
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Quarterly Challenge: Forced Into Diapers, Feminized, and Owned




A Femdom ABDL Humiliation Novel of Sissification, Control, and Public Shame




Introduction











He thought it was just a quarterly challenge. He didn’t know it was a trap.











When Ethan signs up for a mysterious competition at his new job, he imagines it’s just another silly office bet. But what starts as teasing quickly spirals into something far darker—and far more humiliating. Four powerful women take control of his life, turning him into their private plaything, one plug, one diaper, one degradation at a time.










Forced to submit on camera. Punished for every act of resistance. Feminized, exposed, and turned into the obedient sissy he swore he’d never become.










But Ethan won’t break. He can’t.










Even when the final humiliation arrives—on a date that was never real, in a diaper he’ll never take off.











The Quarterly Challenge


 
is a dark femdom ABDL novel filled with blackmail, public shame, enforced regression, sissy training, and relentless erotic control. Not for the faint of heart.













Perfect for fans of cruel female domination, plug punishments, and erotic humiliation with a psychological edge.














Chapter 1 – The Office Game










Ethan Drake arrived at Thorne Creative like he owned the place. Navy button-up, sleeves rolled just enough to show forearms he knew people stared at. His jawline was a gift. His smirk was a weapon. And from the moment he walked through the glass doors of the marketing floor, he was certain of two things:









	



He was the smartest person in the room.






	



He would rise faster than anyone else.














And maybe he was right.










By the end of his second month, Ethan had already streamlined two departments, implemented an ad strategy that doubled conversion rates, and pissed off nearly every senior manager in the process. Not because he failed. But because he didn’t play nice. He didn’t kiss up. And he didn’t bother hiding that he thought most of them were too slow to keep up.










So when Lena arrived, he noticed.










Not because she demanded attention. But because she didn’t. She moved differently—fluid, precise, always watching. Her heels didn’t click like the others. They whispered. Her voice never rose, never wavered. And when she looked at him during their first one-on-one meeting, he felt it like a needle sliding beneath his skin.










She never smiled. Not fully. Just the corners of her lips, like she knew something he didn’t.










He flirted. Of course he did. He was charming like that. She didn’t bite. She didn’t even blink.










But when she passed him in the hallway, her hand brushed just a little too close to his hip. When she sat across from him in conference rooms, her eyes never left his face. Not for the entire hour.










It should’ve felt like power. Instead, it felt like tension.










He told himself it was just flirtation. Maybe a future conquest. He didn’t realize he was already the prey.














The executive board met behind closed doors that Friday. Twelve women. All dominant. All experienced. And all watching Ethan from the shadows for weeks.










Lena took her seat at the end of the long oak table and opened her folder. Inside was a photo of Ethan from his internal profile. Beneath it: notes, psych profiles, and a list of triggers.










“Too smart for his own good,” she said. “Arrogant. Independent. Doesn’t respond to authority unless it’s subtle or masked as challenge.”










“You’re sure he’s the one?” asked Clara, the CFO, crossing her legs in tight leather. "You’ll have three months."










Lena only nodded. “He’ll be our best one yet.”














The next Monday, the first phase began.










It started simply. A cappuccino on his desk. A sticky note in sharp handwriting:

 

For our brightest asset – L.











Ethan barely raised an eyebrow. Lena was intense, but maybe she had taste. He took the coffee, sipped it, nodded in appreciation.










She walked past his desk minutes later, gaze grazing over him. No words. Just that same ghost of a smile.










He didn’t know he was being tracked. Every move. Every response. Every glance. Lena wanted to know exactly how long it would take.










That afternoon, his inbox flooded. Strategy revisions. Meeting invitations. All tied to Lena.











Join me at 5:30 to discuss onboarding tactics.


 

Could you rework the briefing before COB? I trust your clarity of vision.











The flattery was sugar-laced bait. And Ethan took it all.










What he didn’t notice was the pattern. How every task extended late. How he never had time for breaks. How his water bottle mysteriously emptied faster, the refills conveniently delivered by smiling interns.










By Wednesday, he found himself dancing around the office with a bladder that never emptied. Every time he got up to go, a meeting popped up. Every time he looked for a restroom, it was occupied.










He laughed it off. Once. Twice. But by Thursday afternoon, he was visibly agitated.














“Everything alright?” Lena asked, leaning into his office unannounced.










He jolted slightly. “Yeah. Just need a break. I’ve been going nonstop since noon.”










She stepped in, holding a thick folder. “We could go over the Q2 projection updates now, unless you need something?”










“I’ll hit the restroom first,” he muttered.










But when he got there, the door was locked. Again.










Downstairs? Same. Even the janitor closet had a sign.










By now, his jaw was tight. His belt tighter.










He stormed back to his office, but Lena was already waiting, seated casually on the edge of his desk, crossing her legs slowly.










“Everything okay, Ethan?” she asked, almost innocently.










He exhaled sharply. “I don’t know what’s going on in this building, but if I don’t get a minute to myself soon, I swear I’m going to lose it.”










Her eyes sparkled. “Let me help.”










He blinked. “With… what?”










She stood and walked toward him, one heel clicking softly after the other. “Just come with me.”










“Where?”










She didn’t answer. Just turned. And started walking.










Against better judgment—and full bladder—he followed. Through the back hall. Past the HR wing. Into a low-lit corridor he hadn’t been in before.










She opened a door. A private meeting room.










“Go ahead,” she said.










He stepped inside.










The door shut behind him.










Click.










Lights flicked on. A faint scent of lavender hung in the air. Leather chairs. A whiteboard. A low hum from the ceiling vent.










Ethan looked around.










Empty.










No one else.










He turned back to the door.










Lena was gone.










He reached for the handle. Locked.










A slight pressure in his bladder surged.










He pounded on the door. “Lena?”










Nothing.










Then he noticed something on the table—a small black box with a red bow.










He stared at it.










A note beside it read:

 

For when you’re ready to admit you’re not in control.











His jaw clenched. He didn’t understand.










But he would.










And when he did, it would be far too late.









Chapter 2 – Initiation










Ethan stared at the box.










A black matte cube no bigger than a lunch container, sealed with a red velvet bow and a taunting note that read:

 

For when you’re ready to admit you’re not in control.











He clenched his jaw and tried the door again. Locked. No keypad. No visible latch. Just an expensive handle that refused to budge.










“What the hell is this?” he muttered to himself, pacing now. His bladder throbbed. His heartbeat pushed against his throat. Sweat began to collect under his arms, cold and humiliating. The silence in the room grew oppressive. No air vents. No security camera—at least, none he could see.










He looked at the box again.










There was something infuriating about its presence. A simple object placed there like a joke. Like they knew he’d crack. Like they

 

wanted


 
him to open it.










He gritted his teeth, grabbing the note and crumpling it in his fist. Then, against his better judgment, he pulled at the bow.










It came off in one smooth motion.










The lid lifted easily.










Inside, perfectly folded and centered like it belonged there, was a large, thick

 

adult diaper


 
—white with a printed pastel trim, ridiculous in size and softness. Beneath it, a bottle of baby powder. And under that, a single Polaroid photo: a woman sitting cross-legged in an identical diaper, smiling smugly. On the back, in looping handwriting:

 

It starts here. It ends when we say it ends.











His stomach flipped.










He took a step back, recoiling as if the contents might explode. Then a sound broke the silence—a faint whirr from above. A hidden speaker crackled to life.










“Ethan,” came Lena’s voice, soft and unhurried. “This is the final part of your onboarding. You’ve done well. But you’ve made one mistake.”










He scanned the ceiling. “Where are you? This isn’t funny.”










“You assumed you were in charge.”










The speaker went quiet. Then, another click—

 

a lock disengaging


 
.










The door opened.










But it wasn’t freedom waiting outside. It was Lena. And two others.










Clara, the CFO, stepped into view first—immaculate in a navy blouse, black latex gloves already on her hands. Beside her was Dahlia from HR, a quiet woman with silver rings stacked along her fingers and a camera slung across her shoulder.










“Don’t,” Ethan warned, backing up instinctively.










But they didn’t charge him. They didn’t shout.










Lena stepped in slowly, clipboard in hand. “This is a test of compliance. Just like any job. You follow rules, you advance. You resist… you’re removed.”










“You can’t—this is illegal, this is completely—”










“Shhh.” Lena placed a finger to his lips. “It only becomes illegal if you file a report. But that would mean explaining why you’re in this room. Why you agreed to drink from the bottles we gave you. Why you ignored every cue and warning.”










“I didn’t agree to any of this—”










“You didn’t say no. And in this company, that’s a choice.” She turned to Dahlia. “Please document the compliance stage.”










Ethan’s legs tensed, ready to bolt, but Clara blocked the exit. “You have two options,” she said. “Put on the diaper willingly. Or we assist. Either way, we will have footage.”










Ethan’s breath was shallow now, panic crawling up his neck. “You’re insane.”










“No,” Lena said softly. “We’re invested. And we believe in performance-based incentives.”










His bladder spasmed. He doubled over slightly, biting back a groan. “I’ll piss myself before I—”










“That,” Clara interrupted, “is the point.”










Dahlia lifted the camera, the red light blinking to life.










“Final warning,” Lena said.










Ethan shook his head, sweat dripping from his temple. “No. No fucking way.”










That’s when Clara moved.










Fast. Brutal. Efficient.










She pinned him back against the table, arm across his chest, while Dahlia set down the camera and approached with practiced steps. In a flash, Ethan’s belt was undone, his pants yanked down to his thighs. He kicked and shouted—but no one came.










Because no one would.










He was in a wing of the building long since cleared. This was their domain. Their rules.










The diaper was thick, absurd, humiliating—but within seconds, they had it beneath him. He fought every inch, but his strength was failing him fast under the weight of pressure and desperation.










Then came the ultimate betrayal—

 

his body gave out.











Hot urine surged into the padding, soaking it instantly. His back arched in horror, but the relief was undeniable. The shame even more so.










“Good boy,” Clara murmured, securing the tapes tight around his hips.










Ethan collapsed against the table, gasping. Eyes burning.










The camera clicked. Again. And again.










Three different angles.










He wanted to scream. To rage. To kill.










Instead, he heard the gentle crinkle of movement as Lena walked closer. She leaned down, inches from his face.










“That was the moment we needed. Now you belong to us.”










“You think I won’t fight this?”










Lena smiled. “We hope you do. The ones who resist make the best performers. Especially when we start… adding things.”










Her fingers traced a slow line across the edge of his diaper. “Plugs. Panties. Tasks.”










“Fuck you,” he whispered.










She grinned wider. “Oh, Ethan. That’s exactly what we’re doing.”









Chapter 3 – The Locker










When Ethan woke the next morning, his body still ached with the shame of what had happened.










He’d walked home in silence, the wet diaper hidden under his coat, every step a degrading reminder. He’d ripped it off in his apartment bathroom with shaking hands and flushed it down in pieces, like if he destroyed the evidence, the memory would vanish too.










But it didn’t.










The feeling of their hands pinning him down.










The heat of his own accident.










The click of the camera.










They owned him now. And he didn’t even know how far the chain reached.










He didn’t sleep. Couldn’t. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Clara’s latex gloves, Lena’s smirk, Dahlia’s flash.










When morning came, he almost didn’t go into the office. Almost.










But Ethan Drake didn’t run. He faced things head on. He wasn’t going to let some twisted sex cult in suits ruin his career. If they wanted a game, he’d play. And he’d win.














He arrived at Thorne Creative wearing the stiffest blazer he owned, jaw set like granite. If any of them looked smug, he didn’t acknowledge it.










He made it to his desk. Nothing strange.










Ten minutes into checking email, a message pinged into his inbox from HR:













Subject:


 
Locker Assignment





Body:


 
Your new performance locker is available in Hallway D-4. Code: 0429




We expect compliance before your 10 a.m. meeting.














He read it twice.










Performance locker?










He stood, scanned the room. Nobody looked at him. At least, not openly.










He moved quickly through the halls, keeping his face composed. Hallway D-4 was near the basement stairwell, a rarely used stretch of wall with old mailboxes.










Except now, one of them had a gleaming chrome locker door, the kind used in upscale spas. Polished. Personalized.










Etched across the top in soft pink letters:

 

E. Drake – Compliance Unit #1











His stomach flipped.










He checked the hallway. Empty.










Then entered the code.










Click.










The door swung open with a soft hydraulic hiss.










Inside: a thick folded diaper. A pair of pale pink lace panties. A sealed butt plug in a plastic hygiene pack, medium-sized. A bottle of lotion. A note.











Today’s Schedule:






– Plug in before meeting






– Diaper on at lunch






– Panties worn home.






We are watching.






Failure = escalation.











Beneath that: a small Polaroid of him wetting himself, clearly restrained, his face twisted in humiliation.










On the back:

 

You looked beautiful.











He swore under his breath and slammed the door shut.














Back in his office, Ethan sat frozen.










They were serious. This wasn’t a bluff.










And now… he had a choice.










Obey.










Or resist.










He rubbed his face, forcing back the humiliation.










He had no intention of giving in. But he needed time. Time to figure out how deep this went. Time to plan his move.










So… for now, he’d play their game. Enough to buy space. Enough to survive.














At 9:47, he returned to the locker.










No one was around. But the hallway had a single motion-sensor camera.










He opened the door again, grabbed the plug.










His hands trembled.










Ten minutes later, in the quiet of a private stall, he stripped just enough, applied the lube, and forced the cool silicone inside. It wasn’t the smallest plug he’d ever used on himself—but it was humiliating that it wasn’t foreign to him.










As it settled deep, he shuddered—not from pleasure. From control.










When he entered the meeting room at 10:00 sharp, he walked straight, chin up.










But inside… every step was a silent war.














Lena noticed, of course.










She made no move to acknowledge it, but her smile deepened slightly when he took his seat across from her.










He saw the glint in her eyes and hated how well she could read him. She knew he had the plug in. Knew he hated himself for it.










The meeting went on, normal on the surface.










Except Ethan couldn’t focus. Not fully. Not with the ache building inside him, the pressure of the object, the soft cramp reminding him that he was never alone anymore. They were inside him now.










Afterward, as everyone stood to leave, Lena leaned down and whispered near his ear.










“Good boy.”










He flinched. But said nothing.














At lunch, the email came:













Subject:


 
Diaper Check-In





Body:


 
We recommend the Quiet Room on Floor 7. Install diaper. Return to work. No disposal until 3 p.m.














He stared at the screen, pulse pounding.










They were escalating it. One piece at a time.










He could walk out right now. Quit. But that meant surrendering everything he’d worked for—and letting them win.










Instead, he swallowed his pride and stood.














The Quiet Room was empty, as promised. Neutral beige walls. A single plush recliner. A mini fridge. A diffuser humming lavender into the air.










He locked the door behind him.










The diaper was still warm from his pocket. He laid it out, pulling his trousers down, heart hammering.










Sliding it under himself was surreal. Like surrendering part of his manhood. He taped it snug, stood, adjusted. Looked at himself in the wall mirror.










A grown man. Plug inside. Thick diaper taped on. Still pretending he was in control.











Temporary,


 
he told himself.










He grabbed his trousers and stepped into them—barely fitting over the bulk. Every movement was now calculated. Every step muffled.










He returned to his desk.










No one looked up. No one seemed to notice.










But when he sat, the diaper squished beneath him.










And across the floor, Lena slowly raised her eyes from her screen and smiled.









Chapter 4 – The Check










By Thursday morning, Ethan’s dreams had turned against him.










The night before, he’d tossed in bed, half-asleep and sweating through his sheets, waking up multiple times convinced he still had the plug in—or worse, that someone was watching him. His body remembered everything. Every humiliating second. Every humiliating object.










And worst of all? It was starting to feel normal.










No. Not normal. Familiar. And that was more dangerous than anything else.










He stormed into the office, ignoring everyone, laser-focused on just getting through the day. Avoid them. Avoid the locker. Stay ahead of the next trap.










But the email was already waiting:













Subject:


 
Compliance Check





Body:


 
Your performance diaper must remain dry until 11:00. Hall D check-in with Clara at 11:01.
















Failure = escalation.
















Locker code updated: 3331














He stared at the message, heat flushing through his cheeks.










They were testing him again. And now… it wasn’t just about

 

wearing


 
the diaper. It was about

 

keeping it dry


 
.










They wanted to see how well he could function under pressure. With a plug in. With control stripped away. With fear settling deep in his gut.










He checked the time. 9:08.










Nearly two hours.














At 10:30, things got worse.










He was in the shared kitchen when Dahlia strolled in—casual, beautiful, unnerving in her subtlety. She wore soft pink lipstick, her black curls tied up with a silver pin. Her blouse hugged her frame, and as always, her eyes were too observant.










She poured herself tea and stood beside him like nothing was wrong. Then, casually:










“You’re walking a little stiff, Ethan.”










His jaw clenched. “Morning to you too.”










“You okay? You look flushed.” She leaned in slightly, lowering her voice. “Is it… tight today?”










“I’m not doing this with you.”










She smirked. “With me? Sweetheart, you’re doing it for

 

all


 
of us.”










He turned away, fists clenched, and made to walk out. But she reached out and—too fast for him to stop her—

 

slapped his backside


 
lightly.










The diaper crinkled.










His heart dropped.










She heard it. Knew it. And didn’t care.










“You better keep that dry,” she whispered. “Clara doesn’t like cheaters.”














At 10:56, he was pacing near Hall D.










His bladder was under siege. The plug wasn’t helping. The pressure, the stress, the psychological chokehold—it was working. And he hated how good they were at it.










He kept his legs tight, focused on his breathing.










Four more minutes.










He could survive this.










At exactly 11:01, the conference room door opened.










Clara stood there in heels and a silk blazer, tablet in hand, eyes cold and efficient.










“Come in,” she said.










Ethan entered without a word.










The room was bare except for a chair and a small medical exam table.










“Drop trousers,” she said calmly.










“I’m not—”










She raised the tablet. “We have the footage, Ethan. You agreed to terms by proceeding past the compliance locker.”










He didn’t speak. Just turned around, loosened his belt, and pulled his pants down halfway.










The diaper bulged between his legs, white and pristine.










Clara circled him like a lion, tapping on her tablet.










“Color unchanged. Dry. Minimal creasing. Plug status?”










Ethan’s teeth grit. “Still in.”










She smirked slightly. “Well done.”










He didn’t expect the pride that rose in his chest. And he hated himself for it.










“You may remove the plug after work,” she added. “But you will remain padded for the duration of the day. A photo has been logged. You're clear.”










“Photo?” he snapped.










She turned the tablet. A shot of him from behind—pants down, diaper exposed, plug visible beneath the surface.










“You perform well under pressure,” she said, tapping again. “We’d like to see more of that.”










He yanked up his pants and left the room without another word.














Back at his desk, the silence felt louder than ever. Dahlia walked by around noon, deliberately dropping a folder in front of his keyboard.










Inside: a printed picture of the diaper shot. And a note.











Let’s see how pink looks on you next week.











He didn’t speak. He didn’t react.










But in that moment, he decided one thing:










If they wanted war—he’d give it to them.










He would outlast every humiliating task.










He would keep every receipt.










He would wait for the crack.










Because there was one thing he still had:










His will.










And they would learn, in time, that

 

he would never break.










Chapter 5 – Pretty in Pink










The locker code changed again.










It was always different. Always emailed with clinical efficiency. Never explained. Just a number. Like some sick badge of obedience.










This time:

 

4440











When Ethan keyed it in, the chrome door clicked open as usual, but the contents inside made his breath catch.










Gone was the sterile white diaper from the last few days.










In its place:

 

a baby-pink monstrosity


 
, printed with little hearts and bows. It was thicker. Crinklier. Meant to be

 

seen


 
, not hidden.










Next to it sat a matching pacifier, a bottle of talcum powder, and—of course—a note.











Friday is Spirit Day. Today’s color is pink.






No trousers allowed after lunch.






Your compliance will be captured on Floor 6.











He slammed the locker shut, breathing hard.











No trousers?





They wanted him to walk around in that?










There was no way. This had gone too far.










But then he checked the pocket of his coat.










Another photo.










This one: a printout of the last diaper check, his red face turned to the camera, pants down, plug still visibly inserted.










Below it, handwritten:











Refuse and we leak it. All of it. You’ve come this far, Ethan.






Why not dress the part?















The worst part wasn’t the blackmail.










It wasn’t even the diaper.










It was how

 

they made it seem normal


 
.










By 1:00 p.m., everyone in the office—at least the inner circle—was already playing along. Dahlia wore a pink satin blazer. Clara had a pastel bow in her hair. Even Lena had swapped her usual black for soft rose-tinted heels.










No one said anything.










No one needed to.










Ethan’s inbox pinged again:













Subject:


 
1:15 Reminder





Body:


 
The dressing room is prepped. We’ll be watching.
















Locker contents must be worn to Floor 6.
















Time to show off that pretty little secret.














He stood frozen for a full minute.










And then, slow as death, made his way back to the Quiet Room.














He peeled off his slacks first, standing there in just his briefs and shirt.










Then came the rest.










He unfolded the pink diaper, heart thudding in his chest like a war drum. It

 

rustled


 
when he moved. The material was soft, almost baby-like in its innocence, but it felt heavier than lead.










He sprinkled powder, lifted his legs one by one, and taped it snugly around his hips. The fit was snug. Secure. And impossible to ignore.










He tried pulling his slacks back on—but they didn’t fit over the bulk.










He stared in the mirror, horrified.










Then remembered the note:

 

no trousers after lunch.











He was supposed to walk out like this. Fully exposed. In a pink diaper.










This wasn’t just about power anymore.










It was about

 

humiliation


 
.










And yet… he walked out.














Floor 6 was quieter than usual. A converted lounge space. Beanbags. Skylights. A soft carpet.










When he stepped off the elevator, the room was empty.










Or so he thought.










Until Dahlia and Clara appeared from opposite ends, slowly approaching.










“Look at you,” Dahlia purred, eyes raking over his pink padding.










“I love when boys follow instructions,” Clara added, circling him.










They made no move to touch him. Just

 

watched


 
, circling like predators, letting the silence fill every gap.










Then Clara held up her phone and snapped a picture.










Click.










“You’ll want to smile next time,” she said. “These go in your evaluation folder.”










Ethan’s hands clenched into fists. “You’re going to regret this.”










Dahlia leaned in close, lips grazing his ear. “Oh, Ethan. You keep saying that.”










She patted the front of the diaper softly.










“But we both know who’s the one being changed.”














At 4:00 p.m., another message arrived.










This time from Lena.













Subject:


 
Exit Protocol





Body:


 
Your trousers have been collected.




Please use the underground lot elevator.
















Security will hold the door for you.














He nearly screamed.










But when he reached his desk, his pants were, in fact,

 

gone


 
.










His coat still hung on the back of his chair—but it barely reached his hips.










The pink diaper peeked out below like a punchline.










He shuffled to the elevator, cheeks on fire.










Two interns passed him and giggled, whispering behind their hands.










The humiliation was complete.














He got home and collapsed.










Stripped out of the diaper. Tore it. Burned it if he could have.










But the emails, the photos, the reminders—they didn’t go away.










He was in. Deep.










And they weren’t stopping.










They were just getting started.









Chapter 6 – The Training Level










Saturday passed like a fever dream. Ethan stayed home, shades drawn, nursing a brutal sense of violation and anger. He hadn’t slept. Couldn’t eat. Couldn’t think of anything but the soft rustle of that pink diaper every time he moved.










But come Monday, another message arrived—earlier than usual.











6:12 a.m.














Subject:


 
Compliance Upgrade





Body:


 
Starting today, plug training Level 2.




Retrieve from Locker 1A. Insert before 9:30.
















Wear for full workday.
















Missed insertion = physical inspection.














He cursed out loud.

 

Level 2.


 
The first plug had been humiliating—but manageable. It was slim. Medium-sized. This new level…










He didn’t want to imagine it.










But the “inspection” line told him exactly what they were willing to do now. He had a choice:











Comply privately. Or suffer publicly.















By 7:30 a.m., he was already at the office.










He moved fast, head down, passing early-rising coworkers. Nobody looked at him funny. Nobody pointed. But paranoia dripped from every glance.










He unlocked Locker 1A.










The new plug waited inside, sleek black silicone, broader at the base, with a

 

remote-controlled feature


 
blinking red. Next to it: the same powder, lube, and a mirror.










No diaper this time.










That somehow made it worse.










Just a

 

bigger, heavier, smarter


 
device.










And another note:











We want to see how far you’ll stretch.











His fists clenched. But he didn’t scream.










He took the supplies and headed to the Quiet Room.














Inserting it wasn’t easy.










It took time. Breathing. Bracing.










But Ethan forced it in, slow and steady, until the thickest part passed and it nestled deep inside him. He stood, sweating.










The thing

 

throbbed


 
. Or maybe he imagined it.










Once dressed again, he exited into the hallway, holding himself stiff and careful.










It was in.










He’d complied.










But the war wasn’t over.














At 10:12, his monitor pinged again.













Subject:


 
Movement Required





Body:


 
Proceed to Meeting Room 5B. Dahlia and Clara are waiting.
















We need confirmation.
















Inspection begins in 5 minutes.














He nearly choked on his breath.










He

 

had


 
complied.










But they were going to check anyway?














Room 5B was tucked between the HR suite and the media lab. When he stepped inside, the door clicked locked behind him.










Dahlia sat in one of the armchairs, legs crossed, sipping iced coffee.










Clara stood behind her, arms folded, tablet in hand.










“Strip,” Dahlia said, not even looking up.










Ethan blinked. “I—no. I did what you asked.”










“Then you have nothing to hide.”










Clara raised a brow.










The pause stretched.










Then slowly, with teeth gritted and fire in his cheeks, Ethan removed his coat.










Then his shirt.










Then, hesitating only briefly, dropped his slacks.










He stood in nothing but socks and briefs. His body tense. His mind screaming.










“Briefs off,” Clara said softly.










He obeyed.










The air hit him like a slap.










The plug’s base was visible, glinting beneath him. The thickest thing he’d ever worn, shifting slightly when he moved.










Dahlia finally looked.










“Color me impressed,” she said, sipping again. “You’re adapting.”










Clara stepped forward and gently tapped the plug with her finger.










Ethan’s body jolted.










“Let’s test the controls,” she said, opening the app.










He stepped back. “No. You said—”










Clara pressed a button.










The plug

 

vibrated.











Ethan gasped, knees buckling slightly.










Dahlia grinned. “I think we found the edge of your defiance.”










He shut his eyes. Breathed. Focused.










“I’m still standing,” he muttered.










“Noted,” Clara said. “We’ll see how long that lasts.”










She turned it off.










“Get dressed. Return to work. We’ll be checking for ‘activity’ later.”










He dressed in silence, hands shaking.














The rest of the day blurred. The plug hummed at intervals. Random. Torturous.










He flinched at every sound. Every buzz. Every chuckle from nearby desks felt like it was about him.










At 3:45 p.m., he got a final message:













Subject:


 
Well done





Body:


 
Compliance complete. You survived Level 2.
















Tomorrow: pink return.
















We’ll be adding photos to your folder.














He stared at the screen.










They were documenting everything.










They were turning his life into a dossier of shame.










And the worst part?










Some small part of him wanted to keep proving them wrong.










To endure more.










To resist harder.










Because

 

if he gave in


 
, he’d lose everything that made him… him.









Chapter 7 – The Breakroom Scene










The return of pink hit like a punch to the gut.










Another Monday. Another coded locker message. This time, the diaper inside was bubblegum pink, with soft lace edges and a small sewn-in bow right above the waistband. Beside it, a folded

 

company-branded apron


 
—barely long enough to qualify as office attire.










And beneath it all: a note that chilled him.













Today’s Task: Public Service





Wear apron over standard pink. Breakroom duty from 12:00–13:00.




Drop any complaints in the box provided. You’ll be bending over often.
















Surveillance Active. Performance Rated.




Be Proud. Be Pink.














He stood frozen in front of the open locker.










They were going to put him on display.














At 11:45, Ethan changed.










The Quiet Room had started to feel like a twisted dressing chamber, and today, he moved more slowly—perhaps deliberately. He powdered himself. Taped the diaper tightly. It was thicker than last time. More absorbent. Built for humiliation.










The apron barely covered his hips. From the back, the diaper peeked out clearly, bouncing slightly with every step. His thighs felt exposed. Vulnerable.










Worse, the plug remained in from last week—

 

level 2


 
, still unforgiving and shifting with every motion.










He wanted to scream.










But instead, he walked out into the hallway, back straight, legs tight, dignity in tatters.














The breakroom was already busy.










Lunch hour.










People chatted in clusters, microwaved meals in hand. A few glanced up as Ethan entered—then quickly looked away, unsure whether to laugh, stare, or pretend nothing was happening.










Then he saw her.











Talia.











New hire. Curly red hair. Sharp eyes. A little older than most in the office. Moved like she had secrets. Ethan had barely exchanged two words with her before.










But now, she stood in the corner with Dahlia and Clara, sipping from a wine glass—no one else had one—and watching him.










He froze.










Dahlia waved him over. “Ethan! Could you refill the coffee beans?”










He turned toward the cabinet—bending at the waist instinctively—and felt the pink diaper pull against his skin, the apron rising up and

 

exposing him fully


 
to the room behind.










Giggles. Whispers.










Heat shot up his spine.










He grabbed the beans. Moved too fast. Almost dropped them.










As he turned, he locked eyes with Talia.










She didn’t blink.










She

 

smiled


 
.














By 12:30, it was unbearable.










Every time he bent down, someone made a noise. A giggle. A cough.










Someone dropped a pen and asked him to pick it up.










He had no choice.










He bent again—and this time, a

 

click


 
echoed behind him.










A photo.










He turned around sharply—but saw nothing.










Just Talia, sipping her drink, phone in hand, like nothing happened.










She spoke for the first time:










“I think it’s brave. Men like you, taking responsibility.”










He didn’t respond. Couldn’t.










But her voice followed him across the room: “I bet you didn’t think you’d end up like this.”














When the hour finally ended, he nearly ran for the exit.










But Dahlia stopped him near the hallway.










“Oh, by the way,” she said, slipping a small envelope into his apron pocket, “next week’s challenge starts early.”










Inside: a pink card, handwritten.













Congratulations, Pink Star Performer.





You’ve been selected for

 

overnight training


 
.
















Pack light.




See you Friday night.




We’ll bring the powder.


















At home, Ethan stared at the card for hours.










They were going to take it even further.










He thought of Talia. Of her smile. Of the click.










He was being passed along. Introduced to new hands.










The trap was widening.










And yet… he wasn’t running.










Not yet.










Because part of him still thought he could

 

beat them at their own game.











But he had no idea just how deep the game went.









Chapter 8 – Friday Night Obedience










The cab dropped him off at an unfamiliar address.










It was a sleek modern building on the east side of town—neutral stone walls, tall windows, and a subtle glow that made it feel more spa than residence. But the moment Ethan stepped inside, he knew: this wasn’t a spa.










It was a

 

stage


 
.










Dahlia met him at the door wearing soft gray leggings and an oversized black hoodie that swallowed her frame. She looked comfortable. Casual. Which made Ethan even more on edge.










“You came,” she said, not even surprised.










“Do I have a choice?” he muttered.










“Don’t pretend you’re not curious.”










She stepped aside.










“Take your shoes off. Then give me your phone.”










He hesitated.










She lifted one brow.










He obeyed.














The main floor was dimly lit, tastefully decorated in soft creams and rosewood finishes. Candlelight flickered along the hallway, and the scent of lavender hung thick in the air. It was deceptively serene.










But then he turned the corner and saw

 

Clara


 
standing by what looked like a nursery gate—full adult height—installed across a bedroom entrance.










She held a folded onesie in her hands.










Soft pink fleece. Feet enclosed. With a

 

drop seat


 
at the back.










“Welcome home, Ethan,” she said sweetly.










He stopped dead.










Dahlia stepped up behind him and whispered, “Tonight, we see how you sleep.”














In the “nursery,” the floor was carpeted in plush foam tiles. The bed was a crib-like monstrosity with tall railings. At its foot stood a small shelf of

 

diapers


 
. Dozens. Stacked by color and thickness.










He tried to speak.










Nothing came out.










Clara motioned to the changing table near the wall. “Let’s get you dressed.”










“I can do it myself,” he muttered.










“Oh, we know you can,” she said, pulling a pacifier from her pocket and popping it between his lips. “But we won’t let you.”










He spat it out instantly.










Only to be spun around and pushed gently but firmly backward.










Dahlia grabbed his arms.










Clara peeled away his jeans.










Within seconds, he was naked from the waist down, held firm while Clara unfolded a thick, lavender-scented diaper and slid it beneath him.










He squirmed—but the pressure on his chest and thighs held him still.










Powder.










Padding.










Plastic.










Tapes sealing with loud

 

rips


 
of velcro.










He was back in one.










But this time, it was

 

overnight


 
.










No plug. No control. Just helplessness.














Once the onesie was zipped around him, he felt utterly ridiculous.










The fleece was thick and warm, the feet soft and padded. His movement was muffled. And at the back, the snap seat made his humiliation feel imminent.










But that wasn’t the worst part.










No.










That came when they

 

led him downstairs


 
.














The basement room had been transformed into a viewing space.










A low couch. A projector screen. Pillows on the floor. And

 

three other women


 
.










He froze on the stairs.










Talia was there—of course she was—legs curled under her, drink in hand.










Next to her:

 

Ava


 
, a sharp-cheeked brunette from accounting, who barely looked at Ethan at work.










And beside her, a new face:

 

Leila


 
, younger, pierced, wild-eyed.










When he walked in, diaper rustling beneath the fleece, the women turned as one.










Silence.










Then a burst of laughter.










“Oh my god,” Leila said. “He’s actually wearing it.”










Talia raised her glass. “To compliance.”














Ethan was made to stand for

 

inspection


 
.










Each woman took turns circling him, pulling at his drop seat, commenting on the bulge of the diaper. Clara read from a checklist. Dahlia recorded short clips on her phone. Talia added her own suggestion:










“I think he should serve us drinks. With a pacifier in. Hands behind his back.”










Ava smirked. “Can he even walk in that?”










“Let’s find out,” Dahlia said.










And so, Ethan shuffled across the room in his thickly padded pink fleece, bowing his head, cheeks blazing while he bent down in front of each of them to offer wine, water, or snacks.










He wasn’t allowed to speak.










Only to serve.














At midnight, they finally led him back upstairs.










The crib was waiting.










Inside, a waterproof sheet, a soft blanket, and a baby bottle filled with warm almond milk.










Clara sat beside the crib and helped him in.










“Do you have to lock it?” he asked quietly.










Clara smiled.










“Yes.”










And she did.










With a heavy click, the top rail slid shut.










He lay back in silence, staring at the ceiling.










The onesie was warm. The diaper felt massive beneath him. He could still hear them laughing downstairs.










Then he noticed the

 

monitor camera


 
above him.










Blinking red.










They were watching him.










Even in sleep.










Even here.














He didn’t fall asleep easily.










The crinkle. The warmth. The humiliation of it all—it crawled under his skin and stayed there.










But at some point, the exhaustion won.










And he drifted off…










…only to be awakened at dawn by the faintest

 

streaming sound


 
.










He turned over, heart racing.










Someone stood by the edge of his crib.










Talia.










Still dressed. Holding a wine glass. Watching him.










She set it down on the edge of the crib and whispered:










“Some boys dream of being free. You?”










She leaned closer.










“You’ll dream of being

 

empty.


 
”










And then she left.









Chapter 9 – Surveillance Footage










Ethan didn’t remember the ride home.










He didn’t remember changing out of the onesie or tearing off the overnight diaper that clung to him like a second skin. What stayed with him, haunting the back of his mind, was the blinking red light above the crib.










It had never stopped recording.










And if it had streamed—if even

 

one


 
frame of that footage had been saved…










He was fucked.














Monday morning came with a new kind of dread.










His phone buzzed at 6:01 a.m.













Subject:


 
Welcome Back, Sleepyhead





Body:


 
You were beautiful on camera.
















Retrieve plug from Locker 3C.




Level 3. App connected.
















Wear during boardroom meeting.
















Reminder: Leila works in AV. She edits for us now.














Ethan froze.










They weren’t bluffing.










They had

 

footage


 
.










And now, they had

 

Leila


 
—the pierced sadist from Friday night—editing his shame like it was a highlight reel.














At the office, Ethan barely made eye contact.










Locker 3C opened with a soft

 

clink


 
, revealing the new plug: sleeker but longer. A ribbed middle section. A remote control app pre-installed on a company phone, locked and labeled with his name.










A note beneath it read:












“Every twitch is training. Let them see it in your eyes.”














He stared at the plug. It seemed almost designed to crawl inside him and never leave.










By 8:30 a.m., he was walking stiffly into the boardroom.














The meeting was long.










Quarterly reviews. Sales projections. Budget cut debates.










Around the polished table sat every manager, every VP.










And across from him—like fate—sat

 

Dahlia


 
, sipping black coffee with the same calm composure as ever.










Every time someone spoke, she flicked her finger beneath the table.










Ethan felt the plug respond.










It buzzed softly against his insides.










He clenched.










It buzzed harder.










He shifted in his seat, trying not to show it—but his face was giving him away. Every time the CFO called on him, his responses were slower, more stilted.










And Dahlia?










She didn’t smile.










She simply tapped the rhythm again.










And again.










Until Ethan’s palms were sweating. His thighs tight. His breath shaky.














After the meeting, he fled to the bathroom.










He locked the stall. Slumped forward. Wiped sweat from his brow.










But as he leaned back… his phone vibrated again.











Photo received.











It was a screenshot.










From the Friday night crib camera.










He was lying in the onesie, arms curled around the bottle, pacifier between his lips, eyes closed.










And beneath it: a caption.













“This is our next social post.




Unless you earn a stay.”


















He slammed the phone shut.










This wasn’t control anymore.










It was

 

ownership


 
.










They didn’t just want to humiliate him.










They wanted to break him into a toy, customized to respond, to obey, to submit… in silence.










But Ethan still had his edge.










He texted back.












“What do you want?”














The reply came instantly.












“A performance.




Breakroom. 3:00 p.m.




Pink.




No apron.”














He swallowed.










No apron.










Nothing to hide the diaper this time.










Just exposure.














When 3:00 struck, he walked into the breakroom with the thick pink padding loud and visible.










Every eye turned.










Even those who didn’t know the game felt it: something was wrong. Something was

 

off


 
. Ethan looked like a man trapped in his own nightmare.










Leila walked past, patting his padded rear like it was normal.










Ava handed him a tray of snacks and said, “Bend a little deeper, diaper boy. Show us that Friday wasn’t a fluke.”










He turned bright red—but bent.










In front of everyone.










There were snickers.










Camera clicks.










And then—Talia entered.










Not laughing. Not mocking.










She walked up to him slowly. Whispered:










“They don’t break you because you’re weak. They break you because you’re interesting when you

 

resist


 
.”










Then she slid her hand under the back of the diaper and pulled just enough to reveal the tape.










“Tomorrow, we double it,” she said.










“Double what?” he asked, voice low.










“Plug size. Diaper width. Shame level.”










And she walked away.










Leaving him trembling. Humiliated.










Still…

 

not broken


 
.









Chapter 10 – Presentation Mode










By Thursday, Ethan felt like a puppet—body tensed, mind shattered into compartments. One section still clung to professionalism. Another was devoted to surviving shame. And the rest? The rest was reserved for

 

obeying


 
.










The message came in at 7:12 a.m.













Presentation Challenge – Thursday Edition

















Today, you present quarterly results.
















You’ll wear:




– Level 4 plug




–

 

NightLeak


 
training diaper




– No briefs
















You will not cum. You will not leak.
















Dahlia has the trigger.




Ava has the wipes.
















If you do either…




The video goes out.


















He stared at the new plug.










It was

 

thicker


 
, with a wide bulb at the base and a high-frequency pulse pattern. The app showed the current level—5 pulses per minute—but the dial went up to 60.










He had 30 minutes to prep.










He powdered heavily. Sealed the

 

NightLeak


 
diaper around himself—massive, loud, absurd—and pulled on black slacks just one size too tight.










The plug went in last.










It made him gasp. His body clenched. It shifted as he moved. And it pulsed—slowly but steadily.










He wasn’t walking today. He was waddling.














The boardroom was already full.










Clara handed him a remote.










Talia gave him a wink.










Leila whispered, “If you leak on the floor, I swear I’ll mop you up with your own tie.”










He took his place by the screen.










The quarterly data flashed.










Charts. Numbers. Revenue dips. Product feedback.










He tried to focus.










But Dahlia, seated directly across from him, tapped her phone… and the plug jolted.










He winced—visibly.










People noticed.










He coughed. Adjusted his collar. Continued.










Five minutes in:

 

jolt


 
.










Seven minutes in:

 

buzz + twist


 
.










His breathing hitched.










By minute ten, he was sweating. Not from nerves. From effort.










Because the plug was shifting—vibrating—massaging something inside him that made his knees weak.










Then he felt it.










A trickle.










He wasn’t sure if it was sweat.










Or if it was the beginning of the end.














“Slide 13,” he croaked.










More numbers.










More stares.










Dahlia turned up the setting. The buzz became a throb.










He clutched the table.










Talia leaned forward. “You okay?”










He nodded.










But behind the screen, a

 

wet patch


 
began to bloom.










Tiny. Hidden. But it was there.










He

 

had


 
leaked.














When it was over, applause came awkwardly.










He bowed his head. Walked stiffly out of the room.










And Ava followed.










In the hallway, she pulled him aside.










“No cumming,” she said, checking the app. “But you leaked.”










He said nothing.










“You know what that means?”










He nodded.










But she grabbed his wrist. “No, you don’t.”










She pulled him into the Quiet Room. Closed the door.










Inside: Clara. Talia. Leila. All waiting.










They’d

 

planned


 
it.










The lights dimmed.










The screen lit up.










And there—projected at full brightness—was the

 

crib footage


 
. Him curled in a pink onesie. Pacifier in mouth. Hands between thighs.










On loop.










Then Dahlia’s voice played over the speakers.












“This is what failure looks like.”














Ethan dropped his head.










The plug still throbbed inside him.










The diaper itched.










He wanted to scream—but instead, he whispered:










“I didn’t cum.”










Talia smiled. “No, but we’re going to teach you how.”









Chapter 11 – Three Strikes










Friday morning came like a countdown.










Ethan barely slept. His dreams were a patchwork of vibration, pressure, laughter, and flashing images of himself in that crib. Over and over. The pink onesie. The camera. The pacifier. The murmurs of female voices watching behind the screen.










When he woke, the phone was waiting for him.










A new message.













Today’s Game: Three Strikes

















Your plug will remain inserted.




Your diaper will be thinner—easier to hide, easier to fail.
















Every mistake = 1 strike.
















Strike 1: Lunchtime edge session.




Strike 2: Pacifier duty at your desk.




Strike 3: You wear the diaper home.
















All decisions are final.




Smile. You’re on cam.


















He found the new plug in his mailbox.










Smaller but more active. The app displayed a sleek UI—wave pulses, spin mode, edge lock.










He showered in silence. Dried off. Slid the plug inside with a wince. He’d never admit it aloud, but his body had adapted. What once was sharp pain was now a deep ache. Shameful. Familiar.










The diaper was slim, printed with faint cartoon moons.










It didn’t feel secure.










Which was the point.














By 9:00 a.m., Ethan was at his desk.










The phone chimed.












“Welcome to Strike Watch.




First challenge: Copy/paste the team message from memory.




No peeking. You have 90 seconds.”














He froze.










He’d seen the message last night—something Dahlia sent about projections, timelines, and Friday priorities.










He fumbled his keyboard.










Typed as fast as he could.










Hit send.










Silence.










Then:













Strike 1.






See you in the Quiet Room at noon.






Wear something… stretchy.



















At 11:55, his legs were already shaking.










He took the elevator down, passed the lounge, turned into the Quiet Room—and found it dimly lit, like always.










Clara was waiting.










So was Ava.










Talia leaned in the corner, arms crossed.










The table was cleared, replaced by a thick cushion, a bottle of lube, and a set of

 

wired clamps


 
.










He blinked.










“What the hell—”










“Edge session,” Ava said. “Hands tied. Diaper pulled down. Plug on full. You don’t get to cum.”










He swallowed.










Talia smiled. “You just have to moan three times. If you don’t, we’ll make it five.”














The plug buzzed to life.










He groaned immediately.










Ava pressed him down against the cushion, held his wrists behind his back with cuffs. Clara pulled the diaper back, leaving his ass exposed. They didn’t remove the plug—just amped it.










It twisted.










It pulsed.










It began to roll in waves inside him.










Talia knelt in front of his face and gently brushed his cheek with her boot.










“This is training, not torture,” she whispered.










But Ethan wasn’t sure there was a difference anymore.














First moan: eight minutes in.










Second: twelve.










He held the third back as long as he could, grinding his teeth, biting into the cushion, trembling.










But it came.










A shuddering cry that sounded more like surrender than anything else.










They didn’t let him finish.










They never did.










Instead, they sealed the diaper back over his swollen cock, smacked the seat once, and whispered, “Strike 1 complete. Go back to work.”














At 2:17 p.m., the phone buzzed again.












“Trivia time.




Clara’s favorite coffee order:




A) Soy macchiato




B) Oat cortado




C) Dirty chai




D) Black”














Ethan blinked at the screen.










Fuck.










He guessed A.










He was wrong.













Strike 2.






Pacifier duty.






On camera.






Until 4:00.



















His heart sank.










He opened his bottom drawer. The pink pacifier was already waiting. Of course it was.










Talia passed by his desk with a smirk.










He inserted the pacifier. Switched his webcam on.










Within seconds, the group chat lit up.











Leila


 
: omg he actually did it





Ava


 
: this is better than Netflix





Dahlia


 
: posture, Ethan. Don’t slouch like a brat.





Clara


 
: maybe if he makes it to 4:00 we’ll let him keep his pants










He worked in silence, sucking the pacifier, cheeks burning.










By the end of the hour, he was drooling.










Humiliated.










And still plugged.














At 4:45 p.m., he was almost free.










Then the final test came.












“Delivery time.




Bring this package to Office 6B.




No bag. No coat.




Diaper visible.”














He stared.










The diaper waistband was just above his slacks. With no jacket, no cover—it would be

 

seen


 
.










He thought of saying no.










He almost did.










But his phone buzzed again.












“Camera girl is live.




Strike 3 or strike none. Your call.”














He stood.










Picked up the box.










And walked the hall.










Twenty feet. Thirty.










Gasps. Eyes. A snort of laughter.










Leila held up her phone and took a photo.










When he arrived at Office 6B, Clara opened the door, took the box, and said softly:










“Strike 3.”














At 5:30, the office cleared out.










But Ethan stayed behind.










His pants were gone.










He sat at his desk in just the

 

moon diaper


 
, thighs spread, still plugged, working on the final report.










A timer ticked on his phone:

 

3 hours, 41 minutes until plug release.











He didn’t cry.










But something in him cracked.










And Dahlia’s message came in, just before sunset:












“Tomorrow, we discuss uniforms.




Hope you like bows.”













Chapter 12 – The Maid Uniform










Ethan stood in the empty office kitchen, still in his training diaper, waiting.










The message had been simple.












“Saturday service day.




Arrive by 9:00 a.m.




Locker 4F. Wear it. No substitutions.”














He’d considered ignoring it. Skipping town. Pretending it was all a dream.










But then he remembered the footage.










The pacifier.










The crib.










His leaking diaper during the presentation.










They had everything.










So at 8:59 a.m., he opened Locker 4F.










Inside hung the

 

uniform


 
.










Black and white.










Frilly.










Laced.










A French maid’s dress, modified for shame.










Bows on the sleeves. A satin apron. Puffy shoulders. A

 

diaper cover


 
—pink, ruffled, trimmed in lace. White thigh-highs with garter straps already sewn in. And a wig cap.










At the bottom of the locker: a wide,

 

leather collar


 
, tagged with a brass plate that read

 

SERVANT 07


 
.










And beneath that—another note.












“You belong to the house now. Clean it like you mean it.”


















He changed slowly, heart racing.










The dress clung to his chest like a cruel joke. The skirt barely covered the diaper. The cover added puff. The tights clung like a second skin, accentuating every movement.










The collar clicked shut with a magnetic lock.










He was sweating before he stepped into the hallway.














Talia was the first to greet him.










She didn’t say a word.










She just smiled—wolfish—and handed him a clipboard.










“Chore list,” she said.










It read:









	



Vacuum boardroom carpet




 






	



Scrub kitchenette sink




 






	



Dust all display shelves




 






	



Wipe bathroom mirrors




 






	



Announce ‘diaper check’ every 30 minutes




 














He stared at her, mortified.










“Read number five again,” she said.










He swallowed. “Announce… diaper check?”










Talia nodded. “Loud enough for us to hear. And if you don’t? That’s a plug penalty.”














At 9:30 sharp, he stood in the breakroom, arms stiff at his sides, cheeks burning.










Three women sat sipping coffee.










Ava. Clara. Dahlia.










He cleared his throat.










“Um…”










They looked up.










He forced the words out.










“Diaper check.”










A pause.










Then a round of slow applause.














The tasks weren’t hard.










But every step was humiliation.










The diaper cover rustled with each bend.










The skirt rode up when he crouched.










Leila followed him with a camera, capturing angles that made him feel like a plaything.










By noon, he was shaking.










When he knelt to clean the sink, Clara walked past and gave his padded rear a pat.










“Still dry?” she asked.










He nodded.










She bent to whisper, “Not for long.”














At 12:15, he was summoned to the boardroom.










Inside were all five women.










And an

 

audience


 
.










Two other employees. Friends of Clara. Female, curious, not yet in on the game—but definitely clued in.










He was ordered to serve coffee.










Bend. Pour. Smile.










“Say your name,” Ava instructed.










He hesitated.










Talia raised a brow.










“Servant 07,” he muttered.










Louder.










“Servant 07,” he said again, cheeks blazing.










“Good maid,” Dahlia praised.














Then the final humiliation came.










Leila plugged in a speaker.










And played a recording.










His own voice.










Breathy.










Desperate.










Whimpering “please” from the crib camera footage.










The new women gasped.










Laughed.










And Clara placed a finger under his chin, lifting his head.










“Let’s take this home,” she whispered. “Uniform included.”














By the end of the day, Ethan had earned one privilege:










A ride home.










But he wasn’t allowed to change.










He sat in the back seat of Dahlia’s car, in the full maid outfit, still collared, his diaper slightly damp from fear and heat.










She didn’t speak during the drive.










Just reached over once.










And tightened the plug.









Chapter 13 – Streamed Obedience










Saturday night ended without a word.










Dahlia had driven him home. No teasing. No mocking. Just quiet control. She’d left him standing in the hallway of his building, still in the maid outfit, his collar locked, his plug throbbing in slow, steady pulses.










He didn’t even try to explain himself to the neighbor he passed.










He just kept walking.










Waddling.










Silently humiliated.














Sunday morning, his phone buzzed.













You will report at 5:00 p.m. sharp.






Bring no underwear. Leave your pride.

















You’re going live tonight.














●

 
       

 
The Board



 









That was all.










No further instructions.










Just the

 

implication


 
.










Ethan’s gut twisted all day.














At 4:58, he stood in front of Apartment 2B.










He knocked.










Leila answered.










She was dressed in jeans and a hoodie—but the way she looked at him? Pure dominance.










“Strip,” she said.










He blinked. “Here?”










She stepped aside, gesturing to the entryway.










There were cameras already mounted in the corners. Ring lights set up. A fold-out mat on the floor. A basket of plugs, diapers, paddles, and… was that a baby bottle?










“Now.”










He obeyed.














By 5:05, he was on all fours in the living room, wearing nothing but a pink

 

UltraThick


 
diaper and a small pacifier clipped to his collar.










The plug inside him pulsed softly.










The camera light turned red.










They were live.














Talia sat beside the camera with a tablet.










“Viewer count: 14,” she said. “Private invite only. But it’s growing.”










Ethan looked up. “Who are they?”










She smiled.










“Oh, some are friends. Some are strangers. Some… work with you.”










He flinched.










“But tonight isn’t about them. It’s about obedience.”














The drill began simply.










“Crawl to Clara.”










He obeyed.










“Say ‘I’m a good diaper bitch.’”










He hesitated.










The plug buzzed violently.










He yelped.










Talia repeated, “Say it.”










He whispered, “I’m a good diaper bitch.”










“Louder.”










“I’m a good diaper bitch!”










The viewers sent heart emojis.














Each task grew worse.










Ava made him balance a pacifier on his nose for two minutes.










Dahlia blindfolded him and made him crawl toward a bell—if he touched anything else, the buzzer on his plug activated.










Leila gave commands in French.










Talia whispered into the mic, “If he performs well enough, we let him cum.”














By 6:12 p.m., he was sweating, shaking, drooling.










The plug was vibrating constantly now.










His diaper was

 

warm


 
from stress. Not soaked—but definitely no longer clean.










And then the screen flashed.













Viewer Count: 23






New comment from: JRichards88

















“Is that Ethan from logistics? LMAO”














His heart

 

stopped


 
.










Clara burst out laughing.










“Oh no,” she gasped. “They’ve found you.”










He panicked. “Please—cut the feed—”










Dahlia grabbed his chin.










“No. You’ll perform

 

harder


 
. You’ll show them who you really are.”










And then she added, with venomous sweetness:










“If you cum, you’re back to zero. All your training—undone. Plug sizes reset. Control revoked.”














The drill continued.










Now with a new tension.










Every order became a test of will.










Every squirm, every moan, every cry—recorded, commented,

 

watched


 
.










By 6:47, he was shaking uncontrollably.










And then Dahlia whispered to the camera, “Let’s test his control.”










She tapped a new setting.










The plug rotated.










His eyes rolled back.










But he didn’t cum.










Not yet.














The screen blinked.













Challenge complete.






Viewer total: 31.






Ethan remains denied.

















Reward: None.




Tomorrow: Back to work.




Uniform delivery pending.














The feed cut.










The lights dimmed.










He collapsed.









Chapter 14 – Field Trip










Monday came with a note, not a message.










He found it taped to his apartment door.












“We’re going shopping.




Uniform required.




Plug inserted.




Diaper visible.




Speak only when spoken to.”














He felt the blood drain from his face.










Shopping?










In public?










He considered running.










But he already knew better.














At 4:00 p.m., Dahlia picked him up.










The car was quiet. So was he.










He wore the assigned outfit: a cropped pink hoodie with

 

“Sissy in Training”


 
embroidered in rhinestones, a thick pastel diaper with cartoon ponies, white thigh-high socks, and soft ballet flats. His plug was in, buzzing every three minutes.










No pants.










No coat.










No dignity.










Dahlia drove with a faint smile.










“You look cute,” she said at one point.










He didn’t answer.










She turned up the buzz.














The store was an upscale boutique in the city.










They parked in a private garage, but the walk to the entrance was public.










He held a shopping bag in front of his waist.










It did little to hide the

 

crinkle


 
.










The women flanked him — Dahlia, Clara, Ava, and Leila — like handlers for a prized pet.










Inside, the store was sleek. White floors. Pink lighting. Soft music.










And open.










Three customers turned to stare the moment they entered.














A sales associate approached.










Tall. Blonde. Sharp jawline.










Her eyes flicked to Ethan’s outfit. Her brow lifted slightly.










“Special order?” she asked.










Dahlia smiled. “Training uniforms. He’ll be trying them on. He’s obedient.”










The woman smiled politely. “Of course.”










Ethan wanted to vanish.














The fitting room had no door.










Just a velvet curtain — half sheer.










The women took turns handing him outfits:










●

 
       

 
A pink crop top that read “Mommy’s Messy Girl”



 









●

 
       

 
A mesh onesie with crotch snaps wide open



 









●

 
       

 
A pleated diaper skirt too short to cover anything



 









He tried them on, one by one.










Each time, Dahlia made him step out and do a twirl.










Ava filmed the whole thing.










“Content,” she whispered. “Always gather content.”














Then the worst moment came.










He stepped out in the skirt, pacifier clipped to his hoodie, when he heard it—










“Ethan?”










His blood turned to ice.










He turned slowly.










Standing there, shopping bag in hand, was

 

Julie


 
.










Ex-girlfriend.










From college.










Still stunning. Still bold.










Her eyes dropped to the diaper. The shirt. The collar.










Her jaw opened.










Clara moved in quickly.










“Oh, you

 

know


 
our little sissy?” she asked sweetly.










Julie blinked. “I—what is this?”










Dahlia stepped between them. “He’s been a very bad boy. But we’re fixing that.”










Ethan wanted to run.










But his legs wouldn’t move.










Julie smirked.










Then laughed.










“Oh my

 

God


 
. You always were into weird shit, Ethan.”










And then she pulled out her phone.










“No. No, please—” he begged.










“Smile,” she said.










And the flash went off.














They left shortly after.










He didn’t speak the whole ride home.










No one did.










Until Ava whispered from the back seat:










“You’re famous now.”









Chapter 15 – No Safe Word










Ethan didn’t leave his apartment the next day.










Not for groceries.










Not for work.










Not for anything.










Julie’s flash still haunted his mind. That moment of being seen—

 

truly seen


 
—in his padded humiliation, by someone who once loved him, shattered the last illusion that he had control.










And yet…










At 4:00 p.m., another note slid under his door.












“Your final review begins.




If you pass, the footage stays buried.




Fail… and it goes viral.”


















He arrived at the office in plain clothes.










Slacks. Hoodie. Sneakers.










He hadn’t worn a diaper.










He hadn’t plugged himself.










He walked in straight-backed.










For once, he planned to fight.














The Board waited.










Talia. Clara. Ava. Dahlia. Leila.










Each seated like judges. In front of them: a single chair, and a table with a locked black box.










“Sit,” Clara said.










He did.










They stared for a long time.










Then Ava leaned forward. “We’ve decided to give you a choice.”










He blinked. “What choice?”










Dahlia slid a paper across the table.










A contract.












I, Ethan Wells, consent to full retention in the Program




Including livestream obligations, training schedule, plug regimen, and regression assignments.














He laughed bitterly. “You think I’m signing that?”










“No,” Clara said. “We think you’ll

 

beg


 
to.”














The box clicked open.










Leila removed its contents:









	



A diaper — thicker than any he’d seen




 






	



A pink locking chastity cage




 






	



A plug…

 

massive





 






	



A set of printed photographs — from the boutique, from the livestreams, from the

 

crib





 














And finally, a phone.










Dahlia tapped the screen.










It showed an email draft addressed to:












HR@CrosstechLogistics.com




CC: InternalComms@CrosstechLogistics.com




Subject: Employee Violation – Ethan Wells














Attached: three video clips.










“I didn’t agree to this,” Ethan said through clenched teeth.










“You wore it,” Talia said. “You submitted. You let yourself be filmed.”










“You forced me—”










“You played,” Dahlia said, interrupting. “And now it’s time to

 

pay


 
.”














They gave him ten minutes to decide.










Ethan stood. Paced.










He tried to walk toward the door.










Leila simply whispered, “That video of Julie? Already sent.”










He froze.










“Did you really think we didn’t know who she was?”










A pause.










“You walk away,” Clara said, “and that video goes public. You sign, you stay. And maybe—maybe—we’ll let you keep your dignity in fragments.”














He signed.










He didn’t know why.










Maybe because he didn’t see another way.










Maybe because… a tiny part of him wondered what would happen if he

 

stopped resisting


 
.










The moment the pen left the page, Ava walked behind him.










Clipped the chastity cage on.










Pulled down his pants.










Diapered him, right there.










“From now on,” she whispered, “you piss only with permission.”










Then Leila shoved the plug in with a slick, confident push.










His breath caught.










And Dahlia snapped the collar on.










Again.










“You’re ours, Ethan,” she said.










“No safe words,” Clara added.










“No exits,” Leila whispered.










“No pretending anymore.”









Chapter 16 – The Date Trap










It started like hope.










Her name was

 

Nina


 
.










They’d matched on a dating app. She was new in town. Bright, bookish, with a dark sarcastic streak that matched his. They chatted for a week. She never once brought up sex. She never hinted at kink. Just movies, books, and sarcastic commentary on bad coffee.










For the first time in weeks, Ethan felt…

 

normal


 
.










The girls at work left him alone. No texts. No new “tasks.” Just silence.










It felt like a gift.














Their first date was set for Saturday.










Nina suggested a cute café just out of the city. Cozy. Dim lighting. No risk of running into coworkers.










He showered twice.










Trimmed everything.










Wore a fitted button-down and jeans.










No plug. No diaper.










Just Ethan.










Human Ethan.














She was already there when he arrived.










Even prettier in person.










Dark curls. Fierce eyes. Black lipstick and sharp heels.










“You clean up nice,” she said with a crooked grin.










He smiled. “You too.”














The first hour flew by.










They talked. Laughed.










He almost forgot.










Almost.










Until she leaned in and said softly, “I think we should go somewhere more private.”










His pulse spiked.














Her place was a converted loft.










Sleek. Minimal. Clean lines.










He stepped in—and immediately noticed something strange.










A faint scent.










Something sweet and powdery.










Before he could ask, she turned and kissed him hard. Pushed him to the wall. Her knee pressed up between his thighs.










“Bedroom,” she growled.










He followed like a dog on a leash.














The room was dim. She clicked a soft lamp.










On the bed—laid out like a ritual—was a folded pink diaper, lube, and something unmistakable:










A plug.










Large.










Tapered.










His heart stopped.










He turned to run.










But she already had his collar in her hand.










It wasn’t

 

hers


 
.










It was

 

his


 
.










The one from the Board.










And her smile?










Cold.










Victorious.










“Surprise,” said Nina. “You think we’d really let you go on a date unsupervised?”










The closet door slid open.










Dahlia. Talia. Leila. Clara. Ava.










Clapping.










Recording.














He was shoved to the bed.










Dressed in the diaper.










Plugged.










Locked.










Leila whispered into his ear:










“You just outed yourself to a

 

new girl


 
. Do you know what that makes you?”










“Broken,” Clara said.










“No,” Dahlia corrected. “It makes him

 

finished


 
.”










They made him crawl to Nina.










She peeled off her panties, pissed into a fresh diaper right in front of him, then made him wear it over his own.










Double layered.










Leaking.










They posed him like a doll and took more photos.










Talia whispered, “We’re sending these to Julie. She asked for them.”














And when they left—he was still there.










Alone in the loft.










Caged.










Plugged.










In a triple-soaked diaper.










And the note on the wall read:












“Welcome to your new home, Sissy.




Your key has been revoked.




Stream starts in 10 minutes.”
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