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Chapter 1: Borrowed Satin

Istood in front of the closet mirror with the zipper dead halfway up my back and the borrowed satin clinging cold to my skin. The dress was Corinne’s cast-off party thing, pink and stiff with leftover glitter, the kind of fabric that hissed when I breathed. I had pulled it on in the dark hallway like a thief. Now my reflection looked wrong in a way I could not unsee. Broad shoulders in a girl’s bodice. Stubble at the jaw above a lace collar. My hands shook on the tab of the zipper. I could not reach the rest alone.

The pink door behind me opened. No slam. Just a slow hinge and a wash of cooler air from the hall.

I froze. Satin held me in place better than shame did.

Footsteps. Deliberate. Quiet soles on the hardwood. Mommy Delphine did not speak at first. She stopped. My own breath came too loud in the little room.

She circled me. Her reflection reached me before she did. Calm face. House keys still on their ring at her hip. She lifted the lace at my hem with two fingers and let it fall. She straightened a strap that had twisted on my shoulder. She tugged the zipper tag without finishing the job. Her nails clicked once on the plastic.

“Turn,” she said.

I turned. The dress swished. The sound made my ears hot.

She looked me over from shoes to hair. No hurry. Like she was reading inventory she already owned.

“You’re hard,” she said. Plain. No question.

The frills at my thighs could not hide it. The satin rode up when she lifted the skirt again. My cock strained against the borrowed lining. I went stiller. Stillness was confession. Like I had signed something without ink.

Mommy Delphine’s mouth did not change. “As of tonight your lease is void.”

She reached into the pocket of her cardigan and pulled out three laminated pages. House rules. I had never seen them before. The plastic was warm from her body. She held them at my eye level while I stood in her daughter’s dress and did not step toward the door.

“These replace every word you signed when you moved in,” she said. “You will stay in this house under my rules. Or you will leave now. The front door is unlocked.”

I could have walked out. The hall was right there. Cool air still leaked through the open door. I stayed. My feet rooted in the carpet. The dress whispered when I swallowed.

She tapped the first page against my cheek. Smack. Light. Orderly.

“Rule one. You dress when I say. You stay dressed until I say otherwise.”

Smack. Second page.

“Rule two. You do not touch yourself. You do not finish unless I allow it.”

Smack. Third page.

“Rule three. You wear what I put on you. You keep it clean or you ask for a change. You do not hide wet from me.”

The words hit my mouth like taste. Wet. Change. My stomach turned and my cock jumped anyway. Dread sat heavy behind my ribs. Not fear of her voice. She never raised it. Fear of wanting what came next.

“You will do exactly as I say,” Mommy Delphine said.

I whispered, “Yes.”

“Yes what.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

The title slid out before I could choke it back. Her eyes held mine. She nodded once like that had always been the answer.

She set the pages on the dresser edge. Plastic clicked against wood.

“Bend over the bench,” she said. “Lift the dress. Show me your ass.”

The bench at the foot of the closet was padded in dusty rose velvet. I bent. Satin piled at my waist. Cool air found the backs of my thighs. Warmer air sat between my cheeks. I gripped the bench and shook.

Her hands spread me. No gentleness. Fingers rough at my hole. I flinched at the cold touch of something slick she had already opened. Lube. The snap of the cap had been so soft I almost missed it.

“This is how you learn,” she said. “Not your cock. Your ass. That is what I use first.”

Something pressed my rim. Not her finger. Wider. A plug or a trainer. She worked it in slow and mean while I grunted into the velvet.

“Take it,” she said. “Open your hole like a good little slut.”

“Please.”

“Please what. Say it filthy.”

“Please fuck my ass, Mommy.”

The words burned my face. She pushed deeper. The stretch bit sharper. The crinkle of something else made me jerk my head.

She had set a thick white diaper on the bench beside my hip. Adult. Padded. The sound when she unfolded it was loud in the small room. Crinkle. Crinkle. Like wrapping meat.

“You’re going to wet this before the night is done,” she said. “You’re going to soak it and let me check you like a child who lied. Say you understand.”

“I understand.”

“Louder.”

“I’ll wet my diaper for you.”

Shame slammed into heat. My cock dripped on the bench. She twisted the plug and my hole clenched stupid and hungry.

She pulled the plug out. I gasped. Empty. Then her strap was there. I had not heard her step into it. The buckle clicked at her waist. Rubber cock. Thick. She rubbed the head on my slick hole and counted under her breath.

“One breath. Two. Three. Now.”

She drove in. No mercy. My ass swallowed her in one shove. Pain lit up my spine and flipped straight into need. She fucked me hard. Short strokes first. Then long. The wet slap of rubber on my cheeks filled the closet. I bit the velvet. Drool slipped from my lip.

“Count your edges,” she said. “You cum when I say. You beg for each one.”

She reached under me and wrapped her fist around my cock. Rough. Fast. My balls drew up. She stopped.

“Edge one. Hold it.”

I sobbed. “Mommy, please.”

“You don’t cum. You ride it.”

She pounded my ass until my vision fuzzed. The dress swayed. Mirrors caught every jolt. She squeezed the head cruel and still. My whole body vibrated on the bench. Cum tried to climb. She denied it.

“Good whore. That’s one.”

She fucked harder. Temperature swung hot sweat on my back, cold air on my wet hole when she pulled almost out. The crinkle of the diaper she pulled beneath my hips was obscene under the fucking sounds.

“Spread your knees. Piss if you have to. You’re in diapers now.”

I shook my head. “I can’t.”

“You can. Relax your bladder or I stop and you sleep plugged and dry and aching.”

Her strap slammed my prostate. My bladder gave a traitorous spurt. Warmth bloomed in the padding. The diaper sagged and pulled between my thighs. I moaned at the shame. The wet spread. Crinkle turned muffled. A squelch when she thrust.

“Dirty little bitch,” she said. “Soaked already. Say it.”

“I wet my diaper. I’m a dirty little bitch.”

She jerked my cock again. Edge two built brutal on top of edge one. My asshole spasmed on her rubber. She laughed once. Quiet.

“Two. Hold. Don’t you dare spill.”

I choked. “Please let me cum. Please Mommy I need it.”

“You need my count.”

She rammed deep and held. Her thumb swirled my slit. Pre-cum smeared her hand. She wiped it on my cheek. Salt in my mouth when I turned.

“Beg for three.”

“Please fuck my ass and make me cum. I’m your hole. Your sissy hole. Please.”

“Three.”

She let me break. Orgasm ripped out so hard I screamed into the bench. Cum shot across the velvet in thick ropes. She did not stop fucking. My ass clenched on oversensitive meat. My cock jerked again empty and still she stroked.

“That’s one,” she said. “You get four total. That was one. Say thank you.”

“Thank you Mommy.”

My voice broke. She pulled out. My hole gaped and leaked. She slapped my ass. Red heat on cold sweat.

“Again.”

She pushed back in before I could breathe. The wet diaper squashed under me. Piss warmed anew when she bounced me on the bench. Second orgasm built faster. Cruel. My balls ached.

“Edge. Two.”

I wailed. “No more please it hurts.”

“It hurts because you’re a toy. Take it.”

She counted aloud this time. Patient. “Two. Hold. Two. Hold.”

My whole body begged. She pinched the base of my cock hard. Purple pain. She fucked through it. Mirror showed my face ruined. Lip slick. Eyes wet.

“Give me two,” she said.

Cum burst weaker and longer. I shook through it. Drool pooled on the bench. The room smelled sex and warm piss in plastic.

“That’s two,” she said. “One more before I let you rest. Maybe two more. You tell me how greedy your ass is.”

“Greedy. I’m greedy. Please three.”

She angled the strap to nail my prostate. Each hit punched a whimper out of me. The diaper was fully sodden. She crinkled the waist tape to check it. Fingers slid in the leg band. Cold air on wet skin.

“Soaked through,” she said. “You’ll be changed when I’m done using your ass. Not before.”

Humiliation pulsed with every thrust.

“Edge three. Edge four.”

She stacked them without release between. My mind shattered to fragments. Please. Fuck. Ass. Mommy. Diaper wet. Can’t. More.

“Now,” she said. “Three.”

Orgasm three tore longer than the others. I screamed her name wrong. Wes on my tongue. Mommy in my ears. Cum spattered the bench in thin spurts. Nothing left. She still stroked.

“Four,” she said. “Last one. Beg like a whore.”

“I’m your whore. Your sissy. Fuck my ass and make me cum again. Please. I’ll do anything. I’ll wet every diaper. I’ll wear the dress. Please.”

She slammed home and jerked my cock vicious. Orgasm four ripped out dry and brutal. Pain-pleasure. My asshole fluttered. Vision white. I collapsed on the bench. Rubber slid out slow. Cool air on my gaping hole.

Silence except my ragged breath and the soft crinkle when I twitched.

Mommy Delphine stripped the wet diaper off. Tape ripped loud. She wiped me with cold wipes. Checked my hole with two fingers. Spread me and looked.

“Open,” she said.

I stayed open. She nodded. Satisfied.

She rolled a fresh thick diaper under my hips. White. Crisp. Loud when it opened. She powdered me. The talc smell sharp. She taped me snug. The new diaper forced my thighs apart.

“Stand,” she said.

I stood on shaking legs. She smoothed the satin down over the diaper. The dress hid nothing at the hem. Bulk showed. She left the zipper where it had stalled. Half up. Half failure. Half claim.

We faced the mirror together. Me in Corinne’s dress and a clean diaper under satin. Her calm behind my shoulder. The laminated pages on the dresser caught lamplight.

“Twenty-one days,” she said. “From tonight until my Sunday salon. You will be presented to my whole circle. You will answer to your sissy name without flinching. Corinne arrives early this week. Every day counts. Twenty days left after tonight.”

The number landed like a lock.

She spoke against my throat. Lips cool. Voice lower.

“Tomorrow. Nine o’clock. This door. Same dress. Diaper under. You do not finish alone. You do not unzip. You knock once and wait. You will do exactly as I say.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She stepped back. Footsteps down the hall. Slow. Fading. Not a slam anywhere.

The pages stayed on the dresser. The front of the house stayed unlocked somewhere beyond me. I could still walk out. I looked at my reflection in borrowed satin and crisp diaper. My hole throbbed. My cock ached empty.

I did not go to the door.

I faced the mirror and listened to the house settle around what I had already chosen. Tomorrow at nine. One knock. The dress. The diaper. Her count.

Forward pulled tight in my chest, dread and heat braided, while the zipper stayed halfway up my back and the rules waited on the dresser for morning.


Chapter 2: Three Laminated Pages

The laminate still smelled hot from the machine when I stopped in the hall, my legs loose from standing there all night in Corinne’s cast-off pink while Delphine’s voice settled over me like a sheet pulled flat. My cock had gone soft and hard again a dozen times against the slippery inner skirt; my mouth tasted of stale lipstick and panic. She taped the last corner of the middle sheet without looking at my face, then the bottom one, then the top, so the column ran straight on the nursery-pink door like something you’d see in a clinic, not a tenant’s exit.

“Listen,” she said, and it was the same calm tone she’d used when she voided my lease. She stood at my shoulder, close enough that I caught her skin through perfume and coffee, and read the top page aloud. “Lights out at ten. No exceptions. Wes sleeps in the spare room, left side of the mattress, feet toward the window. Wes does not touch the master switch.” Her finger tapped the laminate. The plastic gave a little click. “Say it back.”

I repeated it, each word wrong in my throat, defiance and curiosity braided so tight I couldn’t tell which had started it. I wanted to know what happened if I refused just to see the shape of her reaction. I also wanted to know what happened if I didn’t.

She read the second page. “Wes wears what is laid out. Frills, lace, bows. Sizes assume him. No trousers. No boxers. No hiding.” She didn’t speed up or slow down. “The drawer marked with his name holds underthings only Mommy approves.” Under that, in smaller type I’d seen her print last night: thick adult diapers, day and night, checks on her schedule, changes on her lap or over the bench in the bath if he squirms.

My face burned. The word diaper sat in the air between us, blunt as the rest, and my balls drew up like my body had already learned a new alphabet.

“The third page,” she said, and slid her hand to the bottom sheet. “Standing appointment. Every Thursday at eight p.m., Wes across Mommy’s knee. Hairbrush. Bare. Counted. Additional sessions at Mommy’s discretion.” She turned her head toward me. “Today is Thursday. Day three of twenty-one. Eighteen days until salon Sunday. Corinne arrives early this week. You will be presented. You will answer to your sissy name without flinching. The circle will see what I have made.”

Eighteen days. The number landed in my gut like a thumb on a bruise.

“Repeat the appointment,” she said.

“Thursday. Eight. Your knee. Hairbrush,” I said, and hated how the hour already sounded like a time I’d always had.

She opened the door into the spare room. Nursery pink everywhere, crib rail polished, a clock on the dresser already set to ten p zero zero. She pinned me with a look when I glanced at the switch plate she’d covered with a plastic shield. “Not yours,” she said. “Your side is left. Feet to the window. Get used to the smell in here. Powder, clean plastic, piss when you’re afraid or horny and can’t hold it. That’s data, Wes. Not a tragedy.”

She walked me to the wardrobe she’d labeled with my name in looping script. Inside, nothing that could pass for a man. Lace tops, satin bows, a shelf of crinkling bags I didn’t want to touch. She lifted a diaper out and the wrapper sang under her nails. “You’ll wear this today. Under the frills. I’ll check it when I check your manners.” She laid out a soft pink thing with ribbons at the shoulders and panties that were only decoration. “Step out of the party frock. Slowly. I want to see if your cock still thinks it runs this house.”

I stepped free of Corinne’s cast-off. Cool air hit my thighs. My dick twitched, obscene and honest, and Delphine watched it like a meter she trusted more than anything I could say. She had me step into the diaper, thick and absurd, and taped it snug while I stood naked otherwise. The bulk forced my legs apart. Shame hit so hard my eyes watered, and beneath it heat crawled up from the plastic pressing my balls.

“Waddle to the crib rail,” she said. “Read what’s pinned there.”

Same three rules, twins of the hall sheets. Bedtime. Wardrobe. Appointment. Ritual stacked on ritual until the room was a throat swallowing me.

She pulled a calendar from the drawer, flipped to this month, and drew a red circle on every Thursday. She drew a heavier ring around tonight. “Lesson one isn’t a threat anymore. It’s ink.” She set the wooden hairbrush on the dresser next to a tube of lube and a harness I didn’t want to name. “Tonight you learn what your ass answers before your mouth does.”

My curiosity flared, ugly and bright. I wanted to talk my way out. I wanted to feel the brush once and see if I broke or bent.

“Over my knee,” Mommy Delphine said, and sat on the straight chair she’d placed at the foot of the crib. No rush. No debate. She guided me down across her lap, diaper crinkling loud as foil, my bare cheeks exposed by a fold she made with two fingers. The position shoved my trapped cock against her wool skirt. I smelled her lotion, the powder on my own skin, the sharp plastic of the diaper backing.

“Hold still,” she said. “This is for your own good.”

The first stroke landed slow, wood on bare skin, and the sound was a flat crack that jumped my hips before I could think. She counted. “One.”

I bit my lip. Tasted metal and old lipstick.

“Two.”

My ass flamed. The diaper pressed tighter when I clenched.

“Three.”

By ten my hips lifted to meet the brush, a traitor reflex my mind hadn’t authorized. I moaned and hated the sound.

“Eleven,” she said, unhurried. “You’re learning. Your body’s smarter than your pride.”

At fifteen I was grinding the front of the diaper against her leg, leaking into the padding, already going warm. Not a flood, a shameful seep, heat spreading while she counted sixteen, seventeen, eighteen. The wet spot bloomed and the scent rose, ammonia sweet under powder, and I groaned like a slut because my cock couldn’t tell fear from want.

“Twenty,” she finished. “Stand.”

My legs shook. The diaper sagged where I’d wet it, crinkle wetter now, and when I stood my ass throbbed in time with my heartbeat.

“Bed,” she said. “On your back. Left side rule starts tonight but right now you take what I give.”

She stripped the harness on over her stockings, black rubber thick between her thighs, and worked the cock attached to it with lube that smelled clinical and filthy at once. It shone, and my hole clenched around nothing, still curious whether I could take it without begging, already knowing I’d lose.

She climbed over me, hitched my ribbon panties aside without removing them, and pressed the head to my asshole. “Open.”

I tried to keep my voice. “I…”

She pushed, one inch, owning the pace, no thrust yet, just pressure until my ring burned and yielded. “You’ll take every bit on my count, not yours.”

She fed it in slow. My ass stretched around rubber cock, stuffed full, and the stretch shoved heat into my trapped dick inside the soggy diaper. I tasted spit when I gasped. Sweat ran into my mouth, salt and powder.

“Move,” she said, and started to fuck me in long strokes that rocked the crib rail. Wet plastic squeaked under me. Her harness slapped my thighs. “Say what you are.”

“A… tenant,” I tried, stubborn, curious if she’d punish the word.

She slapped my cheek, light, precise. “Try again, little bitch.”

“Your sissy,” I choked. “Your… fucking sissy.”

“Louder. Tell Mommy what your hole is for.”

“My hole is for your cock,” I said, and the sentence shattered something in me that had pretended last night was a one-time humiliation.

She pounded harder, rubber driving deep, my prostate lit up so bright I saw white behind my eyes. I clawed the sheets, frills twisting under my palms. Drool slid from the corner of my mouth onto my chin. She made me taste it when she wiped it with her thumb and pushed past my lips. “Suck. That’s the flavor of obedience.”

I sucked her thumb and grunted around it while she fucked my ass raw. The diaper was a warm shame between us, wet and crinkling every time she bottomed out. My balls ached. My dick leaked steady into the ruined padding.

“Not yet,” she said when my hips jerked. “You don’t finish until you beg like you mean it. Say it filthy. Say who owns your cum.”

I shook my head once, automatic, still testing the lock on the door while my body humped the air.

She stopped moving. Held buried. My ass fluttered around her, desperate.

“No,” she said. “You don’t get to chase. You ask.”

The silence hurt worse than the brush. Curiosity died into need. I broke, voice ugly. “Mommy, let me cum. I’m your whore. I’m your wet little sissy in this fucking diaper. Let me shoot in it. I need it. I need you to say I can.”

“Who owns your ass?”

“You do. Mommy Delphine owns my ass, my hole, my cock.”

“Who owns your mouth?”

“You do. I’ll say whatever you want at salon. Eighteen days. I’ll answer to my sissy name. Just let me cum while you fuck me.”

She waited until I sobbed once, real and loud. Then she said, “On six. Count with me.”

She drew almost all the way out and slammed home on one. Pain and pleasure exploded through my gut. “Two,” I screamed. “Three…”

On six she ground deep and said, “Cum.”

I came so hard my vision blanked. Cum flooded the diaper, hot over the piss-warm spot, messy and total, while my ass clamped on the rubber in spasms I couldn’t stop. My inner voice broke into fragments: yes, more, fuck, Mommy, dirty, mine, gone. She held me through it, one hand on my throat, not choking, just pinning, until the last pulse dribbled out and left me empty and shaking.

She pulled out slow. My asshole gaped and fluttered, wet and tender. She taped the diaper back snug over the wreck I’d made inside it, patted the front like she was closing a ledger, and straightened my ribbons as if nothing had unraveled. “Good lesson. Your body heard me before your mouth caught up. That’s the reflex we keep.”

I lay there smelling cum, piss, powder, rubber, her perfume, the laminate still faintly hot from the machine down the hall. My ass pulsed in time with the appointment we’d inked. Thursday at eight was no longer a sentence on plastic. It was muscle memory.

She listened toward the front of the house, head tilted. A knock sounded, rhythm unfamiliar, two quick, one slow, not a delivery pattern I knew.

Delphine’s eyes stayed on mine. “Up. Waddle to the door. Hands at your sides. Let them see the diaper under the frills if the hem rides up.” Her voice dropped, next rule already loading. “You open. You smile. You say, ‘Mommy will be right with you.’ And if it’s Corinne early, you call her by name and curtsy like I taught you in the mirror last night. Go.”

I slid off the bed, legs wide around the thick wet bulk between them, and moved toward the hall while the knock came again, harder, and eighteen days tightened like a belt I couldn’t unbuckle.


Chapter 3: Answering To Wendy

The two-note chime cut through the flat like something that did not belong to my life here. I stood in the nursery-pink spare room with a lace apron tied over my pink day frock, thighs thick inside the crinkling adult diaper Mommy Delphine had taped on me after lunch. The diaper dragged between my thighs when I shifted. Powder still lived in the crease of the plastic. I had been folding cloth napkins for tea she would never drink alone.

Mommy Delphine’s voice carried from the front hall, calm as always. “Corinne. Come in.”

My stomach dropped. Corinne was no stranger off the street. She was one of Mommy Delphine's own, from inside this world, and she already knew what I was. Her shoes sounded in the hall, the clack of a hard case, the rustle of a sewing kit. Mommy Delphine did not call for me to hide. She did not send me to the bedroom with the laminated pages on the dresser. She called, “Wendy. Tray.”

I had heard the name in her mouth for days. I had never heard it while my heart tried to claw out of my ribs.

The tea tray waited on the sideboard, china rattling when I lifted it. The pot was hot. Milk in a little jug. Two cups, though I had set a third without thinking and Mommy Delphine had left it there. I walked into the entry hall under Corinne’s stare. She was older, sharp-eyed, mouth already curious. Her case sat by her ankle like a dog that knew where we were going.

Mommy Delphine looked at me the way she looked at furniture she owned. “Curtsy, Wendy.”

I dipped, knees shaking. The diaper bulked under the frock, obvious if you knew to look. The crinkle was a whisper, louder to me than to anyone in the room. Corinne’s gaze went to my chest, the apron strings, the hem that showed my shaved knees.

“This is Wendy,” Mommy Delphine said. “She helps me afternoons.”

Corinne smiled without warmth. “Wendy. Pretty name.”

The word hit my skin and stayed. Wendy. Not Wes. Not the man who signed the lease. Wendy, spoken in the hallway where anyone passing could have heard through the thin wall. I opened my mouth and nothing honest came out.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, because Mommy Delphine’s eyes had already decided.

“Good girl,” she said. “Parlor.”

I carried the tray ahead of them. Every step made the soaked core of the diaper shift. I had wet myself an hour ago, shamefully easy after the morning rules, and she had patted the front and said I could stay in it until she was bored of the squish. The wetness was warm still, pressing the wadding flat against my cock and balls, a constant filthy reminder under lace.

The parlor was sun-striped and too clean. Corinne took the sofa. Mommy Delphine took her chair like a throne she did not need to announce. I poured. My hands trembled so the stream hit porcelain too hard.

“Sugar, Wendy,” Corinne said.

I added sugar. “One or two, ma’am?”

“Two. You’re careful. Delphine, she’s dainty.”

“She’s learning,” Mommy Delphine said. “Fifteen days left before the salon. I want her smooth in a room.”

Fifteen days. Day six of twenty-one. The countdown lived in my throat like a pill I could not swallow. Corinne hummed and opened her kit. Pins, thread, a measuring tape that gleamed.

“Turn for me, Wendy,” Corinne said.

I turned. The frock flared. Her eyes moved to the back of my legs, to the telltale thickness under the ruffles where a woman would wear panties and I wore a sagging wet diaper.

“Good hem,” Corinne said. “Delphine always did have an eye.”

“She’ll need another inch for curtsy depth,” Mommy Delphine said. “I won’t have her flashing the circle when she serves.”

Corinne laughed. “No flashing yet, Wendy?”

My face burned. I kept my eyes on the carpet. “No, ma’am.”

“Say it properly,” Mommy Delphine said.

“I won’t flash, ma’am. I’m a good girl.”

The words tasted like soap. Corinne sipped her tea and said my name again. “Wendy, refill me.”

I refilled. Each time she said Wendy it sealed tighter, varnish drying on my bones. I was not Wes serving tea. I was the thing the name made. She already knew. One of Mommy's own had walked through the door with her kit and sat down on the sofa, and there was no outside left to run to.

They talked sewing circle, Sunday salon, who was bringing cakes. Mommy Delphine mentioned the deadline again, casual as weather. Twenty-one days from the night she caught me in a borrowed dress, and now fifteen mornings and fifteen nights stood between me and a room full of women who would expect this name without a stumble. Corinne would not tell anyone. She had no one to tell. She was already in it with Mommy, weighing my apron strings like a woman inspecting goods she had a share in.

Mommy Delphine set her cup down with a soft click. Her signal. Two taps on the arm of the chair, then one on her thigh. I had learned it yesterday over the laminated pages. Bathroom break meant nothing. This meant bench.

“Excuse Wendy a moment,” Mommy Delphine said. “Bathroom.”

Corinne waved a hand, already pinning fabric against her own skirt. “Go on, dear.”

Mommy Delphine led me not to the bathroom but to the small back room where the edging bench waited, padded vinyl over a firm board, straps coiled at the sides like quiet threats. The door stayed ajar. The parlor murmured behind it, Corinne’s voice and the snip of scissors.

“You heard her,” Mommy Delphine said, locking the strap across my wrists before I could speak. “Fifteen days. You don’t get to be sloppy with names in my hall.”

“I didn’t say it,” I whispered.

“You answered.” She pulled my frock up and tucked it at my waist. The diaper sagged, cold plastic on my belly, the wet core swollen and yellow-tinted in the light. She pressed two fingers through the front and the squelch made me moan before I could stop. “Still dripping. Filthy little Wendy.”

She tore the tapes and peeled the diaper down to my knees. Cool air hit my cock, already half hard from terror and tea service. The smell of my own piss and skin rose up, shame that made my balls ache.

“On the bench. Ass up.”

I climbed onto the vinyl. It stuck to the backs of my thighs. She bent me over the padded hump, chest flat, diaper bunched under me like a shamed pet’s tail. My hole and my balls hung exposed toward the floor. She lubed two fingers without asking and pushed into my asshole, stretching me open with a rude squelch.

“You’ll thank Corinne later,” she said. “For wearing your name where it belongs.”

“Please, Mommy,” I breathed, and hated that the word still flew out automatic.

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

Her fingers crooked and found the spot that made my vision white out. I bucked against the strap. In the parlor Corinne laughed at something. Anyone could walk back here. Anyone could see me bent over with Mommy Delphine’s hand in my ass while they called me Wendy through the wall.

She added a third finger, then her thumb grinding my taint. “Quiet. You whimper like a whore and I’ll bring her in to wipe you.”

I bit my lip until blood flavor rose. She worked my prostate in steady cruel strokes, other hand wrapping my cock in a grip too tight to love. No softness. Just milking friction that built heat and would not let me finish on my terms.

“Count,” she said.

“One, Mommy.”

The bench creaked. Vinyl sweat under my chest. My cock leaked clear slime over her knuckles.

“Two.”

She sped up. My asshole clenched on her fingers like it wanted to keep her. The diaper under my knees was still wet, plastic crinkling when I shook.

“Three.”

I was not allowed to say that word aloud again. In my head she had trained me to count anyway. Four. Five. Six. Each number was a thrust against my prostate, each one stealing breath I could not waste on moans.

“You’re going to leak on my bench like the sissy bitch you are,” she murmured. “Not one spurt for your pleasure. You waste it and you thank me.”

“Yes, Mommy. Thank you, Mommy.”

Her hand flew on my cock, base squeezed shut when my balls drew up. She knew the crest before I did. She always did. At the top she let go completely, fingers withdrawn from my ass, palm lifted off my shaft.

I came ruined. Orgasm ripped through me anyway, cock jerking in empty air, cum pumping out in thick helpless ropes that splattered the vinyl and dripped off the edge, pleasure snapped off mid-fire so all I got was the filthy spill and the aftershocks that stung like punishment. I sobbed once, loud enough to scare me. The parlor paused.

“Delphine?” Corinne called.

Mommy Delphine slapped my ass, sharp. “Wendy’s clumsy. Knocked the potty cup. Go on with your fitting.”

She wiped my cock with the ruined diaper front, rough plastic scraping oversensitive skin, then stuffed the wet wadding under my nose. “Smell what you are.”

I gagged on ammonia and heat. She taped a fresh diaper on me, tight and dry, crinkling loud when she smoothed the tapes. It cupped my still-twitching cock and caught the last dribble of cum leaking out after the ruin.

“Fix your face,” she said, untying my wrists. “Tray. Smile.”

I returned to the parlor on legs that did not feel mine. My apron hid the fresh diaper line. Corinne barely looked up. I poured tea with cum still drying on my inner thigh where a drop had fallen before the change.

“Better color now, Wendy,” Corinne said, tapping my cheek. “You were pale.”

“She’s shy with new people,” Mommy Delphine said.

“I’ll see her at the circle,” Corinne said, and the future tightened around my throat. “Sunday’s coming.”

Fifteen days. Corinne would be there, and so would the rest of them. They would all say Wendy in a room full of the same. There would be no old name left to protect by then.

Corinne packed her kit. At the door she touched my elbow. “Mind your curtsy depth, Wendy.”

I curtsied. The new diaper crinkled. She left. The door shut. The apartment went quiet except for the name still ringing in my ears, dried hard over every surface of me.

Mommy Delphine stood in the hall holding the soiled diaper from the bench room, yellow stripe on the indicator strip, cum smeared in the lining where she had wiped me. “You wore it well,” she said.

I looked at the plastic in her hands. Corinne knew. The circle knew my face. The countdown still ticked. I could fight the name in my head until Sunday and lose everything louder, or I could let Wendy be the skin I walked in for the next fifteen days and whatever came after the salon door opened.

I stopped pretending there was still a Wes to go back to when one of Mommy's own had already carried Wendy out in her sewing case between the pins.


Chapter 4: Bottled And Forgiven

The tap ran full and hot. Steam crawled up the tiles until the mirror went blind. From the other room her voice came through the wall, calm as if she were announcing dinner.

"Wendy. The water's ready."

I stood on the bath mat in last night's frills. The borrowed dress still hung on me, wrinkled from sleep and shame. My hands were empty. I had dropped the towel when she called. There was nowhere to hide in a room made of glass and white grout.

She appeared in the doorway, unhurried. Mommy Delphine looked at the crinkle under my skirt first. The thick adult diaper had swollen overnight. Heat climbed my neck. Yesterday a stranger had watched me curtsy and pour tea, that same bulk showing through satin. The name had stuck to my skin louder than the welts.

"Don't fuss," she said. She took my wrist. "Into the tub."

The water crept up my thighs when I stepped in. It bit sweet at first, then opened into a slow melt. She held my chin with two fingers so I could not look away.

"You earned a bath," she said. "Not a lecture."

I wanted to argue. My mouth stayed shut. The lease in my pocket was gone in every way that mattered. Fourteen days still stood between me and her Sunday salon. Twenty-one from the night she caught me in Corinne's cast-off. The circle would expect a sissy who answered without a stammer. I was day seven. The countdown lived in my ribs.

She peeled the diaper away. Cold air hit my soaked skin. The smell rose blunt and human. I shook. She did not mock me. She folded the ruined diaper into the bin like medical waste and washed me between the legs with a cloth that stayed hot from the tap.

"Spread," she said.

I spread. Warm water lapped my balls and the soft cage she kept me in. Shame and relief fought in the same place. When she rinsed my hole, I clenched anyway. Her thumb pressed until I opened.

"Good girl," she whispered. Not loud enough to be kindness. Loud enough to brand.

She lifted me out when the water cooled at the edges. Towel first at my hair, then down my back where yesterday's paddle had written its lesson. Each fading welt got powder, then cream. She named nothing. Her fingers lingered where the skin still remembered. The sting turned into a dull throb that meant being owned in a language older than the lease I had signed.

"You flinched in front of her," she said at last.

"She saw everything."

"She saw what I wanted seen." Her palm cupped my cheek. "Tea. Curtsy. Wendy. You did not run."

"I couldn't."

"You could have spilled the pot. You could have bit your tongue bloody before you answered." Her eyes stayed level. "You answered."

Grief hit so hard my throat locked. The man who walked in with a lease was already a ghost in a mirror. I mourned him out loud before I could stop.

"He had a job," I said. "He paid deposits. He thought he was renting a room."

"He was renting a lesson," she said.

"He had a name."

"You still do." She tapped my chin. "You hate how it fits."

I sobbed once. Ugly. Adult. She let it happen.

She seated me on the low stool by the basin. The tile bit my bare thighs through the towel wrap. She produced the bottle, warm from a pot on the radiator. Nipple first against my lips.

"Drink."

I drank. Sweet milk-ish formula. Humiliating and infantile and exactly what my body wanted after shaking all night. She hummed low in her chest, the same tune from childhood none of us admit we remember. The vibration traveled through her hand on my shoulder into the place I kept breaking.

The shaking slowed. Shoulders. Jaw. Hands. She tipped the bottle again until I swallowed on reflex.

"In three days Corinne starts your fittings," she said while I sucked. "You will try on what she brings. You will thank her. Eleven days after that you stand in my salon and curtsy for everyone who matters. No flinch. No man's excuse."

I pulled off the nipple. "I'm not a man anymore."

"Say it filthy," she said. "Not poetry."

"I'm your…" I choked on the word. "Your sissy slut. Your diapered little Wendy."

"Again."

"I'm your diapered sissy whore who served tea while they stared."

She smiled like a door locking. "Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

The grief and the heat fused. I hated her for seeing it. I hated myself for the throb between my legs when she said want.

She set a small toy on my lap atop the towel. Black silicone, modest, not theatrical. A remote in her other hand. She clicked once.

The buzz started inside me where she had already worked me open in the water. A plug. She had slipped it in while I drank, or before, when I was busy mourning. I had not felt the breach until it sang.

"Remote stays mine," she said. "Your hole stays mine. You cum when I say."

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let your sissy cum, Mommy."

"That's better."

The buzz stayed soft. Permitted. Hers to start and stop. She clicked down. Silence. My hole clenched on nothing but memory. She clicked up. The vibration returned, a cruel purr against my prostate.

Her hand joined the rhythm she controlled. Slow. Single. Unhurried. Fingers around my useless little clit-cage, the metal warm from my skin. Each stroke framed as grace, not demand. I still had to beg.

"Thank you for cleaning my clitty," I gasped. "Thank you for the bottle. Thank you for watching me shame myself for strangers."

"You're welcome," she said. Mean. Sweet. "Take your frills tomorrow without me telling you. We'll see if you do."

"I will."

"Prove it later. Right now prove you can gush like a bitch being forgiven."

She sped the remote half a step. Not frantic. Deeper use. The thing I swore I would never give: open gratitude while I was being milked. I had promised myself resistance until the deadline broke me. Instead I floated in warm aftercare and fed from her hand and pushed my ass back on the plug like a whore trained in one week.

The man with the lease would have spat. Wes opened his mouth.

"Fuck me with it," I heard myself say. "Your toy. Your remote. Your sissy hole. I'm yours."

"Louder."

"I'm yours, Mommy. Punish me. Use me. I want the salon. I want them to know my name."

"You want to be seen."

"Yes."

She clicked the remote higher. My vision whited at the edges. The bath still steamed. Her fingers stayed slow on purpose while the plug hammered inside. Deny. Edge. The rhythm of the last six days compressed into one long sustained trap.

"Don't you dare finish until you tell me what you're giving up."

"My alibi," I sobbed. "Coercion. Force. I can't pretend it's only you doing it anymore."

"Good girl."

She stroked once more, precise, and held. The plug buzzed steady. Permission arrived like absolution for a crime she designed. I finished once, quietly, spilling through the cage in thin guilty ropes across the towel. My hole milked the silicone while I bit my lip bloody to keep from screaming her name too loud for the neighbors.

She wiped me clean and said nothing. Powder between my cheeks. Fresh cream on the welts. A new thick diaper unfolded with the same crinkle that had haunted yesterday's tea service. She taped me snug.

"Stand."

I stood on unsteady legs. The bulk pressed reminder and comfort. She dressed me in last night's frills, still on the stool, then stopped.

"No," she said. "Wait."

She left and returned with a different petticoat, softer, paler, the kind a girl might pick if she had a choice. She held it out.

I reached for the lace without being told. My fingers trembled on the fabric. The wardrobe stopped being a sentence and became a habit in that single motion. I stepped in. She tightened. Smoothed. The crinkle under satin sounded like my new heartbeat.

"Fourteen days," she murmured at my ear. "You'll curtsy on Sunday and thank me in front of everyone."

She walked me to the door. Her thumb never left the remote in her pocket. The plug still hummed low, a secret pulse only my ass knew.

The next morning I woke before her knock. The frills hung on the chair where she had left them. My hand went out unprompted. I pulled the petticoat over the diaper myself. I chose the ribbon. I hated that I chose it. My cock stayed locked and leaking anyway.

I carried the empty bottle back to the bathroom because she told me yesterday to keep the ledge clear. Old obedience. New appetite. The tap had run cold but the room still smelled of steam and powder.

On the tile ledge the drained bottle stood upright beside the cooling tap, label peeled where her nail had worried it. Her thumb rested on the remote atop the porcelain, red light winking once. Under the bathroom door the corner of the next laminate sheet peeked out, glossy, printed with a schedule I had not been allowed to read yet. Day eight. Thirteen days left. The plug in my ass gave a soft test buzz, and I did not flinch.


Chapter 5: The Dress Was Bait

Suitcase wheels scraped the front path before I even heard the bell. Mommy Delphine had already put her hand on my shoulder and marched me to the entry in last night's frills, the thick diaper between my legs crinkling with every step, my chin where she wanted it, my wrists loose at my sides because she had not given me permission to hide.

A lipstick-perfect voice carried through the door before the knock landed. "Mommy, is the new one ready to meet me?"

I tasted metal on my tongue. My pulse thudded in my ears loud enough to drown the house.

From the parlor she answered, calm as pouring tea. "She's at the door, darling. Come see what we grew while you were away."

A key I did not recognize turned in the front lock. Not hers. The bolt slid, and the door swung open on Corinne.

Eleven days early. The suitcase handle still in her grip. Hair set, mouth painted, shoulders back in a dress that fit like skin, like the party frock had always been waiting for her body and not mine. She dropped her bag without looking and crossed to Mommy Delphine and kissed her cheek the way I had learned to, sweet and owned, and said "Mommy" in the same soft register I used when my throat was thick with shame.

Then her eyes found me.

Not a daughter catching a thief. An older sister inventorying a package that had finally arrived.

"Oh," she said, and smiled with her teeth. "There you are."

Mommy Delphine's fingers stayed on my nape. "Wes. Say hello to your sister Corinne."

My mouth opened. Nothing came out but a small wet sound.

Corinne stepped close enough that I smelled her perfume over the powder on my own skin. "Pretty mouth. Mommy kept you soft. Good."

She did not ask if I was all right. She looked at my hem, my posture, the bow at my throat, the way my knees wanted to knock. Delphine watched from three feet back, arms folded, pleasure sitting quiet on her face.

"We don't hide in the hall," Mommy Delphine said. "Not today. Neighbors earn their gossip fair."

She turned me toward the open doorway. Morning light cut across the tiles. The street beyond the gate sat in plain view, a woman walking a dog, a man rinsing a car, windows in the row that could see our sill if they cared to look. My skirt lifted when she tugged it, not high, just enough that the ruffled edge of my disposable showed under the lace. The plastic gave a loud crinkle. I flinched. She did not lower it.

"Hands behind your back," she said. "Chin up. Let them see a girl who belongs here."

Corinne laughed under her breath. "Still crinkly. I remember that sound."

Heat crawled up my neck. The diaper was dry from the morning change, powder-fresh, taped snug, and every eye on it made it feel obscene anyway. Mommy Delphine walked a slow circle around me while I stood in the frame of the door, display and bait at once, my reflection fractured in the hall mirror, my cock twitching uselessly against the absorbent core I was not allowed to touch.

"Turn," Corinne said, sisterly, helpful, cruel. "Let me see the back bow."

I turned. Her fingers found the knot, tightened it until my breath hitched. She smoothed the skirt down, then up again, checking the line of the garment against the bulk between my thighs.

"Posture," she murmured, two fingers under my chin, tipping my face toward the street. "You don't slump when Mommy presents you. You want them to think you're ashamed? You are. Show it pretty."

"Yes," I whispered.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, Corinne."

Mommy Delphine's voice came from behind me. "Yes, sister."

I swallowed. "Yes, sister."

Corinne's smile widened. "Good package."

She circled me the way a groomer circles a show dog. Hem lifted. Knees corrected with a tap. Wrists repositioned. She pressed my shoulders down and back until my chest presented under the thin fabric. Through the hall window, the dog-walker slowed, head turning our way. My stomach dropped. Mommy Delphine did not close the door.

"Public display is the test," she said. "Not whether you blush. Whether you stay where you're put when the whole block can smell what you are."

Corinne knelt, casual as tying a shoe, and hooked a finger under the ruffle at my thigh. The crinkle sharpened. She looked up at me, then at Mommy Delphine. "May I?"

"You may inspect. You may not damage."

"Of course, Mommy."

She tugged the tape tabs through the frills, not opening me, just letting the edge peek, letting the sound sing out into the hall. My face burned. The dog outside stopped. A leash jingled. Someone was watching. Corinne pressed the pad through the plastic with two fingers, slow, testing the fluff, the way it held my shape.

"Still dry," she said, like a report. "For now. Mommy's training holds."

I whimpered. The words hit my clitty like a slap, the shame and the heat fused so tight I could not pull them apart.

Mommy Delphine stepped beside Corinne. "Tell your sister what you are."

"I'm…" My voice broke. "I'm Mommy's sissy."

"What else?"

"A… a girl in training."

Corinne stood, wiping her fingers on a handkerchief she pulled from her sleeve, elegant, filthy. "And what's between your legs right now?"

"A diaper. A thick one. I… I wet it when she says I may."

"When she says you may," Corinne corrected. "Not before. Not like a little boy sneaking. Like a slut who waits for permission to piss herself."

The street air moved over my legs. I nodded, tears stinging, cock leaking into the dry pad, a traitor drop that would not show yet but spread anyway, warm and small.

"She's leaking already," Corinne said, amused. "Sensitive. Good raw material."

Mommy Delphine closed the door at last, not to rescue me, to move the test inside where voices would not carry. The latch clicked. My knees nearly gave out. She caught my elbow and steered me to the center of the hall rug, where both women could see every angle, where the mirror doubled us into a tribunal.

"Kneel," Mommy Delphine said.

I sank down, plastic crunching under my knees, skirt pooling, bow at my throat too tight to swallow around.

Corinne took the chair by the console table, crossed her legs, watched. Mommy Delphine stood over me with the small remote she used on the shelf in the pink room, the one that made my harness buzz when I had been good or bad. She did not turn it on yet. She held it where I could see.

"Your sister came home to meet you," she said. "You will earn one release. One. In front of her. You will beg for it like the hole you are, and you will thank us when it's over. If you spill without permission, you sleep taped and plugged tomorrow. Eleven days left until Sunday salon. The circle will watch you answer to your sissy name. You will not flinch. Tonight we tighten the clock."

Eleven days. The number sat in my ribs like a stone.

Corinne leaned forward. "I want to hear her say it. The name Mommy chose."

Mommy Delphine's finger under my chin again. "Who are you when the circle asks?"

"Wendy," I said, and the name tasted like sugar and rot in my mouth together.

"Louder."

"Wendy."

"Good girl."

Corinne's eyes glittered. "Wendy. Let's see if you can cum without humping the floor like a dog."

Mommy Delphine clicked the remote once. Low buzz against my clitty through the cage, through the pad, a tease that made my hips jerk. She clicked off.

"Beg," she said.

"Please. Please let me… let me cum, Mommy. Please, sister, watch me, I need it, I'm so full, I'm…"

"Full of what?"

"Shame. Need. I don't know. Please."

"You know," Corinne said. "Say it filthy or you don't get it at all."

My head dropped. Words I had never spoken to a lease signing, to a man in a mirror, poured out because the alternative was the buzz staying dead while my balls ached. "I'm a diaper slut. I want to cum in my diaper like a whore. Please fuck me with the buzz. Please let Wendy cum while you watch. I'm your toy, Mommy. Sister, please."

Corinne exhaled slow, satisfied. "There she is."

Mommy Delphine turned the dial higher. The vibrator roared, chewing my clitty through plastic and lace, relentless. I moaned open, drool slipping from my lip, a string that swayed when my head shook. No hands. I was not allowed to touch. I knelt in the hall rug with my sister home early and my landlady-mommy controlling the pulse that owned my clitty, and the world narrowed to taste and sound, salt on my tongue, the wet slap of spit on my chin, the crinkle-crinkle every time my thighs trembled, the buzz-buzz-buzz that drowned thought.

"Don't you dare rut," Mommy Delphine said. "Knees stay down. Back arched. Show Corinne your face when you break."

I tried. I tried to be still and only feel, but the orgasm built, denied for days, stacked pressure behind the cage, behind the pad, my asshole clenching on nothing, my mouth making animal sounds. Corinne rose and stood at my side, looking down, inspecting my expression the way she had inspected my hem.

"Pretty when she suffers," Corinne murmured. "Mommy, may I speak to her?"

"You may."

Corinne crouched, mouth at my ear, voice sweet. "I wore that dress first. You know that now. I know what the tape feels like when you're so hard you can't piss even when she orders you to. Beg her again. Beg like you mean it."

"Mommy, please, please, I'm gonna, Wendy's gonna cum, please say yes, please let your sissy cum in her diaper, please Mommy, please sister, I need it, I'll say anything, I'll…"

"Say it."

"I love being your padded bitch. I love the crinkle. I love when you watch me leak. Please."

Mommy Delphine raised the dial one notch. The sound sharpened, a high whine that synced with the whine in my throat. Edge. Edge. Edge. She held me there until my vision spotted, until my whole body shook and I sobbed, "Please, please, please," like a prayer with no god but her.

"Now," she said.

The permission dropped and the orgasm tore through me one massive brutal release, not a scatter of small peaks, one long degrading unravel that started in my clitty and ripped down my spine and out through my limp cock, pumping useless cum into the cage while the pad caught the drip, while my hole spasmed around air, while I screamed into the hall, the echo bouncing off the mirror with Corinne's soft laugh and the still-buzzing motor. Mommy Delphine let it run the full length, savored it, dragged it out, remote still on while I convulsed and drooled and the plastic filled with the smell of my sweat and spend, until my voice broke to fragments.
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She clicked off. Silence rushed in, worse than the buzz. I hung there kneeling, wrecked, one orgasm spent like a whole night's punishment in a single minute.

Corinne touched my hair, almost kind. "Beautiful mess."

Mommy Delphine let me pant. Then she said, "Clean your lip. Stand when you can."

I stood on jelly legs. The pad sagged slightly with the warmth of what I had done. Corinne's eyes went to it and she nodded approval.

"You may ask your sister one question," Mommy Delphine said. "One."

My chest heaved. I should have asked about Sunday, about the salon, about escape. What came out was smaller and worse. "The dress. In the closet. Was it… was it an accident I found it?"

Corinne looked at Mommy Delphine. Mommy Delphine did not answer. She let the truth stand in the room like a third person.

Corinne smiled like someone who had always known the ending. "Oh, honey. No."

My gut turned over.

"We left it out," Corinne said, soft, sisterly, devastating. "Bait. The party was weeks away but the dress was waiting. Mommy saw your application before you signed. Height, build, face, loneliness. She showed me your photo the day you paid the deposit."

The hall tilted. Day one. Not the night I was caught. Day one.

"You were chosen," Corinne continued. "Not caught. Selected. The lease was the leash. The open closet was the hook. You think you stumbled into my old room because you were curious? Mommy mapped your curiosity before you unpacked a sock."

I looked at Mommy Delphine. Her expression did not change. She did not deny it. She did not comfort me.

Every chapter of my shame rewrote itself in a blink. The borrowed dress. The spanking. The pink room. The bottle. The welts. Not accidents. Scenes I had been cast in without an audition I remembered.

"I…" My voice was scrap. "I fell."

"You performed," Corinne said. "And you were good. That's why you're still here. That's why you're Wendy."

Complicity replaced victimhood so fast I nearly vomited. Not because I had not been used. Because I had been wanted for the using, and part of me, the part still humming from the orgasm, the part that crinkled when I walked, had already said yes without knowing the script.

Mommy Delphine stepped close and wiped my chin with her thumb, collected my drool, pressed it to my lips so I tasted myself. "We are only just beginning."

Corinne rang a small bell on the console. "Guest room's mine. Old rituals. Don't knock before nine unless you're wet and need a change."

She dragged her suitcase toward the stairs, hangers inside whispering against each other like bones. Mommy Delphine's house reordered around three women who said Mommy and one new sister on her knees in the hall.

Corinne paused on the first step and looked back, lipstick perfect, eyes mean with love. "Tonight's laminate is plug training and corner time. Sister Wendy sits in wet if she squirms. Eleven days, baby. The circle doesn't want a virgin blush. They want a girl who knows she was picked."

The door upstairs closed. Mommy Delphine's hand settled on my head, weight and promise.

"Up," she said. "We change you before lunch. The pad's full. Then you practice your curtsy for Corinne's welcome dinner."

I followed her toward the back of the house, legs shaking, the taste of my own spit and truth in my mouth, the crinkle announcing every step to no one left to hear but her, eleven days narrowing to a point I could not look at directly, innocence gone, craving what came next because the story I told myself was dead and the one they wrote for me was the only air left to breathe.


Chapter 6: Knocking First

Istood in the dark hall with my knuckles an inch from Mommy’s door and I still had not knocked.

The floor was cool under my bare feet. My nightgown brushed my calves, thin cotton over the thick pad between my legs. Every step from my room had made it crinkle. My own smell reached me, stale piss in the SAP and the powder she’d dusted on me after Corinne left. Nine days until Sunday salon. Day twelve. Corinne was asleep somewhere down the hall, a real Wendy who had walked this same wood in frills and learned to answer without flinching. She’d checked my tabs and smirked like she could hear my pulse.

Behind the door a drawer shut. Soft. Then the click of a lotion cap. Normal bedtime. Mommy Delphine’s room doing what it always did without me. I had never interrupted it. I had waited to be fetched, dragged, summoned, caught.

My hand shook. Not from fear alone. Something worse had moved into me after she told me the dress was bait and the lease was a hook. Craving sat in my gut like a fist I could not unclench. I wanted the knee. I wanted her smell on my tongue. I wanted to stop pretending the only reason I ended up over her lap was because she made me.

I knocked once.

The sounds stopped.

“Mommy?” My voice came out small. I made it bigger. “It’s Wendy. I’m asking for my appointment. Please put me over your knee tonight. I don’t want to wait until you come get me.”

Silence. Then the lock turned.

She opened the door wide. Night cream and clean sheets rolled out over me. Her robe was loose, hair down, face calm like I had offered her a gift instead of breaking a rule.

“Wendy.” She said my sissy name like she was tasting it. “You knocked.”

“I did.”

She caught my wrist and pulled me in. The door shut at my back. Her fingers were warm from lotion. “Initiative,” she murmured. “We’ll reward that.”

The bed was turned down. Lamp low. Her nightstand held the hairbrush, the lipstick she kept for me, a comb. No surprise in any of it. Only my heart slamming like I had volunteered for something I could never take back.

She sat on the edge of the mattress and patted her lap. “Climb up, baby. Tonight is for asking nicely. Rules stay the same. You speak when I allow it. You thank me for every swat. You keep your diaper on unless I say otherwise. You tell me what you are while I correct you.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

I laid myself over her thighs. The robe was silk under my cheek. My nightgown rode up. The bulk of my diaper pressed into her leg, obscene and familiar. She hooked her fingers under the elastic and tugged the waistband high so the plastic shell showed above the gown hem.

“Let’s see what my good girl brought me,” she said.

She patted the front first. Not gentle. The impact thumped through the soaked core. Piss had wicked into every layer hours ago and I had been too spun up to ring for a change. Heat bloomed where her palm landed. The smell sharpened, ammonia and baby powder and my own shame.

“Still heavy,” she said. “You’ll stay in it until I’m finished with you. Crinkle for Mommy.”

I shifted my hips. The diaper complained, loud in the quiet room. She hummed approval.

The first spank landed slow on my left cheek, over the gown and the diaper. It burned through fabric. “One,” she said. “That’s for knocking.”

“Thank you, Mommy.”

Second swat. Right cheek. My breath jumped.

“Two. That’s for using your name without me putting it in your mouth first.”

“Thank you, Mommy.”

Between each hit she praised me in that low voice that never shouted and still owned my bones. “Good girl.” “Brave little sissy.” “You chose the knee tonight.” She folded my nightgown higher, tucking it at my waist so my thighs showed, pink already from the rhythm she set. Slow. Counted only for her. My skin stung open while the wet diaper mashed against her lap, cold in the gel spots and warm where my cock strained uselessly inside the trap.

“You wanted this,” she said on six. Her hand rested on the sodden front and pressed. “Say it.”

“I wanted it.” The words scraped my throat. “I want to be your Wendy. I want you to spank me. I want…”

“Want what.”

“I want you to know I’m not pretending.”

Her fingers slid to the tapes. She did not peel them yet. She scratched the edge like a promise. “Then we’ll write it on your body so you can’t lie later.”

Discipline slid into dressing without a break. She lifted me by the armpits, sat me on her knee facing her, skirt of the gown pooled around the fat diaper bulge. Lipstick from the nightstand. Cherry. She traced my mouth while I held still.

“Open.”

I opened. The wand dragged my lower lip, then the upper. “Say thank you like a pretty slut.”

“Thank you, Mommy. Thank you for making me pretty.”

She combed my hair forward over my forehead the way she liked for bed. “Good girl.” The mirror of how Corinne had looked at me earlier, only this was claim, not inspection. “You’re mine to arrange.”

She tipped my chin. “Wendy doesn’t wait in the hall like a tenant anymore. Wendy knocks. Wendy asks. That goes in the book I keep for Sunday. Corinne will hear you asked on your own.”

My face went hot. Rung of exposure I could not climb down. A witness in the house even with the door shut. My desire on the record in my own voice before I ever stepped on her salon floor.

“You belong in this room now,” she said.

She guided me off her lap to the floor between her parted thighs. Robe fell open. No panties. Her pussy was shaved smooth, already slick, scent thick under the lotion, musk and clean soap. She put one hand in my hair and the other on my shoulder.

“Service,” she said. “No rush. Use your mouth like you mean to stay.”

I leaned in. Tongue first, broad and slow along her slit. She tasted salt and sweet. She did not buck. She held me still with fingers twisted in my roots and made me learn her pace. Lick. Suck the hood. Circle her clit until her thighs trembled on my ears.

“That’s my toy,” she whispered. “Good little hole with a tongue. You begged for this knee. Now choke on what it earns you.”

I pushed my face deeper. Lips sealed around her. My nose pressed to her mound. Spit ran down my chin. She pulled me harder when I tried to draw back for air.

“Stay.”

I stayed. My jaw ached. My lungs burned. The diaper weighed between my knees, cold piss pack squashing when I shifted to breathe through my nose. I moaned against her cunt and the vibration made her grip tighten.

“Filthy girl. Nasty diaper slut licking Mommy while you sit in your own puddle. Tell me what you are.”

“I’m your Wendy.” The words smeared on her skin. “I’m your pissy little sissy. I’m your whore.”

“Again.”

“I’m your whore, Mommy. I chose it. I knocked. I asked.”

“Good.” She rolled my head side to side so my tongue found every fold. “Don’t make me count for you. One long climb. Earn it slow.”

No numbers out loud from her lips after that. Only breath and wet sounds. My tongue worked her clit steady while two of her fingers slid into my mouth beside it, testing gag, testing obedience. Drool slid down her hand. She fed me her taste until my mind broke into shards.

Knock.

Ask.

Wendy.

Piss in the pad.

Corinne listening somewhere.

Nine days.

Sunday.

Her clit hard under my lip.

Good.

More.

Please, I swallowed the word before it spilled wrong. I licked harder instead. Sucked gentle then firm the way she had trained me with the brush handle on my tongue last week. Her hips lifted once, barely. Pressure building in her silence instead of commands.

Her thighs clamped my head. A shudder ran through her belly. She came long, not sharp, wave after wave while I kept my mouth sealed and tongue moving, drinking the flood, sweat on my upper lip mixing with her slick and spit. She held me there through all of it, murmuring approval in fragments I could barely hear past my pulse.

“Good girl.”

“Stay.”

“Mine.”

When she finished she did not shove me away. Aftermath hush. She let me rest my cheek on her inner thigh. Heat mapped there. My lips throbbed. Jaw locked. Lungs empty and greedy. The room smelled like her cum on my face and my wet diaper and night cream. Slickness dried sticky on my chin. I could still taste her when I breathed.

She stroked my hair. Maintenance dressed as kindness. “You’ll sleep in this diaper, baby. I’ll check you before breakfast. If you’re heavy again you’ll say so at the door like you did tonight.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She lifted my chin. Kissed my forehead, lipstick transferring probably, cherry ghost on my skin. “Tomorrow your knock may come earlier. Maybe before I’m in bed. Maybe when you need a change and you’re ashamed to ask. You’ll knock anyway.”

Something pulled forward in my belly under the soggy weight. Not dread now. Habit forming. Record forming. I stood on wobbly legs. She walked me to the door, hand at the small of my back.

The hall was dark again. Cool wood under my feet. My knuckles had already risen toward her door before I knew what my arm was doing, lips still buzzing, jaw sore, her taste sealed behind my teeth, the crinkle between my thighs loud in the stillness, nine days tightening like a belt I had buckled myself.


Chapter 7: Cut Up Jeans

Iknelt on the cold concrete and peeled the packing tape back slow. The cardboard lip curled under my nails. Old denim smell hit me, stale sweat and machine oil from the day I threw the box in here and told myself it was temporary. Day fifteen. Six days left until her Sunday salon and whatever she meant by presenting me to her whole circle without flinching at my sissy name. The garage light buzzed. My breath made little ghosts in the air.

Corinne had been in the kitchen that morning in stockings that did not snag when she crossed her legs. Lip color straight. Hair pinned like she had been born knowing how. I had knocked on Mommy's door last night and asked for my appointment with the name in my mouth, and she had opened and smiled like I had finally done something right. Corinne got polish without begging. Corinne got knee room and praise and the easy way through. Jealousy sat under my ribs hot and stupid. I wanted one afternoon where I was not comparing my hands to hers.

I dug past folded shirts I would never wear again and found the jeans. Real waist, real fly, heavy indigo worn soft at the thighs. Last man-clothes in the house. I shook them out. Lint and garage dust clung to the denim. I stepped into them in the dim garage, one leg then the other, and pulled them up over the thick padded bulk I was always in now. The diaper crinkled loud against the denim, obscene, but the jeans still buttoned. I buttoned them. I zipped. For a stolen minute I was thirty again, a tenant who paid rent and owned a pair of pants that were not pink.

I walked back into the house in denim like a man coming home from work. My shoulders tried to square. The kitchen smelled like coffee. Her voice reached me before she did.

"Wes."

Mommy Delphine did not raise her voice. She never did. My name landed soft in the hallway and my knees wanted to buckle anyway. I stopped with one hand on the doorframe. The rebellion was supposed to be an afternoon. It lasted four steps into the warm part of the house.

"Take them off in the garage where you put them on. Come to the discipline room with your hands empty. You have three minutes."

I did not argue. My cock was already stirring in the diaper and I hated that more than the order. I went back out, stripped the jeans off in the cold, left them in a heap on the box, and padded back inside in nothing but my top and my crinkling wetness and shame. The brush was already on the table. Corner spot marked with tape on the floor. She stood beside the chair with her sleeves rolled, calm eyes on me like I was a recipe she had read before.

"Hands up. Palms out."

I offered my hands. She took my wrists and turned them in the light. Her thumbs pressed my knuckles one at a time.

"Garage grime under the left thumbnail. Denim lint in the right crease. You dug in a box like a boy stealing contraband." She flicked lint off my palm and held my fingers spread. "These nails are ragged. This palm is soft from lotion and spanking, not work. Say what these hands are."

"Sissy hands," I whispered.

"Louder. Look at them."

"Sissy hands. Not a man's hands."

"Good. They touched man-clothes. They get reviewed."

She sat and pulled me across her lap without hurry. The diaper squashed flat against her wool skirt. My ass was bare beneath it; she had not let me cover it since breakfast. Her hand cupped the back of my thigh, warm, sure, then the brush came down.

One.

Wood on flesh. Heat flared.

Two.

The sting layered on the first.

Three.

I gritted my teeth. Jealousy of Corinne's perfect morning was far away. There was only counting.

Four. Five. Six.

Each stroke stacked on the last until my ass was a single loud burn. She made me count with her. My voice broke on eleven. On fifteen I was sobbing into the chair leg. The brush did not slow. Twenty. Twenty-five. My whole afternoon shrank to digits and fire and the crinkle of the diaper when I jerked.

"Thirty. Hands still. Show me palms."

I held my hands up shaking. She traced a red line across my left palm with her nail.

"You hid in denim. You crinkled like a baby in man-pants and thought I would not hear." Another stroke on my thigh. "Thirty-one."

When she finally stopped my ass and thighs pulsed. She stood me up and pointed to the corner.

"Face to the wall. Nose to paint. The jeans stay on my arm until you earn the right to watch what happens to them."

Corner time was silence and heat. Her breath moved behind me. Fabric shifted. The house ticked. Six days. Sunday salon. Corinne's circle. My sissy name spoken out loud. I stood with cum leaking slow into the padding from nothing but fear and the brush, warm against the diaper I could not take off without her.

"Turn around."

She had my jeans folded over one forearm. She spread them on the floor in front of me like skin she was going to flay. Scissors in her other hand.

"You wanted thirty in denim. You get zero."

Snick. One leg severed at the knee.

Snick. The other leg gone.

Snick. The fly cut open, teeth ruined.

She cut the ass seam apart, cut the belt loops off one by one, reduced my last man-clothes to rags in front of me. Denim smell rose fresh from the wounds. My old self died in pieces on the tile. No box in the garage could put it back. Retreat was gone. I had nothing to run to except what she dressed me in.

"Pick up a scrap. Hold it."

I took a blue fragment. It trembled in my sissy hand.

"Tell me what you are holding."

"A lie."

"What else?"

"A dead man."

"Drop it."

I let it fall. She stepped on the pile and looked down at me, diaper sagging wet, ass striped, cock hard and useless in plastic.

"Hands again. Palms out. Inspection is not finished."

I showed her. She pressed two fingers into my palm and pushed me backward until I sat on the edge of the bed. She knelt between my spread knees and unpinned the diaper. Cold air hit my slick skin. It dropped heavy, warm at my thighs, urine smell and arousal mixed honest and foul.

"Open your legs. Do not touch your clit. Hands on the mattress behind you. Fingers spread. I count what I see."

She looked at my twitching hole, my balls drawn tight, cock flushed and leaking. She did not touch me there yet. She only looked with that unhurried gaze and made me hold the pose until my arms shook.

"You came in the corner without permission."

"I couldn't…"

"You could. You chose wet over control. Naughty little slut in diaper." She tapped my inner thigh. "Beg, and I might let you."

My throat closed. Jealousy was gone. Need was everything.

"Please let me cum, Mommy."

"Please what."

"Please let this sissy cum. Please touch my cock. I'll say it. I'm a diaper whore. I'm your bitch."

"Say Corinne's name."

The words burned worse than the brush. "Corinne gets what I want."

"And what does Corinne get?"

"Polish. Praise. She doesn't have to steal an afternoon in jeans."

"Jealous little hole." Mommy Delphine stood and took the strap from the drawer. Thick rubber cock, matte black. "You don't get her morning. You get my cock. Count your orgasms out loud or I stop and start the brush again."

She pushed me flat and lifted my ankles to her shoulder. Lube cold on my asshole. The head pressed and breached and I gasped. No mercy in the thrust. She fucked my ass deep while her free hand pinned both my wrists above my head, inspecting my grip, prying my fingers open when I tried to fist the sheets.

"One," she said when I blew over the edge too fast, cum striping my belly, ass clenching on the rubber. "That one does not count. You did not beg right."

She stilled inside me until I whimpered. Denied. Edged on the oversensitive rim of my hole while my spent cock tried to harden again.

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please, Mommy, please fuck your sissy, please let me cum on your cock, I'll lick it clean, I'll…"

She moved. Brutal slow strokes that dragged fire from my prostate. Her thumb found the spot under the shaft and rubbed mean circles. I shattered.

"One," I sobbed. "One, Mommy."

"Again."

Two builds hurt. She pulled out to the edge and slammed home, counted breath in my ear, made me say filthy things about Corinne watching me take it. I came harder, vision white, asshole fluttering.

"Two. One more."

"Three…"

"Not yet. Hold it."

She denied me at the crest, hips still, hand gone from my cock. I begged until spit ran to my ears. Corner time, jeans in rags, six days left, no man left to save me. Shame and heat fused until I could not tell them apart.

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please Mommy please I'm your good little toy please cum in me please mark your slut…"

She fucked through the third orgasm and did not stop. Four dragged out longer, brutal on flesh that could not take it, her voice counting "four" while I screamed into the pillow. Five ripped out of me like she was wringing a rag, empty and convulsing, cum puddled under my ass, clitty untouched and still screaming for her.

"Five," she said. "Hands."

I lifted shaking palms. She licked cum off my belly finger by finger, inspecting each digit, then made me suck them clean.

"Tomorrow you wear only what I lay out. You ask Corinne to help you with stockings before breakfast. You thank her like you mean it. You will tell her one thing you envy about her polish and one thing you are grateful she shares with this house. No garage. No boxes. If you knock on my door tonight, you use your sissy name and you ask to be changed before bed. Nod."

I nodded, destroyed, diaper kicked aside, last jeans in ruins on the floor.

"Good girl. Crawl to the changing table. We pad you fresh before Corinne sees you wet like a stray."

I crawled. Warm wipes. Powder smell. Thick fresh diaper taped snug, crinkle loud in the quiet house. Her hand rested on the padded front, checking swell and leak.

"Six days, Wes. Sunday they all meet you. Tonight you practice the name they will hear."

She tapped my chin.

"Say it."

"Wendy," I whispered, and the word stuck wet in my mouth as she smiled and sent me into the hall toward tomorrow.


Chapter 8: By Mommy's Word

My thighs still shook from the corner. The cut denim lay in a heap by the door like dead skin I’d shed wrong. Mommy Delphine didn’t look at it. She stood at the vanity with three things in a row: a satin ribbon the color of bruised lips, a little drawer with a brass latch, and a wind-up timer she turned with one slow thumb until it ticked.

The room smelled of warm lotion and the sharp bite of her perfume. My borrowed dress clung damp under the arms. I kept the pose she’d left me in, chin up, hands at my sides, because moving would admit the jeans rebellion had never been real.

She crossed to me without hurry. Cold metal brushed my collarbone. She pinned the ribbon through the lace at my throat and pulled until it sat tight, a daily knot at every swallow.

“Three days,” she said, quiet as always. “Sunday the salon opens. Corinne starts your final fittings tomorrow. You will be ready when I present you.”

I wanted to say I was still Wes who paid rent. The words died in my mouth. My cock stirred against the thick diaper between my legs anyway, traitor heat I couldn’t hide in frills.

She went back to the vanity. Click. The locked drawer opened once. I leaned in before she slapped the wood shut.

“Your finish lives on my side of the latch now,” she said. “You don’t touch what’s in there. You don’t finish without my word. Morning and night until Sunday, you edge on my schedule or you don’t edge at all.”

The timer chirped once, test tick, and went silent.

That night I slept in the nursery with the ribbon still on. Dawn came cold through the thin curtains. She’d laid out my day diaper on the changing pad, white and crinkling loud when I shifted my hips. The plastic backing held yesterday’s shame warm against my skin until she peeled the tapes and wiped me clean with clinical hands.

“Knees,” she said.

I dropped at the vanity stool. Her stocking seam ran a straight line up her calf, sheer black over pale skin. I kissed it because she’d told me to last week and my mouth remembered. The timer wound again. Tick tick tick.

“Rules,” she said. “You get hard for Mommy. You stroke when I say. You stop when I say. You ask before you spill. Edge, stop, ask. Say it back.”

“Edge, stop, ask,” I whispered against her nylon.

“Louder, Wendy.”

The name punched my gut. “Edge, stop, ask, Mommy.”

She lifted my chin with two fingers. “Good sissy. Worship first. Service earns permission.”

Her hand slid under my fresh diaper, past the tapes, and wrapped my cock. Slow. Cruel slow. My hips chased before I could think. The ribbon pulled at my throat with every jerk.

“Not yet,” she said flat when the timer chirped.

I sobbed. She drew me back from the brink with a twist of her wrist that made my balls ache. Pre leaked onto her palm. She wiped it on my cheek and made me smell it.

“Ask,” she said.

“Let me cum, Mommy, please, I’ll do anything.”

She shook her head. “That’s begging. Not asking. Try again tonight.”

She taped me up dry and sent me to scrub the guest bath. The crinkle followed me down the hall. Every step reminded me my release had a lock I couldn’t pick.

Night service happened at her bedside. Low lamp, cool sheets, her voice warmer only because it was a trap. She checked the ribbon, retied the bow, ran lotion over my chest until my nipples peaked hard.

“On the rug,” she said.

I knelt on the thick pile at her feet. She parted her robe. No panties. Her cunt smelled sweet and mean inches from my face.

“Lick slow,” she said. “Don’t rush. Mommy’s not in a hurry.”

I dragged my tongue along her slit. She combed fingers through my hair and held me there while I worked her clit in small circles. My own cock throbbed untouched inside the night diaper, swelling until the plastic pressed back.

When she was slick and shaking, she pushed me onto my back and straddled my face. I ate her until my jaw ached. Only then did she reach down, slit my diaper tapes, and fist my cock with lotion-slick fingers.

“Stroke with me,” she commanded.

I matched her rhythm. Fast, then slow, then cruel stop. My whole body wound tight on the edge. She pulled her hand away and let cold air hit my wet tip.

“Promises,” she said. “Trade me something filthy for a maybe.”

“I’ll suck every guest at the salon if you let me blow,” I blurted.

“Pathetic,” she murmured. “Try again.”

“I’ll wear diapers in public for Corinne. I’ll curtsy. I’ll call myself Wendy in front of everyone.”

She stroked once, twice, a third time that had me arching off the rug. “One perfect thank-you for Mommy’s cunt on your tongue.”

“Thank you for using my mouth, Mommy. Thank you for owning my cock.”

The words tasted like surrender. She reset the timer instead of saying yes. Click click click. Denial iced through my bones.

Midweek compressed into one long day of two sessions. Dawn denial: kneeling again at the vanity, her foot on my shoulder while I edged with a vibrator she held against my diaper until the plastic buzzed through and my balls drew up tight. Dusk denial: bent over her knee in the parlor, diaper pulled down to my thighs, her palm spanking my ass red before she milked me with greased fingers to the brink and stopped.

My body learned the stall on its own. At the brink my hips froze. My breath hitched. I waited for her mouth to shape a word that wasn’t coming.

Thursday I broke a little. “This is insane. I’m thirty. I can’t…”

Her hand cracked my face. Not hard enough to bruise. Hard enough to erase the sentence.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged,” she said. “You already chose when you put on that dress. Now you choose every morning whether you’re a good sissy or a punished one.”

Defiance crumpled. Heat flooded my face hotter than the slap. My cock jumped. Shame and want fused until I couldn’t tell them apart.

“Yes, Mommy,” I whispered.

“Good girl. Tonight we climb once. One long worship. No timer.”

She led me to the nursery. Changing table cold under my back. She stripped my day diaper, checked me like inventory, powder, fresh thick diaper, tapes snug. The crinkle when she pressed my knees apart rang obscene in the quiet house.

“At my feet,” she said.

I slid off the table and knelt. She sat in the rocker, legs spread, skirt up. I kissed her shoes, her ankles, the inside of her thighs. I licked her cunt open and kept licking while she praised and insulted in the same breath.

“Filthy little hole-toy. Good Wendy. Tongue deeper. Don’t you dare finish until Mommy speaks.”

Saliva ran down my chin. My jaw burned. My cock leaked steady into the new diaper, warmth I couldn’t hide. She edged me once with her foot, sole pressing the bulge, grinding until I whined high in my throat.

“Beg with no pride left,” she said.

“Mommy, I need it. I need your word. I’ll mop the salon floor. I’ll greet Corinne on my knees. I’ll tell the circle I’m your sissy slut. Just let me cum. I’m yours. My cock is yours. My ass is yours. Please, Mommy, say it.”

She held my face in her hands. Thumb on my lips.

“One more confession. Who owns your release?”

“You do, Mommy. Only you.”

“Sunday is three days. Salon guests will watch you curtsy in ribbons. You’ll thank me for this diaper in front of them. Say you understand.”

“I understand, Mommy.”

She smiled, small and sharp. “Cum for Mommy now.”

The permission broke me exactly. My cock pulsed in the soaked diaper. I cried out into her thigh while spurt after spurt flooded the plastic, hot and shameful, until it sagged heavy against my thighs. She didn’t touch me. She didn’t need to. My body finished on her command alone, violent and helpless, ribbon still tight at my throat proof the timing was hers.

Aftercare was worse than the edge. She laid me on the changing table again, wiped my face, checked the mess with two fingers, peeled the ruined diaper off slow so the cool air hit my spent cock and made me flinch.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “You held until I spoke. That’s Mommy’s schedule now.”

I trembled. Speech wouldn’t come. My finish wasn’t mine anymore. It was an appointment she could grant or cancel.

She was taping me into a clean night diaper when a bright chime rang from the entry. Wheels on the porch boards. Voices, high and unfamiliar, cutting through the evening quiet.

Mommy Delphine’s smile turned outward, pleased as a hostess who’d planned this down to the minute.

“Go welcome our guests, Wendy,” she said. “Show Mommy how ready you are.”

I pulled the hem straight, the ribbon tight at my collar, the crinkle loud when I stood. Three days left. Something new on the porch that wasn’t the salon yet, but close enough to taste.

I walked toward the door on shaking legs, diaper thick and honest between my thighs, my body humming from the word she’d given me to break.


Chapter 9: Beg To Be Presented

Iread the pink circle on the kitchen calendar twice while the kettle clicked off untouched. One day. Twenty-one days from the night she caught me in Corinne’s borrowed dress, and only one pink loop stood between tonight and Mommy Delphine’s Sunday salon, where I had to sit in her chair and answer to Wendy without flinching. The number sat in my throat and would not go down.

I walked the hallway to the vanity because I had nowhere else to put my feet. The hairbrush lay where she left it, bristles catching the lamp, dark wood handle worn smooth from her hand. My eyes kept returning to it though I had nothing to do tonight except fail in my head. The thick diaper under my nightdress crinkled when I shifted. I had been changed after dinner, powder sharp in my nose, tape snug at my hips. Dry for now. That would not last if my pride kept cracking the way it had all week.

Mid-evening stillness pressed the apartment flat. On the bed behind me the salon kit sat half-packed: combs in elastic loops, pins in a tin, the small card with tomorrow’s order of guests. Mommy stood in the doorway counting pins without looking at me. Her voice stayed calm. “Corinne opens early tomorrow. Thursday and Sunday will want the mirror angle clear. You will hold still when I turn your chin.” She dropped another pin into the tin. Click. “One day, Wes. Then everyone sees what I made.”

Tomorrow was already in the room. I smelled her lotion on the air, vanilla cut with something metallic from the pins. Taste of nothing yet except the tea I never poured, bitter on my tongue from nerves.

We cleared dinner plates together. She rinsed. I dried. My hands shook. She said nothing, which was worse. After, I rehearsed the salon chair in my mind: the mirror, her first touch at my jaw, the circle of women who knew my rent and my shame. I pictured my shoulders jerking away from her fingers in front of all of them. One flinch and the whole twenty days unmade. Not rebellion. Not the man in denim who used to pay late. Only terror, clean and total, that my body would betray her on the one morning she had scheduled for me.

I went to the bathroom mirror. Fluorescent light flat on my face, lip gloss dull from eating, lashes clumped from the day’s training. The sissy in the glass looked trained. That was the problem. Training could snap. I leaned close and smelled powder from the diaper through the plastic, sweet and humiliating. My cock strained against the diaper, useless and honest. I thought about Sunday’s questions, about saying Wendy while someone laughed, about Mommy’s face if I hesitated. Pride had been the last thing I kept in a box inside my chest. It was collapsing now, not into anger, into the need to give her something before the audience took it from me.

I dropped to the bath mat at the vanity unprompted. Palms on my thighs. Knees apart. The tile cold through the diaper. I looked up at her reflection behind me. “Present me,” I said. My voice cracked. I said it again, louder. “Before tomorrow. Present me now. I want your circle to get what you already own. I can’t walk in there still hiding. Mark me tonight so I don’t flinch.”

She turned from the doorway. Slow steps. The brush in her hand before I finished breathing. She did not smile. “You break yourself?”

“I’m breaking,” I said. “I’m scared I’ll jerk away when you touch me. I’m scared I’ll look like a man playing dress-up. Take the last part. I’m asking.”

Silence. Then her fingers under my chin, tilting my face to the light. “Say the name. As yours. Not for practice.”

I swallowed. The mirror watched. “Wendy,” I said. Steady. Offering. “I’m Wendy. Your sissy. Present Wendy tomorrow. I’m giving you the name before they hear it.”

The man who answered to Wes died in that sentence. It went out of me. Hollow where he had been, heat rushing in to fill the space.

“Hairbrush,” I whispered. “Raise it. I asked for this.”

She lifted it. Wood creaked in her grip. I held the pose I chose, chin up, neck exposed, eyes on her in the glass. “Turn me how you will tomorrow,” I said. “Open me. I need to know I won’t run.”

She set the brush on the vanity edge like a seal waiting. “Strip the nightdress. Diaper stays. Knees wide. Hands behind your back.”

I obeyed. Plastic rustled. My skin prickled in the cool air, nipples tight, cock leaking a clear bead that had nothing to do with permission. She had not allowed release since the edging rituals tightened. My balls ached from days of bargaining that bought nothing but more denial.

Mommy Delphine knelt behind me. I heard the cap on the jar. Lube, cold at first, then her finger circling my asshole with deliberate patience. Not the garage pinning. Not punishment from rebellion. Preparation because I begged. “Breathe for me,” she said. “Count.”

“One.” Her finger slipped in to the knuckle. Burn and stretch. “Two.” Scent of lube, chemical and thick. “Three.” She crooked and found the spot that made my thighs shake. “You open nice when you choose it,” she murmured. “Good hole. Mommy’s hole.”

“Yours,” I gasped. “Wendy’s hole. Fuck it open so tomorrow I don’t tighten up.”

She laughed once, quiet. Two fingers. Three. Stretching me until I drooled into the mirror, spit stringing from my lip. Taste salt. Shame and heat fused so tight I could not tell them apart. The diaper hung swollen between my legs, reminding me I was still her padded sissy even while she ruined my ass for the chair.

She stood. Strap from the drawer. Black silicone cock, thick, curved up. She buckled it around her hips over her house skirt. I watched it in the mirror, obscene and real. “You asked to be presented,” she said. “Take your presentation.”

She pressed the head to my asshole. I pushed back on my knees, voluntary, hungry for the proof. “Put it in. Mark me. I won’t flinch tomorrow if you wreck me tonight.”

“Inch by inch,” she said. “You say when you’re full.”

The head popped past the ring. I grunted. “More.”

She fed it slow. My ass burned wide. Sounds wet and blunt filled the small room, squelch and slap of lube. My interior voice fractured: take it, take it, you’re her slut, Wendy, not Wes, never Wes again. She bottomed out. Her pelvis flush to my cheeks. I whimpered, full, stuffed, owned.

“Move,” I begged. “Use me. Make it so I can’t pretend there’s a man left.”

She gripped my hair. Pulled my head back. Fucked me in long strokes that punched air from my lungs. The vanity shook. Pins rattled in the tin on the bed through the doorway. Each thrust rubbed my prostate through the thin wall inside me. My cock jumped in the diaper, leaking, no touch, denied the way she had trained me.

“Who owns this ass?” she said.

“You do, Mommy.”

“Name.”

“Wendy. Your Wendy.”

“Mine.” Her voice dropped. “Say it.”

“Yours.” I sobbed it. “I’m yours. Wendy is yours. Present me. Show them I’m yours.”

She pounded harder. Bitch, hole, good little toy, the words she used landed on my skin like slaps. I repeated them back filthy because she made me. “I’m your bitch. Your whore hole. Fuck your sissy. Ruin me before the salon.”

The strap dragged my insides on every pull. Spit ran down my chin. I tasted metal from biting my lip. Sweat slicked my back under her hands. The scent of sex and lube and diaper plastic clogged my nose. My balls drew up tight. Climax climbed without permission, traitor body after a week of edges.

“Please,” I heard myself say, then caught the word and hated how often it had lived in my mouth. “Let me…”

“You don’t cum unless I say,” she said. “You know that.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I’m…”

She reached around and grabbed my cock through the diaper, rough squeeze at the base. Almost pain. She fucked me through it, fast, brutal, brush still visible on the vanity in the mirror like a crown she would use. I crested. Everything tightened. The orgasm started to roll. She let go. Pulled the strap almost all the way out and held there, stillness cruel at the threshold. My release spilled unfinished, cum pumping in weak pulses into the diaper, soaking it while my ass clenched on nothing. I shuddered, empty, ruined, dripping in front of the glass. Frustration screamed in my skull. Humiliation washed hotter than the leak between my legs.

She watched in the mirror. Brush lifted in her free hand like the seal I had requested. “That’s what you get for almost forgetting,” she said. “Leak in your diaper like the toy you are. You don’t finish unless Mommy allows. Even when you break.”

“I’m sorry, Mommy.” Tears blurred the mirror. “Thank you. Thank you for stopping me. I needed to feel owned even when I cum.”

She shoved back in deep. One last stretch that made me wail. Then slow strokes while I shook through the aftershocks, oversensitive, messy. She did not let me build again. When she pulled out, my asshole gaped and throbbed, open proof on my knees.

She wiped me with a cool cloth. Powder over the wet diaper. Tape checked, fingers pressing the crinkle. “Stand.”

I stood on jelly legs. Flushed. Leaking. The ruined orgasm cold in the diaper against my skin. I understood in my chest, not my head, that the flinch had died here on the mat. Not in tomorrow’s mirror. I had given the name. I had asked for the brush. I had opened my ass and taken the strap while begging to be shown. Nothing of the resisting man remained to be broken. She had not taken the last private core. I had handed it over.

She packed a pin into the kit. “Sleep in this diaper. You’ll smell what you earned.”

I nodded. Could not speak without breaking again.

Internal decision set while she turned off the bathroom light. I would walk into the salon presented because I had already surrendered the name in an empty room. Wendy was not a costume for Sunday. Wendy was what I admitted on the bath mat with cum cooling in plastic and her brush on the vanity.

I reached for the hairbrush. Wood warm from her grip earlier. I laid it in tomorrow’s kit beside the combs, beside the card with the guest order, forward into the morning that would not unmake tonight. One day left on the calendar. Zero days left of the man who used to count himself separate from her chair.

I carried the kit to the bed foot. Listened to her lock the pins tin. My ass still ached open. My diaper sagged heavy with proof. Pride was gone. Fear of flinching was gone. What remained was forward motion: presented already, only the audience left to witness what I had chosen.


Chapter 10: Mommy's Sissy Forever

The two-note chime hit my ribs before I had the last hook fastened.

I stood at the vanity mirror with the corset laces half pulled, satin digging into my waist, and heels multiplied in the hall, one pair, then three, then more, leather and wood striking the boards like a sentence being typed out. Mommy Delphine’s voice carried through the door without hurry. “Wendy, come and meet everyone. Properly.”

Properly meant tray, tea, face, name. I had thirty seconds and none of them were mine.

I grabbed the silver tray off the dresser. The teapot sloshed. My hands shook but I did not set it down. Under the borrowed blue dress the thick diaper sat high and dry, taped snug, plastic rustling when I moved. Twenty-one days. Day twenty-one. Zero left. The night she caught me in Corinne’s dress was someone else’s memory now, thin as smoke. This morning only the salon mattered.

I yanked the corset tight myself, breath shallow, nipples hard against lining I had not chosen. Ribbon at my throat. Stockings straight. Lipstick from the stick she left out. I opened the bedroom door and walked into the hall with the tray in front of me like a shield.

They were already there.

Six women filled the doorway and the landing, skirts and perfume and eyes that did not blink away. I was mid-corset in their sight, hooks still open at my back, hair pinned wrong on one side. I could not hide. I could not say Wes. Mommy Delphine stood slightly ahead, calm as a landlord checking a leak.

“Ah,” she said. “There she is. Almost dressed. Good.”

Heat crawled up my neck. Not fear only. Something quieter underneath, like a hand on my forehead checking for fever. Peace tried to sit in my chest and I let it.

Corinne stood near the front, gray hair neat, mouth soft. She looked at me the way you look at a photograph you already own.

One of the guests, a tall woman in green, lifted her chin. “Is this the one?”

Mommy Delphine touched my elbow. “This is Wendy. Finish your corset, darling. Then we open the salon.”

My voice came out small. “Yes, Mommy.”

I turned so Corinne could reach the hooks. Her fingers worked slow. Each catch clicked. The corset seized my ribs. I breathed shallow and the diaper crinkled, warm weight between my legs, reminding me what I was before anyone spoke it aloud.

The salon doors stood open at the end of the hall. Every seat taken. Low tables with cups already waiting. Windows washed pale. The circle had assembled for Sunday like church, except the worship was tea and watching.

I walked the row with the pot. Steam rose. I poured for the woman in green, then a redhead, then two more I did not know, then Odette with her sharp smile, then others whose names I had heard on the phone and forgotten on purpose. At each place I stopped, bent my knees, skirt flaring, tray balanced.

“Who serves?” the green woman asked.

“Wendy,” I said. No flinch. My mouth knew the word before my mind could argue.

“Wendy,” the redhead repeated, tasting it.

I poured. Curtsied. Moved on.

Corinne sat front row, hands folded, eyes on my ribbon. Proof. Lineage. The woman who wore the dress before me, kept before me, still kept while I poured.

When the last cup was full my arms ached from the tray weight. Texture everywhere: silver handle biting my palm, nylon on my thighs, stiff petticoat scratching my knees.

Mommy Delphine stood by the hearth. The room went quiet without her raising her voice.

“Twenty-one days,” she said. “From the night I found my tenant in clothes that were not his, to this Sunday. Some of you have watched the training. Corinne has been patient. Wendy has learned.”

My heart thumped once, hard, then settled. Peace again, strange and thick.

“This is not a month of punishment,” Mommy Delphine said. “This is the household’s sissy. Kept because she suits the house. Because she serves. Because she answers when she is called.”

She looked at me. “Wendy. Say it for them.”

“I am Wendy,” I said. “Mommy’s sissy.”

Applause rose, polite, unsurprised. They had expected a girl with a tray. I had become her on schedule.

Corinne rose. She crossed the small space between chairs. Her fingers found the ribbon at my throat, straightened the bow, lingered on the satin.

“Lineage holds,” she murmured, only for me and still loud enough for the row to hear.

She stepped beside me. Not behind. Beside. Two kept things in one frame.

Mommy Delphine nodded toward the chaise at the room’s center, velvet worn where many bodies had lain.

“Sit.”

I placed the tray on the side table. My legs shook. I sat. The chaise dipped. Corset forced my posture upright. The diaper bulk pressed up under the dress, obscene and familiar.

“The ceremony is not complete until they see what keeping means,” Mommy Delphine said. “Wendy will be opened for the house. You will watch. You will not look away.”

Whispers. A cough. Odette’s eyes bright.

Mommy Delphine lifted my skirt to my waist. The room inhaled. White plastic, taped seams, the printed flowers on the tape she chose for me. She did not strip me bare first. She patted the front through the diaper, firm, checking.

“Dry,” she announced. “For now.”

She untaped one side, then the other, slow enough that every crinkle sounded. She folded the front down. My cock lay soft against the diaper, shame and heat mixing the way it always did, the engine that never stopped.

“Spread,” she said.

I spread my thighs on the chaise. Cool air on skin that had been sealed all morning.

The woman in green came first when Mommy Delphine beckoned. I did not know her name. Her hand was large, fingers oiled. She did not ask permission. She worked two fingers into my asshole while the circle watched, steady pressure, nothing gentle.

“Good little hole,” the green woman said. “Already trained.”

I moaned. Could not stop. Mommy Delphine stood at my head, hand on my ribbon like a leash.

“Thank her,” Mommy Delphine said.

“Thank you,” I gasped. “Thank you for using my ass.”

Laughter, soft. Not cruel. Accepting.

She added a third finger. Scissored. My prostate jumped. Pleasure spiked and I bit my lip until I tasted blood and lipstick together.

Corinne went second. Her touch was lighter, knowing where I cracked. She stroked my cock with one hand while her fingers fucked my ass, matched rhythm, old lesson from the mirror days.

“Wendy,” Corinne whispered. “Let them see you leak.”

Precum smeared her palm. She showed the shine to the room like evidence.

I was past begging to stop. I wanted more. That was the peace. Terrifying and still.

Mommy Delphine unfastened something from her belt I had felt at night but never in daylight: silicone, thick, curved, harness already on her under her skirt when she stepped out of it and kicked the fabric aside. Cock that was not flesh but harder than my nerve.

“Primary taking,” she said to the circle. “Part of installation.”

She pressed the head to my asshole. The green woman’s fingers slid out. Mommy Delphine pushed in one long inch after another until my ass burned full and my vision whited at the edges.

“Take it,” she said. “House cock. Mommy cock.”

“Yes, Mommy,” I sobbed.

She fucked me slow first, each stroke dragging my prostate, then faster, hips snapping, plastic of her harness slapping my taped thigh. The diaper hung open beneath me, wet now from drip and sweat, crinkling under the assault.

“Count your thanks,” Mommy Delphine said.

I tried. “One thank you, Mommy. Two thank you, Mommy. Three…”

She rammed harder. Words broke.

Hands joined. Odette’s nails on my nipples through the dress bodice. Someone’s mouth on my toes through stockings, ridiculous and filthy. Corinne jerked my cock in time with Mommy Delphine’s thrusts.

Orgasm hit like a door slammed. Cum shot across my belly and the chaise velvet, strings on the corset busk. I screamed into my fist.

“Again,” Mommy Delphine said. She did not stop pounding my ass.

The second crest built before the first finished. Forced. Overstimulation until numbers dissolved. Past four. Past whatever came next. My mind blurred to static and spit.

A guest straddled my face. Pussy on my mouth. I licked because Mommy Delphine’s cock in my ass meant I had no no. She ground down while Mommy Delphine ruined my hole and Corinne milked my spent cock until it hurt and stayed hard.

I came again without permission, ass clenching on the silicone, cum thin and shameful on Corinne’s wrist.

Mommy Delphine pulled out. Cool air on my gaping ass. She flipped me onto my back, legs over her shoulders, and drove back in from an angle that punched screams out of me.

“You will thank me when it is done,” she said, voice flat as rent due.

“I thank you,” I choked. “I thank you, Mommy. Thank you for keeping me. Thank you for…”

She slapped my face once. Not rage. Calibration.

“Thank you for making me Wendy.”

The room applauded again, looser now, voices rougher. Someone checked my diaper with two fingers. Wet. I had pissed during the third or fourth peak, hot flood spreading while they watched, tape strained, smell rising honest and ugly.

“Good,” Mommy Delphine said. “Change her after. Let them see the mess first.”

She fucked me through another orgasm I could not track. Balls empty, body still convulsing. Asshole raw, slick, used. When she finally stilled inside me I was hollow and full at once, peace poured in like tea.

She withdrew. Cum from the room’s hands gleamed on my thighs. My dress was ruined. Ribbon askew. I shook.

Mommy Delphine helped me stand. Legs wobbled. She did not hold me up for mercy. She held me up for presentation.

“Curtsy,” she said.

I bent knees, skirt sticking to wet skin, tray forgotten, and dipped my head.

The last guest, a small woman with silver earrings, touched my chin. “Name?”

“Wendy,” I said. Steady. No flinch.

Mommy Delphine wiped her harness with a linen cloth, serene. “Forever,” she said. Not a question.

“Forever,” I answered.

Corinne kissed my cheek, sister in the role, lipstick transfer warm. “Welcome home,” she said.

The countdown was done. Twenty-one days burned off the calendar in my head. No numbers left. I was what they called me. The terror from the night before the salon, kneeling at the vanity, begging for the hairbrush, had gone out. What remained was kept.

Guests talked tea. Someone laughed about heels on the stairs. Mommy Delphine gave orders for a fresh pot. I was led to the corner for the diaper change anyway, on a low stool, circle still watching while she stripped the wet one, wiped my ass and cock with cold cloth, powder, new thick diaper, tapes pulled loud.

“Say thank you,” she said.

“Thank you for changing your sissy, Mommy.”

She patted the swell between my legs. “Good girl.”

When the salon emptied the sun had moved. An empty chair sat where the green woman had been. My cup steamed on the saucer she left, lip print on the rim, weight of porcelain cooling slow.

At the foot of the stairs, visible from the hall, a fresh dress hung on a wooden hanger. Floral. Different size tag. Room for the next tenant who would try a door wrong and find Mommy Delphine’s calm voice instead.

I carried the tray to the kitchen. Cups clinked. My new diaper crinkled with each step. Sore ass. Clean tape. Corset still crushing my breath. Peace sat in my ribs like I had been waiting to be placed there.

The two-note chime sounded again at the front door.

I did not look up. Mommy’s house always had one more name to learn. I was Wendy. I kept walking. The tray weight was mine to hold now, and I did not set it down.


THE END

Still craving more?

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection.

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories, each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control.

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone, this bundle was made for you.

Continue here on Amazon.


About Polly Bane

I write dark, explicit fiction for readers who like to be taken apart and put back together softer than they started. I write surrender, caregiver control, and the long slow unmaking of someone who thought they knew exactly who they were.

I keep my face to myself and my stories anything but.

Claim your free book and find my full library at pollybane.com/free-book

pollybane.com


[image: ]

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc10E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc10D.jpg
P

o) &a&
y &lluu\w?(l
\\I

POLLY BANE





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1: Borrowed Satin

		Chapter 2: Three Laminated Pages

		Chapter 3: Answering To Wendy

		Chapter 4: Bottled And Forgiven

		Chapter 5: The Dress Was Bait

		Chapter 6: Knocking First

		Chapter 7: Cut Up Jeans

		Chapter 8: By Mommy's Word

		Chapter 9: Beg To Be Presented

		Chapter 10: Mommy's Sissy Forever

		Still Craving More?

		About Polly Bane




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98






