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Chapter 1: The Drunken Bet

Connor slammed the shot glass down on the bar table, the burn of whiskey spreading hot through his chest. The bachelor party roared around him—his bros shouting, slapping his back, the dive bar thick with beer stink and cheap cologne. At 28, he was the king of this night, a marketing exec with a fresh promotion, broad shoulders straining his tailored shirt, and a grin that screamed untouchable.

He flexed for the crowd, biceps popping. “Who’s got me next round? I’m just getting started!”

Laughter erupted, glasses clinked, and some dude—Mark, maybe—shoved another shot into his hand. Connor downed it in one gulp, the heat pooling low, making him louder, bolder. He was the alpha here, always had been, and tonight was his victory lap before locking down the perfect life with his fiancée.

Then the door swung open.

Jade walked in, and the noise seemed to dull for a split second. At 32, she was his fiancée’s older sister, a child psychologist who always looked too put-together—slim black dress hugging her frame, heels clicking with purpose, dark hair pulled back tight. Her smile was a weapon, subtle but sharp, and her eyes locked on Connor like she already knew every secret he didn’t even admit to himself.

He caught her gaze and smirked, booze fueling his bravado. “Jade! Come to crash the party, huh?”

She didn’t flinch, just glided through the crowd of rowdy guys like they were background noise. “I heard you’re the man of the hour, Connor. Thought I’d see if you’re as tough as you act.”

The bros hooted, sensing a challenge. Connor puffed out his chest, leaning against the bar, all swagger. “Tougher. Name your game, sis.”

Her lips curved, that smirk slicing through his confidence for a flicker of a moment. She stepped closer, voice low but clear, carrying over the din. “A bet, then. One weekend. You do exactly what I say, no questions asked.”

He laughed, loud and sloppy, whiskey buzzing in his veins. “What, like your errand boy? Easy money.”

Jade’s eyes gleamed, predatory under the dim bar lights. “Not quite. You’ll be my baby girl for the weekend—diapers, dresses, the whole deal.”

The room exploded with laughter, his bros doubling over, punching his arm, shouting “No way!” and “She’s got you, man!” Connor’s face burned, but the alcohol drowned out the shame. He slammed a fist on the bar, grinning wide, refusing to back down.

“Done! I’ll play your little game, Jade. Bet I’ll have you begging me to stop by Sunday!”

Her laughter was soft, amused, cutting deeper than the guys’ roars. It hung above him, warm and mocking, making his skin prickle despite the whiskey glow. “Oh, Connor. You have no idea what you’ve agreed to.”

He shrugged it off, turning back to the bar for another drink. But her stare lingered, heavy on the back of his neck. He could feel it, even as he shouted for another round, even as his bros kept hyping him up.

The night blurred on—more shots, more slurred trash talk. Connor’s head spun, but he kept going, riding the high of being the center of attention. Jade stayed on the edges, watching, nursing a single glass of wine, her presence a quiet threat he couldn’t shake.

Hours later, the crowd thinned, guys stumbling out into the night, slapping him goodbye. Connor slumped against a sticky barstool, shirt half-unbuttoned, tie long gone, still grinning like he’d won something. Jade approached, her heels clicking slow and deliberate on the grimy floor.

She stopped right in front of him, close enough that he caught the faint lavender of her perfume. “You’re a mess, Connor. But a deal’s a deal.”

He squinted up at her, the room tilting just a bit. “Yeah, yeah, I’m game. What’s the catch?”

Her smile didn’t waver, but her eyes pinned him, cold and knowing. “No catch. Just rules. You’ll follow every single one, starting tomorrow.”

He snorted, waving a hand, too drunk to care. “Sure, whatever. Bring it on.”

Jade tilted her head, studying him like he was already something small, something hers. Then she reached out, her hand brushing his jaw, light but firm, forcing his bleary gaze to meet hers. His skin tingled under her touch, a jolt cutting through the haze.

Her fingers lingered, thumb tracing the edge of his chin. “A man keeps his word, Connor. See you tomorrow.”

His breath hitched, unbidden, a flicker of heat low in his gut. What the hell was that? He pulled back, laughing it off, but it came out shaky.

She stepped back, that smirk still in place, and turned toward the door. His eyes followed her, stuck on the sway of her hips, the click of her heels fading into the night. The bar felt emptier, quieter, but her words echoed, heavy with promise—or threat.

Tomorrow. What had he gotten himself into?

He shook his head, trying to clear the fog, and stumbled to his feet. The whiskey warmth still sat in his chest, but now it mixed with something else—unease, maybe, or something hotter, uglier. He ignored it, grabbing his jacket, muttering to himself that it was just a dumb bet, just a joke.

But Jade’s laughter rang in his ears, soft and cutting, as he pushed out into the cool night air. His cock twitched, traitorously, at the memory of her touch on his jaw, her voice wrapping around “baby girl.” He cursed under his breath, shoving the thought down, but it stuck.

He wasn’t worried. Not really. He was Connor, the guy who always came out on top.

Still, as he hailed a cab, her final look burned behind his eyes—calm, amused, promising something far beyond a simple joke. His gut twisted, half dread, half something he refused to name. Tomorrow was coming fast.

---

The next morning hit like a truck. Connor groaned, rolling over in his bachelor pad bed, head pounding from the night before. Sunlight stabbed through the blinds, and he squinted at the clock—9:03 AM.

His phone buzzed on the nightstand, relentless. He grabbed it, wincing at the screen. A text from Jade: Be at my place by 10. Don’t be late, little one.

Little one. His stomach flipped, a weird mix of irritation and… something else. He tossed the phone down, rubbing his face, trying to shake off the memory of her smirk, her hand on his chin.

He dragged himself out of bed, muscles aching from the gym and the booze, and stumbled to the bathroom. The mirror showed a guy who still had it—sharp jaw, stubble, broad frame—but his eyes were bloodshot, and that damn text kept nagging at him. A bet’s a bet, sure, but what was her angle?

He splashed cold water on his face. It didn’t help. The heat from last night, that unwanted jolt when she touched him, lingered like a bad taste.

He dressed quick—jeans, tight tee, sneakers—grabbing his keys and heading out. Jade’s place wasn’t far, a sleek condo in the nicer part of town, and he drove with the radio blasting, trying to drown out the weird tension building in his chest. He wasn’t backing out, no way, not when his bros would never let him live it down.

He parked outside her building at 9:58, cutting it close. Her text echoed in his head—little one—and he gritted his teeth, stepping out of the car. This was gonna be some stupid dress-up game, a quick laugh, then done.

The elevator ride up felt too long. His reflection in the mirrored walls showed a guy who looked less sure than he felt. He rolled his shoulders back, forcing the cocky grin back on.

Her door was at the end of the hall, and he knocked hard, twice. It opened almost instantly, and there she was—Jade, in a crisp white blouse and tailored skirt, hair perfect, smile already in place. “Right on time, Connor. Good boy.”

His face heated at the words, but he forced a laugh. “Let’s get this over with. What’s the plan?”

She stepped aside, gesturing him in, her gaze never leaving his. “Oh, we’ll start slow. But first, let’s make sure you understand the rules.”

He walked in, the condo smelling of lavender and something clean, clinical. Her living room was all sleek lines, modern furniture, not a speck of clutter. It felt like walking into a trap, even if he couldn’t say why.

She closed the door behind him with a soft click. “Rule one: you do exactly what I say, when I say it. No arguing, no stalling.”

He crossed his arms, leaning against her couch, trying to keep the upper hand. “Yeah, got it. What’s next?”

Her smile widened, just a fraction. “Rule two: you’re not Connor this weekend. From now on, you’re my little Callie.”

His jaw tightened, a laugh barking out before he could stop it. “Callie? You’re kidding.”

She didn’t laugh. Just stepped closer, her heels silent on the plush rug, until she was right in front of him. “I’m not. Say it, Callie. Say your name.”

His throat went dry, the room suddenly smaller. “This is dumb, Jade. I’m not—”

Her hand came up, fast but gentle, fingers gripping his chin just like last night. “Say it, or we’re done before we start. A man keeps his word, doesn’t he?”

Her touch burned, sending a pulse straight down to his groin. What the fuck? He swallowed hard, voice rough. “Fine. Callie. Happy?”

Her thumb brushed his lower lip, slow, deliberate. “Good girl, Callie. That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

His cock twitched, hard and sudden, pressing against his jeans. He shifted, trying to hide it, face flaming. Her eyes flicked down, catching the movement, and her smirk grew.

“Oh, look at that.” Her voice was warm, teasing, cutting right through him. “Already excited to be my little girl?”

He opened his mouth to protest, but her hand slid down, resting on his chest, light but commanding. Then, before he could react, her other hand dropped lower, palm pressing flat against the front of his jeans, right over the bulge. He froze, breath catching.

She didn’t move her hand, just held it there, the pressure firm through the denim. “Feels like Callie’s already on board. Should we get you dressed properly?”

His hips jerked, involuntary, chasing the contact. Shame burned hot in his chest, but his cock throbbed under her touch, betraying every ounce of his bravado. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t speak.

She chuckled, low and amused, finally pulling her hand away. “Don’t worry, baby girl. We’ve got all weekend to play.”

His knees felt weak, but he stood straighter, trying to salvage something, anything. “This is just a game, Jade. Don’t get any ideas.”

Her eyes sparkled with something dangerous, something knowing. “Oh, Callie, I’ve got plenty of ideas. Starting with getting you out of those big boy clothes.”

She turned, walking toward a hallway, gesturing for him to follow. His feet moved before his brain caught up, the heat in his groin still pulsing, her laughter echoing in his ears. What the hell had he agreed to?

As he followed her, the weight of her gaze from last night pressed heavier. This wasn’t just a joke, not anymore. And deep down, a part of him—a small, shameful part—wanted to find out just how far she’d take it.


Chapter 2: First Diaper Dawn

Connor followed Jade down the hallway, his boots heavy on the polished floor. Her condo felt too clean, too controlled. Every step made his pulse thud harder.

Her voice floated back, soft and amused. “Keep up, Callie. We’ve got a busy morning.”

He clenched his jaw. Callie. The name burned, but his cock twitched again, still half-hard from her touch in the living room.

They reached a small room at the end of the hall. Pale pink walls, a low table in the center, stacks of folded items on a shelf. A faint smell of baby powder hit him, twisting his gut.

Jade turned, her smile unwavering. “Strip, little one. Down to nothing.”

His laugh came out rough, forced. “You’re serious right now?” Her gaze didn’t falter, sharp and patient.

She stepped closer. Her hand rested on his shoulder, light but firm. “A man keeps his word, doesn’t he, Callie?”

His throat tightened. He wanted to shove her hand off, walk out. But his fingers moved to his shirt buttons anyway.

Shame crawled up his neck. His broad chest, gym-hardened, exposed inch by inch. He dropped the shirt, avoiding her eyes.

“Pants too.” Her voice was warm, almost tender. It cut deeper than a shout.

He fumbled with the belt, jeans sliding down. His boxers tented, obvious, pathetic. He couldn’t hide it.

Jade’s lips curved. “Oh, look at that. Excited already, baby girl?”

His face burned. He stepped out of the jeans, standing there, vulnerable. His cock throbbed, betraying him completely.

“Boxers off.” She didn’t blink, didn’t look away. Her command was absolute.

He hesitated. One second, two. Then he hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down.

His cock sprang free, hard and heavy. He looked away, cheeks flaming. The air felt cold against his skin.

Jade hummed, approving. “Such a pretty little thing for a baby girl.” Her words sliced through him, sharp and sweet.

She gestured to the table. “Lie down, Callie. Let’s get you dressed properly.”

His legs moved before his brain caught up. He climbed onto the table, the surface cool under his bare back. Every muscle tensed, waiting.

Jade pulled a folded item from the shelf. Thick, white, plastic-backed. A diaper.

His stomach dropped. “No fucking way, Jade.” His voice cracked, weaker than he meant.

She raised a brow, unfazed. “Shh, little one. You agreed to this.”

He propped himself on his elbows, ready to bolt. But her hand pressed his chest, gentle, pushing him back down. Her touch was warm, controlling.

“Stay still.” She unfolded the diaper with a loud crinkle. The sound echoed, obscene in the quiet room.

His cock twitched again. He hated it. Hated how his body reacted to this humiliation.

Jade lifted his legs with ease, sliding the diaper under him. Her movements were slow, deliberate. The plastic rustled against his skin, cool at first, then warming.

She grabbed a small bottle from the shelf. Baby powder. She shook it, a soft white cloud puffing out, settling on his groin.

The scent hit him hard. Sweet, innocent, wrong. His face burned hotter, but his cock stayed rigid.

Her hands moved, spreading the powder. Fingers brushed his shaft, light, accidental-on-purpose. He bit back a groan, hips jerking.

“Sensitive, aren’t we?” Her voice dripped with amusement. She kept powdering, her palm pressing against him, slow and firm.

His breath hitched. The powder felt silky, her touch electric through it. He wanted to push her away, but he didn’t.

She pulled the front of the diaper up, covering him. The padding pressed against his cock, thick and unyielding. Every crinkle screamed in his ears.

Her fingers worked the tapes, securing them tight. One side, then the other. The sound of adhesive ripping and sticking filled the room.

He was trapped. The bulk forced his thighs apart, awkward and heavy. He couldn’t close his legs properly.

Jade stepped back, admiring her work. “There we are. My little Callie, all snug.”

His chest heaved. Humiliation clawed at him, but his cock pulsed harder inside the padding. He felt the precum drip, warm against the diaper’s lining.

She reached for her phone on the shelf. Tapped the screen, her smile growing. “Let’s show Sophie how good you’re being.”

His eyes widened. “What? No—”

She pressed a finger to her lips. “Shh, little one, let’s not fuss in front of Sophie.” Her tone was pure maternal mockery.

The call connected on speaker. Sophie’s voice came through, bright and teasing. “Hey, Jade! How’s it going?”

Jade’s eyes locked on his, gleaming. “Oh, Sophie, you should see our little Callie. She’s being such a good girl already.”

Sophie laughed, delighted. “Aw, Callie! I knew you’d be adorable!”

His face burned crimson. He opened his mouth to protest, but Jade’s hand pressed against the front of his diaper, silencing him. The crinkle was deafening.

He froze. Her palm rubbed slow circles through the padding, right over his cock. Heat surged, his hips twitching under her touch.

Sophie kept talking, oblivious. “Send me a picture, Jade! I need to see my baby girl!”

Jade chuckled, her hand still moving. “Of course, Sophie. Callie’s just blushing right now, aren’t you, sweetie?”

He couldn’t speak. Her fingers pressed harder, finding his shaft through the thick padding. His cock throbbed, leaking more, the warmth spreading inside the diaper.

“Say hi to Sophie, Callie.” Jade’s voice was a command, soft but iron. Her hand didn’t stop.

His voice came out small, broken. “H-Hi, Sophie.” He hated how weak he sounded.

Sophie cooed through the speaker. “Oh, Callie, you sound so cute! I can’t wait to see you!”

Jade’s smile was wicked. Her hand squeezed once, hard, through the diaper. Then she pulled away, leaving him throbbing, desperate.

“We’ll send that picture soon, Sophie.” Jade ended the call, setting the phone down. Her gaze returned to him, piercing.

He lay there, panting. The diaper crinkled with every tiny movement, reminding him. His cock ached, trapped, with no relief in sight.

She leaned down, her face close to his. Her breath was warm, her voice a whisper. “Look at you, baby girl. So hard already, leaking in your diaper.”

His cheeks burned. He wanted to deny it, to fight. But the evidence was there, wet and warm against the padding.

Her hand brushed the front again, just a tease. “Pathetic, isn’t it? How much Callie loves this?”

He groaned, low and involuntary. The humiliation stung, but his body craved more. He couldn’t stop it.

Jade straightened, adjusting her blouse. “Now, let’s get you dressed for the day. We’ve got so much to do.”

His stomach twisted. Dressed? What else could she possibly mean?

She pulled a pink onesie from the shelf, ruffles along the edges. The fabric looked soft, humiliatingly girly. She held it up, smiling.

“Arms up, Callie.” Her tone left no room for argument. She stepped closer, ready to continue.

He lifted his arms, slow, reluctant. The diaper crinkled louder as he shifted. His cock still pulsed, trapped and ignored.

She slipped the onesie over his head, guiding his arms through. The fabric was silky, tight against his chest. It snapped shut at the crotch, pressing the diaper even closer.

Every movement made noise now. Crinkle, rustle, snap. He couldn’t escape the sound—or the feeling.

Jade smoothed the ruffles, her touch lingering. “Perfect. My little baby girl looks just right.”

His face wouldn’t stop burning. He looked down at himself—pink, ruffled, diapered. A mockery of everything he was.

She tilted his chin up, forcing eye contact. “Don’t be shy, Callie. You’re going to love being mine this weekend.”

His breath caught. Her words sank in, heavy and final. This wasn’t just a quick photo op, a laugh to shrug off later.

Her smile grew, knowing. “We’re just getting started, baby girl. Wait until you see what’s next.”

He swallowed hard. The diaper’s bulk forced a waddle as she guided him off the table. His cock throbbed with every step.

She led him back to the living room, her hand on his back. The onesie’s snaps tugged with each move, the padding sagging slightly. He felt ridiculous, exposed, owned.

“Sit, Callie.” She pointed to a plush chair, her voice still warm, still cutting. He obeyed, the crinkle echoing as he lowered himself.

The padding pressed against him, thick and unyielding. His erection hadn’t faded, not even a little. It pulsed, trapped, mocking him.

Jade sat across from him, crossing her legs elegantly. “Now, we’re going to set some ground rules for the day. Listen carefully, little one.”

His ears burned, but he nodded. Her control was absolute, and he felt it in every crinkle, every ruffle. He couldn’t look away.

“First, you call me Mommy from now on.” Her eyes sparkled with amusement. “Say it, Callie. Say ‘Yes, Mommy.’”

His throat closed up. He wanted to refuse, to laugh it off. But his cock twitched at the word, pathetic and eager.

“Yes, Mommy.” The words slipped out, quiet, shameful. His face flamed hotter than ever.

Jade’s smile widened. “Good girl. That’s my Callie.”

The praise hit hard, deeper than it should have. His body reacted, heat pooling low, his cock leaking more into the diaper. He shifted, the crinkle betraying him again.

She noticed. Of course she did. “Oh, baby girl, look at you. So wet already, and we’ve only just begun.”

Her words stung, sharp and true. He couldn’t deny the warmth spreading inside the padding. Couldn’t deny how much he hated—and wanted—this.

Jade leaned forward, her voice dropping. “Don’t worry, Callie. Mommy’s going to take such good care of you.”

Her hand reached out, brushing the front of the onesie. Just a graze over the snaps, over the diaper beneath. His hips jerked, chasing it.

She pulled back, laughing softly. “Not yet, little one. Good girls wait for permission.”

His groan was involuntary, low and desperate. The denial burned, his cock aching, trapped in the thick padding. He needed release, but she wouldn’t give it.

“Patience, Callie.” Her tone was pure tease, pure control. “We’ve got all day to play, and I’ve got something special planned for later.”

His stomach twisted again. Special? What could be worse than this?

She stood, smoothing her skirt. “Now, let’s get you a bottle. Baby girls need to stay hydrated.”

He watched her walk to the kitchen, the click of her heels sharp. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the onesie’s ruffles tickling his thighs. He felt small, helpless, wrong.

His cock didn’t care. It throbbed harder, the precum pooling more, warm and sticky inside the padding. Shame clawed at him, but arousal clawed harder.

Jade returned with a baby bottle, filled with milk, a pink nipple on top. She sat beside him, closer now. Her scent—lavender and control—hit him hard.

“Open up, Callie.” She pressed the nipple to his lips, her other hand resting on his thigh. The crinkle sounded again, loud in the quiet.

He parted his lips, reluctant. The nipple slipped in, cool at first, then warm with milk. He sucked, hating every second, hating how his cock pulsed with it.

Her hand slid higher on his thigh, teasing close to the diaper’s edge. “Good girl, drinking for Mommy.” Her voice was a purr, slicing through him.

His cheeks burned, but he kept sucking. The milk was sweet, the nipple soft against his tongue. His erection strained harder, desperate.

Her fingers brushed the diaper’s waistband, dipping just inside. She didn’t touch his cock, not yet. Just teased, her nails grazing skin.

His hips bucked, pathetic and involuntary. The crinkle was obscene, the onesie snaps tugging. He couldn’t stop himself.

Jade chuckled, pulling her hand away. “Not now, baby girl. Finish your bottle first.”

He groaned around the nipple, frustration boiling. His cock ached, leaking steadily now, the diaper growing warmer. He felt every drop of his shame.

She watched him drink, her gaze heavy, amused. “Look at my little Callie, so needy in her diaper. We’re going to have so much fun today.”

His heart pounded. The bottle was almost empty, the nipple clicking against his teeth. He knew this was only the beginning.

She took the bottle away, wiping his chin with a soft cloth. “All done, sweetie. Now, let’s get ready for your next surprise.”

His gut clenched. Next surprise? He didn’t want to know, but his body did—throbbing, leaking, craving whatever she’d do next.

Jade stood, offering her hand. “Come on, Callie. Time to show you off a little.”

His eyes widened. Show him off? Fear and arousal twisted tight in his chest.

He took her hand, standing awkward with the diaper’s bulk. The crinkle followed every step, the onesie ruffles brushing his skin. This weekend wasn’t a game anymore—it was a trap, and he was already caught.


Chapter 3: Pink Ruffle Shame

Connor stood there, Jade’s hand still in his, the diaper’s bulk forcing his thighs apart. The crinkle echoed with every tiny shift. His stomach twisted tight, dread and something darker knotting together.

Jade’s gaze swept over him, slow and deliberate. Her eyes pinned him in place, dissecting every inch of his ruffled onesie, the thick padding beneath. That look—calm, amused, owning—hit him harder than any words could.

She released his hand. Her posture straightened, shoulders back, as she crossed the living room in three unhurried strides, her skirt not even creasing. Every move screamed control.

“Follow me, Callie.” Her voice was soft, but it wasn’t a request. It sliced through the quiet, pulling him forward.

His knees trembled as he took a step. The diaper’s plastic backing rubbed against his skin, warm and inescapable. The ruffles of the onesie tickled his thighs, a constant reminder of how wrong this was.

They reached the hallway, her heels clicking sharp on the hardwood. She stopped at a full-length mirror by the bedroom door. His gut clenched—he knew what was coming.

“Stand here.” She pointed to the spot directly in front of the glass. Her hand rested lightly on his shoulder, guiding him with the barest touch.

He avoided looking at first. His eyes darted to the floor, shoulders slumping under the weight of her expectation. But he could feel her waiting, patient and merciless.

“Go on, Callie. Look at my pretty girl in the mirror.” Her tone was warm, almost tender, but it carried a blade of amusement. She stepped behind him, her presence a wall he couldn’t escape.

He lifted his gaze. Slowly. Reluctantly.

The reflection hit like a punch. There he was—broad-shouldered Connor, the marketing hotshot—dressed in a pastel pink onesie, ruffles flaring at the hips, the diaper’s bulk obvious beneath. A pacifier dangled from a clip on his chest, mocking him.

His neck flushed, a hot red creeping up from his collar. He couldn’t look away. The man he knew was gone, replaced by this… this pathetic caricature.

Jade’s hands slid to his hips, resting over the onesie. Her fingers pressed lightly, making the diaper crinkle loud in the silence. “Isn’t she adorable?”

He wanted to argue. Wanted to snap that he wasn’t a “she,” wasn’t adorable, wasn’t anything but a man trapped in a nightmare. But his voice broke before it even started, a weak croak in his throat.

Her smile reflected in the mirror, sharp and knowing. She leaned closer, her breath warm on his ear. “Look at those pink ruffles, Callie. They suit you.”

The ruffles rustled as she tugged the hem of the onesie, exposing more of the diaper’s white padding. His hands balled into fists at his sides. Humiliation clawed at him, raw and relentless.

She stepped to his side, her hand trailing down to the front of the onesie. Her fingers brushed the snaps, teasing, before dipping lower to press against the diaper. The pressure sent a jolt through him, unwanted and sharp.

“There we go.” Her voice dipped, a purr of satisfaction. She felt it—his body betraying him, reacting under the padding.

His jaw tightened, teeth grinding. He hated how his hips twitched, just a fraction, toward her touch. The crinkle sounded again, obscene and loud.

Jade chuckled softly. “Oh, baby girl, already so eager?” Her palm flattened against the diaper, rubbing slow circles over the thick material.

Heat pooled low in his gut. He couldn’t stop it, couldn’t fight the way his body responded to her control. Shame burned hotter, his eyes flicking away from the mirror, unable to face himself.

“Look, Callie.” Her other hand gripped his chin, firm but gentle, forcing his gaze back to the glass. “Watch how pretty you are when you squirm.”

He saw it then—his own flushed face, the pacifier bouncing with every shaky breath, the ruffles framing the diaper’s humiliating bulk. His shoulders slumped further. He looked… broken.

Her hand kept moving, slow and deliberate, through the padding. The friction built, unbearable, the plastic backing slick against his skin. His breath hitched, dry and ragged in his throat.

“Good girl.” Her praise sliced through him, warm and cruel at once. “Look at you, so needy in your little outfit.”

He couldn’t speak. Couldn’t think. The pressure of her hand, the crinkle of the diaper, the pink ruffles in the mirror—it drowned him.

Her fingers slipped inside the diaper’s waistband, just for a moment. She grazed the tip of his cock, already leaking, and pulled back with a smirk. “So wet for Mommy, aren’t you?”

His stomach cramped with shame. He wanted to deny it, but the evidence was there, warm and sticky against the padding. His eyes squeezed shut, unable to face her—or himself.

“Open your eyes, Callie.” Her command was quiet, unshakable. She waited until he obeyed, her hand still resting on the diaper, possessive.

He looked again. Saw her standing there, towering in her calm authority, while he stood small and trembling in pink. The contrast burned into his mind.

She pulled her hand away, leaving him aching, throbbing under the padding. “Not yet, baby girl. Good girls wait.”

Frustration clawed at him. His breath came in short gasps, hands shaking at his sides. The denial stung worse than the humiliation.

Jade stepped back, smoothing her skirt with that same effortless grace. Her gaze lingered on him, a silent promise of more to come. “You look perfect, Callie. Just how a sissy baby should.”

His voice finally cracked out, barely a whisper. “Please… Jade…”

“Mommy,” she corrected, her tone sharp but still soft. “Say it right, or we’ll stand here all day.”

He swallowed hard, the lump in his throat choking him. “Please, Mommy.” The words felt like acid on his tongue.

Her smile widened, satisfied. “That’s better.” She reached for the pacifier dangling from his chest, lifting it to his lips.

He hesitated. His eyes darted to the mirror again, catching that pathetic reflection. Defeat settled heavy in his chest.

“Open,” she said simply. Her fingers pressed the pacifier against his mouth, not forcing, just waiting. Always waiting.

He parted his lips. The silicone nipple slipped in, clicking against his teeth. The taste was strange, plasticky, but it silenced him.

“Good girl.” She clipped a stray strand of hair behind his ear, her touch lingering. “Now, let’s get you some cute socks to match.”

His heart thudded. More? He couldn’t take more.

She turned, walking toward the bedroom with that same measured stride. “Come along, Callie.” Her voice floated back, light and teasing.

He shuffled after her, the diaper forcing an awkward waddle. The ruffles rustled with every step, the pacifier bobbing in his mouth. Sweat beaded on his forehead, the weight of it all pressing down.

They entered the bedroom. Jade pulled a pair of white socks from a drawer, frilly pink lace at the cuffs. She knelt in front of him, her movements precise, almost clinical.

“Lift your foot.” She didn’t look up, but her tone left no room for argument. Her hands were steady, poised.

He obeyed, balancing awkwardly as she slid the first sock on. The lace scratched lightly against his ankle, another layer of wrongness. His gut twisted again, tight and hot.

She did the second sock, her fingers brushing his calf. The touch was brief, deliberate, and it sent a shiver up his spine. He bit down on the pacifier, hating himself for reacting.

“Perfect.” She stood, stepping back to admire her work. Her eyes raked over him again, that calculating gaze pinning him in place.

He stood there, dressed head to toe in sissy shame. Pink onesie, ruffled socks, diaper crinkling beneath, pacifier in his mouth. The mirror across the room taunted him with the full picture.

Jade tilted her head, a smirk playing on her lips. “My little Callie looks ready for a day of play.” Her hand reached out, patting the front of the diaper once more.

His body jolted at the contact. The padding muffled the sensation, but it was enough to make him ache all over again. His hands clenched, useless at his sides.

“Not now, baby girl.” She pulled back, her voice a teasing lilt. “We’ve got other things to do first.”

His breath shuddered out, muffled by the pacifier. Frustration and need warred inside him, tearing him apart. He couldn’t keep up with her games.

She turned toward the bedside table, picking up a small, pink object. A tiny bow, glittery and absurd. She held it up, her smile widening into something dangerous.

“Let’s add one last touch, Callie.” She stepped closer, the bow glinting in her hand. “Something to make you extra pretty for Mommy.”

His eyes widened, locked on the bow. Another layer of humiliation, another piece of him stripped away. The mirror’s reflection burned into his mind—how could he be turned on by this?

[Word count: 2032]


Chapter 4: Bottle in Bondage

Connor stood frozen in the bedroom, the glittery pink bow in Jade’s hand glinting like a tiny weapon. The mirror across the room mocked him, reflecting a man who no longer existed. Pink onesie, frilly socks, diaper bulging underneath, pacifier clicking against his teeth with every shallow breath.

Jade stepped closer, her height looming over him despite his broad frame. Her dark hair cascaded over one shoulder, perfectly sleek, and her manicured nails—painted a deep crimson—caught the light as she held the bow. A faint whiff of lavender hit him, her signature scent, mixing with the baby powder clinging to his skin from the earlier diaper change.

“Hold still, Callie,” she murmured, her voice a velvet blade.

He flinched at the name. His jaw tightened around the pacifier, but he didn’t move. Couldn’t move.

She pinned the bow to the collar of his onesie, her fingers brushing his neck. The touch was light, deliberate, sending a jolt down his spine. His hands twitched at his sides, useless.

“There we go.” She stepped back, tilting her head to admire her work. “My pretty little girl.”

His face burned. The words cut deeper than the outfit, deeper than the diaper crinkling with every shift of his weight. He wanted to rip the bow off, tear the onesie to shreds, but his body wouldn’t listen.

Jade’s eyes flicked to his, that amused glint sharpening. “You’re blushing, Callie. So cute.”

He looked away, catching his reflection again. The bow glittered mockingly, a final stamp of shame. His stomach churned, hot and tight, as memories of boardroom presentations flashed in his mind—standing tall, commanding attention, colleagues hanging on his every word.

Now this. Now her.

“Come along, baby girl.” Jade turned, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood as she led the way out of the bedroom. “It’s time for a little feeding.”

His heart thudded. Feeding? The word hung heavy, loaded with more humiliation.

He shuffled after her, the diaper forcing an awkward waddle. The plastic backing rubbed against his thighs, the bulk spreading his legs apart. Every step made the ruffles of the socks whisper against his calves, a constant reminder of his absurdity.

They entered the dining room. A high chair sat in the center, painted pastel pink, straps dangling like restraints. His gut dropped.

“No way,” he mumbled around the pacifier, the words slurred and pathetic.

Jade turned, one eyebrow arching. “What was that, Callie? Speak clearly for Mommy.”

He spat the pacifier out, letting it dangle from the clip on his chest. “I’m not sitting in that.”

Her smile didn’t falter. “Oh, but you are. A man keeps his word, remember?”

His fists clenched. That damn bet. He’d agreed to this insanity, thinking he could outlast her games, prove his strength. Now look at him.

She stepped closer, her lavender scent enveloping him again. “Climb in, baby girl. Or do I need to lift you?”

His cheeks flamed hotter. The thought of her lifting him, manhandling him like an actual toddler, was too much. He moved to the high chair, every muscle tense.

The seat was cold against his padded bottom as he sat. The diaper crinkled loudly, echoing in the quiet room. Jade fastened the straps around his waist and shoulders, her fingers brushing his chest through the onesie.

“Snug as a bug,” she cooed, stepping back to retrieve something from the counter. She returned with a baby bottle, the nipple smeared with a faint trace of pink—her lipstick from testing it earlier. “Time for your milk, Callie.”

He stared at the bottle, dread pooling low in his gut. The nipple glistened, mocking him with that smear of color. His throat tightened.

“Open up.” Jade held the bottle to his lips, her tone soft but unyielding.

He shook his head, lips pressed tight. “I’m not—”

“Finish every drop, baby, or we’ll play longer.” Her words cut through his protest, a quiet threat wrapped in maternal warmth. “You don’t want to double the bet, do you?”

His breath hitched. Double it? He couldn’t handle this for another second, let alone longer. Defeat settled heavy in his chest.

He parted his lips.

The nipple slipped in, warm and rubbery against his tongue. The first trickle of milk hit, sweet and thick, spilling over his lips and down his chin. He gagged at the taste, at the act itself.

“Shh, slow down,” Jade murmured, tilting the bottle carefully. Her free hand reached for a bib on the tray, pink with little bunnies, and she wiped his chin with it. “Messy little girl.”

His face burned hotter than ever. The milk kept coming, warm streams filling his mouth, forcing him to swallow or choke. Each gulp felt like surrender, another piece of Connor slipping away.

Jade’s hand rested on his shoulder, her thumb rubbing small circles through the onesie. The touch was gentle, infantilizing, and it made his skin prickle. His body reacted despite himself, heat stirring low, pressing against the diaper’s padding.

“Look at you, drinking so nicely,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Such a pathetic little thing, hard already in your diaper.”

His eyes snapped to hers, wide with shame. She’d noticed. Of course she had.

Her smile widened as she adjusted the bottle, letting more milk trickle down his chin just to wipe it again with the bib. The scent of baby powder lingered from the diaper, mixing with her lavender, and it twisted something inside him. His cock throbbed harder, trapped in the warm padding.

He hated this. Hated her. Hated himself most of all.

“Keep going, Callie,” she urged, her hand sliding from his shoulder to the back of his neck. Her fingers pressed lightly, guiding him to suck harder. “Mommy’s proud of you.”

The praise hit like a punch, sick and wrong, but it made his body ache worse. The diaper crinkled as he shifted in the high chair, the bulk rubbing against him with every tiny movement. He couldn’t escape the sensation, couldn’t escape her.

Milk dribbled again, warm and sticky on his chin. Jade wiped it slowly, dragging the bib across his skin, her eyes locked on his. That gaze stripped him bare, more than the outfit ever could.

His breath came faster, muffled around the bottle nipple. The lipstick smear rubbed against his lips with every suck, a constant reminder of her control. His hands gripped the tray, knuckles white, as the heat built unbearably.

Jade leaned closer, her voice a whisper. “I bet you’d cum right now if I touched you, wouldn’t you, baby girl?”

His moan slipped out, choked and desperate, around the bottle. The shame burned, but so did the need. He was so close, just from her words, from the humiliation.

“Not yet,” she said, pulling the bottle back slightly. “Finish your milk first. Good girls get rewards.”

He whimpered, the sound pathetic even to his own ears. His body screamed for release, cock throbbing painfully against the diaper’s padding. But he sucked harder, desperate to please, to end this torment one way or another.

The bottle emptied slowly, each gulp echoing in his ears. Jade’s hand stayed on his neck, her thumb still tracing circles, keeping him on edge without even touching where he needed it most. The lavender and baby powder scents swirled, a twisted trigger that made him dizzy.

Finally, the last drop was gone. He panted, lips wet, chin sticky, as she pulled the bottle away. His chest heaved, body trembling with unspent need.

“Good girl, Callie.” Jade set the bottle down, her smile sharp and knowing. “You drank it all.”

His face burned, eyes dropping to the tray. The bib was damp, smeared with milk, another mark of his degradation. He couldn’t meet her gaze.

Her fingers tilted his chin up, forcing him to look at her. “Such a messy baby. But so obedient.”

The words twisted inside him, shame and arousal crashing together. His cock pulsed, leaking into the diaper, the warmth spreading against his skin. He bit his lip, trying to hide the reaction, but she saw it all.

“Let’s clean you up,” she said, unfastening the straps of the high chair. Her hands brushed his sides as she helped him down, each touch deliberate, teasing. The diaper crinkled louder as he stood, the bulk forcing his thighs apart.

He wobbled, legs shaky from sitting so long, from the tension coiling tight in his core. Jade steadied him with a hand on his waist, her grip firm. “Careful, baby girl.”

His breath shuddered out. The room felt too small, her presence too big. He couldn’t think straight with her so close, with the diaper pressing against him, warm and humiliating.

She led him to the counter, grabbing a damp cloth. The scent of baby powder hit again as she wiped his chin and neck, her movements slow, almost sensual. Her lavender perfume mingled with it, a heady mix that made his head spin.

“There we are,” she murmured, stepping back to inspect him. Her eyes lingered on the front of his diaper, where the padding betrayed his arousal. “So pathetic, leaking already for Mommy.”

His cheeks flamed, body twitching under her gaze. He wanted to cover himself, to hide, but his hands stayed frozen at his sides. Her words pinned him as much as the straps had.

“Now, let’s get you ready for a little playtime.” Jade’s smile turned dangerous, her hand reaching for something on the counter—a small, pink object he couldn’t quite see. “But first, a little surprise to keep you on edge.”

His heart raced. Surprise? His mind flashed to boardroom meetings again, to the confident man he’d been just days ago, pitching campaigns with ease. Now he stood here, diapered and desperate, waiting for whatever she’d do next.

She held up the object—a tiny vibrating plug, sleek and menacing. “This will help my baby girl stay nice and full,” she said, her tone warm but merciless. “Bend over, Callie.”

His breath caught. No. He couldn’t.

But her eyes held his, unyielding. “You know the rules. Obey, or the bet doubles.”

His stomach dropped. Doubling it wasn’t an option. He couldn’t endure more of this.

Slowly, he bent over the counter, the diaper crinkling as he moved. The onesie snapped open at the crotch, her fingers deft and quick, exposing the diaper’s tapes. She didn’t undo them fully, just pulled the back down enough.

Her hand brushed his skin, cool and deliberate, as she prepared the plug with lube. The scent of lavender grew stronger as she leaned in, mixing with the sterile smell of the lube. His body tensed, every muscle tight.

“Relax, baby,” she cooed, her free hand rubbing his lower back through the onesie. The touch was soothing, humiliating, and it made him ache worse. “Mommy’s got you.”

The plug pressed against him, cold at first, then slick as it slid in. He gasped, the intrusion sharp and strange, stretching him open. His cock throbbed harder, trapped in the diaper’s warmth.

“There we go,” Jade said, pushing it in fully. The base nestled against him, secure, as she snapped the onesie back into place. “Nice and full for playtime.”

His legs trembled, the plug a constant pressure inside him. He straightened slowly, the diaper crinkling as it settled back over the toy. The sensation was overwhelming, every shift making him aware of how full he felt.

Jade patted the front of the diaper, her palm pressing just enough to tease. “Look at you, so pathetic and needy already.” Her voice was a purr, dripping with amusement.

He moaned softly, the sound escaping before he could stop it. The plug shifted with the movement, sending a jolt through him. His face burned with shame, but his body didn’t care.

“Not yet, baby girl,” she said, stepping back. Her eyes gleamed with control, with promise. “We’ll turn it on later, if you’re good.”

His breath hitched. Turn it on? The thought alone nearly pushed him over the edge.

Suddenly, a sharp knock sounded at the door. His head snapped up, panic flooding him. Someone was here.

Jade’s smile didn’t waver. “Oh, perfect timing,” she said, her tone light and teasing. “Let’s see who’s come to visit my little Callie.”

His heart pounded, dread mixing with the unbearable heat in his core. Whoever was at the door, they’d see him like this—diapered, plugged, dressed as her sissy baby. The thought was too much, but Jade was already moving toward the door, leaving him trembling in the middle of the room.


Chapter 5: Wet Surrender Shame

Connor felt heavy. The bottle feeding had left his stomach full, the warm milk settling like a weight inside him. The bib, still damp, clung to his chest, the faint scent of warm formula lingering.

He shifted on the couch, the diaper crinkling under him. The sound was a constant reminder, sharp and humiliating. His thighs pressed against the bulk, forcing that awkward waddle even when he sat still.

His lips felt sticky. He licked them instinctively, tasting something sweet and waxy. Jade’s lipstick—her color smeared on him from the bottle’s nipple, marking him as hers.

His skin tingled. Her shade on his mouth, claiming him in a way he couldn’t wipe off. The thought twisted in his gut, arousal and shame colliding.

He remembered the boardroom, just last month. Pitching a campaign to a rival firm, crushing their lead with one line: “Numbers don’t lie, but your strategy does.” The room had erupted in laughter, his victory sealed.

Now look at him. Diapered, bibbed, wearing her lipstick like some sissy doll. His knees trembled at the contrast.

Jade entered the room. Her presence filled it—slim, poised, that calm smile never wavering. Her tailored blazer and skirt made her look untouchable, while he sat there, utterly exposed.

“Feeling full, Callie?” Her voice was soft, amused. She stepped closer, her heels clicking on the hardwood.

He swallowed, mouth dry. The bib scratched against his neck. He wanted to rip it off, but his hands stayed frozen.

She tilted her head, studying him. “You look so precious with that little pout.” Her gaze dropped to his lips, and her smile widened.

His stomach churned. He knew she saw it—her color on him, her mark. The tingling spread, heat pooling low despite himself.

“Stand up, baby girl.” Her tone stayed warm, but it was a command. No room to argue.

He stood, the diaper crinkling louder. The bulk forced his legs apart, making every move clumsy. He hated how it felt, how it looked.

Jade stepped closer. Her hand rested on his shoulder, light but firm. “Good girl. Let’s see how you’re holding up.”

His breath hitched. Holding up? He knew what she meant, and dread spiked through him.

“You’ve had a lot to drink, haven’t you?” She nodded toward the empty bottle on the table. Her fingers trailed down his arm, casual but deliberate.

He shifted, feeling the pressure build. The milk sat heavy, and now his bladder ached. He clenched, determined to keep control.

“No bathroom for baby girls,” she said, reading his tension. Her voice was a purr, laced with amusement. “Diapers are for a reason, Callie.”

His jaw tightened. No. He wouldn’t give in, not like this.

She watched him, unhurried. “You’ll feel so much better once you let go.” Her hand moved to the back of his head, fingers threading through his hair.

The touch was gentle, humiliating. His body reacted anyway, heat spreading lower. He hated it, hated her for making him feel this.

“Remember the bet,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “A man keeps his word. Or are you not a man anymore?”

The jab hit hard. Sweat beaded in the small of his back. He wanted to snap back, but the pressure was winning.

Hours passed—or felt like it. He stood there, clenching, fighting. Jade sat nearby, flipping through a magazine, ignoring him like he was a child throwing a tantrum.

The ache grew sharper. His legs trembled, the diaper’s bulk mocking him with every tiny shift. He couldn’t hold it much longer.

Then it happened. A slow, hot stream escaped, warmth spreading through the padding. His eyes widened, shock and shame crashing over him.

The diaper absorbed it, growing heavier, sagging slightly. The warmth clung to his skin, inescapable. He froze, unable to move or speak.

Jade looked up, her magazine lowering. “Oh, Callie. Did baby girl have an accident?”

His cheeks flamed, the only time that heat burned him today. He looked away, unable to meet her gaze. The crinkle sounded louder now, wet and obscene.

She stood, moving toward him with that deliberate grace. “Let Mommy check.” Her voice was maternal, mocking, dripping with control.

He flinched as her hand reached for the waistband. Her finger slipped inside, cool against his heated skin. She tugged lightly, inspecting the damage.

“Very wet,” she murmured, her tone almost proud. “Such a good little sissy, using her diaper like she’s supposed to.”

The words cut deep. His body betrayed him further, cock twitching in the soaked padding. He wanted to disappear, to sink through the floor.

Her finger lingered, brushing just close enough to feel his reaction. “Look at this. Wet in more ways than one, aren’t you, Callie?”

He groaned, the sound escaping unbidden. Her touch, even through the shame, sent a jolt through him. He hated how much he craved more.

She pulled her hand back, wiping it on a tissue. “So pathetic, leaking for Mommy already.” Her smile was a weapon, sharp and knowing.

His knees buckled slightly. The diaper sagged more, the warmth spreading further. Every crinkle reminded him of what he’d done, what he was.

“Let’s get you fresh and dry,” she said, her key line landing like a promise and a threat. Her hand guided him toward the changing table in the corner. “Can’t have my baby girl uncomfortable.”

He shuffled after her, the waddle forced by the bulk humiliating him with every step. The wet padding clung to him, a constant reminder. His mind screamed, but his body followed.

She lifted him onto the table with ease, her strength surprising for her frame. The diaper crinkled as he lay back, the wet warmth pressing against him. His breath came faster, shame mixing with unwanted heat.

Jade unsnapped the onesie, exposing the soaked diaper. Her movements were slow, deliberate, drawing out his exposure. “Look at this mess,” she cooed, her tone dripping with mock sympathy.

Her fingers worked the tapes, the ripping sound loud in the quiet room. The diaper opened, cool air hitting his skin. He shivered, vulnerable under her gaze.

She took her time wiping him down, her touch clinical but lingering. Each swipe of the wipe was a reminder of his helplessness. His cock throbbed, traitorously hard, and she noticed.

“Oh, Callie,” she chuckled, her hand pausing just above him. “Even now, you can’t help yourself.” Her tone was pure amusement, cutting him deeper than any insult.

She didn’t touch him there—not yet. Instead, she reached for a fresh diaper, unfolding it with a crinkle that made him flinch. The scent of baby powder filled the air, soft and humiliating.

Her hand dusted the powder over him, her palm brushing his skin. The sensation was maddening, her fingers so close to where he ached. He bit his lip, fighting a moan.

She lifted his legs, sliding the new diaper under him. Her movements were practiced, maternal, as if she’d done this a thousand times. The padding settled against him, fresh and thick.

The tapes secured with a loud rip. She snapped the onesie back into place, patting the front lightly. “All clean, baby girl.”

His body screamed for more, the ache unbearable. The fresh diaper only amplified it, the bulk pressing against him. He shifted, and the crinkle mocked him again.

Jade stepped back, admiring her work. “You’ll feel so much better now.” Her smile promised more torment, more surrender.

But he knew it wasn’t over. The pressure would build again, the milk still heavy in his system. His mind raced, dreading the next inevitable accident.

She tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her eyes. “Next time, don’t fight it, Callie.” Her voice was soft, cutting deeper than any shout.

He nodded, barely, the lipstick still sticky on his lips. Her mark, her control. His body tingled again, betraying him already.

She guided him off the table, her hand firm on his back. The fresh diaper forced that waddle again, every step a humiliation. He couldn’t escape it, couldn’t escape her.

They moved to the couch, her presence looming beside him. “Sit, baby girl. We’ve got more playtime ahead.”

His heart sank. Playtime. The word alone made his skin prickle with dread and heat.

He sat, the diaper crinkling under him. The fresh padding felt heavier somehow, a constant weight between his legs. His mind spun, trapped between shame and need.

Jade settled next to him, her hand resting on his thigh. “You did well, letting go like that.” Her praise was a blade, sharp and warm at once.

His cock twitched again, trapped in the padding. He hated how her words did this to him. Hated how much he wanted more.

She leaned closer, her breath warm on his neck. “But we’re not done, Callie. Not by a long shot.”

His stomach dropped. The fresh diaper felt like a temporary reprieve, nothing more. The next accident loomed, inevitable and humiliating.

Her fingers traced the edge of the onesie, teasing. “Mommy’s got so much more for her baby girl.” Her voice was a promise, dark and unrelenting.

He shivered, trapped in her control. The warmth from before lingered in his memory, the shame still raw. And yet, his body ached for whatever came next.

Jade’s hand slid higher, brushing the diaper’s edge. “Let’s see how long you last this time.” Her smile was merciless, her control absolute.

His breath caught. The fresh padding pressed against him, a reminder of his surrender. He knew he’d fail again, and she’d be there to watch.

The thought alone made him throb. Shame and heat twisted tighter, inescapable. He was hers, and they both knew it.

She tapped the diaper’s back, a light but deliberate gesture. “Be a good girl, Callie. Mommy’s watching.”

His skin prickled at her touch. The dread settled in, heavy as the milk in his stomach. The next accident was coming, and he’d have no choice but to let go again.


Chapter 6: Connie’s New Face

Connor sat on the couch, the fresh diaper pressing against him with every tiny shift. The padding made that telltale rustle, a sound he couldn’t escape. His face burned, the memory of the visitor from two days ago still raw in his mind.

It had been one of Jade’s colleagues, a woman named Elise, dropping by with paperwork. She’d seen him in the onesie, the pink fabric stretched tight over the diaper’s bulk, his lips still smeared with that humiliating lipstick. Her smirk had cut deeper than words, and Jade’s casual “Oh, don’t mind Callie, she’s just playing” had made his stomach twist.

The butt plug was gone now, removed during the diaper change just moments ago. Its absence left him feeling strangely hollow, though the memory of its pressure lingered. His body was still on edge, primed for whatever Jade had next.

She sat beside him, her presence a quiet storm. Her hand rested on his thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles over the onesie. “You’ve been such a good girl, Callie,” she murmured, her voice warm and cutting.

His cock twitched under the padding. Traitor. He clenched his jaw, trying to hold onto some shred of his old self.

Jade’s smile widened, sensing his struggle. “But we’re not done yet. Mommy’s got something special for her little doll.”

He froze. Her words always carried a promise of more shame, more surrender. His heart pounded, dread and heat mixing in his chest.

She stood, graceful as ever, and crossed the room to a small bag on the counter. Her movements were deliberate, every step calculated to keep him watching. She returned with a makeup kit and a long, blonde wig, the strands shimmering under the light.

His stomach dropped. “Jade, no—” His voice cracked, weak.

“Shh, Callie.” Her tone was soft, final. “It’s time to make you pretty.”

She set the kit down and patted the couch beside her. “Come closer, precious thing. Let Mommy work.”

He hesitated, his mind screaming to resist. But his body moved, sliding closer, the diaper’s plastic shifting audibly under him. Shame burned his cheeks as he obeyed.

Jade opened the kit, pulling out a tube of bright pink lipstick. “Pout for me,” she instructed, her smile never wavering. Her hand tilted his chin up, controlling him with the lightest touch.

He pouted, hating himself for it. Her fingers were steady, painting his lips with slow, deliberate strokes. The waxy taste coated his mouth, a constant reminder of his fall.

“Look at that color,” she cooed, inspecting her work. “So perfect for my little sissy.”

His face burned hotter. He wanted to wipe it off, to scream, but his body stayed still. Her approval, twisted as it was, held him in place.

Next came the blush, a soft brush dusting his cheeks. The bristles tickled, each stroke making him feel smaller, more helpless. Jade hummed softly, her focus absolute, as if she were crafting a masterpiece.

“Such a pretty face,” she murmured, reaching for the wig. She lifted it, the blonde strands cascading over her fingers. “Let’s finish the look, Connie.”

Connie. The new name hit like a slap. His breath caught, but he couldn’t protest.

She settled the wig on his head, adjusting it with care. The synthetic hair tickled his neck, falling in soft waves over his shoulders. It felt alien, wrong, but the weight of it pinned him deeper into this role.

“Blonde suits you, Connie,” Jade said, her voice dripping with amusement. She pulled out a small mirror from the kit and held it up. “Take a look at Mommy’s pretty girl.”

He didn’t want to look. But her hand guided his chin, forcing him to face the reflection. His heart sank—broad shoulders and gym-bro jawline clashed with the delicate makeup and flowing hair, a grotesque parody of femininity.

His cock throbbed under the diaper. Betrayal, sharp and undeniable. He hated how his body reacted, how it craved this shame.

Jade’s laughter was soft, slicing through him. “Oh, Connie, look at you blushing. So sweet.”

She set the mirror down, her hand sliding to his thigh again. Her fingers crept higher, brushing the edge of the onesie, teasing the diaper’s waistband. “Let’s add one more touch,” she said, reaching into the bag again.

She pulled out a pair of silk panties, pale pink with lace trim. “These go over your diaper, precious thing. They’ll feel so nice against your skin.”

His mind reeled. More layers of humiliation. He wanted to refuse, but his voice stayed trapped.

“Stand up,” she commanded, her tone still gentle but firm. He rose, the padding forcing that awkward waddle. His face burned as she slid the panties up his legs, the silk gliding over the diaper’s bulk.

The fabric was cool, smooth, a stark contrast to the thick plastic beneath. It clung to the padding, the lace tickling his thighs. Every movement made him hyper-aware of the dual layers—babyish bulk and feminine silk.

“Perfect,” Jade purred, stepping back to admire him. Her eyes lingered on the panties, then flicked up to his painted face. “Connie, you’re Mommy’s little doll now.”

His knees felt weak. The name, the makeup, the silk—it was all too much. Yet his body pulsed with need, trapped in the humiliating prison she’d built.

Her hand moved, slipping under the onesie’s edge, fingers dipping into the diaper’s waistband. She found him instantly, hard and aching, and wrapped her hand around his shaft through the padding. “Look at my sissy girl, so excited,” she teased, her grip firm but slow.

He gasped, hips jerking involuntarily. The silk panties shifted with the motion, rubbing against the diaper. Her touch was torture, deliberate and unhurried.

“You love being Connie, don’t you?” Her voice was a whisper, sharp with amusement. She stroked him once, twice, then stopped, leaving him throbbing. “Not yet, precious thing. Good girls wait.”

His breath hitched. Denied again. The ache was unbearable, his body screaming for release.

A sudden knock at the door shattered the moment. Connor froze, panic spiking through him. Jade’s smile only grew, her hand still resting near his waistband.

“Stay right there, Connie,” she said, standing smoothly. She walked to the door, her movements calm, as if this were all part of her plan. His heart raced, dread clawing at him.

She opened the door, revealing a woman he didn’t recognize. Mid-thirties, sharp-eyed, holding a folder. “Hey, Jade, just dropping off those notes,” the woman said, her gaze flicking past Jade to Connor.

He wanted to disappear. The wig, the makeup, the silk panties over the diaper—it was all on display. His face burned, the blush on his cheeks now matched by raw humiliation.

“This is Connie,” Jade said, stepping aside with a smile. “Smile, Connie, and say hello like a good girl.”

His throat closed up. He couldn’t. But Jade’s eyes pinned him, her expectation a silent command.

“H-Hello,” he stammered, his voice barely a whisper. The woman’s eyebrows raised, a smirk playing on her lips. He wanted the ground to swallow him whole.

“Hi, Connie,” she replied, her tone laced with amusement. She handed Jade the folder, her eyes still on him, taking in every detail. “Cute look.”

His cock throbbed harder, the shame fueling his arousal. He remembered the boardroom, just weeks ago, commanding attention, closing deals, his voice booming with confidence. Now here he was, a painted sissy in silk and padding, exposed to a stranger.

The contrast hit like a punch. His old self felt like a ghost, unreachable. This—Connie—was all that remained, trembling under their stares.

Jade thanked the woman, her voice smooth as ever. “We’ll catch up later,” she said, closing the door. But the damage was done, the stranger’s smirk burned into his mind.

He stood there, frozen, the silk panties clinging to the diaper’s bulk. His painted lips trembled, the taste of lipstick still strong. Every part of him screamed with humiliation, yet his body ached for more.

Jade turned back to him, her smile unrelenting. “You did so well, Connie. Mommy’s proud of her shy little doll.”

Her praise twisted inside him, warm and cutting. He hated how it made him feel—small, owned, desperate. His cock strained under the layers, the denial sharper now.

She stepped closer, her hand brushing his cheek, smudging the blush slightly. “But we’re not done showing off my pretty girl,” she murmured. Her eyes gleamed with intent, promising more exposure.

His stomach dropped. Another knock, another face, another piece of his dignity stripped away. The thought alone made his skin prickle with dread and heat.

Then, a faint buzz came from her pocket—her phone vibrating. She pulled it out, glancing at the screen with a slow, knowing smile. “Oh, Connie, looks like we’ve got plans tonight,” she said, her voice dripping with promise.

His heart raced. Plans. The word echoed with menace, a new threat he couldn’t predict.

“Who… who is it?” His voice was small, barely audible. Fear and need churned inside him. He couldn’t handle more eyes, more judgment.

“You’ll see, precious thing,” Jade replied, tucking the phone away. Her hand slid to his thigh again, teasing the edge of the silk. “Mommy’s got a big surprise for her sissy girl.”

He shivered, trapped in her control. The makeup felt heavier now, the wig a constant weight, the silk and padding a dual prison. Whoever was coming, whatever she had planned, he knew it would break him further.

Her fingers pressed against the diaper through the panties, a light but deliberate touch. “Be ready, Connie. You’re going to shine tonight.”

His breath caught. Shine. The word carried a dark edge, a promise of more shame, more surrender.

He couldn’t escape her. The stranger’s smirk, the boardroom memory, the new name—it all swirled in his mind, crushing what little resistance he had left. His body pulsed, aching for whatever torment came next.

Jade’s smile never faltered. She leaned in, her breath warm on his ear. “Mommy’s going to make sure everyone sees what a perfect little doll you are.”

His skin prickled. Everyone. The word hung heavy, a threat he couldn’t shake.

The phone in her pocket buzzed again, insistent. She ignored it for now, her focus entirely on him. “Let’s get you ready for your big moment, Connie,” she said, her voice a velvet blade.

He trembled, the silk rubbing against the diaper with every shaky breath. The makeup, the wig, the name—they were all hers, marks of her control. And tonight, whoever was coming would see it all.

His cock throbbed, trapped and desperate. Shame and heat twisted tighter, inescapable. He was Connie now, and Jade would make sure the world knew it.

She stepped back, her eyes scanning him from head to toe. “We’ve got a few hours to polish you up,” she mused. Her hand tapped the silk lightly, sending a jolt through him.

Hours. The word stretched out, filled with dread. What else could she do in that time?

“Come, precious thing,” she said, gesturing toward the bedroom. “Mommy’s got more toys to play with before our guests arrive.”

Guests. Plural. His mind reeled, panic spiking through the haze of arousal.

He followed her, the diaper and panties forcing that humiliating waddle. Each step was a reminder of his fall, his surrender. The wig swayed, tickling his neck, the lipstick sticky on his mouth.

Jade’s laughter echoed softly behind him. “You’re going to be the star tonight, Connie.” Her voice was a promise, dark and unrelenting.

His heart pounded. Star. The word terrified him, yet his body ached for whatever she meant by it.

They reached the bedroom door, and she paused, her hand on the knob. “Ready to shine, my little doll?” she asked, her smile merciless.

He wasn’t ready. He’d never be ready. But he nodded, small and broken, because he had no choice.

She opened the door, revealing a vanity table covered in more makeup, more accessories. A pink dress lay folded on the bed, ruffles and lace glaring under the light. His stomach twisted, knowing it was for him.

“Sit,” she commanded, pointing to the chair in front of the vanity. He obeyed, the padding shifting under him, the silk clinging tight. His reflection stared back, a stranger in blonde and pink.

Jade stood behind him, her hands on his shoulders. “We’re going to make you unforgettable, Connie,” she whispered. Her fingers pressed down, grounding him in his shame.

His breath hitched. Unforgettable. The word echoed, a threat and a promise all at once.

She reached for a new brush, dipping it into a palette of shimmering eyeshadow. “Close your eyes, precious thing,” she instructed. He did, trembling under her touch.

The brush glided over his lids, cool and precise. Each stroke deepened his transformation, erasing more of Connor. He felt it slipping away, replaced by Connie, Jade’s creation.

Her hand moved to his chin, tilting it up. “Open,” she said, and he did, meeting her gaze in the mirror. Her smile was a weapon, sharp and unrelenting.

“You’re almost ready for your debut,” she murmured, her other hand slipping down to tease the edge of the silk again. “Mommy’s so proud of her sissy girl.”

His body pulsed, trapped between dread and desire. The bedroom felt smaller now, the dress on the bed looming like a sentence. Whoever was coming, whatever she had planned, he knew it would be his deepest humiliation yet.

And still, he throbbed for it. Shame burned hot, but so did need. He was hers, completely, and they both knew it.


Chapter 7: Sophie’s Cruel Coos

The brush stopped mid-stroke.

Jade’s eyes locked on his in the mirror. Cold, calculating, stripping him bare before a single word.

Connor—no, Connie—sat frozen. The bedroom air felt heavy, thick with the scent of baby powder lingering from earlier. His skin prickled, hot under the cool shimmer of eyeshadow she’d just applied.

“Connie suits you better, don’t you think?” Jade’s voice was smooth, a blade wrapped in silk. “Callie was too... independent. My little doll needs a name that fits her helplessness.”

His stomach flipped. Even Callie, a scrap of his old self, was gone now. Connie. Softer, weaker, hers.

She set the brush down. Her gaze never wavered, pinning him to the chair. That look—clinical, amused—made his cock twitch in the diaper, trapped and pathetic.

“You’re almost ready, little doll.” Her smile curled, slow and deliberate. “Just a few more touches before our guest arrives.”

Guest. Singular now. His mind spun, grasping at the shift, but her eyes held him, unyielding.

She reached for the pink dress on the bed. Ruffles rustled, loud in the quiet room. The lace trim gleamed, mocking him under the warm bedroom light.

“Stand up.” Her command was soft, unbreakable. He obeyed, the diaper crinkling with every shaky move.

His legs wobbled. The bulk between his thighs forced that humiliating waddle. Heat bloomed in his cheeks, worse under her steady stare.

She held the dress up, letting it unfold. Pink, frilly, a nightmare of satin and bows. His heart pounded, dread mixing with that traitor heat low in his gut.

“Arms up, baby girl.” Her tone dripped with maternal mockery. He lifted them, trembling, the cool air hitting his bare arms as the silk panties shifted.

She slid the dress over his head. The fabric whispered against his skin, cool at first, then clinging warm as it settled. Ruffles brushed his neck, tickling, suffocating.

“Look at you.” Jade stepped back, her eyes scanning every inch. That gaze again—pure control—made his cock throb harder, straining against the padding.

The doorbell chimed.

His breath caught. Sharp, sudden, a stab of panic. Who was here?

Jade’s smile widened. “Right on time.” She smoothed the dress over his shoulders, her touch lingering, teasing.

He wanted to bolt. But the diaper, the dress, her eyes—they rooted him. Helpless.

“Come, sissy thing.” She took his hand, her grip firm, guiding him out of the bedroom. Each step crinkled, the dress swishing, a symphony of shame.

The living room felt brighter, harsher. Cool air brushed his bare legs under the dress. His skin burned, hot with humiliation, as they approached the door.

She opened it. Sophie stood there, his fiancée, her familiar face a punch to his chest. Hope flared—maybe she’d save him.

“Sophie, look at our little Connie!” Jade’s voice was warm, triumphant. She stepped aside, presenting him like a trophy.

Sophie’s eyes widened. Then, a slow grin spread across her lips. Not shock. Not horror. Delight.

“Oh my God, she’s adorable.” Sophie’s voice was a coo, soft and cruel. She stepped inside, her gaze raking over him, ruffles to wig.

His hope shattered. Betrayal stung, sharp and cold, but his cock pulsed harder. Traitor.

“Look at that dress!” Sophie clapped her hands, laughing. “My little sissy baby girl. I’ve dreamed of this, you know.”

Dreamed. The word sliced through him. She wanted this?

Jade chuckled, low and pleased. “I told you she’d be perfect. Help me finish dressing her up.”

Sophie nodded, eager. She dropped her purse, stepping closer. Her perfume hit him, familiar, now twisted with menace.

“Turn around, sweetie.” Sophie’s tone mimicked Jade’s, maternal and mocking. He turned, the diaper crinkling, the dress rustling loud.

Hands tugged at the dress, adjusting. Fingers brushed his back, cool against his heated skin. Two sets of eyes, two voices, doubling the shame.

“There we go.” Jade tied a bow at his waist, tight, possessive. “Now, let’s get some pictures of Mommy’s pathetic little doll.”

Pictures. His gut clenched. Permanent proof.

Sophie pulled out her phone. The camera lens glinted, a cold eye staring him down. His face burned, hotter than the warm padding below.

“Hold still, sweetie,” Jade purred, her hand on his shoulder. “Mommy wants a perfect picture.”

He froze. The crinkle of the diaper echoed as he shifted slightly. Their laughter filled the room, light and cutting.

“Smile, Connie!” Sophie chirped, snapping the first shot. The flash blinded him, searing the moment into reality. No hiding now.

“Arms out, baby girl.” Jade’s voice was a command, soft but iron. He spread them, ruffles trembling, feeling smaller under their combined gaze.

Another flash. Sophie giggled. “She’s so cute, I can’t stand it. My sissy baby girl forever.”

Forever. His mind reeled. His cock throbbed, leaking into the padding, warm shame spreading.

Jade noticed. Her hand slid down, pressing the front of the diaper through the dress. “Look at baby girl leaking already.”

Her fingers curled, rubbing through the layers. Slow, deliberate, the friction unbearable. His hips twitched, involuntary, desperate.

Sophie watched, eyes gleaming. “Already wet? So pathetic.”

That word. It hit like a spark, igniting more heat. His knees shook, trapped in their game.

Jade’s hand moved faster. The crinkle grew louder, obscene in the quiet. His breath hitched, body trembling on the edge.

Sweat beaded on his forehead. His cock pulsed, straining, the warmth of the diaper mixing with the cool air on his neck. So close, so humiliatingly close.

She stopped. Her hand pulled away, leaving him throbbing, aching. The denial burned, a sharp pain in his core.

“Not yet, little doll.” Jade’s voice was a tease, merciless. “Good girls ask Mommy for permission.”

His whine escaped, small and broken. The ache was torture, his body screaming for release. Cool air taunted his flushed skin as the dress shifted.

Sophie snapped another photo. “Look at that face! Begging without words.”

His cheeks flamed. The lens captured it all—his need, his shame, his fall. No escape from their eyes or their phones.

Jade stepped closer. Her hand tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her gaze. “Say it, Connie. Ask Mommy.”

“Please, Mommy.” The words slipped out, weak, defeated. “Can I... can I cum?”

Her smile was a weapon. “Not yet, sissy thing.” Her thumb brushed his painted lips, cool against the heat of his face.

Sophie cooed again. “Soon, baby girl. We’ve got more poses first.”

More. His mind spun, dread and arousal twisting tighter. How much more could they take from him?

Jade guided him to the couch. “Sit, sweetie. Legs apart, show off that pretty dress.”

He sat. The diaper crinkled, loud and damning, the ruffles spreading over his thighs. Warmth lingered in the padding, a reminder of his leaking shame.

Sophie knelt, camera ready. “Perfect. My little sissy doll, all for us.”

Flash. Another picture. Another piece of him stolen.

Jade sat beside him. Her hand rested on his thigh, casual but possessive. The warmth of her touch contrasted the cool fabric, sending shivers through him.

“You’re ours now, Connie.” Her voice was low, final. “Every picture, every ruffle, every crinkle—proof of who you really are.”

His heart pounded. Proof. Permanent.

Sophie joined them, sitting on his other side. Her hand mirrored Jade’s, trapping him between their control. “I’ve waited so long to see you like this.”

Waited. The betrayal deepened, a cold knife in his chest. Yet his body ached, throbbing for more.

Jade’s fingers crept up. They slipped under the dress, teasing the diaper’s edge. “Feel that, baby girl? That’s all for us.”

Her touch was light, maddening. The padding shifted, crinkling, as she pressed just enough to make him gasp. Heat built again, unbearable.

Sophie watched, grinning. “She’s squirming. So needy.”

He was. He hated it. But he couldn’t stop.

Jade’s hand dipped inside the diaper. Her fingers found him, wrapping around his cock through the warm, damp padding. A slow stroke, deliberate, cruel.

His hips bucked. A moan slipped out, raw and desperate. The ruffles rustled with every twitch.

“Shh, little doll.” Jade’s voice was a purr. “Not without permission.”

She stroked again. Slow, torturous, building him up. His body trembled, sweat slick on his skin, the cool dress clinging to his back.

Closer. So close. His breath came in short, sharp gasps.

She stopped again. Pulled her hand free, leaving him throbbing, denied. The ache was a physical weight, crushing.

“Not yet.” Jade licked her lips, amused. “Mommy and Sophie have more plans for you.”

Plans. His mind raced, panic spiking through the haze. What else could they do?

Sophie held up her phone. Showed him the screen—dozens of photos, each more damning than the last. “These are just the start, Connie.”

His stomach dropped. The images stared back—pink dress, wig, diaper bulge, his flushed, broken face. Permanent.

Jade leaned in. Her breath was warm on his ear, a stark contrast to the cool air around. “Imagine who else might see these, baby girl.”

His blood ran cold. But his cock twitched, traitorously eager. Shame burned hotter than ever.

Sophie pocketed the phone. “We’ve got so much more in store.” Her smile matched Jade’s, a twin threat.

Jade’s hand patted the diaper. A light tap, but it sent a jolt through him. “Let’s see how long you can last, sissy thing.”

How long. The question hung, heavy with promise. How far had they planned this?

Their laughter mingled. Soft, cruel, inescapable. He sat trapped between them, dress rustling, diaper crinkling, wondering just how deep this game would go.


Chapter 8: Sunday’s False Freedom

Connor stared at Sophie’s phone screen, trapped between the two women on the couch. The images burned into his mind—pink dress, wig askew, diaper bulging under ruffles, his flushed, broken face staring back. Each photo was a shackle, permanent proof of his fall.

His stomach churned. The memory of last night’s proposal crashed in—Sophie on one knee, her eyes soft, promising forever. Had that “yes” always hidden this plan? Was every sweet moment just bait for this trap?

He swallowed hard. The pacifier in his mouth clicked against his teeth, a sharp reminder of his place. His chest tightened, betrayal cutting deeper than the humiliation.

Jade leaned back, her hand still resting on his thigh. Her fingers tapped lightly, possessive. “You look so pretty in pictures, Connie.”

Sophie’s smirk was sharper, more personal. “Remember how you’d hide your morning wood, rolling onto your stomach every dawn? Now everyone sees what you really are.”

Her words stung. Intimate, cruel, a lover’s knife. His face burned, the wig’s tight band digging into his scalp.

The dress clung to his skin, sticky with dried sweat from last night’s ordeal. The diaper sagged, heavy between his thighs, the plastic backing warm and damp against him. A faint whiff of baby powder lingered, mixing with the sweet, cloying scent of leftover makeup on his face.

He shifted. The crinkle was loud, obscene in the quiet room. Shame pulsed hotter, but his cock twitched anyway, traitor to his will.

Jade noticed. Always did. Her smile curved, amused and maternal.

“Baby girl’s squirming again.” Her voice was soft, a purr of control. She slid her hand higher, brushing the dress’s hem.

Sophie’s eyes gleamed. “He’s been hard all morning, hasn’t he? Just like those nights I’d catch you sneaking a stroke under the sheets.”

His breath hitched. Her memory was a weapon, sharper than Jade’s clinical taunts. He wanted to scream, to deny it, but the pacifier muffled any protest.

Jade’s fingers slipped under the ruffles. They teased the diaper’s edge, her touch light but deliberate. “Let’s check how needy our sissy is.”

Her hand dipped inside. The warmth of her palm pressed against his cock through the padding, slow and firm. A jolt shot through him, his hips jerking without permission.

He moaned. A pathetic, muffled sound around the pacifier. The crinkle of the diaper echoed with every twitch.

Sophie laughed. “Listen to that. My big, tough fiancé, whining like a little doll.”

Her words burned. But the heat only grew, his cock throbbing under Jade’s grip. Baby powder’s scent mixed with the sharp tang of his own sweat, choking him with every breath.

Jade stroked once, twice. Slow, torturous, her fingers curling through the warm padding. “Look at this, Sophie. Baby girl’s leaking already.”

He was. Precum seeped out, slick and hot, trapped in the diaper. Shame clawed at him, but his body didn’t care.

Sophie leaned closer. Her perfume hit him—floral, familiar, now tied to betrayal. “You’re such a mess, Connie. Always were, just hiding it.”

Her hand joined Jade’s, slipping under the dress. She pressed against the diaper’s front, her touch rougher, more personal. “I want to feel it when you break.”

His mind spun. Two hands, two women, complete control. The pressure built, unbearable, his cock straining against the padding.

Jade’s pace quickened. Her grip tightened, milking him through the plastic. “Ask Mommy, Connie. You know the rules.”

He hesitated. The pacifier clicked as he bit down, fighting the words. But his body screamed for release.

“Please, Mommy.” His voice was small, broken, barely audible. “Can I cum?”

Jade’s smile widened. “Not yet, sissy thing.” She pulled her hand free, leaving him throbbing, aching.

Sophie didn’t stop. Her fingers pressed harder, rubbing the diaper’s front in tight circles. “You don’t get to decide, babe. I do.”

Her tone was possessive, a lover’s cruelty. His hips bucked, chasing her touch despite himself. The crinkle filled the room, a humiliating soundtrack.

He was close. Too close. His breath came in short gasps, the edge rushing toward him.

Then it hit. No permission, no control—a sudden, sharp release. Cum spilled hot and thick into the diaper, pulse after pulse, soaking the padding.

He groaned. A desperate, raw sound muffled by the pacifier. The warmth spread, sticky and heavy, pooling against his skin.

Sophie froze. Her hand pulled back, eyes narrowing. “Did you just… without asking?”

His face burned. Shame crashed in, heavier than the wet diaper. He couldn’t meet her gaze.

Jade laughed softly. “Oh, baby girl. You’ve made a big mistake.”

Sophie’s voice was colder now, personal anger seeping through. “You used to hold back for me in bed, pretending you had control. Look at you now, cumming like a helpless little toy.”

The words cut deep. His cock twitched again, spent but still sensitive, trapped in the soaked padding. The scent of baby powder mixed with the sharp musk of his release, overwhelming.

Jade stood, smoothing her skirt with that unshakable calm. “Naughty sissies get punished, Connie. You know that.”

Sophie crossed her arms. “I’ve got just the thing for you. Something to remind you who’s in charge.”

Dread coiled in his gut. Punishment. What more could they do?

Jade tilted her head, studying him like a specimen. “Stand up, baby girl. Let’s get you ready.”

He stood on shaky legs. The diaper sagged heavier now, the wet bulk forcing a waddle. The dress rustled, sticky fabric pulling at his thighs.

Sophie disappeared for a moment, returning with a small black box. Her smirk was back, cruel and intimate. “You’re gonna love this, babe. Or hate it. Either way, it’s mine to decide.”

She opened the box. Inside was a sleek, curved butt plug—shiny, black, with a flared base. His stomach dropped.

Jade clapped her hands lightly. “Perfect choice, Sophie. Our sissy needs a reminder of her place.”

He shook his head. The pacifier clicked again, a frantic protest. But his body was already theirs.

Sophie stepped closer. Her perfume washed over him again, tied now to fear. “Bend over, Connie. Show me that pretty little ass I used to tease in bed.”

His heart raced. But he bent, the diaper crinkling loudly, the dress riding up. Exposed, helpless, waiting.

Jade handed Sophie a small bottle of lube. “Make sure she feels every inch.” Her tone was clinical, amused.

Sophie squirted the lube onto her fingers. The sharp, sterile scent hit him, mixing with the lingering baby powder. Then her hand was there, cold and slick, teasing his hole.

He tensed. A whimper escaped around the pacifier. The humiliation burned, but his cock stirred again, pathetic and eager.

“Relax, babe.” Sophie’s voice was a mockery of comfort. “You’ve taken worse from me before. Remember?”

Her finger pushed in. Slow, deliberate, stretching him. He gasped, the intrusion sharp, the lube warming with his heat.

She worked him open. One finger, then two, her movements rougher than necessary. “There we go. Just like old times, except now you’re my little doll.”

His mind screamed. But his body yielded, softening under her touch. The diaper crinkled with every squirm, the wet padding a constant shame.

Sophie pulled her fingers free. Then came the plug—cold, hard, pressing against him. “Breathe, Connie. Take it for me.”

She pushed. Slow at first, then firmer, the widest part stretching him painfully. He groaned, the pacifier muffling his cry.

It popped in. The base nestled against him, secure under the diaper. A dull, heavy pressure filled him, constant and inescapable.

Sophie patted the diaper’s back. “Good girl. You’ll wear that until I say otherwise.”

Jade nodded approvingly. “Let’s tape you back up, sissy. Keep that little reminder in place.”

They adjusted the diaper, tapes ripping and resealing with a sharp sound. The wet padding pressed the plug deeper, every movement a jolt. The plastic backing stuck to his skin, sweaty and tight.

He stood straight, trembling. The plug shifted with each breath, a humiliating weight. The diaper’s bulk forced his thighs apart, the crinkle mocking him.

Sophie stepped back, admiring her work. “Look at you, babe. My big man, waddling around with a toy in his ass and a soggy diaper.”

His face burned hotter. The scent of her perfume lingered, now a trigger for dread. Baby powder clung to his throat, a bitter aftertaste.

Jade checked her watch. “Sunday’s almost over, Connie. The bet ends tonight. Unless…”

She paused. Her eyes locked on his, calm and piercing. A trap, always a trap.

“Unless you want to stop now.” Her voice was soft, almost kind. “Do you, baby girl? Say the word.”

His heart leapt. Freedom. A chance to end this nightmare.

But his mouth wouldn’t move. The pacifier clicked as he hesitated, mind racing. Could he walk away after all this?

Sophie tilted her head. “Go on, Connie. Tell us. Or are you already too far gone?”

Her tone was personal, cutting. She knew him—knew his weaknesses, his pride. His silence was her victory.

Jade’s smile returned. “I thought so, baby girl. We’ll continue tomorrow.”

His stomach sank. Tomorrow. Another day of this hell.

Sophie clapped her hands. “Perfect. I’ve got plans for you, babe. Big plans.”

Dread spiked again. Plans. What could be worse than today?

Jade adjusted his wig, her touch light but possessive. “Rest up, sissy thing. Monday’s going to be a big day.”

He stood there, plug heavy inside him, diaper soaked and sagging. The pacifier clicked once more, a sound of defeat. Monday loomed—would he find the strength to walk away?

Their laughter mingled again. Soft, cruel, a promise of more. He waddled slightly, the crinkle a constant reminder, wondering just how far they’d push him next.


Chapter 9: Monday’s Crawling Defeat

Connor woke Monday morning, body heavy with defeat. His limbs ached from the weekend’s humiliations, the plug still a dull weight inside him, pressing with every breath. The soggy diaper clung to his skin, the bulk forcing his thighs apart, a constant, crinkling reminder.

Jade’s eyes were on him before he even turned over. That calm, calculating gaze—always dissecting, always knowing—pinned him to the mattress. Her presence filled the room, a silent command he couldn’t escape.

“Morning, baby girl.” Her voice was soft, honey-sweet with menace. “Did my little Connie sleep well?”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. The pacifier in his mouth clicked against his teeth, muffling any response into a pathetic mumble.

She leaned closer. Her perfume—sharp, floral—cut through the stale scent of baby powder. “No need to talk, sissy. Mommy knows what you need.”

His stomach twisted. Shame burned his cheeks, but that traitor heat stirred low, already waking. He hated it—hated himself for it.

Jade pulled the blanket off him. The air hit his exposed legs, the pink frills of the dress from last night still bunched around his waist. The diaper sagged, wet and heavy, the plastic backing sticking to his thighs.

“Look at this mess.” She pressed a hand to the front of the padding, her touch firm, deliberate. “Baby girls can’t help it, can they?”

He squirmed. The crinkle echoed in the quiet room, obscene and loud. His face burned hotter, eyes darting away from hers.

“No work today, Connie.” Her tone was final, a verdict. “You’re not a big, strong man anymore. You’re staying right here with Mommy.”

His heart sank. Work. The last shred of his old life—his suits, his desk, his authority—slipped away with her words.

He tried to protest. The pacifier garbled his words into nonsense, a pitiful “Mmph-nn” that made her smile widen.

“Shh, baby girl. No arguing.” She tapped the pacifier, pushing it deeper into his mouth. “You’re calling in sick. Right now.”

She pulled out his phone from her pocket. Held it up, her thumb already swiping to his boss’s contact. “I’ll do the talking. You just listen.”

He froze. Her voice shifted, professional and smooth, as she dialed. “Hi, this is Jade, calling for Connor. He’s under the weather today—won’t be in. Thanks.”

The call ended. She set the phone down, her smile returning. “See? Easy. Now you’re all mine for the day.”

His chest tightened. No escape. Not even the pretense of his old life to cling to.

Jade stood, her movements graceful, controlled. “Time to get my little girl ready for a big Monday at home. First, let’s get you out of bed.”

She tugged him up by the arm. His legs wobbled, the diaper’s bulk forcing an awkward waddle. The plug shifted inside him, a sharp jolt of pressure with each step.

“Down on the floor, Connie.” Her command was gentle but ironclad. “Baby girls don’t walk today. You crawl.”

His mind screamed. Crawl? Here, in his own apartment, like some helpless toddler?

He hesitated. Her eyes narrowed, just a flicker of impatience. “Now, sissy. Or do I need to remind you of the bet?”

Defeat crushed him. He sank to his knees, the diaper crinkling loudly. The carpet scratched his palms as he moved, slow and clumsy, following her pointed finger.

“Good girl.” Her praise was a blade, cutting deep. “Look at you, crawling so pretty for Mommy.”

His face burned. The plug pressed harder with each movement, a humiliating weight. His cock twitched, pathetic and eager, trapped in the wet padding.

She led him to the living room. A pink romper lay on the couch, ruffled and infantile, next to a fresh diaper and a bottle. The sight made his gut churn.

“Time to dress my baby properly.” She knelt beside him, her hands already working the snaps of the dress. “This old thing won’t do for a day with Mommy.”

He stayed still. Her fingers brushed his skin as she stripped the dress off, leaving him in just the soggy diaper. The air felt cold, humiliating, against his bare chest.

She unfolded the romper. The fabric was soft, silky, with lace trim that screamed femininity. “Arms up, Connie. Let’s make you perfect.”

He obeyed. The romper slid over his head, the fabric tight against his broad shoulders, mocking his old strength. The ruffles tickled his neck, a constant irritant.

“Now, let’s fix that messy diaper.” She patted the padding, her touch lingering. “But first, a little drink for my thirsty girl.”

She grabbed the bottle. The nipple was smeared with a faint pink—lipstick, hers, a deliberate mark. She pressed it to his lips, replacing the pacifier with a quick swap.

“Suck, baby girl.” Her voice was a purr, maternal and cruel. “Show Mommy how good you are.”

He hesitated. The lipstick’s waxy taste hit his tongue as she pushed the nipple in. Warm milk flooded his mouth, sweet and thick, forcing him to swallow.

“There we go.” Her hand rested on his head, stroking through the wig. “Such a sweet little sissy, drinking for Mommy.”

His cheeks burned. The bottle tilted higher, milk spilling past his lips, dripping down his chin. He felt utterly small, reduced to this infantile act.

She watched him drink. Her eyes never left his face, that calm gaze stripping him bare. “You’re so helpless like this, Connie. Just the way I want you.”

His body reacted. Heat pooled low, his cock stirring in the wet padding. The shame of it—drinking from a bottle, dressed like this—only made it worse.

She pulled the bottle away. A dribble of milk ran down his neck, cold against his flushed skin. “Enough for now. Time for a change.”

He dreaded it. Her hands moved to the diaper tapes, ripping them open with a sharp sound. The wet padding peeled away, exposing him, the plug’s base visible between his cheeks.

“Look at this soggy mess.” Her tone was amused, almost fond. “Baby girls can’t stay dry, can they?”

He couldn’t meet her eyes. The air felt cold on his bare skin, his erection obvious, humiliating. He prayed she wouldn’t comment on it.

But she did. “Oh, Connie. Look at that naughty little thing, so hard already.”

Her fingers brushed his shaft. Just a graze, but it sent a jolt through him. He bit back a moan, trembling under her touch.

“Not yet, sissy.” She pulled her hand away, leaving him throbbing. “We’ve got a long day ahead.”

She adjusted the plug, twisting it slightly. The pressure intensified, a sharp reminder of his vulnerability. He gasped, the sound pathetic and raw.

“Stay still.” She slid a fresh diaper under him, the plastic crinkling loudly. “Mommy’s got to make sure her baby is comfy.”

Her hands lingered. She powdered him slowly, the cloud of sweet scent filling the air. Her palm pressed against his shaft as she smoothed the powder, deliberate and teasing.

He tensed. His hips twitched involuntarily, seeking more. The shame burned, but the need was stronger.

“Naughty girl.” She taped the diaper closed, sealing him in. “Baby girls don’t get to decide when they feel good.”

His cock throbbed in the fresh padding. Trapped, aching, with no relief in sight. The plug pressed deeper, a constant torment.

She snapped the romper’s crotch closed. The fabric hugged the diaper, emphasizing the bulk. “There. My perfect little crawler.”

He stayed on his knees. The position felt permanent now, his old life a distant memory. Crawling, diapered, dressed like this—what was left of him?

Jade sat on the couch. “Come here, Connie. Crawl to Mommy.”

He moved. Each motion was a humiliation, the crinkle loud, the plug shifting. His face burned as he reached her feet.

“Good girl.” She patted her lap. “Up here. Let’s cuddle while I tell you about your day.”

He hesitated. Her lap? The thought was absurd, degrading.

“Now, sissy.” Her tone sharpened, just a touch. “Don’t make me ask twice.”

He climbed up. His bulk made it awkward, the diaper forcing his legs apart. He settled against her, her warmth pressing through the romper.

Her arms wrapped around him. “That’s better. Now, listen. Today, you’re my baby all day. No walking, no talking, just crawling and playing.”

His stomach dropped. All day. No reprieve, no chance to reclaim even a shred of dignity.

“And one more thing.” She shifted, reaching into her pocket. “I’ve got a little toy to keep you... entertained.”

She held up a small remote. Her thumb hovered over a button, her smile wicked. “This controls that plug inside you, Connie. Let’s see how you like it.”

She pressed it. A low hum started, the plug vibrating inside him. The sensation was immediate, intense, shooting through his core.

He gasped. His body jerked, hips twitching against her lap. The diaper crinkled with every movement, amplifying his shame.

“Feel that, baby girl?” Her voice was a purr, her breath warm on his ear. “Mommy can turn it up... or down. All day long.”

The vibration pulsed. Stronger now, relentless, hitting that spot inside him. His cock throbbed harder, trapped in the padding, leaking already.

He moaned. Couldn’t help it. The sound was muffled, desperate, around the bottle nipple she’d slipped back in.

“Look at you squirming.” She pressed the remote again, the buzz intensifying. “Such a pathetic little thing, getting so worked up.”

His hips moved. He couldn’t stop them, grinding against the diaper, the friction maddening. The warmth built, pressure coiling tight.

She watched him. Her eyes gleamed with amusement, her hand resting on his padded crotch. “Does my sissy want to spill in her diaper? Go on, show Mommy.”

Her words pushed him over. The vibration hit harder, relentless, and his body gave in. Warmth flooded the diaper, thick and hot, pooling against his skin as his cock pulsed.

He groaned. The release was sharp, overwhelming, each contraction spilling more into the padding. The diaper grew warm, heavy, a sticky reminder of his defeat.

She didn’t stop the vibration. Not yet. It buzzed on, drawing out every shudder, making him whimper.

“There we go.” Her voice was soft, mocking. “Baby girls don’t mind a little mess, do they?”

He trembled. The sticky warmth spread, clinging to him, the diaper sagging under the weight. Shame crashed over him, worse than the pleasure.

She turned off the remote. The vibration stopped, leaving him raw, oversensitive. The plug still pressed inside, a dull ache now.

“No cleaning up just yet, Connie.” Her tone was final, a smirk playing on her lips. “You’ll wear that mess for a while. A reminder of what you are.”

His face burned. Sticky, trapped, reduced to this—he couldn’t look at her. The diaper crinkled with every tiny shift, the warmth a constant humiliation.

She patted his head. “Stay on my lap, baby girl. We’ve got hours left to play.”

He froze. Hours. The word echoed, a promise of more torment.

Then her phone buzzed. She glanced at it, her smile widening into something dangerous. “Oh, Connie. Looks like Sophie’s coming over soon with a surprise for you.”

His heart raced. A surprise. From Sophie—someone who knew him, who’d seen him at his strongest.

Jade tilted his chin up. Forced him to meet her gaze. “Let’s see how my sissy behaves in front of company. You’ll be a good girl, won’t you?”

He couldn’t answer. The pacifier clicked, his breath ragged. The sticky mess in his diaper clung tighter, a weight he couldn’t escape.

She held up a small camera. Just a glimpse, but enough to make his blood run cold. “Smile, Connie. We’re making memories today.”

His stomach dropped. Memories. The threat hung heavy, a new chain binding him to this nightmare.


Chapter 10: Public Baby Display

Connor slumped on Jade’s lap, the sticky warmth in his diaper clinging to his skin. The mess was heavy, sagging between his thighs, a constant reminder of his surrender. His breath hitched, ragged around the pacifier clicking against his teeth.

Jade sat poised, her tailored blazer hugging her frame, every inch of her composed. Her hand rested on his padded hip, fingers tracing lazy circles over the plastic backing. That touch—light, possessive—made his scalp prickle under the frilly wig.

“Such a good girl, Connie.” Her voice was honey-smooth, cutting deeper than any shout. “Mommy’s so proud.”

His gut twisted at “Mommy.” A woman barely older than him, claiming that title—it felt wrong, perverse. But the sick heat bloomed anyway, spreading through his core, betraying him again.

The door clicked open.

Connor froze. His knees pressed into the carpet, the diaper crinkling with the tiniest shift. He didn’t dare look up.

Sophie stood there. He felt her gaze first, heavy and slow, raking over him from head to toe. Her silence burned worse than words, taking in the pink onesie, the ruffled skirt barely hiding the bloated padding, the mess he couldn’t escape.

“Oh, babe.” Her voice finally came, soft with a cruel edge. “Look how far you’ve come.”

Heat crawled up his ears. He wanted to vanish, to sink through the floor. But his body stayed, trembling, exposed on all fours.

Jade’s hand pressed firmer on his hip. “Connie, say hi to Sophie. Don’t be rude.”

He couldn’t. The pacifier muffled any protest. He just stared at the carpet, blood rushing behind his eyes.

Sophie stepped closer. Her heels clicked, sharp and deliberate. “Wow, Jade. You’ve got him... perfect.”

Jade laughed, a low, amused sound above him. “He’s getting there. Aren’t you, baby girl?”

The plug inside him shifted as he squirmed. A dull ache, a reminder of her control. He bit down on the pacifier, hating how his cock twitched at their words.

Sophie crouched down. Her face level with his now, her eyes gleaming. “I brought something for our little Connie.”

A rustle of a bag. He didn’t look. Couldn’t bear to.

Jade’s fingers tapped his padded bottom. “Oh, what’s this? A surprise for my sissy?”

Sophie grinned. “Thought she’d look cute in public with this. A little accessory.”

Public. The word hit like a punch. His stomach dropped, dread pooling cold and heavy.

Jade’s hand slid up to his back, patting gently. “Perfect timing, Sophie. We’re heading out soon.”

Out. His mind reeled. He couldn’t—not like this, not with strangers seeing him.

Sophie pulled something from the bag. A pink leash, thin and glittery, attached to a soft collar. “For Mommy to keep her baby close.”

His skin went blotchy, shame prickling his neck. A leash. Like he was nothing more than a pet.

Jade took it, her nails clicking against the clasp. “Adorable. Let’s try it on.”

She leaned over him, her height looming even seated. The collar slipped around his neck, cool against his flushed skin. A soft snap as it locked.

“There.” Jade tugged lightly, testing it. “Now you won’t wander off, Connie.”

Sophie chuckled. “Can’t wait to see the looks you’ll get. A big baby girl on a leash.”

His chest tightened. He wanted to scream, to rip it off. But the diaper crinkled, the mess shifting, anchoring him to this nightmare.

Jade stood, pulling the leash gently. “Up, baby girl. On your knees for now.”

He obeyed. Knees dragged on carpet. Crinkle with every move.

She towered over him, her slacks hugging her long legs. “We’re going to a special cafe. Somewhere you can be... yourself.”

His heart raced. A cafe. People. Eyes.

Sophie adjusted his wig, tucking a stray curl behind his ear. “Don’t worry, Connie. Everyone there will love a sweet thing like you.”

He hated the heat her words sparked. Hated how his body reacted, cock stirring in the sticky mess. Pathetic.

Jade tugged the leash. “Crawl to the door. We’ll get you in the car seat.”

Crawl. His knees moved. Carpet scraped.

The diaper sagged heavier with each shift. The bulk forced his thighs apart, a waddle even on all fours. Humiliation burned through him.

Sophie followed, bag in hand. “I’ve got extra diapers, just in case. Wouldn’t want an accident in public.”

Accident. The word stung. He wasn’t a child, wasn’t this helpless—except he was.

At the door, Jade paused. Her hand rested on his head, fingers threading through the wig. “You’ll behave, won’t you, Connie?”

He nodded. No choice. The pacifier clicked.

The car ride was torture. Strapped into an oversized car seat, the diaper pressed tighter against him. Every bump jolted the plug, sending unwanted sparks through his core.

Jade drove, calm as ever. Her blazer sleeve brushed the steering wheel, elegant, untouchable. She glanced at him in the rearview mirror, smiling.

“Excited, baby girl?” Her tone mocked him. “You’ll love showing off.”

Sophie sat beside him, leash in hand. She tugged it lightly, playful. “Look at that pout. So cute.”

His face burned. He stared out the window, cars passing, normal people living normal lives. Not this.

The cafe loomed ahead. A discreet sign, tucked in a quiet alley. “Little Haven,” it read.

His stomach churned. Little. Haven. Code for something he didn’t want to face.

Jade parked. She stepped out, her tailored outfit catching the light, every movement precise. She opened his door, unbuckling him.

“Out you go, Connie.” Her hand guided him, firm on his padded bottom. The crinkle echoed in the alley.

Sophie held the leash now. A light pull. “Come on, sweetie.”

He crawled out. Knees hit pavement. Bulk waddled between his legs.

The cafe door opened. A bell jingled. Heads turned.

Three people inside. Two women, one man, all in casual clothes—but their eyes locked on him. Calculating, amused, knowing.

Heat prickled his neck. He wanted to bolt. Couldn’t.

Jade’s voice floated above. “Wave to the nice people, Connie, don’t be shy.”

His hand lifted. A weak wave. Blood rushed behind his eyes.

A woman smiled, waving back. “What a darling little girl!”

Another chuckled. “Such a big baby. Adorable.”

Sophie tugged the leash. Led him to a corner table. The diaper crinkled louder with every crawl.

Jade sat, crossing her legs, poised as ever. “Kneel by Mommy, Connie. Be good.”

He knelt. The bulk pressed into the floor, sticky warmth clinging. His cock twitched, traitorously hard again.

Sophie leaned down. Whispered. “They’re all looking. Loving it.”

His skin crawled. But the heat grew. Shame and arousal, twisted together.

Jade ordered coffee. Acted normal, like he wasn’t a grown man in a diaper at her feet. Her hand rested on his head, casual ownership.

A waitress approached. Young, maybe late twenties, with a knowing smirk. “Anything for the little one?”

Jade smiled. “A bottle of warm milk, please. She’s thirsty.”

The waitress nodded. “Coming right up, cutie.”

Cutie. His ears flushed. He bit the pacifier harder.

The bottle arrived. Jade took it, testing the warmth on her wrist. Her clean, manicured hand looked clinical, perfect.

“Open, baby girl.” She pulled the pacifier out. Slipped the bottle nipple in.

He sucked. Warm milk flooded his mouth. Sweet, humiliating.

People watched. Whispers floated. “Look at that... so committed... big sissy...”

His cock throbbed in the diaper. The padding rubbed with every tiny shift. He couldn’t stop it.

Jade’s hand slid down. Under the table, unseen. Fingers pressed against the front of his diaper.

“There it is.” Her whisper was for him alone. “Baby girl’s getting excited in public.”

He whimpered. The bottle muffled it. Her fingers curled through the padding, finding his shaft.

“Shh, Connie.” She stroked lightly. “Don’t make a scene.”

The pressure built. Her touch was slow, deliberate, through the warm, sticky mess. Each stroke dragged him closer.

His hips twitched. Couldn’t help it. The crinkle was obscene under the table.

She leaned closer. Her breath on his ear. “Does sissy want to spill again? Right here?”

He moaned. Low, desperate. The bottle nipple slipped deeper.

Her fingers tightened. Stroked faster. “Go on, pathetic little thing. Show Mommy.”

The edge hit. His body tensed, cock pulsing hard. Warmth flooded the diaper again, thick and hot, pooling against his skin.

Contractions ripped through him. He saw himself—boardroom, suit, shaking hands, commanding respect. Now this, a diapered mess, cumming in public under her hand.

This felt better. Sharper, rawer, than any boardroom win. Self-disgust surged, looping back to heat, making him shudder harder.

More cum spilled. Sticky, heavy, sagging the padding further. He groaned, muffled by the bottle, shame crashing over him.

Jade’s hand withdrew. She wiped it discreetly on a napkin, her face unchanged, serene. “Good girl, Connie. So quiet.”

Sophie smirked. “Did she just...?”

Jade nodded, amused. “She couldn’t help it. My little sissy loves being seen.”

His scalp prickled under the wig. Seen. The word echoed, burning.

The cafe buzzed around him. Eyes still lingered, knowing smiles cutting through him. He wanted to die—but part of him didn’t.

Jade fed him the rest of the bottle. Her touch was gentle now, maternal. “You did well, baby girl.”

Sophie tugged the leash lightly. “Bet you’d come back tomorrow if we asked. Wouldn’t you?”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. But the thought lodged deep—coming back, being seen again, the sick thrill of it.

The ride home was quiet. Strapped in the car seat, the diaper heavier now, double-soaked. Every bump made him wince, the plug shifting inside.

Jade drove, her profile sharp in the fading light. Her hands gripped the wheel, steady, in control. Always.

Sophie scrolled her phone beside him. “Got some cute pics, Connie. For keeps.”

His stomach twisted. Pics. But no energy to fight.

At home, Jade led him inside. The leash tugged lightly. “Crawl to the mirror, baby girl. Take a look.”

He crawled. Knees dragged. Crinkle echoed.

The mirror loomed. Full-length, unforgiving. He stopped, staring.

Pink onesie, ruffled skirt, wig askew. Diaper bulging, sagging, obscene. A stranger stared back—not Connor, not the man he’d been.

His breath caught. Did he even want that man back? The thought hit hard, unwanted, sticking.

Jade stood behind. Her reflection towered over his. “See, Connie? That’s who you are now.”

He couldn’t look away. The thrill of the cafe, the eyes, her hand—it churned in him. Did he want more?

Sophie’s voice cut in. “Bet he’s already thinking about next time. Aren’t you, babe?”

His silence answered. Shame burned, but so did something else. Something he couldn’t name yet.


Chapter 11: Begging for Regression

Connor stared into the mirror. His hands gripped the edge of the frame, knuckles white. The reflection wasn’t him—not the man he’d been—just a shell in pink ruffles, diaper sagging heavy between his thighs.

The crinkle echoed with every tiny shift. Silk panties beneath the padding rubbed against his skin, slick and teasing, a cruel contrast to the bulk. The wig tugged at his scalp, synthetic strands tickling his neck, and the dried lipstick on his mouth felt tight, foreign.

A whiff of baby powder clung to the air, sharp and humiliating. Mixed with it, the faint musk of the used diaper, a reminder of what he’d done in public, under Jade’s hand, in that cafe.

He exhaled. His breath fogged the glass for a moment. Did he even want to go back to suits and boardrooms?

Footsteps clicked behind him. Jade entered, her presence filling the room without effort. She adjusted a stray hair in the mirror, her fingers precise, every motion deliberate as if even chaos bent to her will.

“Step back, Connie.” Her voice was soft, a velvet blade. “Let Mommy see her baby girl.”

He shuffled back. The diaper crinkled louder, the weight pulling at his hips. His face burned with a raw, unfamiliar ache—not just shame, but something needier.

Jade’s eyes roved over him, clinical yet warm. She tilted her head, a faint smile playing on her lips. “Look at you, so perfect in your little outfit.”

Sophie slipped in, holding her phone, a smirk already in place. She didn’t wait for Jade’s cue, stepping close to Connor. Her fingers tugged at the ruffled skirt, lifting it to expose more of the bulging diaper.

“Damn, Connie, you’re a mess.” Her tone was sharp, gleeful. “I’ve got those cafe pics ready to send to your old gym bros. Should I?”

His stomach dropped. Pics. His mind raced—sweaty locker room laughs, high-fives, now this.

“No, please—” His voice cracked, small.

Sophie laughed, thumb hovering over her screen. “Beg harder, sissy. Or maybe I’ll post them anyway.”

Jade didn’t intervene. She watched, letting Sophie’s threat hang, her silence a heavier weight than any words. Her gaze pinned him, dissecting every flinch.

The room smelled of baby powder still, now layered with Jade’s subtle perfume—something floral, crisp, cutting through the shame-scent of the diaper. It made his head swim.

He shifted, the silk panties sliding against his skin, lace edges scratching lightly at his inner thighs. The diaper’s bulk forced his legs apart, a constant reminder, every waddle a confession. His cock twitched, traitorously, trapped in the warm padding.

Jade stepped closer. Her hand rested on his shoulder, light but unyielding. “Sophie, enough for now. Baby girl’s had a big day.”

Sophie pouted but pocketed the phone. Her eyes promised more later, a glint of mischief unchecked by Jade’s calm. She leaned in, whispering, “You’re lucky I’m nice, Connie.”

His chest tightened. Lucky. The word twisted in him, bitter.

Jade’s fingers slid down his arm, guiding him to turn. “Come, sweetie. Let’s sit and talk.”

She led him to the couch. He waddled, the diaper’s crinkle deafening in the quiet room. The silk panties shifted again, teasing his skin with every step.

He sat, the padding squishing under him, warm and heavy. His hands fidgeted, unsure, until Jade pressed something into them—a pacifier, pink and shiny. Its plastic clicked against his teeth as he hesitated.

“Go on, baby girl.” Jade’s voice was a caress, laced with command. “You know you want it.”

He did. God help him, he did. His lips parted, taking it in, the click louder now, a rhythm of surrender.

Sophie snorted, sitting across from them. “Look at that. Didn’t even fight.”

The pacifier muffled his breath. His tongue pressed against it, uselessly, while his cock throbbed harder in the diaper. The shame looped, tightening, feeding the heat.

Jade settled beside him, her thigh brushing his. Her hand rested on his knee, casual but possessive. “Tell Mommy, Connie. How do you feel right now?”

He sucked harder on the pacifier. Words stuck in his throat, raw and jagged. But they came anyway, muffled, desperate.

“I—I don’t wanna stop.” His voice was a whisper, barely audible. “Please, Mommy.”

Jade’s smile deepened. Her hand squeezed his knee, warm through the onesie. “Stop what, baby girl? Use your words.”

He squirmed. The diaper crinkled, the silk scraping his skin, maddening. “This. Being… your baby.”

Sophie’s eyes widened, a triumphant laugh escaping. “Holy shit, he’s begging for it now. Didn’t see that coming.”

Jade’s gaze flicked to Sophie, a shared victory flashing between them. Then back to him, softer, maternal. “Of course, baby, Mommy’s here for you.”

His chest cracked open, a flood of need spilling out. He leaned into her, head dropping to her shoulder. The pacifier clicked, relentless, as he mumbled again, “Mommy, please… bottle?”

Jade’s hand moved to his back, rubbing slow circles. “Such a good girl, asking so nicely.” She reached for the bottle on the side table, testing the warmth with a flick of her wrist.

She pulled the pacifier out. The bottle nipple replaced it, pressing against his lips. He sucked, warm milk flooding his mouth, sweet and humiliating.

His eyes closed. The taste, the warmth, Jade’s hand on his back—it drowned him. His cock pulsed harder, trapped, aching in the soggy padding.

Sophie shifted closer, her voice low, teasing. “Bet he’s hard again. Check him, Jade.”

Jade’s free hand slid down, resting on the front of his diaper. Her fingers pressed lightly, feeling the bulge through the thick layers.

“Oh, he is.” Her tone was amused, almost proud. “Baby girl can’t help herself.”

He whimpered around the bottle. Her touch, even through the padding, sent sparks up his spine. He hated it—loved it—couldn’t stop.

Jade didn’t stroke this time. Her hand stayed still, a firm pressure, letting the heat build without release. “Not yet, Connie. You’ve had enough spills today.”

Denial stung sharper than he expected. His hips twitched, seeking more, but her hand didn’t move. The diaper crinkled, mocking him, the silk panties rubbing with every failed thrust.

Sophie grinned, leaning in. Without warning, her fingers slipped to the side of the diaper, tugging at a tape. “Let me play a little, since you’re holding back.”

Jade raised a brow but didn’t stop her. Sophie’s hand dipped inside, brushing his thigh, then higher, finding the edge of the silk panties. Her touch grazed his skin, teasing, not quite reaching his cock.

“Aw, feel that?” Sophie’s voice dripped with mockery. “Sissy’s desperate under all this pink.”

He groaned, muffled by the bottle. Her fingers danced, light and cruel, tracing the lace trim, never giving relief. His body trembled, edging closer, but not enough.

Jade held the bottle steady, her other hand still on the diaper front, unmoving. “Careful, Sophie. Baby girls don’t get rewards without permission.”

Sophie pulled back, laughing. “Fine, fine. Just wanted a taste of the fun.”

His breath hitched. The bottle emptied, and Jade pulled it away, wiping his mouth with a soft cloth. The gesture was tender, cutting deeper than any taunt.

The air still held baby powder, now mixed with the faint warmth of milk and Jade’s floral scent. It wrapped around him, inescapable, grounding him in this twisted moment. The diaper’s musk lingered too, a quiet shame under it all.

Jade’s hand moved to his cheek, thumb brushing lightly. “You’ve done so well, Connie. Asking for Mommy, wanting to stay like this.”

His heart pounded. Stay. The word echoed, heavy, final.

Sophie stood, stretching, her phone back in hand. “I’m not done with those pics, by the way. Tomorrow, we’re showing them to someone special.”

His eyes snapped open. Someone special. Fear spiked, cold and sharp.

Jade’s smile didn’t falter. She leaned in, kissing his forehead, her lips cool against his flushed skin. “Don’t worry, baby girl. Mommy will handle everything.”

He swallowed hard. The pacifier was back in his mouth, clicking against his teeth, a tether to this new, broken self. The silk panties shifted again, a whisper of torment under the diaper’s weight.

Sophie headed for the door, tossing a final barb over her shoulder. “Sleep tight, Connie. Big day tomorrow—can’t wait to see your face.”

Jade’s hand lingered on his cheek, steady, unshakable. “Rest now, sweetie. We’ve got so much more to explore.”

His mind spun. More. The word wasn’t just a promise—it was a cage, locking tighter with every breath.

He sucked on the pacifier, the click filling the silence. The diaper sagged, heavy with everything he’d lost—and everything he craved. Tomorrow loomed, a shadow he couldn’t escape.

[Word count: 2034]


Chapter 12: Cribbed Sissy Slumber

Connor blinked slowly, the weight of the pacifier still clicking against his teeth. He was on his back, the soft mattress under him unfamiliar, the faint crinkle of the diaper echoing with every tiny shift. The room was dim, pink-tinted light spilling from a nightlight shaped like a teddy bear.

His body felt heavy, drained from the day’s humiliations. The soggy padding clung to his skin, warm and shameful, a constant reminder of what he’d become. His mind churned, but the fight in him was dull, muted.

Jade’s scent lingered in the air—floral, sharp, controlling. She wasn’t in sight, but her presence pressed down on him anyway. He sucked on the pacifier, hating how it soothed him.

The door creaked open. Jade stepped in, her silhouette framed by the hallway light. She wore a silk robe, tied loosely, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Awake still, Connie?” Her voice was soft, a lullaby laced with steel. She crossed the room, her bare feet silent on the carpet.

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. The pacifier muffled any protest before it formed.

She leaned over him, her face close, her eyes scanning his. “You look so peaceful, baby girl. All tucked in where you belong.”

His cheeks burned. The words stung, but his cock twitched under the thick padding. Traitorous, always.

Jade straightened, her smile curling with amusement. “Let’s get you ready for bed. A proper sissy baby needs her crib.”

Crib. The word hit like a slap. His eyes darted around, landing on the pastel-painted bars in the corner of the room.

She noticed. Of course she did. “That’s right, sweetie. Your new bed.”

He shook his head, the pacifier wobbling in his mouth. No. Not that far.

Jade’s hand found his cheek, her thumb brushing lightly. “Shh. Baby girls don’t decide. Mommy does.”

Mommy. The word slipped out in his mind before he could stop it. His stomach twisted, shame and need tangling tight.

She reached down, her fingers tugging at the blanket covering him. The cool air hit his skin as she exposed the onesie, pink ruffles framing the bulky diaper underneath. The lace on his chest scratched lightly, a humiliating tickle.

“Look at you.” Her voice dipped, warm and cutting. “So pretty in your frills. So pathetic, needing Mommy to tuck you in.”

Pathetic. It sliced through him, and his cock throbbed harder, trapped in the wet padding. He hated how her words did this to him.

Her hand slid lower, resting on the front of the diaper. The pressure was light, teasing, but enough to make him gasp around the pacifier. “Already excited for bedtime, hmm?”

He squirmed. The crinkle was loud, obscene in the quiet room. His hips moved without permission, seeking more of her touch.

Jade chuckled, low and knowing. “Not yet, Connie. We’ve got a little ritual first.”

She stepped back, her hands moving to the snaps of his onesie. Pop. Pop. The fabric parted, cool air brushing his stomach.

Her fingers lingered at the waistband of the diaper, not opening it, just tracing the edge. His breath hitched. Every touch was deliberate, a slow burn of humiliation.

“You’ve been such a good girl today.” Her tone was maternal, mocking. “Asking for Mommy, letting yourself go. I’m proud of you.”

Proud. The word shouldn’t have hit so hard. But it did, sinking deep, warming something broken inside him.

She leaned down, her lips brushing his forehead. “Now, let’s get you changed for the night. Can’t have my baby girl uncomfortable.”

He nodded before he could stop himself. The pacifier clicked as his mouth worked around it. Surrender was easier now, too easy.

Jade’s hands moved with practiced care, peeling back the tapes of the diaper in a swift motion. The air felt cold against his damp skin, and he flinched. She hummed softly, a motherly sound, as she lifted his legs and slid the fresh padding underneath.

Her fingers brushed his cock as she adjusted him, a fleeting touch, but enough to make him moan behind the pacifier. His shaft hardened instantly, exposed and vulnerable under her gaze. She didn’t comment, just dusted powder over him, her palm pressing briefly against his length before taping the new diaper shut.

“There we are.” She snapped the onesie back into place, the ruffles rustling against his thighs. “All clean and cozy for bedtime.”

His cock pulsed in the fresh padding, the bulk forcing his legs apart. The warmth of the new diaper wrapped around him, a humiliating comfort. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t face the smirk he knew was there.

Jade’s hand found his again, pulling him up gently. “Up, baby girl. Time for your crib.”

His legs wobbled as he stood, the diaper’s thickness making every step a clumsy waddle. The lace on the onesie scratched at his chest, a constant feminizing itch. He followed her, no choice, no fight left.

The crib loomed, pastel bars and soft bedding mocking his size. He was too big for this, too grown, but Jade didn’t care. She guided him to the edge, her hand firm on his back.

“Climb in, Connie.” Her voice was a command wrapped in sweetness. “Mommy’s got a story for her little sissy.”

He hesitated. One last flicker of resistance. But her hand pressed harder, and he bent, crawling into the crib like a child.

The mattress dipped under his weight, the bars closing him in. He lay back, the diaper crinkling loudly, the pink ruffles of the onesie fanning out around him. Trapped, small, broken.

Jade sat beside the crib, a thin book in her hands. “Once upon a time, there was a little girl who thought she was big and strong.” Her voice lilted, a bedtime story tone that cut deeper than any insult.

He stared at the ceiling, sucking on the pacifier, each word sinking in. His cock stayed hard, aching in the padding, as her story painted him smaller, weaker, needier. The warmth of her voice wrapped around him, inescapable.

Her hand reached through the bars, resting on his stomach, just above the diaper. The pressure was light, teasing, a reminder of her control. “But the little girl learned she was happiest when she let go. When she let someone take care of her.”

His breath hitched. Her fingers traced lower, pressing against the front of the diaper, feeling his hardness through the layers. “Just like you, Connie. You fought so hard to be a man. And all you ever wanted was permission to stop.”

The words gutted him. Truth, sharp and surgical, slicing through every wall he’d built. His eyes burned, but he couldn’t look away from her.

Jade’s hand moved in slow circles, the padding crinkling under her touch. “You’re so close, baby girl. So close to being exactly where you belong.”

His hips bucked, desperate, the diaper’s bulk rubbing against him with every movement. Her touch wasn’t enough, not nearly, but it built the heat anyway. He moaned around the pacifier, a pathetic sound that made her smile.

“Look at you, pathetic little thing, squirming for Mommy.” Her voice was warm, degrading, perfect. “You don’t even need to be touched to get this desperate.”

Pathetic. It hit again, harder, and his cock throbbed, leaking into the padding. He felt the wetness spread, a tiny shameful spill, and his face burned hotter.

Jade felt it too. Her hand paused, pressing firmer, trapping the warmth against him. “Aw, already leaking for me. Such a good sissy baby.”

He whimpered. Her fingers curled through the padding, finding his shaft, stroking lightly over the plastic backing. Each touch was torture, too soft, too slow, edging him without mercy.

“Ask for it, Connie.” Her voice was a whisper, a command. “Ask Mommy to make you feel good.”

His throat tightened. The pacifier muffled his words, but he tried anyway. “P-please… Mommy…”

The word broke him further. Saying it again, unprompted, shifted something deep. He wasn’t just playing along—he was hers.

Jade’s smile widened. “Good girl. Mommy loves hearing that.”

Her hand moved faster, rubbing through the diaper, the crinkle filling the room. His cock pulsed under her touch, the padding warm and slick with his precum. He was close, so close, trembling under her control.

But she stopped. Her hand pulled back, leaving him throbbing, aching, denied. “Not tonight, baby girl. Good sissies sleep without spilling.”

He groaned, hips jerking uselessly. The diaper mocked him, heavy and tight, trapping his need. Denial burned worse than any touch.

Jade stood, adjusting the blanket over him. “Sweet dreams, little Connie, tucked in so safe.” Her voice was a lullaby again, soft and final.

She turned off the light, leaving only the pink glow of the nightlight. The crib bars loomed around him, a cage he couldn’t escape. His cock stayed hard, pulsing in the padding, as her words echoed in his mind.

Sleep came slowly, heavy and warm. The diaper’s bulk cradled him, a twisted comfort he couldn’t deny. His body relaxed, sinking into the softness, the ruffles rustling with every breath.

Hours passed. He didn’t wake, didn’t stir. But his body betrayed him again, a slow warmth spreading through the padding, wetting it without conscious thought.

Morning light crept through the window. He stirred, the pacifier still in his mouth, the diaper sagging under him. His eyes opened, hazy, confused.

The crib bars were still there. The pink ruffles, the lace itching at his chest, the heavy padding—all real. His mind groped for Connor, for the man he’d been, but found nothing.

Jade’s voice came from the doorway, soft and amused. “Morning, baby girl. Did you sleep well in your crib?”

He turned his head, meeting her gaze. His mouth worked around the pacifier, the word slipping out before he could stop it. “Yes, Mommy.”

Her smile was triumphant. “Good girl. Let’s see how wet you are.”

She stepped closer, her hand reaching for the diaper tapes. His cock twitched already, eager for her touch, for her control. Shame burned, but so did need.

Sophie’s voice cut in from behind her, sharp and teasing. “Got a surprise for you today, Connie. Someone’s waiting downstairs to see those cute pics.”

His heart stopped. Not a threat this time—real. Someone was here, someone who’d see him like this.

Jade’s hand paused on the diaper, her eyes locking with his. “Don’t worry, baby girl. Mommy’s got everything under control.”

His breath hitched. The pacifier clicked as he sucked harder, a reflex he couldn’t stop. The warmth in the diaper spread further, his body surrendering even as his mind screamed.

But then, without prompting, he shifted, lifting his legs slightly for her to check him. A small act, unasked, undeniable. The last piece of Connor slipped away, buried under Connie’s need to be cared for.

Jade noticed. Her smile deepened, a quiet victory. “That’s my girl. Showing Mommy you’re ready.”

Ready. The word hung heavy, final. He’d crossed a line he couldn’t uncross, a surrender etched into his very movements.

Downstairs, a voice called up—a colleague, a friend, someone from his old life. The sound pierced through the haze, cold and real. There was no hiding now, no going back.
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Chapter 13: Hidden Baby Return

Morning light spilled through the nursery window, painting the crib bars in soft gold. Connie stirred, the pacifier still tucked between his lips, clicking faintly as he breathed. The heavy diaper sagged under him, warm and wet from the night, a twisted comfort he couldn’t shake.

His eyes fluttered open. Pink ruffles of the onesie scratched at his chest, lace itching where it shouldn’t. The wig shifted on his scalp, synthetic strands tickling his neck as he turned his head.

Jade stood in the doorway, tall and unshakable. Her tailored blazer hugged her frame, shoulders sharp, a quiet power in her stance. That smile—always that smile—curved her lips, amused and knowing.

“Morning, baby girl. Did you sleep well in your crib?” Her voice was honey, dripping with control.

He sucked harder on the pacifier, unthinking. “Yes, Mommy.” The words slipped out, easy now, no fight left to stop them.

Her eyes gleamed. She stepped closer, her height looming as she leaned over the crib. One hand reached down, fingers brushing the diaper’s front, pressing just enough to make the plastic crinkle.

“Wet already. Good girl, letting go like that.” Her tone was a caress, laced with dominance.

His body reacted, a traitor as always. Hardness pressed against the padding, aching under her touch. Shame didn’t burn anymore—it glowed, warm and familiar, indistinguishable from want.

She pulled her hand back, leaving him throbbing. “We’ve got a big day, Connie. Someone’s downstairs to see you.”

His stomach dropped. The voice from last night—real, not a threat—echoed in his mind. A colleague, a friend, someone from Connor’s life waiting to witness this.

“Get up, baby girl. Let’s make you pretty for company.” Jade’s command was soft, final.

He shifted, lifting himself from the crib mattress. The diaper’s bulk forced his thighs apart, every step a waddle, the crinkle loud in the quiet room. His mind screamed for escape, but his body remembered last night—the crib’s safety, the powder’s calming scent.

She guided him to the changing table with a firm hand on his back. No full ritual this time; just a quick swap of the sodden diaper for a fresh one, her fingers brushing his skin with purpose. “Can’t have my sissy looking messy.”

The new diaper taped shut, tight and humiliating. Then came the pink silk panties, sliding up over the padding, the fabric whispering against his thighs with every shift. A suit jacket and trousers followed, hiding the secret beneath, but not the shame.

Jade tilted his chin up, her grip strong, her eyes locking with his. “You’re still my little Connie under there. Don’t forget it.”

He nodded, unable to look away. The wig tugged as he moved, a constant reminder of who he’d become. Lipstick smeared on next, the waxy taste coating his mouth as he pressed his lips together.

Downstairs, the voice grew clearer. Male, familiar, cutting through the haze. Mark, a coworker from marketing, loud and brash, the kind of guy Connor used to grab beers with.

Jade’s hand rested on his shoulder, guiding him down the stairs. “Smile, baby girl. Show Mark how happy you are.”

His heart pounded. The diaper crinkled with every step, muffled by the trousers but screaming in his ears. Silk panties rubbed against the padding, a soft torment he couldn’t ignore.

Mark stood in the living room, arms crossed, a smirk already forming. “Connor, man, what’s with the getup? Jade said you’d gone soft, but damn.”

Connie froze. His face burned, the wig’s weight pulling at his scalp, the lipstick a bitter tang on his tongue. He wanted to snap back, to be Connor again, but his mouth stayed shut.

Jade’s laugh was light, cutting. “Oh, Mark, you should see her when she’s really dressed up. My little Connie’s learning to be a good girl.”

Mark’s smirk widened. “Her? Shit, man, you let her do this?”

Connie’s hands clenched at his sides. The ache between his legs deepened, trapped by the padding, a humiliating pulse he couldn’t stop. He looked down, unable to meet Mark’s eyes.

Jade stepped closer to Mark, her voice dropping. “She loves it. Don’t you, Connie?”

He swallowed hard. “Yes, Mommy.” The whisper was barely audible, but Mark heard it.

A bark of laughter erupted. “Holy shit, dude. You’re gone.”

Jade’s hand squeezed Connie’s shoulder, grounding him. “Say goodbye to Mark, baby girl. You’ve got work to get to.”

“Goodbye, Mark.” His voice was small, broken, the pacifier’s echo still in his tone.

Mark shook his head, still chuckling as he headed for the door. “Catch you later, princess.”

The door clicked shut. Connie’s knees felt weak, the diaper’s bulk a constant weight, the silk sliding against it with every breath. Jade turned to him, her smile triumphant.

“You did so well, sissy. Mommy’s proud.” Her words hit deep, a warmth spreading through him despite everything.

She adjusted his tie, her fingers lingering near his chest. “Now, off to the office. Keep that diaper dry until you’re home.”

He nodded, the wig shifting again, tickling his neck. The suit felt like a lie, a thin mask over the truth. He grabbed his briefcase, each step toward the door making the padding crinkle, the silk rub.

The drive to work was torture. Every red light meant another shift in his seat, the diaper pressing against him, the panties a slick tease. His mind kept drifting to the crib, to Jade’s voice, to the safety of surrender.

At the office, he sat at his desk, rigid. Colleagues passed by, oblivious, but he felt exposed. The crinkle whispered with every move, a secret no one else could hear—yet.

His phone buzzed. A text from Jade, simple and devastating. “Be home by 6, baby girl. Mommy has a new outfit for you.”

His breath caught. The hardness returned, pressing against the padding, a needy ache he couldn’t soothe. He typed back, fingers trembling: “Yes, Mommy.”

The day dragged. Meetings, emails, presentations—all a blur. The diaper’s bulk forced him to sit wider, the silk panties shifting with every adjustment, driving him mad.

A coworker leaned over, asking for a file. Connie’s voice cracked as he answered, the lipstick taste flooding back as he licked his lips. He prayed no one noticed the flush on his cheeks.

Lunch came and went. He hid in a stall in the bathroom, checking the diaper, terrified it would show through the trousers. The crinkle echoed in the tiled space, obscene and loud.

Back at his desk, another text from Jade. “Thinking of my little sissy at work. Are you wet yet?”

He wasn’t, but the words made him throb. The ache coiled tight behind the plastic, unbearable. He typed back, “No, Mommy. Not yet.”

Her reply was instant. “Good girl. Save it for me.”

Time crawled. Every tick of the clock was a taunt. He needed to be home, needed her hands, her voice, her control.

Finally, 5:30. He bolted for the elevator, ignoring a coworker’s call. The diaper crinkled louder in his rush, the silk tormenting him with every stride.

The drive home was a haze. His mind replayed last night—the crib’s embrace, Jade’s touch, the pacifier’s comfort. He didn’t just want it; he craved it.

He pulled into the driveway at 5:55. Heart racing, he fumbled with his keys, the padding heavy between his thighs. The wig tugged as he moved, a reminder of Connie, not Connor.

Jade opened the door before he could knock. Her presence filled the frame, tall and commanding, her smile a promise. “Right on time, baby girl. Mommy’s so pleased.”

He stepped inside, dropping his briefcase. The suit felt wrong now, a costume over the real him. He needed out of it, needed her to strip it away.

“Come upstairs, sissy. Let’s see how you did today.” Her hand took his, pulling him along, her grip unyielding.

In the nursery, she pushed him toward the changing table. The suit jacket came off, then the shirt, revealing the pink ruffles of the hidden onesie. She chuckled, low and warm.

“Still my pretty girl underneath. Lift up, let Mommy check.” Her voice was a command, soft but iron.

He obeyed, hips rising. She tugged the trousers down, exposing the diaper and silk panties. Her fingers pressed against the front, testing, teasing.

“Dry. Such a good girl for Mommy.” Her praise hit hard, flooding him with warmth.

She slid a hand under the diaper’s waistband, finding him instantly. Her touch was light, deliberate, curling around his hardness through the padding. “But so eager. Look at my sissy, aching already.”

He moaned, the pacifier forgotten, his hips twitching under her. The silk rubbed with every move, the crinkle a humiliating soundtrack. Her fingers tightened, stroking slow, dragging him to the edge.

“Ask for it, Connie. Tell Mommy what you need.” Her voice was a purr, dripping with power.

“Please, Mommy. Please let me…” His words broke, desperate, the wig tickling his neck as he squirmed.

She smiled, her other hand lifting his chin, forcing eye contact. “Let you what, baby girl? Say it.”

“Let me cum, Mommy. Please.” The plea was raw, stripped of any pride.

Her strokes quickened, relentless now. “Good girl. Cum for Mommy, right in your diaper like a pathetic little sissy.”

The edge crashed over him. His body jerked, contractions ripping through him, hot spurts filling the padding, warm and thick. He gasped, a broken sound, as the mess pooled inside, trapping his shame.

Jade’s hand slowed, drawing out the last shudders. “There’s my girl. So much mess for such a little thing.”

She pulled her hand free, wiping it on a cloth, her smile never fading. The diaper sagged heavier now, the silk panties slick against it. He lay there, spent, the aftermath burning through him—not shame, but belonging.

“You’re home now, Connie.” Her voice softened, almost tender, as she adjusted the onesie over him. “No more pretending at work. This is who you are.”

He nodded, the wig shifting, the lipstick still bitter on his lips. The crib loomed nearby, a safe haven his body remembered. He didn’t just accept it—he wanted it.

Jade leaned down, kissing his forehead, her presence a shield. “Don’t keep Mommy waiting, baby girl. We’ve got so much more to explore.”

Her words sealed it. Connor was gone, buried under layers of pink and padding. Connie was home, broken in the best way, racing toward a future of surrender that felt like freedom.
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