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Chapter 1: Arrival at Lullaby Compound

Tyler gripped the steering wheel, knuckles white as the truck rumbled up the winding mountain road. The VA had promised a cutting-edge rehab program for vets like him—discipline, structure, a chance to rebuild. His jaw clenched tight, expecting barracks and boot camp, not this gnawing unease in his gut.

The compound came into view. Gray concrete walls, razor wire on the perimeter, watchtowers looming like sentinels. Looked military enough—until he caught the pastel pink trim on the main building.

He parked near the gate, boots crunching on gravel. His broad shoulders squared, ready for a fight or a drill, anything to drown out the nightmares of sand and gunfire. But that pink… it clawed at the edge of his mind.

The gate buzzed open. A figure strode out—six feet of pure authority, combat boots clicking with every step. Sergeant Morgan, her name tag read, pinned to a pink medical apron over camo fatigues.

Tyler blinked. An apron? His eyes narrowed, scanning her up and down.

Her face was sharp, cheekbones high, lips curled in a knowing smirk. She carried a clipboard in one hand, a diaper bag slung over her shoulder. A goddamn diaper bag.

“Recruit Tyler,” she barked, voice like a whip. “You’re late. Move.”

He stiffened. Late? He’d driven through the night to get here on time.

But he followed. Years of military conditioning kicked in—orders were orders. His boots matched her pace toward the main building.

Inside, the air hit him first. Not the sterile tang of a VA hospital, but a soft, powdery scent, like baby lotion. His nose wrinkled.

The barracks stretched out ahead. Rows of beds, but not bunks—oversized cribs, painted pastel blue and pink, bars gleaming under fluorescent lights. His stomach dropped.

“What the hell is this?” His voice came out rough, low.

Sergeant Morgan didn’t flinch. “Your new quarters, recruit. Project Lullaby isn’t standard rehab.”

He turned, catching sight of a changing table where a gun rack should’ve been. Diapers stacked high, ruffled pink outfits hanging on hooks nearby. His fists clenched.

“This some kinda joke?” He stepped forward, towering over her, all six-three of hardened Marine muscle. “I’m here to get fixed, not play dress-up.”

Her smirk widened. Eyes locked on his, unyielding. “You’ll learn, recruit. Discipline starts with surrender.”

His chest tightened. Surrender? He’d never surrendered a day in his life.

She gestured to a crib, pink sheets folded neat as a parade ground. “Your spot. Drop your gear.”

He didn’t move. Every instinct screamed to push back, to demand answers. But her stare pinned him like a rifle scope.

“Gear. Now.” Her tone sliced through him.

He dropped his duffel. It hit the floor with a thud. His hands flexed, itching for control.

She stepped closer, boots clicking. Her hand reached out—not to shake, but to tilt his chin up, inspecting him like livestock. “Good start. But we’ve got rules here.”

Heat crept up his neck. Her touch, clinical yet possessive, sent a jolt through him. He hated it.

“Rule one,” she said, voice dropping low. “You follow orders. Instantly.”

He swallowed hard. His body wanted to obey, trained by years of drill sergeants. But his mind roared against it.

“Rule two.” Her hand dropped, brushing his chest as she stepped back. “You’re not a Marine here. You’re a recruit in my training.”

His jaw ticked. Her training? He’d survived four tours, earned medals, taken lives—now this?

She turned, pulling something from the diaper bag. A thick, white diaper, plastic backing crinkling in her hands. His eyes widened.

“No way.” He stepped back, boots scuffing the floor.

Her gaze snapped to him. “Resistance noted. Punishment later.”

Punishment. The word hit like a grenade. His pulse spiked.

She held the diaper up, tapes dangling. “This is step one, recruit. Regression rebuilds discipline.”

His face burned. Regression? He was a grown man, not some infant.

But his body betrayed him. A twitch below, a heat he couldn’t ignore. His hands balled into fists.

She noticed. Of course she did. Her smirk turned amused, almost maternal.

“Look at that,” she purred, stepping close again. “Already responding. Pathetic.”

He wanted to snarl, to shove her back. But her voice held him, that drill-sergeant authority laced with something softer, darker. His cock stirred, traitorously.

She set the diaper on the crib, then reached into the bag again. A small, pink pacifier emerged, dangling from her fingers. “Open.”

His lips pressed tight. No. Hell no.

“Open.” Sharper now, a command.

His mouth parted before he could stop it. Years of obeying orders overrode his will. She slid the pacifier in, the rubber nipple clicking against his teeth.

Humiliation burned through him. A grown man, ex-Marine, sucking on a baby pacifier. His cheeks flamed.

Her hand moved, sudden and deliberate. She pressed it against his crotch, right over his jeans. Firm, unapologetic.

He froze. The pressure sent a shockwave up his spine. His cock hardened instantly under her palm.

“There it is,” she murmured, fingers curling slightly, testing him through the denim. “Baby boy’s already eager. Or should I say… baby girl?”

His breath hitched. Baby girl? The words stabbed deep, shame and heat twisting together.

She rubbed slow circles, her hand relentless. The friction through his jeans was unbearable, his erection throbbing under her control. He bit down on the pacifier, a muffled groan escaping.

“Look at you,” she cooed, voice dripping with mockery. “Hard as a rock, and we haven’t even started. Pathetic little sissy.”

His hips twitched, involuntary. He hated himself for it. Hated how her words made him pulse harder.

She leaned in, breath warm on his ear. “This is just intake, recruit. Imagine what basic training will do.”

His mind reeled. Basic training? Here?

Her hand kept moving, slow and torturous. Building him up, pressure coiling tight in his core. He was close—too close.

Then she stopped. Pulled her hand away just as his breath turned ragged. Left him throbbing, aching, denied.

He groaned, the pacifier muffling the sound. Frustration clawed at him. His cock strained against his jeans, desperate.

She stepped back, wiping her hand on her apron like it was nothing. “Not yet, baby girl. You don’t cum without permission.”

His face burned hotter. Permission? He wasn’t some toy for her to play with.

But his body disagreed. Precum leaked into his briefs, a wet spot he couldn’t hide. Shame gnawed at him.

She picked up the diaper again, crinkling it in her hands. “We’ll get you padded soon. Can’t have accidents, can we?”

His stomach churned. Padded. Like an infant.

Her eyes gleamed, catching every flicker of his humiliation. “But first, a proper inspection. Need to see what I’m working with.”

He tensed. Inspection? His mind raced, dreading what came next.

She gestured to his uniform—jeans, black tee, boots. “Strip. Everything off.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. Strip. In front of her?

“Now, recruit.” Her voice cut through his hesitation. “Welcome to basic training.”

He stood frozen, hands at his sides. The barracks echoed with the faint crinkle of that diaper, the rustle of pink ruffles on a uniform nearby. His gut twisted hard.

This was no ordinary rehab. What kind of training began with a strip command? His fingers hovered at his shirt hem, trembling with defiance and dread.

Morgan’s eyes never wavered. That smirk stayed, sharp as a blade. “Don’t make me repeat myself, baby girl.”

His breath caught. Baby girl. The words hit again, sinking deeper.

His hands moved, slow, reluctant. The shirt came up, revealing scarred muscle from years of combat. He dropped it to the floor.

Her gaze raked over him, clinical, possessive. “Keep going. Pants next.”

He hesitated. His cock still throbbed, the wet spot on his briefs a humiliating secret. But her command pulled at him, inescapable.

He unbuckled his belt. The clink of metal echoed in the quiet barracks. His jeans slid down, pooling at his boots.

She stepped closer, inspecting the bulge in his briefs. “Well, well. Someone’s excited for training.”

His face flamed. He wanted to cover himself, to hide the evidence of his arousal. But her stare held him still.

Her hand reached out again, brushing the waistband of his briefs. Just a graze, but it sent a jolt through him. He bit the pacifier harder.

“These come off too,” she said, voice low, commanding. “Let’s see what baby girl’s hiding.”

His hands shook as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband. He couldn’t look at her. Couldn’t face the amusement in her eyes.

He slid the briefs down. His cock sprang free, hard and leaking, a bead of precum glistening at the tip. Shame burned hotter than ever.

Morgan’s laugh was soft, cutting. “Oh, look at that. So eager already.”

He wanted to disappear. A grown man, naked in front of this woman, hard from her words alone. His fists clenched at his sides.

She circled him, boots clicking slow and deliberate. “Not bad, recruit. But we’ll make you prettier.”

Prettier. The word twisted in his gut. His cock twitched despite himself.

She stopped in front of him, holding the diaper again. “Step forward. Time to get you protected.”

His feet moved before his brain caught up. Military obedience, betraying him again. He stepped toward the crib.

Her hand guided him, firm on his bare shoulder. “Good girl. Lay down for me.”

Good girl. His stomach flipped. He hated how the praise made him throb.

He lay on the crib’s mattress, the pink sheets cool against his skin. His erection pointed up, obscene, undeniable. He couldn’t hide it.

Morgan unfolded the diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet. She slid it under him, lifting his hips with one strong hand. “Legs up, baby girl.”

His face burned as he obeyed. Legs raised, exposed, vulnerable. He’d never felt smaller.

Her fingers brushed his skin as she positioned the diaper. Not accidental—deliberate, lingering near his cock. He twitched under her touch.

“Sensitive, huh?” Her voice mocked as she taped one side shut. “Don’t worry. Mommy will take care of you.”

Mommy. The word hit like a punch. His cock pulsed, leaking more.

She taped the other side, the plastic snug against his skin. The bulk forced his thighs apart, awkward, humiliating. He couldn’t close his legs.

“There we go,” she said, patting the front of the diaper. Her palm pressed against his shaft through the padding, slow and firm. “All safe now.”

He groaned, muffled by the pacifier. The pressure through the diaper was torture, his erection trapped in the warm padding. He needed release.

Her hand kept pressing, rubbing small circles. “Look at baby girl. So hard in her diaper already.”

His hips bucked, desperate. The crinkle of the diaper filled the air with every movement. Shame and need warred inside him.

She leaned down, her face close to his. “Not yet, sissy. You’ve got a long way to go.”

Her hand pulled away. Left him throbbing, aching, denied again. His breath came in sharp gasps around the pacifier.

She straightened, adjusting her apron. “We’ll start with the basics. Rules, wardrobe, behavior.”

Wardrobe. His mind snagged on the word. Those ruffled outfits on the hooks…

“But first,” she added, voice sharp again. “Corner time. Think about your attitude, recruit.”

Corner time. Like a child. His face burned anew.

She pointed to a corner of the barracks, a small pink stool waiting there. “Move. Now.”

He sat up, the diaper crinkling loud. The bulk between his thighs forced a waddle as he moved. Humiliation seared through him.

He reached the corner, lowering himself onto the stool. The diaper pressed against him, a constant reminder of his new reality. His cock still throbbed, trapped and desperate.

Morgan’s boots clicked as she approached from behind. “Face the wall, baby girl. No peeking.”

He turned, staring at the pastel paint. His hands rested on his knees, trembling. He felt her presence behind him, watching.

“Good,” she said, voice softer now, maternal. “Think about why you’re here. Think about obeying.”

His mind spun. Obeying. That’s what got him into this.

Her hand rested on his shoulder, a brief touch. “Training starts for real tomorrow. Be ready.”

Tomorrow. His gut twisted again. What else could she have planned?

Her boots clicked away, leaving him alone in the corner. The diaper crinkled with every small shift, the pacifier still in his mouth. His erection hadn’t faded.

He sat there, a decorated Marine reduced to this. Naked but for a diaper, hard and humiliated. And worst of all—part of him wanted more.

Her final command echoed in his head. “Welcome to basic training, recruit. Strip.”

He’d stripped already. Physically, at least. But something told him she meant more than just his clothes.


Chapter 2: Uniform of Shame

Tyler sat on the tiny pink stool, facing the pastel wall of the barracks. The diaper crinkled with every slight shift, the thick padding pressing against his skin. His erection hadn’t faded, trapped in the warm bulk, throbbing with humiliating need.

Her boots had clicked away moments ago. He was alone now, or so he thought. The silence was worse—his mind racing with what “training” could mean tomorrow.

A shadow fell over him. Morgan was back. He didn’t dare turn, not without permission.

“Stand, recruit.” Her voice snapped like a whip. No warmth now, just command.

He rose, the diaper forcing a clumsy waddle. His face burned. He kept his eyes on the wall, hands at his sides.

“Turn around. Let me see you.” Her tone was clinical, inspecting.

He turned slowly. She stood there, six feet of authority in combat boots and a crisp uniform shirt. Her eyes raked over him, from his bare chest to the bulging diaper taped tight around his hips.

“Pathetic.” Her lips curled, a smirk of amusement. “No muscle tone where it matters—between the ears. We’ll fix that.”

His jaw clenched. He wanted to snap back, to tell her he’d survived worse than her games. But his body stayed rigid, trained to obey.

“Follow me.” She turned, not waiting to see if he complied. She knew he would.

He did. The diaper crinkled louder with each step, the plastic backing slick against his skin. Every movement reminded him of his new reality—a decorated Marine reduced to this.

She led him to a metal locker across the barracks. Pink stenciling on the front read “Baby Tilly.” His stomach dropped.

“Open it.” Her command was sharp. “That’s your new uniform, sissy.”

He hesitated, fingers hovering over the latch. His old life—dog tags, fatigues, boots—felt a million miles away. But he clicked it open.

Inside hung a white onesie, soft and infantile, with little pink hearts dotting the fabric. Below it, a pair of frilly ankle socks, white with lace trim. No pants, no shirt, just this.

“Strip that diaper off for now.” Morgan’s voice cut through his thoughts. “You’ll get a fresh one with your uniform.”

His hands moved before his brain could protest. Military conditioning, betraying him again. He tore the tapes free, the crinkle echoing as the diaper fell to the floor.

Naked now, his cock still half-hard, bobbing in the cool air. Shame seared through him. He couldn’t meet her eyes.

She stepped closer, holding a small canister of baby powder. “Arms up, baby girl.” Her tone softened, mocking and maternal.

He lifted his arms, face burning. She shook the canister, a cloud of powder rising, the sweet scent filling his nose. It dusted his chest, his groin, settling on his skin like a brand of humiliation.

Her gloved hand brushed the powder over him, slow and deliberate. Fingers lingered near his cock, dusting the shaft with a teasing graze. He twitched, hardening fully under her touch.

“Look at that.” She chuckled, low and amused. “Baby girl’s already excited for her new clothes.”

His breath hitched. He hated how his body responded, how her words made him throb. The powder felt cool, silky, a stark contrast to the heat in his groin.

“Step into the onesie.” She held it out, the fabric dangling like a sentence.

He took it, fingers trembling. The material was soft, almost silky, as he slid one leg in, then the other. It hugged his body, tight over the powdered skin, the pink hearts mocking him with every glance.

“Arms through.” Her voice was firm, guiding. She zipped it up herself, her knuckles brushing his chest as she did.

The onesie clung to him, emphasizing the lack of padding for now. His cock tented the front, obscene and obvious. He wanted to cover himself, but he didn’t dare move.

“Socks next.” She handed him the frilly ankle socks, lace tickling his fingers. “Put them on, Tilly.”

Tilly. The name hit like a slap. He bent down, sliding the socks over his feet, the lace scratching lightly against his skin.

He stood again, feeling smaller than ever. A grown man, an ex-Marine, dressed like a baby girl. His reflection in a nearby mirror made his stomach churn—white onesie, frilly socks, and a bulge that wouldn’t quit.

Morgan circled him, her boots clicking on the floor. Her gaze was critical, a drill sergeant inspecting a recruit. “Turn around. Let me see the back.”

He turned, cheeks burning. The onesie hugged his ass, the fabric pulling tight. He felt her eyes on him, judging every inch.

“Not bad.” Her voice held a smirk. “But you’re missing something, aren’t you, baby girl?”

He didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His throat was tight with shame.

She stepped forward, a fresh diaper in her hands. The crinkle of the plastic was deafening as she unfolded it. “Lay down on the bench over there. Time to get you protected again.”

His feet moved, obeying instantly. He hated himself for it. He lay on the cold metal bench, staring at the ceiling, legs slightly apart.

She lifted his hips with one strong hand, sliding the diaper under him. The plastic backing felt slick and foreign against his skin. His cock throbbed, brushing the padding as she positioned it.

“Legs up.” Her command was sharp. He raised them, exposed again, vulnerable.

Her gloved hands worked quickly, but not without intent. She powdered him again, her palm pressing against his shaft as she spread it. He bit back a groan, the pressure through the powder driving him mad.

“Look at this mess.” She tsked, her fingers curling around him through the padding for just a moment. “Baby girl’s leaking already.”

He was. Precum dripped, soaking into the powder, making the diaper sticky before it was even taped. His face burned hotter than ever.

She taped one side shut, then the other, the crinkle loud in the quiet barracks. The bulk forced his thighs apart again, the familiar waddle waiting for him. His erection was trapped, pressed tight against the warm padding.

“Up.” She patted the front of the diaper, her hand lingering, rubbing a slow circle over his cock through the layers. “Let’s see how you look now.”

He sat up, then stood. The onesie stretched over the diaper, the pink hearts distorted by the bulge underneath. He couldn’t escape the mirror—Baby Tilly stared back, a parody of everything he’d been.

Morgan stepped back, arms crossed, inspecting him head to toe. Her smirk widened. “Perfect. A proper little sissy recruit.”

His hands clenched at his sides. He wanted to rip it all off, to fight back. But his cock pulsed harder, betraying him under her gaze.

She moved closer, her presence towering. Her hand reached down, slipping inside the diaper waistband without warning. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, warm through the powdered mess, stroking once, slow and firm.

He gasped, hips jerking. The crinkle of the diaper amplified every tiny movement. Shame and need crashed together, drowning him.

“Sensitive little thing.” Her voice was a purr, amused. “You’re hard as a rock in your diaper, Tilly. Pathetic.”

She stroked again, her grip tight, thumb brushing the tip. His precum slicked her fingers, the wet sound obscene in the quiet. He couldn’t stop the moan that escaped, low and desperate.

“Not yet, baby girl.” She pulled her hand free, leaving him throbbing, aching. “You don’t cum until Mommy says so.”

His breath came in ragged bursts. Denied again. His cock strained against the padding, wet and desperate for more.

She wiped her fingers on a cloth, casual, like she hadn’t just edged him to the brink. Her eyes locked on his, unflinching, full of control. “Stand at attention, recruit. We’ve got rules to go over.”

He snapped to attention, back straight, shoulders squared. The diaper crinkled with the movement, the onesie pulling tight. “Yes, Sergeant.”

Her smirk returned, sharp and knowing. What had he just agreed to under that gaze? Something told him he was about to find out.

But she didn’t elaborate. Not yet. Instead, she gestured to a clipboard on a nearby table, her posture all business.

“First rule.” Her voice was crisp, a drill sergeant’s bark. “You speak only when spoken to. And when you do, you address me as Mommy or Sergeant.”

His jaw tightened. Mommy. The word felt wrong, degrading, but his body tingled at the thought of saying it.

“Second rule.” She stepped closer, her boots clicking. “You wear what I give you. No exceptions. This uniform stays on until I say otherwise.”

He glanced down at the onesie, the diaper bulging underneath. His face burned again. He was trapped in this, no way out.

“Third rule.” Her hand rested on his shoulder, heavy, possessive. “You obey instantly. Hesitation gets you punished. Understood?”

“Yes, Sergeant.” The words came out automatic, drilled into him from years of service. His cock twitched again, shaming him further.

“Good girl.” Her tone softened, maternal, but the smirk never left. That praise hit deeper than it should have, warming something inside him.

She turned, picking up the clipboard, scanning it. “We’ve got more to cover, but first, a little test of obedience.” Her eyes flicked to something behind him.

He didn’t dare look. Not without permission. His heart pounded, wondering what she meant by “test.”

“Face forward, Tilly.” Her command was sharp again. “Keep those eyes on me.”

He did, locking onto her gaze. Her presence filled the room, commanding every inch of his attention. The diaper crinkled as he shifted slightly, unable to ignore the bulk.

She reached into a small bag at her side, pulling out a pacifier. Pink, infantile, just like the one from before. “Open your mouth, baby girl.”

His lips parted before he could stop himself. She slid it in, the rubber nipple pressing against his tongue. He hated how familiar it already felt.

“Suck.” Her order was simple, direct. “Good girls suck their paci when told.”

He obeyed, cheeks burning as the pacifier clicked against his teeth. The sound was humiliating, small, childish. His cock throbbed harder, trapped in the diaper.

Morgan watched, her smirk growing. “Look at that. A natural already.”

He wanted to spit it out, to yell, to fight. But his body stayed still, sucking lightly, following orders. Years of discipline held him in place.

Her hand dropped to the front of his diaper again, patting it lightly. The pressure against his erection was torture, a teasing reminder of his denial. “Keep sucking, Tilly. Let’s see how long you last.”

Last? His mind raced. What did she mean by that?

She stepped back, circling him again, her boots clicking with every step. “We’re going to test your control, baby girl. No cumming without permission. Understood?”

“Yes, Sergeant.” The words were muffled around the pacifier, pathetic and lisping. His face burned hotter. He sounded like a child.

Her laughter was low, amused. “Good. Because if you make a mess in that diaper before I say so, there’ll be consequences.”

Consequences. The word hung heavy, a threat wrapped in her maternal tone. His cock pulsed, precum leaking more, soaking the padding.

She stopped in front of him, hands on her hips. “Now, let’s add a little challenge.” She reached into her bag again, pulling out something small, shiny, and unmistakably a butt plug.

His eyes widened. No. Not that.

“Oh yes, baby girl.” She held it up, letting him see the tapered shape, the polished metal. “This is part of your uniform too. Keeps you focused.”

He wanted to protest, to step back. But his feet stayed glued to the floor. Obedience, drilled into his bones.

“Bend over the bench.” Her command left no room for argument. “Diaper down, just enough.”

He moved, slow and trembling, bending over the cold metal. His hands fumbled with the tapes, loosening one side, the crinkle loud as the diaper sagged. His ass was exposed, vulnerable.

“Good girl.” Her praise hit again, twisting something inside him. He hated how it made him feel—owned, small, wanted.

He heard the snap of a glove, the squirt of lube. Cold liquid dripped against his hole, making him flinch. The sensation was alien, invasive.

“Relax, Tilly.” Her voice was calm, almost soothing. “Mommy’s just getting you ready.”

Her finger pressed against him, spreading the lube, slow and deliberate. He tensed, then forced himself to breathe. The intrusion was humiliating, but his cock stayed hard, pressing into the diaper.

Then came the plug. Cold metal nudged his entrance, firm and unyielding. She pushed it in, slow, stretching him.

He groaned around the pacifier, the sound muffled and pathetic. The plug settled inside, heavy, filling him. His body adjusted, trembling with the weight of it.

“There we go.” She taped the diaper back up, patting his ass through the padding. “All snug now.”

The plug shifted with every small movement, pressing against him in ways he couldn’t ignore. His cock throbbed harder, trapped and desperate. The diaper crinkled, amplifying his shame.

“Stand up, recruit.” Her voice snapped him back to attention. “Let’s see if you can handle your new accessory.”

He stood, legs shaky, the plug a constant presence. The bulk of the diaper forced his waddle again, every step a reminder of his regression. He sucked the pacifier harder, unable to stop.

Morgan watched, eyes gleaming with control. “Good girl. Keep that plug in, keep that paci in, and no messes. Understood?”

“Yes, Sergeant.” The lisp was worse now, humiliating. His face couldn’t get any hotter. Or so he thought.

Her smirk deepened, her gaze locking onto his. “Training’s just beginning, Tilly. Let’s see how you handle what’s next.”

What’s next? His gut twisted. Under her unflinching stare, he realized he’d just agreed to something unknown, something worse.

And deep down, a small, shameful part of him couldn’t wait to find out.


Chapter 3: Reveille in Pastels

Tyler stood there, legs shaky, the plug heavy inside him. The diaper crinkled with every tiny shift. His cock throbbed, trapped in the thick padding, precum soaking through.

Morgan’s smirk didn’t waver. Her eyes pinned him in place. “Time to rest, Tilly. You’ve got a big day tomorrow.”

Rest? His mind spun. What kind of rest in a place like this?

She gestured to the corner of the room. A crib sat there, painted pastel pink, bars gleaming under the fluorescent light. His stomach dropped.

“Move, recruit.” Her voice cut sharp, no nonsense. “Crib time.”

His feet dragged, but they moved. Years of following orders pushed him forward. The diaper forced his waddle, the plug shifting with every step, pressing deeper.

He reached the crib. It was too small, absurd for a man his size. Yet, he knew he’d fit—somehow.

“Climb in.” Morgan’s tone softened, but the command stayed ironclad. She lowered the side rail with a click.

Tyler hesitated. His fists clenched at his sides. But her stare burned into him, and he bent, climbing in awkwardly.

The mattress was soft, too soft. It sank under his weight. The diaper crinkled louder, echoing in the small space.

Morgan raised the rail again, locking it with a snap. “Good girl, Tilly. Settle down now.”

Settle down? He wanted to snarl, to break the bars. Instead, his body stayed still, trained to obey.

She reached above the crib, pulling a string. A musical mobile started spinning, pastel animals twirling to a lullaby. The tinkling notes mocked him.

His face burned. A grown man, an ex-Marine, lying in a crib with a diaper and a plug. How did it come to this?

Morgan leaned over the bars, her shadow falling across him. “Sleep tight, baby girl. Reveille comes early.”

She turned off the main light, leaving only a dim nightlight. The mobile kept spinning, the melody looping. Tyler’s eyes stayed open, staring at the ceiling.

The plug pressed inside him, a constant reminder. His cock twitched, still hard, the diaper warm with his shame. Sleep felt impossible.

But exhaustion crept in. His body, trained by war, knew how to shut down under stress. His eyes drifted closed.

Hours passed, or maybe minutes. He didn’t know. The melody faded into the background.

He woke to the same tinkling tune, sharper now. Reveille at 0600, just like she said. Not a bugle, but this damn mobile.

His eyes snapped open. The pastel animals still twirled above him. His muscles tensed, ready for a fight that wasn’t there.

Where was he? The crib bars loomed, pink and unyielding. Then it hit him—Project Lullaby, Morgan, the diaper, the plug.

His ass clenched around the metal, still there, still heavy. The diaper felt... different. Warmer, heavier between his legs.

He shifted, and the crinkle confirmed it. Wet. When did that happen?

His heart raced. He didn’t remember. No urge, no release, just... this.

The door opened. Morgan strode in, combat boots clicking, diaper bag slung over her shoulder. Her presence filled the room instantly.

“Morning, Tilly.” Her voice was crisp, almost cheerful. “Reveille. Time for inspection.”

Inspection? His gut twisted. He knew what that meant from yesterday.

She lowered the crib rail, her movements precise. “Stand up, recruit. Let’s see how you did overnight.”

He climbed out, legs unsteady. The diaper sagged, the wetness obvious now. His face burned hotter than ever.

Morgan stood tall, hands on hips. Her eyes dropped to his crotch, taking inventory. That slow, deliberate gaze again.

“Looks like someone had an accident.” Her tone was amused, not surprised. “Let’s check properly.”

She stepped closer. Her hand moved fast, two fingers slipping into the diaper’s waistband. The invasion was sudden, clinical, humiliating.

He froze. Her fingers brushed his skin, checking the padding. The warmth of his own mess pressed against him under her touch.

“Wet, just as I thought.” She pulled her fingers out, wiping them on a cloth from her bag. “Good girl, Tilly. Your body’s already adjusting.”

Adjusting? He wanted to scream. This wasn’t adjustment—it was betrayal.

But his cock twitched anyway. Hard again, or still, trapped in the soaked padding. His shame fueled it, and he hated himself for it.

Morgan’s smirk grew. “No nightmares last night, right? I can see it on your face.”

He blinked. She was right. For the first time in months, no blood, no explosions, just... this.

How did she know? His mind reeled. What else did she see that he didn’t?

She stepped back, grabbing her clipboard from the bag. “Dry nightmares mean progress, recruit. Your body’s learning to let go.”

Let go. The words stung. He wasn’t letting go—he was losing control.

“Strip the crib sheet.” Her command snapped him back. “Then stand at attention for morning routine.”

He moved, peeling the pastel sheet off the mattress. The diaper crinkled with every bend, the plug shifting, pressing against his prostate. A low groan escaped him.

Morgan heard it. Her eyes gleamed. “Focus, Tilly. Routine first, then we’ll deal with that.”

Deal with that? His cock pulsed harder. What did she mean now?

She pointed to a changing mat on the floor. “Lay down. Diaper change, quick and clean.”

He obeyed, lowering himself onto the mat. The wet padding squished under him. His face couldn’t get redder.

Morgan knelt beside him, ripping the tapes open with practiced ease. The cool air hit his skin, a sharp contrast to the warm mess. His erection sprang free, blatant and humiliating.

“Look at that.” Her voice dripped with amusement. “Baby girl’s already eager.”

He wanted to cover himself, to hide. But his hands stayed at his sides. Obedience, always obedience.

She grabbed a wipe, cold against his skin, dragging it over him slowly. Her touch lingered near his shaft, “accidentally” brushing the tip. He bit his lip, holding back a moan.

“Hold still.” Her hand moved lower, wiping around his balls, then near the plug. Every stroke was torture, deliberate and teasing.

She pulled the plug out slow, letting him feel every inch. The metal slid free with a wet pop. His hole clenched, empty now, and his cock leaked more precum onto his stomach.

“Pathetic.” Her tone was warm, almost fond. “Leaking already, Tilly?”

He couldn’t answer. His breath came fast. Shame and arousal twisted tighter inside him.

Morgan grabbed a fresh diaper, sliding it under him. Her hand dusted powder over his skin, her palm pressing against his shaft for just a second. His hips twitched involuntarily.

“No cumming yet.” Her warning was sharp. “Baby girls don’t get to decide when.”

She taped the new diaper closed, tight and secure. His cock throbbed inside, trapped again. The denial burned worse than the humiliation.

“Stand up.” She rose, towering over him. “Time to dress you for the day.”

Dress him. His stomach sank. Yesterday’s frilly onesie flashed in his mind.

She pulled a pink dress from her bag, ruffles and lace everywhere. “Arms up, Tilly. Let’s make you pretty.”

He lifted his arms, slow and reluctant. The dress slid over him, silk brushing his skin. The hem barely covered the diaper, showing off the padding with every move.

Morgan stepped back, admiring her work. “Perfect little sissy.” Her hand patted the front of the diaper again, feeling his hardness through it.

He groaned, muffled and desperate. Her touch was light, teasing, not enough. The crinkle echoed, mocking him.

“Control yourself, recruit.” Her fingers pressed harder for a moment, then pulled away. “We’ve got drills today. You’ll earn release later—if you’re good.”

Earn it. His mind clung to that. How could he want this so badly?

She adjusted the dress’s bow at his neck, her fingers brushing his skin. “But first, breakfast. You’ll need a bottle to keep up your strength.”

A bottle. His face burned anew. He pictured it already—sucking in front of her, helpless.

Morgan grabbed a baby bottle from her bag, filled with warm formula. “Sit on the mat, Tilly. Let Mommy feed you.”

He sat, the diaper forcing his legs apart. She knelt in front of him, her chest at eye level. His eyes dropped to her breasts, full under her uniform, and his cock pulsed harder.

“Eyes up.” Her command was sharp, but she smiled. She pressed the bottle’s nipple to his lips. “Suck, baby girl.”

He opened his mouth, the rubber nipple sliding in. The warm, sweet formula hit his tongue. He sucked, slow at first, then faster, unable to stop.

Morgan’s hand rested on his thigh, inches from the diaper’s edge. “Good girl. Drink it all.”

Her praise hit deep, twisting his arousal tighter. His cock strained, the padding warm again—not from wetness, but from precum. He couldn’t hide it.

Her other hand moved, sliding under the diaper’s waistband while he drank. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft through the padding, stroking once, slow and firm. He moaned around the bottle, the sound pathetic.

“Not yet.” She pulled her hand out, leaving him throbbing. “Finish your bottle first, Tilly.”

He sucked harder, desperate now. The formula flowed, filling him, while his cock begged for her touch again. The denial was agony.

Morgan watched, her gaze piercing. “You’re doing well, baby girl. But control is key.”

Control. He had none. Not over his body, not over his desires.

She pulled the empty bottle away, wiping his chin with a cloth. “All done. Now, stand for drills.”

He stood, shaky, the dress swishing, the diaper crinkling. His erection tented the padding, obvious under the short hem. He wanted to hide, but there was nowhere to go.

Morgan circled him, her boots clicking. “Today, we march. You’ll waddle with the other recruits, plug or no plug.”

Other recruits. His gut twisted. More eyes on him, more shame.

“And one more thing.” She reached into her bag again, pulling out a small, pink pacifier. “Open up, Tilly.”

He opened his mouth, no resistance left. The pacifier clicked against his teeth, silencing him. Another layer of regression.

Her hand patted his diapered ass, making him jump. “Good girl. Let’s see how you handle the parade ground.”

Parade ground. Public. Exposed. His mind screamed, but his body stayed still, waiting for her lead.

Morgan grabbed her clipboard, scribbling a note. “Inspection complete, recruit. You’re already adjusting.”

Adjusting. That word again. His nightmares were gone, but at what cost?

She looked at him, her smirk knowing. “I’ve got notes on your dry nights, Tilly. Soon, you’ll understand why your body’s cooperating.”

Why? His heart pounded. What did she know about him that he didn’t?

Her gaze held his, unyielding. “Move out, baby girl. We’ve got a long day ahead.”

He followed, waddling in the dress and diaper, pacifier in mouth. The crinkle followed him, a constant reminder. Whatever she knew, he’d find out—whether he wanted to or not.


Chapter 4: Pink Camo Dawn

Tyler stood on the parade ground, the early morning mist clinging to his skin. The frilly dress swished against his thighs, humiliatingly short. The diaper underneath crinkled with every tiny shift, a constant shame.

He sucked on the pink pacifier, the plastic clicking against his teeth. Other recruits lined up beside him, all in various states of regression—some in onesies, others in full baby gear. His gut churned at the sight.

Morgan strode down the line, combat boots clicking on the hard ground. Her uniform was crisp, her posture unyielding, a diaper bag slung over her shoulder. She stopped in front of Tyler, her gaze cutting through him.

“Attention, recruit Tilly.” Her voice snapped like a whip. “Phase Two begins today.”

He stiffened, pacifier still in mouth. Phase Two. His mind raced with dread.

She reached into her bag, pulling out a bundle of pink fabric. A onesie—pink camo pattern, ruffled at the edges, with a matching diaper cover. She held it up, letting it dangle in front of him.

“Your new gear, baby girl.” Her lips twitched with amusement. “Strip.”

His face burned. Strip. Here, in front of everyone.

He hesitated, hands clenched at his sides. The other recruits watched, some smirking, others blank-faced. Morgan’s eyes narrowed, a warning.

“Now, Tilly.” Her tone left no room for defiance. “Or I add corner time in just your diaper.”

His hands moved, trembling, to the hem of the dress. He pulled it up and over his head, the cool air hitting his bare chest. The diaper sagged slightly, tapes tight against his hips.

Morgan stepped closer, her boots inches from his bare feet. She handed him a pair of silk panties—baby pink, lace-trimmed. “Put these on first. Over the diaper.”

His breath caught. Silk panties. Another layer of feminization.

He slid them on, the smooth fabric gliding over the plastic diaper. The lace tickled his thighs, rustling softly with every move. His cheeks flamed hotter.

“Good girl.” Morgan’s praise hit like a punch, twisting something deep inside him. “Now the onesie.”

He took the pink camo onesie, the ruffles mocking him as he unfolded it. He stepped into it, pulling it up over the diaper and panties. The snaps clicked shut between his legs, hugging the padding tight.

She handed him baby-pink combat boots next. “Lace them up, recruit.” Her voice was calm, but her eyes gleamed with control.

He bent down, the diaper crinkling loudly, and tied the boots. The pink leather shone in the dawn light, absurd against his muscular calves. He felt ridiculous, exposed.

Morgan circled him, inspecting every detail. Her hand brushed the ruffles on his diaper cover, making them flutter. “Pretty little soldier, aren’t you?”

His stomach dropped. Pretty. The word stung worse than any insult.

She stopped behind him, her breath warm on his neck. “One more thing, Tilly. Hold still.”

He froze. Her hand reached up, pulling the pacifier from his mouth with a wet pop. Then, a cold buzz touched his scalp—clippers.

His heart stopped. No. Not his hair.

The buzz grew louder as she dragged the clippers across his head. Strands of dark hair fell to the ground, piece by piece. His identity, his Marine pride, shaved away in seconds.

She worked fast, methodical. The cold metal grazed his skin, leaving him bare. When she finished, she ran a gloved hand over his smooth scalp.

“There.” Her voice was soft, almost tender. “A proper baby girl now. No more hiding behind that tough-guy look.”

He caught his reflection in a nearby window. Bald head, pink camo onesie, ruffled diaper cover peeking out. He looked like a parody, a broken toy.

His throat tightened. Shame burned through him, hot and sharp. But worse—his cock twitched under the diaper, betraying him.

Morgan noticed. She always noticed. Her smirk grew as she stepped in front of him.

“Look at that.” She pressed a gloved hand against the front of his onesie, right over the bulge. “Your body’s ahead of your brain. Good.”

He groaned, the sound muffled without the pacifier. Her touch was firm, deliberate, rubbing through the layers of fabric and padding. The silk panties slid against the diaper, amplifying every stroke.

Heat built fast. His hips jerked forward, involuntary, chasing her hand. The crinkle of the diaper was deafening in his ears.

“Not yet, baby girl.” She pulled her hand away, leaving him throbbing. “You don’t cum without Mommy’s permission.”

His face burned. Mommy. The word felt wrong, but his cock didn’t care.

She grabbed something else from her bag—a small, pink butt plug with a flared base. She held it up, letting him see the shine of lube already coating it. “Bend over, Tilly. Time for your training aid.”

His gut twisted. Training aid. Here, in the open.

He bent forward, hands on his knees, the onesie stretching tight over his ass. The other recruits watched, some whispering, others silent. His shame doubled, tripled.

Morgan tugged the back of the onesie open, unsnapping it with a quick flick. She pulled the diaper cover and panties down just enough, exposing the taped edge of the padding. Then, her gloved finger pressed the cold tip of the plug against him.

“Relax, recruit.” Her voice was calm, clinical, as she pushed it in slow. “Baby girls need to be filled.”

He bit his lip, stifling a gasp. The plug stretched him, sliding deeper, the lube easing the way. His cock pulsed harder, trapped in the diaper’s warmth.

She seated it fully, the flared base nestling against him. Then she snapped the onesie back into place, the fabric pressing the plug tighter. “Stand up straight.”

He stood, shaky, the plug shifting with every move. The pressure was constant, teasing his prostate, making his erection unbearable. The ruffles rustled as he adjusted, a humiliating soundtrack.

Morgan stepped back, admiring her work. “You’ll wear that all day, Tilly. Let’s see how you march with it.”

March. His legs felt weak already. The bulk of the diaper forced a waddle, and now the plug added a new layer of torment.

She handed the pacifier back, pressing it to his lips. “Open up. No talking for baby girls during drills.”

He opened his mouth, the plastic clicking back into place. Silenced again. His mind screamed, but his body stayed still.

Her hand patted his diapered ass, the plug jolting inside him. “Move out, recruit. Show me how a sissy soldier marches.”

He took a step, the crinkle echoing, the plug pressing deeper. His cock strained against the padding, precum already dampening the inside. Every movement was agony and arousal combined.

Morgan walked beside him, her boots steady, her presence overwhelming. “Look at you, Tilly. Pink camo suits you.”

His cheeks burned under her gaze. Suits him. He wanted to rip it all off, but his hands stayed at his sides.

They reached the center of the parade ground, other recruits falling into line. Morgan barked orders, her voice carrying over the mist. “Forward march, babies! Keep up or it’s bottle time for everyone!”

Tyler marched, or tried to. The diaper forced his thighs apart, the plug teased with every step, and the silk panties slid against the plastic, driving him insane. His erection tented the onesie, obvious to anyone who looked.

Morgan noticed. She always did. She leaned close as they passed, her breath hot on his ear.

“Leaking already, baby girl?” Her gloved hand brushed the front of his onesie, confirming the wet spot. “Pathetic. But so cute.”

He groaned around the pacifier, the sound pitiful. Cute. The word cut deeper than any drill sergeant’s yell.

She pulled back, her smirk wicked. “Keep marching, Tilly. We’ve got hours yet.”

Hours. His mind reeled. Hours of this torment, this humiliation.

The plug buzzed to life suddenly, a low vibration humming through him. He stumbled, nearly falling, the sensation hitting his prostate hard. His cock throbbed, so close to the edge.

Morgan held a small remote, her thumb on the button. “Focus, recruit. No cumming during drills.”

He whimpered, the pacifier muffling it. The vibration pulsed, relentless, driving him mad. He couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe.

Her hand grabbed his arm, steadying him. “Eyes forward, baby girl. Don’t embarrass Mommy in front of the squad.”

Embarrass. As if he had any dignity left. His face burned, but his body obeyed, marching on.

The vibration stopped as suddenly as it started. Relief flooded him, but the pressure of the plug remained, a constant reminder. His cock stayed hard, trapped in the warm padding.

Morgan circled the line, her voice booming. “Good effort, recruits! Tilly, you’re waddling like a proper sissy now.”

The other recruits snickered, their eyes on him. His bald head, pink gear, and obvious bulge—there was no hiding. Shame clawed at him, but his cock didn’t care.

She stopped in front of him again, her gaze piercing. “Break time soon, baby girl. But first, let’s see how long you last.”

Last. His heart pounded. What did she mean by that?

Her hand slipped under the onesie’s hem, fingers finding the diaper’s waistband. She slid inside, her gloved hand wrapping around his shaft through the padding. One slow stroke, then another.

He moaned, the pacifier barely containing it. Her touch was torture, too light, too slow. He needed more, needed release.

“Not yet.” She pulled her hand out, leaving him throbbing. “Baby girls earn their rewards.”

His hips bucked, chasing nothing. Desperate. Pathetic.

Morgan adjusted the ruffles on his diaper cover, her touch lingering. “Keep it together, Tilly. We’ve got one more lap.”

One more lap. His legs shook, the plug shifting, the silk rustling. He couldn’t take much more.

She leaned in, her voice low. “I see how your body’s reacting, recruit. Let’s see how far those instincts push you before your mind catches up.”

Instincts. His mind screamed, but his body marched on, craving her next command. What was she planning next?

He followed her lead, waddling through the mist, the crinkle and rustle following him. The parade ground stretched endlessly ahead. His shame and arousal burned hotter with every step.


Chapter 5: Bottle and Bib

Tyler trudged forward, the parade ground mist clinging to his skin. The pink camo onesie scratched at his chest, the diaper bulk forcing his thighs apart. Every step made the silk panties slide against the plastic, a maddening friction.

His cock throbbed, still hard from Morgan’s teasing touch. Shame burned his face, hotter than the morning chill. He couldn’t shake her words—leaking already, baby girl.

The plug inside him shifted with each waddle. A constant pressure, teasing his prostate, keeping him on edge. He bit down on the pacifier, the plastic clicking against his teeth.

Morgan’s voice cut through the fog. “Halt, recruits! Break time.”

Tyler stopped, legs trembling. The other recruits—some in frilly dresses, others in pastel onesies—shuffled into formation. Their eyes flicked to him, some blank, some smirking.

He hated their stares. Hated how he looked—bald head, pink gear, diaper bulging under the onesie. A mockery of the Marine he used to be.

Morgan strode to the front, her combat boots clicking with authority. Her tall frame loomed, charcoal uniform pristine, diaper bag slung over one shoulder. She scanned the line, her gaze a weapon.

“Mess hall protocol today, babies.” Her voice was calm, sharp, cutting. “You’ve earned your rations.”

Tyler’s stomach twisted. Rations. He knew it wouldn’t be MREs or protein bars—not here.

Morgan’s eyes locked on him. “Tilly, front and center.”

His body moved before his mind could resist. Years of military conditioning—orders were orders. He waddled forward, the diaper crinkling loud enough to echo.

She smirked, just a flicker. “Good girl. Follow Mommy.”

His face burned at Mommy. He wanted to spit the pacifier out, yell, fight. But his feet kept moving, trailing her toward a side building.

The mess hall doors swung open. Cold air hit his skin, the smell of baby powder and warm formula thick inside. Rows of military-grade high chairs lined the room, each painted pastel—pink, blue, yellow.

Tyler froze. High chairs. For grown men.

Morgan didn’t hesitate. “Up you go, Tilly.” She patted the pink high chair closest to the door.

His jaw clenched. No way. Not this.

Her hand gripped his arm, firm but not harsh. “Don’t test me, recruit. Sit.”

He sat. The diaper squished under him, the plug pressing deeper. A whimper escaped around the pacifier.

Morgan clipped a bib around his neck—bright pink, frilly, with Baby Tilly embroidered in cursive. It hung like a rank insignia, but worse. So much worse.

His cheeks flamed. He glanced at the other recruits filing in. Some climbed into their own high chairs, no resistance left in their eyes.

One guy—Mark, maybe—already had a bottle in his mouth, sucking eagerly. Another, in a lavender dress, stared at the floor, cheeks wet with tears. Broken. They were all breaking.

Tyler swore he wouldn’t. Not him. Not ever.

Morgan pulled a bottle from her diaper bag. The nipple was smeared with faint pink lipstick—a cruel detail. She tilted it toward his face.

“Open up, Tilly.” Her tone was maternal, merciless. “Time for your milk.”

He shook his head, pacifier bobbing. No. He couldn’t.

Her free hand gripped his chin, firm, unyielding. “Recruits follow orders. Open.”

His lips parted, betraying him. The pacifier fell, dangling from its clip. The bottle nipple pushed in, warm and slick with the lipstick’s waxy taste.

He gagged at first, then sucked. Warm formula flooded his mouth, sweet and thick. His eyes squeezed shut, humiliation crashing over him.

Morgan tilted the bottle higher. “That’s it, baby girl. Drink for Mommy.”

Her voice cut deep. Every word a blade. He sucked harder, unable to stop, the warmth spreading down his throat.

Recruits watched. Some whispered. His face burned hotter, knowing they saw—ex-Marine, battle-hardened, sucking a bottle like an infant.

The diaper crinkled as he shifted. His cock twitched, hard again, pressing into the padding. Why? Why did this make him ache?

Morgan’s hand rested on his shoulder, heavy, possessive. “Look at you, Tilly. So eager for your ration.”

Eager. The word stung. But his body didn’t lie—precum leaked, dampening the diaper’s inside.

Her other hand moved lower. Slipped under the high chair tray. Found the waistband of his diaper through the onesie.

He tensed. No. Not here.

Her fingers slid inside, gloved, cool against his hot skin. They wrapped around his shaft through the padding, gripping tight. One slow stroke.

He moaned around the bottle nipple. Couldn’t help it. The sound was pathetic, loud in the quiet mess hall.

Morgan chuckled, low and amused. “Leaking again, baby girl? So needy.”

His hips bucked, chasing her touch. Shame screamed in his mind, but his body didn’t care. He needed more.

She stroked again, slower, her thumb brushing the tip through the padding. “Keep drinking, Tilly. Focus on your milk.”

He sucked harder, formula spilling down his chin, soaking the bib. Her hand worked him, the crinkle of the diaper mixing with his stifled moans. So close. Too close.

Recruits stared. Some smirked. One guy in a blue onesie shifted uncomfortably, his own bulge obvious.

Tyler’s face burned. Public. This was public.

Morgan leaned in, her breath hot on his ear. “Everyone sees how much Baby Tilly loves her bottle—and her Mommy’s touch.”

Her words hit like a punch. Loves. He hated it. Hated how his cock throbbed harder at her voice.

She squeezed his shaft, just enough to push him to the edge. His balls tightened, the pressure building fast. He was going to cum—right here, in front of everyone.

“Not yet.” She pulled her hand out, leaving him throbbing, aching. “Baby girls don’t get release without permission.”

He whimpered, the bottle still in his mouth. Denied. Again.

His cock pulsed, trapped in the warm, wet padding. No relief. Just torment.

Morgan adjusted the bib, wiping formula from his chin with a gloved finger. Her touch lingered, teasing, maternal. “Good effort, recruit. But you’ve got more to learn.”

He panted around the nipple, chest heaving. More to learn. What else could she possibly do?

She tilted the bottle again, forcing another gulp. “Finish your ration, Tilly. Every drop.”

Her command settled over him, heavy, undeniable. He sucked, the warmth filling him, the humiliation sinking deeper. His cock stayed hard, leaking, desperate.

The other recruits kept watching. Some sucked their own bottles now, pacifiers clicking against teeth nearby. The mess hall was a chorus of crinkles and muffled whimpers.

Tyler’s mind spun. He’d never break like them. Never give in.

But the bottle felt so right in his mouth. The warmth, the rhythm, Morgan’s voice guiding him. Why did it soothe something raw inside?

His eyes flicked to her face. She watched him, satisfied, calculating. What was she planning next?

Morgan’s hand rested on the high chair tray, inches from his diaper. “Keep drinking, baby girl. We’ve got a long day ahead.”

Long day. His stomach dropped. More of this—more public shame, more teasing, more denial.

He sucked harder, the lipstick-smeared nipple slick against his tongue. The bib scratched at his neck, the diaper squished under him, the plug pressed inside. Every sensation screamed humiliation.

Yet his cock didn’t soften. Not even a little. It strained against the padding, wetter now, begging for her touch.

Morgan’s smirk grew. “Look at that face, Tilly. You’re starting to enjoy this, aren’t you?”

He wanted to deny it. Wanted to scream no. But his body answered for him, hips shifting, seeking friction.

Her laugh was soft, cutting. “Thought so. We’ll get there, baby girl.”

Get there. His heart pounded. Where was there?

She pulled the bottle away, empty now, and wiped his mouth with the bib. “Good girl. Ration complete.”

He sat there, panting, the taste of formula lingering. His cock ached, the diaper warm with precum. No release, just need.

Recruits around him finished their bottles, some climbing down from high chairs, others waiting for Morgan’s next order. Mark, the eager one, smiled at her, babbling something behind his pacifier. Broken. Fully broken.

Tyler’s fists clenched under the tray. Not him. He’d fight this.

But Morgan’s gaze pinned him. “Rest up, Tilly. Next drill’s going to test that tough Marine spirit.”

Test. His mind raced. What now?

She unclipped the bib, her fingers brushing his neck. “You’re doing better than you think, baby girl. Soon, you’ll crave every command.”

Crave. The word hit hard. He didn’t want to believe her.

Yet the bottle’s warmth lingered in his chest. The diaper’s bulk felt heavier, almost comforting. Why did part of him want more?

Morgan stepped back, slinging the diaper bag over her shoulder. “Formation in ten, recruits. Tilly, stay close to Mommy.”

His face burned again. Stay close. As if he had a choice.

He climbed down from the high chair, diaper crinkling with every move. The plug shifted, teasing him still. His cock twitched, trapped, denied.

Recruits shuffled out, some waddling worse than him. Their eyes avoided his now, as if his shame was contagious. Or maybe they were too far gone to care.

Morgan waited at the door, her posture perfect, her smirk a promise. “Move it, baby girl. We’ve got more lessons waiting.”

Lessons. His gut churned. What could be worse than this?

He waddled after her, the pink camo itching, the diaper sagging slightly from his own arousal. His mind screamed to resist, to run, to fight back.

But his body followed her. Always followed her. And deep down, a tiny, traitorous part of him wondered how far she’d push him next.

The mess hall doors closed behind them. The mountain air hit his face, cold and sharp. Another drill, another humiliation—he could feel it coming.

Morgan glanced back, her eyes glinting. “Stick with me, Tilly. You’ve got so much more to learn about being my perfect sissy.”

Perfect sissy. His chest tightened. He swore he’d never break like the others—but why did her words stir something deep, something hungry?

He marched behind her, diaper crinkling, plug teasing, cock aching. The parade ground loomed ahead, endless and cruel. Whatever came next, he wasn’t ready—but his body already craved it.


Chapter 6: Drill Yard Disaster

Tyler waddled behind Sergeant Morgan, the mountain air biting at his exposed legs. The pink camo onesie itched against his skin, the diaper underneath crinkling with every awkward step. His cock throbbed, trapped in the warm padding, still aching from the mess hall humiliation.

The parade ground stretched out ahead, a flat expanse of dirt and gravel under the gray sky. Other recruits shuffled into formation, their own diapers sagging, their faces blank or flushed with shame. Tyler’s gut twisted—he wasn’t like them, couldn’t be like them.

Morgan stopped sharp, boots kicking up dust. She turned, her six-foot frame towering, her gaze slicing through him. “Line up, Tilly. Time for drills.”

His face burned at the name. Tilly. He wanted to snap back, to refuse, but his body moved before his mind could fight—years of military obedience kicking in.

He took his place in line, the bulk between his legs forcing a wide stance. The plug inside him shifted with every breath, a constant reminder of Morgan’s control. His cock twitched, betraying him again.

Morgan paced in front of the group, her voice a whip crack. “Today, we’re testing endurance. Drop to your knees, recruits. Crawl.”

Crawl. Tyler’s jaw clenched. He was an ex-Marine, not some toddler playing in the dirt.

But the others dropped instantly, diapers crinkling as they hit the ground. Morgan’s eyes locked on him, daring him to resist. “Now, Tilly.”

His knees hit the gravel, pain shooting through him. The diaper squished under his weight, the plastic backing slick against his skin. Humiliation seared his chest, but his cock didn’t care—it pulsed harder.

“Move!” Morgan barked, her combat boots thudding as she circled them. Tyler dragged himself forward, muscles burning, gravel biting into his palms. The diaper dragged between his thighs, forcing an ungainly waddle even on all fours.

Sweat beaded on his forehead. Ten yards. Twenty. His arms trembled, not from exhaustion—he’d done worse in basic—but from the sheer degradation of it all.

Morgan stopped beside him, her shadow falling over his hunched form. “Look at Baby Tilly, crawling like a good little girl. Keep going.”

His cheeks flamed. He wanted to scream, to stand, to fight. But her voice—commanding, maternal, amused—pinned him to the dirt.

The plug pressed deeper as he crawled, teasing his insides. His cock strained against the padding, precum soaking into the thick liner. Why did this make him so hard?

Thirty yards. His breath came in sharp gasps. The other recruits panted around him, some whimpering behind pacifiers, their diapers sagging heavier now.

Morgan’s boots crunched closer. “Push, Tilly. Show Mommy that Marine grit.”

Mommy. The word hit like a punch. His stomach churned, but his hips shifted involuntarily, seeking friction against the diaper.

Then it happened. Mid-crawl, a hot stream released without warning. Warmth spread through the padding, pooling around his cock, soaking the bulk between his legs.

He froze. No. Not here, not now.

The wetness grew, the diaper sagging under the sudden weight. His face burned hotter than ever, shame clawing at his throat. He couldn’t move, couldn’t look up.

Morgan’s shadow loomed again. “Did Baby Tilly have an accident during maneuvers? Let’s get you cleaned up.”

His heart stopped. Cleaned up. Here?

She didn’t wait for a response. Her hand gripped his arm, pulling him to a stop right in the middle of the drill yard. The other recruits crawled past, some stealing glances, others staring openly.

“Lay back, baby girl,” Morgan ordered, her tone calm but unyielding. She slung the diaper bag off her shoulder, unzipping it with a deliberate slowness. Every sound echoed in Tyler’s ears—the zip, the crinkle of a fresh diaper, the snap of latex gloves.

He wanted to bolt. His muscles tensed, but her gaze pinned him. He lay back on the dirt, the wet diaper squishing under him, gravel digging into his back.

Morgan knelt beside him, her presence suffocating. She tugged the tabs of his onesie open, the cool air hitting his stomach. Then her gloved hands moved to the diaper tapes, ripping them free with a loud tear.

His cock sprang up, hard and glistening with precum, fully exposed in the open yard. Shame burned through him, hotter than the wetness in the padding. Recruits nearby slowed their crawl, eyes flicking over, witnessing every second.

Morgan didn’t flinch. “Look at this, Tilly. Soaked and still so eager.”

Her words cut deep. He wanted to cover himself, to disappear. But his cock throbbed harder under her amused stare.

She lifted the front of the diaper away, the warm, wet padding peeling off his skin. The smell of baby powder mixed with his own shame filled the air. Her gloved hand hovered over his erection, not touching—yet.

“Poor baby girl,” she cooed, pulling a wipe from the bag. The cold cloth dragged over his skin, slow and deliberate, brushing the base of his shaft. His hips jerked without permission.

He bit his lip, holding back a moan. The wipe moved lower, teasing, cleaning where it didn’t need to. Every touch was torture, every second in front of the others a fresh hell.

Morgan’s eyes glinted with amusement. “Stay still, Tilly. Mommy’s got to make sure you’re all nice and clean.”

Her gloved fingers lingered, “accidentally” grazing his cock as she wiped. It twitched, leaking more, the tip glistening under the gray sky. He couldn’t hide it—not from her, not from anyone watching.

She tossed the wipe aside, reaching for the powder. A white cloud puffed over him, settling on his skin, the scent overwhelming. Her palm pressed the powder in, slow circles over his groin, inches from his aching shaft.

His breath hitched. He was so close, so damn close. One real touch and he’d lose it right here.

But Morgan pulled back, her smirk cruel. “Not yet, baby girl. Good sissies wait for permission.”

Denial stabbed through him. His cock throbbed, untouched, desperate. He wanted to beg, hated himself for even thinking it.

She unfolded a fresh diaper, the crinkle deafening in the quiet yard. She slid it under him, lifting his legs like he weighed nothing, the plug shifting inside as she positioned him. His face burned—grown man, ex-Marine, hoisted like an infant in front of everyone.

The padding pressed against his skin, cool at first, then warming under her hands. She taped it shut, tight and secure, the bulk forcing his thighs apart again. His cock strained inside, trapped, denied, soaking the fresh liner already.

Morgan snapped off her gloves, tossing them into the bag. “All done, Tilly. Back to drills.”

He couldn’t move. Shame and need warred inside him, his body trembling on the dirt. How could he crawl now, with everyone knowing?

She stood, towering over him, her voice cutting through the haze. “Up, baby girl. Show Mommy you can still follow orders.”

His hands shook as he pushed himself to his knees. The fresh diaper crinkled louder, the bulk heavier between his legs, forcing that humiliating waddle. Every step screamed his failure, his accident, his arousal.

Recruits around him kept crawling, some whispering, others smirking behind pacifiers. Mark, the broken one, babbled something to another recruit, pointing at Tyler’s sagging padding. The laughter stung worse than the gravel.

Morgan paced beside him as he moved, her boots steady, her presence inescapable. “Good girl, Tilly. Keep that pace.”

Good girl. The praise hit harder than it should’ve. His cock pulsed inside the diaper, precum spreading again, warm and shameful.

His muscles burned, arms shaking as he dragged himself forward. Forty yards. Fifty. The diaper dragged with every move, the plug teasing deeper, his body a traitor to his mind.

Morgan’s voice followed him, soft but commanding. “Look at you, crawling through the mess you made. Such a pathetic little sissy.”

Pathetic. The word seared into him. Yet his hips shifted, seeking more friction, more shame.

Sweat dripped into his eyes. He couldn’t stop, couldn’t think. Just crawl, just obey, just feel the heat building inside the padding.

Morgan knelt beside him again, her hand resting on his back, warm through the onesie. “Almost there, baby girl. Let’s see if you can finish without another accident.”

Another. His stomach dropped. The threat hung heavy, his bladder already twitching under the strain.

He pushed forward, gravel cutting deeper into his palms. The diaper sagged, warm with his arousal, the bulk rubbing against his cock with every move. So close to the edge, so desperate for release.

But Morgan’s hand lifted away. No touch, no reward. Just her voice, teasing, controlling. “Hold it in, Tilly. Mommy decides when you get relief.”

Relief. The word taunted him. His cock throbbed harder, trapped, denied, leaking into the padding.

The finish line loomed, a chalk mark in the dirt. Ten yards. Five. His body screamed, muscles aching, mind fractured by shame and need.

He crossed it, collapsing onto his stomach, the diaper squishing under him. His breath came in ragged gasps, face pressed to the dirt. He’d made it—but at what cost?

Morgan’s boots stopped beside his head. “Not bad, baby girl. You’ve earned a little break.”

A break. Relief flooded him, but not the kind he craved. His cock ached inside the diaper, untouched, unrelieved.

She crouched down, her hand brushing his sweaty hair back. “Look at that flush, Tilly. So pretty when you’re all worked up.”

Pretty. His cheeks burned. He hated how the word stirred him, how her touch made it worse.

The other recruits finished behind him, some crawling, others staggering to their feet. Eyes flicked his way, knowing, judging. He couldn’t meet their gazes.

Morgan stood, her shadow falling over him again. “Rest here a minute, baby girl. You’ve got more to learn today.”

More. His heart pounded. What else could she do to him?

He lay there, diaper crinkling with every shallow breath, the plug a constant pressure, his cock a traitor in the padding. The warmth of his earlier accident lingered, a reminder of his loss of control. How much more could he endure?

Her voice dropped low, just for him. “We’re just getting started, Tilly. Soon, you’ll beg for every command.”

Beg. The word echoed in his fractured mind. He swore he’d never break—but his body already craved whatever came next.


Chapter 7: Breaking Point Brig

Tyler lay there, face pressed into the dirt, the diaper squishing under his weight. His breath came in ragged gasps. The crinkle of the padding echoed with every shallow movement, a constant reminder of his shame.

Morgan’s boots stood firm beside his head. Her shadow loomed over him, heavy and unyielding. “Get up, Tilly. Break time’s over.”

He pushed himself to his knees, palms stinging from the gravel. The bulk between his legs forced that humiliating waddle again. His cock throbbed inside the diaper, still hard, still leaking from her earlier taunts.

She watched him struggle, her lips curling into that amused smirk. “Look at you, baby girl. So messy, so desperate.”

Desperate. The word burned into him. His cheeks flushed hotter, but his body betrayed him, hips twitching for more friction against the padding.

Morgan stepped closer, her hand brushing his shoulder. “You’ve got fire in you today, recruit. Let’s see how long it lasts.”

He clenched his jaw, fists tightening at his sides. Fire. Yeah, he had fire—anger, not whatever pathetic need she thought she saw.

“Move out, Tilly. Back to the barracks.” Her voice snapped like a whip, no room for argument.

He staggered to his feet, the diaper sagging with every step. The other recruits shuffled nearby, some still crawling, others avoiding his gaze. He hated their pity, their whispers, the way Mark’s smirk lingered in his peripheral vision.

The march back felt endless, gravel crunching underfoot. The plug inside him shifted with every move, a cruel reminder of his submission. His mind roared, screaming at him to rip it all off—the diaper, the onesie, the damn pink bow in his hair.

They reached the barracks, a squat concrete building painted pastel blue. Morgan opened the door, gesturing him inside. “In you go, baby girl. We’ve got more training.”

Training. His stomach twisted. He’d had enough of her games, enough of the crinkle, enough of Tilly.

Inside, the room smelled of baby powder and antiseptic. Cribs lined the walls, each with a nameplate—his read “Baby Tilly” in glittery pink letters. His fists clenched tighter, knuckles white.

Morgan turned, hands on her hips, combat boots planted wide. “Strip the onesie, Tilly. Inspection time.”

He froze. Strip. The word hit like a punch, but not the kind he was used to taking.

“No.” His voice came out low, raw, a growl from the old Tyler. “I’m done with this shit.”

Her eyebrow arched, sharp as a blade. “Excuse me, recruit?”

“You heard me.” He stepped forward, towering over her despite the diaper’s bulk. “I’m not your damn baby. Give me my clothes. I’m leaving.”

Silence stretched, thick and dangerous. Morgan didn’t flinch, didn’t step back. Her gaze pinned him, cold and calculating.

“That’s a court-martial offense in my program, recruit.” Her voice dropped, deadly calm. “Into the brig.”

Brig. His mind flashed to military lockup—cold steel, hard cots, isolation. But this wasn’t that. He knew it.

Two assistants appeared from the shadows, burly women in matching uniforms. They grabbed his arms before he could react. He thrashed, muscles straining, but their grip held like iron.

“Get off me!” His shout echoed, raw with fury. But the diaper crinkled louder, mocking him, the plug pressing deeper as he struggled.

Morgan watched, unfazed, as they dragged him down a hallway. Pink walls closed in, cartoon animals painted on every surface. His stomach churned with rage and something darker—fear.

They stopped at a padded cell, the door painted bubblegum pink. Inside, a crib sat in the center, surrounded by soft walls and a fluffy rug. A pacifier dangled from a ribbon on the crib rail.

“Seventy-two hours, Tilly.” Morgan’s voice cut through his haze. “No adult speech. You’re a baby now, nothing more.”

He roared, twisting against the assistants’ hold. “I’m not—!”

One of them shoved the pacifier into his mouth mid-sentence. The rubber nipple clicked against his teeth, silencing him. He gagged, spit it out, but the other assistant caught it, forcing it back in with a strap around his head.

Morgan stepped close, her breath warm on his cheek. “Rules are rules, baby girl. Break them again, and it’s a week.”

A week. His mind reeled. He couldn’t do three days, let alone seven.

They pushed him inside, the door slamming shut with a soft thud. The padded walls swallowed all sound, except the crinkle of his diaper as he stumbled. The plastic backing stuck to his skin, sweaty and suffocating in the small space.

He ripped at the onesie, tearing the velcro with a savage yank. It fell to the floor, leaving him in just the thick padding. His cock twitched inside it, hard despite his anger, leaking into the warmth.

Damn it. He punched the padded wall, the impact soft and useless. His breath came in harsh bursts through the pacifier, drool slipping down his chin.

Hours passed, or maybe minutes—he couldn’t tell. No clock, no window, just pink and silence. The diaper grew heavier, his bladder giving in without permission, warmth spreading slow and humiliating.

He sank to the floor, knees drawn up, the bulk forcing them apart. The plug pressed deeper in this position, teasing his prostate with every shift. His cock throbbed harder, precum mixing with the wetness, a pathetic mess.

Morgan’s voice echoed in his head. “Pathetic little sissy.” He hated how it stirred him, how his hips rocked without thought, seeking more against the padding.

He stopped himself, fists slamming into the rug. No. He was a Marine, not this. Not Tilly.

But the silence pressed in, heavy and relentless. No orders, no structure, just him and the crinkle. His mind fractured, slipping between rage and need.

Day one bled into day two—or so he guessed. The assistants came once, changing his diaper in silence, their hands clinical but lingering. One brushed his cock through the padding, a deliberate tease, and he groaned behind the pacifier, hips bucking before he could stop.

“Naughty baby,” she whispered, taping the fresh diaper shut. His cock ached, denied again. He hated how much he craved her touch.

Alone again, he crawled to the crib, the diaper forcing that infantile shuffle. He climbed in, the soft mattress sinking under him. The bars loomed overhead, trapping him in this pink hell.

His hand slipped down, pressing against the diaper’s front. The padding crinkled loud, obscene in the quiet. He rubbed, slow at first, then desperate, the friction building heat through the layers.

Morgan’s face flashed in his mind, her smirk, her commands. “Good girl, Tilly.” His cock pulsed, so close, but the padding dulled it just enough to keep him on edge.

He groaned, muffled by the pacifier, drool dripping onto the mattress. His hips thrust harder, the plug shifting inside, hitting that spot. He was so damn close, but it wouldn’t come, wouldn’t release.

Frustration clawed at him. He stopped, panting, fists gripping the crib bars. His body screamed for relief, but his mind refused to beg, even to himself.

Hour after hour, the isolation broke him down. No speech, no resistance, just the crinkle and the need. His voice, when he tried to mutter, came out as babbles around the pacifier, incoherent and weak.

By what felt like day three, he was a shell. The diaper sagged again, warm with his shame, the plug a constant torment. He couldn’t fight anymore, couldn’t think as Tyler.

The door finally opened. Morgan stood there, combat boots gleaming, her presence filling the cell. “Seventy-two hours, baby girl. Ready to behave?”

He looked up from the crib, eyes glassy, body trembling. The pacifier hung loose, drool staining his chin. He didn’t speak—couldn’t, not with her rules still binding him.

She crouched down, her hand reaching through the bars to stroke his cheek. “Look at you, Tilly. So broken, so pretty.”

Pretty. The word hit deep, stirring that shameful heat again. His cock twitched inside the diaper, aching under her gaze.

Her fingers slipped lower, tracing his jaw, then down to the front of his padding. She pressed against it, feeling the bulk, the wetness. “Such a messy girl. Did you miss Mommy?”

Miss. His mind screamed no, but his body leaned into her touch, hips shifting forward. A muffled whimper escaped around the pacifier, pathetic and raw.

Morgan chuckled, low and amused. “That’s what I thought.” Her hand curled through the padding, finding his cock, stroking slow and deliberate.

He gasped, the sensation electric even through the layers. His hips bucked, desperate, the crinkle loud in the padded cell. The plug pressed deeper with each thrust, teasing him closer to the edge.

“Look at baby girl leaking already,” she purred, her grip tightening just enough. “So eager after your little timeout.”

Eager. Shame burned through him, but the heat built faster, his cock throbbing under her control. He couldn’t stop, couldn’t think, just rocked into her hand.

She leaned closer, her breath hot on his ear. “Beg for it, Tilly. Say ‘please, Mommy.’”

He hesitated, mind fracturing under the need. Then, muffled by the pacifier, he mumbled it. “Pwease, Mommy.”

Her smile widened, predatory and warm. “Good girl.” Her hand moved faster, rubbing through the diaper, the friction unbearable now.

His body tensed, muscles locking, the buildup crashing through him. He came hard, a guttural moan muffled by the pacifier, cum spilling hot and thick into the padding. Spurt after spurt, it pooled warm against his skin, soaking the diaper as his hips jerked helplessly.

Morgan kept stroking, drawing out every contraction, her eyes locked on his face. “That’s it, baby girl. Fill that diaper for Mommy.”

Fill. The shame hit like a tidal wave as the last pulses faded. He slumped against the crib bars, breath ragged, cum cooling in the padding, sticky and humiliating.

She pulled her hand away, inspecting her fingers through the thin glove she’d slipped on. “Look at this mess, Tilly. So much from such a little sissy.”

His cheeks burned, eyes dropping to the floor. He couldn’t face her, couldn’t face himself. The warmth in the diaper felt heavier now, a mark of his surrender.

Morgan stood, towering over him again. “You’ve earned your way out of the brig, baby girl. But don’t think this means you’re done.”

Done. His heart pounded, dread mixing with that dark, twisted need. What more could she take from him?

She unstrapped the pacifier, letting it fall to the mattress. “Crawl to me, Tilly. Show Mommy you’ve learned your place.”

Crawl. His body moved before his mind could fight, dropping to the floor, the diaper squishing with every movement. He inched forward, head low, the crinkle deafening in his ears.

Morgan watched, hands on her hips, that smirk back in place. “Good girl. We’ve got so much more to explore now that you’re broken.”

Broken. The word echoed as he reached her boots, stopping at her feet, trembling. Had he lost the fight—or found something darker within?


Chapter 8: Tilly Takes Hold

Tyler—no, Tilly—knelt at Morgan’s boots, the cold floor of the brig biting into his knees. The diaper squished beneath him, heavy with his shame, the warmth of his earlier release now a sticky reminder. His head hung low, eyes locked on the polished leather, unable to meet her gaze.

Morgan’s shadow loomed over him. “Look at me, baby girl.” Her voice was calm, sharp, a command wrapped in velvet.

He lifted his head, slow, reluctant. Her face was unreadable, but her eyes burned with control. That smirk played at the corner of her lips, amused and merciless.

“You’ve learned to crawl. Good.” She stepped back, gesturing to the open door. “Follow. We’ve got work to do.”

Work. His stomach twisted, dread pooling low. But his body moved, hands and knees scraping the floor, the diaper crinkling with every shuffle.

The hallway outside the brig was stark, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead. Other recruits—grown men and women in various states of regression—shuffled past, some in onesies, others in frilly dresses, eyes averted. Tilly felt their glances anyway, heat creeping up his neck.

Morgan led him to a small room off the main corridor. A mirror lined one wall, a table sat in the center, piled with items he couldn’t yet see. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing his fate.

“Stand up, Tilly.” Her tone left no room for hesitation. “Inspection time.”

He pushed himself to his feet, legs shaky, the bulk between his thighs forcing an awkward stance. The diaper sagged, the tapes straining against his hips. His hands twitched, wanting to cover himself, but he knew better.

Morgan circled him, her boots clicking on the tile. Her gaze was clinical, predatory, taking in every inch of his pathetic state. “Seventy-two hours in the brig, and you’re still a mess. Let’s fix that.”

Fix. His heart pounded, mind racing to what that could mean. But he stood still, trained to obey, even now.

She stopped in front of him, reaching for the table. Her hand came back with a pair of silk panties, pale pink, edged with lace. “First, something pretty for my baby girl.”

Pretty. The word stung, but his cock twitched anyway, traitorously eager. He hated himself for it.

“Step out of that onesie.” Her command was crisp, and his fingers fumbled with the snaps, peeling the fabric off his shoulders. The cool air hit his skin, raising goosebumps as the onesie dropped to the floor.

Morgan held the panties up, letting them dangle from her fingers. “These go under your diaper, Tilly. A reminder of who you are now.”

Who. Not Tyler. Not a Marine. His throat tightened, but he nodded, barely a jerk of his head.

She stepped closer, her presence suffocating. Her hands reached for the diaper tapes, ripping them open with a loud tear. The padding fell away, exposing him, his cock half-hard already from her nearness.

“Look at that,” she purred, her voice dripping with amusement. “Baby girl’s already excited for her new panties.”

Excited. Shame burned his cheeks, but he couldn’t look away as she slid the silk up his legs. The fabric was smooth, cool, hugging his thighs, the lace tickling his skin as she pulled them into place.

Her fingers lingered, brushing against his cock through the silk. A jolt shot through him, his breath hitching. The panties were tight, barely containing him, the bulge obscene under the delicate material.

“Such a pretty sissy,” Morgan murmured, her hand cupping him through the fabric. She squeezed lightly, just enough to make him gasp. “Feel that, Tilly? That’s what good girls wear.”

Good. His hips shifted, involuntary, seeking more of her touch. He bit his lip, hating how much he wanted it.

She pulled her hand away, leaving him aching, and grabbed a fresh diaper from the table. “Time to cover up, baby girl. Can’t have you making a mess in your new panties.”

Mess. His face burned hotter, remembering the brig, the cum pooling in his padding. But he stood still as she unfolded the diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet room.

She taped it on quickly, her hands efficient, but her fingers brushed his cock through the silk as she adjusted the fit. Each touch was deliberate, teasing, keeping him on edge. The padding pressed the panties tighter against him, the lace scratching softly with every breath.

“Now, let’s make you perfect.” Morgan reached for the table again, this time pulling out a wig—brunette, long, tied into pigtails with pink ribbons. “Every baby girl needs pretty hair.”

Hair. His stomach dropped. This was new, another piece of Tyler being stripped away.

“Sit.” She pointed to a chair in front of the mirror. He obeyed, the diaper crinkling as he lowered himself, the silk shifting under the padding.

Morgan stood behind him, her reflection towering in the mirror. She fitted the wig onto his head, the synthetic strands tickling his neck, the pigtails bouncing as she adjusted them. “Look at that, Tilly. So sweet.”

Sweet. He stared at his reflection, barely recognizing the face staring back. The wig framed his sharp jaw in a way that softened it, made him look… delicate.

Her hands didn’t stop. She grabbed a small makeup bag, pulling out a tube of lipstick—pale pink, glossy. “Pout for Mommy, baby girl.”

Pout. His lips parted on instinct, military obedience kicking in. He hated how automatic it was.

Morgan leaned in, her breath warm on his face as she applied the lipstick. Her fingers gripped his chin, holding him still, the creamy texture sliding over his lips. “There we go. Perfect little sissy mouth.”

Mouth. His cock throbbed in the diaper, the silk rubbing against him with every tiny movement. He could taste the lipstick, sweet and waxy, a constant reminder of his humiliation.

She stepped back, admiring her work. “Stand up, Tilly. Let’s see the full picture.”

He rose, legs trembling, the diaper forcing a waddle as he turned to face the mirror fully. Pink pigtails, glossy lips, silk peeking from the edges of the thick padding—it wasn’t him. It couldn’t be.

But it was. Tilly stared back, not Tyler. His chest tightened, a hollow ache spreading.

Morgan’s hand rested on his shoulder, heavy, possessive. “From now on, you answer only to Tilly. Understood?”

Understood. The word echoed in his skull, final, like a gavel dropping. He nodded, throat too tight to speak.

“Say it,” she pressed, her grip tightening. “Say your name, baby girl.”

“Tilly,” he whispered, voice cracking. The sound of it, out loud, shattered something inside him. Tyler felt further away than ever.

“Good girl.” Her voice softened, but the edge remained. She stepped closer, her body pressed against his back, her hand sliding down to the front of his diaper.

He froze, breath catching. Her fingers slipped under the waistband, through the silk, wrapping around his cock. The warmth of her grip was immediate, overwhelming.

“Look at yourself, Tilly,” she murmured, forcing his chin up to the mirror. “See how hard baby girl gets when she’s pretty?”

Pretty. His reflection showed flushed cheeks, parted lips, pigtails bouncing as he trembled. His cock pulsed in her hand, leaking already, the silk growing slick.

She stroked him slowly, her thumb circling the tip through the fabric. Each movement was deliberate, drawing out soft, pathetic whimpers he couldn’t hold back. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with his shaky breaths, filling the room.

“Such a needy little sissy,” Morgan teased, her other hand pressing against his plugged ass through the padding. The pressure pushed the plug deeper, a sharp jolt of pleasure-pain making him gasp. “Feel that, Tilly? That’s what good girls get.”

Good. His hips bucked, desperate, the silk sliding against his shaft with every stroke. He was close, so close, the heat building fast under her control.

But she stopped. Her hand pulled away, leaving him throbbing, aching, the silk sticky with precum. “Not yet, baby girl. You don’t cum without permission.”

Permission. His whine was involuntary, pitiful, his cock straining against the panties and padding. He needed it, needed her to finish him.

Morgan chuckled, low and amused. “Look at that face. So desperate already.” She tapped the front of the diaper, sending another jolt through him.

He bit his lip, the taste of lipstick grounding him, humiliating him. His reflection mocked him—pigtails, pink lips, a grown man turned into this. And yet, his body screamed for more.

She adjusted the wig, smoothing a stray strand, her touch almost tender. “You’re Tilly now, through and through. But I wonder…”

Wonder. His heart skipped, dread and need twisting together. What was she planning next?

Her smirk returned, sharp and knowing. “I wonder if there’s any of that old soldier still buried in there, waiting to fight back.” She leaned in, her breath hot on his ear. “Or if Tilly’s taken hold for good.”

Hold. The words lingered, a challenge, a threat. He stared at his reflection, at Tilly, and felt the last pieces of Tyler slip further out of reach.

But something flickered, deep down. A spark of defiance, or maybe just desperation. Was it gone for good, or waiting to resurface?

Morgan’s hand rested on the small of his back, guiding him toward the door. “Come on, baby girl. Time to show the others who you are now.”

Show. His stomach dropped, the thought of facing the other recruits like this—wig, lipstick, all of it—making his knees weak. But his body moved, waddling after her, the crinkle of the diaper echoing with every step.

The hallway loomed ahead, voices and footsteps already audible. His face burned, the silk panties shifting under the padding, a constant tease against his still-hard cock. He was Tilly now, on display, and Morgan’s grip on him—physical and otherwise—was unbreakable.

She glanced back, her eyes glinting with amusement. “Don’t be shy, Tilly. This is just the beginning.”

Beginning. The word sent a shiver down his spine, fear and shameful anticipation mixing in his gut. What more could she possibly do to him?

He didn’t know. Not yet. But as they approached the common area, the weight of the wig, the taste of lipstick, and the bulk between his legs reminded him—he wasn’t in control anymore.

Tilly was. And that terrified him most of all.

But deep inside, that spark lingered. Buried, weak, but there. Could it grow, or would Morgan snuff it out for good?

Her hand squeezed his shoulder as they stepped into the crowded room. “Smile for Mommy, Tilly. Let’s see how much of you is truly gone.”

Gone. His lips curled, forced, the glossy pink shining under the harsh lights. And as the other recruits turned to stare, he felt the last of Tyler retreat, hiding behind Tilly’s trembling, sissy facade.

For now.

---

The room buzzed with low chatter, the air thick with the scent of baby powder and antiseptic. Tilly stood at Morgan’s side, pigtails bouncing with every shaky breath, the diaper forcing his thighs apart. Eyes were on him—dozens of them, recruits in various states of regression, some smirking, others looking away in secondhand shame.

Morgan’s hand stayed firm on his shoulder. “Attention, everyone. Meet Baby Girl Tilly.”

Meet. The name rang out, public, permanent. His face burned hotter, cheeks flushed under the light makeup.

A few recruits snickered, their gazes dropping to the pink ribbons, the glossy lips. One man, dressed in a frilly apron over his own diaper, muttered something to another, and Tilly caught the word “sissy.” It stung, sharp and deep.

“Quiet.” Morgan’s voice snapped through the room, silencing them instantly. “Tilly’s one of you now. Show some respect.”

Respect. The irony twisted in his gut. There was no respect here, only humiliation, and his cock throbbed anyway, betraying him under the silk and padding.

Morgan guided him to a chair in the center of the room, her grip unyielding. “Sit, baby girl. Let everyone get a good look.”

Look. He lowered himself, the diaper crinkling loudly, the silk panties shifting against his still-hard shaft. Every eye felt like a weight, pressing him smaller, stripping away more of who he used to be.

She stood behind him, hands resting on the back of the chair, her presence a shield and a cage. “Tilly’s file has been updated. Official name change, permanent record. Tyler doesn’t exist here anymore.”

Permanent. The word hit like a punch, final and cold. His hands clenched in his lap, hidden under the table, a futile attempt to hold onto something slipping away.

Morgan leaned down, her voice low, just for him. “Feel that, Tilly? That’s freedom. No more pretending to be something you’re not.”

Freedom. His breath hitched, mind reeling. Was this freedom, or just a deeper prison?

Her hand slid under the table, hidden from view, and found the front of his diaper again. Her fingers pressed through the padding, teasing the silk beneath, finding his cock with cruel precision. “Look at them watching you, baby girl. They see what I see—a perfect little sissy.”

Perfect. His hips twitched, a soft gasp escaping his painted lips. The public setting amplified every sensation, her touch a secret torment under their stares.

She rubbed slowly, her palm warm through the layers, drawing out the ache. “Don’t make a sound, Tilly. Good girls stay quiet.”

Quiet. He bit down on his lip, the taste of lipstick sharp, stifling the moan building in his throat. His cock pulsed, leaking more into the silk, the wetness spreading under her control.

Morgan’s other hand rested on his shoulder, visible to the room, a picture of maternal care. But under the table, she edged him mercilessly, her fingers curling just enough to keep him on the brink. “See how well you fit in now? My pretty little recruit.”

Pretty. His eyes darted around, meeting curious stares, some amused, some pitying. The shame burned hotter, fueling the heat in his diaper, his body trembling under the dual weight of exposure and denial.

She stopped again, pulling her hand away just as he neared the edge. His whine was barely audible, swallowed by the chatter of the room. “Not here, baby girl. Later, if you’re good.”

Later. The promise—or threat—hung heavy, his cock aching, trapped in the sticky silk. He shifted in the chair, the crinkle deafening to his ears, hoping no one else heard.

Morgan straightened, addressing the room again. “Dismissed. Back to your routines.” Her tone was all drill sergeant, no trace of the intimacy she’d just inflicted.

The recruits dispersed, casting final glances at Tilly, at the pigtails and pink lips. He sat frozen, hands still clenched, the diaper sagging with precum and shame. Morgan’s shadow fell over him once more.

“Up, Tilly. We’ve got more training ahead.” Her smirk was back, sharp and knowing. “And I want to see if there’s any fight left in you—or if Tilly’s taken over for good.”

Fight. That spark flickered again, weak but stubborn, buried under layers of humiliation. He stood, waddling after her, the silk and padding a constant tease, wondering if he’d ever claw his way back to Tyler.

Or if Tilly was all that remained.


Chapter 9: Cribside Confession

Tyler—no, Tilly—sat rigid in the chair, the crinkle of his diaper echoing in his ears. The room buzzed with the low murmur of other recruits, their eyes occasionally flicking to him, to the pigtails bouncing on either side of his head, to the pink lipstick smudged from biting down during Morgan’s earlier torment. His hands stayed clenched in his lap, hidden beneath the table, as if gripping tight could anchor him to something he used to be.

Morgan’s shadow loomed behind him. Her presence pressed against his back like a physical force, both guard and captor. “Group therapy starts now, Tilly. Let’s see how my baby girl opens up.”

His stomach twisted. Therapy. The word felt like a mockery in this place, where every confession was just another layer stripped away.

She nudged the chair, her combat boots clicking on the floor. “Stand up. Face your squad.”

Tilly rose, the diaper sagging slightly between his thighs, the silk panties beneath still damp from earlier. His legs trembled, the bulk forcing a waddle as he turned to the circle of faces. Some smirked, others looked away, but all saw him—pink frills, bib around his neck, a grown man reduced to a sissy caricature.

“Sit with the group, baby girl.” Morgan’s voice cut sharp, a drill sergeant’s command wrapped in maternal honey. “Tell them who you are now.”

He shuffled to an empty spot in the circle, the diaper crinkling with every step. His face burned as he lowered himself onto the cold metal chair. The padding squished under him, a humiliating reminder of his state.

“I’m… Tilly.” The words scraped out, barely above a whisper. His painted nails dug into his palms. Saying it out loud, in front of them, made it realer than any dress or diaper ever could.

“Good girl.” Morgan’s praise hit like a jolt, warm and wrong. She stood at the edge of the circle, arms crossed, her six-foot frame towering as she surveyed the room.

The group leader, a wiry woman named Elise, nodded at him. “Tilly, we’re talking about trauma today. Share something from your past.”

His jaw tightened. Trauma. He’d seen things overseas that still clawed at him in the dark, but spilling that here, dressed like this, felt like handing over the last piece of Tyler.

Morgan’s eyes locked on him. “Speak, recruit. That’s an order.”

His breath hitched. Orders. His body was wired to obey, even now, even like this.

“I… I was in Afghanistan.” His voice cracked, rough and low. “Fourth tour, we lost half our unit to an IED. I still hear the blast sometimes.”

The room went quiet. Faces softened, just for a second, before the weight of his outfit—pigtails, bib, diaper—dragged the moment back to absurdity. A Marine, confessing war stories, while dressed as a baby girl.

Elise leaned forward. “How does that make you feel now, Tilly?”

Feel. The word cracked something open. His chest tightened, a raw ache spreading fast.

“I… I don’t know.” His voice wavered, higher now, slipping into something softer. “I can’t sleep. I see their faces.”

His hands shook in his lap. The bib scratched at his neck, the pacifier clipped to it dangling like a taunt. He wanted to rip it all off, to scream, but his body wouldn’t move.

Morgan stepped closer. Her boots clicked again, deliberate, slow. “Keep going, baby girl. Let it out.”

Let it out. The command unlocked something ugly. His throat burned, and suddenly, hot tears spilled over, streaking down his powdered cheeks.

“I couldn’t save them.” The words broke into a sob, loud and childish, echoing in the sterile room. “I tried, I tried so hard.”

His shoulders shook. The crying turned infantile, snotty and unrestrained, a full-on baby wail. He buried his face in the bib, the fabric soaking up tears and shame.

Chairs scraped as the group shifted uncomfortably. Whispers floated—pity, amusement, he couldn’t tell. His sobs grew louder, uncontrollable, a grown man reduced to a blubbering mess in frills.

Morgan moved in. Her hand touched his shoulder, firm but gentle. “Up, Tilly. Come to Mommy.”

Mommy. The word sliced through his haze, humiliating and soothing all at once. He stumbled to his feet, waddling toward her, tears still streaming.

She pulled him close. Her arms wrapped around him, strong and unyielding, pressing his face against her chest. The warmth of her body, the faint scent of lavender on her uniform, hit him hard.

He clung to her. His hands fisted in her shirt, desperate, like a child scared of the dark. The diaper crinkled against her leg as he pressed closer, needing the contact, needing her.

“There, there.” Her voice softened, a rare tenderness slipping through the sergeant’s steel. “Let it out, Tilly. I’ve got you now.”

Her words broke him further. The sobs kept coming, ugly and raw, muffled against her chest. His cock twitched in the diaper, traitorously hard despite the tears, the humiliation feeding into arousal he couldn’t stop.

She felt it. Of course she did. Her hand slid down his back, resting just above the diaper’s waistband, a silent acknowledgment.

“Poor baby girl.” Her tone stayed soft, but a smirk curled beneath it. “Crying so hard, but still so needy.”

His face burned against her shirt. Needy. The truth of it stung worse than any insult.

Her fingers dipped lower, under the waistband, brushing the silk panties clinging to his skin. The touch was light, teasing, but it sent a jolt through him. His breath hitched, half-sob, half-gasp.

“Not here, Tilly.” She pulled her hand back, leaving him aching. “But Mommy knows what her sissy needs.”

He whimpered into her chest. The pacifier bumped against his chin, and without thinking, he grabbed it, shoving it between his lips. The click of it against his teeth grounded him, pathetic as it was.

Morgan chuckled above him. The sound vibrated through her chest, amused but warm. “That’s it, baby. Suck on that while you calm down.”

The group watched. He felt their stares, even with his face buried against her. A grown man, an ex-Marine, sucking a pacifier and crying into a woman’s embrace.

Her hand rubbed slow circles on his back. Each pass pressed the diaper against him, the bulk shifting, reminding him of the precum already pooling inside. His cock throbbed harder, trapped in the padding, desperate for more of her touch.

“You’ve been so brave, Tilly.” Her voice dipped lower, just for him. “Telling your story like a good girl.”

Brave. Good girl. The praise twisted in his gut, warming him even as it humiliated him.

She tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her eyes. His vision blurred with tears, but her gaze was steady, piercing. “Mommy’s proud of you.”

His lips trembled around the pacifier. Proud. The word hit deeper than it should, melting something inside him.

Her thumb brushed a tear from his cheek. The gesture was tender, but her smirk returned, sharp and knowing. “Let’s get you settled, baby girl. You’ve earned a little comfort.”

Comfort. His mind spun, wondering what that meant here, in this place of constant torment and control. His body, though, leaned into her, craving whatever she offered.

She guided him away from the circle, her arm still around him. The diaper crinkled with every step, the silk beneath slick with his arousal. The group’s murmurs faded behind them as she led him to a quieter corner of the room.

“Sit, Tilly.” She pointed to a padded mat on the floor, clearly meant for infants, not adults. “Mommy’s got something for you.”

He sank down, the padding squishing under him. His pigtails bounced as he settled, the bib still damp against his chest. His cock ached, tenting the diaper slightly, obvious even through the thick layers.

Morgan knelt in front of him. Her uniform stretched tight over her shoulders, her presence filling the space. “You’ve been such a good sissy today, crying it all out.”

Her hand reached for the front of his diaper. She pressed her palm against it, slow and deliberate, feeling the bulge beneath. “Look at this. So hard for Mommy, even after all those tears.”

He moaned around the pacifier. The pressure of her hand, even through the padding, was electric. His hips twitched, pushing into her touch without permission.

“Naughty baby.” She clicked her tongue, but her eyes glinted with amusement. “Did I say you could move?”

He froze. His breath came fast, the pacifier clicking as he sucked harder. Shame burned hot, but so did the need.

Her fingers slipped under the waistband again, finding the silk panties, then the heat of his cock beneath. She wrapped her hand around him, the fabric slick with precum, and gave a slow, torturous stroke. “Mommy decides when her sissy gets to feel good. Understand?”

He nodded frantically. The pacifier muffled his whimper, but his eyes pleaded. Every nerve screamed for more, for release.

She stroked again, harder this time. Her grip was firm, controlling, her thumb brushing the tip through the silk, spreading the wetness. “Look at you, leaking already. Such a pathetic little thing.”

Pathetic. The word hit like a spark, igniting more heat. His cock pulsed in her hand, so close to the edge, but he knew better than to let go without her say-so.

“Ask nicely, Tilly.” Her voice was a purr now, laced with command. “Beg Mommy to let her baby girl cum.”

He spit out the pacifier, the string catching it against his bib. “P-please, Mommy.” His voice was high, broken, a far cry from the Marine he’d been. “Please let Tilly cum.”

Her smirk widened. “Good girl.” Her hand sped up, stroking through the silk, the friction maddening inside the diaper’s confines.

His body tensed. The buildup was brutal, every muscle coiling tight, his breath ragged and desperate. “Mommy, please, I’m gonna—”

“Cum for me, baby girl.” Her command snapped like a whip. “Show Mommy how much you need this.”

He broke. The orgasm hit hard, contractions ripping through him, his cock jerking in her grip. Thick, hot cum spilled into the silk, soaking through to the diaper, pooling warm and sticky against his skin.

He gasped, loud and broken, the pacifier forgotten as he rode the waves. His hips bucked, each spurt adding to the mess, the warmth spreading through the padding. Her hand didn’t stop, milking every last drop, drawing out the pleasure until it bordered on pain.

“Look at that.” She pulled her hand free, wiping the precum-slick fingers on his bib. “Baby girl made such a big mess for Mommy.”

His face burned. The aftermath hit fast—shame, raw and heavy, mixing with the lingering high. He couldn’t meet her eyes, staring instead at the mat, at the diaper now heavier with his cum.

She chuckled softly. “Don’t be shy, Tilly. Mommy loves seeing her sissy lose control like that.”

Lose control. The truth of it stung, but her warmth, her approval, dulled the edge. He felt small, broken open, yet oddly safe in her gaze.

She clipped the pacifier back to his lips, nudging it into place. “Suck on that, baby. You’ve earned a little rest.”

He obeyed, the click against his teeth steadying him. His body sagged, exhausted, the diaper’s bulk a constant weight between his legs. The group’s distant voices reminded him they weren’t alone, that they’d likely heard his moans, his begging.

Morgan stood, towering over him again. Her smirk was softer now, almost fond, but her eyes promised more. “Rest up, Tilly. We’ve got deeper training to do soon.”

Deeper. His mind reeled, wondering what could be deeper than this—crying like a child, cumming in a diaper, clinging to her like she was his only anchor. His thumb slipped into his mouth alongside the pacifier, a subconscious surrender, as he wondered if he’d finally let go—or if this was just the start of something even more consuming.


Chapter 10: Nursery Becomes Home

Tyler—or Tilly, as his mind now whispered without hesitation—blinked awake in the dim light of the nursery. The crib bars loomed above him, painted pastel pink, a mobile of fluffy bunnies twirling lazily. His body felt heavy, cocooned in the soft blanket, the familiar bulk of the diaper snug between his thighs.

He didn’t flinch at the crinkle anymore. Didn’t tense at the warmth already spreading through the padding, unnoticed until now. It was just… there. Part of waking up.

The pacifier clicked against his teeth as he sucked instinctively. His thumb rested near his mouth, a habit he no longer fought. Day 25, and the routine was everything—his anchor, his reality.

Footsteps approached. Heavy, deliberate. Combat boots on hardwood.

Sergeant Morgan appeared at the crib’s edge, her silhouette sharp against the morning light. Six feet of authority, her uniform crisp, her gaze piercing. She carried the diaper bag slung over one shoulder, a bottle in her other hand.

“Morning, Tilly.” Her voice was low, commanding, with that maternal edge that made his stomach twist. “Sleep well, baby girl?”

He nodded, pacifier bobbing. Words felt distant, unnecessary. She didn’t expect them anyway—not unless she asked.

She lowered the crib bar with a click. Her hand reached down, patting the front of his diaper through the blanket. The crinkle echoed, loud in the quiet nursery.

“Wet already.” Not a question. A statement. Her lips quirked, amused.

His cheeks burned. But the shame was dull now, a reflex more than a wound. His body didn’t care—it relaxed under her touch, betraying him as always.

“Up you go.” She lifted him effortlessly, her hands under his arms, strong and sure. His legs dangled, the diaper sagging slightly, the warmth shifting as he was set on the changing table.

The routine began. Tapes ripped open, a quick wipe, a cloud of baby powder rising in the air, tickling his nose. Her hands were clinical, efficient, but every brush against his skin sent a jolt through him.

“Such a good girl, staying still for Mommy.” Her tone was warm, approving. It hit deeper than it should have.

His cock twitched under the fresh diaper as she taped it shut. He hated that. Hated how her praise made him hard, how the padding pressed against him, trapping the heat.

She noticed. Of course she did. Her smirk was back, sharp and knowing.

“Already excited for the day, huh?” Her gloved finger traced the front of the diaper, slow and deliberate. “Baby girls shouldn’t get so worked up this early.”

He whimpered around the pacifier. The touch was light, teasing, but it lit him up. Every nerve focused on that pressure through the padding.

She pulled away. Left him throbbing. “Later, Tilly. We’ve got a schedule.”

Disappointment stung. But obedience was ingrained now—deeper than his old Marine discipline. He just nodded, sucking harder on the pacifier.

She dressed him next. Pink onesie, ruffles at the hem, snapping shut over the diaper with a humiliating click. A silky bow tied into his short hair, the wig long gone in favor of his own locks styled girly.

“Perfect.” She stepped back, inspecting him. “My little sissy recruit.”

His face burned again. But his body stayed lax, accepting. The mirror showed a stranger—a baby girl, not a soldier—and he didn’t flinch anymore.

Breakfast was a bottle. Warm formula, her hand cradling his head as he lay across her lap. The nipple pressed to his lips, and he sucked greedily, the sweetness coating his tongue.

“Good girl.” Her voice was softer now, almost tender. “Drink up for Mommy.”

His cock stirred again in the diaper. The warmth of her lap, the weight of her approval—it was too much. He squirmed, the crinkle loud, the padding rubbing against him.

“Stay still.” Her free hand pressed down on his hip, firm through the onesie. “Baby girls don’t wiggle during feeding.”

He obeyed. Barely. The need pulsed, trapped in the diaper, ignored for now.

After the bottle, it was playtime. She set him on the nursery floor, surrounded by plush toys and pastel blocks. He crawled—didn’t even think to stand—his knees sliding on the mat, diaper dragging with every move.

“Build Mommy a tower, Tilly.” Her command came from above, where she sat watching, her boots crossed casually. “Show me how clever my baby girl is.”

He grabbed the blocks. Stacked them clumsily. His hands, once steady with a rifle, now fumbled like a child’s.

She laughed. Soft, amused. “Adorable.”

The word stung. But it also warmed him. His cock twitched again, the diaper a constant reminder of his helplessness.

Playtime ended with a surprise. The nursery door opened, and a new figure stepped in. A woman in a gray blazer, clipboard in hand, VA liaison stamped on her badge.

“Ms. Jenna.” Morgan stood, voice crisp, professional. “Welcome to Project Lullaby.”

Jenna’s eyes landed on Tilly. Widened. Then softened with something like awe.

“He’s… unrecognizable.” Her voice was quiet, stunned. “Tyler, I mean. Or… Tilly, now?”

“Tilly.” Morgan’s tone left no room for debate. “My model recruit.”

Tilly looked down at the blocks. Shame flared briefly—being seen like this, by someone from the outside. But it faded fast, smothered by the routine, the safety of Morgan’s control.

Jenna approached, crouching near him. “I’ve read the reports. Nightmares gone. No aggression. No symptoms.”

She looked back at Morgan. “This is… remarkable. I didn’t think it was possible.”

Morgan’s smile was tight, proud. “Discipline and structure, Ms. Jenna. Tilly’s adapted well. A perfect baby girl.”

Tilly’s face burned. But his chest warmed at the praise. He sucked the pacifier harder, hiding behind it.

Jenna scribbled on her clipboard. “I’ll need to report this to the VA. Full recovery, in a way we’ve never seen. But… what happens at graduation?”

Morgan didn’t answer right away. Her eyes flicked to Tilly, sharp and calculating. “We’ll cross that bridge soon enough.”

The words hung heavy. Graduation. A choice—back to the world, or… what?

Tilly’s mind blanked. He didn’t want to think about it. Didn’t want to leave the nursery, the routine, Morgan’s voice.

Jenna left after more notes, more murmurs of amazement. The door clicked shut. Morgan turned back to Tilly, her presence filling the room again.

“Nap time, baby girl.” She lifted him, strong hands guiding him back to the crib. “But first, let’s check that diaper.”

He lay back as she unsnapped the onesie. Her fingers worked the tapes, peeling the diaper open. Cool air hit his skin, then her gloved hand brushed his cock—deliberate, slow.

“Look at this.” Her voice dipped, amused. “Hard again. Such a needy little sissy.”

He whimpered. The pacifier couldn’t hide the sound. His hips twitched up, begging without words.

“Not yet.” She pulled a small toy from the diaper bag—a pink butt plug, sleek and menacing. “Mommy’s got something to help you relax for nap time.”

His eyes widened. Fear and heat mixed, his cock throbbing harder. He knew better than to protest.

“Legs up.” Her command was sharp. He obeyed instantly, lifting his knees, exposing himself.

She coated the plug with lube, the cold slickness making him shiver as she pressed it to his hole. Slow, steady pressure. Then it popped in, stretching him, filling him.

He gasped around the pacifier. The intrusion burned, then settled, a heavy weight inside him. His cock pulsed, leaking precum onto his stomach.

“Good girl.” She taped a fresh diaper over him, trapping the plug, the padding pressing it deeper. “Feel that, Tilly? Mommy’s keeping you nice and full.”

He moaned softly. The diaper crinkled as she snapped the onesie back in place. Every move pushed the plug against him, teasing his prostate, driving him mad.

She lifted him into the crib. Tucked the blanket over him. Her hand lingered on his cheek, thumb brushing his pacifier.

“Rest now.” Her voice was a low purr. “But don’t think I’ve forgotten how needy you are.”

She reached under the blanket. Her hand found the front of his diaper, pressing down, rubbing slow circles over his trapped cock. The plug shifted with the motion, doubling the torment.

“Mommy—” His voice was muffled, desperate, the pacifier slipping as he spoke. “P-please.”

“Please what, baby girl?” Her hand didn’t stop. Her eyes locked on his, pinning him as much as her touch did.

“Please… let Tilly feel good.” The words came high, broken, a sissy’s plea. Shame burned, but need burned hotter.

Her smirk was wicked. “Soon, sweetheart. But not yet. Baby girls wait for Mommy’s permission.”

She pressed harder for a moment, drawing a choked moan from him. Then she stopped. Pulled her hand away.

He whined. His cock throbbed painfully in the diaper, the plug a constant pressure, his body screaming for release. Denied again.

“Nap now.” She raised the crib bar, locking him in. “Dream of being a good little sissy for me.”

He sucked the pacifier hard, trying to calm the fire in his body. The diaper’s bulk, the plug’s weight, the lingering warmth of her touch—it was too much. Sleep felt impossible.

But his eyes grew heavy. The routine, the safety, pulled him under. His last thought was of her voice, her control, the only thing that made sense anymore.

Hours later, he stirred. The nursery was quiet, afternoon light slanting through the window. The plug still pressed inside him, a reminder of her power.

Morgan was back. Standing over the crib, her gaze intense. “Wake up, Tilly. We’ve got more to do.”

He blinked up at her. His body responded before his mind—heart racing, cock stirring again in the diaper. Always betraying him.

“Ms. Jenna’s report got me thinking.” Her voice was thoughtful, but her eyes glinted with intent. “You’ve adapted well, Tilly. A model recruit.”

The praise hit hard. Warmth spread through him, deeper than the padding, deeper than the plug. He felt… proud.

“But graduation is coming.” She leaned closer, her hand resting on the crib bar. “And soon, you’ll have to decide—stay my baby girl, or go back to a life that doesn’t fit anymore.”

His breath caught. Decide. The word rattled him, cracking the numbness of routine.

He didn’t want to think about before. Didn’t want to remember Tyler, the nightmares, the fights. Here, with Morgan, with the nursery, he was… safe.

Her hand reached through the bars. Brushed his cheek again. “Don’t worry yet, sweetheart. Mommy’s not done training you.”

The promise lingered. His past was gone, erased by pink ruffles and crinkling diapers. His symptoms were gone too—Jenna had seen it, confirmed it.

But graduation loomed. A choice. Stay in the nursery forever, or face a world he no longer knew.

His cock twitched in the diaper. Even now, her words, her control, kept him tethered. What would he choose when the time came?


Chapter 11: Graduation Looms Near

Tilly blinked up at Morgan through the crib bars. The nursery glowed with soft afternoon light, pastel walls a mocking contrast to the storm in his chest. His diaper clung to him, warm and heavy, the plastic backing slick against his skin.

Her words still hung in the air. Graduation. A choice.

His heart thudded. The plug inside him pressed deeper as he shifted, a constant reminder of her control. His cock stirred in the padding, betraying him even now.

Morgan stood tall, her combat boots planted firm, her gaze slicing through him. She didn’t flinch. Never did.

“Day 30, you’re free to go, Tilly. Your choice.” Her voice was steady, a drill sergeant’s command wrapped in maternal silk.

Free. The word clawed at him. He didn’t want to think about it—about Tyler, the bar fights, the nightmares that used to jolt him awake, soaked in sweat.

Here, in the crib, under her rules, the noise in his head was gone. The diapers, the ruffles, the pacifier—they’d stripped him raw, but they’d also built a quiet he hadn’t known since before the Marines. A sick, twisted peace.

His cheeks burned. How could he want this? How could a grown man, a warrior, crave the bulk between his legs, forcing a waddle with every step?

Morgan leaned closer. Her hand slipped through the bars, fingers brushing his cheek. “Don’t look so scared, baby girl. Mommy’s not done with you yet.”

Her touch sent heat racing down his spine. His cock twitched in the diaper, pressing against the wet padding. Always betraying him.

She smirked. She saw it. She always saw it.

“Stand up, Tilly. Let’s get you sorted.” Her tone left no room for argument.

He pushed himself up, the crib mattress creaking. The diaper sagged, the bulk making his thighs rub awkwardly. The plug shifted, pressing against his prostate, drawing a soft gasp from him.

Morgan lowered the crib bar with a smooth click. She didn’t rush. Every move was deliberate, a predator playing with prey.

“Come here.” She patted the changing table across the room. Her eyes locked on his, pinning him before her hands even touched him.

His legs trembled as he shuffled over. The diaper crinkled with every step, loud in the quiet nursery. His face burned hotter—he hated that sound, hated how it made his cock throb harder.

“Up you go.” She didn’t wait for him to climb. Her hands gripped his hips, lifting him onto the table like he weighed nothing.

He lay back, staring at the ceiling. The pastel mobile spun lazily above, tiny pink stars mocking him. His heart raced.

Morgan’s fingers worked fast, unsnapping the onesie. The cool air hit his skin, but the diaper stayed warm, clinging to him. She peeled the tapes open with a slow, deliberate rip.

“Look at this mess.” Her voice dripped with amusement. “Baby girl’s been busy.”

Shame surged through him. He wanted to look away, but her gaze held him captive. His cock, already half-hard, twitched under her scrutiny.

She grabbed a wipe, her gloved hand moving with clinical precision. But then her touch lingered. The cold cloth brushed against his shaft, slow and teasing, sending a jolt through him.

He bit his lip. A moan slipped out anyway.

“Such a needy little sissy.” She chuckled, low and dark. Her fingers wrapped around him through the wipe, giving a single, firm stroke before pulling away.

His hips bucked. He couldn’t stop it. The plug inside him shifted again, doubling the torment.

“Not yet, Tilly.” She tossed the wipe aside. “Mommy decides when baby girls get to feel good.”

His cock throbbed painfully. He wanted to beg, but the words stuck in his throat. Shame and need warred inside him, a battle he always lost.

She powdered him, her palm pressing against his shaft as she worked. The cloud of baby powder filled the air, sweet and humiliating. Her touch was deliberate, dragging out every second.

“There we go.” She taped a fresh diaper snug around him, trapping his erection inside. The padding pressed against him, warm and tight, making his predicament worse.

He whined softly. The bulk forced his thighs apart again. Every move would be a reminder of what he’d become.

Morgan snapped the onesie back in place. Her hand lingered on the front of the diaper, pressing down just enough to make him squirm. “Good girl. All clean for now.”

His face burned. Good girl. The words hit deeper than they should, warmth spreading through him despite everything.

She lifted him off the table, setting him on his feet. The diaper crinkled loudly, the sound echoing in his ears. His waddle was pathetic, unavoidable with the thick padding between his legs.

“Sit in the rocking chair, Tilly.” She pointed to the corner of the nursery. “Mommy wants to talk.”

He shuffled over, the plug pressing deeper with each step. His cock ached in the diaper, the friction of the padding teasing him mercilessly. He sat, the chair creaking under him.

Morgan pulled up a stool, sitting close. Her knees brushed his. Even that small contact sent a shiver through him.

“Graduation is in two days.” Her voice was calm, but her eyes burned with intensity. “You’ve done well, baby girl. Better than I expected.”

Pride flared in his chest. Sick, twisted pride. He hated how much her praise meant.

“But I need to know.” She leaned forward, her hand resting on his knee. “Do you want to go back to being Tyler? Or stay my little Tilly?”

His breath caught. The question ripped through him, tearing at the fragile peace he’d found. He didn’t know the answer—didn’t want to know.

His eyes dropped to the floor. The pink ruffles of his onesie, the bulk of the diaper, the plastic backing sticking to his skin—it was all wrong. But it was also… safe.

“I… I don’t know, Mommy.” His voice came out small, high-pitched, a sissy’s whimper. He hated it, but it felt right.

Morgan’s hand slid up his thigh. Her fingers pressed against the front of his diaper, finding his trapped cock. “That’s okay, sweetheart. We’ve got time to figure it out.”

He gasped. Her touch was light, teasing, rubbing slow circles over the padding. The plug inside him seemed to pulse with every movement of her hand.

“Mommy—” His voice broke. “Please.”

“Please what, baby girl?” Her smirk was back, wicked and knowing. She pressed harder, the crinkle of the diaper filling the room.

“Please… let Tilly feel good.” The words spilled out, desperate and pathetic. Shame burned his cheeks, but his cock throbbed harder under her touch.

“Not yet.” She pulled her hand away, leaving him aching. “Baby girls wait for Mommy’s permission. You know that.”

He whined again. His body trembled, the denial cutting deeper than ever. His cock strained against the padding, leaking precum into the fresh diaper.

Morgan stood, towering over him. Her hand brushed his cheek, a gentle contrast to the torment she’d just inflicted. “Think about what you want, Tilly. Freedom, or this.”

She stepped back, her boots clicking on the floor. “Nap time now. Back in the crib.”

He stood on shaky legs. The diaper crinkled with every move, the bulk forcing that humiliating waddle. The plug pressed relentlessly inside him, a constant reminder of her power.

She lifted him into the crib without effort. The mattress dipped under him, the plastic backing of the diaper sticking to his skin again. She tucked the blanket over him, her touch lingering.

“Rest, baby girl.” Her voice was soft now, almost tender. “Dream about your choice.”

The crib bar clicked back into place, locking him in. His cock still ached, trapped and denied in the diaper. His mind spun, torn between two worlds.

Tyler. The name felt like a stranger’s. A man who’d fought, bled, broken—alone in a world that didn’t care.

Tilly. Pathetic, helpless, owned. But safe under Morgan’s rules, her voice, her hands.

His chest tightened. The mobile above him spun, pink stars twirling in the dim light. A tear slipped down his cheek.

He didn’t want to choose. Didn’t want to lose this—the crib, the routine, the quiet in his head. The thought of leaving it behind hurt more than the nightmares ever had.

Morgan’s shadow lingered by the door. She watched him, always watching. Her presence was a weight, a tether, a promise.

He sucked the pacifier harder, trying to calm the storm inside. The diaper’s warmth, the plug’s pressure, the ruffles scratching his skin—it was all too much. Too real.

What would happen on Day 30? Freedom meant losing this, losing her. Staying meant losing himself forever.

Another tear fell. His body curled under the blanket, small and broken. The crib held him, just like she did.

He sobbed quietly, the sound muffled by the pacifier. The mobile kept spinning, indifferent to his pain. Would he choose freedom, or the crib that healed him?

His cock twitched again, a traitor to the end. Even in tears, her control owned him. He closed his eyes, dreading the answer.

The nursery was silent, save for his soft cries. The plastic backing of the diaper stuck to his skin, a second layer of shame. He couldn’t escape it—didn’t know if he wanted to.

Morgan’s words echoed in his mind. “Your choice.” But was it really?

His sobs slowed, exhaustion pulling him under. The diaper, the crib, the plug—they were his world now. And he wasn’t sure he could leave it behind.

Sleep came, heavy and uneasy. Dreams of combat boots and pink ruffles tangled in his mind. A choice loomed, sharper than any battlefield.

He didn’t know what he’d do. Didn’t know who he’d be. But Morgan would be there, waiting for his answer.

The crib creaked as he shifted. The diaper crinkled softly, a final reminder before sleep took him. Two days left.

His heart ached. His body burned. And the choice grew heavier with every breath.


Chapter 12: Final Formation Choice

Tyler woke to the creak of the crib beneath him. The nursery was dim, pink stars still twirling on the mobile above. His diaper crinkled as he shifted, the bulk heavy between his thighs.

His cock ached. Still trapped, still denied from yesterday’s torment. The plug inside him pressed deeper with every tiny move.

He sucked on the pacifier, the plastic clicking against his teeth. Shame burned his cheeks, but the routine—Morgan’s routine—kept the nightmares at bay. He couldn’t deny that.

Footsteps. Sharp, deliberate. Combat boots on the hardwood floor.

Morgan entered without a knock. Six feet of pure authority, her uniform pressed, her gaze cutting through the half-light. She carried a clipboard, her diaper bag slung over one shoulder.

“Morning, Tilly.” Her voice was a whip crack wrapped in honey. “Day 30. Graduation.”

His heart slammed against his ribs.

She lowered the crib bar with a click. “Up, baby girl. We’ve got a ceremony to attend.”

He stood on shaky legs. The diaper forced that humiliating waddle as he followed her out of the nursery. The plug shifted inside him, a constant, invasive reminder of her control.

They entered the barracks hall. Cold, sterile, military-precise. But today, it wasn’t empty.

A table sat in the center. On it, two piles of clothes. One, his old life—camo fatigues, boots, a faded Marine Corps tee. The other, his new reality—a pink onesie with ruffles, lace-trimmed socks, a matching bonnet.

His breath caught. The fatigues called to him. Tyler, the man who’d survived four tours, stared back from that pile.

Morgan stood at attention beside the table. Her eyes pinned him, calculating, unyielding. “Your choice, recruit. Pick your uniform.”

His hands trembled. He stepped forward, the diaper crinkling louder with each step. The sound echoed in the silent hall.

He reached for the fatigues. His fingers brushed the rough fabric. Memories flooded—sweat, blood, the weight of a rifle, the brotherhood.

But his gaze slid to the onesie. Pink, soft, humiliating. It was Morgan’s world, her rules, her voice in his head.

His cock twitched. Traitorous, pathetic. Heat pooled low, even now, at the thought of her hands on him.

He pulled his hand back from the fatigues. Shame burned hotter, but so did something else. Need.

Morgan’s lips twitched, the faintest hint of a smirk. “Clock’s ticking, Tilly. Choose.”

His eyes darted between the piles. Freedom meant loneliness, nightmares, bar fights. This—her—meant safety, even if it came with ruffles and a crib.

He reached for the onesie. The fabric was silky, the ruffles rustling under his calloused fingers. His chest tightened.

“I… I want this.” His voice broke, barely a whisper. “I want to stay, Sergeant.”

Her smirk vanished. Replaced by something rare—approval. “Speak up, baby girl. What do you want?”

He swallowed hard. The pacifier hung from a clip on his shirt, mocking him. “Tilly wants to re-enlist. With Mommy.”

Morgan stepped closer. Her boots clicked, her presence towering. “Is that so?”

He nodded, clutching the onesie tighter. The diaper crinkled again, the plug pressing as he shifted. His cock strained against the padding.

“Prove it.” Her voice dropped, a command wrapped in challenge. “Put it on. Right now.”

His hands shook as he unfolded the onesie. The ruffles mocked him, but he couldn’t stop. He stepped into it, the soft fabric sliding up his legs.

The diaper bulged beneath, obscene and obvious. He zipped it up, the lace scratching his chest. His face burned.

Morgan watched every move. Her gaze was a physical weight, stripping him bare. “Good girl. Now, turn for Mommy.”

He turned slowly. The diaper crinkled, the onesie hugging every curve of his shame. His cock throbbed harder, leaking into the padding.

She stepped closer. Her hand pressed against the front of the diaper, through the onesie. “Look at that. Baby girl’s already wet for me.”

He whimpered. Her fingers curled, rubbing through the layers. The friction was maddening, the warmth spreading.

“You chose this, Tilly.” Her voice was low, amused. “Chose to be mine.”

His hips bucked involuntarily. The plug shifted, pressing against his prostate. A moan slipped out, muffled by shame.

Morgan’s other hand slid to his ass. She tapped the base of the plug through the diaper. “Feel that? That’s Mommy’s control.”

The tap sent a jolt through him. His knees buckled, but she held him up, her grip firm. His cock pulsed, dripping more into the padding.

She leaned in. Her breath was warm against his ear. “You’re so pathetic, baby girl. Leaking already.”

His face burned hotter. But her words only made him harder. He couldn’t fight it.

Her hand moved faster through the onesie. Rubbing, pressing, teasing his cock through the thick padding. “Beg for it, Tilly. Beg Mommy to let you feel good.”

“Please, Mommy.” The words spilled out, desperate. “Please let Tilly feel good. I need it.”

She chuckled, a dark, maternal sound. “Such a good little sissy. Keep begging.”

“Please, Mommy!” His voice cracked, louder now. “Tilly needs to cum. Please!”

Her fingers slowed. Deliberate torture. “Not yet, baby girl. Mommy decides.”

He whined, hips jerking. The plug pressed harder, the diaper crinkling with every desperate thrust. He was so close, teetering on the edge.

Morgan’s hand slid up, away from his cock. She gripped his chin, forcing his eyes to hers. “You re-enlisted. That means total surrender. Understand?”

“Yes, Mommy.” His voice was small, broken. “Total surrender.”

Her thumb brushed his lower lip. “Good girl.” Then her hand dropped back to the diaper, slipping inside the waistband.

Her fingers wrapped around his cock. Warm, firm, controlling. She stroked once, twice, slow and deliberate.

He gasped. The sensation was overwhelming, her skin against his after so much denial. His balls tightened, ready to explode.

“Cum for Mommy, Tilly.” Her voice was a command, undeniable. “Show me you’re mine.”

His body obeyed before his mind could catch up. The orgasm hit like a freight train, his cock pulsing in her hand. Thick, hot cum spilled into the diaper, pooling in the padding, the warmth spreading against his skin.

He moaned, loud and broken. His knees gave out, but Morgan held him, her grip unrelenting. The contractions shook him, each spurt a surrender, each wave a confession.

She kept stroking, milking every drop. “That’s it, baby girl. Fill that diaper for Mommy.”

The cum kept coming, more than he thought possible. It soaked into the padding, the heat sticking to him, the shame crashing in right behind the pleasure. His moans turned to whimpers.

Morgan pulled her hand free. Her fingers glistened with his precum, a smirk curling her lips. “Look at that mess. Such a pathetic little thing.”

He couldn’t meet her eyes. The diaper sagged with the weight of his release, the warmth now a humiliation. His chest heaved, tears pricking at the corners.

She wiped her hand on a cloth from her bag. “Don’t cry, Tilly. You did exactly what Mommy wanted.”

Her tone softened, just a fraction. She pulled him close, his face pressed against her chest. Her uniform smelled of starch and authority, her warmth a cruel comfort.

He sucked in a shaky breath. Her hand rubbed his back, slow circles through the onesie. The ruffles scratched, the diaper crinkled, a symphony of his defeat.

“You chose right, baby girl.” She tilted his chin up, forcing eye contact. Her eyes were hard, but there was something else there—pride, maybe.

His heart stuttered. The weight of his choice settled in. No going back now.

Morgan stepped back, her posture snapping to attention. “Formation’s over, recruit. You’ve graduated to full-time baby girl.”

He stood there, wobbling in the onesie. The diaper sagged, the plug still pressed inside, a reminder of her ownership. His old fatigues sat untouched, a relic of a man who didn’t exist anymore.

Her rare smile broke through, warm and sharp all at once. “Permission granted, Baby Girl. Indefinitely.”

His breath hitched. That smile—it was a reward, a tether, a cage. But what did indefinite re-enlistment mean for him?

She turned toward the nursery door. “Follow, Tilly. We’ve got new drills to start.”

He shuffled after her, the diaper crinkling with every step. The ruffles of the onesie brushed his thighs, the lace a constant itch. His mind spun, caught between relief and dread.

Indefinite. The word hung heavy, a promise and a threat. What new humiliations waited in Morgan’s training?

They passed the crib, the mobile still spinning. His old life was gone, packed away with those fatigues. This was his world now—pink, padded, hers.

Morgan glanced back, her smirk returning. “Don’t look so scared, baby girl. Mommy’s got big plans for you.”

His cock twitched again, already betraying him. The diaper stuck to his skin, the cum cooling into shame. He couldn’t escape her, didn’t know if he wanted to.

She opened a drawer, pulling out something new—a thicker diaper, tapes reinforced, labeled “Overnight Duty.” His stomach dropped. What did that mean?

“Strip, Tilly.” Her command cut through his thoughts. “Time to gear up for the long haul.”

He unzipped the onesie, hands shaking again. The diaper sagged lower, the mess inside a humiliating weight. His face burned, but he obeyed.

Morgan unfolded the new diaper, the crinkle louder, thicker. “Lie down, baby girl. Let’s make sure you’re secure for what’s next.”

He lay on the changing mat, the cold surface biting his skin. She loomed over him, her hands already reaching for the tapes. The plug shifted as he moved, a fresh jolt of submission.

Her fingers brushed his cock as she untaped the soiled diaper. A deliberate graze, enough to make him gasp. “Still sensitive, huh? Good.”

She wiped him down, slow and methodical. Each stroke of the wipe was a tease, her touch lingering just long enough to torment. His cock hardened again, pathetic and eager.

“Baby girls don’t get to cum twice without earning it.” She powdered him, her palm pressing against his shaft for a split second. Then she taped the new diaper shut, the bulk even heavier between his legs.

He whimpered. The fresh padding trapped his erection, the pressure unbearable. He wiggled, but the diaper held firm.

Morgan lifted him to his feet. “Back in the onesie, Tilly. We’ve got a schedule to keep.”

He stepped into the ruffles again, the lace scratching his skin. The diaper crinkled louder now, the overnight padding forcing an even wider waddle. His shame burned, but so did his need.

She adjusted the bonnet on his head, tying the ribbon under his chin. “Perfect. My little recruit, ready for indefinite service.”

His heart pounded. Indefinite. The word echoed, a life sentence in pink and padding.

Morgan’s hand rested on his shoulder, heavy and possessive. “Let’s go, baby girl. Your new training starts now.”

He followed, the diaper crinkling with every step. The plug pressed deeper, the onesie hugged tight, and Morgan’s shadow loomed ahead. What did indefinite mean in her world?

His mind raced, but his body obeyed. The barracks hall stretched long and cold, but her presence was warmer, sharper, a cage he’d chosen. And he wasn’t sure he’d ever want out.


Chapter 13: Permanent Baby Recruit

Tyler shuffled down the barracks hall, the overnight diaper crinkling with every forced waddle. The bulk between his legs was heavier now, the reinforced tapes pulling tight against his hips. Morgan’s shadow loomed ahead, her combat boots clicking with purpose on the cold floor.

His mind churned. Indefinite. The word clawed at him, a life carved in pink and padding.

Her hand rested on his shoulder, firm and possessive. “Keep up, Tilly. We’ve got a new role for you.”

He swallowed hard. The ruffles of the onesie scratched his thighs, the bonnet ribbon tickling under his chin. His old fatigues, his old life, felt like a fever dream now.

They reached the nursery wing, the pastel walls glowing under harsh fluorescent lights. Morgan pushed open the door. Inside, the crib waited, mobile spinning lazily, and a stack of fresh diapers sat on the changing table.

“Stand there.” Her voice snapped like a drill sergeant’s command. He froze, diaper sagging slightly, the plug inside him a constant, humiliating pressure.

She turned, her six-foot frame towering as she crossed her arms. Her eyes raked over him, that calculated smirk playing on her lips. “You’ve earned a permanent spot, Baby Tilly. Demonstration recruit.”

His chest tightened. Demonstration? The word hit like a punch, but his cock twitched traitorously in the thick padding.

Morgan stepped closer. “That means you’re staff now. You’ll help new arrivals adjust, show them how a good baby girl behaves.”

His face burned. Staff. In a diaper and ruffles, waddling for her amusement.

She tilted her head, her gaze softening just a fraction. “You’re home now, Tilly. Let’s welcome the new recruits.”

His breath hitched. Home. The word felt foreign, yet it sank into him, warm and heavy like the diaper around his waist.

Morgan gestured to the changing table. “First, let’s get you ready for the day. Lie down, baby girl.”

He obeyed, the crinkle deafening as he lowered himself onto the cold mat. The plug shifted, sending a jolt through him. His cock pressed against the padding, already half-hard from her tone alone.

She loomed over him, her hands deftly untaping the overnight diaper. Her fingers brushed his skin, deliberate and slow, as she peeled the bulk away. “Look at my little recruit, already eager.”

His cheeks flamed. He couldn’t hide it. The betrayal of his body was her favorite weapon.

She wiped him down, her touch lingering just enough to torment. His cock throbbed under her gloved hand, precum leaking into the open air. “Pathetic, Tilly. Leaking before Mommy even starts.”

He whimpered, the sound escaping before he could stop it. Her laughter, once sharp, now carried a tender edge. It cut deeper somehow.

Morgan reached for a fresh diaper, the crinkle loud as she unfolded it. She slid it under him, her palm grazing his shaft as she adjusted the fit. “Baby girls stay nice and secure for their shifts.”

His hips twitched involuntarily. The fresh padding pressed against him, trapping his erection in warm, soft bulk. He bit his lip, shame and need warring inside him.

She taped it shut, her fingers lingering at the waistband. Then she pulled out a new onesie—pink camo print, ruffles at the hem, lace at the collar. “Your uniform, Demonstration Recruit Tilly.”

His stomach dropped. Pink camo. A twisted mockery of his Marine greens, now a badge of his regression.

She helped him into it, the fabric snug against the diaper’s bulk. The ruffles tickled his thighs as she zipped him up. “Perfect. My little soldier, ready to serve.”

His cock throbbed harder. Her words, her control, her ownership—it all fueled the heat pooling low. He hated how much he craved it.

Morgan adjusted the bonnet, tying the ribbon tight. “Now, let’s get you fed before the newbies arrive. Can’t have my demo baby hungry.”

She lifted a bottle from the shelf, the nipple already smeared with a faint trace of pink lipstick from her own lips. His eyes locked on it, a strange hunger twisting in him. He wanted that bottle, wanted her mark on him.

“Sit.” She pointed to the rocking chair in the corner. He waddled over, the diaper forcing his legs apart, the plug a relentless reminder inside.

He sat, the crinkle echoing in the quiet room. Morgan settled beside him, her frame filling the space, her presence a weight he couldn’t escape. She pulled him close, his head resting against her chest.

“Open, baby girl.” She pressed the bottle to his lips. The nipple slipped in, warm milk flooding his mouth, the faint taste of her lipstick mixing with it.

He sucked, eyes half-closing. Her hand rested on the back of his head, guiding him, owning him. The warmth of her body, the steady rhythm of her breathing—it soothed something raw inside him.

Her other hand slid down, resting on the front of his diaper. She pressed lightly, feeling the bulge of his erection through the padding. “Look at Tilly, so hard while Mommy feeds her.”

His face burned hotter. He couldn’t stop sucking, couldn’t stop the way his hips shifted under her touch. The shame only made him harder.

She chuckled, a low, tender sound. Her fingers curled inward through the padding, finding his shaft, stroking slow and deliberate. “Such a good baby girl. Leaking for Mommy already.”

He moaned around the nipple, milk dribbling down his chin. Her hand worked him through the diaper, the friction of the soft bulk driving him wild. Every crinkle was a humiliation, every stroke a reward.

The pressure built fast. His balls tightened, his cock throbbing under her control. He wanted to beg, but the bottle gagged him, her hand owned him.

“Not yet, Tilly.” She stopped, her palm flattening against the diaper. His whine was pitiful, desperate, trapped around the nipple.

She pulled the bottle free, wiping his chin with her thumb. Her eyes locked on his, amused and warm. “Baby girls cum when Mommy says. Let’s save that for later.”

His body trembled, the denial a sharp ache. His cock pulsed in the diaper, precum soaking into the padding. He hated her for stopping, hated how much he needed her to continue.

Morgan stood, pulling him to his feet. The diaper sagged slightly, the bulk forcing his waddle as he followed her to the crib. “Nap time, demo recruit. New arrivals come this afternoon.”

He climbed in, the mobile spinning above, pastel stars mocking him. The plug pressed deeper as he lay down, a constant intrusion. His erection didn’t fade, trapped and aching in the warm padding.

She tucked a blanket over him, her hand brushing his cheek. “Rest, Tilly. You’ve got a big day showing the newbies how it’s done.”

His heart raced. Newbies. He’d be their example, their pathetic pink-camo guide.

Morgan leaned down, her lips brushing his forehead. The gesture was soft, maternal, but her eyes gleamed with control. “You’re mine, baby girl. Forever now.”

He shivered under the blanket. Forever. The word settled into him, heavier than the diaper, warmer than her touch.

Hours passed, or maybe minutes—time blurred in the nursery. The door creaked open, and Morgan’s boots clicked again. “Up, Tilly. Time to meet the recruits.”

He sat up, the crinkle loud, the plug shifting. His onesie clung tight, the pink camo a glaring humiliation. But there was a strange pride in it, too—her uniform, her choice, her ownership.

She adjusted his bonnet, smirking. “Look at my perfect demo baby. Ready to lead by example.”

His cheeks burned, but he nodded. Lead. Even in ruffles, even in padding, he felt a flicker of purpose.

They walked to the intake room, his waddle exaggerated by the thick diaper. New arrivals stood there—three men, all in their thirties, faces hard with confusion and defiance. Tyler knew that look; he’d worn it once.

Morgan’s voice boomed. “Recruits, meet Demonstration Baby Tilly. She’ll show you how to obey, how to surrender, how to be Mommy’s good little girls.”

Their eyes widened, staring at him. His face flamed, the diaper crinkling as he shifted. But his cock twitched again, her words a trigger he couldn’t fight.

One recruit sneered, a low mutter escaping. “What the hell is this?” Morgan’s gaze snapped to him, sharp as a blade.

“Tilly, show him corner time.” Her command was instant, unyielding. Tyler waddled forward, pointing to the corner of the room.

“Face the wall. Ten minutes. Disobedience gets punished.” His voice wavered, babytalk creeping in under Morgan’s watchful eye.

The recruit hesitated, then obeyed, shoulders slumping. Tyler felt a rush—control, even in ruffles. Morgan’s hand squeezed his shoulder, approving.

“Good girl, Tilly.” Her whisper was warm, a reward. His cock throbbed harder in the diaper, her praise a drug.

She turned to the others. “Tilly’s your guide. Watch her, learn from her, or end up in the corner with extra padding.”

Their faces paled. Tyler stood straighter, the pink camo onesie suddenly a badge. He was theirs to follow, hers to command.

Morgan led them through drills—crawling, bottle-feeding, diaper checks. Tyler demonstrated each, his shame fading into routine. The crinkle of his diaper, the weight of the plug, the ruffles brushing his skin—it was his normal now.

During the bottle-feeding drill, Morgan pulled him aside. Her hand slipped into the waistband of his diaper, finding his cock instantly. “Time for a reward, demo baby.”

His breath caught. Her fingers wrapped around him, stroking through the padding, slow and firm. “Look at you, guiding the newbies while Mommy plays.”

He moaned, low and broken. The recruits were across the room, backs turned, but the risk burned through him. Her hand moved faster, the crinkle masking the wet sound of precum.

“Cum for Mommy, Tilly. Show me how much you love your new role.” Her voice was a command, a caress, a cage.

His body obeyed before his mind could resist. The orgasm hit hard, contractions ripping through him, cum spilling hot and thick into the diaper. He gasped, trembling, the warmth spreading through the padding, pooling against his skin.

Her hand slowed, milking the last drops. “Good girl. So much mess for Mommy.”

His face burned, shame flooding in with the aftershocks. The diaper sagged heavier now, the cum a humiliating weight. He couldn’t meet her eyes, but her chuckle was soft, almost fond.

She taped him back up, adjusting the onesie. “You’ll stay messy for the rest of the drills. A reminder of who you are.”

He whimpered, the sticky warmth a constant torment. But her hand on his back, guiding him to the recruits, felt like a tether. A home.

The day stretched on, drills blending into routine. Crawling, babytalk, diaper checks—he led by example, Morgan’s perfect demo baby. The recruits followed, some reluctant, some broken already.

Night fell, and Morgan took him back to the nursery. She settled into the rocking chair, pulling him onto her lap. “You did well today, Tilly.”

His chest warmed. Her praise, her weight, her control—it was peace, replacing the nightmares of war. He nestled closer, the diaper crinkling softly now.

She pulled out a storybook, her voice low as she read. Her hand rested on his diaper, not teasing, just holding. A claim, a comfort.

He listened, eyes heavy, the past a distant shadow. Baby Tilly was whole, guiding others, serving her. But a flicker lingered—would the old Tyler, the Marine, ever creep back into this perfect nursery life?

Morgan’s voice softened further. “Sleep, baby girl. Tomorrow, we build more little soldiers.”

He drifted off, her words a lullaby, her hand a cage. Home. For now, it was enough.
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