
        
            
                
            
        

    
Shaved and Owned

A Dark Femdom Erotica Story of Grooming, Sissification, and Diapered Submission


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: Piercing Gaze

Kael stood in the marble foyer of her mansion. His bespoke suit clung to his lean athletic frame. The fabric still carried the scent of his morning coffee from the hedge fund office. He kept his arms crossed and his chin high. This was his game. He had closed million-dollar deals with men twice his age. One elegant woman would not rattle him.

The sharp click of heels broke the silence first. Each step echoed off the cold stone. Freya emerged from the hallway. She moved with deliberate slowness. Her waist-length obsidian hair sat pinned in flawless perfection. The corset she wore shaped her body into something architectural. Her emerald eyes found his immediately.

Lavender antiseptic drifted toward him. The scent was clean and clinical. It reminded him of hospitals and precision. He inhaled it before he could stop himself.

Freya stopped three feet away. She did not smile. She simply studied him. Her gaze traveled from his sharp cheekbones down to the polished shoes he had chosen to impress her. Then it rose again. She catalogued everything.

Kael felt the first twitch between his legs. His cock stirred against the expensive wool of his trousers. He tightened his jaw. This was nothing. He had felt desire before. He controlled it.

"Look at me, Kael." Her voice stayed low and even. "Your body already knows what you are."

The words landed like a scalpel. His cock hardened further. The shaft thickened and pushed against his zipper. Heat flooded his face. He refused to glance down. Instead he met her eyes and forced a smirk.

"I came here for the contract you mentioned," he said. His tone stayed arrogant. "Not poetry."

Freya tilted her head one degree. The movement was economical. She reached into a drawer built into the marble wall. A thick folder appeared in her hands. The paper inside looked official. She placed it on the narrow table beside him.

"Read every clause before you touch the pen," she said. "Once you sign, there is no negotiation. Only obedience."

Kael picked up the folder. The paper felt heavy. His fingers left faint prints on the edge. He opened it and began to scan. The first page outlined total power exchange. He would surrender his body, his schedule, his orgasms. The language was clinical. It listed grooming rituals, permanent hair removal, progressive feminization. His eyes widened at the word "diapered." He read it twice.

His cock gave another throb. The head pressed against the fabric of his boxer briefs. A small wet spot formed where precum leaked. He shifted his weight. The movement only made the pressure worse.

Freya watched him. Her breathing remained steady but her nipples had hardened visibly beneath the tight corsetry. She pressed her thighs together once. The motion was subtle. Kael still caught it. The realization that she grew wet from his humiliation sent another pulse through his shaft.

"You see clause seven," she said. She stepped closer. Her heel clicked once. "Full body shaving. Every inch. Including that arrogant cock of yours."

Kael swallowed. The image flashed in his mind. He pictured her hands gliding over his balls with a razor. His athletic chest would be stripped bare. His ass would be exposed. The thought should have disgusted him. Instead his cock strained harder. The zipper bit into the underside of his shaft.

"This is insane," he muttered. His voice cracked on the last word. He hated that crack. He had once stared down investors while markets crashed. Now one document made his throat dry.

Freya placed one finger under his chin. She lifted it until their eyes locked again. Her touch stayed cool and certain. "Your hedge fund days are over, Kael. You weaponized confidence out there. In here you will learn what real surrender feels like."

She released his chin. Her hand dropped lower. She did not grab him. She simply rested her palm over the bulge in his trousers. The heat of her skin bled through the wool. His cock jumped against her hand.

"See?" she whispered. "Your erection proves my point. Shame makes you harder. Hardness deepens the shame. We have only begun."

Kael's breath hitched. He wanted to step back. His legs refused. Instead he stood there while she kept her hand perfectly still. The lavender scent wrapped around them both. Her own arousal showed in the faint flush across her porcelain collarbones. She enjoyed this. The knowledge made his balls tighten.

She removed her hand. The sudden absence felt worse than the touch. His cock throbbed in the open air between them. He ached for pressure. She gave him none.

"Continue reading," she ordered.

He turned the page. Clause twelve detailed orgasm control. He would not cum without her explicit permission. Violations meant weeks in chastity. The next clause introduced diapers. Thick, crinkling, humiliating. They would become his only underwear. He would use them. She would change them. The words blurred. His mind kept returning to the image of himself on his back while she powdered his shaved cock.

His free hand moved unconsciously toward his zipper. He caught himself and jerked it away. Freya noticed. Of course she noticed.

"Hands at your sides," she said. Calm. Unhurried. "You do not touch what now belongs to me."

Kael obeyed before he could think. The speed of his compliance shocked him. He had never yielded so quickly. In the boardroom he made people wait. Here he stood like a puppet with cut strings. The realization sent fresh heat into his face.

Freya circled him once. Her heels clicked a slow rhythm. Each step measured his posture. She stopped behind him and leaned in. Her breath brushed his ear.

"I saw you present at the investor summit last spring," she murmured. "You destroyed a rival with three sentences. So arrogant. So certain no one could touch you. I decided then that I would own every inch of that certainty."

Her words painted the memory vividly. He recalled the power he had felt. The way men twice his age had nodded in agreement. Now that same mouth felt dry. His cock leaked steadily into his briefs. The wet patch grew.

She returned to face him. Her emerald eyes held no mercy and no haste. "Sign at the bottom of page nine. Initial every clause that scares you most."

Kael flipped to the final pages. His hands shook. The tremor annoyed him. He had signed lethal contracts before. This one felt heavier than any merger. Clause twenty-three promised public exposure. He would serve her in select venues. People would watch. His shaved body would be displayed. The thought made his ass clench and his cock surge.

He looked up at her. "You expect me to agree to diapers? In public?"

Freya's lips curved the smallest fraction. Not quite a smile. Something more dangerous. "I expect you to agree to everything. Your cock has already voted yes. Look down, Kael. See how it strains for me."

He refused to look. He knew what he would find. The front of his trousers tented obscenely. The outline of his hard cock showed clearly. The head throbbed against the zipper teeth. Precum had soaked through enough to darken the fabric.

Freya stepped close again. This time she cupped him fully. Her fingers wrapped around the thick shaft through his clothes. She squeezed once with clinical pressure. Not enough to satisfy. Just enough to make him gasp.

"Good," she said. The praise landed like velvet over steel. "Your body betrays you so honestly. That cock knows it wants to kneel. It wants to be shaved. It wants to fill a diaper while I watch."

Kael moaned low in his throat. The sound escaped before he could cage it. He remembered his last conquest, a blonde analyst who had begged him in a hotel suite. Now he stood here leaking like a teenager. The reversal burned.

She released him again. The denial hurt worse this time. His balls felt heavy and full. They ached for release. She offered none.

"Sign," she repeated.

He picked up the pen. The metal felt cold. His fingers trembled as they hovered over the signature line. The contract spelled out his destruction in black ink. Grooming. Sissification. Diapered submission. Total loss of the arrogant hedge fund prince he had built.

Yet his cock stayed diamond hard. It pulsed with every heartbeat. The head wept steadily now. He could feel the slickness sliding down his shaft inside his briefs. The wetness shamed him. The shame made him harder. The loop tightened exactly as she had predicted.

Freya leaned against the marble table. She crossed her arms under her breasts. The motion pushed them higher. Her nipples remained stiff points against the corset. She watched him with the patience of a predator who already knew the outcome.

"I will enjoy every stage," she said. Her voice carried a new note. Not just control. Genuine hunger. "I will shave you myself. I will slide the first plug into that tight ass. I will change your soaked diapers and tell you what a perfect little toy you are becoming. And when you leak for me in public, I will cum from the sight."

Her explicit words painted pictures he could not unsee. Kael pictured himself on his knees. Smooth skin. Pink panties. Thick padding taped around his waist. The image should have killed his erection. Instead his cock flexed so hard it hurt.

He pressed the pen to paper. The first initial came out shaky. He moved to the next clause. Each scratch of ink felt like another layer of himself peeling away. The lavender scent grew stronger as she stepped closer again. Her body heat brushed his arm.

When he reached the final signature line he paused. His chest rose and fell faster now. Sweat gathered at the small of his back beneath the tailored shirt. His cock stood so rigid the zipper threatened to burst. He could feel every ridge of the fabric rubbing the sensitive head.

Freya placed her hand on the back of his neck. Not hard. Just present. Her thumb stroked once along his hairline. The tenderness in that touch undid him more than any command.

"Look at me, Kael."

He lifted his gaze. Her emerald eyes held him motionless. Behind the control he saw real heat. Her cheeks carried a faint flush. Her thighs pressed together again. She was wet for this. The powerful woman who never rushed wanted his surrender as badly as his body offered it.

"Your old life ends with this signature," she said softly. "The man who commanded boardrooms will learn to curtsey. The arrogant cock that chased power will learn to throb inside padding. And I will cherish every second of your transformation."

Kael exhaled a shaky breath. The pen moved. He signed his name in full. The ink dried quickly on the heavy paper. He set the pen down. His fingers trembled on the contract while his cock strained traitorously against his zipper.

Freya picked up the signed document. She folded it once with precise movements. Satisfaction glowed in her eyes. She allowed herself a slow exhale that betrayed her own arousal. Her pussy had grown slick during his surrender. The dampness coated her inner thighs beneath the corset and skirt.

"Well done," she murmured. The praise wrapped around him like warm silk. "Your first obedient act. There will be many more."

She placed the contract inside the drawer. When she turned back, her expression had settled into perfect calm again. Only the hard points of her nipples and the subtle shift of her hips revealed the truth. She had loved watching him break.

Kael stood there in his expensive suit. The fabric that once announced his status now felt like a costume. His cock still ached. His mind raced through escape routes that all led back to the same fact. He had signed. He had chosen this.

Freya stepped close enough that her breasts nearly brushed his chest. She spoke directly into his ear. Her breath carried the faint scent of mint.

"Tomorrow we begin the shaving ritual. Tonight you sleep in my guest room with a reminder between your legs. But first you will watch me take my pleasure from your obedience."

She took his hand. Her grip stayed firm yet gentle. She led him deeper into the mansion. The click of her heels echoed like a metronome counting down the last minutes of his old life. Kael followed. His soaked cock rubbed against his zipper with every step. The lavender scent followed them both.

He surprised himself by not pulling away. The realization settled low in his stomach. Part of him wanted to see how far she would take him. That small treacherous part grew louder as her fingers tightened around his.

Freya glanced back once. Her emerald eyes caught the conflict on his face. She offered the smallest nod. Not quite kindness. Something deeper. Recognition that the war inside him had only just started.

They reached a heavy oak door. She opened it without hurry. The room beyond looked deceptively normal. A large bed. Soft lighting. A single wooden chair positioned facing the bed. She guided him to the chair.

"Sit," she ordered.

He sat. The suit trousers stretched tight over his persistent erection. The wet spot had grown obvious. Freya noticed it and let her gaze linger. Her own breathing deepened. She reached behind her back and began to loosen the corset hooks one by one.

Kael watched. He could not look away. Each hook released with a tiny metallic sound. Her breasts swelled forward as the pressure eased. Her nipples stood dark and tight. She let the corset fall. Underneath she wore nothing but a thin black skirt and heels.

She cupped one breast. Her thumb circled the stiff nipple. A soft sigh escaped her. The sound went straight to his cock. He gripped the arms of the chair until his knuckles whitened.

Freya kept her eyes on him while her free hand slid under her skirt. The fabric shifted. He could see her fingers moving. She touched herself slowly. Deliberately. Her pussy made quiet wet sounds that filled the room.

"This is what your signature does to me," she said. Her voice stayed controlled but her hips rolled forward. "Watching powerful men realize they were born to submit. It makes me drip."

Kael's mouth went dry. His cock pulsed painfully. He wanted to stroke it. He wanted her to stroke it. He stayed frozen in the chair exactly as she expected.

She slipped two fingers inside herself. Her breath caught. The flush on her chest deepened. She pumped those fingers with the same unhurried precision she did everything else. Her thumb found her clit and circled.

Kael leaned forward without realizing it. The movement rubbed his cock against the seam of his trousers. The friction nearly made him moan. He bit it back.

Freya's emerald eyes never left his face. She studied every flicker of shame and desire that crossed it. Her fingers moved faster. The wet sounds grew louder. Her thighs began to tremble.

"You will learn to worship this pussy," she told him. "But not tonight. Tonight you only watch what your surrender does to me."

Her back arched. The first contraction hit her. She gasped once, sharply. Her pussy clenched visibly around her fingers. Clear fluid coated her hand. She kept rubbing through the orgasm. Small aftershocks made her hips jerk.

Kael sat mesmerized. His own cock felt ready to explode. No relief came. She rode the pleasure to its end, then slowly withdrew her fingers. She brought them to her mouth and licked them clean while he watched.

The taste made her hum with satisfaction. She lowered her skirt back into place. The corset stayed off. Her breasts moved freely now with each breath. The sight kept him painfully hard.

Freya approached the chair. She placed her damp fingers under his nose. The scent of her cum filled his lungs. His cock gave one final desperate throb.

"Tomorrow the real work starts," she said. "Shaving. Training. The first diaper. Sleep well, Kael. Dream about what you just signed away."

She stepped back. The click of her heels faded toward the door. Kael remained seated. His fingers still trembled where they had gripped the contract. His cock strained traitorously against his zipper. The lavender scent lingered in the air like a promise he could no longer escape.


Chapter 2: Contract Sealed

The door clicked shut.

Then it opened again.

Freya stood there with one hand on the frame. Her bare breasts caught the low light. Nipples still hard from her earlier orgasm. She had not gone far.

"Stand up, Kael."

He pushed out of the wooden chair. His legs shook once. The wet spot on his trousers had spread. Cool air touched the damp fabric and made him aware of every inch.

She stepped back inside. Those heels clicked twice. Each sound landed in his stomach. At six-two he rarely looked up at women. Freya's height in those shoes forced his chin to lift.

"Take off the suit. Everything. Fold each piece and place it on the chair."

His hands moved before his brain agreed. Tie first. The silk whispered as it slid free. Jacket next. It dropped with a soft thud. Shirt buttons opened one by one. Cool air kissed his chest. His nipples tightened.

Trousers followed. The zipper sounded obscene in the quiet room. Wool pooled at his ankles. He stepped out. Boxer briefs clung to his aching cock. The head had leaked so much the front looked painted.

Freya watched without blinking. Her emerald eyes catalogued every revealed muscle. The lean athletic frame he had maintained for boardroom dominance now looked fragile under her stare.

"Those too. Slowly."

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband. Tugged down. His cock sprang free. Thick. Veined. The head glistened with a long string of precum that stretched downward before breaking. It swung heavily between his legs. Balls tight and full.

Kael stood naked. The arrogant hedge fund manager who once made millionaires flinch was gone. Only this remained. Exposed cock. Trembling fingers. Sweat cooling on his lower back.

She smiled the smallest fraction. "Good. Now follow me."

He walked behind her. Cock bobbing with each step. The hallway felt endless. Every click of her heels reminded him of the size difference. Her shoulders square. Her waist cinched even without the corset. She could break him without raising her voice.

They reached the marble foyer. The same cold stone where he had signed his life away an hour earlier. She pointed at a spot directly under the chandelier.

"Kneel."

The marble bit into his knees. Ice cold. Unforgiving. He settled back on his heels. Cock standing straight out. A single drop of precum fell onto the stone with a tiny wet sound.

Freya opened the marble drawer. She retrieved the folded contract. The paper looked heavier now. She placed it in his hands. The weight pressed down on his palms like chains already.

"Read clause seven aloud. Then nine. Then twenty-three. Do not rush. I want to hear you accept each one."

His voice cracked on the first word. "Clause seven. Full body shaving. Permanent hair removal from every inch including genitals, ass, and face. Subject will remain smooth at all times."

His cock twitched hard. The betrayal sent heat rushing up his neck. Freya noticed. Of course she noticed.

"Continue."

"Clause nine. Orgasm control becomes absolute. Subject may not cum without explicit permission. Violations will result in chastity devices and extended denial."

The words tasted like metal. His shaft throbbed visibly. Another drop fell from the tip and landed between his knees. The marble made it spread in a tiny clear puddle.

Freya lifted her thin black skirt. No panties underneath. Her pussy was shaved already. Smooth porcelain lips glistening with fresh wetness. She ran two fingers along her slit while he read. The sound was slick. Obscene.

"Clause twenty-three," he managed. His throat felt raw. "Public exposure permitted at Owner's discretion. Subject will be displayed shaved, plugged, and diapered in selected venues. Humiliation becomes part of permanent record."

She slid two fingers inside herself. Her breath deepened but never lost control. The wet sounds filled the foyer. Her free hand held the contract steady in his grip so he could not look away from the words.

"Again. From the beginning. Slower this time."

He read them again. Each repetition stripped another layer. The hedge fund prince who had destroyed competitors with a smirk now knelt naked reciting his own destruction. His cock leaked steadily now. The head had turned a deep angry purple.

Freya pumped her fingers with deliberate strokes. Her hips rolled once. The flush across her collarbones spread downward. Her breasts rose and fell faster. She was close already.

"Look at me while you finish the last one."

Kael lifted his eyes. The marble dug into his knees. The contract felt like it weighed fifty pounds. "I accept clause twenty-three. I will be displayed. I will be humiliated. I surrender."

Her fingers moved faster. The wet noise grew louder. Her emerald eyes locked on his. She did not moan loudly. She never did. Instead a sharp inhale escaped. Then her pussy clenched visibly around her fingers. Clear fluid dripped down her wrist. Her thighs trembled once, controlled but unmistakable.

She came hard. The contractions rippled through her body. Breasts jiggling slightly with each pulse. Her nipples looked painfully tight. She kept her eyes on him the entire time. Drinking in his shame. Feeding on it.

The orgasm lasted longer than the first one upstairs. When it finally eased she withdrew her fingers with a soft wet pop. They glistened. She stepped closer. Towered over his kneeling form. The size difference felt absolute.

She held her wet fingers under his nose.

"Smell what your surrender does to me."

He inhaled. The scent was musky. Sweet. Overwhelming. His cock jerked violently. More precum spilled onto the marble. The puddle under him had grown.

Freya studied it. "Pathetic. One reading of your own contract and you're dripping like a faucet. Good girl."

The words hit him like ice water. Girl. His mouth opened to protest but nothing came out. His cock betrayed him instantly. It flexed upward so hard the head slapped his lower stomach with an audible smack.

She smiled again. That same small dangerous curve. "Good girl. Pathetic already and we've barely started."

Kael's face flooded with heat. The word should have killed his arousal. Instead his balls drew up tighter. The betrayal loop tightened exactly as she had promised in the contract. Shame made him harder. Hardness deepened the shame. Her calm clinical voice made it worse.

She wiped her fingers across his lips. The taste of her cum coated his tongue. Salty. Intimate. He licked without being told. The act felt like another signature.

"Tomorrow the razor begins its work," she said. She crouched slightly so their eyes were level. The movement made her breasts sway near his face. "Every inch of that once-proud body will be stripped smooth. Then the first plug. Then the first diaper. But tonight you sleep in chains."

She took the contract from his hands. Folded it with precise movements. Returned it to the drawer. When she turned back her nipples were still hard. The flush on her skin had not faded. She had enjoyed her orgasm but clearly wanted more.

"Stand."

He rose on shaky legs. Knees ached from the marble. Cock still rigid. It pointed at her like an accusation. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft without warning. Not stroking. Just holding. The sudden warmth made his knees buckle.

"No coming," she reminded him. "Not tonight. Not without permission. This cock belongs to me now. Every twitch. Every drop."

She squeezed once. Clinical pressure. Enough to make his vision blur. Then released. The absence hurt worse than any slap.

"Back to the guest room. Hands behind your back."

He walked ahead of her this time. Naked. Cock leading the way. The hallway felt colder. Each step made his heavy balls swing. He could feel her eyes on his ass. Measuring it. Planning what the razor would do to it tomorrow.

In the guest room the wooden chair still held his folded clothes. She ignored them. Instead she opened a narrow closet he had not noticed before. Leather cuffs emerged. Thick. Lined with soft material but buckled with heavy steel rings. Chains attached. She had prepared this room perfectly.

"Lie on the bed. Arms above your head."

Kael obeyed. The sheets felt cool against his overheated skin. His cock lay rigid against his stomach. A trail of precum connected it to his abs. She fastened the first cuff around his left wrist. The leather was snug but not painful. Click. The chain secured to the headboard.

Second wrist. Click. Now he was spread. Naked. Chained. Completely at her mercy. The position made his chest feel tight. Memories of closing deals at 3 a.m. flashed through his mind. Conference calls where he had been the one holding all the cards. Now he held nothing but steel links.

Freya stood at the foot of the bed. She had lowered her skirt again but her breasts remained bare. The sight kept him painfully hard. She reached down and cupped one breast. Pinched the nipple while she watched him test the chains.

"You surprised me tonight," she said. Her voice carried a new softness beneath the control. "Most men beg or bluster at this stage. You read every clause like the good little analyst you used to be. That earns you one small mercy."

She leaned over him. Her obsidian hair slipped from its pins and brushed his chest like cool silk. She pressed her lips to his forehead. Not a kiss exactly. More like a seal.

Then she straightened. The tenderness vanished behind clinical calm once more.

"Try to rest. The chains will remind you who owns you now. If you need to piss before morning you will do it on the sheets and sleep in the wet spot. Tomorrow we begin turning that arrogant body into my perfect smooth toy."

She walked to the door. Paused. Looked back at his chained form. His cock had not softened at all. It stood straight up. Throbbing visibly with his heartbeat. A small pool of precum had gathered in his navel.

"Look at that," she murmured. "Still leaking for me. The razor will make it even more sensitive. I cannot wait to watch you squirm while I shave around your desperate little hole."

The door closed behind her. The lock clicked.

Kael lay in the dark. Chains clinked every time he shifted. The weight of the contract still pressed on his chest even though the papers were back in their drawer. His cock refused to soften. It ached. It leaked. It proved her right with every passing minute.

He thought about his corner office. The view of the city. The assistants who once jumped at his commands. All of it felt like another life. The marble chill on his knees lingered in memory. The taste of her cum on his tongue felt permanent.

Sleep took a long time to arrive. When it did his dreams filled with razors. Smooth skin. Thick crinkling padding taped tight around his shaved cock. And Freya's voice whispering "good girl" while she watched him leak.

The chains held him through every restless twitch.

Tomorrow had already begun inside his mind.

He woke once in the night. The need to piss had grown urgent. His bladder burned. The chains allowed just enough movement to shift onto his side. But he remembered her words. No bathroom. No permission.

He held it as long as he could.

Then the hot stream escaped anyway. It splashed across his thigh and soaked the sheets beneath him. The wetness spread. Warm at first. Then quickly cold. The smell rose faintly. Humiliating.

His cock stayed hard through the entire accident.

The betrayal felt complete now. He lay in his own mess. Chained. Shamed. Aroused beyond reason. The contract had only been ink on paper. This was the real signature.

Dawn was still hours away.

Freya would return with the razor soon.

And some broken part of him had already started to wait for her.


Chapter 3: Razor's Edge

The cold urine had chilled against Kael’s thigh. Chains bit into his wrists where they stretched above his head. His cock stood rigid anyway. Precum filled his navel and spilled over in slow threads.

The guest room door opened with a soft click. Freya stepped inside. Her bare breasts moved with each measured breath. The thin black skirt clung to her hips. Her heels struck the floor like quiet punctuation.

She stopped at the foot of the bed. Her emerald eyes swept over the wet sheets. Then over his leaking cock. She did not wrinkle her nose. She simply observed.

“Morning, Kael. I see your body followed my instructions perfectly.”

Her voice stayed low. Calm. It made his balls draw up tighter. The smell of cold piss mixed with the lavender antiseptic she always carried. Shame burned up his neck. His cock gave a helpless twitch.

Freya approached the side of the bed. She ran one finger through the puddle in his navel. Collected the precum. Then brought it to his lips.

“Clean it.”

He licked. The salty taste coated his tongue. Fresh heat flooded his face. She watched without blinking. Her own nipples had already stiffened into tight peaks.

She unlocked the cuffs. The chains clattered free. Kael sat up slowly. His knees still carried faint red marks from last night’s marble. The soaked sheet clung to his right thigh when he swung his legs over the edge.

“Stand. Follow me.”

He obeyed. His bare feet padded behind her. Cock bobbing heavy between his legs. Every step reminded him of the wet mess he had left on the bed. The arrogant hedge fund manager who once barked orders across conference tables now walked naked and sticky behind a woman who had not even bothered to cover her breasts.

They moved into the adjoining bathroom. A wide grooming table waited under bright lights. White. Padded. Leather straps dangled from heavy rings at each corner. A tray held razors, warm towels, a bowl of shaving cream, and a bottle of oil. Everything laid out with clinical precision.

Freya pointed at the table.

“On your back. Arms above your head. Legs spread.”

Kael climbed up. The padding felt cool against his bare ass. He lifted his arms. She buckled the thick leather cuffs around his wrists again. Then his ankles. The straps pulled tight. He lay spread-eagle under the lights. Completely exposed. Heart hammering against his ribs.

She rolled a stool beside him. Sat. Her bare breasts rested on the edge of the table as she leaned forward. The scent of her skin filled his nose. Something warm and female beneath the antiseptic.

Freya dipped her fingers into the cream. She started at his neck. Smooth strokes spread the thick foam across his chest. It felt warm at first. Then cooled. His nipples tightened under the layer.

Her gaze never left his skin. “This is rung three, Kael. Every hair from the neck down. Nothing left. Your body will learn how it feels to be smooth for me.”

The first razor touched his chest. Slow scrape. The blade glided in perfect lines. Dark hair came away in wet clumps. She wiped it on a cloth. Then scraped again. Each pass left a stripe of pale, naked skin behind.

Kael’s breath grew shallow. The sensation was too intimate. Too permanent. He had spent years building the sharp, masculine image that closed deals. Now that image was being peeled away inch by inch.

His cock stayed rock hard. It throbbed visibly against his lower stomach. A fresh bead of precum welled at the tip and slid down the shaft.

Freya noticed. Of course she noticed.

She continued shaving his stomach. The blade moved closer to his navel. “Look at you. Already dripping. Your arrogant cock loves this. It loves being prepared like a toy.”

The words landed hard. Shame twisted in his gut. The shame made his cock flex again. More precum leaked out. The loop tightened exactly as she had promised. He hated it. He needed it.

She set the razor down for a moment. Leaned over him. One heavy breast brushed his lips.

“Suck.”

Kael opened his mouth. Her nipple slipped inside. Warm. Firm. He suckled without thinking. The taste of her skin flooded his senses. Freya’s breathing changed. It grew deeper. Her free hand returned to the razor and kept working on his left armpit.

She pressed her breast harder against his face. “That’s it. Good girl. Nurse while I strip you bare. This is what you signed for.”

Her voice stayed even but her thighs squeezed together on the stool. He could hear the faint rustle of her skirt. She was getting wet. The knowledge sent another pulse through his shaft. He sucked harder. His tongue swirled around the stiff nipple.

Freya let out a slow exhale. Not quite a moan. Something more controlled. Her nipple tightened further between his lips. She switched breasts. Offered the other one while she shaved down his right arm.

The razor scraped steadily. Hair disappeared. Skin emerged smooth and pink. Kael’s mind flickered between memories of commanding boardrooms and the humiliating reality of suckling her tit like a desperate pet. The contrast made his balls ache.

She pulled back after several minutes. Both her nipples glistened with his saliva. Her cheeks carried a faint flush now. She adjusted her skirt. The movement revealed a slick shine high on her inner thigh. She was soaked.

“Time for the legs.”

She worked downward. Long strokes over his thighs. The blade whispered across his skin. Each pass left him smoother. More vulnerable. When she reached his calves he was trembling. Not from cold. From the slow systematic removal of everything that had once made him feel powerful.

Freya wiped the razor clean. She poured warm water from a small pitcher over his legs. Then patted them dry with a soft towel. The gentleness after the scraping felt worse than the blade. It felt like care. Like ownership.

She moved to his groin.

Kael’s cock jerked as she scooped fresh cream. She coated his pubic mound first. Thick white foam covered the dark hair. Then she wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft. Not stroking. Just holding it out of the way.

“So pretty already and I haven’t even started.” Her thumb brushed the underside. His cock wept another clear drop. “Your erection proves everything the contract said. You were never the man you pretended to be.”

The first scrape around the root of his cock made him gasp. The blade moved with surgical care. Short, precise strokes. Hair fell away. The skin beneath looked pale. Exposed. Almost delicate.

Freya’s breathing had grown heavier. Her bare breasts rose and fell faster. She kept one hand on his cock, angling it left and right as needed. The other guided the razor. Every time his shaft twitched in her grip she made a soft approving sound.

“Easy. Let me work. This cock belongs to me now. Every smooth inch.”

She stretched the skin of his balls. The razor danced over the wrinkled sac. Slow. Methodical. One testicle at a time. The sensation was electric. Terrifying. Intimate. Kael’s hips tried to buck but the straps held him flat.

More cream. More scraping. She moved lower. Lifted his balls and shaved the sensitive skin behind them. Then she unbuckled his ankles briefly. Pushed his knees up toward his chest. The position left his ass completely open.

The blade found the last traces of hair in his crack. Scrape. Wipe. Scrape again. The slow drag over his hole made his cock spurt a thick string of precum onto his newly shaved stomach.

Freya’s voice stayed velvet calm. “So smooth. So pretty. Your cock is dripping from it.”

The words punched straight through him. His face burned. His erection throbbed violently in the open air. She had reduced him to this. Smooth. Leaking. Strapped and hairless like a doll.

She finished. Set the razor aside. Used a fresh warm towel to wipe every inch of his body. The cloth felt heavenly against the newly bare skin. She dried his chest. His arms. His legs. Then spent extra time around his cock and balls. Gentle circles. Almost loving.

Kael’s mind reeled. He had run million-dollar trades with ice in his veins. Now he lay strapped to a table with a shaved ass and a cock that would not stop leaking for the woman who had done it. The betrayal felt deeper than ever. And hotter.

Freya stood. She stripped off her skirt. Let it drop to the floor. Her pussy was already swollen and wet. Clear strands of arousal coated her inner thighs. She climbed onto the table. Straddled his chest first. Then slid upward until her slick folds hovered over his mouth.

“Lick.”

He did. Immediately. The taste of her flooded his tongue. Musky. Sweet. Hot. He licked broad strokes across her pussy while she braced her hands on the table above his head. Her breasts swayed heavy above him. Nipples still wet from his earlier sucking.

Freya rocked slowly. Controlled. Her breath hitched when his tongue found her clit. “Deeper. Show me how grateful you are for your shaving.”

Kael surprised himself. He drove his tongue inside her. Eager. Hungry. The smooth skin of his cheeks rubbed against her thighs. No stubble to scratch her. Just clean flesh. The realization made him moan into her pussy.

She ground down harder. Her breathing turned ragged. The clinical calm cracked. Her thighs began to shake. She reached back and wrapped her fingers around his aching cock. Not stroking. Just squeezing in time with her hips.

“Yes. Just like that, my pretty toy. Your smooth face feels perfect between my legs.”

The praise melted something inside him. He licked faster. Sucked her clit gently. Her juices coated his chin. Ran down his neck. Her breasts bounced with each roll of her hips. The sight of them above him while he serviced her sent fresh waves of shame and lust through his body.

Freya’s pussy clenched around his tongue. She gasped once. Sharp. Then her orgasm hit. Hard contractions rippled through her. Clear fluid squirted across his lips and tongue. She kept grinding through it. Breasts heaving. A low guttural sound escaped her throat. Not loud. But real. Unfiltered.

The orgasm rolled through her for long seconds. Her fingers tightened on his cock until the pressure bordered on pain. Then she eased off. Rode the aftershocks with smaller movements. Finally she lifted herself away.

She looked down at him. Face flushed. Eyes bright. Cum still glistened on her pussy lips.

Kael lay there panting. His own cock throbbed desperately. Edged to the brink without release. His smooth skin felt hypersensitive against the padded table. Every inch of him exposed and hairless.

Freya climbed off. She picked up the warm towel again. Wiped his face with surprising tenderness. Then cleaned between his legs. The cloth dragged over his shaved balls. Over the bare skin around his hole. His cock jerked wildly.

She smiled the smallest dangerous curve. “Every hair is gone. Tomorrow we take the last of your manhood.”

The words hung between them. She unbuckled his right ankle. Then the left. Left his wrists strapped. She stepped back. Naked. Satisfied. Already thinking ahead.

Kael’s smooth chest rose and fell. His cock stood shiny with precum. The new skin between his legs felt cool and alien. He tested the remaining restraints. They held.

Freya gathered the used razors. She moved without hurry. Perfect posture even now. But her thighs still trembled slightly from her climax. The sight sent another helpless pulse through his shaft.

He surprised himself again. Instead of dread, a dark curiosity stirred beneath the shame. What would she take next? How much further could she push him before the old Kael disappeared completely?

She noticed the fresh leak dripping down his shaved cock. Her emerald eyes gleamed with fresh anticipation.

“Rest while you can,” she said softly. “The plug and the diaper are waiting for that pretty bare skin.”

She turned toward the door. The click of her heels faded. Kael remained strapped. Completely smooth. Completely hard. The warm towel lay folded beside him like a promise of more intimate care to come.

His tongue still carried her taste. His skin felt brand new. And the worst part was how right it felt. How his body had already started to crave the next step she had planned.

The contract had only been the beginning.

This was the real transformation.

And some broken, dripping part of him had already begun to accept it.


Chapter 4: Smooth Betrayal

The door swung open hard.

Freya’s heels struck the tile first. Sharp. Deliberate. She carried a fresh bottle of lube in one hand and a small metal ring in the other. Her naked body filled the doorway. Breasts heavy, nipples already tight from the cool air. A slick shine coated the inside of her left thigh.

Kael’s wrists remained locked above his head. The leather cuffs dug in when he instinctively pulled. His ankles lay free but useless. Every inch of skin from his neck to his toes felt raw and new. Smooth. Hypersensitive. His cock stood rigid against his stomach. Fresh precum rolled down the shaved shaft and pooled beside his navel.

She set the items on the tray. The bottle landed with a heavy plastic click.

“Still leaking.” Her voice stayed low. Even. “I leave for ten minutes and your body already betrays you again.”

Freya circled the table once. Slow. Her emerald eyes traced the fresh pink skin where hair no longer grew. She stopped between his spread thighs. One finger dragged through the precum on his stomach. She brought it to her lips and tasted.

“Pathetic. Leaking all over my table like a girl.”

The words punched low in his gut. Kael’s cock flexed hard. More clear fluid welled at the tip and slid down. He remembered the boardroom. The way men twice his age had gone silent when he spoke. That man no longer existed. Only this smooth, strapped thing remained.

She picked up the razor again. A fresh blade. “One last pass. I want your scrotum perfect.”

Cold shaving cream hit his balls. He gasped. The foam spread across tight skin. Freya held his sac with two fingers. Gentle but firm. The razor touched down. Slow scrape. The blade glided over every wrinkle. Each stroke left him smoother. More naked. The metal whispered against sensitive flesh. His balls tried to crawl up into his body but she stretched them gently downward.

“Easy.” She wiped the blade. Scraped again. “This is rung four, Kael. Your last traces of control disappear today.”

His breath came shallow. The razor danced close to his perineum. One slip and she could cut him. She never slipped. The cool air kissed the freshly exposed skin. His cock throbbed visibly. The head had turned dark red. Another thick drop of precum escaped and ran down over his smooth balls where the razor followed right behind it.

Freya’s breathing changed. Shallower now. Her free hand drifted between her own legs. Two fingers stroked her pussy lips while she worked. The wet sound mixed with the razor’s scrape. She was soaked. The flush started at her collarbones and spread down to her breasts.

She set the razor aside. Wiped his balls with a warm towel. The softness after the blade made him moan. Low. Helpless.

“Time for the ring.”

The metal circle looked small. Too small. She coated it with clear lube. The cold gel shocked his skin. She gripped his cock at the base. Squeezed until the veins stood out. Then she worked the ring over the head. Slow. The metal scraped lightly down his shaft. When it reached the base she pushed it firmly into place.

Click.

The sound echoed in the small bathroom. The ring locked tight. His cock swelled even harder. The head bulged. Purple. Desperate. Blood trapped. The pressure made every heartbeat feel like a thrust.

Kael’s hips jerked. The cuffs rattled above him. “It’s too tight.”

“It is exactly tight enough.” Freya ran one finger around the metal. Her touch burned. “This cock no longer decides anything. I decide. When it swells. When it leaks. When it is allowed to cum.”

She stepped back. Admired her work. Her own pussy glistened under the bright lights. A thin string of arousal stretched down her inner thigh. She did not wipe it away. Instead she picked up the lube again.

“Legs up.”

Kael obeyed before his mind caught up. He drew his knees toward his chest. The position opened his ass completely. Smooth cheeks. Bare hole. Nothing hidden. Freya poured lube directly onto his crack. The liquid was ice cold. It shocked a gasp from his throat. The gel slid down over his hole and dripped onto the padded table.

She circled a finger there. Teased. Pressed. The ring around his cock made everything more intense. Every touch sent sparks up his trapped shaft.

“First finger.”

Her finger pushed inside. Slow. Inexorable. The lube made it easy but the stretch still burned. Kael’s mouth fell open. His smooth chest rose and fell rapidly. She pumped once. Twice. Crooked her finger and found his prostate.

Pleasure slammed into him. His cock surged against the metal ring. Precum spurted out in a thick rope. It landed on his shaved chest. The betrayal felt absolute. His body wanted this. Craved it.

Freya’s breath hitched. She added a second finger. Scissored them. The wet sounds filled the room. Her free hand moved to her own clit. She rubbed tight circles while she stretched his ass. Her breasts swayed with the motion. Nipples hard as glass.

“You feel that?” she asked. Voice still calm but edged with heat. “That is your new center. Not your cock. Not your pride. This hole. It belongs to me now.”

She withdrew her fingers with a soft pop. More lube. This time on a medium plug. Black silicone. Tapered. The base flared wide. She pressed the tip against his hole. Cold. Unyielding.

“Push out. Let it in.”

Kael tried. The plug stretched him wider than her fingers. The burn deepened. Then the widest part popped past his ring. His ass swallowed it. The base settled snug between his smooth cheeks. Fullness bloomed inside him. The pressure on his prostate made his trapped cock leak steadily now. A small puddle formed on his abs.

Freya stepped back. She looked at him. Strapped. Smooth. Ringed. Plugged. Her chest rose faster. Real arousal cracked her perfect control.

“Beautiful.” She climbed onto the table. Straddled his face without warning. Her wet pussy settled over his mouth. “Clean me while I enjoy what I’ve done to you.”

He licked. Desperate. Her taste flooded him again. Musky. Hot. Sweet. She ground down. Her clit dragged across his tongue. The plug shifted inside him with every movement. Each shift pressed his prostate. More precum pumped out of his ringed cock. It ran down his sides in clear rivers.

Freya braced her hands on his smooth thighs. She rode his face with controlled rolls of her hips. Her breathing grew ragged. The clinical mask slipped further. A real moan escaped her. Low. Throaty.

“Yes. Just like that, my smooth girl. Your tongue feels better without stubble. So soft. So obedient.”

The praise hit harder than the shame. Kael licked deeper. Sucked her clit. His plugged ass clenched around the toy. The ring kept him aching. Denied. His balls felt heavy enough to burst.

She reached back and flicked the base of the plug. The sudden jolt made him groan into her pussy. The vibration traveled straight to his prostate. His cock gave a violent spasm. Cum almost escaped. Almost. The ring held it back. The pressure became pain.

Freya’s thighs began to shake. She pressed down harder. Her pussy clenched around his tongue. “Don’t stop. I’m going to come on your pretty shaved face.”

Her orgasm built fast. Her breathing turned to short gasps. She rubbed herself against him. Wet sounds. Slick heat. Then she froze. Her whole body locked. A sharp cry tore from her throat. Not controlled this time. Raw.

Clear fluid squirted across his lips. His tongue. His chin. She kept grinding through the contractions. Breasts bouncing heavily above him. Nipples dark and tight. The orgasm rolled through her in visible waves. Her toes curled. Her back arched. She milked every pulse against his mouth.

When it finally passed she stayed seated on his face. Small aftershocks made her twitch. Her juices coated his smooth cheeks. She looked down at his ringed cock. Still leaking. Still denied.

“Good girl.” The words came soft. Almost tender. She climbed off. Legs unsteady for the first time. A rare crack in her armor. She stroked his cheek once. Real affection in the touch.

Then the clinical calm returned. She adjusted the plug with two fingers. Pushed it deeper. The pressure made his eyes roll back.

“The ring stays on. The plug stays in. Tomorrow you wear what I choose.”

Kael lay there. Chest heaving. Ass full. Cock trapped and purple. The metal ring bit into his flesh with every heartbeat. The plug shifted when he breathed. His mind spun between the boardroom ghost he used to be and this new creature she had sculpted. Smooth. Plugged. Owned.

He surprised himself. Instead of fighting the cuffs, he whispered the only thing that felt true.

“What will you choose?”

Freya paused at the door. She looked back. A small real smile touched her lips. Not the dangerous one. Something warmer. Hungrier.

“Everything, Kael. Everything that once made you a man. And you will thank me when it’s gone.”

She left the light on. The door clicked shut behind her. The plug throbbed inside him in time with his trapped cock. The puddle of his precum cooled on his skin. He tested the cuffs again. They held.

But some new part of him had already stopped wanting them to open.


Chapter 5: Silk and Steel

The plug shifted again.

Kael sucked in a sharp breath. The medium silicone pressed hard on his prostate with every inhale. His wrists ached above his head where the leather cuffs held them to the grooming table. Smooth skin cooled under the bright lights. Every inch from neck to toes felt raw and alive.

Freya’s heels clicked in the doorway.

She had returned. Still naked. Her heavy breasts swayed with each unhurried step. A fresh sheen of arousal already glistened on her inner thighs. Emerald eyes swept over his purple cock trapped in the metal ring. Then lower to the plug base nestled between his shaved cheeks.

“Still leaking for me.”

Her voice stayed low. Controlled. She set a small black box and a scrap of pink fabric on the tray. The box clicked open. Steel gleamed inside it. Kael’s cock flexed at the sight. More precum oozed from the swollen head and rolled down his smooth shaft.

She circled the table once. Fingers trailed over his hypersensitive chest. He shivered. The touch burned like electricity on bare skin.

“Rung five, Kael. Silk and steel. Time to dress my girl.”

She unbuckled his wrists. The cuffs fell away with a heavy clatter. Kael lowered his arms slowly. Blood rushed back into his shoulders. He sat up on the padded table. The plug shifted again. A helpless moan slipped from his lips.

Freya smiled. Small. Knowing. “Good. That sound already sounds sweeter. Stand.”

He slid off the table. Bare feet met cold tile. The plug pressed deeper with the movement. His ringed cock bobbed heavy between his legs. Purple head glistened. The arrogant hedge fund manager who once closed eight-figure deals now stood naked and smooth like this. The contrast hit him low in the gut.

She picked up the pink fabric first. Lace panties. Delicate. Feminine. She held them open at his feet.

“Step in.”

Kael obeyed. The lace whispered up his calves. It scraped every freshly shaved inch. The sensation made his skin prickle. She pulled them higher. The fabric cupped his smooth balls. Then stretched tight over the metal ring and the bulging head of his cock. The plug base pressed against the lace from behind. A constant reminder.

The panties felt obscene. Tight. Wrong. Perfect.

His trapped cock strained against the silk. The head leaked steadily now. A dark wet spot bloomed at the front. Freya ran one finger over it. She pressed the lace into the precum.

“Look at you. Already soaking through your first pair. Your clit loves being wrapped in pretty things.”

The word clit landed like a slap. Heat flooded Kael’s face. His cock throbbed harder inside the lace. Shame twisted through him. The shame made him leak more. The betrayal loop spun faster. He remembered barking orders in boardrooms. Now lace panties hugged his shaved ass and caged his erection.

Freya noticed everything. Of course she did.

Her own breathing had grown deeper. Nipples stood tight on her heavy breasts. She reached between her legs and stroked two fingers through her wet folds. The slick sound filled the small bathroom. She brought the glistening fingers to his lips.

“Taste how wet owning you makes me.”

He sucked them clean. Her flavor coated his tongue again. Musky. Sweet. Fresh arousal. Freya’s eyes half-closed for a moment. Real hunger showed through the clinical mask.

She opened the black box. A small steel chastity cage waited inside. Pink-coated. Permanent. The tube looked impossibly small. A thick ring at the base would lock behind his balls. She coated it with lube. Cold gel dripped onto his lace-covered skin.

“The ring comes off. The cage stays on. Forever.”

She worked quickly. Expert fingers released the metal ring at his base. Blood surged painfully. His cock swelled even thicker inside the panties. Freya clicked her tongue. She fetched a small bowl of ice from the tray. The cubes clinked.

“Hold still, girl.”

She pressed the ice directly against his shaft through the lace. Shock ripped through him. The cold burned. His erection shrank fast. She kept the ice there until his cock retreated into a manageable size. Then she peeled the front of the panties down just enough.

The cage tube slid over his softened cock. Tight. Unforgiving. She pushed his balls through the base ring one at a time. The steel settled behind his scrotum. Her fingers worked with calm precision. Every touch on his smooth skin sent sparks up his spine.

Click.

The lock snapped shut. The sound echoed. Final. Permanent. Kael stared down. His cock filled the tiny pink tube. The lace panties stretched over the steel. The plug still shifted inside him. Fullness. Pressure. Complete loss of control.

Freya stepped back. She admired her work. Her chest rose faster now. A flush spread across her porcelain breasts. She squeezed her thighs together. Wetness coated the tops of them.

“Good girl.” Her voice dropped lower. “Look how eagerly your clit fills its cage.”

The praise hit like warm honey. Kael’s knees weakened. The words sank deep. His caged clit strained against the steel. The lace rubbed the smooth skin of his mound. Pain and pleasure braided together. He wanted to protest. The old Kael screamed inside his head. But his body leaned forward. Craving more.

Freya saw it. She always saw it.

She picked up the final items. Two silver nipple clamps connected by a delicate chain. Her fingers pinched his left nipple first. It hardened instantly under her touch. She rolled it. Tugged. Kael gasped. The hypersensitivity from the shaving made every sensation huge.

“These stay on until I say otherwise.”

The first clamp bit down. Sharp pain flared. Kael’s breath caught. The steel teeth dug into tender flesh. She attached the second. The chain swung between them. Every tiny movement tugged both nipples at once.

Pain bloomed. Then twisted. Turned into something hotter. His caged cock leaked fresh precum into the panties. The wet spot grew. Freya reached down and rubbed it with her palm. The lace dragged over the steel tube. The friction tortured him.

She pressed her heavy breasts against his chest. The clamps caught between their bodies. Fresh sparks of pain shot through him. She held him there. One hand cradled the back of his head. The other slipped inside her own folds again.

“Nurse while I enjoy this.”

She guided his mouth to her right breast. The nipple brushed his lips. Warm. Hard. Kael latched on without thinking. He suckled deep. The taste of her skin filled his mouth. Freya moaned softly. Real pleasure this time. Her free hand worked her pussy faster. Wet sounds mixed with his sucking.

The clamps pulled with every tug of his mouth. Pain flared brighter. His plugged ass clenched around the silicone. The cage held him tight. Lace scraped his shaved thighs. Every sense overloaded.

Freya’s breathing turned ragged. She ground her hips against nothing. Her breast heaved in his mouth. “Harder, girl. Suck like you mean it.”

He did. Tongue swirled. Lips sealed tight. Her nipple swelled between his teeth. She fingered herself with three fingers now. The slick noises grew louder. Her thighs trembled. The flush on her chest deepened to red.

She came without warning.

Her whole body locked. A low guttural sound tore from her throat. Clear fluid squirted down her fingers and splashed onto the tile. Her breast jerked in his mouth. Contractions rippled visibly through her stomach. She kept her fingers buried deep through every wave. Toes curled. Back arched. The orgasm lasted long seconds.

When it finally eased she pulled his head back gently. Her nipple popped free. Wet. Swollen. A string of saliva connected it to his lips. She looked almost soft for a moment. Tenderness flickered in her emerald eyes.

Then the control returned.

She adjusted the chain between his clamps. A sharp tug made him whimper. Pain flared fresh. His caged clit pulsed uselessly. The panties were soaked now. The lace clung transparently to the steel tube. The plug shifted again when he breathed harder.

Freya ran one finger under the waistband of the panties. She traced the smooth skin above his cage. “Silk feels good on shaved skin, doesn’t it? Like it was always meant to be there.”

Kael nodded before he could stop himself. The motion tugged the clamps again. He bit back another moan. Memories of closing trades with iron certainty flashed through his mind. That man would have laughed at this. The new creature wearing lace and steel only ached for her next command.

She noticed the flicker in his eyes. Leaned close. Lips brushed his ear.

“You’re thinking about who you were. Don’t. That man is gone. This pretty caged girl is who remains. And she’s perfect.”

The words should have crushed him. Instead they settled warm in his chest. Shame still burned. But the shame fed the arousal trapped in pink steel. His hips twitched. The plug pressed his prostate. Another spurt of precum soaked the lace.

Freya stepped back. She retrieved a small remote from the tray. Pressed a button. The plug inside him buzzed to life. Low. Insistent. It vibrated against his prostate with ruthless precision.

Kael’s knees buckled. He caught himself on the edge of the table. The vibrations traveled straight to the cage. His clit strained. The steel refused to yield. Pain from the clamps mixed with the pleasure. He gasped. Short. Desperate.

She watched him struggle. Fingers still shiny from her own orgasm. Her breasts rose and fell with renewed hunger. She cupped one in her hand and pinched her own nipple. Hard. A soft sigh escaped her.

“Tomorrow I paint your new face. Makeup. Lashes. The works.” She leaned in. Voice velvet and steel. “Try not to soak those panties before then.”

The vibration increased. Kael moaned loud. The sound bounced off the bathroom tiles. His caged clit leaked steadily now. The lace grew heavier. Wetter. The chain between his nipples swung with every tremor.

Freya gathered her hair into its severe pin once more. Perfect posture returned. But her thighs still glistened. Her eyes still burned with warm hunger. She had taken another piece of him. Locked it away in steel and lace.

And some broken, eager part of Kael had already started to thank her for it.

She turned toward the door. The click of her heels faded slowly. The plug kept buzzing. The clamps kept biting. The panties clung wet and humiliating against his smooth skin.

Kael stayed where she left him. Leaning on the table. Breathing hard. Every shift of weight sent new waves through his body. The cage held firm. The lace whispered against his thighs when he trembled.

He reached down. Fingers traced the locked steel through soaked fabric. No escape. No release. Only the slow, systematic dismantling she had promised in the contract.

And the terrifying realization that he no longer wanted to run from it.

The vibration kicked higher.

His moan echoed in the empty bathroom. Long. Needy. Feminine.

Tomorrow waited. Paint. Face. Further surrender.

He dripped into the silk. Again. And again.

And felt the last fragments of his old arrogance dissolve into something softer. Something owned. Something that craved the click of her heels returning.


Chapter 6: Mirror Horror

Freya’s heels clicked back into the bathroom.

She carried a large black case in one hand and a silk blindfold in the other. Kael still leaned on the grooming table exactly where she had left him. The high vibration of the plug drilled into his prostate without mercy. His pink lace panties clung wet and transparent to the steel cage. Steady precum leaked down the inside of his smooth thigh.

“Eyes forward.”

He obeyed. The silver chain between his nipple clamps swung with the small movement. Fresh pain flared in both buds. Freya stepped close. Her naked breasts brushed his shoulder. The heat of her skin felt scalding against his hypersensitive chest.

She tied the blindfold tight. Darkness swallowed everything. The scent of her arousal still coated his tongue from earlier. The plug buzzed louder in the sudden quiet. His caged cock tried to swell and failed. The steel tube bit back hard.

“Hours of work ahead, girl. You will stay perfectly still.”

Freya guided him to the padded stool. His knees folded. The plug shifted deeper with the change in position. A helpless groan left his throat. She opened the case. Brushes and bottles clicked against the marble counter. The smell of powder and lipstick filled the small room.

Cold foundation sponge touched his cheek. She worked in slow circles. Each stroke felt intimate. Possessive. Her breathing stayed calm but her nipples had already hardened against her own arm as she reached past him.

“You trembled like this in the boardroom, Kael? I doubt it.”

The sponge moved to his jaw. Then his forehead. She layered. Blended. The weight of what she built pressed down on him even before he could see it. His mind flashed to the last deal he closed. Twenty million. Men twice his age nodding in fear. That man had sharp cheekbones and icy authority. This face belonged to someone else now.

Freya hummed softly. The sound vibrated through her chest. She stepped between his knees. Her wet pussy brushed his caged bulge for a moment. The contact sent electricity up his spine. More precum pulsed into the lace.

“Open.”

He parted his lips. She slid a lip pencil along the edge of his mouth. The waxy taste coated his tongue. Sweet. Chemical. Feminine. She filled his lips with deep red. The color felt heavy. Permanent.

“Press them together.”

He did. The taste intensified. His smooth thighs trembled against the stool. The nipple clamps tugged every time he breathed deeper. The plug kept vibrating at that ruthless high setting. His prostate throbbed in time with his heartbeat.

Freya’s fingers brushed his bare chest. She peeled open two heavy silicone breast forms from the case. The adhesive backing felt cold at first. Then warm. She pressed the first false breast onto his left pec. The weight settled immediately. Heavy. Soft. Foreign. It pulled at his skin and made the nipple clamp beneath it ache sharper.

The second breast followed. She adjusted both until they sat high and round. The chain between his real nipples disappeared between the deep cleavage she had created. Kael felt the unnatural sway when he shifted. The breasts moved like they belonged to him. The sensation made his stomach flip.

“Beautiful weight, isn’t it? Your new tits.”

Her voice stayed low. Controlled. But her breathing had grown quicker. She cupped one fake breast and squeezed. The motion tugged the clamp chain hard. Pain and strange pleasure spiked through his chest. His caged cock leaked a fresh spurt that soaked the front of the panties completely.

Freya leaned down. Her real breasts pressed against the back of his head. She reached between her own legs. The wet sounds of her fingers sliding through her pussy filled the bathroom. She rubbed herself while she worked on his eyes.

“Las lashes next.”

Tiny individual lashes. Glue. Precision. She held his chin steady with one hand while the other continued stroking her clit. Her breath hitched. The first real crack in her calm. A soft moan escaped her. The sound went straight to his trapped cock.

She came without warning.

Her thighs clamped around his knee. Hot squirt splashed against his smooth leg. The contractions made her gasp sharply. Once. Twice. Three times. Her fingers kept moving through the orgasm. The wet noises grew louder. When it passed she wiped her fingers on his shoulder like he was furniture.

“Good girl. You make me so wet when you sit there and take it.”

The praise sank into his bones. Shame followed right behind it. His old self would have fired anyone who dared speak to him like this. The new self felt the false breasts sway and the lipstick taste on his tongue and only wanted more of her approval.

Freya returned to his eyes. Shadow. Liner. Mascara. The brushes tickled. The blindness made every touch bigger. She stepped back once to admire. Her heels clicked. The sound sent fresh tremors through him.

“Almost done. Just blush and setting powder.”

Time stretched. The plug never stopped its high vibration. His prostate felt swollen and hot. The constant stimulation without release had turned his balls into tight aching stones behind the steel ring. The heavy fake breasts pulled at his chest with every tiny adjustment she made. Their weight felt obscene. Real.

She finally set the brushes down.

“Stand.”

Kael rose on shaky legs. The breasts jiggled. The motion tugged both nipple clamps at once. He gasped. Freya took his arm and turned him slowly. The mirror waited somewhere in front of him. He could feel its presence like a judgment.

Her fingers untied the blindfold.

Light returned.

Kael stared.

The creature in the mirror wore his sharp cheekbones but nothing else. Deep red lips glistened. Smoky eyes with long lashes looked back in wide horror. Porcelain foundation made the skin glow. Blush highlighted cheekbones that now looked delicate instead of arrogant. The heavy round breasts sat high on his smooth chest. Pink nipples on the forms looked puffy and used. The silver chain ran between his real clamped nipples and disappeared into that cleavage.

Below, the soaked pink lace panties clung transparently to the pink steel cage. The medium black plug base nestled visibly between his smooth ass cheeks. The chain from the clamps swung against his fake tits with every shallow breath.

Freya stood beside him. Still naked. Her pussy lips glistened with fresh arousal. She watched his face in the mirror with calm green eyes.

“Meet Kali. My perfect smooth slut. Now bend.”

The words landed like a hammer. Kali. The name echoed in his skull. The hedge fund manager who once made traders cry in meetings no longer existed. This painted, caged, breasted thing had taken his place. His cock strained violently inside the steel tube. The betrayal felt absolute. Shame flooded his face. The shame made him leak even more. The front of the panties grew heavier.

Kali’s red lips parted in a silent moan.

Freya noticed. She always noticed.

“Your clit likes what it sees.” She pressed one hand between his shoulder blades. “Bend over the table. Show me that plugged ass.”

He bent. The false breasts hung heavy and swung beneath him. Their weight pulled strangely at his chest. The nipple clamps tightened with the motion. Pain flared bright. His red lips brushed the cool marble. The taste of lipstick transferred to the stone.

Freya ran both hands over his smooth back. She squeezed the fake breasts from behind. The sensation traveled through the adhesive and made his real nipples throb harder under the clamps. She hooked two fingers into the waistband of the soaked panties and pulled them down just enough to expose his plugged hole fully.

The vibration still buzzed loud. She pressed the base of the plug with her thumb. The increased pressure against his prostate made his knees buckle. A long spurt of clear fluid forced its way out of the cage and dripped onto the floor between his spread feet.

“Look at the mirror, Kali.”

He lifted his head. The painted slut in the reflection stared back with smudged red lips and desperate eyes. Freya stood behind that slut. Tall. Naked. In complete control. She twisted the plug slowly. The silicone dragged against his inner walls.

“You’re gone, Kael. This is what remains.”

She pulled the plug out with a wet pop. His hole clenched around nothing for a second. Then her fingers replaced it. Two at first. Cold lube dripped down his crack. She scissored them wide. The stretch burned beautifully. His false tits swayed with every push of her hand.

In the mirror he watched his red mouth fall open. Lashes fluttered. The heavy breasts jiggled obscenely. The steel cage swung between smooth thighs. Clear fluid kept dripping from the cage tube in steady strands.

Freya added a third finger. Her own breathing had grown rough again. She rubbed her wet pussy against his smooth thigh while she fucked him with her hand. The slick heat of her arousal smeared across his skin. She moaned low. Real pleasure this time. Not clinical.

“Such a perfect slut hole. So smooth. So eager.”

The praise hit deeper than the fingers. Kali’s painted face flushed darker in the mirror. The old arrogance tried one last scream somewhere inside. It died quickly. The body had already surrendered. The prostate swelled under her fingertips. Pressure built fast. Different from normal orgasms. Deeper. Fuller.

Freya felt it. She curled her fingers and stroked that spot without mercy. Her free hand reached around and flicked the chain between his nipple clamps. Sharp pain blended with the building prostate pressure.

“Come for me, Kali. Show the mirror what you really are.”

The orgasm crashed over him without touching his caged cock.

His hole clenched hard around her fingers. Deep contractions rolled through his pelvis. Clear prostate fluid pumped out of the steel tube in thick pulses. It splattered the floor. The mirror showed everything. The painted lips gasping. The fake breasts bouncing. The painted eyes rolling back. The steady stream of cum-milk leaking from the tiny pink cage.

Freya kept stroking through every spasm. Her own thighs shook. She ground her dripping pussy harder against his leg. A second orgasm took her. She cried out. Not soft this time. Raw and loud. Her fingers buried to the knuckle inside him while her pussy clenched and squirted down his smooth thigh. The contractions made her breasts bounce against his back. Her hard nipples dragged across his skin.

When both their bodies finally stilled she stayed pressed against him. Her breathing slowly returned to that terrifying calm. She withdrew her fingers with a wet sound. Wiped them on his ass cheek like marking territory.

Kali’s reflection showed a completely broken creature. Makeup slightly smudged. Lips parted. Eyes glassy. False breasts hanging. Cage dripping. Hole twitching visibly.

Freya met his eyes in the mirror. A small tender smile touched her lips. Real warmth flickered there for just a second. Then the control slid back into place.

She pulled the pink lace panties back up. The soaked fabric clung even tighter now. The false breasts stayed glued to his chest. The clamps stayed on. The makeup stayed perfect enough to remind him exactly what he had become.

“Tomorrow I take you like this.” Her voice stayed low. Certain. “Strapped to my bed. Full makeup. Tits bouncing. You’ll scream my name with those red lips while I fuck you properly for the first time.”

She clicked the plug remote again. The vibration returned at an even higher setting. Kali’s knees almost gave out.

Freya stroked one finger down his smooth spine. The touch felt almost loving.

“Rest tonight, my perfect smooth slut. The mirror doesn’t lie. Neither do I.”

She turned and walked out. Heels clicking down the hallway. Kali remained bent over the table. Breasts hanging heavy. Lips tasting of lipstick. Cage dripping. Hole vibrating. The painted face in the mirror stared back without blinking.

The last fragments of the hedge fund manager dissolved completely. Only Kali remained. Trembling. Owned. Already aching for tomorrow.

And the terrifying part was how much she wanted to scream Freya’s name when the time came.


Chapter 7: Strapped and Pegged

Kali stayed bent over the grooming table. The high vibration drilled into her swollen prostate without pause. Heavy silicone breasts hung from her glued chest and swayed with every shaky breath. Pink lace panties clung soaked and transparent to the steel cage. Clear fluid dripped steadily from the tiny tube onto the tile.

Freya’s heels clicked back into the bathroom. She still wore nothing but those sharp black heels. Her obsidian hair remained pinned in severe perfection. Emerald eyes swept over the strapped-down slut in the mirror.

“Stand up. We are doing this now.”

Kali pushed herself upright. The breasts jiggled heavily. The nipple clamps bit harder under their weight. The plug buzzed louder with the change in angle. Her red lips parted in a soft whimper. Smoky eyes with long lashes blinked slowly in the mirror. The arrogant hedge fund manager who once dominated trading floors had vanished completely. Only this painted, leaking creature remained.

Freya took her by the elbow. Her grip stayed calm. Certain. She guided Kali down the hallway. Each step made the plug shift and press. The chain between the clamps swung and tugged both nipples. Precum leaked down her smooth inner thigh.

They entered the master bedroom. A large four-poster bed waited. Leather straps already dangled from the headboard. Freya pointed.

“On your back. Legs spread wide.”

Kali climbed onto the cool sheets. The fake tits settled on her chest like two heavy claims. She lay back. Freya buckled thick leather cuffs around each wrist. She clipped them to chains above the pillows. Kali’s arms stretched tight. No give.

Freya fetched the spreader bar from the nightstand drawer. Cold steel locked around Kali’s left ankle. Then the right. She ratcheted the bar wider. Wider. Kali’s legs opened obscenely. The pink lace panties stretched across her caged clit. The vibrating plug base sat fully exposed between smooth cheeks. Her hole twitched visibly around the silicone.

Freya stepped back. She ran one hand down her own flat stomach. Two fingers slid through her pussy lips. They came away shining. Her breathing had already deepened. Nipples stood tight on her heavy breasts.

“Look at my strapped girl. Makeup perfect. Tits out. Clit locked and dripping. This is what the contract bought me.”

She climbed onto the bed between the spread legs. Her fingers traced the edge of the pink panties. She pulled them aside just enough to expose the plug. The vibration hummed loud in the quiet room. Freya pressed the base. The increased pressure made Kali’s caged clit flex hard inside its tube.

Freya twisted the plug slowly. She pulled it back. The thickest part stretched the ring. Then came the wet pop. Kali’s hole gaped open for a second. Empty. Greedy. A thin string of lube stretched from the plug to her twitching entrance.

Freya set the plug on the nightstand. It kept buzzing uselessly on the wood. She scooped cold lube onto two fingers. She pushed them inside without warning. The stretch burned sweet. Kali’s red lips fell open. The breasts rose and fell faster.

“Still so tight even after all that vibration. Good. I want to feel every inch when I open you.”

Freya added a third finger. She scissored them wide. The wet squelch filled the bedroom. Her own pussy dripped down her inner thigh now. She rubbed the slickness against Kali’s smooth calf while she worked the hole open.

Kali’s mind flashed to her last boardroom victory. Twenty investors hanging on every word. That woman would have laughed at this scene. The memory dissolved under the relentless stretch of Freya’s fingers. Only the need to be used remained. Kali arched her hips up as much as the spreader bar allowed.

Freya noticed. She always noticed.

She withdrew her fingers. A soft whimper escaped Kali’s painted mouth. Freya stood and stepped into the harness. The thick black strapon jutted forward. Veined. Realistic. Longer than the plug had been. She coated it generously with lube. Her hand stroked the shaft up and down. The motion made her own clit peek from its hood.

She climbed back between the spread legs. The tip of the cock pressed against Kali’s slick hole. Freya leaned over the strapped body. One hand braced beside Kali’s fake left breast. The other guided the strapon.

“Take a breath, girl.”

She pushed forward. The head popped inside. Kali’s eyes widened. The stretch felt bigger than fingers. Deeper. Freya sank another inch. Then another. The relentless slide dragged across Kali’s prostate. The cage leaked a thick spurt of clear fluid that ran down the shaft and pooled on her smooth belly.

Freya bottomed out. Her hips met Kali’s spread ass. The base of the strapon ground against her own clit. She let out a low satisfied sound. Her emerald eyes locked onto the painted face below her.

“There we are. All the way inside my slut.”

She started to thrust. Slow at first. Deep. Each stroke dragged the thick head over Kali’s prostate. The breasts bounced in time. The chain between the nipple clamps pulled tight with every impact. Kali’s red lips moaned openly. The sound came out higher than her old voice. Feminine. Needy.

Freya’s pace increased. The wet slap of her hips against oiled skin grew louder. She reached down and tugged the clamp chain. Sharp pain flared through Kali’s chest. The pain twisted straight into the pressure building in her pelvis.

Freya’s breathing turned ragged. A flush spread across her porcelain chest. She leaned lower. One heavy breast brushed Kali’s red lips.

“Suck. Now.”

Kali latched on without hesitation. Her painted mouth sealed around the hard nipple. She sucked deep. Tongue swirled. Freya moaned louder. The sound vibrated through her breast into Kali’s mouth. The thrusts grew harder. Faster. The strapon pistoned in and out. Each deep stroke forced a fresh leak from the cage.

Freya’s pussy made wet noises against the harness base. She ground her clit harder on every inward thrust. Her free hand reached between them and flicked the tip of Kali’s caged clit through the steel bars. The touch was too light. Too cruel. It kept Kali right on the edge without mercy.

The breast in Kali’s mouth grew warmer. Freya’s nipple tightened harder between her lips. Freya’s thrusts lost their perfect rhythm. They became desperate. Animal.

“Yes. Just like that. Suck while I fuck my girl open.”

Her voice stayed low but the control cracked. Real hunger bled through. She drove the strapon deep and held it there. Her pussy clenched visibly around nothing. Clear fluid dripped from her folds onto the harness. She shuddered through the first wave of her orgasm. Her breast jerked in Kali’s mouth. A raw moan tore from her throat.

She did not stop thrusting.

The orgasm rolled through her. Contractions squeezed her stomach muscles. Her thighs trembled against Kali’s spread legs. She kept the strapon buried to the hilt while her pussy spasmed. Fresh wetness coated the base and ran down to soak Kali’s plugged—no, now fucked—ass.

When the peak eased she pulled back. The strapon slid almost all the way out. Then she slammed home again. Harder. The wet sounds grew obscene. Freya’s second orgasm built faster this time. Her emerald eyes glazed with pleasure. She looked down at the strapped, painted slut beneath her. Makeup slightly smudged. Red lips stretched around her nipple. Fake tits bouncing. Cage dripping steadily.

Freya’s voice came out rough with lust.

“Cum on my cock like the pathetic girl you are—while I cum first.”

She slammed in deep. The strapon ground hard against Kali’s prostate. The pressure exploded. Kali’s hole clenched around the thick shaft. Deep contractions ripped through her pelvis. Clear prostate fluid pumped out of the steel tube in thick ropes. It splattered her own belly. Some landed on the underside of her bouncing breasts. The orgasm felt endless. Each pulse forced another spurt. Her red lips moaned loud around Freya’s nipple. The sound came out muffled and broken.

Freya came at the same moment. Her second orgasm hit harder. She cried out. Not controlled. Not quiet. Her whole body locked above Kali. Pussy contractions squeezed so hard that fresh squirt sprayed against the harness and dripped onto Kali’s cage. Her hips jerked in short, sharp thrusts. She kept the strapon pressed against Kali’s pulsing prostate through every wave. Her breast heaved in Kali’s mouth. Milk-like sweetness almost seemed to leak onto Kali’s tongue from the intensity.

Long seconds passed. Both bodies shook together. The only sounds were wet breathing and the occasional aftershock twitch of the strapon inside Kali’s ass.

Freya finally pulled out. The strapon left with a wet sucking sound. Kali’s hole stayed open. Twitching. Empty again. Freya removed the harness and set it aside. She looked down at the mess. Cum-milk coated Kali’s belly and breasts. The cage still dripped the last weak pulses. The spreader bar held her legs wide open. Makeup ran from the corners of her eyes. Red lipstick smeared from nursing so hard.

Freya’s own legs still trembled. A soft satisfied smile touched her lips. She leaned down and kissed Kali’s forehead with surprising tenderness. Her fingers traced one fake breast. Then she wiped a streak of cum-milk from it and brought the finger to Kali’s red lips.

“Clean.”

Kali sucked the finger clean. The taste of her own sissy cum mixed with the lingering flavor of Freya’s skin. The humiliation sat warm in her chest now. No fight left. Only the deep craving to be kept like this.

Freya unbuckled the spreader bar. She left the wrist cuffs on. She pulled the pink lace panties back into place. The soaked fabric pressed the cooling cum-milk against Kali’s caged clit. The panties clung even tighter. The breasts stayed glued. The clamps stayed on. The makeup stayed smudged and perfect at the same time.

She sat on the edge of the bed. One hand rested possessively on Kali’s thigh. Her voice returned to that calm clinical tone but warmth lingered underneath.

“That was beautiful. Your body knows exactly what it is now. But that pretty prostate orgasm doesn’t count as release. Not the kind you signed away in the contract.”

Kali’s eyes widened. The cage felt tighter than ever. Her hole still fluttered from the pounding. She wanted to beg. The old hedge fund instincts flickered once—calculate the negotiation—then died. Kali only nodded. The motion tugged the nipple chain again. A fresh spark shot through her chest.

Freya stood. She pulled a thin blanket over Kali’s strapped form. The tenderness returned for one brief second. She brushed a stray lash back into place on Kali’s cheek.

“No release for you. But tomorrow you wear my egg in public.”

She clicked off the bedroom light. Her heels retreated down the hallway once more. Kali lay in the dark. Wrists still cuffed. Body sticky with her own cum. Hole aching. Breasts heavy. Cage full and denied. The taste of Freya’s nipple and her own sissy fluid lingered on her tongue.

She tested the cuffs. No give. A helpless throb ran through her trapped clit. The public egg waited. The next rung. The next piece of her old self stripped away.

Kali closed her painted eyes. A small, broken smile curved her red lips in the darkness. She whispered the new name to herself like a prayer.

“Kali.”

The word felt right. Owned. Complete. Ready for whatever Freya brought next.


Chapter 8: Vibrating Shame

Freya’s heels clicked sharply across the hardwood.

“Eyes open, Kali. We have a full day ahead.”

She ripped the thin blanket away. Cool air hit Kali’s sticky skin. The heavy silicone breasts rose and fell with her quick breath. Dried cum-milk flaked on her belly and the tops of those glued tits. The pink lace panties clung transparently to the steel cage. Residual prostate fluid still glistened at the tiny slit.

Freya studied her like a project. Her own naked body looked flawless in the morning light. Nipples already tight. A faint sheen of fresh arousal shone between her thighs.

“Such a pretty mess.” She unclipped the wrist cuffs. “Sit up.”

Kali obeyed. The nipple clamps tugged hard with the movement. Pain flared bright in both buds. Freya reached between the heavy breasts and released the first clamp. Blood rushed back. Kali gasped. The second clamp came off. The chain slid free.

Freya leaned in. She took one aching nipple into her mouth and sucked gently. Warmth spread through Kali’s chest. Her caged cock twitched inside the steel tube.

“Good girl. That hurt, didn’t it?” Freya’s voice stayed low. Calm. “But your body loves it.”

She wiped the rest of the cum-milk away with a warm cloth. Each stroke felt possessive. When she reached the cage she cupped it. The metal felt warm from Kali’s heat. More clear fluid leaked out.

Freya smiled. Not cruel. Almost tender. “We are going out today. Feminine business attire. My vibrating egg buried deep in that smooth ass. You will sit through an entire dinner while I control every pulse.”

Kali’s stomach flipped. Boardroom memories flashed—her old self barking orders, closing eight-figure deals. That woman would have destroyed anyone who tried this. The new Kali only felt her hole twitch in anticipation.

Freya led her to the bathroom. She bent Kali over the marble counter. The heavy breasts pressed against cold stone. Freya’s fingers traced down her spine.

“Stay still.”

Cold lube touched her hole. Freya worked one finger inside. Then two. The stretch woke every nerve. Kali’s red lips parted. Makeup from last night still smeared at the corners of her eyes.

Freya added a third finger. She scissored slowly. “This egg is bigger than the plug. It will press right on your prostate the entire meal. No relief. No release.”

Kali moaned. The sound came out soft. Feminine. Freya’s free hand stroked her own pussy. Wet sounds filled the bathroom. Her breathing quickened.

She pulled her fingers free. The egg was silver and egg-shaped. She coated it thickly. Then she pressed the tip against Kali’s hole.

“Take it for me.”

The egg stretched her wide. Kali’s toes curled. The widest part popped inside. Freya pushed until only the antenna remained outside. She pressed a button on the remote. Low vibration hummed to life.

Kali’s knees buckled. The buzz drilled straight into her swollen prostate. Her caged cock spurted a thick drop into the panties.

Freya’s eyes darkened with lust. “Perfect. Now we dress you.”

She chose clothes from the guest room closet. A crisp white silk blouse. A tight black pencil skirt. Sheer thigh-high stockings. Patent black heels. No bra. The heavy breasts would strain against the thin fabric.

Freya slid the blouse over Kali’s arms. The material stretched across the fake tits. Buttons barely met in the middle. Cleavage spilled out. The nipples showed faintly through the silk.

Next came the skirt. Freya zipped it up. The fabric hugged Kali’s ass. The egg’s antenna pressed against the waistband. Every step made the buzz shift deeper.

Freya refreshed the makeup. Porcelain foundation. Fresh red lips. Smoky eyes. Individual lashes re-glued. When she finished she stepped back.

“Look at yourself.”

Kali faced the mirror. A sleek businesswoman stared back. Sharp cheekbones softened by blush. Heavy breasts straining the blouse. The pencil skirt hid the cage but the constant buzz reminded her exactly what she was.

Freya wore a deep green dress that clung to her curves. Her obsidian hair stayed pinned in that severe updo. She slipped the remote into her purse.

“Time to go.”

The drive to the restaurant took thirty minutes. Freya kept the egg on the lowest setting. Kali sat in the passenger seat. The vibrations traveled up her spine. Her cock leaked steadily. The front of her panties grew soaked again. The silk blouse felt damp under her arms.

They arrived at Le Jardin. Crystal chandeliers. White tablecloths. Quiet conversations from tables full of wealthy couples. The maître d’ seated them in a curved booth near the center of the room.

Freya ordered for both. Grilled salmon. Asparagus. Two glasses of chilled water.

“Drink,” she told Kali. “All of it.”

Kali sipped. The buzz in her ass never stopped. Her prostate felt full. Heavy. The cage cramped tighter every time she shifted.

Freya pulled the remote from her purse. She rested it on her thigh under the tablecloth. Her emerald eyes locked on Kali’s face.

“Level two.”

The vibration jumped. Kali gripped her water glass. The egg pressed harder against her prostate. A wave of unwanted pleasure rolled through her pelvis. Her cock tried to harden and failed. Clear fluid pulsed out in weak spurts. The wet spot on her panties spread.

A waiter approached. Young. Professional. “Is everything to your satisfaction?”

Kali opened her mouth. The buzz intensified. She managed a strangled, “Yes. Thank you.” Her voice sounded higher. Breathy.

Freya smiled sweetly at the waiter. Under the table her thumb moved again.

“Level four.”

Kali’s ass clenched around the egg. The buzzing drilled deep. Her prostate throbbed in time with her heartbeat. Pressure built fast. Not just in her cock. Lower. In her bladder. The two glasses of water suddenly felt like a mistake.

She pressed her thighs together. The pencil skirt rode up. The heavy breasts rose and fell faster under the silk. Her nipples hardened visibly.

Freya’s own cheeks carried a faint flush now. She squeezed her thighs under the table. Her dress shifted. Kali could smell her arousal—sharp, sweet, unmistakable.

“You are doing so well,” Freya whispered. Her voice stayed perfectly calm. “Look at you. Former hedge fund shark leaking in public like a desperate girl. Your cock is dripping down your balls. I can see it in your eyes.”

Kali bit her red lip. The vibration crawled higher. She felt the urge to moan. To rock her hips. To beg. Old memories of commanding rooms full of men tried to surface. They drowned under the relentless buzz against her prostate.

The waiter returned with bread. He set the basket down. Kali’s hand shook as she reached for a piece. The egg pulsed again. A small whimper escaped her throat.

Freya’s eyes flashed. She leaned close. Her breath brushed Kali’s ear.

“One more buzz and everyone hears what a desperate girl you are.”

She clicked the remote once more.

The vibration became brutal. Kali’s prostate spasmed. Her caged cock jerked hard inside the steel. Fluid leaked in a steady stream now. The front of her panties felt warm and slick. The pressure on her bladder grew urgent. She clenched every muscle.

Her painted nails dug into the tablecloth. Breasts strained against the blouse. The silk grew damp with sweat between them. She could feel eyes on her—curious glances from nearby tables. A woman two booths over frowned slightly.

Kali fought it. The buzz drilled deeper. Her hole fluttered around the egg. The need to release—either cum or piss—crested hard. She pictured herself soaking the chair. The humiliation of warm urine spreading under her tight skirt while strangers watched.

Freya’s hand slid under the table. She pressed two fingers against Kali’s leaking cage through the skirt. The touch was light. Cruel. Perfect.

Her own breathing had grown ragged. Freya’s nipples poked hard against her green dress. She rubbed her thighs together slowly. Kali realized she was close too. The sight of Kali’s struggle was making her wet enough to leave a spot on the booth cushion.

“Hold it,” Freya ordered softly. “You do not cum. You do not wet those pretty panties. Not yet.”

The vibration peaked. Kali’s vision blurred. Her prostate contracted hard. A single thick rope of prostate fluid forced its way past the cage and soaked through her panties. It wicked into the lining of the pencil skirt. The wet heat spread between her cheeks.

But she held. No moan loud enough for the room. No warm flood beneath her. She breathed through her red lips in shallow gasps. The heavy breasts quivered with each one.

Freya clicked the remote off. The buzzing stopped. Kali sagged against the booth. Relief and frustration crashed together. Her cock still leaked weakly. The bladder pressure remained urgent but manageable.

Freya’s flush had deepened. She excused herself to the restroom. When she returned five minutes later her eyes looked softer. Satisfied. The scent of her recent orgasm clung to her fingers when she brushed Kali’s cheek.

“You did beautifully.”

They finished the meal in heavy silence. Kali tasted every bite through the haze of denied need. The egg stayed buried deep. A constant heavy presence. The wet panties clung to her caged cock with every shift.

In the car on the way home Freya finally spoke again. Her hand rested on Kali’s thigh. The touch felt warm. Almost affectionate.

“You didn’t wet yourself this time. Tomorrow you won’t have a choice.”

Kali stared out the window. The city lights blurred past. The vibrating egg hummed once on its lowest setting like a promise. Her soaked panties cooled against her skin. The heavy breasts swayed with the motion of the car.

She felt the old Kael flicker one last time. Then he sank beneath the surface. Kali remained. Leaking. Full. Owned.

And terrifyingly ready for whatever came next.


Chapter 9: First Crinkle

The garage door rumbled shut behind them.

Freya killed the engine. Her emerald eyes fixed on Kali in the passenger seat.

“Out. We are not waiting until tomorrow.”

Kali’s heart slammed against her ribs. The vibrating egg buzzed low and steady inside her ass. Every small shift in the leather seat pressed it harder against her swollen prostate. The heavy silicone breasts glued to her chest swayed as she climbed out. Cool night air licked up her thighs under the tight pencil skirt.

Her pink lace panties clung cold and sticky. Prostate fluid had soaked through hours ago. The black skirt’s lining felt stiff where it had dried against her skin. Her bladder throbbed now. Two glasses of restaurant water had done their work. She pressed her stockinged thighs together and followed Freya’s clicking heels into the house.

Freya did not speak again until they reached the guest room. She had transformed it while Kali was strapped and pegged the night before. A wide padded changing table now dominated one wall. Thick plastic sheeting covered it. Stacks of thick white diapers sat beside jars of powder and wipes.

Kali stopped in the doorway. The old hedge fund manager inside her flickered once. Boardrooms. Power. Control. The memory died fast. Her cock tried to twitch inside its permanent steel cage and only leaked another weak pulse into the ruined panties.

“Skirt off. Blouse stays.” Freya’s voice stayed low. Calm. She moved like she had done this a thousand times.

Kali unzipped the pencil skirt. It pooled at her heels. The wet patch on the lining caught the light. Freya noticed. Of course she noticed.

“Those panties are disgusting. Remove them.”

Kali hooked her thumbs in the lace. The egg’s antenna brushed her fingers as she peeled the soaked fabric down. Cool air hit her caged cock and smooth balls. The steel tube glistened with fresh leakage.

Freya stepped close. Her deep green dress hugged every curve. She reached between Kali’s legs and gripped the egg’s antenna.

“Deep breath.”

She pulled. The egg stretched Kali’s hole wide on the way out. A wet pop filled the room. Kali’s knees buckled. Empty now, her ass fluttered around nothing. The constant buzz against her prostate vanished, but the pressure in her bladder doubled instantly.

Freya set the silver egg on the table. It still hummed. She pointed at the changing table.

“Up. On your back. Knees to your chest.”

Kali climbed. The glued breasts shifted heavily on her ribcage. The white silk blouse stretched tight across them. Her nipples poked hard against the damp fabric. She lay back. The plastic sheeting crinkled under her bare ass. She drew her knees up like an offering.

Freya snapped on a pair of thin latex gloves. The sound made Kali’s stomach tighten. Freya pumped a thick glob of cold lube onto her fingers anyway. She pushed two inside Kali’s empty hole without warning.

“Still loose from the egg. Good. You will not need this much soon.”

She scissored slowly. The wet squelch mixed with the crinkle of the plastic. Freya’s breathing deepened. A flush climbed her porcelain neck. Her free hand slid down her own thigh and under the hem of her dress.

Kali watched. The sight of Freya touching herself while fingering her ass sent fresh heat through the steel cage. A clear drop swelled at the tip and fell onto the plastic.

Freya withdrew her fingers. She wiped them on a cloth. Then she lifted one of the thick diapers. It unfolded with a loud plastic rustle. The scent of baby powder drifted up. Sweet. Clinical. Final.

She slid it under Kali’s raised hips. The padding felt cool and bulky against her smooth skin. Freya sprinkled powder generously over Kali’s caged cock, her balls, and the crease of her ass. The fine dust tickled. Kali’s nose filled with the scent.

Freya rubbed it in. Her gloved hand stroked slowly over the steel cage. She cupped the heavy breasts through the silk blouse next. Thumbs circled the hard nipples.

“Look at you. Former shark. Legs in the air. Powdered like a baby girl. Your cock is leaking again.”

Kali’s face burned. The betrayal hit fresh. Her caged clit throbbed harder at the words. She wanted to close her eyes but Freya’s stare pinned her.

Freya brought the front of the diaper up between Kali’s thighs. The thick padding pressed the cage flat against her belly. She pulled the tapes tight.

Rrrrip.

The first tape locked.

Rrrrip.

The second.

Rrrrip. Rrrrip.

All four tapes sealed with loud finality. The diaper hugged her hips. Bulk pushed her thighs apart. Kali felt the immediate weight between her legs.

Freya stepped back. She peeled the gloves off. Her own nipples strained against the green dress. She reached behind her back, unzipped the dress, and let it fall. Naked underneath. Her pussy lips glistened. A thin string of arousal stretched down one thigh.

She climbed onto the changing table. Straddled Kali’s padded hips. The heavy diaper crinkled loudly under her weight. Freya leaned forward. One full breast brushed Kali’s red lips.

“Suck while I ride this first crinkle.”

Kali latched on. Her painted mouth sealed around the hard nipple. Warmth flooded her tongue. She sucked deep. Freya moaned low in her throat. The sound vibrated into Kali’s mouth.

Freya rocked her hips. The diaper’s plastic shell rubbed against her wet pussy. Each grind made loud crinkles. The powder scent mixed with Freya’s sharp arousal. Kali’s bladder screamed now. The pressure sat right behind her eyes.

Freya reached down. She pressed the heel of her hand firmly on the front of the diaper. Right over the cage. The padding compressed. The steel tube dug into Kali’s trapped cock.

“Hold it. I want to feel you break.”

Kali whimpered around the nipple. Her legs trembled. The heavy breasts rose and fell fast under the silk. Freya’s free hand pinched Kali’s other nipple through the blouse. Sharp pleasure-pain shot straight to her bladder.

The first leak escaped.

Warmth bloomed sudden and hot inside the padding. Kali’s eyes flew wide. She tried to stop it. Muscles clenched hard. Another spurt shot out. Then the dam broke.

A long, uncontrollable stream flooded the diaper. The warmth spread fast. It wicked up the front, soaked around the cage, filled the seat. The padding swelled. Heavy. Sagging. The plastic outer shell grew hot and slick against her skin.

Freya felt every second of it. Her hips ground faster. The crinkle turned wet. Squishing. Her own pussy left shiny streaks on the diaper’s front.

“Feel that warm mess? That’s what diapers are for, good girl.”

The praise hit like a drug. Kali sucked harder on the breast. Tears pricked the corners of her smoky eyes. The shame burned bright but her caged cock pulsed happily inside the soaked bulk. The betrayal loop spun faster. Shame made her leak more. The leaking made her harder. The hardness proved Freya right.

Freya’s breathing turned ragged. She reached between her own legs and rubbed her clit in tight circles. The motion made her breast tug in Kali’s mouth. Milk-like sweetness seemed to coat Kali’s tongue from the force of Freya’s arousal.

“Yes. Keep sucking. Flood it for me.”

Kali released the last of her bladder. The diaper sagged heavily between her thighs now. Every tiny movement produced a loud wet crinkle. The warmth wrapped her like a claim.

Freya shuddered. Her thighs clamped tight around Kali’s padded hips. A low raw moan tore from her throat. Her pussy clenched visibly. Clear fluid squirted onto the soaked diaper front. She rode the orgasm hard. Hips jerking. Breast heaving in Kali’s nursing mouth. The contractions rolled through her stomach muscles in visible waves.

Long seconds passed. Freya’s body trembled above her. When the peak finally eased she pulled her nipple free with a wet pop. A string of saliva connected it to Kali’s red lips.

She looked down. Emerald eyes soft with pleasure and something deeper.

“You did not fight it. Not even once.” Her fingers traced Kali’s cheek. Tender. “My perfect girl.”

Kali lay there. Diaper heavy and warm. Cage floating in her own piss. The glued breasts ached from being pressed under the silk. Her ass still fluttered from the lost egg. The powder scent wrapped around them both.

Freya climbed off. She fetched a thick onesie from the drawer. Baby blue. Snaps at the crotch. She dressed Kali in it without hurry. The snaps closed over the bulging wet diaper. The bulk forced her legs into a permanent waddle.

Kali sat up slowly. The wet padding squished audibly. Fresh heat flooded her face.

Freya cupped her chin. “Tomorrow you wear this under your dress in public. Full day. No excuses. No bathroom breaks. Everyone will hear that crinkle. Everyone will see how you walk.”

Kali’s breath caught. The old Kael tried one final protest somewhere deep. It dissolved under the heavy sag between her legs. She nodded instead. The motion made the wet diaper shift again. Another soft crinkle. Another pulse in the steel cage.

Freya smiled. Slow. Certain. She pressed a kiss to Kali’s forehead. Then she guided her off the table.

The wet bulk swayed with every step toward the bedroom. Warmth spread again as the last drops settled. Kali felt owned in a brand new way.

Freya’s hand stayed possessively on the small of her back.

“Phase two begins at breakfast. I have so much more to take from you.”

The onesie crinkled loudly in the quiet hallway. Kali did not look back. She only followed. The warmth. The weight. The undeniable proof that she was exactly what Freya had always known she could be.


Chapter 10: Exposed Crinkles

Freya closed the bedroom door with a firm click.

The sound snapped through the quiet. Kali stood in the center of the room still dressed in the baby blue onesie. The heavy wet diaper sagged between her thighs. Every small shift produced a loud squish.

“Bed.” Freya pointed to the large mattress. She remained naked. Her nipples stayed tight from earlier. A faint sheen of her own cum still glistened on her inner thighs.

Kali climbed onto the sheets. The soaked padding compressed under her ass. Warmth from her own urine pressed back against her caged cock. She lay on her back. The glued silicone breasts rose high on her chest. The white silk blouse underneath felt sticky with dried sweat.

Freya pulled the covers over her without a word. She leaned down. Her obsidian hair fell like a curtain. She kissed Kali’s red lips once. Soft. Possessive.

“Sleep in it. Good girls don’t complain.”

Kali nodded. The shame from the first wetting still burned low in her belly. Yet her steel tube pulsed again. The betrayal never stopped.

Morning arrived with birdsong outside the window.

Freya stood beside the bed already dressed. She wore a crisp white blouse and tailored black slacks. The remote for the vibrating egg bulged in her pocket. Her emerald eyes scanned Kali’s form.

“Up. Changing table. Now.”

Kali rose. The cold wet diaper clung to her skin. It had cooled overnight into a clammy weight. She waddled after Freya down the hall. The onesie crinkled with each step. Her thighs stayed forced apart. The heavy breasts bounced under the silk.

They entered the guest room. The changing table waited with fresh plastic sheeting. Stacks of thick white diapers sat ready. The silver vibrating egg rested on the tray. It no longer hummed. Freya had switched it off during the night.

“On your back. Knees up.”

Kali obeyed. She lay on the table. The plastic felt cool against her neck. Freya unsnapped the crotch of the onesie with quick efficient pops. The wet diaper appeared. Yellowed. Swollen. Sagging heavily between Kali’s smooth legs.

Freya peeled the tapes open one by one. Loud rips filled the room. Cool air hit Kali’s caged cock. The steel tube glistened with old urine. Powder residue clung to her balls.

“You flooded it beautifully last night.” Freya’s voice stayed calm. She wiped Kali clean with warm cloths. Each stroke lingered. Her own breathing deepened. A flush crept up her porcelain neck.

Kali watched her. The old hedge fund manager inside her head stayed silent now. No boardroom commands. No escape plans. Only the throb in her empty ass and the ache in her glued tits.

Freya lifted the heavy breasts through the silk blouse. She pinched both nipples hard. Kali gasped. The buds had stayed tender since yesterday. Fresh heat pooled in her belly.

“These stay glued forever. My pretty girl needs her tits.” Freya leaned down. She sucked one nipple through the silk. Wet fabric clung to Kali’s skin. Freya’s tongue circled slowly.

Kali moaned. Her caged cock leaked a fresh drop. The betrayal loop spun again. Shame at her leaking clit only made her wetter.

Freya straightened. She picked up the silver egg. Thick lube coated its surface. She pressed two fingers into Kali’s ass first. The hole fluttered open easily. Still loose from yesterday.

“This goes back in. You will wear it in the park.”

The egg stretched her wide. Kali’s painted toes curled. The widest part popped past her rim. Full pressure returned against her prostate. Freya pushed until only the antenna remained outside. She pressed the remote in her pocket. Low vibration hummed to life.

Kali’s hips jerked. The buzz drilled straight into her swollen gland. Her cock tried to swell inside the steel. Clear fluid dripped from the slit.

Freya smiled. She slid a fresh diaper under Kali’s raised hips. Powder rained down in thick clouds. The sweet scent filled Kali’s nose. Freya rubbed it everywhere. Over the cage. Between her cheeks. Across her smooth mound.

The front came up. Thick padding compressed Kali’s trapped cock flat. Four tapes ripped shut. The new diaper hugged her hips. Bulk pushed her legs wider.

Freya stripped the onesie off completely. She replaced it with a short pink dress. The hem barely reached mid-thigh. The obvious diaper bulge showed clearly. The white plastic edges peeked below the fabric. Anyone who looked would know.

Freya stepped back. Her own hand drifted between her legs for a moment. She rubbed once through her slacks. A soft exhale escaped her.

“Stand. Walk for me.”

Kali slid off the table. The dress rode up with every movement. The diaper crinkled loud enough to echo. Each step forced a waddle. The vibrating egg buzzed steadily against her prostate. Pressure built fast in her bladder. Freya had made her drink two full bottles of water before the change.

They left the house. The park sat three blocks away. Morning sun warmed Kali’s bare legs. The short dress offered no coverage. Every stride made the crinkle audible. Loud. Plastic. Obvious.

Freya walked beside her. Unhurried. Her heels clicked on the sidewalk. She kept one hand in her pocket. On the remote.

“Everyone can see your bulk. Look at their faces.”

An older woman passed them on the path. Her eyes dropped to Kali’s hips. The visible diaper edge. The waddle. The woman’s eyebrows rose. She stared openly.

Kali’s face burned. The egg buzzed higher. Freya had clicked it up without warning. Pleasure spiked through her pelvis. Her bladder throbbed in time with the vibrations.

They reached the open grass. Joggers passed. A young couple on a bench looked up. The man nudged the woman. Both stared at the short dress and the thick padding bulging beneath it.

The crinkle sounded deafening to Kali. Each step produced a loud rustle. The diaper rubbed between her thighs. Warm powder scent mixed with the faint smell of her own leaking arousal.

Freya stopped near a fountain. She pulled Kali close. Her hand slid under the short hem. She pressed two fingers against the diaper front. Right over the cage.

“Wet yet?”

“Not yet.” Kali’s voice came out breathy. Feminine. The vibration drilled deeper. Her prostate felt swollen. Ready to spill.

Freya clicked the remote again. Level four. The egg shook hard inside her. Kali’s knees trembled. The buzz attacked her gland without mercy. Pressure in her bladder crested fast. She clenched hard.

A man walking his dog slowed. He stared at the obvious bulk under the pink dress. His eyes widened. He heard the crinkle as Kali shifted. A smirk tugged his lips.

Freya noticed. She leaned in. Her breath brushed Kali’s ear. “He sees what you are. A diapered slut in public.”

The words hit like a slap. Kali’s caged cock pulsed. Shame flooded her chest. The shame made her clit leak more. The leak made the diaper warmer. The loop spun tighter.

She tried to hold it. The vibration would not let her. Her muscles fluttered. A hot spurt escaped. Then another.

Warm urine flooded the fresh padding. The stream came strong and long. Heat spread everywhere. It wicked up the front. Soaked around the steel cage. Filled the seat until the diaper sagged heavier. The plastic outer layer grew hot and slick.

The crinkle changed pitch. Wetter now. Louder with each tiny movement.

The couple on the bench whispered. The woman pointed. Both watched Kali’s face flush deep red. The man’s eyes stayed glued to the bulging wet padding visible below the short dress.

Freya’s cheeks carried a deep flush too. She squeezed her own thighs together. Her nipples poked hard against her white blouse. She slipped one hand into her slacks pocket. Not for the remote. Lower. She rubbed herself through the fabric while strangers watched Kali break.

“Everyone can hear what a pathetic diapered slut you are.”

The key words landed. Kali moaned softly. The second wetting would not stop. Hot urine continued to pour out. The heavy diaper swelled between her legs. It drooped visibly now. The hem of the pink dress could not hide the sagging bulk.

Warmth wrapped her ass and balls. The vibrating egg buzzed through the liquid. Each pulse sent sparks up her spine. Her glued breasts heaved under the dress. Nipples rubbed raw against the silk blouse.

Freya breathed harder. Her own arousal showed in the wet spot forming at the crotch of her slacks. She did not hide it. She rocked her hips once against her hidden fingers. A tiny gasp left her lips.

The dog walker had stopped completely. He adjusted himself openly. The sight of the tall elegant woman controlling the diapered girl in public clearly excited him.

Kali stood there. Flooding. Crinkling. Observed. The old Kael would have died before allowing this. The new Kali only felt her prostate throb harder. Her bladder emptied completely. The warm heavy mess became proof. She belonged like this.

Freya clicked the remote down to low. The egg settled into a gentle hum. She took Kali’s hand. Her grip felt tender despite the public humiliation.

“Walk. All the way around the park. Let them hear every step.”

They continued along the path. The wet diaper squished audibly now. Each waddle produced a loud wet crinkle. More people looked. A group of three women in yoga pants slowed their run. One covered her mouth. Another smiled with open curiosity.

Kali’s face stayed burning. Yet her hips rolled slightly with each step. The vibration against her prostate mixed with the warm wet weight. Pleasure built despite the cage. She leaked steadily into the already soaked padding. Clear prostate fluid joined her urine.

Freya’s hand stayed in her pocket. She rubbed herself in time with Kali’s steps. Her breathing grew ragged. Emerald eyes stayed locked on Kali’s face.

“You surprise me. No fight left. Just acceptance and a soaking wet diaper.” Her voice carried soft affection. “I get so wet owning you like this.”

She pulled her hand free for a moment. Her fingers glistened. She wiped them across Kali’s red lips. Kali tasted her. Sharp. Sweet. Fresh arousal.

The bench couple had followed at a distance. They watched the wet sag grow more obvious. The man’s shorts showed his own hardness. The woman bit her lip.

Kali felt another small leak. Not urine this time. The prostate pressure had grown too strong. A thick spurt of clear fluid forced past the cage. It mixed into the warm mess. The diaper grew heavier. It swung between her thighs with every step.

Freya noticed the change in the crinkle. She smiled. Her own thighs pressed tight together as she walked. She was close. The public control pushed her toward the edge.

They completed the loop. The park exit waited ahead. Kali’s dress had ridden up completely in back. The full wet diaper showed. Tapes tight. Plastic shiny with use. The loud crinkle followed them like a bell.

Freya stopped at the edge of the grass. She pulled Kali behind a thick tree. Not fully hidden. Anyone passing could still see.

She dropped to one knee. Her hands slid under the short dress. She pressed both palms against the soaked front. The warm wet padding squished loudly.

“So heavy. So used. My perfect girl.”

Freya rubbed in slow circles. The motion pressed the vibrating egg harder against Kali’s prostate. Kali whimpered. Her knees shook. The glued breasts ached. Her nipples stood out like diamonds under the thin fabric.

Freya’s own face showed raw need now. Her slacks had a visible wet line down one thigh. She rubbed herself against Kali’s leg while she massaged the soaked diaper.

The tree hid them from most angles. But not all. A jogger passed. He saw enough. His stride faltered. He kept running but looked back twice.

Freya’s breathing turned sharp. She ground harder against Kali’s thigh. Her hand moved faster on the wet padding. The crinkle mixed with wet squelching sounds.

“Come for me. Not with your cock. With your ass.”

The vibration spiked. Kali’s prostate contracted hard. Pleasure exploded deep inside. No cum shot from her cage. Instead her whole pelvis clenched in waves. Her hole fluttered around the egg. A long groan left her red lips.

Freya followed seconds later. She buried her face in Kali’s neck. Her body shook. Wet heat flooded her slacks as she came. Her pussy clenched visibly through the fabric. A low moan vibrated against Kali’s skin. Her thighs trembled. The orgasm rolled through her in visible spasms.

Long moments passed. Freya stayed pressed close. Her hands gentled on the soaked diaper. She patted the heavy bulk once.

“Good girl. Such a good pathetic diapered slut.”

They stepped out from behind the tree. The wet crinkle sounded even louder now. The diaper had cooled slightly but still felt warm and heavy. It sagged lower. The short pink dress did nothing to hide it.

People stared all the way back to the car. Whispers followed. One older man shook his head but kept watching. A mother with a stroller actually smiled like she understood.

Freya drove them home in silence. Her hand rested on Kali’s wet lap the entire time. She squeezed the soggy padding occasionally. Each squeeze made fresh squishing sounds.

The garage door closed behind them.

Home now. The real overnight training begins.


Chapter 11: Clamped and Edged

Freya killed the garage lights with one sharp flick.

Darkness swallowed the car. Kali sat frozen in the passenger seat. The soaked diaper squished under her ass the second she tried to shift. Warm piss and prostate fluid sloshed inside the heavy padding. The short pink dress had ridden all the way up. Anyone looking would see the sagging plastic bulk and the tapes stretched tight around her hips.

“Inside. Now.”

Freya’s voice stayed low. She did not wait for an answer. Her heels clicked across the concrete. Kali followed. Each waddle made the diaper louder. Wet crinkles mixed with the faint buzz of the silver egg still buried in her ass. The low vibration pressed steady against her swollen prostate. Her caged cock floated in the warm mess. It leaked again.

The house air felt cooler on her bare thighs. Freya led her straight to the guest room. Kali’s stomach tightened when she saw it. The changing table still waited against one wall. But a new piece dominated the center. An adult crib. Heavy wooden rails. Metal bars painted soft white. A thick mattress covered in crinkly plastic.

Freya pointed.

“Strip the dress and blouse. Leave the diaper.”

Kali’s hands shook as she obeyed. The pink fabric whispered down her legs. The white silk blouse followed. Her heavy silicone breasts stood out proud and fake on her lean chest. The nipples below the forms poked out hard and raw from the park grinding. Full makeup still painted her face. Red lips. Smoky eyes. She looked like a used doll.

Freya opened the crib rail.

“Lie down. Arms above your head.”

Kali climbed in. The plastic sheet stuck to her back. The soaked diaper spread wider under her weight. Fresh warmth oozed around her balls. She raised her arms. Freya snapped leather cuffs around each wrist. The cuffs clicked to the crib rails with short chains. Kali tested them once. The chains gave her six inches of movement. No more.

She lay trapped. Legs forced apart by the swollen padding. Breasts pointing at the ceiling. The vibrating egg hummed on low. Her bladder already ached again even though she had flooded it in the park.

Freya stood over the crib and watched. Her crisp white blouse showed clear damp patches under her arms. The wet line down her left thigh had grown. She reached into her pocket. The remote appeared.

The egg jumped to medium.

Kali gasped. Her hips jerked. The sudden buzz drilled straight into her prostate. The steel cage twitched. Clear fluid pulsed out of her trapped cock and mixed with the sloshing mess. The diaper grew hotter between her legs.

“Listen to it.” Freya leaned closer. “That wet sound is your new heartbeat.”

She produced two small silver clamps from her slacks pocket. The metal jaws caught the light. Freya’s emerald eyes stayed calm but her breathing had changed. Shallower. Faster.

“These are for my favorite toys.”

She bent over the crib rail. Her fingers circled one tender nipple first. She pinched. Rolled. Kali’s back arched off the plastic. The chains rattled. Pain flared sharp and bright. Then Freya slid the first clamp on.

The bite sank deep.

Kali cried out. The sudden pressure made her cock strain harder inside its pink steel tube. The second clamp followed on the other nipple. Twin points of fire flared across her chest. The silicone breasts jiggled with every ragged breath. The chain between the clamps dangled cold against her sternum.

Freya gave it a light tug.

Pleasure and pain exploded together. Kali’s ass clenched around the vibrating egg. The soaked diaper squelched loudly. Another spurt of prostate fluid leaked out. She could feel it wick up the front of the padding and cool against her smooth skin.

“Look at you.” Freya’s voice dropped even lower. “Former hedge fund shark. Cuffed in a crib. Diaper soaked like a baby. Cock trying so hard to get hard for me.”

Kali’s face burned. The old boardroom version of herself screamed somewhere far away. That man had closed million-dollar deals with a smirk. This version leaked helplessly into plastic and begged with her eyes. The shame hit her chest like a fist. Her nipples throbbed harder inside the clamps. The pain fed the arousal. The arousal made her leak more. The loop spun faster.

Freya noticed every twitch.

She reached through the bars and pressed her palm flat on the bulging diaper. The padding compressed. Warm piss shifted and sloshed around the cage. The egg buzzed louder against her gland. Kali’s thighs trembled.

“Good girl. Your body always tells the truth first.”

Freya rubbed slow circles. Each pass made the wet crinkle louder. The clamps tugged with every squirm. Kali’s prostate swelled. Pressure built fast and deep. Her balls drew tight behind the cage. The orgasm rushed toward her like a freight train.

She whimpered. “Please… I’m close.”

Freya lifted her hand.

The edge vanished.

Kali’s hips chased the lost pressure. The chains clinked. The clamps bit harder with the movement. A frustrated groan tore from her red lips. Her prostate pulsed uselessly. No release. Just aching need that left her shaking.

Freya smiled. She unbuttoned her white blouse one slow button at a time. Her full breasts spilled free. Nipples already tight and dark. She dropped the blouse on the floor. Her slacks followed. The wet spot at her crotch glistened in the low light. A shiny string of her arousal stretched down one thigh.

She climbed over the crib rail and straddled Kali’s chest. The chains kept Kali’s arms stretched high. Freya’s wet pussy hovered inches above her face. The scent of her arousal filled Kali’s nose. Sharp. Sweet. Hungry.

“Suck.”

Kali lifted her head. Her painted mouth sealed around one hard nipple. She sucked deep. Freya moaned softly. The sound vibrated through her breast and into Kali’s tongue. Freya’s free hand reached behind her and pressed two fingers against the soaked diaper. Right over the cage.

She rubbed.

The egg buzzed higher.

Kali nursed harder. Her own nipples screamed inside the clamps. The pain mixed with the relentless vibration. Her prostate throbbed in time with her sucks. The diaper squelched and sloshed under Freya’s fingers. Warm fluid shifted everywhere.

Freya’s breathing grew ragged. Her hips rocked. She ground her wet pussy against Kali’s chin while her hand worked the heavy padding.

“Again. Get right to the edge for me.”

Kali obeyed. The pressure built faster this time. Her ass fluttered around the silver egg. The clamps turned every breath into bright sparks. Her caged cock strained so hard the steel ring behind her balls dug in. She felt the orgasm rising. Her thighs shook. The chains rattled louder.

Freya watched her face the entire time. Emerald eyes sharp. Cheeks flushed dark. Her own pussy dripped onto Kali’s neck.

“Hold it.”

Kali whined around the nipple. She tried. The need crested. Her prostate contracted hard. The first pulse of a prostate orgasm started.

Freya yanked her hand away.

The peak died instantly. Kali’s body convulsed anyway. Her hole squeezed the egg in useless spasms. No cum. No full release. Just a ruined flutter that left her gasping and desperate. Tears leaked from the corners of her smoky eyes and smudged her makeup.

Freya pulled her breast free with a wet pop. She slid down Kali’s body until she sat directly on the sagging diaper. The soaked padding compressed under her weight. Fresh squelching sounds filled the crib.

She looked down at Kali’s clamped nipples. The chain between them trembled with every heartbeat.

“Beg me to keep you.”

Kali’s voice cracked. “Please.”

“Not good enough.” Freya rocked her hips. The wet diaper squished obscenely under her bare pussy. She reached forward and tugged the clamp chain. Sharp pain flared. Kali cried out. The egg buzzed mercilessly against her gland.

“Beg like the broken toy you were always meant to be.”

Kali broke.

The words poured out between sobs and moans. “Keep me. Please keep me. I’m your broken toy. I used to run numbers and close deals but now I just leak in diapers for you. I need the cage. I need the clamps. I need you to own every drop I make. Please don’t throw me out. I’ll stay forever. I’ll be Kali. I’ll be yours.”

Freya’s eyes darkened with fresh lust. She rubbed herself faster on the sloshing bulk. Her pussy left shiny streaks across the plastic front of the diaper. The scent of her arousal mixed with baby powder and used padding.

She leaned down. Her breasts pressed against Kali’s clamped chest. The added pressure made the metal bite deeper. Kali whimpered. Freya kissed her hard. Tongues tangled. Red lipstick smeared.

When she pulled back her voice stayed soft. Almost tender.

“You surprised me tonight. No fight left at all. Just pretty tears and a soaking wet diaper.” She stroked Kali’s cheek with one thumb. “I get so fucking wet when you beg like that.”

She reached between her own legs. Two fingers sank into her pussy with a wet sound. Her other hand returned to the front of the diaper. She pressed hard. The vibrating egg went to maximum.

The buzz became brutal.

Kali’s eyes rolled back. The third edge hit like a hammer. Her prostate swelled until it felt ready to burst. The clamps turned her nipples into twin points of fire that fed straight into her trapped cock. The sloshing warmth of her own mess wrapped her like a claim. Shame burned bright in her chest. Shame at how good it felt. Shame at how she humped up against Freya’s hand like an animal.

The betrayal loop spun out of control.

Freya fucked herself faster. Her breasts bounced above Kali’s face. Sweat glistened on her porcelain collarbones. Her thighs clamped tight around the bulky diaper.

“Come with me this time. But only in your ass. No cock. Never again.”

Kali’s whole body seized. The orgasm crashed over her without mercy. Her prostate pulsed in strong waves. Her hole clenched and fluttered around the violent buzz of the egg. Clear prostate fluid pumped steadily into the already ruined diaper. The padding grew heavier. Hotter. The chains rattled as her arms strained against the cuffs. A long broken moan tore from her throat.

Freya followed right behind. Her fingers drove deep. Her pussy clenched visibly around them. A raw cry escaped her lips. Clear fluid squirted onto the diaper front in short hard pulses. Her stomach muscles fluttered. Her thighs shook so hard the crib rocked. The orgasm rolled through her in visible waves that made her breasts bounce. She kept rubbing herself through every contraction. Milk-white thighs clamped around Kali’s hips.

Long seconds passed. Freya’s breathing slowly evened. She finally switched the egg off. The sudden silence felt deafening. Only the wet crinkle of the thoroughly used diaper remained.

She climbed off the crib. Her legs still trembled. She looked down at Kali. Cuffed. Clamped. Makeup ruined. Diaper sagging heavily between spread thighs. A fresh puddle of Freya’s cum cooled on the plastic.

Freya’s voice came gentle now. She removed the nipple clamps one at a time. Blood rushed back into the tortured buds. Kali hissed at the fresh sting. Freya leaned in and kissed each nipple softly. Her tongue soothed the marks.

“You did so well.”

She reached through the bars and stroked Kali’s hair. The tenderness felt more dangerous than the clamps. Kali leaned into the touch before she could stop herself. The old hedge fund manager inside her head had gone completely quiet. Only Kali remained. Wet. Owned. Aching for the next command.

Freya straightened. She pulled her slacks back on but left her blouse off. Her breasts stayed bare. Nipples still tight from her orgasm.

She looked down at the cuffed figure in the crib. The soaked diaper. The trembling thighs. The smeared lipstick and tear-streaked makeup.

“Tomorrow you choose to stay forever. Or I throw you out like this.”

Her emerald eyes held Kali’s without blinking.

“Diapered. Caged. Tits glued to your chest. Makeup running. Full makeup and a very obvious wet sag for the whole neighborhood to see.”

She clicked the crib rail shut. The lock engaged with a heavy final sound.

“Sleep in it. Think about your choice. The real overnight training has only just started.”

Kali lay in the dark. The heavy wet diaper cooled slowly against her skin. The silver egg stayed buried deep. Her nipples throbbed. Her prostate still fluttered with aftershocks. Chains kept her arms stretched above her head.

She stared at the ceiling.

The warmth between her legs shifted again. Another small leak escaped. The padding drank it up with a soft crinkle.

She did not know what she would choose tomorrow.

But her body already knew.

It always knew first.


Chapter 12: Owned Forever

The crib rail clicked open.

Freya stood above it in nothing but her tailored black slacks. Her full breasts hung heavy and bare. Nipples stiff in the cool morning light. She reached in and unlocked the leather cuffs with two quick twists.

Kali’s arms dropped. They ached from the long night stretched overhead. The soaked diaper squelched loudly as she shifted. Warm piss and Freya’s dried squirt sloshed against her caged cock. The silver egg sat heavy in her ass. Still off. Still full.

“Out.”

Kali crawled from the crib on shaky knees. The heavy silicone tits glued to her chest swung with every movement. Makeup streaked her face in black rivers. Red lipstick smeared like a whore’s after a long night. She kept her eyes down.

Freya’s hand cupped her chin. Lifted it. Those emerald eyes studied the ruin without hurry.

“You look exactly like what you are. A broken girl who leaked all night in her crib.” Her thumb wiped a tear streak. “Good.”

The words landed soft. They still made Kali’s cage twitch.

Freya led her to the changing table. The plastic sheet crinkled as Kali climbed on. She lay back. Legs fell open without being told. The diaper sagged between her thighs like a soaked sponge. Yellow stains showed through the plastic. The scent of urine, powder, and sex filled the room.

Freya peeled the tapes open one at a time. Loud rips echoed. Cool air hit Kali’s skin. The front of the diaper folded down. The pink steel cage emerged. The tube floated in a shallow pool of last night’s mess. Clear prostate fluid mixed with old cum and piss.

“Look at this filthy cage.” Freya’s voice stayed calm. She ran one finger along the steel. Kali shuddered. “It will never come off. Say it.”

“It will never come off.”

Freya smiled. She pulled the vibrating silver egg out slowly. The widest part stretched Kali’s hole on the way. A wet pop sounded. Kali gasped. Her prostate fluttered at the sudden emptiness.

Freya set the egg aside. She grabbed warm wipes. Cleaned every inch. The cloth dragged over the cage. Under the balls. Between smooth cheeks. Each stroke felt clinical. Each stroke made Kali leak fresh fluid into the open diaper.

Freya’s own breathing deepened. A flush climbed her neck. She pressed her thighs together once. Hard.

“You’re getting wet again just from being cleaned. Pathetic.” She leaned down. Kissed the tip of the cage. “My perfect pathetic girl.”

Kali’s face burned. The old hedge fund voice tried one last protest. This is permanent. This is forever. Then it died. The new voice answered. Good.

Freya dusted fresh powder. Thick clouds rose. Sweet scent wrapped Kali like a blanket. She rubbed it in thoroughly. Over the cage. Around the hole. Across the glued breasts. Her hands lingered on the silicone nipples. Pinched. Rolled.

Kali moaned. Her hips rolled up without permission.

Freya taped a fresh heavy diaper on. Four loud rips. The padding compressed her cage flat. Bulk pushed her thighs apart. This one felt even thicker. Overnight bulk. No escape from it.

She dressed Kali next. Short pink sissy dress with white lace trim. The hem barely covered the diaper. Frilly petticoat made the skirt stick out. White thigh-high stockings. Shiny mary janes with little locks. Freya fixed the makeup. Fresh red lips. Fresh smoky eyes. Perfect doll face on a leaking girl.

Kali stood. The dress rustled. The diaper crinkled with every tiny shift. She looked in the mirror. A shaved, caged, breasted slut stared back. The old Kael had vanished.

Freya took her hand. Led her to the foyer. Morning light poured through tall windows. The marble drawer stood open. The contract renewal waited on a silver tray. Two copies. Fresh ink. Permanent clauses.

“Kneel.”

Kali dropped. The diaper compressed under her. Warm squish reminded her of the night’s leaks. She stayed upright. Hands on thighs. Eyes on the papers.

Freya read the key lines aloud. Calm. Precise. “Total surrender of name, body, finances, and orgasms. No penile release ever. Diapered at all times. Public ownership permitted. Identity as Kali sealed forever.”

She handed Kali the pen.

Kali’s fingers shook. She thought of boardrooms. Power lunches. The man who once made traders flinch. That man’s cock twitched helplessly in its cage right now. Proof.

She signed.

Both copies.

Freya took the papers. Folded them. Put them away. Then she turned. Her slacks slid down her long legs. She stepped out of them. Naked now except for her heels. Her pussy glistened. Swollen. Wet.

She sat on the wide foyer chair. Legs spread. Tapped her lap.

“Come nurse, girl.”

Kali crawled between her thighs. The heavy diaper dragged on the marble. She rose up. Freya cupped the back of her head and pulled her face to one breast. The nipple brushed her fresh red lips.

“Suck.”

Kali sealed her mouth around it. Warm milk flowed across her tongue. Sweet. Thick. Freya had prepared for this. The taste flooded her. She sucked harder. Greedy. The silicone tits on her own chest pressed against Freya’s thigh.

Freya moaned low. Her free hand reached for the strapon she had placed on the side table earlier. Black. Thick. Curved to hit prostate. She buckled it around her hips while Kali kept nursing. The silicone cock bobbed in front of Kali’s face.

Freya’s breathing changed. Shallower. Her nipple hardened more against Kali’s tongue. She squeezed her thighs around Kali’s sides. Wetness from her pussy smeared Kali’s chin.

“Good girl. Drink Mommy’s milk while I get ready to fuck what belongs to me.”

Kali whimpered around the nipple. The words sank deep. Her cage leaked steadily into the fresh diaper. The padding grew warm again. The betrayal loop spun tight. Shame at how much she needed this. Arousal at how easily she had signed her life away. More shame. More leaks.

Freya pulled her mouth to the other breast. More warm milk. Kali swallowed. Her throat worked. Freya’s hand slid down Kali’s back. Found the diaper tapes. Ripped two open. The back folded down. Cool air kissed her hole.

Lube clicked open. Cold gel dripped directly onto Kali’s rim. Freya pushed two fingers in first. Scissored. Stretched. The milk kept flowing. Kali sucked in rhythm with the fingers.

“You signed. You’re mine forever now.” Freya’s voice stayed soft. Almost loving. “No going back. No boardrooms. Just diapers and my cock.”

She removed her fingers. The thick strapon pressed against Kali’s hole. Slow. Steady. The head popped past the rim. Kali gasped around the nipple. The stretch burned sweet. Freya kept pushing. Inch by inch until the harness pressed against the open diaper.

Full.

Kali’s prostate sang. The curved tip pressed right on it. Her cage strained. The diaper crinkled as her hips jerked.

Freya began to thrust. Slow at first. Deep. Each push ground the strapon against Kali’s gland. Each pull dragged it over the sensitive spot. Milk continued to fill Kali’s mouth. She swallowed. Sucked. Moaned.

The foyer filled with wet sounds. Suckling. Thrusting. Crinkling diaper. Freya’s low breaths.

Freya’s pussy dripped down her own thighs. She rode the strapon’s base while she fucked Kali. Her clit rubbed the harness with every forward snap of her hips. Her breasts heaved. The nipple in Kali’s mouth leaked faster.

“Harder, girl. Suck like you mean your surrender.”

Kali did. She latched tight. Tongue swirled. Teeth grazed just enough. Freya’s thrusts sped up. The strapon slammed into Kali’s ass now. Direct. Brutal on her prostate. The heavy diaper swung between her knees. Wet tapes flapped. Powder and piss scent mixed with sex.

Pressure built fast in Kali’s pelvis. Deep. Inevitable. No cock involved. Just waves of prostate pleasure that made her hole flutter around the invading silicone.

Freya’s free hand reached under. Pressed the front of the diaper. Right over the cage. Rubbed in tight circles. The wet padding squelched.

“I feel how full you are. All that cum trapped in your diaper like a baby. My baby.”

Kali’s eyes rolled. The milk. The cock. The words. The permanent contract sitting in the drawer. Everything crashed together.

Freya’s own orgasm built. Her thrusts lost rhythm. Became desperate. Her pussy made wet sounds against the harness. She panted above Kali’s head.

“Cum for Mommy, my perfect shaved, diapered, owned girl.”

The command unlocked everything.

Kali’s prostate contracted hard. Waves rolled through her. Strong. Unstoppable. Clear prostate cum pumped out of her caged cock in thick spurts. It flooded the fresh diaper. Hot. Wet. Lots of it. The padding swelled heavier. The warmth spread everywhere. Up her mound. Around her balls. Down to her ass. The diaper sagged visibly. Crinkled louder with every pulse.

She kept sucking. Milk flowed while her body emptied into plastic. Long groans vibrated around Freya’s nipple. Her hole clenched the strapon in strong spasms. Toes curled in the mary janes. Tears of release leaked from her smoky eyes.

Freya followed seconds later. She slammed deep one final time. Her pussy clenched visibly. Clear squirt shot from her in hard pulses. It sprayed across the open diaper and Kali’s back. Her thighs shook. Breasts heaved. A raw cry tore from her throat. She ground her clit against the harness through every contraction. Milk leaked faster into Kali’s mouth from the force of her orgasm.

They stayed locked together. Thrusts slowed. Suckling gentled. The only sounds were wet breathing and the constant crinkle of the thoroughly used diaper.

Freya finally pulled her nipple free. A thin string of milk connected Kali’s lips to her breast. She wiped it away with her thumb. Tender.

Kali looked up. Eyes glassy. Subspace deep. No trace of the hedge fund shark remained. Only soft surrender.

“I’m yours. Forever. I choose this.”

Freya’s smile carried real warmth. She stroked Kali’s ruined hair. Then she refastened the diaper tapes. Tight. The heavy wet bulk settled between Kali’s legs. Proof of what she had just done.

She stood. Helped Kali to her feet. The sissy dress fell back into place. The sag showed clearly below the hem. Wet. Obvious. Owned.

Freya kissed her forehead. Soft. Possessive.

“There is no going back. You never want to.”

Kali felt the warm milk settle in her belly. The heavier diaper between her thighs. The permanent cage. The glued breasts. The signed papers.

Her body agreed.

Her heart agreed.

She took a small step. The crinkle sounded like home now.

Freya watched her new forever girl with shining eyes. Her hand slid between her own legs again. Still wet. Still hungry.

“Real training starts tomorrow, little one. But tonight you sleep in my bed. Wet diaper and all.”

Kali nodded. The shame had burned away. Only deep, aching peace remained. And fresh heat building again beneath the plastic.

She followed her owner toward the stairs. Each step made the soaked diaper squish. Each step reminded her exactly who she had become.

Kali.

Shaved.

Caged.

Diapered.

Owned.

Forever.

Still craving more? 
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