
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Office Bet: Evelyn’s New Assistant (an erotica humiliation story)









"From Office Bet to Diapered Sissy: Jake’s Journey into Submission"











Jake was just your average corporate guy, confident and professional—until he lost a bet to his boss, the sharp-tongued and stunning Evelyn. The deal was simple: one week as her “personal assistant.” But what started as fetching coffee and light teasing quickly spiraled into something far more humiliating. Soon, Jake found himself in diapers, frilly dresses, and utterly under Evelyn’s control.










With every crinkle of his padding and every stern command from his boss, Jake’s resistance chipped away, exposing desires he never knew he had. When Evelyn brought Jake’s ex-girlfriend, Rachel, into their world of dominance and submission, Jake’s fate was sealed. Between their sharp wit, relentless teasing, and strict punishments, the two women transformed him into their obedient, diapered sissy—a role he couldn’t resist, no matter how much he blushed.











This explicit novel explores a variety of fetishes, including:











●

 
       

 
Diaper discipline and humiliation (ABDL themes without regression)











●

 
       

 
Forced feminization (dresses, lingerie, and sissy training)











●

 
       

 
Chastity and denial











●

 
       

 
Pegging and anal training











●

 
       

 
Public embarrassment and exposure











●

 
       

 
Domination by multiple women











●

 
       

 
Power dynamics and psychological submission












Warning:


 
This story contains explicit BDSM themes, detailed depictions of power exchange, and intense scenes of humiliation. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 21, and no age regression is present in this book. If these themes do not align with your preferences, please proceed with caution.










Perfect for readers who enjoy stories of sissy transformation, domination, and complete submission,

 

From Office Bet to Diapered Sissy


 
will leave you blushing, squirming, and begging for more.









Introduction: How It All Began










Jake’s life was going great—on paper. A solid corporate job, respect from his peers, and the occasional nod of approval from his boss, Evelyn, the sharp, commanding woman who could intimidate anyone with a single glance. But when Evelyn challenged him to a friendly workplace bet, everything changed. The stakes? If Jake lost, he’d spend a week as her personal assistant. What started as simple errands and light teasing quickly spiraled into a world of diapers, dresses, and submission that Jake couldn’t have imagined in his worst (or most secret) nightmares.










At first, Jake resisted, telling himself it was just a game, something to endure until the week was over. But Evelyn saw something in him—something Jake himself didn’t fully understand. With every humiliating task and degrading outfit, she peeled back the layers of his resistance, exposing his deepest, most hidden desires. By the end of that week, Jake wasn’t just wearing diapers; he had become completely dependent on Evelyn’s control.










As the days turned into weeks, Evelyn took her dominance further, pushing Jake into new, uncharted territories of submission. Her keen eye for his weaknesses—and her wicked sense of humor—kept him constantly on edge. But the real breaking point came when Evelyn invited Jake’s ex-girlfriend, Rachel, into their dynamic. Rachel, once a part of his “normal” life, became another force of domination, stripping away any remnants of Jake’s former self and helping him fully embrace his new identity as their obedient sissy.










What Jake thought would be a temporary punishment became his new reality—a life of diapers, chastity, public humiliation, and complete surrender to two powerful women who knew exactly how to keep him in line. This is the story of how Jake fell, step by humiliating step, into a world of sissy submission he never dreamed he’d crave.









Chapter 1: Breaking the Bet














Jake stood nervously outside Evelyn’s office, his palms slick with sweat. He adjusted the collar of his shirt, trying to focus on anything other than the crinkling sound beneath his slacks. It had been a week since he lost the bet, a week of humiliating “assistant duties” that had chipped away at his pride one small, mortifying moment at a time. But nothing—not fetching her coffee on his knees, not the degrading tasks she invented just to make him blush—could compare to this.










Today was different. Today, Evelyn had a new plan.










“Come in, Jakey,” Evelyn called sweetly from inside her office.










Jake swallowed hard, gripping the doorknob with shaking fingers. The moment he stepped inside, Evelyn’s sharp green eyes locked onto him, and the corner of her mouth curled into a wicked grin.










“There’s my little assistant,” she purred, leaning back in her chair. Her pencil skirt hugged her curves, and her silky blouse was unbuttoned just enough to draw Jake’s gaze—though he quickly looked away, ashamed. “Close the door behind you. We need privacy for today’s... lesson.”










Jake obeyed, the soft

 

click


 
of the door echoing in the quiet office. He fidgeted nervously as Evelyn stood and sauntered toward him, her heels clicking on the polished floor.










“Pants off,” she commanded, her tone casual, as if she’d asked him to grab her another coffee.










Jake’s stomach twisted. “M-Mistress Evelyn, I—”










“Did I stutter?” Evelyn interrupted, tilting her head with a bemused smile. “Come on, Jakey. You know the drill by now. Pants. Off.”










Cheeks burning, Jake fumbled with the button on his slacks, his hands trembling. He hesitated for a moment, but the sharp arch of Evelyn’s brow was enough to make him obey. He pushed his pants down to his ankles, revealing the thick, pastel-pink diaper she had strapped him into that morning.










Evelyn clapped her hands in mock delight. “Oh, look at you! My big, important marketing guy waddling around in a pretty little diaper. Aren’t you just the cutest thing?”










Jake stared at the floor, wishing it would swallow him whole. The diaper crinkled loudly as he shifted uncomfortably, the bulk forcing his legs apart. Evelyn stepped closer, her heels clicking ominously, and reached out to give the front of his diaper a sharp

 

pat


 
.










“Wet already,” she teased, her tone dripping with mockery. “Honestly, Jake, do you have any self-control at all? Or is this diaper all you’re good for?”










Jake’s face burned, and he shook his head weakly. “I—I didn’t mean to—”










“Shhh,” Evelyn interrupted, placing a perfectly manicured finger against his lips. “You don’t need to explain, Jakey. We both know you’re just a little sissy who can’t help himself. But don’t worry—I have just the thing to make sure you look as pathetic as you feel.”










Before Jake could process her words, Evelyn walked to her desk and pulled open a drawer. She returned holding something pink and frilly, and Jake’s heart sank as she unfolded the garment: a short, lace-trimmed dress in the softest shade of baby pink. The hem barely reached her hips, and the bodice was adorned with bows and ribbons. But it wasn’t just a dress—it was lingerie. Sheer, delicate, and designed to humiliate.










“Step into it,” Evelyn commanded, holding the dress out to him.










Jake’s mouth opened to protest, but the words caught in his throat. One sharp look from Evelyn was all it took to silence him. With shaking hands, he stepped out of his slacks and into the ridiculous dress, his heart pounding as she pulled it up and fastened it behind him.










“There we go,” Evelyn said, stepping back to admire her work. “It fits perfectly. You look absolutely adorable, Jakey.”










Jake glanced at his reflection in the full-length mirror on the wall. The sight made his stomach churn. The pink dress flared out over his diaper, leaving the thick padding clearly visible beneath the sheer fabric. The ribbons and lace only added to the humiliation, making him look like a doll in a twisted game of dress-up.










“Oh, but something’s missing,” Evelyn mused, tapping a finger to her lips. “Ah, I know.”










She reached into the drawer again and pulled out a headband adorned with a pair of floppy bunny ears. Before Jake could react, she placed it on his head, adjusting it until it sat just right.










“Perfect,” she said, grinning. “Now you really look like the little sissy you are.”















A Deeper Humiliation











Jake stood frozen, his face burning with shame. The soft fabric of the dress brushed against his thighs, and the bunny ears wobbled slightly every time he moved. But the worst part was the way Evelyn looked at him—not with disgust, but with smug satisfaction, like she had just completed a masterpiece.










“Turn around for me, Jakey,” she ordered, her voice sweet but firm.










Jake hesitated, but the sharp click of her tongue spurred him into motion. He turned slowly, the frilly skirt swishing as he moved.










“Good boy,” Evelyn cooed. “Now, let’s talk about that little... problem of yours.”










Jake froze, his stomach sinking. “P-Problem, Mistress?”










Evelyn’s grin widened. “Oh, don’t play dumb. You know exactly what I’m talking about.” She reached down and pressed a hand against the front of his diaper, her touch firm and deliberate. Jake whimpered, his body betraying him as a humiliating twitch betrayed his arousal.










“See?” Evelyn said, laughing softly. “You can’t even control yourself. Look at you—squirming in your soggy little diaper, desperate for attention. But do you really think you deserve it, Jakey? Do you think you’ve earned the privilege of cumming like a big boy?”










Jake shook his head quickly, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. “N-No, Mistress Evelyn.”










“Exactly,” she said, leaning in close. Her lips brushed against his ear as she whispered, “Boys like you don’t deserve pleasure. You deserve to be teased, humiliated, and denied until you understand your place. And do you know what your place is, Jakey?”










“N-No, Mistress,” Jake whispered, his voice trembling.










Evelyn’s grin turned predatory. “Your place is exactly where you are right now—standing in my office, wearing a pretty little dress and a soaked diaper, while I laugh at how pathetic you are. That’s all you’ll ever be, Jakey. A silly, soggy sissy for me to play with.”










Jake whimpered, his knees buckling slightly as Evelyn pressed her hand harder against his diaper. She laughed, a sharp, delighted sound that made his heart race.










“Now,” she said, stepping back. “I want you to twirl for me. Show off that cute little outfit.”










Jake hesitated, but the sharp arch of Evelyn’s brow left him no choice. He lifted his hands and spun in a slow, awkward circle, the frilly dress swishing around him. The crinkle of his diaper was loud and unmistakable, and he could feel Evelyn’s eyes on him, drinking in every humiliating detail.










“Keep spinning,” Evelyn said, her voice laced with mockery. “And don’t stop until I tell you to.”












Jake twirled helplessly, his face burning with shame as Evelyn watched him with a satisfied smirk. He didn’t know how long he could take this, but one thing was certain: Evelyn wasn’t done with him yet.







Chapter 2: Evelyn’s Experiment










Jake sat at his desk, gripping the armrests of his chair like a lifeline. The thick diaper beneath his slacks crinkled faintly with every nervous shift, a constant reminder of his humiliating predicament. For a moment, he tried to focus on his work, but his mind kept circling back to the memory of yesterday—the pink dress, the bunny ears, Evelyn’s mocking laughter as she made him twirl and show off like a doll. He should have been furious, but instead, his body had betrayed him, his shame twisting into arousal he couldn’t control.










The soft chime of his phone pulled him from his thoughts. His stomach sank as he saw the message from Evelyn:











“My office. Now. Wear what I left for you. And don’t keep me waiting, Jakey.”











Jake swallowed hard. He knew better than to delay. With trembling hands, he opened the bottom drawer of his desk and found the humiliating outfit Evelyn had left behind: a pastel-pink diaper, frilly white thigh-high stockings, a lace-trimmed garter belt, and a matching pink collar. His heart raced as he imagined himself in the outfit, his humiliation deepening with each second.










For a moment, he considered resisting—quitting his job, disappearing, anything to escape Evelyn’s control. But he knew she had him cornered. She had photos. Videos. If he disobeyed her, she wouldn’t hesitate to ruin him. With a resigned sigh, he grabbed the outfit and headed to the restroom to change.















Her Office, Her Rules











When Jake arrived at Evelyn’s office, his heart was pounding so loudly he was sure she could hear it. He knocked hesitantly, and her sharp, commanding voice called out from inside.










“Come in, Jakey.”










Jake pushed the door open and shuffled inside, his head bowed. He felt ridiculous—his garter belt strained over the thick diaper, the stockings clinging tightly to his legs, and the pink collar snug around his neck. He avoided meeting Evelyn’s gaze, but he could feel her eyes on him, scanning him with predatory delight.










“There you are,” she purred, standing up from her desk. She was stunning, as always. Her fitted black dress hugged her curves, and her heels clicked sharply against the floor as she approached him. “Let me take a look at my little assistant.”










Jake’s face burned as Evelyn circled him, her sharp green eyes drinking in every humiliating detail. She reached out and gave the front of his diaper a firm pat, smirking at the faint crinkle. “Such a good boy,” she teased. “You wore everything I left for you. That deserves a little reward.”










Jake’s heart leapt at her words. “R-Reward, Mistress Evelyn?”










Evelyn’s smirk widened. “Oh, don’t get too excited, Jakey. I didn’t say it would be the kind of reward you want.”










She stepped behind her desk and opened a drawer, pulling out a small, sleek black box. Jake’s stomach twisted as she opened it to reveal a gleaming metal plug, its polished surface reflecting the office lights.










“Do you know what this is, Jakey?” Evelyn asked, holding the plug up for him to see.










Jake swallowed hard, nodding. “Y-Yes, Mistress.”










“Good. Then you know exactly where it’s going,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Bend over my desk.”










Jake hesitated for a moment, but one sharp look from Evelyn was all it took to make him obey. He leaned over the desk, gripping the edges tightly as Evelyn stepped behind him. The pink diaper crinkled loudly as she unfastened the tapes, exposing his bare, trembling cheeks.










“You’ve been such a good little sissy this week,” Evelyn cooed mockingly as she ran a cold hand over his exposed skin. “But I think it’s time we take things to the next level.”










Jake whimpered softly as he heard her snap on a pair of latex gloves. A moment later, he felt the cool touch of lubricant being spread over his entrance. Evelyn’s fingers teased him, circling the sensitive rim but not pressing inside.










“Relax, Jakey,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “It’ll slide in easier if you stop clenching.”










Jake let out a choked gasp as Evelyn began to press the plug against him. The stretch was overwhelming, and his body trembled under her firm touch. Evelyn took her time, twisting the plug slightly as she pushed it deeper, watching with satisfaction as Jake squirmed beneath her.










“There we go,” she said finally, seating the plug with a soft

 

pop


 
. She gave his bottom a sharp smack, making him yelp. “Such a good little sissy. Doesn’t that feel nice?”










Jake nodded weakly, his cheeks burning with shame. “Y-Yes, Mistress Evelyn.”










Evelyn smirked, reaching into the drawer again. This time, she pulled out a remote control. Jake’s eyes widened in horror as she pressed a button, and the plug inside him began to vibrate.










Jake gasped, his knees buckling as the vibrations sent waves of sensation through his body. “M-Mistress, please—”










“Shhh,” Evelyn interrupted, placing a hand on his lower back to keep him in place. “Good boys don’t complain. You’re going to stay like this while we finish your training.”















Forced Submission











Evelyn walked around to the front of the desk, her heels clicking sharply on the floor. Jake’s face was flushed, his breaths coming in short, ragged gasps as the vibrating plug continued to tease him. Evelyn leaned against the desk, crossing her arms as she watched him with a wicked grin.










“You know, Jakey,” she said, her tone almost conversational, “I’ve been thinking about that little problem of yours.”










“P-Problem, Mistress?” Jake stammered, his voice trembling.










Evelyn smirked, reaching out to run her fingers along his jawline. “Oh, don’t play dumb. You know exactly what I mean.” Her hand trailed lower, brushing against the front of his diaper. Jake let out a pathetic whimper as his body betrayed him, his arousal pressing against the thick padding.










“Look at you,” Evelyn said, laughing softly. “Squirming like a little sissy in your soggy diaper. Do you think you deserve to cum, Jakey? Do you think you’ve earned that privilege?”










Jake shook his head quickly, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. “N-No, Mistress Evelyn.”










“Exactly,” she said, pressing her hand more firmly against the diaper. The vibrations from the plug grew stronger, and Jake’s body tensed as the sensation overwhelmed him. “Boys like you don’t deserve pleasure. You’re just a toy for me to play with. That’s all you’ll ever be.”










Jake let out a strangled moan as Evelyn continued to tease him, her fingers pressing against the diaper in time with the vibrating plug. His body trembled, his shame mixing with a growing, uncontrollable need.










“Go on, Jakey,” Evelyn cooed, her voice dripping with mockery. “Let it all out. Show me how pathetic you really are.”










Jake’s body bucked as the sensation pushed him over the edge. He let out a broken cry, his release spilling into the thick padding of his diaper. His entire body shook as waves of pleasure and shame washed over him, leaving him trembling and gasping for breath.










Evelyn laughed, a sharp, delighted sound that made Jake’s cheeks burn even hotter. “Look at you,” she said, reaching down to pat the front of his diaper. “You came in your little pampers like a good sissy. Maybe I should leave you like this for the rest of the day.”










Jake whimpered, his head hanging low as Evelyn straightened and walked back around the desk. She retrieved a fresh diaper from her drawer and tossed it onto the desk in front of him.










“Clean yourself up,” she said sharply. “And don’t forget to thank me for letting you make such a mess.”










Jake nodded weakly, his voice barely above a whisper. “Th-Thank you, Mistress Evelyn.”








“Good boy,” she said, smirking. “Now hurry up. We still have a full day of training ahead.”







Chapter 3: Public Display










Jake shuffled nervously behind Evelyn, his thick diaper crinkling audibly with every step. His legs felt heavy, not just from the bulk of the padding between them, but from the mortifying outfit Evelyn had chosen for him that day: a short, pastel-yellow sundress with puffed sleeves, white lace trim, and a large pink bow tied at the back. It barely reached the top of his thighs, leaving the thick diaper underneath fully visible whenever he moved.










“You’re going to be on your best behavior today, Jakey,” Evelyn said over her shoulder, her tone sweet but laced with unmistakable authority. “I’ve worked so hard to make you look adorable. Don’t you think people deserve to see what a good little sissy you are?”










Jake’s cheeks burned as he tugged awkwardly at the hem of his dress, trying in vain to cover the humiliating garment underneath. “P-Please, Mistress Evelyn,” he stammered, “do we really have to go out like this?”










Evelyn stopped in her tracks, turning to fix him with a sharp, icy gaze. “Did I give you permission to question me?”










Jake froze, his heart racing. “N-No, Mistress.”










“Good,” she said, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “Now stop whining. I’ve got a few errands to run, and you’re going to be my perfect little helper. Unless, of course, you’d prefer I leave you in the car with the windows down so everyone can see my precious diapered doll.”










Jake shook his head quickly, his face burning with shame. “I-I’ll come with you, Mistress.”










“That’s what I thought,” Evelyn said, smirking as she turned and continued walking, her heels clicking sharply on the pavement.















The First Stop: The Pharmacy











Jake’s humiliation deepened as they stepped into the pharmacy, the fluorescent lights casting a harsh glare on his pastel dress and the unmistakable bulk of his diaper. He tried to stay close to Evelyn, hoping to avoid attention, but she had other plans.










“Stay here, Jakey,” she said, gesturing to a spot near the front of the store. “I need to grab a few things. Don’t move.”










Jake nodded meekly, his hands gripping the hem of his dress as he stood awkwardly near the entrance. Every movement made the diaper crinkle loudly, and he could feel the curious gazes of passersby lingering on him. His face burned as a small child pointed at him and asked their mother, “Why is that man wearing a dress?”










He wanted to disappear, but Evelyn’s sharp warning from earlier echoed in his mind. He stayed frozen, his humiliation mounting with every passing second.










When Evelyn returned, she was holding a pack of adult diapers—the same brand she had been forcing Jake to wear all week. She placed them on the counter with a smug smile, making no effort to hide them from the cashier.










“These are for him,” she said casually, gesturing to Jake. “He’s been going through them so quickly lately.”










Jake’s face burned hotter as the cashier’s eyes flicked to him, a faint smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Oh, is that so?” the cashier said, her tone dripping with amusement.










Jake wanted to sink into the floor, but Evelyn just laughed and patted his head. “He’s still learning to control himself,” she said, her voice light and playful. “But don’t worry—we’re making progress.”










The cashier chuckled as she rang up the diapers, handing the bag to Evelyn. “Good luck with that,” she said, winking at Jake.










“Thank you,” Evelyn replied, her grin widening as she took the bag. “Come along, Jakey. We’ve got more stops to make.”















The Café Incident











Their next stop was a trendy little café, the kind of place filled with young professionals sipping lattes and working on laptops. Jake’s heart sank as Evelyn led him inside, her heels clicking confidently on the tiled floor. The quiet hum of conversation seemed to stop as soon as they entered, and Jake could feel every eye in the room turning to him.










Evelyn ignored the stares, striding up to the counter and placing her order. Jake stood behind her, trying to make himself as small as possible, but his bulky diaper and frilly dress made that impossible.










“Two iced lattes,” Evelyn said to the barista, glancing over her shoulder at Jake. “Oh, and could you put his in a sippy cup? He tends to spill.”










The barista blinked, clearly unsure if she was joking, but Evelyn’s confident smirk left no room for doubt. She nodded and turned to prepare the drinks.










Jake wanted to protest, but Evelyn shot him a warning look. “Don’t even think about it, Jakey,” she said, her voice low and firm. “If you cause a scene, I’ll make you sit in the middle of the café and drink it with a bib on. Is that what you want?”










Jake shook his head quickly, his cheeks burning with humiliation. “N-No, Mistress Evelyn.”










“Good boy,” she said, her tone softening slightly. “Now behave.”










When the drinks were ready, Evelyn handed Jake the sippy cup, smirking as she watched him take it with trembling hands. “Drink up, Jakey,” she said sweetly. “You wouldn’t want to get dehydrated, would you?”










Jake sipped nervously from the sippy cup, the soft plastic spout pressing against his lips. The café patrons watched with a mix of amusement and disbelief, their whispered comments only adding to his shame. Evelyn, meanwhile, seemed to be enjoying herself immensely.










“You’re doing so well,” she said, patting his head. “Maybe I’ll let you have a treat later—if you behave.”















The Breaking Point











By the time they returned to the car, Jake was a trembling, humiliated mess. The vibrating plug Evelyn had inserted earlier was still buzzing softly, sending occasional shocks of unwanted pleasure through his body. His diaper was damp, a reminder of his complete lack of control, and the stares and whispers from the café were still fresh in his mind.










As Evelyn buckled her seatbelt, she turned to Jake with a wicked grin. “You’ve been such a good boy today, Jakey,” she said. “I think you deserve a reward.”










Jake’s heart raced as she reached into her bag and pulled out the remote control for the plug. She turned up the vibrations, making him gasp as the sensation intensified.










“Does that feel good, Jakey?” she cooed, her voice dripping with mockery. “Are you my good little sissy?”










Jake whimpered, his body trembling as the vibrations pushed him closer to the edge. “Y-Yes, Mistress Evelyn,” he whispered.










“Good,” she said, leaning closer. “Then show me how much you appreciate everything I’ve done for you.”










Jake’s body bucked as the vibrations reached their peak, his release spilling into the thick padding of his diaper. He let out a broken moan, his face flushing with shame and reluctant pleasure.










Evelyn laughed softly, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Look at you,” she said, reaching over to pat the front of his diaper. “You came in your pampers like a good little sissy. I think we’ll leave you like that for a while—you wear your mess so well.”










Jake slumped in his seat, his cheeks burning as Evelyn started the car. He knew this was only the beginning, and that Evelyn wasn’t finished with him yet.









Chapter 4: Evelyn’s New Assistant (and a Guest)










Jake stood frozen in Evelyn’s living room, his heart pounding as she unpacked her bag from their errand-filled day. His diaper sagged from both his earlier release and the wetness he hadn’t dared to acknowledge. The pastel-yellow sundress still clung to him, the bow tied snugly at the back making him look more like a doll than a grown man. The vibrating plug remained firmly seated inside him, its rhythmic hum now quiet but still a constant reminder of Evelyn’s power over him.










“Take off the dress, Jakey,” Evelyn ordered casually, not even looking at him as she arranged her newly purchased diapers and supplies on the counter.










Jake hesitated, clutching the hem of the frilly dress as if it could somehow shield him from what was coming next.










“Now,” she snapped, her tone sharp enough to make him jump.










With trembling hands, Jake obeyed, pulling the dress over his head and leaving him standing in just his sagging diaper, garter belt, and stockings. Evelyn turned to face him, her smirk widening as she took in the pathetic sight.










“There’s my little sissy,” she purred. “But you’re not quite dressed for the evening I have planned.”










Jake’s stomach churned with a mix of fear and reluctant arousal. “E-Evening, Mistress?”










Evelyn didn’t answer. Instead, she walked to the corner of the room where a mysterious box had been sitting all day. She opened it, pulling out a sleek, black strap-on harness with an intimidatingly large silicone cock attached. Jake’s eyes widened in horror as she held it up for him to see.










“This,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction, “is going to remind you exactly who’s in charge.”










Jake’s knees felt weak as Evelyn buckled the harness around her waist, adjusting the straps with practiced ease. The sight of her wearing the strap-on, combined with her confident smirk and the click of her heels on the hardwood floor, made his heart race.










“On your knees,” she commanded, pointing to the plush rug in the center of the room.










Jake obeyed, sinking to his knees as Evelyn sauntered toward him. The silicone cock bobbed slightly with each step, its size and shape impossible to ignore. She stopped just inches away from him, placing her hands on her hips and looking down at him with a mixture of amusement and authority.










“Go on,” she said, tilting her head. “Show me how grateful you are for everything I’ve done for you.”










Jake’s cheeks burned as he realized what she wanted. “M-Mistress Evelyn, please—”










“Did I ask for excuses?” she snapped, her voice cold. “You’re a sissy, Jakey. Sissies serve. Now open your mouth and start showing me how much you appreciate your Mistress.”










Trembling, Jake opened his mouth and leaned forward, his lips brushing against the tip of the strap-on. Evelyn’s laughter filled the room as he began to kiss and lick the silicone cock, his humiliation growing with every degrading movement.










“That’s it,” she cooed mockingly. “Good little sissies know their place. Keep going, Jakey—get it nice and wet for me.”










Jake whimpered but obeyed, his tongue trailing along the length of the strap-on as Evelyn watched with smug satisfaction. After a few minutes, she stepped back, pulling the strap-on out of his reach.










“On the couch,” she ordered, pointing to the armrest. “Bent over.”















Evelyn Takes Control











Jake’s heart pounded as he crawled to the couch, his diaper crinkling with every movement. He bent over the armrest, his face burning with shame as Evelyn approached him from behind. She tugged at the tapes of his diaper, letting it fall to the floor with a loud, wet

 

plop


 
.










“You’ve made such a mess, Jakey,” she teased, running a gloved finger along his bare, trembling cheeks. “But that’s what sissies like you are for, isn’t it?”










Jake whimpered softly as she spread more lubricant over the plug still seated inside him. She twisted it gently, making him gasp and squirm beneath her touch.










“Relax,” Evelyn said, her tone almost soothing. “This will be much easier if you stop fighting it.”










With a sharp tug, she removed the vibrating plug, leaving Jake feeling exposed and vulnerable. A moment later, she pressed the tip of the strap-on against his entrance, the cold silicone sending a shiver down his spine.










“Take a deep breath,” she said, smirking as she pushed forward. The strap-on stretched him slowly, inch by inch, until he was gasping and clutching at the couch for support.










“There we go,” Evelyn said, her voice laced with mockery. “See? You’re made for this, Jakey.”










She began to move, her hips setting a deliberate rhythm that left Jake trembling beneath her. Each thrust sent waves of sensation through his body, a mixture of discomfort, shame, and an unwanted, overwhelming pleasure. Evelyn leaned over him, her nails raking gently down his back as she whispered in his ear.










“You’re mine,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Every inch of you belongs to me. Say it.”










“I-I’m yours, Mistress Evelyn,” Jake whimpered, his voice barely audible.










“Louder,” she demanded, punctuating her command with a sharp thrust.










“I’m yours, Mistress Evelyn!” Jake cried out, his body trembling as she drove the point home—literally.















The Surprise Guest











Just as Jake thought he couldn’t endure any more, he heard the unmistakable sound of the door opening. His heart froze as a familiar voice called out from the entryway.










“Evelyn? You said you needed my help with something?”










It was Rachel—Jake’s best friend. His face burned hotter than ever as he tried to lift himself off the couch, but Evelyn pushed him back down with a firm hand.










“Stay right there,” she said, her tone playful but firm. “Rachel, come in! I have something to show you.”










Jake’s heart raced as Rachel stepped into the living room, her eyes widening in shock at the scene before her. Evelyn, still wearing the strap-on, stood behind Jake, who was bent over the couch in nothing but his garter belt and stockings.










“Oh my God,” Rachel said, covering her mouth with her hand. “Jake? What the hell is going on?”










“Isn’t he adorable?” Evelyn said, grinning as she patted Jake’s exposed bottom. “I’ve been training him to be my obedient little sissy, and he’s been doing such a good job. I thought you might want to see for yourself.”










Jake buried his face in the cushions, wishing he could disappear. Rachel’s laughter filled the room, sharp and disbelieving.










“This is... incredible,” Rachel said, shaking her head. “I never would have guessed you had this in you, Jake.”










Evelyn smirked, reaching into the bag she had brought home earlier. She pulled out another diaper and handed it to Rachel. “Would you like to do the honors?” she asked, her grin widening. “I think it’s time he got a fresh one.”










Rachel hesitated for a moment, then shrugged, her lips curling into a mischievous smile. “Why not?” she said, taking the diaper from Evelyn. “This should be fun.”










Jake whimpered softly as the two women worked together to re-diaper him, their laughter and teasing comments cutting deeper than any humiliation he’d experienced so far. By the time they were finished, he was a trembling, blushing mess, his body and dignity completely at their mercy.










“Perfect,” Evelyn said, stepping back to admire their work. “What do you think, Rachel?”










“I think he’s exactly where he belongs,” Rachel replied, smirking down at Jake. “And I can’t wait to see what else you have planned for him.”









Epilogue: The Final Admission










The weeks that followed Rachel’s unexpected visit were a blur of humiliation and reluctant pleasure for Jake. Evelyn had wasted no time integrating Rachel into his new reality. What had begun as a humiliating one-off encounter soon became a regular arrangement. Rachel, once his ex and now a co-conspirator in Evelyn’s domination, visited often, her sharp tongue and quick wit adding an extra layer of torment.










Jake now found himself living in a world where his former girlfriend and his boss had total control over him, and any remnants of his dignity had been stripped away. He was no longer just Evelyn’s sissy assistant—he was their shared plaything.















A Quiet Afternoon











Jake knelt in the corner of Evelyn’s living room, his diaper crinkling softly as he shifted nervously. He wore nothing but the thick, pastel-pink padding and a lacy bonnet Evelyn had tied snugly under his chin. His cheeks burned as Rachel lounged on the couch, her legs crossed elegantly as she sipped her wine.










“So,” Rachel began, her tone casual but dripping with mockery. “How does it feel, Jakey? To know that two women who used to respect you now see you as nothing more than a diapered little sissy?”










Jake swallowed hard, his head hanging low. “I-I...”










“Speak up,” Evelyn snapped from her seat beside Rachel. She held the remote to his vibrating plug in one hand, her finger hovering threateningly over the button. “Good sissies use their words.”










Jake took a shaky breath, his voice trembling as he answered. “I-I feel... humiliated, Mistress Evelyn. And... and Miss Rachel.”










Rachel smirked, swirling her wine glass lazily. “Good. You should. It’s honestly hard to believe you used to be my boyfriend. I mean, look at you now—kneeling in a diaper, drooling like a toddler. If someone had told me this would be your future, I wouldn’t have believed them.”










Evelyn laughed softly, reaching out to pat Jake’s head. “Oh, he’s come a long way, hasn’t he? But I think he still has something he needs to admit, don’t you, Jakey?”










Jake froze, his heart racing. He knew exactly what Evelyn meant, but saying it out loud—especially in front of Rachel—felt like an impossible task. He shook his head quickly, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes.










“Oh, don’t be shy,” Evelyn cooed, her voice laced with mock sweetness. “Rachel deserves to know the truth. Tell her what you told me last week.”










Rachel raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “What’s this? Did Jakey finally confess something juicy?”










Evelyn grinned, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Go on, Jakey. Tell her.”










Jake’s hands clenched into fists, his entire body trembling with shame. But one sharp look from Evelyn—and the faint, ominous buzz of the plug starting up again—was enough to break his resolve.










“I-I can’t...” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. “I can’t c-cum... unless I’m in a diaper.”










The room fell silent for a moment, the weight of his admission hanging heavily in the air. Then Rachel burst out laughing, nearly spilling her wine as she doubled over.










“Oh my God!” she exclaimed, wiping a tear from her eye. “Are you serious? You actually need a diaper to get off now?”










Jake nodded miserably, his cheeks burning with humiliation. “Y-Yes, Miss Rachel.”










Rachel leaned back against the couch, shaking her head in disbelief. “Wow. I mean, I always knew you were kind of pathetic, but this? This is a whole new level.”










Evelyn smirked, clearly enjoying the moment. “Isn’t it perfect? He’s completely mine now. Every time he cums, it’s a reminder of just how far he’s fallen—and how much he needs me.”










Rachel tilted her head, studying Jake with a mix of amusement and curiosity. “So, what happens if he tries without one?”










“Oh, we don’t have to worry about that,” Evelyn said, her grin widening. “He’s locked up nice and tight in his little cage. Isn’t that right, Jakey?”










Jake nodded quickly, the faint chime of the small padlock hanging from his chastity cage jingling as he moved. “Y-Yes, Mistress Evelyn.”










Rachel laughed again, setting her empty wine glass on the table. “Well, this has been absolutely delightful. I honestly can’t believe I ever dated you, but watching you like this? Totally worth it.”















A Final Lesson











Before Rachel left, Evelyn decided to give Jake one last reminder of his place. She retrieved the strap-on from its usual spot and handed it to Rachel with a wicked grin.










“Care to do the honors?” Evelyn asked, her tone casual, as if she were offering a second helping of dessert.










Rachel’s eyes lit up with excitement as she buckled the harness around her waist. “Oh, this is going to be fun.”










Jake’s heart sank as Evelyn guided him to the floor, positioning him on all fours in front of Rachel. His diaper was pulled down, and Rachel wasted no time spreading lubricant over the plug that still rested in his entrance.










“Ready, Jakey?” Rachel teased, giving his bottom a playful pat. “I’m going to make sure you never forget who’s in charge.”










Jake whimpered as Rachel removed the plug, replacing it with the strap-on in one smooth motion. The stretch was overwhelming, and his entire body trembled as Rachel set a deliberate, punishing rhythm. Evelyn watched with a satisfied smirk, occasionally reaching down to pat Jake’s head or tweak the lock on his chastity cage.










“You’re such a good little sissy,” Evelyn cooed mockingly. “Taking it like a champ for Miss Rachel.”










Jake’s humiliation reached its peak as Rachel leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. “You’re mine now, Jakey,” she whispered. “You’ll do whatever we say, won’t you?”










“Yes, Miss Rachel,” Jake gasped, his voice trembling. “I’ll do anything.”















The Morning After











When Jake woke the next morning, he was alone in the guest room Evelyn had set up for him. His body ached from the night before, and the thick, freshly taped diaper around his waist served as a constant reminder of his submission.










On the nightstand, there was a note in Evelyn’s elegant handwriting:











“Good morning, sissy. Rachel and I have decided to make your training permanent. From now on, you’ll serve us both. Be ready by 8 a.m. for your next lesson. And remember—you belong to us.”











Jake read the note, his cheeks burning as a familiar mix of shame and arousal coursed through him. He knew he should feel humiliated, degraded—but instead, all he felt was a desperate need to please.










With a resigned sigh, he climbed out of bed, the crinkle of his diaper loud in the quiet room. He was no longer just Jake. He was Evelyn and Rachel’s sissy, their plaything, their obedient little doll.










And he wouldn’t have it any other way.
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