you wanted.”

Pamela’s mouth curved into a small, intrigued smile.

“I see,” she said softly. “And you’ve been keeping all of that hidden away while you came here every weekend and worked on my house like a good, meek little man.”

She let the words hang in the air for a moment, then leaned forward slightly, the wine-red satin blouse shifting across her large breasts as she did so.

“Tell me more,” she said. “About what you imagine me doing to you. Don’t stop now. You’ve already said the worst of it. You might as well finish.”

Drake looked at her across the firelight, his heart pounding. The confession was already out. There was no taking it back. And the way she was looking at him now, curious, amused, and unmistakably interested, made something deep inside him both terrified and desperately relieved.

He took another shaky breath and began to speak again.

The confession had left the air in the room heavy and charged, the fire burning low in the grate as Drake sat forward in his chair, his face flushed from both the wine and the raw exposure of everything he had just said. Pamela remained quiet for a long moment after he finished speaking, her eyes fixed on him with an expression that was no longer simply curious. She took another slow sip from her glass, the wine-red satin blouse shifting across her large breasts as she leaned back slightly.

“You’ve really thought all of that through,” she said at last, her voice calm but carrying a new edge. “The nappies. The dummy. The satin rompers. Being spanked and caned. Being made to serve on your knees. All of it.”

Drake nodded, unable to look away from her. “Yes. For years. It’s not just passing thoughts. It’s what I want. What I’ve always wanted. And lately it’s been getting worse. Especially here. With you.”

Pamela let out a small, soft laugh. There was no cruelty in it, only a kind of surprised amusement that made her eyes darken.

“You want me to be your Mummy,” she said. It was not a question.

Drake swallowed hard. “Yes. I do. I want you to take control of me completely. To decide what I wear. What I do. When I’m punished. When I’m rewarded. I want to be small for you. Helpless. Yours to do with as you please.”

Pamela set her glass down on the small table beside her chair. She studied him for another long moment, the firelight catching the sheen of the satin as it clung to her chest.

“And you’ve been carrying this around every time you’ve come here,” she said. “Working on the house. Sitting across from me at dinner. All the while imagining me putting you in a nappy and a frilly satin romper and spanking you until you cry.”

“Yes,” Drake admitted, his voice quieter now. “I’ve tried to stop. I really have. But I can’t. And these last few weekends… with the way you’ve been looking at me… it’s become impossible to ignore.”

Pamela picked up her glass again and took another slow sip, her eyes never leaving his face.

“You almost told me before,” she said. “Didn’t you? Last weekend. And the one before.”

Drake nodded. “I came close. More than once. But I always backed out. The guilt. The shame. I kept telling myself it was wrong. That you’d be disgusted.”

Pamela was quiet again for a moment. Then she spoke, her voice low and steady.

“From now on,” she said, “when we’re alone, you will call me Mummy.”

Drake blinked, the words taking a moment to register through the haze of the wine.

“What?” he said.

“You heard me,” Pamela replied. Her tone was calm but carried that same commanding quality that had always stirred something deep in him. “When it’s just the two of us, you will address me as Mummy. Not Pamela. Not Mrs anything. Mummy.”

Drake stared at her, his heart pounding. The words sent a fresh wave of heat through him.

“You… you want me to call you that?” he asked.

“I do,” Pamela said. She leaned forward slightly, the satin blouse shifting across her large breasts. “If you’re going to sit there and tell me these things, then you can start by using the proper name. Right now. Say it.”

Drake hesitated, the word sitting heavy on his tongue.

“Mummy,” he said at last, barely above a whisper.

“Again,” she said. “Louder.”

“Mummy,” Drake repeated, his face burning.

“Better,” Pamela said. She sat back in her chair, still watching him. “From now on, that’s what you call me when we’re alone. Understand?”

“Yes… Mummy.”

Pamela’s smile widened slightly. She picked up the bottle and refilled both their glasses.

“Good boy.”

The words sent another jolt through Drake. He took the glass she offered with shaking hands and drank deeply. The confession and the new instruction had left him feeling exposed and strangely relieved at the same time. He kept drinking as the evening stretched on, the conversation continuing in a haze of wine and raw honesty. Pamela asked more questions, drawing out more details about the perverse desires he had carried for so long, and Drake answered them, the barriers he had kept in place for years now completely broken down.

He told her more about the shameful imaginings that had lived in his head for years. About being made to wet himself on purpose. About being changed like an infant while she spoke to him in that calm, condescending tone. About being dressed in shiny satin and frills and paraded in front of mirrors so he could see what she had turned him into. Pamela listened without judgement, occasionally asking for more detail, her eyes dark with interest.

As the night grew later and the wine continued to flow, Drake’s words became more slurred and his movements slower. The exhaustion of the day’s work combined with the heavy drinking finally caught up with him. His head began to nod, his eyes struggling to stay open.

Before he could fully slip away, Pamela spoke again, her voice cutting through the fog in his head.

“Next time you come,” she said, “you will bring that USB key with you. The one with all your stories on it. I want to see them. I want to read exactly what you’ve written about these desires of yours.”

Drake’s eyes fluttered open for a moment. He looked at her blearily, the words taking time to register.

“The… USB?” he mumbled.

“Yes,” Pamela said firmly. “Bring it with you next weekend. I want to read every word you’ve written. Do you understand?”

Drake nodded slowly, his head heavy.

“Yes… Mummy,” he slurred. “I’ll bring it.”

“Good,” Pamela said. She watched him for another moment, then added, “Now sleep.”

Drake’s head fell back against the chair. Within moments his breathing had deepened into the heavy rhythm of unconsciousness, the wine and exhaustion finally claiming him completely.

Pamela remained seated for a long time after he had passed out, the firelight playing across the wine-red satin blouse that still clung to her large breasts. She studied the sleeping man across from her, taking in the way his body had gone slack and the way his face looked younger and more vulnerable in sleep. A slow, predatory smile curved her lips. She stood up slowly, smoothing the black skirt over her hips and bottom. For a long moment she simply stood there, looking down at Drake with that same new, interested expression.

“Sleep well, little one,” she murmured. “We’ll have a lot to discuss when you wake up. And next weekend… you’ll be bringing me those stories.”

She turned and walked out of the room, leaving him there in the chair by the dying fire, the weight of everything he had confessed and the order she had given him still hanging in the air around him.


Chapter Five

The morning light filtered weakly through the curtains of the living room as Drake slowly regained consciousness. His head throbbed with a dull, insistent pain, and his mouth felt dry and sour from the wine. For several long moments he remained still in the armchair, trying to piece together the events of the previous night. The fire had long since gone out, leaving the room cool and dim. As the memories began to surface, the heavy drinking, the way the conversation had deepened, and then the sudden, unstoppable rush of words that had poured out of him, a cold wave of mortification crashed over him.

He had told her everything.

Drake sat up slowly, wincing at the movement. His stomach churned with a mixture of hangover and shame. He could remember the look on Pamela’s face as he had confessed his secret longings, the way she had listened without interrupting while he described the perverse desires he had carried for years. He could remember calling her Mummy at her instruction, and the way the word had felt both humiliating and strangely right on his tongue. Worst of all, he could remember her telling him to bring the USB key next weekend so she could read the stories he had written.

Panic rose in his chest. What had he done?

He pushed himself out of the chair on unsteady legs and made his way to the kitchen, where he could hear the faint sounds of movement. Pamela was already up, standing at the stove in a soft cream satin blouse that caught the morning light and clung to the full shape of her large breasts. The black skirt from the night before had been replaced by a simple grey one that hugged her hips and outlined the generous curve of her bottom as she moved. She turned when she heard him enter, her expression calm and unreadable.

“Morning,” she said evenly. “There’s tea in the pot if you want some. You look like you need it.”

Drake hovered in the doorway, unable to meet her eyes. His face burned with embarrassment.

“Pamela… about last night…” he began, his voice hoarse. “I… I don’t know what came over me. The wine… I said things I shouldn’t have. Things that weren’t appropriate. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to… to burden you with all of that.”

Pamela poured herself a cup of tea and turned to face him properly. She leaned back against the counter, the satin blouse shifting across her chest as she did so.

“You were drunk,” she said simply. “People say all sorts of things when they’ve had too much to drink.”

Drake nodded quickly, latching onto the excuse. “Exactly. It was the wine talking. None of it was… real. I mean, not in the way it sounded. I was just rambling. I didn’t mean any of it.”

Pamela took a slow sip from her cup, her eyes studying him over the rim.

“Is that so?” she asked mildly. “Because it sounded rather detailed for something that wasn’t real. All those specifics about nappies and satin rompers and being spanked until you cried. That didn’t sound like the kind of thing someone just makes up on the spot after a few glasses of wine.”

Drake’s face grew even hotter. He shifted his weight uncomfortably, wishing the floor would open up and swallow him.

“I… I was just talking nonsense,” he insisted, though even to his own ears the words sounded weak. “It was stupid. I’m sorry. Really. Can we just… pretend it never happened? I won’t bring it up again. And I won’t… I won’t make things awkward between us.”

Pamela set her cup down on the counter. She crossed her arms beneath her breasts, the movement causing the satin to pull tighter across them.

“You want me to forget everything you said last night,” she said. It was not quite a question.

“Yes,” Drake replied quickly. “Please. It was a mistake. A drunken mistake. I don’t want you to think… I don’t want things to be strange now. Especially with Maggie. I don’t want her to ever find out I said any of that.”

At the mention of her daughter’s name, Pamela’s expression shifted slightly. She regarded him for a long moment before speaking again.

“I’m not going to tell Maggie,” she said. “What you said last night stays between us. I’m not in the habit of repeating private conversations, particularly ones that were clearly difficult for you to have.”

Drake felt a small measure of relief at that, though it was quickly overshadowed by the lingering shame.

“Thank you,” he said quietly. “I appreciate that. And I’m sorry. Again. I shouldn’t have put you in that position.”

Pamela was quiet for another moment. Then she spoke, her voice steady and without any trace of judgement.

“You went up in my estimation last night, Drake.”

He blinked, caught off guard by the words.

“What?”

“You heard me,” Pamela said. She picked up her cup again and took another sip. “I always thought you were rather boring. Meek. The sort of man who keeps his head down and doesn’t cause any trouble. Last night you showed me something else. Something much more interesting.”

Drake stared at her, unsure how to respond. The mortification was still there, thick and heavy in his chest, but her words had thrown him off balance.

“I don’t… I don’t understand,” he said.

Pamela set her cup down once more and looked at him directly.

“You told me the truth,” she said. “You told me something you’ve clearly been carrying around for a very long time. Something deeply personal and, by your own admission, shameful to you. That takes a certain kind of courage, even if it was helped along by too much wine. Most men in your position would have kept it buried forever. You didn’t.”

Drake didn’t know what to say. He stood there in the kitchen doorway, hungover and ashamed, while Pamela watched him with that same calm, appraising gaze.

“I’m not going to pretend last night didn’t happen,” she continued. “And I’m not going to pretend I wasn’t intrigued by what you told me. But I also meant what I said. I’m not going to tell Maggie. What you choose to do with those desires of yours is your business. Though I will say this…”

She paused, her eyes holding his.

“If you meant even half of what you said last night, then we have a great deal to talk about. But that can wait until you’re sober and have had time to think. For now, drink your tea. You look like death.”

Drake remained rooted to the spot for several long seconds, the weight of her words settling over him. The mortification had not lessened, but alongside it was something else, a strange, uneasy sense that the ground beneath him had shifted in a way he did not yet fully understand. He moved slowly to the table and sat down, accepting the cup of tea she poured for him without another word.

The silence stretched between them, heavy with everything that had been said and everything that had not yet been addressed.

The rest of the morning passed in a haze of awkward politeness and careful avoidance. Drake drank the tea Pamela had poured for him in near silence, the hot liquid doing little to ease the pounding in his head or the heavy weight of shame sitting in his chest. Every time he glanced at her, standing at the counter in her cream satin blouse that clung softly to the full shape of her large breasts, the events of the previous night came rushing back. He could still hear his own voice, slurred and desperate, spilling out the secret longings he had kept hidden for years. He could still feel the burn of embarrassment at having called her Mummy when she had instructed him to, and the way she had so calmly told him to bring the USB key with him next weekend so she could read what he had written.

He tried several times to steer the conversation back to safer ground, to pretend that none of it had happened.

“I really was just drunk,” he said again, staring down into his cup. “I don’t want you to think I’m… that I’m some kind of pervert or anything. It was stupid. I’m sorry I put you in that position.”

Pamela turned from the counter and looked at him steadily. The satin of her blouse shifted as she moved, catching the morning light.

“You’ve already apologised several times,” she said. “And I’ve already told you I’m not going to mention any of it to Maggie. There’s no need to keep circling back to it like you’re expecting me to suddenly change my mind and ring her.”

Drake nodded quickly, though the reassurance did little to settle the anxious twisting in his stomach.

“I just… I don’t want things to be strange between us now,” he said. “I value being able to come down here and help. I don’t want to have ruined that.”

Pamela took a slow sip of her own tea, her eyes still on him.

“You haven’t ruined anything,” she said. “If anything, you went up in my estimation. I always thought you were rather boring. A bit meek. The sort of man who keeps everything locked away and never causes any trouble. Last night you showed me there’s more to you than that. Something much more interesting.”

Drake felt his face grow hot again. He looked away, focusing on the steam rising from his cup.

“I don’t know about that,” he muttered. “It was just the wine talking.”

Pamela didn’t reply immediately. She simply watched him for a few more seconds before turning back to the counter. The silence stretched between them, thick with everything that had been said and everything that had not.

Later, as he prepared to leave, the tension remained. Pamela walked him to the door, the cream satin blouse still clinging to her chest and the grey skirt hugging the curve of her hips and bottom. She didn’t mention the confession again, but when she spoke, her voice carried a new note of authority.

“Drive carefully,” she said. “And remember what I told you last night. When you come back next weekend, bring that USB key with you. I want to see those stories.”

Drake hesitated on the doorstep, the words catching in his throat. Part of him wanted to argue, to insist again that it had all been a drunken mistake, but the look in her eyes stopped him. He simply nodded.

“Yes,” he said quietly. “I’ll bring it.”

Pamela gave a small, satisfied nod.

“Good. I’ll see you then.”

The drive home felt longer than usual. Drake kept the radio off, the silence inside the car filled only with the steady hum of the engine and the relentless replay of the previous night in his mind. Every mile that passed seemed to make the shame sharper. He had told his mother-in-law about his most private and perverse desires. He had admitted to wanting her to treat him like a helpless child, to dress him in nappies and shiny satin, to spank and dominate him. And she had not recoiled in disgust. Instead, she had listened. She had asked questions. She had told him to call her Mummy and to bring his written stories for her to read.

By the time he pulled into his own driveway, the sun had already begun to set. The house was quiet when he let himself in. He moved through the rooms on autopilot, putting his bag down and hanging up his coat. Upstairs, the bedroom door was slightly ajar. He pushed it open gently and found Maggie already in bed, half-asleep, the bedside lamp still on.

She stirred as he entered, blinking slowly up at him.

“You’re back,” she murmured, her voice thick with sleep. “How was everything? Did you manage to get much done?”

Drake sat on the edge of the bed and began to unbutton his shirt, trying to keep his voice steady.

“Yeah,” he said. “Got quite a bit of painting finished. The front room’s looking better.”

Maggie made a small, contented sound and shifted under the covers.

“That’s good,” she said. “And how’s everything with Mummy? Is she coping all right? Are you looking after her properly?”

Drake froze, his fingers still on the buttons of his shirt. His heart gave a sudden, hard thud in his chest.

“What did you say?” he asked, his voice sharper than he intended.

Maggie opened her eyes a little more, frowning slightly at his tone.

“I asked if you were looking after Mummy,” she repeated, sounding confused. “Why? What’s wrong?”

Drake stared at her, the panic rising so quickly it made his head spin.

“Why are you calling her that?” he asked. “Mummy? Why would you call her that?”

Maggie pushed herself up onto one elbow, her frown deepening.

“What are you talking about?” she said. “She’s my mummy. What else am I supposed to call her? You’re being weird, Drake.”

He felt foolish immediately. The panic drained away as quickly as it had come, leaving behind a cold, embarrassed flush across his face. Of course she would call her mother that. It was normal. It was what daughters called their mothers. He had reacted as though the word itself was some kind of accusation, as though Maggie somehow knew what he had said the night before.

“Sorry,” he muttered, turning away to finish undressing. “I’m just tired. Long drive. Long weekend.”

Maggie watched him for a moment longer before settling back down against the pillows.

“You’re being strange,” she said again, though her voice was softer now, already slipping back towards sleep. “Just go to bed. You look exhausted.”

Drake climbed in beside her and turned off the lamp, lying stiffly on his back in the darkness. His heart was still beating too fast. He stared up at the ceiling, the realisation settling over him like a weight.

That could have been a costly mistake.

If he reacted like that every time someone used the word “Mummy” in a normal, everyday context, it wouldn’t take long for people to notice something was wrong. Especially Maggie. He would have to be more careful. Much more careful. The things he had said to Pamela could not be allowed to bleed into his real life. Not like that.

Beside him, Maggie had already drifted back into sleep, her breathing slow and even. Drake lay awake for a long time afterwards, the events of the weekend replaying behind his eyes. The confession. The way Pamela had looked at him. Her instruction to bring the USB key. And now this small, foolish moment of panic that had nearly given him away before he had even had time to process what he had done.

He turned onto his side, facing away from his wife, and closed his eyes. Sleep did not come easily.


Chapter Six

The following Friday evening, Drake arrived at Pamela’s house with a heavier sense of anticipation than he had felt on any previous visit. The drive had been long and quiet, the radio turned low while his mind turned over everything that had happened the weekend before. He had spent the entire week trying to push the memory of his confession to the back of his mind, telling himself that it had been nothing more than a drunken mistake brought on by too much wine and the charged atmosphere between them. Yet every time he thought about it, the shame returned with fresh intensity, along with the clear memory of Pamela’s calm instruction to bring the USB key with him this time.

He had brought it. It sat in the inside pocket of his jacket like a small, dangerous weight, and he had no idea what he was going to do with it.

Pamela opened the door before he had even reached it, as though she had been watching for his car. She was dressed in a deep emerald green satin blouse that caught the last of the evening light and clung closely to the full, heavy shape of her large breasts. The black skirt she wore hugged her wide hips and outlined the generous roundness of her bottom with the same fitted precision as before. There was something different in the way she looked at him now, a quiet, knowing quality in her gaze that had not been there before his confession.

“You’re on time,” she said as she stepped back to let him inside. “I wasn’t sure if you would come.”

Drake stepped into the hallway and set his bag down, avoiding her eyes.

“I said I would,” he replied quietly.

Pamela closed the door behind him. For a moment neither of them spoke. Then she said, “Did you bring what I asked for?”

Drake hesitated, then reached into his jacket and pulled out the small USB key. He held it out to her without looking up.

Pamela took it from him, her fingers brushing his for the briefest second. She turned the small device over in her hand once before slipping it into the pocket of her skirt.

“Good,” she said. “We’ll look at that later. First, I want to see these stories you mentioned. The ones on the website.”

Drake felt his stomach tighten.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” he said. “Last weekend… I was drunk. I said a lot of things I shouldn’t have. I’d rather we just forgot about it.”

Pamela regarded him steadily for a moment, then turned and walked towards the kitchen without replying. Drake followed her, the tension already thick between them.

They ate a simple meal together at the kitchen table. Pamela kept the conversation light at first, asking about his week and how the children were, but Drake could feel her watching him. Every time he glanced up, her eyes were on him, calm and assessing. The emerald green satin blouse shifted with her movements, the fabric sliding over her large breasts in a way that made it difficult for him to keep his thoughts steady.

After they had finished eating, Pamela poured them both a glass of wine and carried them through to the living room. The fire had already been lit, casting a warm glow across the room. She sat in her usual chair and gestured for Drake to sit opposite her.

“Show me the website,” she said.

Drake remained standing for a moment, the glass of wine in his hand.

“Pamela, please,” he said. “I really don’t think this is a good idea. What I said last weekend… it was a mistake. I was drunk and I wasn’t thinking clearly. I don’t want to make things any more awkward than they already are.”

Pamela took a sip of her wine and set the glass down on the small table beside her.

“You brought the USB key,” she said. “That tells me you didn’t completely dismiss what happened last weekend. Now show me the website. I want to see these stories for myself.”

Drake hesitated for several long seconds before finally sitting down and pulling out his laptop. His hands felt clumsy as he opened it and navigated to the site. He had bookmarked several of the darker stories, the ones that most closely matched the shameful longings he had described to her. He hesitated again with the cursor hovering over the first link.

“Pamela…” he began.

“Read it,” she said quietly. “Or let me read it. Either way, I want to see what you’ve been looking at all this time.”

Drake swallowed hard and clicked on the link. The story loaded on the screen between them. It was one of the longer ones, a detailed account of an older woman who had taken complete control of a younger man, dressing him in nappies and shiny satin clothes, forcing him into a state of complete dependence and humiliation. Drake kept his eyes fixed on the screen, unable to look at her as the words filled the space between them.

Pamela leaned forward slightly to read. The emerald green satin blouse shifted as she moved, catching the firelight. She read in silence for several minutes, her expression unreadable. When she finally spoke, her voice was calm.

“This is very detailed,” she said. “You’ve clearly spent a lot of time with these kinds of stories.”

Drake felt his face burn.

“I told you,” he said. “It was just something I read sometimes. It doesn’t mean anything.”

Pamela looked up from the screen and met his eyes.

“It means something,” she said. “You wouldn’t have told me about it if it didn’t. You wouldn’t have described it in such detail if these were just stories you read casually. You want this. Or at least part of you does.”

Drake looked away, staring into the fire.

“I don’t know what I want anymore,” he said quietly. “I’ve spent so long trying to ignore it. Trying to be normal. And then last weekend I just… I couldn’t stop myself from saying it all out loud.”

Pamela was quiet for a moment. Then she reached out and closed the laptop gently.

“We’ll read more later,” she said. “For now, I want you to tell me something. When you imagine these things happening, when you picture me doing these things to you… do you want it to be real? Or is it only ever going to stay in your head?”

Drake stared at the closed laptop, his heart beating hard in his chest. The question hung between them, heavy and unavoidable.

“I don’t know,” he said at last. “I’ve never let myself think that far. It’s always just been… fantasies. Things I think about when I’m alone. I never expected to actually say any of it out loud. Especially not to you.”

Pamela picked up her glass of wine again and took a slow sip, watching him over the rim.

“Well,” she said softly. “You’ve said it now. And I’m still here. I haven’t thrown you out or called Maggie. I’m sitting here asking you questions about it. So perhaps you should start thinking about what that means.”

Drake didn’t reply. He sat in silence, the fire crackling softly between them, the weight of everything he had confessed and everything she had asked pressing down on him. The USB key was still in her pocket. The stories were still on his laptop. And the weekend had only just begun.

The fire had burned lower by the time Pamela picked up the laptop again. She opened it without asking and scrolled through the list of stories Drake had shown her earlier. He sat across from her, his hands clenched tightly in his lap, watching her with a mixture of dread and something he could not fully name. The emerald green satin blouse she wore caught the firelight as she moved, the fabric clinging to the full shape of her large breasts. The black skirt hugged her hips and bottom in the same fitted way it always did, and every small movement she made seemed to draw his eyes against his will.

She stopped on one particular story and clicked on it. Drake recognised it immediately. It was one of the darkest ones he had saved, the one that went furthest into the territory he had only ever allowed himself to think about in the most private moments.

“This one,” Pamela said, her voice calm. “This is the one I want to read.”

Drake shifted uncomfortably in his chair.

“Pamela, please,” he said. “That one’s… it’s too much. I don’t think you should read that one.”

She looked up at him, her eyes steady.

“I want to understand exactly what goes through your head when you think about these things,” she said. “If this is what you imagine, then I want to see it. All of it.”

She began to read aloud.

The story described a younger man who had been taken in hand by an older woman. She had stripped away every part of his old life, forced him into nappies and thick plastic pants, dressed him in shiny satin rompers and frilly dresses, and kept him in a constant state of helplessness and humiliation. The woman in the story was strict and unyielding. She spanked him, caned him, and used him however she pleased, all while speaking to him in that calm, condescending tone that reduced him to something small and obedient. The details were explicit and unrelenting.

Pamela read in a steady, measured voice, pausing occasionally to take a sip of wine. Drake sat frozen in his chair, his face burning as the words filled the room. He wanted to ask her to stop, but the part of him that had confessed everything the previous weekend kept him silent. He had opened this door. Now she was walking through it.

When she reached a particularly detailed section describing the man being forced to wet himself while the woman watched and praised him in that mocking, maternal way, Pamela paused and looked up.

“Is this what you want?” she asked quietly. “To be treated like this? To have someone take every bit of control away from you and leave you with nothing?”

Drake’s mouth was dry. He nodded once, barely.

“Yes,” he said. “At least… part of me does. The part I’ve never let out before.”

Pamela studied him for a moment longer, then closed the laptop gently and set it aside.

“Stand up,” she said.

Drake blinked.

“What?”

“Stand up,” she repeated, her voice still calm but carrying a new note of authority. “And take off your clothes. Everything except your boxers.”

Drake stared at her, his heart suddenly pounding hard in his chest.

“Pamela, I...”

“Mummy,” she corrected, her eyes never leaving his. “When we’re alone, you call me Mummy. We agreed on that last weekend. Or have you already forgotten?”

Drake swallowed hard. The word sat heavy on his tongue.

“Mummy,” he said quietly. “I don’t think this is a good idea. I’m not… I’m not ready for this.”

Pamela remained seated, watching him with that same steady gaze.

“You told me last weekend that you wanted me to take control,” she said. “You described exactly this kind of thing. Being made small. Being told what to do. Being humiliated. And now that I’m telling you to do something very simple, you’re hesitating.”

She tilted her head slightly.

“Or was it all just talk? Something you only wanted to say when you were drunk and safe behind a screen?”

Drake felt the shame rise hot in his face. He stood up slowly, his legs unsteady. His hands moved to the buttons of his shirt, but they felt clumsy and slow. He undid them one by one, the fabric parting to reveal his chest. He shrugged the shirt off and let it fall to the floor. Then he unbuckled his belt and pushed his trousers down, stepping out of them until he stood there in nothing but his boxers.

The room felt much colder suddenly. He stood in front of her, exposed in a way that went far beyond simply being undressed. His body felt awkward and vulnerable under her gaze.

Pamela looked at him for a long moment. Then she gestured to the floor in front of her chair.

“Kneel,” she said.

Drake hesitated again.

“Please,” he said. “This is… this is too fast. I don’t know if I can...”

“Kneel,” Pamela repeated, her voice firmer this time. “Now.”

Drake lowered himself slowly to his knees on the rug in front of her chair. The position felt strange and exposing. He kept his eyes down, unable to meet hers.

Pamela shifted slightly in her seat. She extended one leg and rested her foot lightly against the front of his boxers. The pressure was gentle at first, almost casual. She pressed her toes against him, feeling the shape of him through the thin fabric.

Drake’s breath caught. He started to pull back, but her foot remained where it was.

“Stay still,” she said quietly. “I want to see how you react when I touch you like this.”

Her toes moved slowly, pressing and rubbing in small, deliberate motions. The sensation was both humiliating and intensely arousing. Drake felt himself hardening despite the shame burning through him. He kept his hands clenched at his sides, fighting the urge to cover himself or pull away.

“This is what you’ve been thinking about, isn’t it?” Pamela said. Her voice was calm, almost conversational. “Being touched like this while you’re on your knees. Being made to feel small and exposed.”

Drake nodded once, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes… Mummy.”

Pamela pressed a little harder with her foot, watching his face carefully.

“And you like it,” she said. “Even though you’re ashamed. Even though part of you wants to run away right now. You still like it.”

Drake closed his eyes for a moment, the conflict raging inside him. The shame was overwhelming, but so was the arousal. He could feel himself straining against her foot, and the knowledge that she could feel it too only made everything worse.

“Yes,” he admitted quietly. “I like it. I hate that I like it, but I do.”

Pamela withdrew her foot slowly and sat back in her chair. She picked up her glass of wine again and took a sip, her eyes still on him.

“Good,” she said. “Then we’ll continue. Stay where you are for now. I want to read a little more of that story to you. And this time, I want you to listen very carefully.”

She opened the laptop again and began to read aloud once more, her voice steady and unhurried. Drake remained kneeling in front of her, the firelight warm against his bare skin, the weight of her gaze and the sound of her voice filling the room around him. The tension that had been building between them for weeks had finally broken into something new, something that could no longer be undone.

Pamela continued reading in that same calm, measured voice, the words from the story filling the quiet room as the fire crackled softly behind her. Drake remained kneeling on the rug in front of her chair, his body exposed in nothing but his boxers, the position already making him feel small and vulnerable. The emerald green satin blouse she wore shifted with every small movement she made, the fabric clinging to the full, heavy shape of her large breasts. The black skirt hugged her hips and bottom as she sat back comfortably, one leg crossed over the other.

She reached out with her foot again, this time pressing it more firmly against the front of his boxers. The pressure was no longer casual. Her toes found the shape of him and pressed down with deliberate intent, rubbing slowly back and forth. Drake’s breath hitched, and he had to fight the urge to close his legs or pull away.

“Stay still,” Pamela said without looking up from the screen. “I want you to listen to the story while I touch you like this.”

Drake nodded, though she wasn’t looking at him. His voice came out quiet and strained.

“Yes, Mummy.”

The word still felt strange and shameful on his tongue, but he said it anyway. The sound of it seemed to please her, because she pressed a little harder with her foot, her toes moving in slow, insistent circles.

The story continued. The woman in it was now punishing her charge for some imagined disobedience, forcing him to stand with his legs apart while she used her foot to torment him in much the same way Pamela was doing now. Drake tried to focus on the words, but the physical sensation kept pulling his attention away. He was already hard, straining against the thin fabric of his boxers, and he knew she could feel it.

Pamela read another paragraph, then suddenly drew her foot back and delivered a sharp, unexpected kick directly to his balls. The impact was sudden and brutal. Drake let out a choked sound and doubled over, his hands instinctively moving to cover himself as the pain exploded through his groin. He dropped forward onto one hand, gasping, his forehead nearly touching the rug.

Pamela laughed. It was a low, genuine laugh, not cruel but unmistakably amused.

“Up,” she said, her voice still calm. “Back on your knees. I didn’t tell you to move.”

Drake struggled to obey, his body shaking slightly from the shock of the kick. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, but he forced himself back into position, his hands clenched at his sides once more. The pain was still radiating through him, sharp and insistent, but underneath it was something else, a dark, twisted thread of arousal that made his face burn even hotter with shame.

Pamela went back to reading as though nothing had happened. Her foot returned to its previous position, pressing gently against him again, rubbing in those same slow, deliberate motions. The contrast between the gentle touch and the sudden violence of the kick made everything feel more intense, more overwhelming.

She read another section of the story, her voice steady, then kicked him again without warning. Harder this time. Drake cried out properly this time, a broken, humiliated sound, and nearly fell forward again. He caught himself at the last moment, trembling on his knees, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

“Stay up,” Pamela said, and there was laughter in her voice now. “I want you to take it properly. Like the man in the story does.”

Drake whimpered but forced himself to stay upright. His balls throbbed painfully, and he could feel himself leaking into his boxers, the shame of it almost unbearable. Pamela alternated between the gentle, rubbing pressure of her foot and sudden, vicious kicks that made him see stars. Each time he started to collapse or pull away, she would laugh softly and tell him to stay where he was.

“You’re doing well,” she said after one particularly hard kick that left him shaking and whimpering. “You’re staying on your knees like I told you to. That’s good.”

Drake’s voice came out hoarse and broken.

“It hurts… Mummy.”

“I know it does,” Pamela replied, her tone almost gentle. “That’s the point. You wanted this, didn’t you? You wanted to be made small and helpless. You wanted someone to hurt you and control you and laugh at you while you took it.”

She kicked him again, and Drake let out a choked sob, his body jerking forward before he managed to right himself once more. Tears were running down his face now, but he stayed on his knees as she had ordered. The pain and the humiliation were mixing together into something that felt dangerously close to pleasure, and that realisation only made the shame burn hotter.

Pamela read another few paragraphs, her foot moving gently against him between kicks, sometimes pressing hard enough to make him gasp, sometimes delivering those sudden, sharp strikes that dropped him forward. Each time he recovered and returned to position, she would make a small sound of approval.

“You’re learning,” she said. “You’re starting to understand what it means to obey. Even when it hurts. Even when you want to stop.”

Drake could only whimper in response, his head hanging low, his body trembling. The story continued on the laptop, the words describing exactly the kind of treatment he was receiving, and the coincidence of it made everything feel even more surreal and overwhelming.

Pamela kicked him once more, harder than before, and this time Drake did fall forward onto both hands, gasping and shaking. He stayed there for several seconds, his forehead pressed to the rug, before he slowly pushed himself back up onto his knees. His face was wet with tears, and he was breathing hard, but he returned to the position she had ordered without being told again.

Pamela closed the laptop and set it aside. She looked down at him, her expression calm but with a clear spark of arousal in her eyes. The emerald green satin blouse clung to her breasts as she leaned forward slightly, and she reached out to brush her fingers lightly across his damp cheek.

“Good boy,” she said softly. “You took that very well. I think we’re beginning to understand each other a little better now.”

Drake stayed on his knees, trembling and exposed, the pain in his balls still sharp and the shame burning through every part of him. He didn’t trust himself to speak. He simply looked up at her, his eyes wet, and waited to see what she would do next.

Pamela continued reading for several more minutes, her voice steady and unhurried even as she occasionally delivered another sharp kick between Drake’s legs. Each time he would gasp or whimper, sometimes doubling over before forcing himself back upright on his knees as she had ordered. The pain had become a constant, throbbing presence, mixing with the deep, shameful arousal that left him leaking steadily into his boxers. He stayed in position, trembling and exposed, while the story reached its conclusion.

When she finally finished the last paragraph, Pamela closed the laptop and set it aside. She looked down at Drake, who was still kneeling in front of her, his face streaked with tears and his body shaking from the repeated impacts. A slow, satisfied smile curved her lips.

“That,” she said softly, “was the sexiest thing I have ever read.”

Drake looked up at her, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. The words sent a fresh wave of heat through him, though whether it was from shame or something else, he could no longer tell.

Pamela uncrossed her legs and leaned forward slightly. The emerald green satin blouse shifted across her large breasts as she moved, the fabric catching the firelight.

“Take my knickers off,” she said.

Drake hesitated for only a second before reaching up with unsteady hands. He slid them beneath her skirt, his fingers brushing against the warm skin of her thighs as he found the waistband of her underwear. He pulled them down slowly, the material catching slightly before sliding free. They were warm from her body, and he could feel the dampness in the fabric as he removed them completely.

Pamela lifted her hips to help him, then settled back into the chair and spread her legs. She reached down and lifted the hem of her skirt, exposing herself to him without any trace of self-consciousness.

“Come here,” she said. “Use your mouth. Make me come.”

Drake moved forward on his knees until he was between her thighs. The scent of her arousal was strong and immediate. He leaned in and pressed his mouth to her, his tongue moving hesitantly at first before finding a rhythm. Pamela let out a low, satisfied sound and rested one hand on the back of his head, guiding him.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Just like that. Good boy.”

Drake worked with increasing desperation, the taste of her filling his mouth as he licked and sucked. His balls still throbbed painfully from the kicks she had given him, and the combination of pain, humiliation, and the act itself sent conflicting waves of shame and arousal through him. He could hear her breathing change above him, growing heavier as he continued.

Pamela’s grip on his hair tightened as she grew closer. She held him in place, her hips moving slightly against his mouth.

“Don’t stop,” she said, her voice lower now. “I’m close.”

Drake obeyed, focusing entirely on her pleasure until she came with a sharp, gasping moan. Her thighs tightened around his head for a moment before she relaxed, her breathing slowing. She kept her hand on his hair for several seconds afterwards, holding him there as the last tremors passed through her.

When she finally released him, Drake sat back on his heels, his face wet and his chest heaving. Pamela looked down at him with that same calm, satisfied expression.

“Stand up,” she said.

Drake rose unsteadily to his feet. His legs felt weak, and the pain in his balls had settled into a deep, persistent ache.

Pamela reached for her knickers, which were still in his hand. She took them from him and held them up for a moment, examining the damp patch in the centre.

“Put these on your head,” she said.

Drake stared at her.

“What?”

“Put them on your head,” she repeated, her voice still calm but carrying that unmistakable note of command. “Over your face. I want you to smell me while you touch yourself.”

Drake’s face burned hotter than it had all evening, but he obeyed. He lifted the warm, damp knickers and pulled them over his head, the fabric settling over his face. The scent of her was overwhelming, filling his nose and mouth with every breath. He felt utterly ridiculous and completely owned at the same time.

Pamela watched him for a moment, then gestured toward his boxers.

“Take them off,” she said. “And touch yourself. I want to see you come like this.”

Drake pushed his boxers down with shaking hands, his cock springing free, hard and leaking. He wrapped his hand around himself and began to stroke, the knickers still covering his face. The combination of the smell, the pain in his balls, and the sheer humiliation of the situation pushed him toward the edge far faster than he wanted.

Pamela leaned back in her chair and watched him openly, her eyes dark with arousal.

“Look at you,” she said softly. “Standing there with my knickers over your face, wanking like a desperate little pervert. After everything you told me last weekend. After all those stories you’ve written. This is what you really are, isn’t it?”

Drake whimpered behind the fabric, his hand moving faster. He was close already, the shame and the physical sensations overwhelming him.

“Yes, Mummy,” he gasped.

Pamela smiled.

“Good. Come for me then. Show me how much you need this.”

Drake came with a broken, muffled cry, his body jerking as he spilled over his own hand and onto the rug. The orgasm was intense and humiliating, leaving him shaking and breathless. He stood there afterwards, the knickers still over his face, his cock softening in his hand, feeling utterly spent and exposed.

Pamela stood up and walked over to where her phone was charging on a side table. She picked it up and turned back to him.

“Don’t move,” she said.

Drake froze as she raised the phone and took several photographs. The flash went off multiple times, capturing him from different angles, the knickers over his face, his softening cock in his hand, the mess on the floor, the red marks on his thighs from where she had kicked him.

“For security,” Pamela said calmly as she lowered the phone. “In case you ever think about backing out or pretending none of this happened.”

Drake didn’t argue. He simply stood there, too drained and ashamed to protest.

Pamela walked over to him and gently pulled the knickers from his head. She looked down at his tear-streaked face for a long moment, her expression calm but unmistakably satisfied. Then she reached out and brushed her thumb across his damp cheek.

“It’s late,” she said quietly. “You should go to bed.”

Drake remained standing there, still exposed and trembling, his cock softening against his thigh. The pain in his balls had settled into a deep, persistent throb. He hesitated, unsure if he was being dismissed or if there was more expected of him.

“What… what about tomorrow?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

Pamela tilted her head slightly, the emerald green satin blouse shifting across her large breasts as she moved.

“We have work to do tomorrow,” she said. “And the day after. You’re staying the whole weekend.”

Drake blinked, still trying to steady his breathing.

“What work?”

Pamela’s mouth curved into a small, knowing smile.

“We’re going to start preparing your nursery room.”

The words landed heavily between them. Drake stared at her, the meaning sinking in slowly through the haze of exhaustion and shame.

“My… nursery?”

“Yes,” Pamela replied, her tone matter-of-fact. “One of the spare rooms upstairs. We’ll clear it out properly this weekend. Make it suitable. I expect you to do most of the work yourself. I’ll supervise.”

She reached out and gave his softening cock a light, almost casual flick with her fingers, making him flinch.

“And while you’re working,” she continued, “I’ll be reading. Some of those stories you brought me on the USB key. And some of the ones from that website. I want to understand exactly what goes on in that head of yours.”

Drake swallowed hard. The idea of spending the entire weekend converting a room into some kind of nursery while she read his most shameful fantasies aloud sent a fresh wave of conflicted heat through him.

“What if I… what if I need to…” He trailed off, unable to finish the sentence.

Pamela raised an eyebrow.

“If you need to touch yourself,” she said, finishing it for him, “you will ask permission first. You don’t get to do that whenever you like anymore. Not under my roof. Not while you’re here as my guest. Is that understood?”

Drake nodded, his face burning.

“Yes, Mummy.”

“Good,” she said. “Now go and clean yourself up. Then go to bed. You’ll need your rest. Tomorrow is going to be a long day.”

Drake gathered his clothes from the floor and made his way upstairs on unsteady legs. He washed quickly in the bathroom, avoiding his reflection in the mirror, then climbed into the narrow guest bed. Sleep came slowly, his mind spinning with everything that had happened and everything she had just said. The pain in his balls kept him shifting restlessly, and every time he closed his eyes he saw her standing over him in that satin blouse, telling him they were going to build a nursery.

The weekend unfolded exactly as she had described.

On Saturday morning, after a quiet breakfast during which Pamela made no reference to the night before, she led him upstairs to one of the spare bedrooms at the back of the house. It was currently being used for storage, old boxes, a broken wardrobe, stacks of magazines and unused furniture. She handed him a list of tasks written in her neat handwriting.

“Clear everything out first,” she said. “Then we’ll decide what stays and what needs to be brought in. I want it bright. Clean. Suitable for a baby.”

Drake worked through the morning, carrying boxes down to the garage and dismantling the old wardrobe. Pamela sat in an armchair she had brought in from another room, the laptop open on her lap. She read aloud from the stories on the USB key and from the website, her voice calm and unhurried as she described in detail the things the women in the stories did to their charges. Every so often she would pause and give him an instruction, move a piece of furniture, wipe down a wall, sort through a box of old clothes.

When he slowed down or seemed distracted, she would rise from the chair, walk over, and deliver a sharp kick to his balls. The first time it happened he dropped the box he was carrying and doubled over with a choked gasp. She simply waited until he recovered, then told him to continue.

“Keep working,” she said. “I didn’t tell you to stop.”

Later in the afternoon, after he had been on his knees for some time sorting through old linens, she called him over. Without a word she lifted her skirt, spread her legs, and guided his head between her thighs. Drake obeyed without protest, using his mouth on her while she continued reading from the laptop in a steady voice. She came quietly, her hand resting on the back of his head, then told him to get back to work.

By the evening he was exhausted, his body aching from the physical labour and the repeated kicks. When they sat down to eat, Pamela spoke about the room as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

“We’ll need a proper changing table,” she said. “And somewhere for you to sleep. A cot would be ideal, but we might have to start with something simpler for now. And of course, storage for your clothes. Your special clothes.”

Drake kept his eyes on his plate, too tired and too ashamed to argue.

On Sunday the pattern continued. He worked on painting the walls a soft pastel colour she had chosen, while she read more stories aloud. Twice she had him stop what he was doing so she could use his mouth again, once while she sat on the edge of the windowsill and once while she stood with one leg raised on a chair. Both times she kept reading even as she came, her voice only faltering slightly at the end.

Whenever he grew hard from the combination of the work, the stories, and her proximity, he would eventually ask, quietly and with obvious reluctance, if he could touch himself.

Pamela would look at him for a moment, then shake her head.

“Not yet,” she would say. “You haven’t earned it. Keep working.”

By Sunday evening the room was beginning to take shape. The walls were painted, the floor had been cleaned, and most of the old furniture had been removed. Drake stood in the middle of it, paint-splattered and exhausted, while Pamela walked around inspecting his work.

“It’s a good start,” she said. “We’ll do more next weekend. And the one after that, if necessary. I want it finished properly.”

She turned to him, the satin blouse she had changed into for the evening catching the light.

“You can go home now,” she said. “But remember what I told you. When you come back, you bring the USB key again. And you remember the rules. No touching yourself without asking. Understood?”

Drake nodded, too tired to do anything else.

“Yes, Mummy.”

Pamela smiled, the expression small but unmistakably pleased.

“Good boy. Now go and pack your things. I’ll see you next Friday.”

As Drake drove away that evening, the image of the half-finished room stayed with him. He knew, with a heavy, unavoidable certainty, that the weekends ahead were going to be very different from the ones that had come before.


Chapter Seven

The nursery was finally finished.

It had taken several more weekends of work, but Drake had eventually completed it to Pamela’s satisfaction. The walls were painted a soft pastel pink, the floor had been sanded and varnished, and the room now contained a large adult-sized cot with high barred sides, a proper changing table with straps, a tall wardrobe filled with the clothes she had begun to acquire for him, and a padded bench that could be used for both play and punishment. There were shelves for toys, a large playpen in one corner, and thick rubber sheets on the cot mattress. The room smelled faintly of fresh paint and the lavender fabric softener Pamela used on the bedding.

When Drake arrived on the Friday evening several weeks after the work had begun, Pamela met him at the door in a deep blue satin blouse that clung to the full shape of her large breasts and a black pencil skirt that hugged her hips and bottom. She looked at him with that same calm, appraising expression she had worn since the night of his confession.

“You’re later than usual,” she said as she stepped back to let him inside.

“The traffic was bad,” Drake replied quietly. He set his bag down in the hallway, already feeling the familiar weight of anticipation and dread settling in his stomach.

Pamela closed the door behind him. For a moment she simply looked at him, then she said, “Come upstairs. I want to show you something.”

She led him up to the back bedroom without further explanation. When she opened the door, Drake stopped in the doorway.

The room had been completely transformed. The soft pink walls glowed in the evening light, and the large cot stood against one wall, its bars polished and waiting. The changing table was neatly stocked with thick adult nappies, baby powder, wipes, and cream. A selection of shiny satin rompers and frilly dresses hung in the open wardrobe, along with bonnets, mittens, and several pairs of plastic pants in pastel colours. The playpen in the corner was filled with soft toys and a large pink dummy on a ribbon rested on the changing table.

Pamela stood beside him, watching his reaction.

“Well?” she said. “What do you think?”

Drake stared at the room, his mouth dry. He had known this was coming, she had told him weeks ago that they would be preparing it, but seeing it finished and ready was something else entirely.

“It’s… it’s done,” he said, his voice low.

“Yes,” Pamela replied. “It’s done. And from now on, when you come here, this is where you will spend a great deal of your time.”

She stepped into the room and turned to face him.

“Strip,” she said.

Drake hesitated in the doorway.

“Pamela...”

“Mummy,” she corrected firmly. “We’ve been over this. When we’re alone, you call me Mummy. Now take your clothes off.”

Drake stepped inside and closed the door behind him. His hands moved slowly as he began to undress, the familiar shame already rising in his chest. He removed his shirt, then his trousers, folding them neatly and placing them on the chair by the door as she had instructed him to do on previous visits. When he was down to his underwear, he paused again.

“All of it,” Pamela said. “Everything off.”

He pushed his boxers down and stepped out of them, standing naked in the middle of the pink room. The air felt cool against his skin.

Pamela walked over to the wardrobe and took out a shiny pink satin romper. It was clearly designed for an adult but made to look babyish, with short puffed sleeves, a Peter Pan collar, and a row of buttons down the front that fastened between the legs. She laid it on the changing table along with a thick white nappy, a pair of pink plastic pants with frills around the legs, a large white frilly bonnet, and a pair of white satin mittens.

“Come here,” she said.

Drake walked over to the changing table and stood in front of her. Pamela picked up the nappy first.

“Lie down,” she instructed.

He climbed onto the padded surface and lay back, feeling exposed and ridiculous. Pamela powdered him thoroughly, her hands moving with clinical efficiency as she lifted his legs and dusted the powder over his cock and balls and between his buttocks. The scent of baby powder filled the room. She then slid the thick nappy underneath him and taped it securely into place, the bulky material forcing his legs slightly apart.

Next came the plastic pants. She pulled them up over the nappy, the frilled legs sitting high on his thighs. The plastic crinkled loudly with every small movement he made.

“Sit up,” she said.

Drake obeyed. Pamela picked up the shiny pink satin romper and held it open. He pushed his arms through the sleeves and she pulled it up over his shoulders, fastening the buttons one by one down the front. The romper was tight across the chest and short in the legs, the nappy and plastic pants clearly visible beneath the hem. She fastened the crotch buttons last, the material pulling snugly between his legs.

Pamela stepped back to look at him, then picked up the large white frilly bonnet. She placed it on his head and tied the ribbons under his chin, the wide brim framing his face. Finally, she took the white satin mittens and pulled them over his hands, fastening the straps around his wrists so he could not easily remove them.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Much better.”

Drake stood in front of her, dressed in the full babyish outfit. The satin felt cool and slippery against his skin, and the nappy was already beginning to feel warm and bulky between his legs. The mittens made his hands clumsy and useless. He could see himself reflected in the mirror on the wardrobe door, a grown man in a frilly pink satin romper, a huge bonnet, and thick padding, looking exactly like the thing from his own shameful fantasies.

Pamela reached out and adjusted the collar of the romper.

“You’ll be spending a lot of time in here from now on,” she said. “This is your room when you’re here. You’ll sleep in the cot, use the changing table when you need to, and play in the playpen if I tell you to. Do you understand?”

Drake nodded, his voice quiet behind the bonnet.

“Yes, Mummy.”

Pamela smiled faintly.

“Good. Now come with me. I want to show you something else.”

She led him out of the nursery and downstairs to the living room. A large play mat had been laid out on the floor in front of the fire, along with several soft toys and a baby bottle filled with water. Pamela pointed to the mat.

“Sit down,” she said. “On your bottom. Like a good baby.”

Drake lowered himself awkwardly onto the mat, the nappy crinkling loudly as he moved. The position forced him to sit with his legs slightly spread. Pamela sat in her usual armchair and picked up the laptop from the side table.

“I’ve been reading more of your stories,” she said as she opened it. “Some of the ones on the USB key you brought last time. They’re very… detailed.”

She began to read aloud again, her voice calm and steady as she described another scenario in which the woman in the story forced her charge to wet his nappy while she watched and praised him in that same condescending, maternal tone. Drake sat on the play mat in his frilly pink outfit, listening to his own fantasies being read back to him while the thick nappy pressed against him.

Every so often, Pamela would pause and look at him.

“Are you listening?” she would ask.

“Yes, Mummy,” he would reply.

When she finished the story, she closed the laptop and looked down at him.

“Come here,” she said, patting her lap.

Drake crawled awkwardly across the rug and positioned himself between her legs. Pamela lifted her skirt and guided his head forward. He knew what was expected of him without being told. He used his mouth on her while she sat back in the chair, one hand resting lightly on the back of his bonnet. She came quietly, her thighs tightening around his head for a moment before she relaxed.

When she was finished, she pushed him back gently.

“Not tonight,” she said when he looked up at her with a questioning expression. “You don’t get to touch yourself tonight. You can ask again tomorrow if you’ve been good.”

Drake nodded, the denial sending another complicated wave of frustration and relief through him.

“Yes, Mummy.”

Pamela reached down and patted the front of his nappy.

“Now go and sit on your mat again,” she said. “I’m going to read another story. And this time, I want you to tell me which parts you like the most.”

Drake crawled back to the play mat and sat down as instructed, the frilly pink romper riding up slightly over the bulky nappy. Pamela opened the laptop once more and began to read, her voice filling the quiet room while he sat there in his babyish outfit, the weight of the nappy between his legs and the taste of her still on his tongue.

The weekend had only just begun, but already the new reality of the nursery and everything it represented was settling around him like the satin romper itself, soft, restrictive, and impossible to ignore.

Pamela watched Drake as he sat on the play mat in his frilly pink satin romper, the thick nappy and plastic pants clearly visible beneath the short hem. She set the laptop aside and stood up, smoothing the front of her emerald green satin blouse over her large breasts.

“On your hands and knees,” she said. “Crawl to me.”

Drake lowered himself onto all fours, the nappy crinkling loudly with every movement. He crawled across the rug towards her, feeling the short legs of the romper ride up and expose more of the padded bulk between his thighs. When he reached her, Pamela pointed to the floor directly in front of her chair.

“Sit back on your bottom,” she instructed. “Legs apart, like a proper baby should sit.”

He obeyed, settling onto the rug with his legs spread by the thickness of the nappy. Pamela sat down again and reached for the large baby bottle she had prepared earlier, filled with water and fitted with a soft, oversized teat. She held it out to him.

“Drink this,” she said. “All of it. And while you drink, I want you to use your baby voice. Tell Mummy what a good baby you are.”

Drake took the bottle with his mittened hands and brought the teat to his mouth. He began to suck, the cool water filling his mouth as he drank. After a few swallows, he pulled the teat away for a moment.

“I’m a good baby for Mummy,” he said, his voice higher and softer than usual.

“Louder,” Pamela said. “And properly. Use the words a baby would use.”

He drank again, then spoke once more, the words coming out slightly muffled around the teat.

“I’m Mummy’s good wet baby.”

Pamela reached down and patted the front of his nappy through the plastic pants.

“That’s better. Keep drinking. Good babies finish their bottles when they’re told to.”

Drake continued sucking until the bottle was empty. When he was done, Pamela took it from him and set it aside. She looked at him for a long moment, her expression calm and expectant.

“Now,” she said, “wet your nappy. Right here, while I watch. Be a good baby and do as you’re told.”

Drake’s face burned beneath the large white bonnet. He shifted on the rug, the pressure in his bladder having built steadily while he drank. The command made the humiliation spike sharply, but he knew there was no point in refusing. He closed his eyes and let go, feeling the warmth spread slowly at first and then more steadily as the thick nappy absorbed it. The padding grew heavier and warmer between his legs, the plastic pants crinkling softly as the nappy sagged slightly.

When he opened his eyes again, Pamela was smiling faintly.

“There we are,” she said, her voice taking on a softer, cooing tone. “Such a good baby. Wetting your nappy so nicely for Mummy. Mummy’s very pleased with you.”

She stood up and held out her hand.

“Come here,” she said. “Come and suckle like a good baby.”

Drake crawled forward and positioned himself across her lap as she sat back down in the chair. She unbuttoned the top of her emerald green satin blouse, freeing her large, heavy breasts, and guided his head to her chest. He took one of her nipples into his mouth and began to suckle, the sensation both comforting and deeply humiliating. Pamela stroked the back of his large white bonnet with one hand, her voice soft and praising as she spoke.

“That’s my good baby,” she said. “Suckling so nicely for Mummy. Such a sweet little thing when you’re like this. Mummy’s proud of you for being so obedient. My good wet baby, doing exactly as he’s told.”

She continued to murmur praise as he suckled, her fingers occasionally brushing over the front of his fresh nappy. After several minutes she gently eased him off her breast and settled him back onto the play mat.

“There now,” she said. “That’s my good baby. You did very well tonight.”

She reached down and patted the front of his nappy once more.

“Stay here on your mat for a little while longer. Mummy will be back soon.”

Pamela left the room, leaving Drake sitting alone on the play mat in his frilly pink satin romper and thick nappy. The warmth from wetting was still present, the padding heavy and slightly damp against his skin. He remained where she had placed him, the large white bonnet framing his face and the mittens making his hands clumsy and useless. The room was quiet apart from the occasional soft rustle of the plastic pants whenever he shifted his position.

He could still taste her on his tongue from suckling, and the memory of her cooing praise mixed with the lingering humiliation of having wet himself on command while she watched. The nappy felt warmer now, the bulk pressing between his legs as a constant reminder of what he had done. He sat there in silence, waiting as she had told him to, the weight of the outfit and the events of the evening settling over him like the soft satin of the romper itself.

When Pamela returned some time later, she looked down at him with that same calm, satisfied expression.

“Still sitting nicely,” she said. “Good boy. Mummy’s very pleased with how well you’re behaving tonight.”

She reached down and adjusted the large white bonnet on his head, tying the ribbons a little tighter under his chin.

“Now,” she said, “I think it’s time for bed. But first, tell Mummy one more time what you are.”

Drake looked up at her from the play mat, his voice quiet and obedient.

“I’m Mummy’s good wet baby.”

Pamela smiled and patted his cheek.

“That’s right. And good babies go to bed when they’re told. Come along.”

She helped him to his feet and led him towards the stairs, the nappy crinkling loudly with every step he took in the short pink satin romper.

Pamela led him upstairs without another word, the short pink satin romper rustling and the thick nappy crinkling with every step Drake took. The large white bonnet framed his face, and the mittens made his hands feel clumsy and useless at his sides. He followed her into the nursery, the soft pink walls and the sight of the large cot and changing table making the reality of his situation settle over him like a heavy weight. This was no longer just a game or a fleeting fantasy from the USB stories he used to read in secret. This was happening. He was being dressed and treated like an infant in his mother-in-law’s house, and the mixture of deep humiliation and unwanted arousal left him feeling unsteady on his feet.

She guided him over to the changing table and helped him climb onto the padded surface. The straps were fastened across his chest and thighs, securing him in place with a quiet finality that made his stomach twist. He lay there staring up at the ceiling, the frilly collar of the romper brushing against his neck and the bulky nappy pressing warmly between his legs from when he had wet it earlier. The shame was sharp and immediate. He was a grown man, forty-five years old, lying strapped to a changing table in a babyish satin outfit while his mother-in-law prepared to clean him up like a helpless child. The contrast between who he had been only a few weeks ago and what he had become was almost too much to hold in his mind at once.

Pamela unfastened the crotch buttons of the romper and pulled the plastic pants down. She opened the tapes of the sodden nappy with slow, deliberate movements, the cool air hitting his skin as she lifted his legs. Drake felt exposed in a way that went far beyond simple nakedness. Every part of him felt on display and out of his control. The wiping began with warm cloths, her hands moving gently but thoroughly between his legs and over his cock and balls. The sensation was both clinical and strangely intimate, and he hated how his body responded to the touch despite the overwhelming humiliation. He could feel himself stirring slightly, and the knowledge that she would notice only deepened the flush of shame across his face.

Her fingers lingered as she cleaned him, sliding between his buttocks with a slow, sensual pressure that made him bite his lip. He closed his eyes, trying to steady his breathing, but the feelings kept crashing over him in waves. There was the crushing embarrassment of being wiped and powdered like an infant, the loss of any adult dignity, and beneath it all a dark, twisting thread of arousal that he could not seem to suppress no matter how hard he tried. This was what he had fantasised about for years in secret, what he had written about in those stories, but living it was something entirely different. The reality was sharper, more exposing, and far more overwhelming than anything he had imagined while alone in his room.

Pamela powdered him generously, her hands moving over his skin with the same calm efficiency she had shown when dressing him earlier. She slid a fresh, thick nappy underneath him and taped it securely into place before pulling up a new pair of pink plastic pants. The fresh padding felt soft and bulky against him, a constant reminder of his reduced state. She refastened the romper between his legs, the shiny satin settling back into place over the nappy. Drake lay there for a moment after she unfastened the straps, the full weight of the change pressing down on him. He felt smaller than he had in years, more vulnerable, and strangely dependent on her approval in a way that both terrified and excited him.

She helped him sit up on the edge of the changing table and reached for the small strap-on harness she had used before. Drake watched her fasten it around her hips, the modest pink dildo jutting out from the harness. His stomach tightened with a fresh wave of conflicting emotions. Part of him wanted to protest, to say that this was too much, too fast, but another part of him, the part that had been feeding these fantasies for years, felt a dark, shameful thrill at what was about to happen. He was going to be fucked while dressed as a baby, while sucking on a dummy, and the thought made his face burn even as his body responded.

Pamela guided him onto his hands and knees on the changing table and placed the large dummy back into his mouth, securing the ribbon around his neck. She applied lube and pressed the head of the dildo against his hole, pushing in slowly but steadily. Drake moaned around the dummy, the sensation of being filled while the thick nappy and frilly romper restricted his movements sending another rush of humiliation through him. She began to thrust in a steady rhythm, one hand resting on his hip while the other occasionally reached around to press against the front of his fresh nappy.

The feelings were almost too much to contain. There was the physical stretch and fullness inside him, the way the nappy rubbed against him with every movement, the taste of the dummy in his mouth, and the deep, aching shame of being used like this while dressed in baby clothes. At the same time there was an undeniable thread of arousal, the knowledge that this was exactly the kind of thing he had craved in secret for so long. He felt lost between the two, caught in a space where humiliation and desire blurred together until he could no longer tell where one ended and the other began.

Pamela continued to thrust, her movements becoming firmer as she spoke in a low voice.

“That’s it,” she said. “Take it like a good baby. Suck on your dummy and let Mummy fuck you.”

Drake whimpered around the dummy, his body rocking with each thrust. When she reached around again and rubbed the front of his nappy in slow, deliberate circles, the pressure and the friction pushed him over the edge. He came with a muffled cry, spilling into the fresh padding as his body shuddered. The orgasm left him trembling and spent, the shame crashing over him even harder in its aftermath.

Pamela withdrew slowly and cleaned him up once more, re-taping the nappy and fastening the romper. She helped him down from the changing table and led him over to the large cot. He climbed inside without being told, the nappy heavy and warm between his legs. She fastened the side rail, locking him in, and leaned over the bars to adjust the large white bonnet on his head.

“Sleep now,” she said quietly. “Mummy will see you in the morning.”

She turned off the light and left the room, the door closing softly behind her. Drake lay in the dark, strapped into the cot in his frilly pink satin romper and thick nappy, the events of the evening replaying in his mind. The feelings were tangled and overwhelming. There was the deep, burning humiliation of everything that had been done to him, the loss of control, the way he had been reduced to something small and dependent. But beneath it there was also a strange, reluctant sense of relief, as though a part of him that had been hidden for years had finally been allowed to surface. He felt marked by the experience in ways he could not yet fully understand, the shame and the arousal mixing together until sleep finally claimed him in the locked crib.

The weekend passed in a haze of complete regression that left Drake feeling more unmoored than he had ever imagined possible. There was no more talk of renovations or practical work on the house. From the moment he woke in the locked cot on Saturday morning, still wearing the thick nappy and the frilly pink satin romper from the night before, Pamela made it clear that he was no longer there as a helper or even as a man. He was her baby, and she treated him as such with a calm, unwavering consistency that allowed no room for resistance.

When he tried to speak in his normal voice or asked about the work he had been doing on the house the previous weeks, she did not hesitate to correct him. A sharp slap across the face the first time he slipped, delivered with enough force to sting and leave his cheek burning, was followed by a firm reminder that babies did not use grown-up words or ask grown-up questions. Later, when he hesitated too long before crawling across the play mat as she had instructed, she bent him over her knee in the middle of the nursery and delivered a series of hard, deliberate spanks over the seat of his nappy and plastic pants. The blows were not gentle. They landed with a solid, punishing weight that made him gasp and squirm, the sting sinking deep into his skin even through the padding. She did not stop until he was whimpering and promising, in his forced baby voice, to be good.

The forced wetting during the day became a regular routine. Pamela explained it to him in that same calm tone while he sat on the play mat in his outfit, the large white bonnet framing his flushed face.

“It is critical for retraining your brain,” she told him. “Your body needs to learn that it no longer decides when it holds or when it releases. You will wet when I tell you to, during the day, every day. No arguments. No holding back.”

He obeyed, though each time the command came the humiliation burned hotter than the last. She would watch him closely as he sat or crawled, waiting until the pressure became too much, and then she would give the order in that soft, cooing voice. The warm spreading through the nappy, the way it grew heavy and sagged between his legs, the knowledge that she was observing every moment of his loss of control, it left him feeling stripped of any remaining adult pride. By the end of Saturday he had wet himself three times under her direction, each instance accompanied by her gentle but insistent praise that only deepened the shame.

At night she made him drink large amounts from the baby bottle, refilling it repeatedly until his stomach felt uncomfortably full. He lay in the locked cot afterwards, the thick nappy already warm from an earlier wetting, and fought against the building pressure in his bladder. So far he had managed to hold it through the night, though it had been close more than once. The effort left him restless and exhausted by morning, his body aching from the constant battle against his own needs.

Before he left on Sunday evening, Pamela handed him a small bag containing several thick adult nappies and a pair of plain plastic pants.

“You will wear these at home during the day when your family is out,” she said. “You will wet in them. It is part of your training. Your brain needs to learn that this is normal now. That you no longer control this part of yourself.”

Drake took the bag with shaking hands, the weight of it feeling heavier than it should have. The thought of wearing nappies in his own house, even when he was alone, sent a fresh wave of conflicted feelings through him. The humiliation was profound, the risk of discovery terrifying, but beneath it all was the same dark, persistent pull that had brought him to this point in the first place.

The pattern continued over the following weekends. Each Friday he arrived and was immediately stripped and redressed in one of the shiny satin rompers she had accumulated for him. The nursery became his entire world during those visits. He spent his days crawling on the play mat, drinking from bottles when she told him to, wetting on command while she watched and praised him in that soft, maternal voice. Any slip, speaking too much like an adult, hesitating before obeying, or showing any sign of resistance, was met with immediate correction. A stinging slap across the face or a hard spanking over the nappy that left him sore and tearful. She did not raise her voice or lose her temper. The punishments were delivered with the same calm efficiency as everything else, which somehow made them feel even more inevitable and inescapable.

At night she continued to force large amounts of liquid into him before locking him in the cot. The pressure would build through the dark hours, and he would lie there gripping the bars of the cot with his mittened hands, fighting the urge with everything he had. So far he had held on, though the close calls left him shaking and exhausted by morning.

It was on one of those later weekends, several weeks into the new routine, that it finally happened.

He had drunk more than usual that evening, the bottle refilled twice before she fastened the side of the cot and turned off the light. Drake lay in the dark, the thick nappy already slightly damp from an earlier wetting, and tried to focus on anything other than the growing pressure in his bladder. He shifted restlessly, the frilly satin romper rustling against the sheets, but the need only grew stronger. Eventually, in the early hours of the morning, his body gave in without his permission. The warmth spread slowly at first, then steadily as he lost the last of his control. He lay there in the locked cot, feeling the nappy grow heavy and warm between his legs, the plastic pants crinkling softly with the movement. The shame was overwhelming, but so was a strange, exhausted sense of surrender. He had finally done what she had been training him towards.

When Pamela came into the nursery the next morning and unfastened the cot rail, she knew immediately what had happened. She reached down and pressed her hand against the front of his nappy, feeling the unmistakable heaviness and warmth. Her face lit up with genuine delight.

“Oh, my good baby,” she said, her voice warm and full of pride. “You finally did it. You wet yourself at night, just like Mummy wanted.”

She leaned over the bars and kissed his forehead through the large white bonnet, her expression one of pure satisfaction.

“I knew you would get there eventually. Mummy is so pleased with you. This is a big step. A very big step.”

Drake lay there looking up at her, the wet nappy heavy and clinging between his legs, the full weight of what had just happened settling over him. The training was working. His body was changing, his control slipping away piece by piece, and she was over the moon about it. The mixture of deep humiliation and reluctant, twisted relief left him feeling more completely hers than he had ever felt before.

The training continued without pause, both at Pamela’s house and in the quiet hours when he was alone at home. Each weekend at her place followed the same pattern he had come to expect. He arrived on Friday evening and was immediately stripped and redressed in one of the shiny satin rompers she kept for him, the thick nappy and plastic pants fastened securely beneath the short, frilled hem. During the day she kept him on a strict schedule of forced wetting. She would watch him as he crawled or sat on the play mat, and when she judged the time was right she would give the command in that calm, cooing voice. He would obey, feeling the warmth spread through the padding while she praised him for being such a good baby. Over time it became easier. What had once required conscious effort began to happen almost without thought. One afternoon, while he was sitting quietly on the mat playing with the soft toys she had given him, he suddenly realised the nappy was growing warm and heavy between his legs. He had not even felt the urge building. The realisation sent a fresh wave of shame through him, but also a strange, exhausted sense of acceptance. His body was learning what she wanted it to learn.

At home during the week, when Maggie and the children were out, he followed the same program. Pamela had given him several plain but thick adult nappies and a pair of simple plastic pants to wear under his normal clothes. Each day he would put one on after everyone had left, and he would wet it when the pressure became too much or when he forced himself to let go as part of the training. The damp, heavy feeling against his skin became familiar, almost ordinary. He would change himself in the bathroom before anyone returned, washing the used nappy and hanging it to dry in the airing cupboard where no one would see it. The secrecy added another layer to the humiliation, but he did not stop. The pull of the training was stronger than his resistance now.

In the evenings, when he was not wearing a nappy, the change in his control became impossible to ignore. The urgency would hit him with almost no warning. He would be sitting in the living room or standing in the kitchen and suddenly feel the desperate need to go, with barely enough time to reach the toilet. More than once he barely made it, fumbling with his trousers as he reached the bathroom. Afterwards he would check his underpants and find small damp spots that had not been there before. He began carrying a spare pair in his pocket when he left the house, just in case. The fear of discovery sat constantly in the back of his mind, mixing with the deeper shame of knowing that his body was slipping further and further from his control.

It was one night, several weeks into this new routine, that everything shifted again.

He had gone to bed at the usual time, tired from another long day of pretending everything was normal. In his dream he was standing at the toilet, the relief of finally letting go washing over him in a warm, satisfying wave. The sensation felt so real that for a moment he did not realise he was dreaming. When he opened his eyes the warmth was still there, spreading steadily through his pyjama bottoms and soaking into the sheets beneath him. He lay frozen for several seconds, the panic rising fast and sharp as he registered what was happening. Then he scrambled out of bed, yanking the wet pyjama bottoms down his legs and kicking them off in a clumsy rush. He bundled them up and stuffed them into the laundry basket in the corner of the room, his heart pounding as he tried to think clearly.

He took a towel from the airing cupboard and spread it over the small wet patch on the mattress, pressing it down firmly in the hope that it would absorb enough to hide what had happened. The patch was not large, but it was unmistakable. He stood there in just his damp t-shirt and underwear, staring at the towel and trying to steady his breathing. Maggie was still asleep on her side of the bed, her back to him. He prayed she had not woken.

The next morning he waited until she had left for work before pulling the wet pyjamas from the laundry and washing them along with the towel and the sheets. He dried everything quickly and made the bed again, then drove to the nearest homeware shop and bought a rubber sheet. It was plain and practical, the kind meant for protecting mattresses from spills. When he got home he stripped his side of the bed once more and fitted the rubber sheet over the mattress. They slept on separate mattresses pushed together, so at least the damage would be contained to his side. He smoothed the sheet into place and felt a small, ridiculous flicker of relief. At least now if it happened again the mattress itself would be protected.

He stood up to admire his work, and that was when he felt it. The warmth spreading slowly down his leg, soaking into his trousers and underpants. He had not been wearing a nappy. He had not even felt the need building. He stood frozen in the middle of the bedroom, staring down at the dark patch blooming across the front of his trousers, the reality of what had just happened crashing over him with brutal clarity. Another accident, in the middle of the day, without any warning and without any protection.

In a panic he stripped off the wet trousers and underpants, bundling them up and rushing to the bathroom. He scrubbed at the damp patch on the carpet with whatever he could find, his hands shaking as he tried to remove any trace. He changed into clean clothes and stuffed the wet ones into the washing machine, setting it to run immediately. The rubber sheet on the bed now felt less like a solution and more like a stark reminder of how far things had gone. He had bought it to protect against nighttime accidents, but the daytime loss of control had caught him completely off guard.

He sat on the edge of the bed afterwards, his heart still racing, and tried to steady himself. The training at Pamela’s house was working exactly as she had intended. His body was learning to let go without permission, without warning, and without his conscious control. The shame was deep and constant now, but so was the quiet, inescapable knowledge that he was no longer fighting it as hard as he once had. Part of him was still terrified of what was happening. Another part, the part that had kept those hidden stories on the USB key for so many years, felt a dark and reluctant sense of inevitability settling over him like the rubber sheet on the mattress. He did not know how much further it would go, but he knew he would keep going back to her. He knew he would keep following the program she had set for him. And he knew that the next time it happened, whether at night or during the day, he would be even less prepared than he had been this time.

That evening the family gathered in the living room to watch a film, the lights turned down low and the curtains drawn against the darkening sky outside. Drake sat in his usual armchair, trying to focus on the screen, but his mind kept drifting to the events of the day. The sudden, unannounced wetting in the bedroom, the rubber sheet now fitted to his side of the bed, the growing certainty that his control was slipping away faster than he could manage. He had not put on a nappy after cleaning up earlier, telling himself he would be fine for the evening if he was careful. The film played on, the room quiet except for the occasional murmur from Maggie or one of the children, and for a while he managed to lose himself in the story.

Then, without any warning at all, he felt it. A sudden, warm leak of fluid escaping from him, soaking into his trousers and the fabric of the armchair beneath him before he could even react. There was no build-up, no urgent pressure to warn him, no chance to clench or stand or excuse himself. His brain simply let go, as though the training at Pamela’s house had finally overwritten whatever instinct had once kept him in control. He sat frozen, heart hammering in his chest, as the warmth spread steadily across his lap and down between his legs, soaking through his trousers and into the cushion of the chair. He could feel it pooling beneath him, the fabric growing heavy and damp, and the realisation that he had not only wet himself but had also ruined the armchair sent a fresh wave of panic through him.

He did not move. He could not bring himself to stand up in front of everyone, to feel the wet fabric clinging to his skin or to risk anyone noticing the dark patch spreading across the chair. Instead he sat perfectly still, staring at the screen without really seeing it, his pulse racing as the warmth continued to spread. The film played on, the others completely unaware, and Drake sat there in the dark, soaked and humiliated, knowing that the evidence of his loss of control was right there beneath him, impossible to hide if anyone looked too closely.

When the film ended and Maggie stretched and said she was going up to bed, Drake forced his voice to sound normal.

“I’ll be up in a bit,” he said. “Just going to finish this drink and tidy up a bit.”

Maggie nodded sleepily and shepherded the children upstairs, leaving him alone in the darkened room. He waited until he heard the bedroom door close, then sat there a little longer, listening to the quiet of the house. Only when he was certain everyone was settled did he finally stand up, the wet fabric of his trousers clinging coldly to his skin and the damp patch on the armchair clearly visible even in the low light. He stripped down quickly in the living room, peeling off the soaked trousers and underpants and leaving them in a crumpled heap on the floor. His hands were shaking as he sat back down on the wet cushion, the cool dampness against his bare skin sending another rush of shame through him.

He wrapped his hand around himself and began to stroke, the words tumbling out of him in a low, desperate whisper.

“I wet myself Mummy,” he said, over and over. “I wet myself Mummy. I wet myself like a baby.”

The phrase looped in his mind as he touched himself, the humiliation of sitting in the soaked armchair, of having lost control so completely in front of his sleeping family, mixing with the dark arousal that had become impossible to separate from the shame. He came quickly, the release sharp and guilty, and sat there afterwards in the dark, breathing hard and staring at the damp patch beneath him.

Later, when the house was completely silent, he crept upstairs and into the bathroom. He sat on the edge of the bath with his phone in his hand and dialled Pamela’s number before he could talk himself out of it. She answered on the third ring, her voice calm and slightly amused even though it was late.

“Mummy,” he whispered, his voice shaking. “I… I wet myself tonight. In the living room. While we were watching a film. I didn’t even feel it coming. I soaked the armchair. I had to sit there until everyone went to bed.”

There was a pause on the other end of the line, and then Pamela laughed softly.

“Oh, my poor little baby,” she said, the laughter warm and unmistakably pleased. “You really are losing control, aren’t you? Just like we’ve been training you to.”

Drake closed his eyes, the embarrassment burning through him.

“I need to wear nappies to bed tonight,” he said. “And tomorrow. But I’ve run out. I used the last one earlier and I don’t have any more.”

Pamela was quiet for a moment, and when she spoke again there was a clear note of satisfaction in her voice.

“Then you need to buy some,” she said. “Tomorrow. Go to the shop and buy whatever you need. Nappies for daytime, nappies for night. Plastic pants if you want them. You’re going to need them now, aren’t you?”

Drake felt his face grow hot even though she could not see him.

“I… I can’t just walk into a shop and buy adult nappies,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “What if someone sees? What if someone recognises me?”

Pamela laughed again, softer this time.

“Then you’ll just have to be brave, won’t you?” she said. “Or you can keep wetting yourself and explaining the accidents to your wife. It’s up to you, little one. But if you want to keep following the program, you need to buy what you need. And you need to wear them. No more pretending you can control this.”

She paused, and when she spoke again her voice was gentle but firm.

“Call me tomorrow after you’ve bought them. I want to hear all about it.”

Drake sat in the dark bathroom long after the call had ended, the phone still in his hand and the shame sitting heavy in his chest. He knew he would do it. He knew he would go to the shop the next day and buy the nappies, even if the thought of it made him want to disappear. The training was working. His body was no longer his own in the ways it used to be, and Pamela was pleased with every new sign of how far he had fallen. He stood up slowly, the damp patch on the armchair downstairs still waiting to be dealt with, and felt the full weight of what was happening settle over him once again. There was no going back now. He was hers in ways he had only ever written about before, and every new accident, every new loss of control, only pulled him deeper into the life she was shaping for him.


Chapter Eight

The past few weeks had blurred into a relentless cycle of accidents and secrecy that left Drake feeling increasingly detached from the man he had once been. Nightly bedwetting had become the new normal. Almost every night he would wake in the dark with the warm, spreading sensation already soaking through his pyjamas and into the towel or rubber sheet he now kept on his side of the bed. He had taken to setting an alarm for the early hours so he could change the sheets and wash everything before Maggie woke, but even that small precaution often failed. More than once he had opened his eyes to find the bed already wet beneath him, the dream of using the toilet fading as the reality of his soaked pyjamas registered. He would lie there for a moment in the dark, heart racing, before scrambling to strip everything off and stuff the evidence into the washing machine. The constant need to manage these incidents left him exhausted and on edge, every morning beginning with a quiet check of the mattress and a rush to hide any sign that something was wrong.

At home during the day he had taken to wearing nappies even in the evening when the family was around, hoping the bulk would not be obvious under his clothes. He changed them in secret whenever he could, but the risk of discovery was always there. The nappies had become a necessity rather than a choice. Without them he would wet himself without warning, the urgency hitting so suddenly that he often only just made it to the toilet, leaving small damp patches on his underwear that he would scrub out in the bathroom sink. He had started carrying spare pairs of underpants with him everywhere, just in case. The shame of it sat constantly in his chest, a heavy, private weight that made every interaction with Maggie and the children feel like walking on eggshells. He was losing control of the most basic part of himself, and the only person who knew the full extent of it was Pamela.

It was on one of those later weekends, when the pattern of nightly accidents and daytime nappies had become an accepted part of his life, that Pamela decided it was time to take things further. Drake arrived on the Friday evening already wearing a nappy under his trousers, the bulk making him walk with a slight, self-conscious waddle that he hoped no one had noticed on the drive down. Pamela met him at the door in a deep purple satin blouse that clung to the full shape of her large breasts and a black skirt that hugged her hips and bottom. She looked him over with that calm, knowing expression and smiled faintly.

“Upstairs,” she said. “Nursery first. Let’s get you changed into something more appropriate.”

He followed her without protest, the routine now so familiar that resistance felt pointless. In the nursery she stripped him out of his adult clothes and redressed him in one of the shiny pink satin rompers, fastening the thick nappy and plastic pants beneath it with the same efficient care she always showed. The large white bonnet and mittens completed the outfit, and as she tied the ribbons under his chin he caught sight of himself in the mirror. The reflection made his stomach twist with the familiar mix of humiliation and reluctant acceptance. This was who he was becoming.

That evening, after he had wet his nappy on command while sitting on the play mat and she had praised him in her soft, cooing voice, Pamela prepared his bottle as usual. She handed it to him with a calm smile.

“Drink this,” she said. “All of it. And then we’re going to have a little talk.”

Drake took the bottle and began to suck, the water cool and steady as it filled his mouth. He drank it all without complaint, the routine now automatic. When the bottle was empty Pamela took it from him and set it aside. She sat in her usual chair and patted her lap.

“Come here,” she said. “Sit with Mummy for a moment.”

He crawled over and settled across her lap, the nappy crinkling as he moved. Pamela stroked the back of his large white bonnet with one hand, her voice low and soothing as she spoke.

“You’ve been doing so well with your training,” she said. “Wetting when you’re told. Wearing your nappies like a good baby. Even at home, when no one is watching. But I think it’s time we made things a little easier for you. Easier for that brain of yours to accept what’s happening.”

Drake looked up at her, a flicker of unease passing through him.

“What do you mean?” he asked quietly.

Pamela reached into the drawer beside her chair and took out a small bottle of clear liquid. She added a few drops to a fresh bottle of water and shook it gently.

“This will help you relax,” she said. “It will make it easier for you to listen and to understand what Mummy wants. Drink it.”

Drake hesitated, the bottle held in his mittened hands. Part of him wanted to refuse, to push back against whatever she was planning, but the weight of the past weeks pressed down on him. The nightly accidents, the constant nappies, the way his body was already betraying him even when he tried to fight it. He brought the teat to his mouth and drank.

The liquid tasted faintly sweet, nothing unusual at first. But as he finished the bottle he felt a slow, heavy warmth spreading through his limbs. His thoughts began to soften at the edges, the sharp edges of his resistance blurring. Pamela guided him to lie back across her lap, one hand still stroking the bonnet as she spoke in that same calm, rhythmic voice.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Just relax. Let Mummy’s voice wash over you. You don’t need to think so hard anymore. You don’t need to fight what’s happening. You’re Mummy’s good baby now. Good babies wet when they’re told. Good babies wear nappies and do as they’re told. Good babies love being small and helpless for Mummy.”

Drake’s eyes felt heavy. He tried to focus on her words, tried to hold on to some part of himself that still resisted, but the warmth in his body was making it difficult. The suggestions slid into his mind with unsettling ease.

“You will call me Mummy,” she continued softly. “Always, when we’re alone. You will wet yourself easily, without fighting it. You will feel happy and safe when you’re dressed like this, when you’re in your nappy and your satin clothes. You will want to please Mummy. You will want to be her good little baby.”

He made a small sound of protest, but it came out weak and slurred. Pamela smiled and continued, her voice steady and unhurried as she layered the suggestions one after another. By the time she finished speaking, Drake’s eyes had drifted closed, his body relaxed and heavy against her. She sat with him for a long while afterwards, stroking the bonnet and watching the slow rise and fall of his chest.

When she finally helped him into the cot and fastened the rail, he was already half-asleep, the first implanted suggestions settling into the soft, receptive parts of his mind. Pamela stood over him for a moment, her expression calm and satisfied.

“Sleep well, little one,” she said quietly. “Mummy has so much more to teach you.”

She turned off the light and left the room, closing the door behind her. In the dark, Drake shifted restlessly in the cot, the thick nappy warm and heavy between his legs. Somewhere beneath the haze of whatever she had given him, a small part of him still fought against the words she had planted, but it was growing weaker with every passing minute. The training was no longer just physical. It was moving deeper now, into the places he had once believed were still his own.

The hypnosis sessions continued over the following weekends, each one sinking further into Drake’s mind and body than the last. By the time he arrived on Friday evenings he was already wearing a nappy beneath his clothes, the thick padding a constant, heavy presence that he no longer tried to fight. He had stopped waiting for Pamela to give the command to wet during the day. It happened on its own now, often without any warning or conscious decision. He would be sitting on the play mat or moving around the nursery and only realise what had happened when he suddenly felt the warmth spreading through the padding, the nappy growing heavy and warm between his legs before he had even registered the need. The lack of control left him feeling exposed and strangely helpless, even when Pamela was not in the room. Sometimes he would only notice the heaviness when he moved and felt the nappy sag between his thighs, or when the plastic pants began to feel tight against his skin. At home the problem had become even harder to manage. Without the structure of Pamela’s presence he would suddenly realise he had wet himself while doing something ordinary, leaving small damp patches on his underwear that he had to scrub out in secret.

Pamela noticed the change immediately and seemed pleased by it. During one session she had him on his knees in front of her while she read from one of his stories, and when she reached down to check the front of his nappy she found it already soaked. She smiled and stroked the back of his large white bonnet with one hand.

“You didn’t even feel it happening, did you?” she said softly. “Your body is doing it all on its own now. That’s good. That’s exactly what Mummy wants from her baby.”

Drake flushed beneath the bonnet, the words settling into him even as the shame burned through his chest. He had started to lose track of when he was wet and when he wasn’t. The sensation had become so familiar that sometimes he only registered it when the plastic pants began to feel tight or when he moved and felt the heavy, squelching weight shift between his thighs. At home the problem was even worse. Without the structure of Pamela’s commands he would suddenly realise he had wet himself while doing something ordinary, making a cup of tea, watching television, or standing at the sink. The damp spots on his underwear had become a regular occurrence in the evenings when he tried to go without a nappy, and more than once he had barely made it to the toilet in time, leaving small, shameful patches that he had to scrub out in secret.

Each evening Pamela would add a few drops to his bottle before settling him across her lap or at her feet. The liquid left him feeling heavy and slow, his thoughts softening at the edges until resistance felt distant and difficult to hold on to. She would speak in that low, steady voice while he suckled, layering new suggestions over the ones from previous weekends.

“You wet without thinking now,” she murmured. “You don’t need to be told anymore. Your body knows what to do. It lets go when it needs to because that’s what good babies do. You love the feeling of being wet for Mummy. You love how it feels when the nappy grows warm and heavy between your legs. It makes you feel safe. It makes you feel like you belong to Mummy.”

Drake would nod sleepily, the words wrapping around him even as some small, stubborn part of his mind tried to push back. He could feel the suggestions taking root. The idea that he wanted to be wet, that he enjoyed the helplessness of it, was becoming harder to separate from his own thoughts. During the day he would catch himself shifting in his chair at home just to feel the nappy move against him, and the realisation that he was seeking out the sensation made the shame burn hotter. At night he lay in bed with the rubber sheet beneath him and felt the growing pressure in his bladder, but more and more often he would wake already wet, the dream of using the toilet fading as the reality of the soaked sheets registered.

The hypnosis also began to work on other parts of him. During one session, after he had wet himself without noticing while she read to him, Pamela reached into a drawer beside her chair and took out a small pink chastity cage. She held it up so he could see it clearly.

“Babies don’t need big boy cocks,” she said calmly. “They don’t get to touch themselves whenever they want. From now on, this stays on when you’re here. And when you go home, you’ll wear it during the day too, under your normal clothes. It will help keep your mind where it belongs, on being Mummy’s good little baby.”

Drake stared at the cage, a fresh wave of conflicted feelings crashing over him. Part of him wanted to protest, to say that this was too much, but the weight of the past weeks and the softening effect of the liquid in his bottle made the words die in his throat. Pamela locked the cage onto him with steady hands, the small pink device clicking into place with a finality that made his stomach twist. The denial was immediate and sharp, and yet beneath the frustration there was a dark, reluctant thrill that matched the fantasies he had carried for so long.

“You hate being a man now,” she continued as she worked, her voice low and rhythmic. “You don’t want to be in charge. You want to be small. You want to be wet. You want Mummy to decide everything for you. You crave being filled. You want to be pegged while you’re in your nappy because it reminds you of your place. You love it when Mummy uses you. You love being her good little baby.”

Drake whimpered softly around the dummy she had placed in his mouth, the words sliding into him even as his body responded with a shameful twitch against the cage. The resistance was still there, faint and growing weaker with every session, but it was harder to hold on to. The lisp had begun to slip out more frequently now, even when he tried to control it. He would answer the phone at home or speak to Maggie and hear the soft, childish sound in his own voice before he could stop it. The fear of discovery was constant, but so was the growing pull toward the life Pamela was shaping for him. Each weekend he returned to her house feeling a little less like the man who had once tried to hide his fantasies and a little more like the baby she was turning him into, the changes settling deeper into his mind and body with every passing day.

The sessions had become more intense with each passing weekend, and by the seventh visit Pamela had begun combining the hypnosis with physical restraint. Drake arrived on the Friday evening already wearing the chastity cage under his clothes, the constant ache it created making it difficult for him to think about anything except her. As soon as he was inside the house she took him straight to the nursery, stripped him, and locked him into the large pink satin romper with the thick nappy and plastic pants beneath it. She did not speak much at first. She simply guided him onto the changing table, fastened the soft straps across his chest, waist and thighs, and secured his wrists and ankles so that he could not move more than a few inches in any direction.

The bondage was new. The straps were padded but firm, holding him completely open and exposed. The chastity cage was already locked on beneath the nappy, and the position left him feeling more helpless than he had ever felt before. Pamela sat beside the table and prepared his bottle as usual, adding the drops that left his thoughts heavy and slow. She held the teat to his lips and watched as he drank, her expression calm and satisfied.

When the bottle was empty she set it aside and spoke in that same low, steady voice she used during the hypnosis.

“You’re going to stay like this for a while,” she said. “Mummy is going to milk you tonight. Not because you deserve it. Because it will help remind you of your place. Good babies don’t get to decide when they come. Good babies have it taken from them.”

Drake’s eyes widened slightly. The word “milk” sent a fresh wave of conflicted feelings through him. Part of him still tried to resist the idea, but the liquid in his system and the months of suggestions had already done their work. He could feel the reluctant pull of it, the dark arousal that came with being completely at her mercy.

Pamela reached beneath the table and brought out a small, powerful wand vibrator. She pressed it against the front of the nappy, directly over the chastity cage, and turned it on to a low, steady vibration. At the same time she slid a gloved finger, slick with lube, between his legs and began to press slowly and deliberately against his prostate from inside the nappy. The combination was immediate and overwhelming. Drake gasped around the dummy she had placed in his mouth, his body jerking uselessly against the straps as the dual sensations built far too quickly.

She did not rush. She kept the pressure steady and the vibration constant, speaking to him the entire time in that calm, hypnotic tone.

“You don’t get to decide anymore,” she murmured. “You don’t get to touch. You don’t get to choose. Mummy decides when you come. Mummy decides how. And right now, Mummy is going to milk every drop out of her little baby while he lies here strapped down and helpless.”

Drake moaned around the dummy, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes from the intensity. The chastity cage made every sensation sharper and more frustrating. He could feel the pressure building inside him, the inevitable release being forced out of him whether he wanted it or not. When it finally happened it was not a normal orgasm. It was a long, slow, humiliating milking that left him shaking and gasping, his body clenching uselessly against the straps while Pamela continued the steady pressure inside him.

She did not stop after the first one. She kept the wand in place and continued working her finger until a second, weaker spurt was forced out of him, then a third. Each time she spoke, her voice low and soothing.

“That’s it. Let it all out for Mummy. Good baby. Such a good, helpless little baby. You don’t need to think. You don’t need to fight. Just let Mummy take it.”

By the time she finally switched the wand off and removed her finger, Drake was trembling and tearful, his body limp against the straps. The nappy was warm and heavy from an earlier wetting, and the front of it was now damp from the forced milking. He felt completely emptied, both physically and mentally. The shame was deep and overwhelming, but beneath it was a strange, exhausted sense of relief that someone else had taken complete control, even of this.

Pamela wiped her hands and looked down at him, her expression calm and pleased.

“There now,” she said softly. “That’s much better, isn’t it? No more pretending you can control any of it. Mummy decides everything now.”

She left him strapped to the table for a long while afterwards, the straps holding him open and exposed while she moved around the nursery tidying up. Drake lay there staring at the ceiling, the weight of the chastity cage and the soaked nappy pressing against him, the suggestions she had repeated during the milking still echoing in his head. He could feel how much further he had slipped. The resistance was still there, faint and fading, but it was harder to hold on to than it had ever been. He was no longer just wearing the clothes or following the commands. He was starting to want the helplessness. He was starting to need it.

When she finally unfastened the straps and helped him down, his legs were unsteady. Pamela guided him over to the cot and locked the rail behind him.

“Sleep now,” she said. “Mummy will see you in the morning. And remember, this is what happens when you’re good. Mummy milks her baby when she decides he needs it. Not before. Not after.”

She turned off the light and left the room. Drake lay in the dark, the chastity cage aching and the nappy heavy and warm between his legs. The feelings were tangled and overwhelming. There was the deep, burning humiliation of having been strapped down and milked like an animal, of having no control over even his own release. But underneath it was something else, a quiet, reluctant sense that this was exactly where he belonged now. The training was working. He was changing. And with every new session the part of him that still tried to fight grew smaller and quieter, until it was little more than a faint echo beneath the steady, overwhelming pull of being her good little baby.

By the eighth weekend the changes had become so deeply embedded that Drake could no longer remember what it felt like to have any real control over his own body or mind. The chastity cage was now a constant presence whenever he left Pamela’s house. She had given him a spare key that he was only allowed to use in emergencies, and even then he had to call her first and explain why. Most days he simply endured the low, constant ache it created, the denial sharpening every sensation until even the simple act of walking made him acutely aware of how much he had lost. The nappy beneath his clothes had become almost ordinary. He wet without warning and without realising until the padding was already warm and heavy, sometimes while he was driving, sometimes while he was standing in the kitchen, sometimes while he was trying to hold a normal conversation with Maggie. Each time it happened the shame was sharp and immediate, followed by a quiet, exhausted sense that fighting it was becoming pointless.

The lisp had settled into his voice so thoroughly that he could no longer reliably stop it. It slipped out at home almost daily now, soft and childish, turning ordinary sentences into something that sounded wrong even to his own ears. He had started avoiding conversations whenever possible, answering in short, careful replies or pretending to be busy. Maggie had asked him twice if he was feeling all right, and each time he had mumbled an excuse about being tired. The fear of discovery sat in his chest like a stone, but underneath it was a growing, reluctant acceptance that this was simply how things were now. He was changing, and the life he had once known was slipping further away with every passing day.

Pamela used the sessions to push the suggestions even deeper. During one long evening she had him strapped into the large cot again, the pink satin romper fastened tightly around him and the chastity cage locked beneath the thick nappy. She sat beside the cot and spoke in that same low, steady voice while she stroked his cheek through the bars.

“You don’t want to be a man anymore,” she murmured. “You don’t want to make decisions. You don’t want to be in charge of anything. You want Mummy to decide when you eat, when you sleep, when you wet, when you’re allowed to feel anything at all. You crave being filled. You want Mummy’s strap-on inside you because it reminds you of your place. You love it when Mummy milks you. You love being strapped down and helpless. You love when Mummy takes everything from you. This is who you are now.”

Drake lay there listening, the words wrapping around him even as tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. He could feel how much further he had slipped since the last session. The idea that he wanted to be milked, that he craved being strapped down and used while dressed in baby clothes, had moved from something he only thought about in secret to something that occupied his mind even when he was alone at home. The chastity made it worse. Without any way to relieve the pressure, the thoughts looped endlessly, mixing shame and arousal until he could no longer tell where one ended and the other began.

At home the changes were becoming harder to hide. The lisp slipped out almost daily now, and the unprompted wetting had become so frequent that he had started carrying spare nappies and underwear with him everywhere. One afternoon he had been standing in the supermarket when he suddenly realised the nappy beneath his trousers was already warm and heavy. He had frozen in the middle of the aisle, heart racing, terrified that someone would notice the slight waddle or the faint crinkling sound when he moved. He had rushed through the rest of the shopping and driven home in a panic, only to find another small accident had already happened by the time he reached the bathroom.

During one session, after Pamela had milked him while he was strapped to the changing table, she had left him there for a long while afterwards, the straps holding him open and exposed. Drake lay there staring at the ceiling, the weight of the chastity cage and the soaked nappy pressing against him, the suggestions she had repeated during the milking still echoing in his head. He could feel how much further he had slipped. The resistance was still there, faint and fading, but it was harder to hold on to than it had ever been. He was no longer just wearing the clothes or following the commands. He was starting to want the helplessness. He was starting to need it.

By the end of those weekends Drake had begun to accept, in small, reluctant ways, that he was no longer the man who had first driven down to Pamela’s house all those months ago. The nightly bedwetting, the constant nappies, the chastity, the lisp, and the way his mind now circled endlessly around being small and wet and used had all become part of his daily reality. The fear of discovery was still there, sharp and constant, but underneath it was a quiet, exhausted sense that this was simply how things were now. He was changing. And with every new session the part of him that still tried to fight grew smaller and quieter, until it was little more than a faint echo beneath the steady, overwhelming pull of being her good little baby.

The incident happened on a Tuesday night, several weeks after the rubber sheet had first appeared on Drake’s side of the bed. He had gone to sleep later than usual, exhausted from another long day of pretending everything was normal while the chastity cage and the thick nappy he now wore under his clothes made every movement feel self-conscious and shameful. He had drunk more water than he intended before bed, trying to soothe the constant low ache the cage created, and had fallen into a heavy, uneasy sleep.

He woke in the early hours to the unmistakable sensation of warmth spreading across his skin. For a few seconds he lay still, hoping it was only a dream, but the wet fabric of his pyjama bottoms and the growing dampness beneath him made the truth impossible to deny. This time it was worse than usual. The wetness had spread across the rubber sheet and soaked through to Maggie’s side of the bed. He could feel the cold, wet patch beneath his hip where the liquid had seeped across the divide between their mattresses.

Maggie stirred beside him. She made a small, confused sound and then sat up abruptly, her hand touching the damp sheet.

“Drake?” Her voice was thick with sleep but quickly sharpening into irritation. “What the hell? Did you wet the bed again?”

He froze, heart hammering in his chest. The shame was immediate and overwhelming. He had managed to keep most of the accidents contained to his side until now, but this time there was no hiding it. The wet patch had clearly crossed over.

“I… I’m sorry,” he stammered, already pushing himself up. “I didn’t mean to. I must have...”

“You must have what?” Maggie snapped, switching on the bedside lamp. She stared at the large damp area on her side of the bed, her expression a mixture of disgust and frustration. “For God’s sake, Drake. This is getting ridiculous. Get up. We need to change everything. Now.”

He scrambled out of bed, his wet pyjama bottoms clinging coldly to his skin. The humiliation burned through him as he stripped the sheets, his hands shaking. Maggie stood watching him with her arms folded, her face hard in the lamplight.

“I’ve noticed, you know,” she said after a moment, her voice calmer but still edged with irritation. “The last few weeks. You’ve been having problems. I’ve seen the damp patches on your side. I’ve seen you rushing to the bathroom. I thought maybe it was stress or something, but this…” She gestured at the wet mattress. “This is getting out of hand.”

Drake kept his eyes on the sheets he was bundling up, too ashamed to look at her.

“I’ll see a doctor,” he mumbled. “Tomorrow. I’ll make an appointment.”

Maggie let out a short, humourless laugh.

“Don’t bother,” she said. “I have a feeling this isn’t the kind of thing a doctor can fix. I think you’ve got some sort of fetish, don’t you? The nappies I found in the laundry a few weeks ago. The way you’ve been acting. I’m not stupid, Drake.”

He froze, the bundle of wet sheets clutched in his arms. His stomach dropped. She knew. Or at least she suspected enough to say it out loud.

“I… it’s not…” he started, but the words died in his throat.

Maggie sighed, sounding more tired than angry now.

“Just keep it on your side with the rubber sheet from now on,” she said. “I don’t want to wake up in a puddle again. And for God’s sake, don’t make a mess of the mattress.”

She left the room while he was still standing there, stunned. He heard her moving around in the bathroom and then the sound of the washing machine starting downstairs. He finished stripping the bed on autopilot, his mind spinning. She knew. She had known for a while. And instead of confronting him properly, she had simply told him to contain the mess to his own side.

When he was halfway through putting clean sheets on, Maggie returned. She was holding a wooden spoon from the kitchen. She placed it on the bedside table without a word and waited until he had finished making the bed. Then she spoke, her voice flat.

“Lie face down. Pull your underpants down.”

Drake turned to look at her, confused and uneasy.

“What? Why?”

“Just do it,” she snapped.

Something in her tone made him obey without further argument. He lay down on the freshly made bed, face down, and pushed his damp underpants down to his thighs. The cool air on his bare skin made him feel even more exposed and ridiculous.

Maggie picked up the wooden spoon. Without another word she brought it down hard across his backside. The smack was sharp and loud in the quiet room. She gave him ten in quick succession, each one landing with the same firm, stinging force. Drake clenched his teeth, gripping the sheets, the humiliation of being spanked like a child burning through him almost as much as the pain.

When she finished she put the spoon back on the bedside table.

“Because you can’t control yourself,” she said simply. “That’s why.”

She climbed back into bed, turned off the lamp, and settled down as though nothing unusual had happened. Within minutes her breathing had evened out into the slow rhythm of sleep.

Drake remained lying on his stomach for a long time afterwards, his backside stinging and his mind racing. The shock of Maggie’s reaction, the casual acknowledgement of his “bladder problems,” the wooden spoon, the matter-of-fact way she had told him to keep the mess on his side, left him feeling more unmoored than he had felt in weeks. She knew something was wrong. She suspected it was a fetish. And instead of demanding answers or throwing him out, she had simply punished him like a naughty child and gone back to sleep.

He eventually rolled onto his side, careful of the tender skin, and stared into the dark. The rubber sheet beneath him felt like both a protection and a sentence. He was still expected to manage this on his own. Maggie had drawn a line and told him not to cross it again. And yet she had not asked him to stop. She had not demanded he see a doctor or get help. She had simply told him to keep it contained.

Drake lay there for a long time, the sting on his backside a constant reminder of how far things had gone, even at home. The life he had tried so hard to keep separate from Pamela’s training was bleeding into it whether he wanted it to or not. And now even Maggie had noticed.


Chapter Nine

A few weeks later, Drake’s life had settled into a strange, exhausting rhythm of secrecy and submission that left him feeling permanently on edge. The chastity cage was now a permanent fixture whenever he was away from Pamela’s house. She had made it clear that he was only to remove it with her permission, and even then only for cleaning. Most days he simply endured the constant, low-level ache it created, the denial sharpening every sensation until even ordinary tasks felt charged with humiliation. He wore thick adult nappies under his normal clothes whenever he left the house, changing them in secret whenever he could. The unprompted wetting had become so frequent that he no longer bothered trying to hold it once the pressure built. His body simply let go, often without him noticing until the padding was already warm and heavy between his legs.

At home, Maggie had stopped asking questions. After the night she had used the wooden spoon, she had simply drawn a line and expected him to manage the mess on his own side of the bed. She still gave him odd looks sometimes when the lisp slipped out, but she no longer commented. Drake had started to suspect that she had decided it was easier to ignore than to confront. The relief he felt at not having to explain himself was mixed with a deeper, more complicated shame. Even his wife had accepted, on some level, that something fundamental had changed in him.

It was on a Thursday afternoon, a few weeks after that night with Maggie, that the public incident happened. Drake had been running errands in town, wearing a thick nappy and the chastity cage beneath his jeans. He had already wet himself once earlier that morning without realising until he felt the warmth spreading. He had changed in a quiet side street, grateful that no one had been around. By early afternoon the pressure had built again, but he had been in the middle of a busy shop and had not wanted to draw attention to himself by rushing to the toilets. He told himself he could hold it until he got home.

He was wrong.

The release happened without warning while he was standing in the queue at the supermarket checkout. One moment he was shifting his weight from foot to foot, trying to ignore the growing need, and the next he felt the warm, spreading sensation as his body simply let go. He stood frozen, heart hammering, as the nappy grew heavy and warm beneath his jeans. The checkout assistant was chatting to the customer in front of him, completely unaware, but Drake felt as though everyone in the shop must be able to see the slight change in his posture or hear the faint crinkling sound when he moved.

He paid as quickly as he could, keeping his eyes down, and made his way to the public toilets at the far end of the shopping centre. His face burned the entire way. Every step made the heavy, wet nappy shift against him, and he was terrified that someone would notice the slight waddle or the faint smell. By the time he reached the toilets his hands were shaking.

He locked himself into the end cubicle and leaned against the door for a moment, trying to steady his breathing. The humiliation was sharp and immediate. He was a grown man, standing in a public toilet cubicle with a soaked nappy under his jeans, about to change himself like an infant because he could no longer control his own bladder. The chastity cage added another layer of frustration and shame. Even if he had wanted to relieve some of the tension the denial created, he could not. He was completely at the mercy of the situation Pamela had created for him.

With trembling hands he undid his jeans and pushed them down, along with the wet nappy and plastic pants. The smell was stronger in the confined space. He cleaned himself as best he could with the wipes he now carried everywhere, then unfolded a fresh nappy and fastened it around his waist with clumsy, hurried movements. The whole process felt endless. Every sound from outside the cubicle made him flinch, footsteps, voices, the hand dryer, terrified that someone would try the door or hear what he was doing.

When he finally stepped out of the cubicle, fully changed and with the used nappy bundled into a plastic bag in his rucksack, he avoided looking at his reflection in the mirror. He could not bear to see himself. The walk back through the shopping centre felt longer than it should have. Every person he passed seemed to be looking at him, judging him, even though he knew it was only his own paranoia. The chastity cage rubbed against the fresh nappy with every step, a constant, humiliating reminder of how completely he had surrendered control.

By the time he reached his car he was shaking. He sat behind the wheel for several minutes before starting the engine, staring out at the busy car park without really seeing it. The panic and humiliation were still coursing through him, but underneath it was something else, a quiet, exhausted sense that this was simply how things were now. He had wet himself in public. He had changed himself in a public toilet like a helpless child. And instead of fighting it or trying to find a way out, he had simply endured it and moved on.

He drove home in silence, the fresh nappy crinkling softly beneath him with every movement of the car. The incident had left him feeling more exposed and more completely owned than he had felt in weeks. Pamela had not even been there, and yet every part of what had happened, the unprompted wetting, the desperate change in a public toilet, the constant presence of the chastity cage, had been shaped by her training. He was no longer just following her rules when he was with her. He was living them every day, even when she was not around to enforce them.

When he finally pulled into his driveway, Drake sat in the car for a long moment before going inside. He knew he would have to tell Pamela later. She would want to hear every detail. And he knew, with a heavy, unavoidable certainty, that she would be pleased.

Drake drove straight to Pamela’s house after the supermarket incident, even though he was already running late. He had spent the entire journey replaying the moment he had wet himself in the queue, the desperate rush to the public toilets, and the clumsy, humiliating way he had changed himself in the cubicle. The fresh nappy he now wore felt both protective and damning. He knew he would have to tell Pamela what had happened. She always wanted every detail.

When he finally pulled up outside her house it was nearly dark. He sat in the car for a few seconds, trying to steady his breathing, before forcing himself to get out. His legs felt unsteady as he walked up the path. The chastity cage and the thick nappy beneath his jeans made every step feel self-conscious.

Pamela opened the door before he could knock. She was wearing a deep burgundy satin blouse that clung to the full shape of her large breasts and a black pencil skirt that hugged her hips and bottom. Her expression was not the calm, knowing one he had grown used to. It was tight with anger.

“You’re late,” she said coldly.

“I’m sorry, Mummy,” Drake mumbled, stepping inside. “There was… an incident. In town. I had to change.”

Pamela closed the door behind him. She studied him for a long moment before speaking again.

“I had a phone call from Maggie this afternoon,” she said. “She wanted to know if I’d noticed anything strange about you lately. Apparently you’ve been wetting the bed so often she’s had to start putting towels down every night. She also mentioned you’ve been speaking oddly. Lisping. Like a child.”

Drake’s stomach dropped. He had known Maggie suspected something, but hearing that she had actually spoken to Pamela about it made the shame spike sharply.

“I… I didn’t know she’d called you,” he said quietly.

“She’s worried,” Pamela continued, her voice icy. “She thinks you might have some kind of medical problem. Or a fetish. She asked me if I’d noticed anything while you were here helping with the house.” She stepped closer, her eyes hard. “Do you have any idea how careless that is? How close you came to exposing everything?”

Drake kept his eyes on the floor. The chastity cage seemed to tighten around him.

“I’m sorry, Mummy,” he whispered.

“Sorry isn’t good enough,” Pamela said. “You need to be punished. Properly. Go upstairs to the nursery. Strip. Put on the pink romper and wait for me by the caning bench.”

Drake’s mouth went dry. He had been caned before, but never for something this serious. He nodded and made his way upstairs on unsteady legs.

In the nursery he removed his clothes with shaking hands and dressed in the shiny pink satin romper Pamela had laid out. The thick nappy and plastic pants were already waiting. He fastened everything as instructed, the chastity cage pressing uncomfortably beneath the padding. Then he stood beside the low caning bench, heart pounding, and waited.

When Pamela entered the room she was carrying a long, thin cane. She did not speak at first. She simply pointed to the bench.

“Over,” she said.

Drake bent over the padded surface, gripping the far side with both hands. The position left his bottom raised and exposed once Pamela pulled the romper and plastic pants down to his thighs. The cool air on his bare skin made him shiver.

“Thirty strokes,” she said calmly. “You will count each one and thank me properly after every stroke. Use your baby voice. If you lose count or forget to thank me, we start again.”

Drake closed his eyes, bracing himself.

The first stroke landed with a sharp, vicious crack across the centre of his bottom. The pain was immediate and searing.

“One… thank you, Mummy,” he said, his voice already trembling and lisping.

The second stroke landed just below the first.

“Two… thank you, Mummy.”

By the tenth stroke he was already struggling. His voice had risen into a high, childish whine and the lisping was becoming more pronounced with every word.

“Ten… thank you, Mummy,” he sobbed.

Pamela did not pause. She delivered the strokes with cold, measured precision, each one landing on already burning skin. By the fifteenth stroke Drake was crying openly, tears dripping onto the bench beneath him. The welts were rising fast, hot and throbbing across his backside and the tops of his thighs.

“Fifteen… thank you, Mummy,” he choked out between sobs.

By the twentieth stroke his voice was barely more than a broken, lisping whimper.

“Twenty… thank you, Mummy.”

The final ten strokes were the worst. Pamela laid them on with deliberate force, each one landing across already raised welts. Drake was sobbing uncontrollably by the time she reached the last stroke, his voice cracking and lisping badly as he forced the words out.

“Thirty… thank you, Mummy.”

He remained bent over the bench, shaking and crying, while Pamela stood behind him in silence for a long moment. Then she set the cane aside and fetched a jar of thick, soothing cream. She rubbed it gently over the raised, burning welts, her touch almost tender after the severity of the caning. Drake flinched at the contact, fresh tears slipping down his face.

When she had finished applying the cream she helped him stand and turned him to face her. Without a word she unfastened the crotch of the romper, pulled the plastic pants and nappy down just enough, and positioned him over the end of the changing table. She retrieved the small strap-on from the drawer and fastened it around her hips.

Drake did not resist. He was too shaken, too sore, and too thoroughly broken by the caning to do anything but obey. Pamela applied lube and pressed into him slowly but firmly, one hand gripping his hip while the other reached around to press against the front of the chastity cage through the nappy.

“You will not be careless again,” she said as she began to thrust. “You will remember who you belong to. You will remember what happens when you embarrass me.”

Drake moaned brokenly, the combination of the fresh welts, the chastity, and the steady pressure inside him overwhelming. He came in a long, humiliating spurt into the nappy while Pamela continued to use him, her movements steady and controlled until she was satisfied.

When she finally withdrew she cleaned him gently and refastened the romper. She helped him into the large cot and locked the rail.

“Sleep,” she said quietly. “We’ll talk more in the morning about how you’re going to fix this mess with Maggie.”

She turned off the light and left the room. Drake lay in the dark, his bottom throbbing with every heartbeat, the welts hot and raised beneath the satin. The caning had been the most severe she had ever given him, and the message had been clear. He had allowed things to slip too far at home. And now he would have to find a way to contain the damage before Maggie’s suspicions grew any stronger.

Drake returned home on the Sunday evening after the caning with his bottom still throbbing beneath his clothes. The welts had risen into angry, raised lines that made sitting painful and walking feel stiff and unnatural. Pamela had made him keep the pink satin romper on for the entire drive home, only allowing him to change back into his normal clothes in a lay-by just before he reached the village. The chastity cage remained locked in place beneath his jeans, a constant, aching reminder of how completely she controlled him now.

Maggie was already in bed when he got home. She had left a note on the kitchen table telling him she had put fresh towels on his side of the bed “just in case.” The note was short and matter-of-fact, but it made his stomach twist. She was watching him more closely now. The phone call she had made to Pamela had clearly not been a one-off.

Over the next few days the atmosphere in the house felt different. Maggie did not confront him directly again, but she watched him with a quiet, assessing look whenever she thought he wasn’t paying attention. She had started leaving the bathroom door open when she was getting ready in the mornings, and Drake caught her glancing at the laundry basket more than once. He had become extremely careful about hiding the used nappies, washing them late at night and hanging them to dry in the back of the airing cupboard where no one would see them. Even so, the constant fear of discovery sat in his chest like a stone.

On the Wednesday evening, three days after he had returned from Pamela’s, another accident happened while he was watching television with the family. He had been sitting in his usual armchair, trying to focus on the programme, when he suddenly felt the warm spreading sensation without any warning. The nappy he was wearing beneath his tracksuit bottoms absorbed most of it, but the release had been so sudden and complete that some liquid had escaped around the leg guards. A small, dark patch appeared on the fabric of the armchair.

Maggie noticed it almost immediately.

“Drake,” she said sharply, pausing the television. “Did you just wet yourself again?”

Erica and Simon both turned to look at him. Drake felt his face burn with humiliation.

“I… I didn’t feel it,” he mumbled, the lisp slipping out before he could stop it. “I’m sorry.”

Maggie stared at him for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Then she sighed and stood up.

“Go and get changed,” she said quietly. “I’ll sort the chair.”

Drake fled upstairs, his heart pounding. He changed out of the wet nappy in the bathroom, his hands shaking as he cleaned himself and fastened a fresh one. When he came back downstairs Maggie had already covered the damp patch on the armchair with a towel and restarted the programme. She did not look at him again for the rest of the evening.

Later that night, after everyone had gone to bed, Drake’s phone buzzed with a message from Pamela.

How is everything at home?

He stared at the screen for a long time before replying.

Not good. Maggie saw me wet myself tonight. In front of the kids.

The reply came back almost immediately.

Call me. Now.

He slipped out of bed and went downstairs to the living room, closing the door quietly behind him. Pamela answered on the first ring.

“Tell me exactly what happened,” she said, her voice calm but cold.

Drake recounted the evening in a low, miserable voice, including the way the lisp had slipped out and how Maggie had simply told him to get changed without making a scene. When he finished, Pamela was silent for a few seconds.

“She’s watching you more closely now,” she said eventually. “That phone call she made to me wasn’t just concern. She suspects something. You need to be more careful. From now on, when you’re at home, you will wear the nappies I gave you and you will change them the moment you realise you’ve wet. No more trying to hold it. No more accidents on furniture. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mummy,” Drake whispered.

“And if she asks you anything else,” Pamela continued, “you will tell her that you’ve been having bladder problems since the stress of helping with my house after Samuel died. You will not mention me. You will not mention the training. You will keep it simple and medical. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mummy.”

There was another pause.

“I’m going to increase your sessions,” Pamela said. “You clearly need more structure if you’re letting things slip this badly at home. Next weekend you will come on Thursday evening instead of Friday. And you will bring the USB key with all your stories on it. I want to go through them properly.”

Drake closed his eyes, the weight of her words settling over him.

“Yes, Mummy.”

When the call ended he sat in the dark living room for a long time, staring at the blank television screen. The welts on his bottom still stung when he shifted in the chair. The chastity cage ached constantly. And now Maggie was watching him, asking questions, and Pamela was tightening her grip even further.

He felt trapped between two worlds that were slowly colliding. At Pamela’s house he was being systematically broken down and remade into something small and obedient. At home he was expected to maintain the illusion of normality while his body and mind betrayed him more with every passing day. The fear of discovery was constant, but so was the growing, reluctant sense that he no longer had any real choice in the matter. Pamela had taken control of almost every part of his life now. And the more he tried to hide the changes from Maggie, the more obvious they seemed to become.

He eventually went back upstairs and lay down carefully on his side of the bed, the rubber sheet cool beneath him. Sleep did not come easily. His mind kept circling around the same thoughts, the public wetting, the caning, Maggie’s quiet suspicion, and Pamela’s cold anger. He was running out of room to hide. And he had the strong, sinking feeling that things were only going to get harder from here.

Drake arrived at Pamela’s house on the Thursday evening as instructed. He had driven the entire journey in a state of quiet dread after the phone call with Maggie and Pamela’s cold reaction to it. The welts from the previous caning had only just begun to fade, and the chastity cage was already locked in place beneath his clothes. He had spent the last few days trying to be more careful at home, but the unprompted wetting had continued, and he knew Maggie was still watching him.

Pamela opened the door wearing a deep green satin blouse that clung to her large breasts and a black pencil skirt. Her expression was hard.

“Upstairs,” she said without greeting. “Nursery. Strip and put the pink romper on. Then stand in the middle of the room and wait.”

Drake obeyed without a word. He changed quickly in the nursery, fastening the thick nappy and plastic pants beneath the shiny pink satin romper before standing in the centre of the room as instructed. His heart was already beating fast.

Pamela entered a few minutes later carrying a length of rope. She did not speak as she bound his wrists together in front of him and then tied them to a hook in the ceiling beam, forcing him to stand with his arms stretched above his head. The position left him exposed and unable to protect himself.

She stood in front of him for a moment, looking him up and down.

“Maggie called me again yesterday,” she said quietly. “She told me you wet yourself in front of the children while you were watching television. She also mentioned the lisp again. She’s becoming suspicious, Drake. And that is your fault.”

Drake swallowed hard, his voice already slipping into the lisping tone without him meaning to.

“I’m thowwy, Mummy…”

Pamela’s hand moved so fast he barely saw it. The slap cracked across his left cheek, snapping his head to the side. The sting was immediate and sharp.

“Quiet,” she said. “You don’t get to speak unless I ask you a question.”

She stepped back slightly and drove her fist hard into his stomach. The punch landed just below his navel, driving the air from his lungs. Drake gasped and folded forward as much as the ropes would allow, coughing and struggling to breathe.

Pamela waited until he had mostly recovered before continuing.

“You have been careless,” she said. “You have allowed your training to affect your home life in ways that risk exposure. That is unacceptable.”

She kicked him hard between the legs. The impact against the chastity cage and his balls was brutal. Drake let out a strangled, high-pitched sound and dropped to his knees as far as the ropes would let him, tears springing to his eyes.

Pamela grabbed him by the hair and pulled his head back up.

“Stand,” she ordered.

He struggled back to his feet, shaking and gasping. She slapped him again, this time across the right cheek, then followed it immediately with a hard punch to the side of his face. His head snapped sideways and his vision blurred for a moment.

She continued without pause.

Another hard slap.

Another gut punch.

Another kick between his legs that made him see white.

Drake was sobbing now, his body jerking with every impact. The satin romper had ridden up, and the thick nappy offered almost no protection against the kicks. Pamela kept going, her expression calm and focused, until a final, vicious punch to the side of his head sent everything dark.

When he came to, he was still hanging from the ropes, his head lolling forward. Pamela was standing in front of him with a glass of water. She threw it in his face. He spluttered and gasped as the cold water brought him back.

“Awake?” she asked calmly.

He managed a weak nod.

She slapped him hard across the face again, then drove her fist into his stomach once more. Drake retched and sagged against the ropes, sobbing openly now.

Pamela grabbed his chin and forced him to look at her.

“This is what you wrote about in those stories on the USB key,” she said, her voice low and steady. “The ones where the strict older woman beats her sissy until he passes out. Where she punches him in the stomach and kicks him in the balls and slaps his face until he can’t stand anymore. You described it in detail. You wanted this. You fantasised about it. And now you’re getting it.”

She punched him in the face again. His head snapped back and fresh tears ran down his cheeks.

“You wanted to be broken,” she continued, delivering another hard slap. “You wanted to be punished until you couldn’t think anymore. Until you were nothing but a sobbing, helpless little thing that belonged to her. That’s what those stories were about.”

Another gut punch. Drake cried out, his body twisting uselessly against the ropes.

Pamela kept going until his knees finally gave way completely and he hung limply from his wrists, only semi-conscious. She stepped back, breathing slightly harder than before, and looked at him for a long moment.

Then she untied the ropes and let him collapse to the floor.

She stood over him as he lay there sobbing, the welts from the previous caning now joined by fresh bruises across his stomach and face.

“Get up,” she said quietly. “Crawl to the changing table.”

Drake obeyed on shaking arms and legs, the pink satin romper torn in places and the nappy sagging heavily between his thighs. Pamela helped him onto the table and strapped him down.

She applied cream to the worst of the bruises on his face and stomach with surprising gentleness, then unfastened the chastity cage for the first time in days. Drake flinched at the sudden freedom, but Pamela simply replaced it with the strap-on harness.

She used him slowly and thoroughly while he lay strapped to the table, crying quietly. When she was finished she cleaned him, refastened the romper, and helped him into the large cot.

“You will stay here until morning,” she said. “And tomorrow we are going to have a very serious conversation about how you are going to fix the mess you’ve made at home.”

She locked the rail and turned off the light.

Drake lay in the dark, his body aching in places he had never felt before, the taste of blood in his mouth from a split lip. The pain was constant and deep, but underneath it was the same dark, twisted sense of rightness that had been growing stronger with every session. This was what he had written about. This was what he had fantasised about in secret for years. Now it was real.

Two days after the severe beating, Pamela woke Drake early. He was still sore and bruised from the punishment, his face marked with fading bruises and his stomach tender from the punches. The welts across his bottom had settled into deep, painful ridges. She unlocked the cot rail and helped him out without speaking at first.

“Get dressed,” she said, laying out clothes on the changing table. “Normal clothes on top. The pink satin romper and a fresh nappy underneath. We’re going out.”

Drake’s stomach tightened. He had not left the house in his baby clothes since the early days of his training. The idea of going somewhere public while dressed beneath his normal clothes filled him with immediate dread.

Pamela drove in silence for nearly an hour. Drake sat beside her in the passenger seat, the thick nappy and chastity cage making him shift uncomfortably every few minutes. Eventually she pulled into a small industrial estate on the edge of a town he didn’t recognise and parked outside a discreet building with blacked-out windows and a simple sign that read “Private Studio.”

Inside, a tall, heavily tattooed woman in her forties greeted Pamela like an old friend. She glanced at Drake with a knowing look but said nothing as Pamela led him through to a back room.

“Strip to the romper,” Pamela instructed.

Drake obeyed, removing his outer clothes until he stood in just the shiny pink satin romper, the thick nappy and plastic pants clearly visible beneath the short legs. The chastity cage pressed against the padding. His face burned as the tattoo artist looked him over without comment.

Pamela spoke to the woman in a low voice while Drake stood there, then turned to him.

“Lie on the table,” she said.

He climbed onto the padded table and lay on his back. Pamela unfastened the top of the romper and pulled it down to expose his chest. The woman cleaned his nipples and marked the spots with a pen. Drake’s breathing had already become shallow.

The first needle went through his left nipple. The pain was sharp and hot, far worse than he had expected. He gasped and jerked, but Pamela placed a firm hand on his shoulder to keep him still. The second piercing followed quickly on the right side. By the time the jewellery was in place, tears were running down his face and his chest was heaving.

Pamela then had him pull the romper down further and spread his legs. The woman worked quickly and efficiently on the frenum piercing. The pain there was different, deeper, more intimate, and somehow more humiliating. Drake bit his lip hard to keep from crying out as the needle passed through the sensitive skin just below the head of his caged cock. When it was done, the small curved barbell sat in place, the metal cold against his skin.

The tattooing was worse.

Pamela had the woman start with the words across his lower abdomen, just above the nappy line: “Piss Baby” in bold, childish lettering. The buzzing of the machine filled the room as the needle moved across his skin. The pain was constant and burning. Drake lay there shaking, tears slipping from the corners of his eyes as the words were permanently marked into his body.

Next came “Property of Pamela” in smaller, neat script just below his navel. The artist worked slowly and carefully. Every pass of the needle felt like fire. Drake could feel his caged cock twitching and leaking steadily into the nappy, the humiliation and pain mixing into something he could no longer separate.

The final tattoo was the largest. “Mummy’s Sissy Prissy” was inked across his chest in elegant, slightly decorative lettering. The needle moved back and forth over sensitive skin for what felt like hours. By the time it was finished, Drake was openly crying, his body trembling on the table. The combination of the piercings, the tattoos, the chastity, and the thick nappy had reduced him to a shaking, leaking mess.

Pamela stood beside the table and looked down at the fresh marks with satisfaction.

“There,” she said quietly. “Now it’s permanent. No more pretending this is temporary. No more thinking you can go back to being a normal man. This is what you are now.”

She reached down and pressed her fingers against the front of the nappy, feeling the wetness that had leaked from his caged cock during the process.

“And you enjoyed it,” she added calmly. “Didn’t you?”

Drake couldn’t bring himself to answer. He simply lay there, tears still running down his face, the new piercings throbbing and the fresh tattoos burning against his skin. The words now permanently inked into his body felt heavier than any of the punishments that had come before.

Pamela helped him sit up and carefully pulled the romper back into place, fastening it over the new tattoos and piercings. Every movement sent fresh waves of pain through his chest and lower stomach.

“We’re going home now,” she said. “And when we get there, you’re going to thank me properly for making you into what you were always meant to be.”

Drake followed her out of the studio on unsteady legs, the chastity cage and fresh piercings making every step painful and humiliating. The drive back was silent. He sat staring out of the window, the burning in his skin and the deep, permanent nature of what had just been done to him settling over him like a second skin.

He was no longer just playing at being her sissy baby. Now it was written on his body.

Drake sat in Pamela’s living room later that evening, still sore from the piercings and tattoos. The fresh metal in his nipples rubbed uncomfortably against the satin of the pink romper, and the frenum piercing made every movement of the chastity cage feel sharper. The new tattoos stung beneath the fabric. He had been quiet for most of the drive back, but now that they were sitting together, the reality of what she had done to him was sinking in.

He looked down at his hands.

“How am I supposed to hide this from Maggie?” he asked quietly. “The piercings… the tattoos. She’s already suspicious. She’s going to notice.”

Pamela took a slow sip of her tea before answering.

“That is your problem to solve,” she said calmly. “Not mine. You chose to let things slip at home. You chose to let her see enough that she felt the need to call me. So you will deal with the consequences.”

Drake swallowed hard.

“But the tattoos… they’re permanent. And the piercings...”

“I said it is your problem,” Pamela interrupted, her voice still even but with a clear edge of warning. “You will find a way to keep her from seeing them. And more importantly, she is never to find out about me. Do you understand? If she ever learns that I am the one doing this to you, the consequences will be far worse than anything you’ve experienced so far.”

Drake nodded, his throat tight.

“Yes, Mummy.”

Pamela set her cup down and looked at him directly.

“There is something else. From now on, when you are at home, you will also wear lingerie under your normal clothes during the day. Lacy bras, satin knickers, stockings. Whatever I choose for you. And at night, when you go to bed with Maggie, you will wear satin and lace rompers and a satin bonnet. You will also sleep with a dummy.”

Drake stared at her, horrified.

“I… I can’t do that,” he said, his voice cracking. “She’ll see. She’ll notice straight away. I can’t wear that stuff to bed with her.”

Pamela’s expression didn’t change.

“You can. And you will. Because I have told you to.”

In his head, Drake immediately began trying to find a way out. He could lie. He could tell Pamela he was doing it when he wasn’t. He could keep the rompers and bonnet hidden and only pretend to wear them. Maggie was already half-ignoring the nappies and the accidents, maybe she would ignore this too if he was careful.

Pamela seemed to read the thought on his face.

“And before you start planning how you’re going to lie to me,” she said, “remember that Maggie has already called me twice. If you start acting strangely at night, wearing odd things to bed, using a dummy, speaking in that lisping voice more than you already do, she will call me again. And when she does, I will know you disobeyed me.”

Drake’s stomach dropped. He hadn’t considered that. Maggie had already reached out to Pamela about his behaviour. If he started doing the things Pamela was demanding, Maggie would almost certainly notice and contact her again. And if he didn’t do them, Pamela would know he had disobeyed.

He was trapped either way.

Pamela stood up and walked over to a small cupboard in the corner of the room. She took out a medium-sized suitcase and placed it on the coffee table in front of him.

“This is everything you’ll need to start with,” she said. “Lingerie, satin rompers, bonnets, dummies, and a few other things. You will take it with you tonight. And you will begin using them immediately.”

Drake looked at the suitcase but didn’t move to open it. His mind was racing. How long could he possibly keep this up? Maggie was already suspicious. The accidents, the lisp, the phone calls to Pamela… and now she wanted him wearing satin rompers and sucking a dummy in bed next to his wife.

Pamela watched him for a moment, then spoke again, her voice softer but no less firm.

“You’re wondering how long it will be before she throws you out, aren’t you?”

Drake didn’t answer, but the look on his face must have given him away.

Pamela stepped closer and placed a hand on his shoulder.

“That depends entirely on you,” she said. “How well you lie. How well you manage her suspicions. And how obedient you are to me. But make no mistake, this is only going to get harder. Not easier.”

She picked up the suitcase and placed it by the door.

“Take it and go,” she said. “And remember what I told you. Maggie is never to know about me. Everything else is your problem to solve.”

Drake stood up slowly. His legs felt unsteady as he picked up the suitcase. The weight of it in his hand felt heavier than it should have. He didn’t look back as he walked to the door.

As he drove home through the dark, the suitcase sat on the passenger seat beside him like a ticking bomb. He kept glancing at it, his mind spinning with impossible scenarios. How was he supposed to wear satin and lace to bed without Maggie noticing? How was he supposed to explain the piercings and tattoos if she ever saw them? How long could he keep lying before everything collapsed?

He didn’t have answers. All he had was the growing, sickening certainty that the life he had once known was shrinking fast, and that Pamela was steadily removing every safe place he had left.

That evening, as Drake stood in the bedroom preparing for bed, Maggie watched him from the doorway with an expression that was neither surprised nor particularly angry, but simply tired and quietly resigned. He had already changed into one of the satin and lace rompers Pamela had insisted he bring home, the delicate fabric clinging softly to his skin while the matching satin bonnet sat on the bedside table beside the large dummy. For several long seconds Maggie simply stood there, her eyes moving slowly over the outfit, before she let out a long, weary sigh and shook her head once. She did not speak. She offered no comment on the romper, no question about the bonnet or the dummy, and no remark on the obvious changes that had been creeping into their life for weeks. Instead she simply turned away, climbed into bed, and turned off her lamp, leaving Drake standing alone in the middle of the room feeling more exposed and ridiculous than he had ever felt before.

The following Tuesday morning, everything that had been slowly unravelling finally collapsed in a single, brutal sequence of events. Drake had barely finished getting dressed when his phone rang. It was his boss, calling to say that a meeting in the area had been cancelled and that he would like to stop by in person to go over a few outstanding matters. The news sent a cold wave of dread through Drake’s stomach. He worked from home most of the time, so visits from his boss were rare, and the timing could not have been worse. He was still standing in the bedroom trying to decide what to do when Maggie walked in. She took one look at him and immediately noticed the absence of the bra he had been instructed to wear.

“You’re not wearing it,” she said, her tone flat.

Drake tried to explain that his boss was coming over and that he thought it would be better to avoid anything that might draw attention, but Maggie simply walked over to the drawer where the lingerie was now kept and pulled out the pink bralette with the thick, puffy lace edging. She held it out to him without any further discussion.

“Put this one on,” she said. “It’s hot today anyway. You might as well be comfortable. And you might want to skip the nappy. It’s quite visible under those trousers.”

Drake stared at the delicate garment in horror, but Maggie’s expression left no room for argument. With shaking hands he removed his shirt and fastened the bralette around his chest. The thin satin and heavy lace sat clearly visible beneath his white button-down shirt no matter how he adjusted the fabric. Maggie returned a few minutes later to check that he had followed her instructions, nodding once before leaving the room again. For the next hour she kept appearing with fresh glasses of iced tea, placing each one on his desk with the same calm instruction.

“Drink up,” she said each time. “It’s hot out. You don’t want to get dehydrated before your boss arrives.”

Drake drank because he didn’t know what else to do, and by the time his boss finally pulled up outside the house his bladder was painfully full. He stood in the living room trying to compose himself when his boss entered, and the man’s eyes immediately dropped to Drake’s chest. The outline of the lace bralette was unmistakable beneath the thin shirt. His boss raised one eyebrow and looked at him directly.

“Is there something you want to tell me, Drake?” he asked.

Drake felt his face burn and quickly shook his head, mumbling that there was nothing. Before he could say anything else, Maggie appeared in the doorway. She greeted his boss with a warm, almost flirtatious smile and shook his hand, making light conversation while casting occasional glances at Drake that were openly depreciative. She made little jokes at his expense in a tone that was just light enough to pass as teasing, but the underlying mockery was clear. Drake stood there blushing furiously, too humiliated to speak, while his bladder continued to throb painfully. He tried desperately to hold on, shifting his weight and clenching his muscles, but the combination of nerves, the large amount of iced tea he had been forced to drink, and the sheer stress of the situation was too much. Right there in the middle of the living room, in front of his boss, he lost control completely.

The warmth spread quickly through the front of his trousers, soaking into the fabric as Maggie burst out laughing. His boss took a step back, staring in open disbelief. Maggie didn’t hesitate. She grabbed the wooden spoon from the kitchen counter, walked over to Drake, and yanked his trousers and the pink satin sissy panties down in one swift movement. Without another word she bent him over the arm of the sofa and delivered several hard, sharp smacks across his bare backside while his boss watched. Drake cried out with each strike, tears of humiliation stinging his eyes as the spoon landed again and again.

When she finally stopped, his boss let out a short, disbelieving laugh and shook his head.

“Well,” he said, still smirking. “I don’t think I’ll be renewing your contract after this, Drake. I can’t have freaks like you working for the company. I’ll have HR send over the paperwork.”

Maggie straightened up and smoothed her clothes, completely unbothered. She smiled at the boss and offered to cook him lunch as an apology for the scene, her tone pleasant and almost casual. His boss accepted without hesitation. Then Maggie turned to Drake, her expression suddenly cold.

“Go to the bedroom,” she said. “And stay there. You’ve been naughty enough for one day.”

Drake pulled up his trousers with shaking hands and walked out of the room without looking back. He closed the bedroom door behind him and sat on the edge of the bed, his face wet with tears, his backside stinging from the spoon, and the wet patch on his trousers already cooling against his skin. Downstairs he could hear Maggie laughing at something his boss had said, the sound carrying clearly through the house. He sat there for a long time, staring at the floor, the full weight of what had just happened pressing down on him. His boss had seen everything. His contract was being terminated. Maggie had spanked him in front of another man without hesitation. And through it all, he had stood there in a pink lace bralette and satin panties, wetting himself like a helpless child while his life continued to unravel around him.

Drake sat on the edge of the bed for a long time after Maggie had sent him from the room, his backside still stinging from the wooden spoon and the wet patch on his trousers slowly cooling against his skin. He could hear voices downstairs, his wife’s light, flirtatious laughter mixing with the deeper tone of his now former boss. At first the conversation seemed normal enough, but after a while the tone began to shift. The laughter grew lower, more intimate, and then faded altogether. Drake sat very still, straining to listen through the closed bedroom door.

A sudden gasp reached him, followed by a low, unmistakable moan. Then came the rhythmic sound of skin meeting skin. Drake’s stomach twisted violently as the realisation hit him. He pressed his hands over his mouth, tears welling in his eyes as he listened to the unmistakable sounds of his wife being fucked by the man who had just watched her spank him and then fired him. The moans grew louder, more urgent, and he could hear Maggie’s voice rising in pleasure. Drake sat frozen on the bed, tears sliding down his face as the sounds continued for several long minutes.

He felt something inside him give way. A part of him wanted to feel rage, or at least shock, but all that came was a heavy, exhausted acceptance. What else did he expect? After everything he had put her through, the accidents, the lisp, the strange behaviour, the way he had been dressing and acting, why wouldn’t she turn to someone else? He had already lost his job in the most humiliating way possible. His wife had spanked him in front of another man. Why should he be surprised that she was now fucking that same man while he sat upstairs in a pink satin romper like a chastised child?

Eventually the sounds downstairs quietened. Drake wiped his face with the back of his hand and stared at the floor, feeling hollow. A few minutes later he heard footsteps on the stairs. The bedroom door opened and Maggie stepped inside, completely naked, her skin flushed and her hair slightly dishevelled. Behind her stood his former boss, also undressed, watching the scene with a small, satisfied smile.

Maggie walked over to where Drake sat on the bed and stopped in front of him, her expression one of cool amusement.

“Lick my cunt,” she said.

Drake looked up at her, fresh tears stinging his eyes. He knew he wouldn’t refuse. He couldn’t. Not after everything that had already happened. Slowly, he slid off the bed and onto his knees in front of her. Maggie stepped closer and spread her legs slightly, one hand resting on the top of his satin bonnet as he leaned forward. The taste of his former boss’s cum was strong as Drake obediently licked and sucked at her, cleaning her thoroughly while the man stood behind her watching with clear enjoyment.

Maggie looked down at him as he worked, her voice calm and almost conversational.

“I couldn’t save your job,” she said. “I tried everything. Oh well…”

She kept her hand on his head, guiding him gently as he continued to lick, her tone carrying no real sympathy, only a quiet, final sort of acceptance. Behind her, his former boss chuckled softly. Drake kept his eyes closed, tears still running down his face as he knelt there in his pink satin romper, the chastity cage pressing against him and the taste of another man filling his mouth. He felt completely broken, and yet somewhere beneath the overwhelming humiliation there was the same quiet, exhausted resignation that had been growing inside him for months.

This was simply what happened now. This was what he had become. And as Maggie held his head in place and sighed softly above him, Drake understood that there was nothing left for him to fight against.

Later that evening, after his former boss had finally left and the house had fallen quiet again, Drake sat on the edge of the bed in the pink satin romper, still tasting the other man on his tongue. Maggie had showered and changed into a simple nightdress. She moved around the bedroom with a calm, almost detached efficiency as she tidied a few things away. Drake watched her for several minutes before he finally found the courage to speak.

“Is this how it’s going to be now?” he asked quietly, his voice small and lisping despite his efforts to control it. “You’re just going to… cuckold me?”

Maggie paused in the middle of folding a towel. She turned to look at him, her expression tired but not particularly angry. For a long moment she simply studied him, taking in the satin romper, the bonnet he had forgotten to remove, and the obvious outline of the chastity cage beneath the thin fabric. Then she let out a slow breath and sat down on the edge of the bed beside him.

“I know about the cage,” she said matter-of-factly. “I’ve known for a while. I’ve seen the bed and clothes wetting. I assume you’ve got some sort of online domme or whatever it is you’re doing. That’s fine. You deserve to be happy, Drake. If this is what makes you happy, then… all right. But I deserve to be happy too.”

Drake stared at her, his face burning with shame. He had expected anger, or at the very least confusion and questions. He had not expected this calm, almost resigned acceptance.

Maggie continued before he could find anything to say.

“If you’re not going to talk about it, then I won’t either,” she said. “We can just… pretend. We can pretend to be a normal husband and wife when we need to. You can keep doing whatever it is you’re doing with whoever it is you’re doing it with. And I’ll do what I need to do to feel like a woman again. But when we’re in this house together, in front of the kids, we act normal. That’s all I’m asking.”

She stood up again and walked over to her side of the bed, pulling back the covers as though the conversation had been nothing more than a discussion about household chores.

Drake remained sitting where he was, his mind spinning. He had spent so long terrified of her finding out, of her confronting him, of her leaving him. And now that she knew, or at least knew enough, she was offering him a strange, hollow kind of peace. A way to continue living this double life, as long as they both kept up the performance of normality when it mattered.

He looked down at his hands, at the delicate lace cuffs of the satin romper, and felt something inside him settle into a heavy, exhausted kind of acceptance. This was what his life had become. Maggie was not going to fight him on it. She was not going to demand explanations or try to stop him. She was simply going to look the other way, as long as he did the same for her.

He nodded slowly, even though she was no longer looking at him.

“All right,” he said quietly.

Maggie climbed into bed and turned off her lamp without another word. Drake sat there in the dark for a long time afterwards, the weight of her calm indifference pressing down on him almost as heavily as Pamela’s control ever had. He had expected many things when his secret life finally began to bleed into his marriage. He had never expected this quiet, almost indifferent permission to continue destroying what was left of his old life.


Chapter Ten

That weekend Drake arrived at Pamela’s house carrying the weight of everything that had happened at home. He had barely spoken to Maggie since the night she had fucked his former boss in front of him and then made him clean her afterwards. The memory of it sat like a stone in his chest, along with the growing certainty that his marriage was no longer anything resembling what it had once been. He had spent the drive rehearsing what he would say, but the moment he stepped through the door and saw Pamela waiting for him in her deep purple satin blouse and black skirt, the words came tumbling out before he could stop them.

He told her everything. The boss’s visit. Wetting himself in the living room. Maggie spanking him with the wooden spoon while the man watched. The way his boss had laughed and terminated his contract on the spot. The way Maggie had then taken the man upstairs and fucked him while Drake listened from the bedroom. He told her about the calm conversation afterwards, about Maggie admitting she knew about the chastity cage and assuming he had some online domme, and about her strange, resigned permission for them both to continue living separate sexual lives as long as they kept up the appearance of a normal marriage.

Pamela listened without interrupting. When he finally finished, she let out a short, genuine laugh and shook her head.

“Oh, little one,” she said, almost fondly. “You really have made a mess of things at home, haven’t you? But I suppose it was inevitable. You’ve been fighting this for too long. It’s time we stopped pretending this can stay neatly contained.”

She stepped closer and tilted his chin up with one finger.

“It’s time for the next stage of your training.”

Drake felt a cold flicker of fear in his stomach.

“What do you mean?”

Pamela smiled.

“I’ve been in contact with a few men from a club I know. Rough men. The kind who enjoy breaking pretty little things like you. They’re coming here tonight. Three of them. And you’re going to learn how to serve cock properly.”

Drake’s breath caught. He had written about this in his stories, being used by men, being forced to suck and be fucked while dressed as a sissy, but the reality of it happening was something else entirely. His mind immediately tried to rebel against the idea.

“I… I don’t know if I can do that,” he said, his voice already slipping into the lisping tone. “With men. I’ve never… I mean, in the stories, yes, but...”

Pamela’s expression hardened slightly.

“You wrote about it in great detail,” she said. “You described exactly how you wanted to be used. How you wanted to gag and choke and be fucked until you couldn’t think anymore. You wanted this. And now you’re going to have it.”

The three men arrived just after dark. They were exactly as Pamela had described, large, rough-looking men in their forties and fifties, with thick arms and hard faces. They looked Drake over with open interest the moment they stepped inside, their eyes lingering on the pink satin romper and the obvious bulk of the nappy beneath it. Pamela greeted them like old acquaintances and led everyone into the living room.

She had Drake kneel in the middle of the floor while she explained the rules.

“He’s in training,” she said calmly. “He’s going to learn how to take cock properly tonight. Rough is fine. He can handle it. If he struggles too much, I’ll step in. Otherwise, use him however you like.”

Drake’s heart was pounding so hard he could barely hear. One of the men stepped forward first, already unbuckling his belt. He grabbed Drake by the satin bonnet and forced his cock into his mouth without any warning. Drake gagged immediately, his eyes watering as the thick length pushed into his throat. The man didn’t pause. He began thrusting hard, using Drake’s mouth with rough, deep strokes that made him choke and splutter around the intrusion.

Pamela sat in her usual armchair and watched with calm satisfaction.

“Relax your throat,” she instructed. “Breathe through your nose when you can. This is what you wanted, remember?”

The first man used his mouth for several long minutes before pulling out and stepping aside. The second man took his place almost immediately, gripping Drake’s head with both hands and fucking his face with even more force. Thick strands of saliva ran down Drake’s chin and onto the front of the pink satin romper as he gagged and retched around the cock being forced into his throat. Tears streamed down his face, but he didn’t try to pull away. Some deep, broken part of him knew there was no point.

When the third man stepped forward, Drake was already shaking. This one was thicker than the others. He pushed in slowly at first, then began thrusting hard, holding Drake’s head in place as he fucked his throat with long, punishing strokes. Drake’s jaw ached and his eyes streamed, but the man didn’t stop until he was satisfied.

They moved him onto all fours on the floor after that. One of the men pulled the nappy and plastic pants down just enough to expose him while another positioned himself behind. There was no gentleness. The first man pushed into his arse with one hard thrust, making Drake cry out around the cock that was immediately shoved back into his mouth. They used him from both ends without pause, the man behind gripping his hips hard enough to leave bruises while the one in front continued to fuck his throat.

Pamela directed them calmly from her chair.

“Deeper,” she would say occasionally. “He can take it. Make him gag properly.”

At one point they pulled him up onto his knees and took turns pissing into his mouth while he knelt there in the torn pink satin romper, the chastity cage pressing against the front of the nappy. Drake swallowed what he could, coughing and choking on the rest as it ran down his chin and chest. The humiliation was overwhelming, but so was the dark, twisted sense of inevitability. This was exactly what he had written about in those stories. This was what he had fantasised about for years.

They fucked him for what felt like hours, but the roughness only escalated as the men grew more comfortable with how much he could take. One of them, a thick-set man with heavy hands, began slapping Drake’s face while another was buried in his arse. The slaps were sharp and deliberate, rocking his head from side to side as the cock in his throat forced him to gag and choke. Every time he tried to pull back, a hand would grip his hair and shove him forward again, the thick length pushing past his resistance until his nose was pressed against rough pubic hair and his eyes streamed.

The man fucking his arse pulled out without warning and was quickly replaced by another. This one was larger, and he didn’t ease in. He drove forward in one hard thrust that made Drake cry out around the cock in his mouth. The two men holding him tightened their grip on his arms and hips, keeping him in place as the third man began pounding into him with brutal, steady strokes. Each thrust forced a broken, wet sound from Drake’s throat. The satin romper had been pulled up around his waist, the nappy tugged down just enough to expose him, and the chastity cage swung uselessly with every impact.

One of the men pulled out of his mouth and stepped back. He gripped Drake’s jaw and forced his mouth open, then began pissing directly onto his tongue. The hot, bitter stream filled his mouth faster than he could swallow. It spilled over his lips and ran down his chin, soaking the front of the pink satin romper. The man didn’t stop until Drake had swallowed several mouthfuls, coughing and gasping between gulps. When he was finished, he slapped Drake hard across the face and shoved his cock back into his throat without giving him time to recover.

They changed positions again. This time they pushed him onto his back on the floor, one man holding his legs up and apart while another knelt between them. The third man straddled Drake’s chest and began fucking his mouth from above, using the angle to push even deeper. The man between his legs was rougher than the others. He spat on Drake’s hole and pushed three fingers in without warning, working them in and out a few times before adding a fourth. Drake’s body jerked at the sudden stretch, a muffled sound escaping around the cock in his throat.

The man kept adding pressure until his whole hand was working its way inside. Drake’s eyes flew wide as the fist slowly pushed past the resistance, the thick wrist stretching him further than anything had before. The burn was intense, mixing with the ache already left by the fucking. The man began moving his fist in slow, deliberate thrusts, twisting his wrist as he worked deeper. Every movement forced a broken, sobbing sound from Drake. The man above him kept fucking his throat, occasionally reaching down to slap his face or pinch his freshly pierced nipples through the satin.

Pamela watched from her chair, legs crossed, her voice calm whenever she spoke.

“Deeper,” she said at one point. “He can take more. Make him feel it.”

The man fisting him pushed harder. Drake’s body shook as the fist moved inside him, the pressure intense and unrelenting. Tears ran freely down his face as he gagged around the cock in his mouth. When the man finally pulled his fist out, Drake’s hole stayed open for a moment, twitching and empty. The man immediately replaced it with his cock, fucking him with the same roughness as before.

They continued rotating. One would use his mouth while another fucked him, sometimes switching without pulling out completely. At one point two of them held him suspended between them, one in his arse and one in his mouth, while the third took turns slapping his face, his chest, and his caged cock through the nappy. The slaps to his balls made him jerk and cry out, but the men only laughed and did it again, harder.

They pissed on him more than once. One man pulled out of his arse and stood over him, aiming the stream across his face and into his open mouth while the others held him down. Another time they made him kneel and piss into his own mouth again, forcing him to swallow until his stomach felt uncomfortably full. Every time he hesitated or tried to turn his head, a hand would grip his hair and force him back into position.

The beating continued alongside the fucking. They slapped his face until his cheeks were red and stinging. They punched his stomach and chest, not hard enough to do serious damage but hard enough to knock the wind out of him and leave bruises. One of them kicked him between the legs while he was on all fours, the impact against the chastity cage making him collapse forward with a broken cry. They dragged him back up and kept going.

At one point they laid him on his back again and took turns sitting on his face while the others fucked him. They ground down against his mouth and nose, cutting off his air while another cock pounded into his stretched hole. Every time he started to struggle for breath, they would lift just enough to let him gasp before pressing down again. His vision blurred at the edges more than once.

The fisting returned later. This time one of the larger men worked his fist back inside him while another fucked his mouth. The stretch was even more intense the second time. The man twisted and turned his hand, pushing deeper until Drake was shaking and sobbing around the cock in his throat. They kept him like that for a long time, alternating between fisting and fucking him, occasionally pulling the fist out only to replace it with a cock or to piss into the open, twitching hole.

By the time they finally finished with him, Drake was a shaking, broken mess on the floor. His face, chest, and the front of the ruined pink satin romper were covered in cum. More had leaked into the nappy, mixing with the piss and his own fluids. His hole felt loose and sore, his throat raw from the constant gagging and face-fucking. Dark bruises were already forming on his hips, arms, and face where they had gripped and struck him. The welts from Pamela’s earlier caning had been joined by fresh marks from the beating.

Pamela stood over him as the three men zipped up and prepared to leave. She looked down at his trembling, cum-streaked form with clear satisfaction.

“Thank them,” she said again.

Drake pushed himself up onto his hands and knees with difficulty. His voice was hoarse and heavily lisping as he forced the words out between sobs.

“Thank you… for using me,” he whispered. “Thank you for fucking my throat… and my arse… and for fisting me… and for pissing in my mouth. Thank you for beating me… and for treating me like the dirty little sissy piss baby I am.”

The men chuckled as they left. Pamela locked the door behind them and returned to where Drake still knelt on the floor, too exhausted to move. She crouched down and tilted his chin up with one finger, studying his tear-streaked, cum-covered face.

“There now,” she said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it? You survived. And deep down, you know this is what you’ve always wanted. You just needed someone to make it real for you.”

Drake didn’t answer. He simply stayed on his knees, trembling, the taste of cum and piss still thick in his mouth and the ache in his throat and arse a constant, throbbing reminder of what had just been done to him. The part of him that had always resisted being with men was quieter now, drowned out by the overwhelming reality of what had happened and the knowledge that Pamela was only just getting started.

Pamela gave him no time to recover. The morning after the three men had used him, she woke him early, unlocked the cot, and told him to get dressed in normal clothes over the torn and stained pink satin romper. She drove him across town without explaining where they were going. Drake sat in the passenger seat in silence, his body aching from the previous night’s use, his throat still raw and his hole sore. The chastity cage and fresh nappy felt heavier than usual beneath his jeans.

They arrived at a discreet private clinic on the outskirts of the city. The woman who greeted them was the same tattoo artist from before, but this time she had another specialist with her, a woman who specialised in permanent cosmetics. Pamela spoke to them quietly while Drake stood nearby, already dreading what was coming.

“Full face,” Pamela said. “Very pink. Very over the top. Heavy blush, heavy eyeliner, big lashes, and full lip colour. I want it obvious. I want it permanent.”

They started with the permanent makeup. Drake was made to lie back while the woman worked on his face with the tattoo machine. The pain was sharp and constant as she inked heavy pink blush across his cheeks, gave him thick, dark eyeliner wings that extended far beyond his natural eye shape, and filled in his eyebrows into high, arched shapes. She added permanent pink eyeshadow and long, dark lash lines that would never wash off. By the time she moved to his lips, Drake’s face already felt tight and strange.

The lip work was worse. She outlined them first in a deep, unnatural pink, then filled them in completely with a glossy, vibrant shade that made them look permanently painted and much fuller than they naturally were. When she was finished, his lips looked swollen and obviously enhanced even before any fillers were added.

Next came the actual fillers. The specialist injected his cheeks and lips with hyaluronic acid, plumping them dramatically. His lips became noticeably larger and poutier, the permanent pink colour making them look almost cartoonish. His cheeks gained a soft, rounded fullness that changed the entire shape of his face. Every time he caught his reflection in the mirror on the wall, he barely recognised himself. The combination of the heavy permanent makeup and the fillers made him look like a grotesque, overdone doll, exactly as Pamela had wanted.

While the swelling from the fillers was still settling, they moved on to more tattoos. This time the work was done in visible places. Across the front of his neck, just below his Adam’s apple, the words “Fuck-baby” were inked in bold, slightly childish lettering. On the side of his neck, clearly visible above any normal shirt collar, “Gay Big Baby” was tattooed in matching style. Lower down, just above his collarbone on the other side, “Cum Dump Baby” was added in the same bright pink ink they had used for the permanent makeup.

They didn’t stop there. Small, humiliating designs were added on his hands and wrists, tiny baby bottles, pacifiers, and the words “Piss Baby” in cursive on the inside of one wrist. By the time they finished, Drake’s visible skin carried multiple permanent reminders of what he had become. There would be no hiding these without heavy makeup or high collars, and even then it would be obvious something was wrong.

The final procedure of the day was the tongue piercing. Pamela had specifically requested a large, heavy barbell. The piercer used a thick gauge that made Drake’s eyes water the moment it was pushed through. The weight of the large ball ends on his tongue was immediate and noticeable. Every time he tried to speak afterwards, the piercing forced his tongue into an awkward position, making the lisp even more pronounced and difficult to control than before. Simple words came out thick and childish, the heavy jewellery clicking against his teeth.

By the time they left the clinic, Drake’s face was swollen and brightly coloured from the permanent makeup and fillers. His neck and hands carried the new tattoos. His tongue felt heavy and strange in his mouth, the large piercing making it hard to form normal sounds. He sat in the car beside Pamela, staring at his reflection in the side mirror with a kind of numb horror.

Pamela glanced at him as she drove.

“You look much better now,” she said calmly. “More honest. No more pretending to be a normal man. From now on, everyone who sees you will know exactly what you are.”

Drake didn’t answer. He couldn’t have formed the words properly even if he had wanted to. The heavy tongue piercing made his attempts at speech come out thick and lisping. He sat in silence for the rest of the drive, the reality of what had been done to him settling deeper with every mile.

When they arrived back at her house, Pamela made him stand in front of the full-length mirror in the nursery. She stood behind him, looking at his reflection with clear satisfaction.

“From now on,” she said, “this is how you will look. Permanent. No going back. The makeup, the lips, the tattoos on your neck and hands… everyone will see it. And when you try to speak, that big tongue piercing will make sure you sound exactly like the sissy baby you are.”

Drake stared at his own reflection. The heavily made-up face, the swollen pink lips, the visible tattoos on his neck, and the way the large tongue piercing forced his mouth into a slight, permanent pout, it was all too much. Tears welled in his eyes, but he didn’t wipe them away. He simply stood there, the weight of the permanent changes pressing down on him harder than any of the physical punishments ever had.

Pamela placed a hand on his shoulder.

“This is who you are now,” she said softly. “And we’re only just getting started.”


Chapter Eleven

They had been driving in near silence for most of the journey back from the clinic. Drake sat stiffly in the passenger seat, still trying to adjust to the heavy weight of the large tongue piercing and the strange, painted feeling of his permanently made-up face. The heavy pink blush, thick eyeliner, and dramatically plumped lips made every glance in the side mirror feel like looking at someone else entirely. The new visible tattoos on his neck itched beneath his shirt collar. He kept his mittened hands in his lap, the thick nappy and chastity cage making him shift uncomfortably every few minutes.

When Pamela turned into her own street and her frown deepened, Drake followed her gaze and felt his stomach drop. Maggie’s car was parked outside Pamela’s house.

Pamela slowed but did not stop. She glanced at Drake once, her expression tightening, then pulled into the driveway. Drake felt a sudden, uncontrollable warmth flood the front of his nappy. He hadn’t even registered the urge building. The fear had simply triggered it. He sat frozen as the padding grew heavy and warm between his legs.

“Get out,” Pamela said quietly.

Drake opened the door on shaking legs. As he stepped onto the driveway in his pink satin romper, white bonnet, pink Mary-Jane shoes and lacy socks, the front door of Pamela’s house opened. Maggie stepped out. She was still wearing her work clothes, her face pale and set in an expression of cold fury mixed with deep disappointment. Her eyes moved slowly over Drake, taking in the frilly pink satin romper, the large white bonnet, the mittens, the dummy secured in his mouth, and the pink collar around his neck. She said nothing at first.

Pamela walked around the car, clipped a pink leather leash to the ring on Drake’s collar, and pointed firmly at the ground. Without a word, Drake dropped to his hands and knees. The wet nappy sagged heavily between his thighs as he began to crawl behind Pamela across the driveway toward the house. Maggie watched the entire display in silence, her arms folded tightly across her chest.

When they reached the front step, Maggie finally spoke, her voice tight with barely controlled rage.

“I knew you were seeing someone,” she said, staring at her mother. “I knew there had to be someone behind all of this. The nappies, the way he was talking, the way he was dressing… I just never thought it would be my own mother.”

Pamela remained calm. She gave the leash a gentle tug so that Drake stopped crawling and sat back on his heels at her side, the large dummy still held firmly between his lips.

“Calm down, Maggie,” she said evenly. “Shouting isn’t going to help anything.”

Maggie let out a short, bitter laugh.

“Calm down?” she repeated. “You’ve turned my husband into… into this.” She gestured at Drake with open disgust. “And you expect me to calm down?”

She looked down at Drake again. He kept his eyes on the ground, too humiliated to meet her gaze.

“Aren’t you going to say anything?” Maggie asked him sharply.

Pamela answered before Drake could even attempt to respond.

“He will not be removing that dummy,” she said. “If he does, he will be beaten until he loses consciousness. He knows this.”

Maggie stared at her mother for a long moment. Then, to Drake’s surprise, she simply nodded. She did not look shocked by the threat. If anything, she seemed almost resigned to it.

Pamela noticed her lack of surprise.

“Why aren’t you more shocked by that?” she asked quietly.

Maggie let out a long, tired sigh and rubbed a hand over her face.

“Because I read the stories years ago,” she said. “I found that USB key he used to keep hidden. I read what he wrote about. The nappies, the sissy clothes, the beatings, the way he wanted to be treated like a helpless little girl… I knew he had these fantasies. I just never thought he would actually go through with any of it. And I certainly never thought my own mother would be the one doing it to him.”

She looked at Drake again, and for the first time there was something almost pitying in her expression.

“I’ve been seeing your boss for a while now,” she continued, her voice quieter. “Even before he came to our house last week. That visit… when he saw everything… it just made everything clearer. I can’t keep living like this, Drake. I can’t keep pretending we’re a normal couple when you’re clearly not interested in being a husband anymore. I’m in love with him. And I’m done.”

Drake remained on his knees on the driveway, the wet nappy heavy between his legs and the large dummy filling his mouth. Tears welled in his eyes, but he didn’t make a sound. He simply knelt there in the frilly pink satin romper, the bonnet framing his heavily made-up face, while the two women who had once been the centre of his life spoke about him as though he were no longer really part of the conversation.

Pamela gave the leash another gentle tug.

“Come inside,” she said to Maggie. “We should talk properly. There’s no point standing out here.”

Maggie hesitated for only a second before nodding. She stepped aside to let Pamela lead Drake up the steps on his hands and knees. As he crawled past her, Maggie looked down at him one last time. There was no anger left in her face now, only a quiet, final kind of sadness.

Drake kept crawling, the leash taut in Pamela’s hand, the wet nappy squelching softly with every movement. Behind him, he heard Maggie close the front door. The sound felt strangely final.

Once they were inside, Pamela did not try to hide anything. She led Maggie through the house, showing her the nursery in full detail, the large barred cot, the changing table with its restraints, the wardrobe full of satin rompers and frilly dresses, the playpen, and the shelves of dummies, bottles, and punishment implements. She explained how she dressed him, how she made him crawl, how she forced him to wet himself on command, and how she had begun using men from the fetish club to break him down further. She showed Maggie the strap-on she used to peg him, and even demonstrated by having Drake bend over the changing table while she slowly and deliberately fucked him in front of his wife, all while he sucked on his dummy and sobbed quietly into the padding.

Throughout it all, Pamela spoke with a calm, almost serene satisfaction.

“This is the happiest I’ve been in years,” she said as she thrust steadily into him. “Since Samuel died, I’ve felt… empty. Like there was no real purpose left. But this…” She gestured at Drake’s trembling, dressed-up form. “This gives me a reason to get up in the morning. A reason to plan, to teach, to shape someone completely. I’ve never felt more alive.”

Maggie watched in silence for a long time. There was no anger left in her expression now. Instead, there was a strange, quiet understanding. When Pamela finally pulled out and helped Drake stand on shaky legs, Maggie let out a slow breath.

“I’m happy for you,” she said eventually. “I mean that. Despite everything… I can see how much this means to you. You’ve always needed something to control, something to pour yourself into. And he clearly needs this too, on some level. Even if it’s destroying what was left of our marriage.”

She looked at Drake, who stood there in the middle of the nursery in his frilly pink satin romper, bonnet, and mittens, the large dummy still in his mouth and fresh tears on his heavily made-up face.

“I want a divorce,” Maggie said plainly. “And I want you to take him. Move him in here permanently. I’m in love with Dominic. I have been for a while. I want to be with him properly, without having to hide it or manage… this.” She gestured at Drake again. “If he’s going to live like this, then he should do it here, with you. Not half in and half out of our old life.”

Pamela’s face lit up with genuine delight.

“You would really let me have him?” she asked. “Full time?”

Maggie nodded.

“He’s already gone,” she said quietly. “There’s nothing left of the man I married. So yes. Take him. I’ll sort out the divorce and the house. You can have him completely.”

Pamela looked almost emotional for a moment. She stepped forward and pulled Maggie into a warm hug.

“Thank you,” she said softly. “You have no idea what this means to me.”

When they pulled apart, Pamela’s expression turned thoughtful.

“There is one more thing,” she said. “I’ve been thinking about starting him on female hormones. To soften him further, to help his body match what he’s becoming. Would you be able to help with that? Through the hospital?”

Maggie smiled faintly and nodded.

“I’ll sort it,” she said. “I can get what you need. No questions asked.”

She looked at Drake again, then back at her mother.

“Can I help beat him?” she asked. “Just once. While I’m here.”

Pamela’s smile widened.

“Of course.”

The two women turned to face Drake at the same time. Without another word, they stepped forward together. Maggie’s first punch caught him hard in the stomach, driving the air from his lungs and making him double over. Pamela followed immediately with a sharp slap across his face, then another punch to his side. They didn’t speak as they took turns hitting him, open-handed slaps to his face, hard punches to his stomach and chest, and occasional kicks to the backs of his legs that sent him stumbling. Drake tried to stay on his feet at first, but quickly dropped to his knees as the blows kept coming.

Maggie hit him with a kind of quiet, focused anger, while Pamela’s strikes were more measured and deliberate. They moved around him in a circle, taking turns, until Drake was curled on the nursery floor, sobbing and gasping for breath. Only then did they stop.

Pamela crouched down beside him and gently stroked his bonnet.

“There now,” she said softly. “That’s better, isn’t it? Both of us, together.”

Maggie stood over him for a moment longer, breathing a little harder than usual. She looked down at her former husband with a strange mixture of pity and finality.

“When I read all this, I thought he was disturbed, wanting to be beaten up, punched, kicked, it’s horrible. But doing it, seeing him like this, I get it,” Maggie said.

Pamela nodded. “The moment I read it, I knew I wanted it. Being a doctor helps, knowing how and where to hit not to do serious damage. I want to go further, I want to explore this dominance. I’m old, I don’t care about the consequences.”

“You shouldn’t,” said Maggie. “The kids have seen what he’s like, they’re ashamed, don’t want anything to do with him anymore.” That cut deep, hurt more than the punches for Drake. “I’ll be in touch about the divorce papers,” she said to him. Then she turned to her mother. “He’s yours now. Do whatever you want with him.”

She walked out of the nursery without looking back. A few moments later, they heard the front door close.

Pamela helped Drake up off the floor and guided him over to the large cot. She locked the rail behind him and looked down at him with clear satisfaction.

“Welcome home,” she said quietly. “For good this time.”

That night, Pamela made him drink glass after glass of water until his stomach felt uncomfortably full and his bladder began to ache. She watched him the entire time with a calm, knowing expression, only stopping when she was satisfied that he was on the edge of losing control. Then she took him by the hand and led him to her bedroom for the first time.

She unlocked the chastity cage and set it aside, but made it very clear that the rest of his outfit was to stay on. The delicate pink satin and lace lingerie, the matching romper, the large white bonnet, and the heavy dummy in his mouth were not to be removed. Drake nodded obediently, his heart pounding with a mixture of nervous excitement and deep humiliation. This was the first time she had ever allowed him inside her, and despite everything, the piercings, the tattoos, the permanent makeup, the heavy tongue piercing forcing his lisp, he felt a rush of desperate, overwhelming gratitude.

When she finally lay back and pulled him on top of her, Drake was almost shaking. He entered her slowly, overwhelmed by the sensation after so many months of denial. Pamela guided him with a firm hand on the back of his bonnet, letting him set a steady rhythm. For the first time since this had all begun, he felt something close to joy. He was inside her. She was letting him fuck her. After everything she had done to him, this felt like the ultimate reward.

Just as her breathing began to quicken and her body started to tighten around him, she reached down and pressed firmly on his lower stomach, right over his painfully full bladder. Drake gasped around the dummy as the pressure became too much. He tried to hold it, but it was impossible. A hot, powerful stream began to gush out of him, soaking the front of the lingerie and the sheets beneath them. Pamela let out a long, shuddering moan as she came hard, her body clenching around him while he continued to piss uncontrollably inside her.

She didn’t stop. Even as he softened from the force of his release, she rolled them over so she was on top and began to ride him. At first he was too overwhelmed to stay hard, but the combination of her movements, the wet sheets, and the sheer depravity of what they were doing made him stiffen again inside her. Pamela leaned down, her large breasts pressing against his chest through the satin, and began to piss as well. The hot liquid spread between them, soaking the lingerie and the bedding even further as she continued to ride him with slow, deliberate movements.

They stayed like that for hours. Every time one of them began to soften, the other would shift or press or speak in that low, filthy way until they were both hard again. They fucked in the increasingly soaked bed without pause, the smell of piss and sex thick in the air. Drake lost count of how many times he came. Each orgasm felt weaker than the last, but the need never fully left him. Pamela seemed tireless, riding him through every release, sometimes pissing again, sometimes simply grinding down on him while he whimpered around the dummy.

By the time morning came, the bed was completely ruined. The sheets were soaked through, the mattress beneath them dark and wet. Drake lay there exhausted and trembling, his body aching and his mind hazy. Pamela lay beside him, one arm draped possessively across his chest, and simply smiled.

“This is how it’s going to be from now on,” she said softly. “You and me. No more pretending. This is our new normal.”

Drake could only nod weakly around the dummy, too drained to speak.

Five days later, a large package arrived. Inside were several boxes of pills and a collection of syringes along with vials of clear liquid. Pamela opened everything immediately and laid it all out on the kitchen table with clear satisfaction. That same evening, she began the process without hesitation. She made Drake strip down to just the lingerie and sit on the edge of the bed while she prepared the first injection.

“This is going to change you even more,” she told him as she swabbed his thigh. “Softer skin. Smaller cock. Breasts. A more feminine shape. Everything you’ve been writing about for years is finally going to happen to you.”

Drake sat very still as the needle slid into his skin. He didn’t try to stop her. He didn’t even ask questions. He simply watched as she depressed the plunger, sending the first dose of hormones into his body. When she was finished, she gave him a handful of pills and told him to swallow them.

From that night onward, the routine became part of their new life. Every morning and every evening, Pamela would give him his pills. Twice a week, she would inject him. She documented the changes carefully, taking photos of his body as it slowly began to shift. His skin grew softer. His body hair began to thin. His chest grew tender and started to swell. His cock, already locked away so often, seemed to shrink further inside the cage.

And every night, they fucked in their increasingly filthy way, pissing on each other, soaking the bed, using his body however she wanted while the hormones slowly reshaped him from the inside out. The play that had once been occasional had become their entire existence. Pamela had never looked more content, and Drake had never felt more completely owned.


Epilogue

One Year Later

One year after Maggie had walked out of Pamela’s house for the last time, the person who had once been Drake no longer existed in any meaningful way. What remained was Sissy Prissy, a soft, dependent, heavily modified creature who existed solely for Pamela’s pleasure and care.

The hormones had done their work thoroughly. Prissy now possessed a pair of large, heavy breasts that strained against the custom-made shiny satin rompers Pamela had designed specifically for her new body. The rompers were cut with extra room in the chest, the glossy pink fabric stretched taut over the full, rounded breasts, the short puffed sleeves sitting high on her arms. Her waist had narrowed significantly while her hips and bottom had grown wide and padded, partly from the hormones and partly from the constant bulk of the thick nappies she wore. When she moved, her bottom swayed heavily, the plastic pants crinkling loudly with every step.

She was almost never out of her rompers. Pamela had commissioned several in different pastel shades, all made from thick, glossy satin that caught the light whenever Prissy moved. Each one buttoned between her legs, designed to be changed quickly and efficiently. Over the rompers she wore a huge, heavily frilled satin bonnet that framed her face and made her look even more infantile. White satin mittens were locked onto her hands at all times, preventing her from doing anything more complicated than holding a bottle or a toy. A large, pink dummy was almost permanently secured in her mouth by a ribbon around her neck, only removed when Pamela chose to feed or use her.

The lobotomy had been the final step.

Prissy no longer possessed any real sense of self or resistance. Her mind had been reduced to something soft, simple, and entirely dependent. She could form short, lisping sentences when prompted, but they were usually little more than childish declarations of need or affection. Most of the time she simply made soft, happy sounds around her dummy, rocking gently or playing with the toys Pamela gave her. She was now completely incontinent when it came to her bladder. She wet without any awareness or control, often without even realising it had happened until the nappy grew warm and heavy between her legs. The thick nappies she wore were changed whenever Pamela decided they needed changing, and Prissy would simply lie back with a vacant, contented smile while it was done. Her bowels, however, remained under her control, a small mercy that Pamela had decided was enough.

She spent most of her days in the large playpen in the living room or sitting at Pamela’s feet while her Mummy worked or read. Occasionally she would crawl over and rest her head against Pamela’s leg, making soft, happy noises until she was acknowledged. When Pamela took her out in the car (something that happened rarely and only to carefully chosen places), Prissy would sit in her car seat in her satin romper and huge bonnet, sucking on her dummy and staring out of the window with a vacant, peaceful expression.

There was no fight left in her. No resentment. No desire to return to any previous version of herself. The lobotomy had stripped away everything except a simple, childlike need to be cared for and a deep, instinctive joy in being Pamela’s toy. When Pamela dressed her in the morning, Prissy would make soft, pleased sounds and lift her arms or legs helpfully. When Pamela used her, whether with the strap-on, her fingers, or by allowing others to use her, Prissy would accept it with the same vacant, happy expression, sometimes making small, contented noises around her dummy as she was fucked or milked.

Pamela had never been happier.

She had turned the man who once tried to hide his darkest fantasies into exactly what he had always secretly wanted to be, a permanently infantilised, heavily modified, brain-damaged sissy baby who existed only for her. Prissy no longer had the capacity to feel shame about the huge breasts that strained her rompers, the wide padded bottom that made her waddle, the permanent makeup and tattoos that marked her as property, or the thick nappies she constantly used. She simply existed in a state of soft, dependent contentment.

On the rare occasions when Pamela took her out of the playpen and sat her on her lap, Prissy would rest her head against her Mummy’s chest and make soft, happy sucking sounds around her dummy. Sometimes Pamela would stroke her hair and murmur to her.

“You’re Mummy’s good girl, aren’t you?” she would say.

Prissy would nod, her large bonnet bobbing, and reply in her thick, lisping voice:

“Yeth, Mummy… Pwissy good baby…”

And that was enough.

There was nothing left of Drake. There was only Prissy, soft, broken, permanently altered, and completely, blissfully owned.

Every morning began the same way.

Pamela would unlock the rail of the large cot and lift Prissy out, carrying her over to the changing table as if she weighed nothing. Prissy would lie back without resistance, her huge satin bonnet framing her heavily made-up face and her thick, glossy pink lips parted around the large dummy. She would make soft, happy sucking sounds as Pamela unfastened the crotch of her shiny satin romper and peeled open the tapes of the heavy, sodden nappy. The smell of urine would fill the air as Pamela cleaned her thoroughly, wiping between her legs and over the smooth skin where her cock had once been more prominent. The hormones and frequent use had left it small and soft, now almost entirely hidden beneath the swell of her new breasts and the padding of the nappy.

Pamela would powder her generously before sliding a fresh, thick nappy underneath her and fastening it snugly. She would often press her hand against the front of the clean nappy afterwards, smiling down at her.

“There we are,” she would murmur. “Mummy’s good little piss baby, all clean and dry again. For now.”

Prissy would smile around her dummy, her eyes vacant and trusting, and lift her mittened hands to make grabby motions until Pamela gave her a bottle. She would suckle contentedly while Pamela finished dressing her, fastening the shiny satin romper back between her legs and adjusting the huge frilled bonnet so it sat perfectly on her head.

Breakfast was always the same. Pamela would sit in her armchair with Prissy on her lap, feeding her from a large baby bottle while she ate her own breakfast. Prissy would drink obediently, her eyes half-lidded with simple contentment, occasionally making soft, happy noises around the teat. When the bottle was empty, Pamela would wipe her mouth and press a kiss to her forehead.

“Good girl,” she would say. “Such a good baby for Mummy.”

Most of the day was spent in the large playpen in the living room. Prissy would sit among her soft toys and baby books, rocking gently or sucking on her dummy while Pamela went about her day. Sometimes she would crawl to the edge of the playpen and rest her head against the bars, watching Pamela with a vacant, adoring expression until her Mummy noticed her and came over to stroke her cheek or give her another bottle. She rarely made any real trouble. The lobotomy had left her with almost no capacity for mischief or disobedience. She existed in a state of soft, dependent happiness, content as long as she was fed, changed, and given attention.

The maintenance was regular and non-negotiable.

Several times a week, Pamela would take her out of the playpen and strap her down on the changing table or the low punishment bench. Sometimes it was for a beating. Pamela would use her hand, a wooden spoon, or a small leather strap, delivering firm, measured strokes across Prissy’s padded bottom or the backs of her thighs while she lectured her in a calm, almost affectionate tone.

“This is to help you remember who you belong to,” she would say between strikes. “Good babies need regular reminders.”

Prissy would sob softly around her dummy, tears running down her painted cheeks, but she never tried to get away. When it was over, Pamela would rub cream into the fresh welts and hold her until she calmed down, murmuring praise into her ear.

Other times, Pamela would peg her. She would strap Prissy down, pull the nappy and plastic pants down just enough, and fuck her slowly and deeply while speaking to her in that same low, possessive voice.

“You’re Mummy’s toy now,” she would say as she thrust into her. “This is what you were made for. To be used and cared for and kept small.”

Prissy would make soft, broken sounds around her dummy, her body accepting the intrusion without resistance. Sometimes she would come, a weak, dribbling orgasm that left her shaking, but more often she would simply lie there and take it, her eyes glassy and content.

The visits from the “uncles” happened once or twice a month.

Pamela would dress her in a fresh romper and make sure her nappy was clean before the men arrived. She would sit in her armchair and direct them as they used her, sometimes letting them take turns with her mouth and arse, sometimes allowing them to be rougher, slapping her face, pulling her hair, or pissing on her while Pamela watched with quiet satisfaction. Prissy would accept it all with the same vacant, obedient expression, making soft sounds around whichever cock was in her mouth at the time. When they were finished, she would be left messy and used on the floor, and Pamela would praise her for being such a good girl before cleaning her up and putting her back in the playpen.

Through it all, Pamela’s care never wavered. She was strict, often sadistic, but there was a genuine affection beneath it. She took pride in how completely she had transformed the man who had once hidden his darkest fantasies. She would often sit with Prissy on her lap in the evenings, stroking her hair beneath the huge bonnet and speaking softly to her.

“You’re exactly what you were always meant to be,” she would murmur. “Mummy’s perfect little toy. No more fighting. No more pretending. Just this.”

Prissy would press closer, making soft, happy noises around her dummy, her large breasts rising and falling steadily against the shiny satin of her romper. She no longer had the capacity to feel anything as complicated as shame or regret. There was only the simple, childlike joy of being cared for, used, and kept exactly where she belonged.

And every night, Pamela would lock the rail of the cot, kiss her forehead, and say the same words she had said since the beginning.

“Sleep well, my good little girl. Mummy loves you.”

Prissy would close her eyes, suckle on her dummy, and drift into a peaceful, vacant sleep, the only kind of peace she was still capable of feeling.

The wedding took place on a warm Saturday afternoon in a small, private venue just outside the village. Pamela looked striking in a deep emerald green satin dress that clung to her full figure, her hair styled elegantly and her makeup flawless. She stood at the front of the room beside Dominic, calm and composed as they exchanged vows. Maggie sat in the second row with her new partner, looking happier and more relaxed than she had in years. Erica and Simon sat beside her. Both teenagers kept their eyes fixed firmly on the ceremony, refusing to look toward the back of the room where their former father stood.

Prissy had been dressed in her most elaborate outfit for the occasion. The shiny pink satin romper was custom-made, cut to accommodate her large breasts while still maintaining the short, babyish style. Thick white lace frills ran along the collar, sleeves, and leg openings. A huge, heavily layered white satin bonnet with pink ribbon ties framed her face, and white satin mittens were locked onto her hands. Her feet were squeezed into shiny pink Mary-Jane shoes over delicate white lace socks. A thick, heavily padded nappy and matching plastic pants sat beneath the romper, the bulk forcing her into a pronounced waddle. A large pink dummy was secured in her mouth by a ribbon, and a wide pink collar with a silver ring sat around her neck.

She stood near the back of the room, swaying slightly on the spot. Every so often a soft, wet sound could be heard as she urinated without awareness into her nappy. A dark patch had already begun to show at the crotch of the shiny pink satin, spreading slowly down the inside of her thighs. Prissy didn’t seem to notice. She simply stood there with a vacant, contented expression, occasionally making soft sucking sounds around her dummy.

After the ceremony, the small reception was held in the adjoining hall. Prissy was paraded around the room on her leash like a showpiece. Pamela would occasionally tug her forward to show her off to certain guests, though most people gave her a wide berth. Maggie and Dominic kept their distance, though Maggie glanced over once or twice with an unreadable expression. Erica and Simon actively avoided looking in her direction. Whenever Prissy tried to toddle toward them, they would turn away or move to another part of the room.

Prissy eventually came to a stop near one of the tables, swaying gently. A fresh warmth began to spread through her nappy as she wet herself again, the already damp satin darkening further at the crotch. She made a soft, happy sound around her dummy and continued to rock from side to side.

It was then that the big bearded man approached.

He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a thick salt-and-pepper beard and kind but sharp eyes. He looked to be in his late sixties. He had been watching Pamela from across the room for most of the reception. Now he walked over with a confident, unhurried stride and stopped in front of her.

“Congratulations,” he said, his voice deep and warm. “Lovely ceremony.”

“Thank you,” Pamela replied, smiling. She gave Prissy’s leash a small tug, pulling her a little closer. “This is Prissy. My little one.”

The man looked down at Prissy with open curiosity. Prissy stared back at him with vacant eyes, still gently sucking on her dummy as another small trickle of urine leaked into her already soaked nappy.

“She’s quite the project,” the man said after a moment.

Pamela’s smile widened. There was clear pride in her voice as she began to explain.

“She used to be my son-in-law,” she said. “A meek little man with some very dark fantasies. I found out about them after my daughter’s father died. I decided to make them real. Hormones first, to give her these lovely big breasts and soften everything. Then the chastity, the nappies, the forced wetting. We did regular beatings and pegging to break her down. I had some men from a club come and use her, rough ones. Face-fucking, fisting, pissing. She took it all. Eventually I had her lobotomised. That was the final step. Now she’s exactly what she was always meant to be. Soft. Dependent. Happy. She wets herself constantly, can barely speak, and lives for nothing but being my toy.”

The man listened with genuine interest, his eyes occasionally flicking down to Prissy, who continued to stand there dumbly, wetting herself in slow, steady spurts. A noticeable dark patch had spread across the front of her pink satin romper.

“She really has no idea what’s happening, does she?” he asked.

“None,” Pamela said. “She just exists in this soft little world where Mummy takes care of everything. She’s never been happier.”

The man chuckled, a low, appreciative sound. His eyes lingered on Pamela for a moment longer than necessary.

“You’ve done an incredible job with her,” he said. “Most people talk about these things. Very few actually go through with it. And fewer still do it this thoroughly.”

Pamela met his gaze directly. There was a spark of something between them, interest, attraction, and a shared understanding of the kind of power she now held.

“I’ve always believed that if you’re going to do something, you should do it properly,” she said.

The man smiled. It was a slow, warm smile that reached his eyes.

“I can see that,” he replied. “I’d very much like to hear more about how you did it. Perhaps over dinner sometime.”

Pamela’s smile deepened.

“I’d like that.”

While they spoke, Prissy remained standing a short distance away, swaying gently. Another warm trickle leaked into her nappy, soaking through the already saturated padding. She made a soft, lisping sound around her dummy, her vacant eyes drifting between Pamela and the bearded man without really focusing on either of them.

Pamela and the man continued talking, their voices low and easy. Every so often one of them would glance at Prissy and smile, as if she were nothing more than an amusing, well-trained pet. Prissy stood there in her elaborate pink satin outfit, visibly wetting herself, her large breasts straining against the glossy fabric and her huge bonnet framing her painted, empty face. She made another soft, happy sound around her dummy and continued to rock gently from side to side, completely unaware of the conversation happening just a few feet away.

Six weeks later, Vincent moved in.

To celebrate, Pamela led him into the nursery where Prissy was already strapped down on the changing table in her most elaborate open-back satin romper. The back was specially designed with a large, reinforced opening that left her arse completely exposed while still keeping the rest of the outfit intact. Her huge breasts strained against the glossy pink fabric at the front, and the thick nappy had been pulled down just enough to give Vincent easy access.

Vincent took his time. He ran his large hands slowly over Prissy’s padded bottom and up her back, then leaned down and pressed a surprisingly tender kiss between her shoulder blades.

“There’s Daddy’s precious baby,” he murmured, his deep voice warm and affectionate. “Such a good girl for us.”

He pushed his thick cock into her slowly, savouring every inch as he sank deep into her well-used hole. Prissy made a soft, broken sound around her dummy, her body accepting him without resistance. Vincent began to fuck her with long, deep, loving strokes, one hand resting gently on the small of her back while the other stroked her hip.

“That’s it,” he whispered. “Take Daddy’s cock, sweetheart. Such a good little baby.”

Pamela stood beside the table and watched with clear enjoyment. After a few minutes she leaned in and kissed Vincent deeply, her hand resting on his shoulder.

“Go on,” she said against his lips. “Molest our little baby.”

Vincent chuckled, the sound low and warm.

“This arse is going to get a lot of use,” he replied, giving Prissy another slow, deep thrust. “I’m going to enjoy breaking her in properly.”

He continued to fuck her with that same tender, unhurried pace, occasionally leaning down to kiss the back of her neck or whisper more soft, degrading praise into her ear. Prissy made quiet, happy sounds around her dummy the entire time, her body rocking gently with each thrust.

When Vincent finally came, he stayed buried inside her for a long moment, groaning softly. Then he slowly pulled out. Prissy’s hole stayed open, twitching and glistening. Pamela immediately reached down and used both hands to hold her cheeks apart, keeping her stretched and exposed.

Vincent took his cock in hand and aimed it at the gaping hole. A long, steady stream of hot piss began to flow directly into her. Prissy moaned around her dummy as she felt herself being filled, her body trembling on the table. The sensation was too much. A fresh, powerful stream of urine began to gush out of her at the same time, soaking the front of her nappy and running down her thighs.

Pamela and Vincent both laughed, warm, genuine laughter, as they watched her lose control completely.

“Look at that,” Vincent said, still pissing into her. “Our little baby can’t help herself.”

Pamela smiled, still holding Prissy open.

“She never could,” she replied fondly. “And now she never will.”

Vincent finished and tucked himself away. Pamela released Prissy’s cheeks and let the soaked nappy fall back into place. She stroked Prissy’s hair beneath the huge satin bonnet and pressed a kiss to her temple.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Such a good little piss baby for Mummy and Daddy.”

Prissy made a soft, happy sound around her dummy, her eyes glassy and content. She lay there on the changing table, filled and used and utterly at peace, while Pamela and Vincent stood over her, already speaking quietly about what they would do with her next.

Outside the nursery window, the afternoon sun was beginning to set. Inside, the new family settled into their routine, Pamela, Vincent, and their perfect, broken little toy.

The End.
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