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Chapter 1: The Ultimatum and Forced Arrival

Alex Vanderholt leaned back in the ergonomic leather chair of his corner office on the 42nd floor, the city skyline glittering behind floor-to-ceiling glass like a personal trophy case. Thirty-four years old, six-figure bonuses, a reputation for closing deals with ruthless charm, and a string of discreet conquests that never quite reached HR’s radar—until they did.

He scrolled through emails with the casual flick of a finger, smirking at the latest message from his assistant: “Meeting with Ms. Langford and legal at 3 p.m. They insist it’s urgent.”

Langford. The name tasted like vinegar. Victoria Langford, senior VP of operations, one of the few women in the C-suite who never laughed at his jokes and always looked at him like she was calculating how long it would take to dismantle him. He’d fucked her junior analyst once—maybe twice—in the company apartment after too many drinks at the holiday party. The girl had been eager, starstruck. No one got hurt. That was how Alex saw it.

He arrived at the conference room three minutes late, deliberately. Power move.

Inside waited not just Victoria Langford but two other women he vaguely recognized: Elena Reyes from internal compliance and a stranger in a charcoal blazer who carried herself like she belonged to no corporate hierarchy at all. No smiles. No small talk. The door closed behind him with a soft, final click.

“Sit,” Victoria said. Not a request.

Alex dropped into the chair opposite them, legs spread, arms crossed. “What’s this about? I’ve got a call with Tokyo in twenty.”

Victoria slid a slim black folder across the polished table. No label. Just his name typed in stark white Helvetica on the front.

“Open it.”

Inside were screenshots. Timestamped messages. Photos. Audio transcripts. The junior analyst—her name was Maya—had kept everything. Every late-night text, every suggestive emoji, every “you’re so much better than this job deserves” line he’d fed her. There were also stills from the apartment security camera. Nothing pornographic, but unmistakable. And then the kicker: a formal complaint filed two weeks earlier, backed by Maya’s signed affidavit, detailing “persistent unwanted sexual attention” and “a hostile work environment created by senior leadership.”

Alex felt the first cold thread of unease coil in his gut. He kept his face neutral. “This is bullshit. She was into it. You know how these things go.”

Elena Reyes spoke next, voice flat as printer paper. “We also have bank records showing you paid for that apartment weekend using the corporate card. Misappropriation of funds. Ethics violation. Grounds for immediate termination.”

The stranger finally spoke. Her voice was low, measured, almost soothing—like a doctor delivering terminal news. “And then there’s the matter of the photos you sent her. Some of them… compromising for you, as well. We have copies.”

Alex’s smirk faltered. He remembered those late-night dick pics. Stupid. Cocky. He never thought she’d save them.

Victoria leaned forward. “You have two choices, Mr. Vanderholt.”

He hated being called “Mr.” in his own building.

“Choice one,” she continued, “we escalate. Full investigation. Public disclosure to the board. Criminal referral for fraud. Civil suit from Ms. Patel. Your face on every industry gossip site by Friday. You’ll never work in finance again. You’ll be lucky to get a job selling insurance door-to-door.”

Alex opened his mouth. Nothing intelligent came out.

“Choice two,” the stranger said, sliding a second document across the table—this one thicker, bound with a metal clip. “You enter our proprietary rehabilitative program. Immediate enrollment. Six-month minimum commitment, extendable at our discretion. Upon successful completion, all complaints are withdrawn, records sealed, and a generous severance package is arranged. You return to the workforce—if you choose—with a clean slate.”

Alex scanned the first page. “Reprogramming Retreat for Behavioral Correction.” The logo was minimalist: a stylized pink pacifier crossed with a steel chain. No address. Just a nondisclosure agreement thicker than his employment contract.

“This is a fucking joke,” he said.

“It is not,” Victoria replied. “The program is run by a private foundation funded by several high-profile donors—women who have experienced exactly the kind of behavior you exhibit. They offer a… unique correction model. Highly effective. Confidential. Permanent results.”

“Permanent?” Alex echoed.

The stranger smiled for the first time. It did not reach her eyes. “In the sense that the lessons stay with you. We’ve had excellent outcomes with men of your… profile.”

Alex looked between them. Three women. All calm. All watching him like a specimen under glass.

“I’m not signing shit,” he said.

Victoria tapped her phone. A projector hummed to life on the wall. Grainy footage began: him and Maya in the apartment hallway, his hand on her lower back, her giggling. Then cut to another clip—him alone in his office last month, pants around his ankles, jerking off to something on his screen. Security cameras he didn’t know existed.

“We have more,” Elena said quietly. “Plenty more.”

Alex’s pulse hammered in his throat. He could fight. Lawyers. Countersuits. But the footage… Christ. And the money trail. He’d be radioactive.

“How long?” he asked finally.

“Initial commitment is six months,” the stranger answered. “But compliance determines duration.”

Alex stared at the pen resting on the contract. His hand felt detached from his body as he picked it up.

He signed.

They didn’t give him time to read the fine print.

Two hours later he was in the back of a blacked-out Mercedes SUV, wrists secured behind him with soft medical cuffs, a black hood over his head. The stranger—Dr. Claire Voss, she’d finally introduced herself—sat beside him, monitoring his vitals with clinical detachment. A needle pricked his arm. Coldness spread.

“Relax,” she murmured. “This is just to make transport easier.”

His last coherent thought before darkness swallowed him was: Six months. I can survive six months.

He woke to fluorescent light and the smell of antiseptic mixed with baby powder.

His arms were no longer cuffed, but heavy padded restraints encircled his wrists and ankles, anchoring him spread-eagle to a padded examination table tilted at a forty-five-degree angle. The surface was vinyl, cool against his bare skin. He was naked. Completely.

Above him, two women in crisp white nurse uniforms stood side by side. One held a clipboard. The other adjusted an IV stand.

“Patient #47 is awake,” the clipboard nurse announced, voice flat. She was tall, ash-blonde, mid-forties, name tag reading “Nurse Harlan.”

“Pulse elevated. Expected,” the second nurse—shorter, dark-haired, “Nurse Moreau”—replied. She pressed a stethoscope to his chest without preamble.

Alex tried to speak. His mouth was dry, tongue thick. “Where… the fuck…”

Nurse Harlan placed a gloved finger against his lips. Not hard. Just firm. “Language rule one: no profanity. Violations extend treatment duration.”

He jerked against the restraints. Metal clinked softly. The table didn’t budge.

“Where am I?” he rasped.

“You are at the Hawthorne Reprogramming Center,” Nurse Moreau answered, checking the IV line now dripping clear fluid into his arm. “You signed the enrollment agreement. This is day one of phase one: intake and baseline correction.”

Alex laughed—a short, ugly sound. “This is kidnapping.”

“It is contractual confinement,” Nurse Harlan corrected. “You were transported under the authority granted by your signature and witnessed by three legal representatives. The contract includes a clause permitting chemical sedation for non-compliant subjects during transit. You are not kidnapped. You are enrolled.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. “Let me out.”

Nurse Moreau tilted her head. “That is not an option at this time. Resistance increases cortisol levels, which interfere with reprogramming efficacy. We recommend compliance.”

They moved with practiced efficiency. Nurse Harlan produced a digital caliper and began measuring—shoulders, chest, waist, thighs, penis (soft and shrunken from the cold and fear), testicles. Each measurement called out in monotone and recorded.

“Shoulder breadth: 48.2 cm. Chest: 104.1 cm. Waist: 91.7 cm. Flaccid length: 8.4 cm. Testicular volume: approximately 18 ml bilateral.”

Alex burned with humiliation. “Stop.”

Nurse Harlan ignored him. “Body fat estimate: 19.8%. Muscle mass above average for age cohort. Testosterone levels pre-treatment: presumed high. We will confirm with blood draw shortly.”

A third woman entered—Dr. Voss, now in a white lab coat over black scrubs. She carried no clipboard, only quiet authority.

“Summary?” she asked.

“Classic narcissistic presentation,” Nurse Harlan replied. “High dominance markers, low impulse control, history of boundary violation. Ideal candidate profile.”

Dr. Voss stepped closer, studying Alex like a specimen. “Mr. Vanderholt—”

“Alex,” he snapped.

“Patient #47,” she corrected gently. “Your former name is no longer relevant. Identity reconstruction begins now.”

She gestured. Nurse Moreau wheeled over a stainless-steel cart. On it: razors, depilatory cream, nail files, makeup palette, several pastel garments folded precisely, and—most disturbingly—a thick white diaper with cartoonish pink teddy bears printed along the waistband.

Alex’s stomach lurched. “No. Fuck no.”

Dr. Voss placed a gloved hand on his forehead—almost tender. “The first stage is physical baseline reset. Body hair removal. Hygiene re-education. Incontinence management training. You will be returned to a state of complete dependency. Resistance only prolongs discomfort.”

Nurse Harlan began lathering his chest with cool foam. The razor followed in long, methodical strokes.

Alex thrashed. The restraints held without effort.

“Sedation dose ready if needed,” Nurse Moreau noted.

Dr. Voss leaned in until her face filled his vision. “Listen carefully, #47. You are here because powerful women decided your behavior required permanent correction. You will be regressed. You will be feminized. You will be infantilized. And when the process is complete, the man you were will no longer exist. What remains will be… compliant.”

She straightened. “Begin facial hair removal. Then proceed to full-body depilation. After that, the first diaper fitting and initial language conditioning session.”

Alex closed his eyes, jaw clenched, trying to summon rage. But beneath it—cold, creeping fear.

The razor scraped against his skin. Slow. Deliberate. Clinical.

Nurse Harlan spoke without looking up. “Welcome to sissy baby brainwashing, #47. Phase one has begun.”

The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead.

Alex Vanderholt—former executive, former man—lay helpless as the first layer of his identity was shaved away.


Chapter 2: Intake and Initial Stripping

The razor moved in slow, deliberate strokes across Alex’s chest.

Each pass removed a thin ribbon of dark hair and left behind pale, vulnerable skin that prickled in the cool air of the examination room. Nurse Harlan worked without haste or hesitation, her gloved hand steady as if she were charting a patient’s vitals rather than erasing the last visible marker of his adult masculinity. The foam smelled faintly of lavender—clinical, not comforting.

Alex kept his eyes fixed on the ceiling tiles. Counting them helped. One. Two. Three. Anything to avoid looking down at the methodical destruction of his body hair.

“Chest completed,” Nurse Harlan announced, voice clipped and professional. She wiped the razor clean on a sterile cloth and set it aside. “Proceeding to abdomen and pubic region.”

Nurse Moreau adjusted the overhead light, tilting it downward until it bathed Alex’s groin in harsh white. The beam felt like judgment.

He clenched every muscle he could still control. “You don’t have to do this. I’ll cooperate. Just… talk to me like a person.”

Dr. Voss, standing at the foot of the table with arms folded, answered without inflection. “Cooperation is measured in actions, not words, #47. You are demonstrating baseline resistance even now. Verbal negotiation is a masculine dominance tactic. It will be extinguished.”

Nurse Moreau produced a fresh tube of depilatory cream—thick, white, odorless. She squeezed a generous dollop onto her palm and began spreading it across his lower abdomen in wide, circular motions. The cream was cold. Alex hissed through his teeth.

“Hold still,” she said. “Burning sensation indicates efficacy. It will subside.”

It did burn—first a faint tingle, then a slow-building heat that made his skin feel stretched and raw. He jerked once, involuntarily. The restraints clinked again, a soft reminder of how little movement he was permitted.

Nurse Harlan took over the pubic area. Her touch was clinical, impersonal. She parted his thighs wider with padded clamps that locked into place on the table edges, exposing him completely. No preamble. No apology.

Alex’s face burned hotter than the cream. “This is insane. You can’t just—”

“Silence,” Dr. Voss interrupted. Her tone remained calm, almost kind. “Rule two: unsolicited speech from the subject is prohibited during intake procedures. Each infraction adds fifteen minutes to today’s restraint period.”

He bit the inside of his cheek until he tasted copper.

They worked in tandem now. Cream applied. Timer set on a small digital clock beside the cart—eight minutes. While they waited, Nurse Moreau retrieved a blood-pressure cuff and wrapped it around his upper arm. The machine whirred, squeezed, released.

“BP 138 over 92,” she reported. “Elevated but within expected parameters for acute stress response.”

“Good,” Dr. Voss noted. “Adrenaline will facilitate the initial psychological imprint. Fear imprints faster than comfort.”

The timer beeped. Nurse Harlan peeled the cream away with a damp cloth in long, firm strokes. Hair came with it—dark curls dissolving into nothing. When she reached his genitals, she lifted his softening penis with two gloved fingers and wiped beneath it like one might clean an infant. Methodical. Detached.

Alex closed his eyes. He tried to summon the anger that had carried him through boardroom battles, through hostile takeovers. It wouldn’t come. All he felt was exposure—skin too new, too sensitive, every draft of air a violation.

“Pubic region complete,” Nurse Harlan said. “Genital measurements post-depilation: flaccid length now 7.9 cm. Retraction noted due to cold and anxiety.”

They didn’t stop.

Nurse Moreau moved to his legs, spreading more cream from thighs to ankles. Nurse Harlan shifted to his underarms, then his forearms. Everywhere the razor and cream had missed, they corrected. When they reached his face, Dr. Voss herself took the electric trimmer.

She cupped his jaw with one gloved hand—firm, not cruel—and tilted his head back.

“Hold,” she instructed.

The trimmer buzzed. Stubble vanished in neat passes. Then the razor followed, scraping against his throat, his cheeks, his upper lip. When she finished, she wiped his face with an alcohol pad that stung like fire.

“Facial hair removal complete,” she announced. “Subject now presents as prepubescent in grooming profile. Excellent starting point.”

Alex opened his eyes. The overhead light reflected off his own smooth skin in distorted fragments. He looked… smaller. Less substantial.

They released the thigh clamps. His legs trembled as circulation returned.

Nurse Harlan wheeled the cart aside and returned with the folded garments. Pastel pink. Cotton. Infantile.

First came the diaper.

It crinkled loudly as she unfolded it. Thick padding. Plastic backing printed with tiny smiling teddy bears holding rattles. The waistband was elasticated, edged in soft lace.

“No,” Alex whispered. The word slipped out before he could stop it.

Dr. Voss tilted her head. “Fifteen minutes added. Would you like to continue?”

He clamped his mouth shut.

Nurse Moreau lifted his hips with surprising strength—both nurses gripping under his thighs and lower back—and slid the diaper beneath him. The padding was cool against his freshly bare skin. They pulled the front up between his legs, fastening the tapes with precise tugs. One. Two. Three. Four.

The diaper hugged him snugly—too snugly. Every shift of his hips produced a soft, humiliating rustle.

“Diaper fit: secure,” Nurse Harlan noted, slipping two fingers beneath the leg cuffs to check clearance. “No gaps. Absorbency rated for moderate to heavy incontinence. Initial training model.”

Next came the plastic pants—translucent pink, with ruffled edges. They snapped over the diaper at the waist and legs, trapping heat and sound inside. The crinkle grew louder, more insistent.

Then socks. White, ankle-length, with pink ribbon ties.

Then mittens—soft padded ones that locked his fingers into useless fists. They buckled at the wrists with small padlocks. Click. Click.

Finally, a short, snap-crotch onesie in pale lavender. The nurses maneuvered his restrained arms into the sleeves, then fastened the row of snaps between his legs—three sharp pops that pressed the diaper even tighter against him.

Alex lay there, transformed. No longer naked, but somehow more exposed than before. Every breath shifted the padding between his thighs. Every small movement announced itself with plastic whispers.

Dr. Voss stepped forward again. She held a small digital camera.

“Baseline documentation,” she explained. No emotion. Just fact.

Flash. Flash. Flash.

Full frontal. Side profile. Rear view—the nurses rolling him slightly to one side despite the restraints. Close-ups of the diaper bulge, the locked mittens, the smooth expanse where chest hair used to be.

“Visual record complete,” she said, lowering the camera. “These will be used for progress tracking and motivational review sessions.”

Alex’s throat worked. He wanted to scream. He wanted to beg. He did neither.

Nurse Moreau produced a thin leather collar—pink, of course. A small silver tag dangled from the front:

PATIENT #47

PROPERTY OF HAWTHORNE CENTER

She buckled it around his neck. Not tight enough to choke. Just tight enough to remind.

“Collar secure,” she reported.

Dr. Voss leaned close, her face inches from his.

“You are no longer Alex Vanderholt,” she said quietly. “That identity has been administratively retired. From this moment forward, you exist as #47—a subject in voluntary behavioral correction. Any reference to your former name, title, or status will be treated as delusional speech and corrected accordingly.”

She straightened. “Nurses, prepare for transfer to orientation suite. Restraints remain in place until language baseline is established.”

They began wheeling the table toward a side door Alex hadn’t noticed before. The wheels squeaked faintly on the linoleum.

As the door opened, cool air rushed in—air that smelled faintly of talcum powder and warm milk.

Beyond the threshold lay a long corridor lined with pastel doors. Soft lullaby music drifted from hidden speakers. Somewhere distant, a babyish whimper echoed, quickly hushed.

Alex’s pulse thundered in his ears.

This wasn’t six months of sensitivity training.

This was something else entirely.

Something permanent.

The table rolled forward.

The door closed behind him with the same soft, final click he’d heard in the conference room hours earlier.

Only this time, there was no going back.


Chapter 3: Orientation to Permanent Control

The corridor stretched longer than Alex had expected—endless pale pink walls broken only by evenly spaced doors, each labeled with small engraved plaques: Nursery Wing A, Regression Suite B, Sensory Conditioning 3. Overhead, soft recessed lighting cast a perpetual twilight glow. No windows. No clocks. Time already felt slippery.

The examination table rolled smoothly under the nurses’ guidance. The wheels made faint squeaks that echoed off the walls like distant baby cries. Alex’s mittened hands flexed uselessly at his sides; the padded restraints kept his arms pinned straight. Every bump in the linoleum sent a fresh crinkle through the diaper and plastic pants, a constant auditory reminder of what they’d done to him.

Dr. Voss walked ahead, heels clicking with measured precision. She didn’t look back.

They passed an open doorway. Inside, Alex caught a glimpse: a large crib with high bars, a mobile of pastel stars spinning slowly above it. A figure in a similar onesie lay curled on its side, thumb in mouth, eyes half-closed in what looked like drugged contentment. A nurse stood beside the crib, stroking the figure’s hair with slow, rhythmic motions while murmuring something too soft to hear.

Alex’s stomach twisted. He forced his gaze away.

They stopped at a door marked Orientation Suite – Subject #47. Dr. Voss swiped a keycard. The lock beeped green. The door slid open on silent tracks.

The room beyond was larger than the intake exam—more like a hybrid between a pediatric ward and a minimalist lecture hall. One wall held a large mirror that Alex immediately suspected was one-way glass. Opposite it: a padded changing table with stirrups, several restraint points, and overhead cameras mounted at multiple angles. In the center stood a high-backed chair—more throne than seat—upholstered in pale lavender vinyl. Thick straps dangled from the arms, legs, and headrest.

To the right, a row of speakers mounted high on the wall. To the left, a small rolling cart held bottles, pacifiers, a tablet computer, and what looked like a wireless headset.

“Transfer,” Dr. Voss ordered.

Nurse Harlan and Nurse Moreau lifted him under the arms and knees—effortless, practiced—and carried him to the chair. They positioned him carefully, forcing his legs apart so the diaper bulge sat prominently between his thighs. The mittens made it impossible to brace himself. They buckled the straps in sequence: ankles, thighs just above the knees, waist, chest, forearms, then finally the wide band across his forehead that pinned his head back against the headrest.

He could blink. He could breathe. That was all.

Dr. Voss took the tablet from the cart and tapped the screen. A soft chime sounded. The overhead lights dimmed slightly; a spotlight focused on him.

“Orientation to permanent control protocol,” she began, voice calm and instructional, as though reading from a syllabus. “You will listen without interruption. Questions are neither permitted nor useful at this stage. Comprehension will be tested later.”

She tapped again. The speakers hummed to life—low, barely audible at first.

“Rule one,” Dr. Voss continued. “Your former identity—name, profession, history, gender presentation—has been administratively retired. Any attempt to reference it will be logged as delusional resistance. Delusional resistance extends treatment duration by a minimum of seven days per incident.”

Alex’s jaw tightened. He wanted to argue. The strap across his forehead prevented even a full head shake.

“Rule two. Speech is a privilege earned through compliance. Until language baseline is achieved, verbalization is restricted to approved phrases only. Approved phrases will be provided via audio conditioning and reinforced through repetition drills.”

The speakers grew slightly louder. A soft female voice—gentle, almost maternal—began looping in the background:

I am not a man. I am a sissy in training. I need Mommy’s help. I need Nurse’s care.

It played once, then faded under Dr. Voss’s voice again.

“Rule three. Bodily functions are no longer private or autonomous. Elimination, feeding, hygiene, arousal—all will be managed, monitored, and corrected by staff. Attempts at self-control will be interpreted as rejection of dependency training.”

Nurse Moreau approached with a small remote in hand. She pressed a button. A faint vibration started inside the diaper—not against his caged cock (they hadn’t caged him yet, he realized with dim relief), but lower, pressing rhythmically against his perineum. The sensation was subtle, insistent, impossible to ignore.

“Positive reinforcement begins now,” Dr. Voss explained. “The device you feel is a low-level perineal stimulator. It activates during correct responses and deactivates during resistance. Over time, your nervous system will associate obedience with pleasure and defiance with deprivation.”

Alex’s breathing quickened. He tried to shift his hips away from the vibration. The straps held him immobile.

“Rule four,” Dr. Voss went on. “Escape is not possible. The facility is secured. All external communication is blocked. All staff are trained in behavioral reprogramming. Your legal guardianship during the program has been transferred to the Hawthorne Foundation per the contract you signed. Attempts to contact outside parties will be logged and punished.”

She paused, letting the words settle.

“Finally—rule five. This is not temporary sensitivity training. This is permanent behavioral reconstruction. The goal is not reform. The goal is replacement. When you leave—if you leave—you will no longer possess the capacity to return to your former patterns of dominance, entitlement, or autonomy. You will be a sissy baby girl: dependent, docile, and grateful for female guidance.”

The background loop grew louder again:

I am a sissy baby girl. I love my diaper. I need my bottle. I obey the ladies.

Alex’s eyes burned. He blinked hard, refusing to let tears form.

Dr. Voss set the tablet down and stepped closer. She placed one gloved hand on his smooth, hairless cheek.

“You are frightened,” she observed clinically. “Good. Fear is an honest starting point. It means the old defenses are cracking.”

She nodded to Nurse Harlan.

The nurse approached with a large pacifier—oversized silicone nipple, pale pink shield shaped like a heart. A thin strap dangled from it.

“Open,” Nurse Harlan instructed.

Alex pressed his lips together.

Dr. Voss sighed softly—not angry, just disappointed.

“Non-compliance noted. Fifteen-minute extension on restraint period. Stimulator to pause mode.”

The vibration stopped instantly. The sudden absence felt worse than the presence.

Nurse Harlan pinched his nose shut with gentle but unrelenting pressure. Alex held his breath as long as he could—ten seconds, fifteen—then gasped. The pacifier slid in. The nipple filled his mouth, pressing against his tongue. Nurse Harlan buckled the strap behind his head, tight enough to keep it seated but not so tight it hurt.

The pacifier tasted faintly of vanilla. Artificial. Sickeningly sweet.

“Initial oral pacification complete,” Nurse Moreau noted, checking the strap’s tension.

Dr. Voss tapped the tablet once more. The speakers shifted to a new track—deeper, slower, layered with binaural beats:

You are safe when you obey. You are small and helpless without us. Sissy baby girls don’t make decisions. Sissy baby girls wait to be told. Repeat after me…

The voice paused, expectant.

Dr. Voss leaned in until her face filled his field of vision.

“Repeat,” she said quietly.

Alex’s throat worked around the pacifier. A muffled, humiliated sound escaped—half protest, half attempt.

Dr. Voss smiled thinly. “We’ll start simpler.”

She pressed a button on the remote Nurse Moreau handed her.

The perineal stimulator hummed back to life—stronger this time, pulsing in time with the audio loop.

Good sissy baby girls feel tingly when they listen. Good sissy baby girls want to be small. Say it with me… I am a sissy baby girl…

Alex’s hips twitched involuntarily. The diaper crinkled with every tiny movement.

Dr. Voss watched without expression.

“Twenty-minute session begins now,” she announced. “Nurses, monitor physiological responses. Note any signs of arousal, distress, or early conditioning markers.”

Nurse Harlan attached wireless sensors to his temples, chest, and inner thigh—small adhesive pads connected to a monitoring unit that beeped softly.

The audio continued, relentless:

I am a sissy baby girl. I love my diaper. I need my bottle. I obey the ladies. I am safe when I’m small…

The vibration pulsed. Warmth spread low in his belly despite everything—despite the fear, the rage, the humiliation.

Alex squeezed his eyes shut.

He told himself this was temporary. Chemical. Psychological trickery. He could endure it. He could fight it.

But the loop kept playing.

The vibration kept pulsing.

And somewhere beneath the denial, a tiny, treacherous part of him noticed how the warmth felt… almost comforting.

Dr. Voss stepped back, folding her arms.

“Welcome to orientation, #47,” she said softly. “Your permanent reprogramming has officially begun.”

The lights dimmed further.

The audio swelled.

And the chair held him motionless while the first layer of resistance began, slowly, to erode.


Chapter 4: First Regression and Dependency

The twenty-minute orientation session stretched into forty.

The perineal stimulator pulsed in slow, maddening waves—never enough to build toward release, just enough to keep Alex’s nerves humming with unwanted awareness. The audio loop drilled deeper with each repetition:

I am a sissy baby girl.

I love my diaper.

I need my bottle.

I obey the ladies.

I feel safe when I’m small…

Every time the voice said “sissy baby girl,” the vibration intensified for three seconds, then eased back. Pavlovian. Clinical. Ruthless.

Alex’s body betrayed him in small ways: shallow breathing, involuntary twitches of his hips inside the thick padding, a faint dampness forming where the diaper pressed against his skin. Not arousal exactly—not yet—but something warmer, more confusing. The mittens kept him from reaching down. The straps kept him from even squirming effectively.

When the session timer finally chimed, Dr. Voss tapped the tablet. The vibration stopped. The audio faded to a soft, looping lullaby—wordless this time, just gentle chimes and distant cooing.

“Physiological data logged,” Nurse Harlan reported, glancing at the monitor. “Elevated heart rate during reinforcement peaks. Minor involuntary pelvic movement. Pre-arousal markers present but suppressed by anxiety.”

“Expected,” Dr. Voss replied. “The conflict between ego and conditioning is strongest in phase one. We’ll use it.”

She turned to Alex. His eyes were glassy, jaw working uselessly around the pacifier.

“You’ve earned a brief comfort break,” she said. “Non-verbal compliance only. Nod if you understand.”

Alex hesitated—then gave a single, stiff nod. The forehead strap limited even that.

“Good girl.”

The phrase landed like ice water. He flinched.

Nurse Moreau unbuckled the head strap first, then the chest and waist. His arms remained restrained at the chair’s sides; his legs stayed spread. They lifted him carefully—two nurses under his armpits, one supporting his padded bottom—and carried him the short distance to the changing table.

They laid him on his back. The table’s vinyl surface was slightly warmed, almost body temperature. Restraints clicked into place again: wrists above his head, ankles in soft stirrups that lifted and spread his legs wide. The diaper crinkled loudly with every adjustment.

Nurse Harlan peeled back the plastic pants first, then checked the diaper tapes.

“Minimal wetness,” she noted. “No soiling yet. Induced dependency will begin shortly.”

Dr. Voss positioned herself at the head of the table, looking down at Alex’s face.

“Phase one regression objective,” she explained in her measured tone. “Establish total helplessness in basic functions. You will not feed yourself. You will not toilet yourself. You will not comfort yourself. Every need will be anticipated and met by female staff. Gratitude will be expressed through submission.”

Alex stared up at her. The pacifier gag made speech impossible, but his eyes screamed.

She ignored it.

Nurse Moreau wheeled over a second cart. On it: a large baby bottle filled with warm formula—creamy white, faintly sweet-smelling—and a small packet of white powder labeled only Supplement A.

Dr. Voss opened the packet and stirred the contents into the bottle with a long spoon. The liquid turned slightly cloudy.

“Nutritional base plus mild muscle relaxant and mild diuretic,” she said for the record. “Dosage calibrated for first exposure. Goal: accelerated dependency onset.”

Nurse Harlan removed the pacifier strap. Alex gasped in a full breath the moment the nipple left his mouth.

“Please,” he croaked immediately. “I’ll do whatever you want. Just… let me use a bathroom. Let me stand. I’m not—”

Dr. Voss placed a single gloved finger over his lips.

“Rule two violation,” she said softly. “Fifteen-minute restraint extension. One verbal infraction logged.”

Tears of frustration pricked his eyes. He clamped his mouth shut.

Nurse Moreau lifted the bottle. The nipple was wide, silicone, designed for adults forced into regression. She pressed it to his lips.

“Open.”

He resisted for perhaps five seconds—then parted his lips. The nipple slid in. Warm formula flooded his tongue—sweet, thick, vaguely vanilla. He swallowed reflexively.

“Good girl,” Dr. Voss murmured.

The words stung worse each time.

They fed him slowly, tilting the bottle higher with each swallow so he had to suck steadily to keep pace. Halfway through, his bladder gave the first warning twinge—the diuretic already working.

He tried to clench. The padded diaper made it feel futile.

When the bottle was empty, Nurse Harlan wiped his mouth with a soft cloth, then reinserted the pacifier—buckling it tighter this time.

“Feeding complete,” she announced. “Bladder training phase begins.”

They didn’t wait long.

Ten minutes later the pressure became insistent. Alex squirmed against the restraints—uselessly. His face flushed crimson.

Dr. Voss watched impassively.

“Let it happen,” she said. “Fighting only prolongs discomfort. Acceptance shortens it.”

He shook his head violently. The forehead strap held firm.

Another five minutes. His breathing turned ragged. A small, involuntary whimper escaped around the pacifier.

Then—he lost it.

Warmth spread beneath him in a sudden rush. The diaper absorbed it quickly, swelling slightly between his thighs. The plastic pants crinkled as the padding expanded.

Alex’s eyes squeezed shut. Humiliation burned through every nerve.

Nurse Harlan checked immediately, slipping two fingers inside the leg cuff.

“Moderate wetting,” she reported. “No leakage. Absorbency within parameters.”

Dr. Voss nodded once.

“First successful dependency marker achieved. Reward protocol.”

Nurse Moreau pressed the remote. The perineal stimulator hummed back to life—gentler now, almost soothing. Slow circles of vibration that radiated upward, teasing without demanding.

Alex’s hips jerked once—then stilled. The combination of shame and the soft pleasure made his mind stutter.

“Feel that?” Dr. Voss asked quietly. “That is what obedience earns. Comfort. Safety. Warmth. Defiance earns only cold isolation and extended restraint.”

The vibration continued for exactly ninety seconds—long enough to leave him flushed and aching, short enough to deny any real relief.

Then it stopped.

They left him lying there for another ten minutes—diaper heavy and warm between his legs—while they updated the chart on the tablet.

Finally, Nurse Harlan began the change.

She untaped the wet diaper with clinical efficiency. Cool air hit his exposed skin. She wiped him thoroughly—front to back, every crease—with baby-scented wipes that left his freshly depilated groin tingling.

Alex stared at the ceiling, tears tracking silently down his temples.

A fresh diaper appeared—thicker this time, with extra padding at the crotch. Cartoon bunnies hopped along the waistband. They slid it under him, pulled the front up, taped it snug.

New plastic pants—white with pink trim—snapped over the top.

While they worked, Dr. Voss spoke again.

“This is your new normal, #47. Every few hours you will wet. Every few hours you will be changed. You will learn to associate the feeling of a full diaper with anticipation of care. You will learn to crave the moment when a woman touches you there—not for pleasure, but for relief.”

She leaned closer.

“And soon, you will begin to thank us for it.”

They released the stirrups and helped him sit up. His legs dangled off the edge of the table—too weak to stand even if the restraints had allowed it. The wet warmth had been replaced by fresh, dry bulk between his thighs. Every shift reminded him.

Nurse Moreau clipped a short leash to the front D-ring of his collar.

“Time for nursery transfer,” Dr. Voss said. “You will crawl. Resistance earns isolation in the quiet room—no light, no sound, no stimulation. Cooperation earns a crib nap with lullaby audio.”

Alex looked down at the floor—pink carpet, soft underfoot.

He didn’t move.

Dr. Voss sighed—soft, almost maternal.

“Non-compliance noted. Ten demerits. Isolation protocol in thirty minutes if unchanged.”

She tugged the leash gently.

Alex’s knees buckled almost immediately. He dropped to all fours—mittens padding against the carpet, diaper crinkling with every tiny shift.

“Good girl,” Dr. Voss said.

The leash went taut.

They led him out of the orientation suite—crawling, head bowed, pacifier filling his mouth, heavy padding swaying between his thighs.

Down the corridor.

Past other doors where soft whimpers and lullabies leaked out.

Toward the nursery wing.

Toward the crib that waited with his name—#47—already engraved on the plaque above the bars.

The leash tugged again.

Alex crawled faster.


Chapter 5: Language Brainwashing Phase One

The nursery wing corridor ended at a wide double door painted the softest shade of blush pink. A discreet brass plaque read: Language Re-education Suite – Entry Restricted.

Dr. Voss swiped her card. The doors parted silently.

Inside, the room felt smaller than the orientation suite—cozier in a way that made Alex’s skin crawl. Soft pastel walls, thick carpet underfoot, dimmable overhead lights set to a perpetual golden-hour glow. Along one wall stood a row of high chairs with trays, each fitted with padded restraint belts. Opposite them: a large padded mat circled by low mirrors, like a toddler play area designed by someone with a very specific agenda. Hidden speakers dotted the ceiling. A single oversized rocking chair sat in the far corner—Dr. Voss’s preferred observation post.

Nurse Harlan tugged the leash once more. Alex crawled forward on all fours, mittens sinking into the plush carpet, diaper swaying heavily with each awkward movement. The fresh padding still felt unnaturally bulky between his thighs; every shuffle produced that inescapable crinkle-plastic whisper.

They guided him to the center of the mat. Nurse Moreau knelt and clipped short chains to D-rings on his ankle cuffs, anchoring them to floor bolts so he could crawl in a roughly two-meter circle but not stand or stray far. The chains were light—more symbolic than punitive—but the message was clear.

“Position,” Dr. Voss said.

Alex hesitated. The chain rattled softly.

Nurse Harlan placed a firm hand between his shoulder blades and pressed downward until he was on his belly, cheek against the mat, bottom raised slightly by the diaper’s thickness. The position was humiliatingly infantile: face down, legs spread just enough for the chains to stay taut, arms stretched forward in their mittens.

“Comfortable?” Dr. Voss asked, not because she cared.

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. The pacifier was still strapped in.

She removed it anyway—slowly, letting the nipple drag across his lower lip as it came free. Saliva glistened on his chin.

“Language baseline assessment begins now,” she announced. “Phase one objective: extinction of adult masculine speech patterns. Replacement with approved infantile vocabulary and syntax. Violations will be corrected immediately and cumulatively.”

Nurse Moreau retrieved a small remote from her pocket and pressed a button. A soft chime sounded. The ceiling speakers activated with a gentle female voice—different from the earlier loops, warmer, almost hypnotic:

Hello, little one. We’re going to learn how to talk like a good sissy baby girl today. Big boy words make Nurse sad. Baby words make Nurse happy. Let’s practice together…

Alex swallowed. His throat felt raw from the bottle earlier.

Dr. Voss knelt beside him—close enough that he could smell her faint antiseptic-and-lavender scent.

“First exercise,” she said. “Repeat after the audio. Exact words only. Any deviation earns correction.”

The voice continued:

I am a sissy baby girl.

A three-second pause.

Alex remained silent.

Dr. Voss sighed—soft, theatrical disappointment.

“Non-verbal refusal logged. Stimulator to level one.”

Nurse Harlan pressed her remote. The perineal pad inside the diaper hummed to life—low, teasing vibration directly against his most sensitive spot. Not painful. Just persistent. Enough to make concentration difficult.

The audio repeated:

I am a sissy baby girl.

Pause.

Alex clenched his jaw.

Vibration intensified slightly. His hips twitched against the mat.

“Ten seconds to respond,” Dr. Voss said quietly. “After that, we move to corrective insertion.”

He lasted eight seconds.

“I… am…” His voice cracked, hoarse from disuse and shame. “a sissy… baby girl.”

The vibration eased immediately—reward mode. Warm pulses now, almost affectionate.

“Good girl,” Dr. Voss murmured. She stroked his smooth, freshly shaved head once—slow, deliberate. “See how easy it is when you obey?”

The audio moved on:

I love my diaper.

Alex repeated it faster this time. The vibration rewarded him again—longer, deeper.

I need my bottle.

I obey the ladies.

Each phrase came quicker. Each repetition earned more of the soothing buzz against his perineum. His body began to associate the humiliating words with physical comfort. Classical conditioning at its most ruthless.

After ten minutes of call-and-response, Dr. Voss signaled a pause.

“Now we add complexity,” she said. “Full sentences. No adult pronouns. No ‘I’ unless preceded by babyish qualifier.”

The audio shifted tone—slightly firmer:

Baby Lexi is a good sissy baby girl.

Baby Lexi wets her diaper for Nurse.

Baby Lexi wants cuddles from Mommy.

Alex’s stomach dropped at the new name. Baby Lexi.

He tried to protest. “That’s not—”

Dr. Voss cut him off with a single raised finger.

“Rule violation. Adult name reference. Punishment protocol.”

Nurse Moreau approached with a small black case. From it she withdrew a smooth, tapered silicone plug—pale pink, no larger than a finger at the tip, widening to about an inch at the base. A flat heart-shaped flange at the bottom. A thin ribbon dangled from it.

“Lubricant,” Nurse Harlan requested.

A small tube was passed. Cool gel was applied generously.

Alex tried to twist away. The chains and his own exhaustion held him in place.

“Relax the muscle,” Dr. Voss instructed clinically. “Tensing prolongs insertion and increases discomfort.”

Nurse Moreau parted his plastic-pantied cheeks, pulled the diaper aside just enough, and pressed the tip against him.

“Breathe out slowly,” she said.

He didn’t.

She pressed anyway—slow, inexorable. The stretch was sharp but brief. Then fullness. The flange seated flush against his skin. The ribbon was tied in a neat bow at the small of his back, visible above the diaper waistband.

“Training plug size one inserted,” Nurse Moreau reported. “Secure. No resistance past initial entry.”

The plug settled inside him—foreign, insistent, impossible to ignore. Every tiny shift of his hips pressed it deeper.

Dr. Voss leaned close again.

“The plug serves two purposes,” she explained. “First: physical reminder that your body is no longer yours to control. Second: behavioral. Every time you use an unapproved word or phrase, the plug will be upsized. By phase end, you will speak only in the manner we allow—or you will spend your days plugged and stretched.”

She straightened.

“Resume.”

The audio returned:

Baby Lexi is a good sissy baby girl.

Alex’s voice trembled.

“Baby… Lexi… is a good sissy baby girl.”

Reward vibration—stronger now, pulsing in time with his words.

They continued for another forty minutes. Phrase after phrase. Repetition after repetition. Each time he slipped—even a single “I” instead of “Baby Lexi,” even a “me” instead of “baby”—the plug was noted. No immediate upsizing yet. Just logged. A promise for later.

By the end, his throat ached. His face burned. His hips rocked subtly against the mat, chasing the vibration that only came when he spoke correctly.

Dr. Voss finally signaled stop.

“Baseline established,” she said. “Vocabulary compliance at 68%. Syntax errors reduced by 40% in final ten minutes. Progress acceptable for day one.”

Nurse Harlan removed the plug—slowly, letting him feel every inch of withdrawal. Alex whimpered despite himself.

“Reward earned,” Dr. Voss announced.

Nurse Moreau pressed the remote one final time. The perineal stimulator went to maximum for exactly sixty seconds—deep, rolling waves that made his toes curl inside the socks and his mittened hands clench.

He didn’t come. They never let him come. But the edge was agonizing. When it stopped, he was left panting, flushed, empty.

They unclipped the chains. Helped him to his knees. Leash reattached.

“Crawl to the high chair,” Dr. Voss ordered.

Alex obeyed without hesitation.

They lifted him into the seat—tray locked down, straps secured across chest and thighs. A fresh bottle appeared—thicker formula this time, slightly warm.

“Open,” Nurse Harlan said.

He opened.

As the nipple filled his mouth and he began to suck—slow, rhythmic, obedient—the audio started again, softer now, lulling:

Good sissy baby girls use baby words.

Good sissy baby girls stay small forever…

Dr. Voss settled into the rocking chair, tablet on her lap, watching him nurse.

“Phase one language brainwashing underway,” she murmured to the chart. “Subject responding to conditioned reinforcement. Next session: vocabulary expansion and punishment tier escalation.”

Alex’s eyes drifted half-closed. The formula was sweet. The high chair was secure. The plug’s absence felt strangely lonely.

Somewhere deep inside, a tiny voice tried to scream.

It was already quieter than before.


Chapter 6: Physical Feminization and Early Anal Introduction

The high chair tray locked with a soft metallic snap, trapping Alex’s mittened hands uselessly against his padded chest. The bottle nipple remained pressed between his lips, the last drops of thickened formula sliding down his throat as Nurse Harlan tilted it one final time before pulling it free. A thin string of saliva connected his lower lip to the nipple for a moment; she wiped it away with the edge of a soft bib already tied around his neck—white cotton edged in pink lace, embroidered with tiny cursive letters: Baby Lexi.

He didn’t protest the name this time. The plug from the language session still lingered in memory—its absence now felt like a hollow ache rather than relief. His tongue moved automatically, searching for the vanished pacifier.

Nurse Moreau unbuckled the tray and helped him down from the chair. His legs wobbled when his socked feet touched the carpet; the constant diaper bulk forced an awkward, bow-legged stance. The leash clipped back onto his collar. A gentle tug.

“This way, little one,” Nurse Harlan said. Her tone was almost kind—practiced, detached kindness that made the humiliation sharper.

They led him crawling again—down another pastel corridor, past closed doors behind which faint sucking sounds and muffled whimpers drifted. The nursery smelled stronger here: warm milk, talcum powder, faint antiseptic undertone. No windows. No outside world. Just soft lighting and the endless crinkle of his own movements.

The door they stopped at was labeled Feminization & Body Calibration Room – Level 1. Dr. Voss was already inside, reviewing a tablet screen beside a wide, padded treatment bed that looked more like a spa table than medical equipment—except for the restraint points at each corner and the stirrups folded beneath.

“Up,” Dr. Voss ordered.

The nurses lifted him onto the bed. They positioned him on his back, then swiftly secured wrists and ankles to the corners—spread wide, vulnerable. A broad strap went across his waist, another across his chest just below the onesie snaps. His head rested on a small contoured pillow that kept his gaze directed upward toward a large ceiling-mounted mirror angled so he could see his own reflection: smooth face, hairless body, lavender onesie stretched over the obscene diaper bulge, collar tag glinting.

Dr. Voss stepped to his side.

“Physical feminization phase one,” she began, voice level and instructional. “Objective: accelerate visual and tactile erosion of masculine markers. Establish baseline for ongoing hormone-mimetic application and structural training.”

She gestured. Nurse Moreau wheeled over a multi-tiered cart.

First layer: laser hair-removal handset—sleek, clinical, humming faintly when powered on.

“Facial and torso already completed during intake,” Dr. Voss noted. “Today: legs, arms, buttocks, perianal region. Full genital depilation refresh. No regrowth permitted.”

The laser began its work. Cool bursts of light followed by brief heat. Nurse Harlan held the skin taut while Nurse Moreau guided the device in slow passes. Alex flinched at each pulse, but the restraints allowed no escape. The mirror above showed everything: his legs slowly turning baby-smooth, the beam dancing over inner thighs, then parting his cheeks to target the delicate skin around his hole.

“Perianal calibration complete,” Nurse Moreau reported after twenty minutes. “Skin response nominal. No erythema beyond expected transient flush.”

Next came the hormone-mimetic cream.

Nurse Harlan unscrewed a wide jar labeled Topical Estrogenic Compound – Phase 1 Induction. The cream inside was pale pink, faintly scented with something floral and powdery.

“Daily application,” Dr. Voss explained as Nurse Moreau scooped a generous dollop onto gloved fingers. “Absorbs transdermally. Mild anti-androgenic effect combined with localized estrogenic stimulation. Over weeks: softening of skin, minor subcutaneous fat redistribution, nipple sensitivity increase. Long-term use will produce more pronounced feminization markers—subject to compliance-based escalation.”

They started at his chest. Cool cream smeared in wide circles over each pectoral, lingering on the nipples until they stiffened involuntarily. Alex bit his lip to stifle a sound. The cream tingled—first cold, then warm, then a strange prickling deep beneath the skin.

Thighs next. Inner thighs. Lower abdomen. Then—most invasively—around his genitals. Nurse Harlan lifted his softening cock with two fingers and massaged the cream into the shaft, the head, the scrotum. Slow, methodical strokes. Clinical. No teasing. Just application.

Alex’s breathing turned shallow. The mirror reflected his flushed face, the way his hips lifted fractionally despite himself.

“Genital application complete,” Nurse Harlan said. “Absorption time: fifteen minutes before occlusion.”

They moved lower.

Nurse Moreau parted his cheeks again. A smaller amount of cream was applied directly to the perianal skin, then worked inward with one gloved finger—gentle but insistent circles around the ring of muscle, then shallow penetration. The cream carried a slight numbing agent; the intrusion felt distant, almost dreamy.

“Anal introduction baseline,” Dr. Voss announced. “Subject will now receive first training device.”

From the cart: a slim, smooth silicone plug—smaller than the punishment one from earlier, but longer, tapered to a gentle bulb at the tip, then flaring to a comfortable inch at the base. The flange was heart-shaped, pale pink, with a small embedded gem that caught the light. A thin ribbon loop allowed for easy removal—or attachment of a tail later.

“Lubricant,” Nurse Harlan requested.

A clear tube was passed. Generous gel coated the plug.

Dr. Voss took the device herself this time.

“Look at yourself,” she instructed, nodding toward the ceiling mirror.

Alex’s eyes flicked upward. He saw: spread legs, diaper pulled aside, smooth hairless skin glistening with cream, his own face—wide-eyed, flushed, lips parted.

Dr. Voss pressed the tip against him.

“Breathe,” she said.

He tried. The plug slid in slowly—inch by inch—stretching him open with steady pressure. No pain, just overwhelming fullness. The bulb popped past the ring; the base seated flush. The gem winked in the mirror.

“Training plug size two inserted,” Dr. Voss reported. “Retention excellent. Subject showing minimal resistance.”

The plug settled deep—deeper than the first one. Every breath shifted it slightly, pressing against sensitive inner walls. The perineal stimulator pad now rested directly over the base, so when it activated, the vibration would travel straight through the silicone.

They taped the diaper back into place—extra snug this time to hold the plug securely. Plastic pants snapped over the top. The onesie crotch snaps were refastened with three sharp pops.

“Full feminization dressing,” Nurse Moreau said.

From a side cabinet: sheer white knee-high socks with pink bows, a short frilly skirt that snapped over the onesie at the waist (barely covering the diaper bulge), and matching wrist cuffs with more tiny padlocks.

Finally, makeup.

Nurse Harlan produced a palette—soft pinks, mauves, glosses. She worked quickly: light foundation to even his already smooth complexion, rosy blush on cheeks, mascara to darken lashes, pale pink shadow on lids. Lip gloss—shiny, sticky, tasting faintly of strawberries.

When she finished, she held a hand mirror to his face.

Alex stared at the reflection: doll-like. Soft. Feminine. Helpless.

“Visual baseline recorded,” Dr. Voss said, snapping photos with the digital camera—close-ups of face, full body, close detail of the skirt barely concealing the padded crotch, the gem of the plug just visible if the skirt shifted.

“Excellent progress,” she concluded. “Hormone-mimetic absorption underway. Anal training device in place for minimum twelve-hour retention. Next check at evening change.”

They released the restraints.

Alex sat up slowly. The plug pressed deeper with the movement. He whimpered—small, involuntary.

Nurse Harlan clipped the leash again.

“Crawl to the play mat,” Dr. Voss ordered. “You will remain there until evening feeding. No speaking unless prompted. Plug retention is mandatory. Any attempt to expel it earns immediate upsizing and isolation.”

Alex dropped to all fours. The short skirt rode up, exposing the heart-gemmed plug and the thick diaper beneath. The makeup felt sticky on his lips. The cream tingled everywhere it touched.

He crawled.

The plug shifted with every movement—gentle, constant reminder.

Behind him, Dr. Voss’s voice followed, soft and final:

“Physical feminization phase one complete. Subject now presents as early-stage sissy baby girl. Conditioning markers strengthening.”

The play mat waited—soft, pastel, surrounded by low mirrors that reflected his new self from every angle.

Alex reached it.

He curled onto his side—diaper crinkling, plug pressing, cream warming beneath his skin.

In the mirror, Baby Lexi looked back at him.

Smaller.

Softer.

And already, terrifyingly, starting to feel like home.


Chapter 7: Enforced Playtime and Group Exposure

The play mat was larger than it first appeared—nearly five meters square, ringed by low, unbreakable mirrors on three sides and a padded half-wall on the fourth. Overhead, a mobile of pastel stars and moons turned slowly, catching the soft golden light from hidden fixtures. Scattered across the surface: oversized plush toys (teddy bears in frilly dresses, pastel blocks with letters replaced by babyish symbols), a few large rattles, and a rocking horse scaled for adult use but painted in candy pink with a saddle shaped like a diaper.

Alex—Baby Lexi now, in the facility’s relentless nomenclature—crawled to the center as instructed. The short frilly skirt rode up with every movement, exposing the thick diaper and the faint outline of the heart-gemmed plug beneath the plastic pants. The hormone cream still tingled faintly across his skin; his nipples felt oddly sensitive where the onesie rubbed against them. Makeup remained intact—cheeks flushed with artificial rosiness, lips glossy and sticky.

Dr. Voss settled into a low observation chair just outside the mat’s boundary, tablet balanced on her knee. Nurse Harlan and Nurse Moreau positioned themselves at opposite corners like sentinels—arms folded, expressions neutral.

“Playtime begins,” Dr. Voss announced. “Objective: enforced infantile socialization and behavioral mirroring. You will interact with provided toys and, when introduced, with other subjects. All actions are monitored. Correct babyish behavior earns reinforcement. Adult gestures or avoidance earn correction.”

She tapped the tablet. A soft chime echoed through hidden speakers.

Two doors on the far wall slid open simultaneously.

Two figures crawled in—each led on a short leash by a nurse in matching uniform.

The first: a taller subject, perhaps mid-thirties originally, now dressed in a pale yellow onesie with snap crotch, thick diaper visibly bulging beneath, short blonde curls (wig, Alex realized) pinned with a bow. A pacifier gag strapped in place. Collar tag read #32 – Baby Lila.

The second: smaller frame, darker skin, black hair in pigtails tied with pink ribbons. Lavender sleeper with feet, the crotch snaps straining over an equally padded bottom. Tag: #19 – Baby Mia.

Both moved with practiced, if reluctant, obedience—knees and mittened hands padding across the carpet, eyes downcast until their nurses tugged the leashes to direct them onto the mat.

The nurses unclipped the leashes and stepped back.

Dr. Voss’s voice carried calmly over the room.

“Subjects #32 and #19 have reached intermediate compliance in group regression protocol. #47 is new. Interaction rules: no adult speech. No standing. No touching without permission. Toys may be shared only after requesting with baby sounds. Violations result in shared punishment.”

Alex’s heart hammered. He stayed frozen on all fours, staring at the other two. They glanced at him briefly—eyes glassy, resigned—then lowered their gazes again.

Nurse Harlan placed a large plush teddy bear directly in front of Alex.

“Play, Baby Lexi,” she instructed. “Show the others how a good sissy baby girl behaves.”

Alex hesitated.

Dr. Voss tapped once on her tablet.

The perineal stimulator in his diaper hummed to life—low reward mode, gentle circles that made his plugged bottom clench around the silicone.

“Play,” she repeated.

He reached out with mittened hands—clumsy, useless—and pulled the teddy toward him. The bear’s dress rustled. He hugged it to his chest, rocking slightly forward and back in a parody of comfort.

Baby Lila crawled closer. She made a soft, muffled cooing sound around her pacifier—questioning, almost inviting.

Alex froze again.

Nurse Moreau knelt beside him and gently guided his mittened hand to pat the bear’s head.

“Say ‘nice teddy’ in baby talk,” she prompted. “Use your words.”

The language conditioning from earlier surged up automatically.

“Nice… teddy…” he lisped around the lingering memory of the pacifier. Voice high, soft, broken.

Reward vibration intensified for five seconds—warm, rolling pleasure that made his hips rock involuntarily.

Baby Mia crawled over next. She picked up a rattle and shook it once—tentative. The sound was bright, childish.

Alex looked at her. Their eyes met for half a second—shared humiliation flashing between them like static. Then she looked away.

Dr. Voss observed without expression.

“Encourage sharing,” she directed the nurses.

Nurse Harlan placed a second rattle between Alex and Baby Mia.

“Ask nicely, Baby Lexi.”

Alex swallowed. The plug shifted as he adjusted position.

“Pwease… wattle?” The words came out small, lisping, humiliating.

Baby Mia hesitated—then pushed the rattle toward him with one mittened hand.

Reward chime from the speakers. All three subjects received a brief stimulator pulse—synchronized, gentle.

“Good girls,” Dr. Voss said quietly.

The session stretched.

They were guided through simple games: rolling a soft ball back and forth (crawling to retrieve it each time), stacking oversized blocks into wobbly towers (mittens making it nearly impossible), hugging the teddy bear in a circle while rocking and humming tuneless lullabies prompted by the audio track.

Every correct action—every babyish sound, every shared toy, every moment of eye contact without defiance—earned vibration rewards. Every pause, every adult-like flinch or avoidance, earned a pause in the pleasure and a logged demerit.

After forty minutes, the nurses introduced a new element.

Nurse Moreau wheeled in a low, padded platform—about the size of a small bed—covered in soft pink fleece. Restraint points at the corners, but not yet used.

“Group dependency display,” Dr. Voss announced. “Subjects will lie in a circle, bottoms up, for diaper check and plug inspection. This reinforces shared vulnerability and normalizes care.”

The three were guided onto the platform. Positioned on their tummies in a loose triangle—heads toward the center, diapered bottoms raised outward toward the mirrors and cameras.

Alex’s skirt flipped up automatically. The heart-gemmed plug glinted under the lights.

Nurse Harlan moved methodically down the line.

First Baby Lila: plastic pants unsnapped, diaper tapes peeled back. A quick wipe. Plug (larger than Alex’s, pink with a small tail attachment) checked for retention. Fresh cream applied. New diaper taped on. Plastic pants resnapped.

Baby Mia next: similar process. Her plug was jeweled like Alex’s, but with a different color gem—emerald. Minor wetness noted. Changed efficiently.

Then Alex.

Nurse Harlan pulled the plastic pants down his thighs. The diaper tapes came open with soft rips. Cool air hit his plugged bottom.

“Plug size two retention excellent,” she reported. “No expulsion attempt. Minor cream residue remaining. Perianal skin soft, slightly flushed—normal adaptation.”

Fingers parted his cheeks. The plug base was gently twisted once—testing. Alex whimpered into the fleece.

“Responsive,” Nurse Harlan noted. “Reward pulse recommended.”

A soft buzz traveled through the embedded stimulator—deeper now, vibrating the plug itself from the inside. Alex’s hips rocked once involuntarily against the padding.

The other two subjects received the same synchronized pulse. A soft, collective whimper rose from the platform—three muffled, humiliated sounds blending together.

Dr. Voss stood and circled the platform slowly, observing from every angle.

“Excellent mirroring behavior,” she said. “#47 showing rapid adaptation to group dynamic. Shame response decreasing; conditioned arousal markers increasing.”

She stopped behind Alex.

“Verbal affirmation, Baby Lexi. Tell the group what you are.”

The words came easier now—trained.

“Baby… Lexi… is a good… sissy baby girl…”

The vibration swelled—stronger, longer. The other two echoed in soft lisps:

“Baby Lila is a good sissy baby girl…”

“Baby Mia is a good sissy baby girl…”

The synchronized chanting, the shared pleasure pulse—it felt almost intimate. Almost safe.

Dr. Voss nodded once.

“Playtime concluded. Return to individual cribs for rest period. #47 will receive extra mirror time tonight—reviewing today’s footage to reinforce visual identity shift.”

The nurses helped them down from the platform. Leashes reattached.

As Alex crawled out—diaper freshly changed, plug still deep, makeup slightly smudged from the fleece—he caught his reflection in the low mirror one last time.

Three sissy baby girls crawling in a row.

Small.

Soft.

Obedient.

And for one terrifying heartbeat, he no longer immediately recognized which one was supposed to be him.


Chapter 8: Deep Dependency Enforcement

The crib room smelled of warm talc and faint milk residue. Soft night-lights cast a perpetual dim glow along the rows of high-barred cribs—each one identical except for the engraved nameplate above the headboard. Alex’s read Baby Lexi – #47. The bars were pale wood painted glossy white, tall enough that even standing (if he were ever permitted to stand) he couldn’t reach over them. A thick mattress covered in waterproof pink vinyl. A fitted sheet printed with tiny smiling clouds and stars. A mobile of pastel butterflies turning slowly overhead, triggered by motion sensors.

Nurse Harlan guided him inside on the short leash. The plug still nestled deep, a constant low pressure that had become almost background noise after hours of wear. His makeup had faded slightly during playtime—lip gloss smudged at the corners, blush less vivid—but the overall effect remained: soft, doll-like, unmistakably regressed.

“Bedtime routine,” Nurse Harlan announced. Her voice was calm, procedural. “Full dependency enforcement session. Goal: accelerate association of bodily needs with female intervention. Resistance extends wakeful restraint period.”

They lifted him over the crib rail—effortless for them, humiliating for him—and laid him on his back. The mobile stirred above, butterflies spinning lazily. Restraints followed: soft cuffs at wrists and ankles clipped to the four corners of the mattress, spreading him in a gentle X. A wide chest strap buckled next, then a thinner one across his thighs just above the diaper bulk. He could shift his hips slightly—enough to feel the plug move—but no more.

Nurse Moreau wheeled in a small IV-style stand. Hung from it: a large clear bottle of pale yellow liquid labeled Hydration & Diuretic Blend – Night Protocol. A long, soft silicone tube ended in a pacifier-shaped nipple.

“Night feed,” Nurse Harlan explained, fitting the nipple into Alex’s mouth and securing the strap behind his head. “Continuous slow drip. Approximately 1.2 liters over eight hours. Combined mild diuretic and muscle relaxant to ensure natural wetting pattern. You will not control elimination tonight. You will wake wet and remain so until morning change.”

The bottle began its drip. Warm, faintly sweet liquid trickled onto his tongue. He swallowed reflexively—slow, rhythmic, helpless. Each swallow sent a small wave of warmth through his belly.

Dr. Voss entered then, carrying her ever-present tablet. She stood at the crib side, observing.

“Dependency reinforcement protocol,” she said. “Phase two escalation. Subject will be conditioned to crave the moment of wetting—not as relief, but as the precursor to care. The brain learns fastest through repeated pairing of sensation and reward.”

She tapped the tablet. The overhead speakers activated—low-volume lullaby track layered with subliminal whispers:

Wet for Nurse…

Good sissy baby girls wet their diapers…

Wet feels safe…

Wet means cuddles…

Wet means love…

The perineal stimulator in the diaper hummed to life—gentle, pulsing in time with the whispered words. Each time the audio said “wet,” the vibration deepened for three seconds.

Alex’s eyes widened. He tried to clench—useless. The plug amplified every tiny contraction. The diuretic was already working; pressure built steadily in his bladder.

Nurse Moreau adjusted the bottle flow slightly higher.

“First wetting target: within ninety minutes,” she noted. “Monitor arousal markers.”

They left him then—alone in the crib, restrained, feeding, plugged, vibrating, audio looping endlessly.

The pressure grew. He fought it at first—tensing every muscle he could still control. The vibration rewarded obedience, not resistance; when he clenched, it paused. When he relaxed even fractionally, it returned—warm, coaxing.

The whispers continued:

Wet for Nurse…

Let go, little one…

Good girls don’t hold…

Wet means Mommy’s touch…

Forty minutes in, his resolve cracked.

A small spurt escaped—warm, sudden. The diaper absorbed it instantly. The stimulator surged—stronger, rolling waves that made his plugged bottom clench around the silicone. Pleasure flooded low in his belly.

He whimpered around the bottle nipple.

Another spurt. Then a slow, steady stream. The padding swelled beneath him—warm, heavy, spreading between his thighs and up his back. The plastic pants crinkled as they stretched to contain it.

The vibration peaked—deep, rhythmic pulses synced to the audio:

Good sissy baby girl…

Wet and happy…

Wet and safe…

Wet for the ladies…

Alex’s hips rocked against the mattress—small, involuntary movements. The plug pressed deeper with each rock. The full diaper squished softly beneath him. Shame burned hot in his chest, but the conditioned pleasure drowned it out.

He finished wetting. The bottle continued dripping. The vibration eased to a soothing background hum—reward sustained.

The audio shifted tone—gentler now:

You did so well…

Wet baby gets cuddles…

Wet baby gets changed…

Wet baby is loved…

Nurse Harlan returned after another thirty minutes. She lowered the crib rail, checked the diaper with two fingers slipped inside the leg cuff.

“Heavy wetting,” she reported for the chart. “No leakage. Absorbency at 78% capacity. Arousal markers elevated during release.”

Dr. Voss nodded from the doorway.

“Reward sequence,” she instructed.

Nurse Harlan pressed the remote. The stimulator went to a new pattern—slow, deep throbs that radiated from the plug base through his entire pelvis. Sixty seconds. Then pause. Another sixty. Pause. Teasing him to the edge without crossing it.

Alex moaned around the bottle nipple—small, broken sound.

“Verbal affirmation,” Dr. Voss said quietly. “Repeat after me, Baby Lexi.”

She leaned over the crib rail.

“I love wetting my diaper for Nurse.”

Alex’s voice came out muffled, lisping, trembling:

“I… love… wetting my diaper… for Nurse…”

Reward surge—longer this time. His body arched as much as the restraints allowed.

“I need to be changed by the ladies.”

“I need… to be changed… by the ladies…”

Another surge.

“I am a helpless sissy baby girl.”

“I am… a helpless… sissy baby girl…”

The vibration held at peak for a full minute. When it finally stopped, Alex was panting, flushed, the diaper heavy and warm beneath him.

Nurse Moreau removed the bottle nipple, wiped his mouth, replaced it with a standard pacifier—buckled tight.

“Rest period,” Dr. Voss said. “You will remain wet until morning change at 0600. Any attempt to signal distress before then will be logged as resistance. The audio will continue. The stimulator will cycle on low reward mode every time you wet again during the night.”

They raised the crib rail. Click. Lock.

The lights dimmed to a soft pink glow.

The mobile spun.

The whispers resumed:

Wet and happy…

Wet and safe…

Good girls stay wet for Mommy…

Alex lay there—restrained, full diaper squishing with every breath, plug deep, makeup smudged, pacifier filling his mouth.

He tried to summon anger. Rage. Anything from the man he used to be.

But the warmth of the diaper, the gentle hum of the stimulator, the soft repeating words—they wrapped around his thoughts like a blanket.

Another small trickle escaped—unresisted this time.

The vibration rewarded him instantly.

He closed his eyes.

The crib bars loomed above like a cage made of clouds.

And for the first time, the cage didn’t feel entirely cruel.

It felt… protective.


Chapter 9: Identity Obliteration Ceremony

The crib rail lowered at exactly 0600.

Alex stirred slowly, awareness returning in fragments: the heavy, sodden weight of the diaper between his thighs, the faint ache from the plug that had remained in place all night, the dry ache in his throat from the continuous bottle drip, the sticky residue of last night’s lip gloss still clinging to his mouth. The mobile above had stopped spinning hours ago, but its shadow lingered in his half-open eyes.

Nurse Harlan and Nurse Moreau stood at the crib side—identical white uniforms, identical calm expressions. No greeting. No small talk. Just procedure.

“Morning change and preparation for ceremony,” Nurse Harlan stated. “Full identity obliteration protocol. Subject #47 will be present and participatory.”

They unclipped the restraints one by one—wrists first, then ankles, chest, thighs. Alex’s limbs felt leaden, unused to freedom even in this limited form. When they helped him sit up, the soaked diaper squished audibly against the mattress. Warmth had cooled to a clammy heaviness overnight; multiple wettings had pushed the padding to near capacity.

Nurse Moreau checked the leg cuff with practiced fingers.

“Overnight capacity exceeded by 12%. No leakage. Moderate skin irritation noted at inner thighs—standard for first extended wet period.”

Dr. Voss entered then, carrying a small metal tray covered with a white cloth. Behind her, two additional nurses wheeled in a rolling garment rack and a low platform that looked suspiciously like a small stage—padded top, mirrored back panel, spotlights mounted on adjustable arms.

“Up and kneel,” Dr. Voss ordered.

Alex obeyed—knees sinking into the crib mattress, mittened hands resting on his padded thighs. The plug shifted with the movement, sending a dull throb through his core.

They lifted him over the rail and set him on the floor. Leash clipped. Crawl directed toward the platform.

The garment rack held three items, each hanging in clear plastic sheaths:

	A pristine white baby dress—short, puffed sleeves, Peter Pan collar edged in lace, hem barely reaching mid-thigh. 
	A fresh ultra-thick diaper—snow-white with delicate pink rosebud prints along the waistband and leg cuffs. 
	A matching white bonnet with wide pink satin ribbons. 


No onesie today. No skirt. Just the dress, the diaper, the bonnet—and whatever came next.

Dr. Voss removed the cloth from her tray.

On it: a small pair of stainless-steel scissors, a black permanent marker, a stack of printed documents (his original contract, employment records, driver’s license scan, social media profile screenshots), a single Polaroid photo of pre-retreat Alex—cocky smile, suit jacket, city skyline behind him—and a shallow metal bowl containing a small quantity of clear liquid labeled Solvent – Permanent Marker Removal.

“Ceremony objective,” Dr. Voss began, voice level and deliberate. “Complete symbolic and psychological erasure of former identity. Subject will witness and participate in the destruction of personal artifacts. New identity—Baby Lexi—will be verbally affirmed and physically sealed.”

Nurse Harlan positioned Alex on his knees in the center of the platform. Spotlights clicked on—harsh, clinical white that made the makeup remnants on his face look garish.

First, the documents.

Dr. Voss held up the contract he had signed under duress in the conference room.

“This paper granted us legal authority over your behavioral correction,” she said. “It is now obsolete. Your consent is no longer required—only your obedience.”

She fed the pages into a small desktop shredder on the side table. The machine whirred. Strips of paper curled into the collection bin.

Next: employment records. Performance reviews. Bonus statements. Business cards. All shredded.

Then the driver’s license scan. Dr. Voss held it up so Alex could see his old face staring back—confident, adult, male.

“Look,” she commanded.

Alex looked. His eyes burned.

She tore the printout in half. Then quarters. Then eighths. Dropped the pieces into the metal bowl. Poured the solvent over them. Ink bled and dissolved into a grayish smear.

The Polaroid was last.

She held it close to his face.

“This was you,” she said quietly. “That man does not exist anymore. Say it.”

Alex’s voice cracked on the first attempt.

“That… man… does not exist… anymore.”

“Louder. For the record.”

“That man does not exist anymore.”

Dr. Voss dropped the photo into the bowl. It curled and blackened as the solvent ate the emulsion.

Nurse Moreau stepped forward with the marker.

“Name assignment,” she announced.

She uncapped the permanent marker—black, industrial grade.

On Alex’s smooth, hairless chest, just above the heart, she wrote in large block letters:

BABY LEXI

The ink felt cold against his skin. She continued down his abdomen:

PROPERTY OF HAWTHORNE CENTER

Then, turning him slightly, on his lower back just above the diaper waistband:

SISSY BABY GIRL – PERMANENT

The marker squeaked faintly with each stroke.

Alex trembled. Not from cold. From the weight of permanence.

Nurse Harlan removed the old diaper—tapes ripping open, heavy padding peeled away. The plug came next—slow withdrawal that left him clenching around nothing. A soft whimper escaped.

Fresh cream applied—cool, soothing on irritated skin. Then the new ultra-thick diaper: rosebuds, extra padding at crotch and rear, tapes fastened with deliberate slowness. Plastic pants in sheer white this time—visible rose prints beneath.

The dress followed. They slipped his arms through the puffed sleeves, buttoned the back with tiny pearl buttons, tied the sash into a large bow at the waist. The hem floated just above mid-thigh—short enough to flash the diaper with any movement.

Finally, the bonnet. Wide brim, pink ribbons tied under his chin in a perfect bow.

Dr. Voss stepped back.

“Stand,” she ordered.

They helped him to his feet—first time upright since intake. Legs shaky, diaper forcing a waddle. The dress swished. The bonnet framed his made-up face.

She guided him to face the mirrored panel.

“Look.”

Alex looked.

The reflection showed: a sissy baby girl in white lace and rosebuds, bonnet ribbons dangling, chest and abdomen marked in bold black ink, thick diaper clearly visible beneath the short hem, smooth legs, glossy lips, wide frightened eyes.

No trace of Alex Vanderholt.

Only Baby Lexi.

Dr. Voss placed a small hand mirror in his mittened grasp.

“Repeat after me. Full affirmation. Loud and clear.”

Alex’s voice came out small, lisping, broken—but obedient.

“I am Baby Lexi.

I am a sissy baby girl.

My old name is gone forever.

I belong to the ladies.

I love my diaper.

I need my plug.

I obey.

I stay small.

Forever.”

With each sentence, Nurse Moreau pressed the remote. The perineal stimulator—now embedded in the fresh diaper—hummed in reward waves. By the final word, Alex’s knees buckled slightly; the vibration held him on the edge of something he couldn’t name.

Dr. Voss nodded once.

“Ceremony complete. Identity obliteration phase one sealed.”

She turned to the nurses.

“Photograph the markings. Then escort Baby Lexi to mirror session room for one-hour review loop of today’s footage. Full audio reinforcement.”

They clipped the leash.

Alex—Baby Lexi—crawled off the platform, dress swishing, bonnet ribbons swaying, ink stark against pale skin, diaper crinkling with every movement.

The mirrored panel reflected him retreating—small, soft, marked, owned.

And in the deepest part of him, the man who used to live there no longer shouted back.

He only whispered, faintly:

Gone.


Chapter 10: Intensive Crib Confinement

The mirror session room was small—barely larger than the crib itself—and windowless. One wall was floor-to-ceiling glass, reflective on this side, one-way on the other. A single oversized crib dominated the center, identical to the one in the nursery wing but fitted with additional restraint points: extra straps at the knees and elbows, a padded head harness, and a built-in audio hood that could be lowered over the occupant’s face. Overhead, a projector beamed directly downward onto a white screen stretched across the inside of the crib canopy.

Baby Lexi was led in on all fours, leash taut. The white baby dress swished with each crawl, rosebud diaper crinkling loudly beneath the short hem. The permanent marker inscriptions on his chest and abdomen—BABY LEXI, PROPERTY OF HAWTHORNE CENTER, SISSY BABY GIRL – PERMANENT—stood out starkly against pale skin in the harsh overhead light. The bonnet ribbons dangled, brushing his cheeks with every movement.

Nurse Harlan lifted him over the crib rail without a word. Nurse Moreau followed, securing the restraints in rapid sequence: wrists to upper corners, ankles to lower, knees strapped slightly bent to keep hips elevated, elbows pinned so arms couldn’t pull inward. The head harness came last—soft padded band across the forehead, straps under the chin and around the back of the skull, holding his gaze fixed straight up toward the projector screen.

Dr. Voss entered last, carrying a slim remote and a fresh bottle of milky formula laced with the usual supplements.

“Intensive crib confinement protocol,” she announced for the record. “Duration: forty-eight hours minimum. Objective: total sensory and psychological immersion in regressed state. No external stimuli except approved audio-visual reinforcement. Subject will remain in crib continuously except for scheduled changes and feedings. Goal: collapse remaining ego boundaries through prolonged isolation paired with constant subliminal imprinting.”

She fitted the bottle nipple into his mouth—larger this time, with a slow-drip valve—and strapped it securely. The formula began its trickle immediately.

Nurse Moreau lowered the audio hood—a padded, sound-insulating dome that covered his ears and most of his head, leaving only the front of his face exposed for the bottle and pacifier swaps. Inside the hood: dual speakers positioned directly over each ear, volume calibrated to feel intimate rather than overwhelming.

The projector flickered to life.

The screen filled with a slow, looping montage: footage from the past nine days. Clips edited together in hypnotic rhythm.

●        His arrival—cocky Alex in the conference room, signing under duress.

●        Stripped and measured on the intake table, razor gliding over skin.

●        First diaper fitting—tapes pulled tight, plastic pants snapping.

●        Crawling down corridors, leash taut.

●        Playtime with Lila and Mia—three sissy babies in a circle, shaking rattles, lisping affirmations.

●        The identity ceremony—documents shredding, photo dissolving, marker writing BABY LEXI across his chest.

●        Close-ups of his own face during wettings: eyes squeezed shut, then slowly relaxing as the stimulator rewarded release.

●        Intercut with stills: before-and-after comparisons. Alpha executive vs. bonneted, diapered, marked sissy baby girl.

The audio track layered beneath: Dr. Voss’s calm voice, repeating mantras in slow, measured cadence, synced to binaural beats that pulsed at theta-wave frequency.

You are Baby Lexi.

The man is gone.

You have always been a sissy baby girl.

Big thoughts hurt.

Small thoughts feel safe.

Wet your diaper for Nurse.

Suck your bottle for Mommy.

Obey the ladies.

Stay small forever…

Every thirty seconds, the perineal stimulator activated—gentle waves that traveled through the thick diaper padding, teasing the base of the plug still lodged inside him from the previous change. The vibration never built to climax; it simply sustained a low, constant hum of conditioned comfort.

The first wetting came within an hour.

Pressure built slowly—diuretic working, muscle relaxant loosening control. He tried to hold at first—habit, defiance. The stimulator paused instantly. Cold absence. The audio shifted tone—slightly sterner:

Holding makes Baby sad.

Letting go makes Baby happy.

Wet for the ladies…

He released. Warm flood into the padding. The stimulator surged—deep, rolling pleasure that made his plugged bottom clench and his mittened fingers curl. The audio rewarded:

Good girl…

Such a good wet baby…

Nurse loves you when you’re wet…

The cycle repeated. Every few hours: building pressure, brief resistance, surrender, reward flood. Each time the diaper grew heavier, squishier. Each time the vibration lingered longer.

Changes occurred on schedule—every six hours.

Nurses entered without fanfare. Hood lifted. Bottle removed. Diaper tapes ripped open. Heavy, swollen padding peeled away. Wipe-down—cool, thorough, lingering on sensitive skin. Plug checked (retained), sometimes twisted once for “retention test.” Fresh cream massaged in—chest, thighs, genitals, perianal area. New ultra-thick diaper taped on. Plastic pants snapped. Bottle reinserted. Hood lowered. Restraints never fully released.

During changes, Dr. Voss sometimes spoke directly to him—quiet, clinical observations.

“Wetting frequency increasing. Voluntary release markers at 82%. Resistance duration dropping from 4.7 minutes to 1.2 minutes average. Excellent conditioning trajectory.”

On the second day, the montage shifted.

New footage: close-ups of his marked body—BABY LEXI inked across his chest rising and falling with each breath. His own face during affirmations, lips moving around the pacifier, eyes glassy. Intercut with subliminal flashes: single frames of pink pacifiers, bottles, crib bars, smiling female faces, the words SISSY BABY GIRL FOREVER stamped in bold letters.

The audio deepened:

You never had a man’s name.

You were always Baby Lexi.

You love being small.

You crave your diaper.

You need to be filled.

You obey without thinking…

A new element appeared on the third cycle: a vibrating wand pressed briefly against the front of the diaper during one change—only long enough to bring him to the very edge of release, then withdrawn. No orgasm. Just aching need left simmering.

“Reward escalation,” Dr. Voss noted. “Arousal will now be tied exclusively to regressed behaviors. Adult climax is no longer permitted.”

By hour thirty-six, time had dissolved.

Alex—Baby Lexi—lay in the crib, wet again, padding swollen and warm against his skin. The projector looped. The audio whispered. The stimulator pulsed in gentle waves. His eyes remained open, fixed on the screen, reflecting the endless montage of his own erasure.

A small, involuntary whimper escaped around the bottle nipple.

Not protest.

Not quite surrender.

Just… release.

The vibration answered—soft, approving.

Nurse Harlan entered for the next change.

She checked the diaper—sodden, near capacity.

“Subject showing full dependency acceptance,” she reported. “No verbal resistance since hour twenty-four. Physiological markers indicate deep trance state.”

Dr. Voss nodded from the observation window.

“Confinement phase complete at forty-eight hours. Prepare for transfer to sexual reorientation suite. Anal training escalation scheduled for tomorrow.”

They began unbuckling the restraints.

Baby Lexi didn’t struggle.

He let them lift him.

The crib bars rose behind him like a memory already fading.

The screen flickered off.

But inside his head, the loop continued—soft, relentless, inescapable.

You are Baby Lexi.

Stay small forever…


Chapter 11: Sexual Reorientation and Chastity Lock

The sexual reorientation suite was colder than the nursery wing—sterile white walls, brighter fluorescent lighting, no pastel softness to cushion the reality. A wide padded examination table stood in the center, tilted slightly with stirrups at the foot and multiple restraint points along the sides. Overhead hung articulated arms holding cameras, lights, and a small mechanical device that looked like a milking machine crossed with something far more invasive. Along one wall: a locked glass cabinet displaying an array of chastity devices, plugs, vibrators, and strap-on harnesses—all in clinical chrome and pale pink silicone.

Baby Lexi was carried in over Nurse Harlan’s shoulder—limbs still weak from forty-eight hours of crib confinement. The white baby dress was wrinkled, rosebud diaper sagging slightly from the final wetting before transfer. The permanent marker inscriptions on his skin had faded only marginally; BABY LEXI still bold across his chest. The bonnet had been removed during the move, leaving his hair (short, but now styled into soft waves with a pink headband clipped in place) exposed.

They laid him on the table face-up. Restraints clicked into place with familiar efficiency: wrists above head, ankles in stirrups spreading legs wide, thighs strapped just below the diaper bulge, waist and chest secured. A padded neck roll kept his head tilted forward so he could see everything happening between his own thighs.

Dr. Voss entered, wearing black nitrile gloves over her usual lab coat. She carried a small metal tray: measuring tape, lubricant tube, a gleaming pink chastity cage (small, curved, with internal spikes at the base ring), and a remote-controlled vibrating prostate massager shaped like a slim, curved dildo.

“Sexual reorientation phase,” she announced, voice flat and precise. “Objective: complete rewiring of arousal pathways. Masculine erection and orgasm patterns will be extinguished. Pleasure will be linked exclusively to regressed, feminized, and submissive states. Any attempt at adult sexual agency will trigger punishment.”

Nurse Moreau positioned a large mirror on a stand at the foot of the table—angled so Baby Lexi could see his own diapered, restrained form reflected back at him.

“Visual feedback is essential,” Dr. Voss explained. “You will watch every step. You will see what your body now responds to.”

First came the cage fitting.

Nurse Harlan peeled back the plastic pants and untaped one side of the diaper, folding it down just enough to expose his genitals. The hormone cream from earlier sessions had already softened the skin; everything looked smaller, more delicate under the bright lights.

Dr. Voss measured quickly—length flaccid, girth, distance from base to tip.

“Baseline flaccid: 6.8 cm,” she noted. “Expected reduction over time with continued anti-androgenic application.”

She coated the cage components in lubricant—ice-cold metal against warm skin. The base ring slid behind his scrotum first, snug but not crushing. Then the curved tube over his shaft, pressing it downward and inward. The internal spikes—small, rounded nubs—pressed lightly against the sensitive underside when fully seated. The lock clicked shut with a final, definitive snap.

“Chastity device size micro installed,” Nurse Harlan reported. “Spikes calibrated for mild deterrent. Remote lock engaged. Key held by supervising physician.”

Baby Lexi whimpered around the pacifier gag they’d inserted during transfer. The cage felt constricting, foreign, permanent.

Next: the prostate massager.

Nurse Moreau applied generous lubricant to the slim, curved silicone probe—pink, ribbed, with a flared base and a small remote antenna.

“Anal training escalation,” Dr. Voss said. “This device will be worn continuously during waking hours. It delivers targeted prostate stimulation synced to approved behaviors and audio cues.”

They parted his cheeks. The probe slid in slowly—cool at first, then warming as it seated against his prostate. A soft beep from the remote confirmed connection.

“Probe in position,” Nurse Moreau confirmed. “Vibration test.”

Dr. Voss pressed a button on her tablet.

A gentle buzz started—low, focused directly on the prostate. Baby Lexi’s hips jerked involuntarily. Inside the cage, his cock tried to harden; the spikes bit in sharply, turning attempted erection into stinging discomfort.

“Excellent response,” Dr. Voss noted. “Punishment threshold reached within 2.3 seconds of arousal onset.”

The vibration shifted patterns—slow pulses that built gradually, teasing without allowing climax. Each pulse synced with a soft audio track now playing through ceiling speakers:

Good sissy baby girls get tingly when they obey…

Tingly means happy…

Happy means small…

Small means safe…

No big boy cummies ever again…

The probe vibrated stronger when the audio said “small.” Weaker when it said “big boy.”

They repeated the cycle three times—building him to the edge, then cutting the vibration the instant the cage spikes registered swelling. Each denial left him panting, flushed, eyes glassy in the mirror.

“Orgasm denial protocol established,” Dr. Voss said. “Now we introduce conditioned release.”

Nurse Harlan adjusted the diaper back into place—tapes refastened over the caged cock and plugged bottom. Plastic pants snapped on. The baby dress smoothed down, barely concealing the bulk.

They released the thigh and waist straps, helping him into a sitting position on the table edge—legs dangling, diaper crinkling loudly.

“Demonstration,” Dr. Voss commanded.

She handed him a large pink pacifier—attached to a ribbon necklace.

“Hold it in your mouth. Suck gently. Maintain eye contact with your reflection.”

Baby Lexi obeyed. The pacifier filled his mouth; he sucked slowly, rhythmically.

Dr. Voss activated the probe again—this time on a reward setting. Soft, rolling vibrations against the prostate. No spikes triggered. Pleasure built slowly, steadily.

“Look at yourself,” she instructed. “See the sissy baby girl being good.”

In the mirror: bonnet gone but headband in place, dress rumpled, thick diaper visible beneath short hem, caged and plugged beneath it all. Cheeks flushed, lips working around the pacifier, eyes wide and unfocused.

The vibration intensified when he sucked harder. Slowed when he paused.

“Good girl,” Dr. Voss murmured. “Pleasure belongs to the baby now. Only the baby.”

She let it build longer this time—minutes of steady prostate massage while he nursed the pacifier and stared at his own regressed reflection. The cage remained quiescent; no spikes. The pleasure crested—not a full orgasm, but a deep, shuddering prostate wave that left him trembling, leaking a few clear drops into the diaper padding.

“Ruined release achieved,” Nurse Harlan noted. “No penile erection. No traditional climax. Purely submissive response.”

Dr. Voss shut off the probe.

“Perfect,” she said. “This is your new sexual normal. Any attempt at adult masturbation, fantasy, or stimulation will trigger automatic punishment mode—maximum spikes and denial vibration. Pleasure is now conditional on regressed behavior: sucking, wetting, lisping affirmations, crawling, obeying female commands.”

They helped him down from the table. Leash reattached.

“Crawl to the corner mat,” Dr. Voss ordered. “You will remain there for one hour. Practice your affirmations while the probe cycles on low reward. Every correct repetition earns a prostate pulse.”

Baby Lexi dropped to all fours. The dress rode up. The diaper crinkled. The cage shifted with each crawl, a constant reminder. The probe hummed faintly—waiting for his voice.

He reached the mat.

Kneeling, facing the wall mirror.

He began—soft, lisping, broken:

“Baby Lexi is a good sissy baby girl…”

The probe buzzed gently—reward.

“…Baby Lexi loves her cage…”

Another pulse—deeper.

“…Baby Lexi needs her plug filled…”

Stronger vibration.

“…No big boy cummies ever…”

The probe throbbed in approval.

He continued—repeating, rocking slightly, diaper squishing from the earlier leak, cage tight, probe pressing.

In the mirror, the sissy baby girl stared back—flushed, obedient, leaking, denied, owned.

And for the first time, the reflection didn’t feel like a stranger.

It felt like truth.


Chapter 12: Confessional Circles and Shared Brainwashing

The therapy circle room had no windows and no clocks. The floor was thick, sound-absorbing carpet in pale lavender. In the center sat a perfect ring of eight oversized beanbag cushions—soft pink vinyl, each with a small D-ring sewn into the back for leash attachment. Overhead, a single soft spotlight illuminated the circle; the rest of the room remained in dim shadow. Hidden speakers lined the ceiling. A low table in the middle held a stack of printed cards, a digital timer, and a small bell.

Eight subjects were already present when Baby Lexi was led in—crawling on the short leash held by Nurse Moreau. All wore variations of the same regressed uniform: short baby dresses or frilly onesies, thick diapers visibly bulging beneath, bonnets or headbands, mittens, collars. Some had pacifiers strapped in; others sucked thumbs or held plush toys pressed to their chests. Their eyes were glassy, movements slow and deliberate—deeply conditioned.

The circle was almost complete. One empty cushion waited.

Nurse Harlan guided Baby Lexi to it. She clipped the leash to the D-ring behind the beanbag, then pressed gently on his shoulders until he settled cross-legged—diaper squishing audibly as he sat. The chastity cage shifted inside the padding; the prostate probe gave a faint, anticipatory hum.

Dr. Voss entered last. She took the single high-backed chair positioned just outside the ring—authority without participation. In her lap: the ever-present tablet.

“Group confessional session twelve,” she announced. “Objective: collective identity dissolution through shared vulnerability. Subjects will confess remaining masculine sins aloud. Confessions must be phrased in approved baby talk. Truthfulness is monitored via physiological sensors. Falsehood or adult phrasing triggers group punishment cycle.”

She tapped the tablet. Small wireless patches—already adhered to each subject’s temple during morning change—glowed faintly green. Heart rate, skin conductance, micro-expression analysis—all feeding real-time data.

“Begin with clockwise rotation. #19 starts.”

Baby Mia—pigtails tied with pink ribbons, lavender sleeper straining over her diaper—spoke first. Voice high, lisping, eyes fixed on the floor.

“Baby Mia was a bad big boy once. Baby Mia thought she could tell ladies what to do. Baby Mia said mean things and touched without asking. Baby Mia is sorry. Baby Mia knows she’s just a silly sissy baby girl now.”

A soft chime from the speakers. All eight stimulators pulsed once—gentle reward wave. Mia’s shoulders relaxed visibly.

Next: #32, Baby Lila.

“Baby Lila used to think she was strong. Baby Lila yelled at people and made them scared. Baby Lila drank grown-up drinks and acted tough. Now Baby Lila wets her diapee and needs Nurse to change her. Baby Lila is much happier small.”

Another chime. Synchronized prostate pulses rippled through the circle. A collective soft whimper rose—eight muffled sounds blending into one.

The rotation continued. Each confession followed the same pattern: past masculine sin named in baby talk, admission of current helplessness, affirmation of sissy baby girl identity. Each earned the shared reward vibration.

When it reached Baby Lexi, the circle fell quiet.

He stared at the center table—heart pounding beneath the faded BABY LEXI ink on his chest. The probe inside him waited, silent but ready.

Dr. Voss’s voice cut through.

“Your turn, Baby Lexi. Speak clearly. Confess one sin. Use only approved phrasing.”

Baby Lexi swallowed. The pacifier gag had been removed for the session—permission to speak, but only in the prescribed way.

“Baby Lexi… used to be a big bossy man,” he began, voice trembling but high and lisping. “Baby Lexi touched girls who didn’t want it sometimes. Baby Lexi thought he was important. Baby Lexi made people feel small so he could feel big. Now Baby Lexi wears diapees and a cage. Baby Lexi can’t get big anymore. Baby Lexi leaks when Nurse makes tingly. Baby Lexi is just a helpless sissy baby girl.”

Silence.

Then the chime—clear, bright.

The stimulators activated together—stronger this time, rolling waves that traveled from prostate to perineum to caged tip. Eight bodies in the circle rocked subtly, hips shifting against beanbags, soft whimpers rising in unison.

Dr. Voss nodded once.

“Accepted. Group reinforcement.”

She pressed another button.

The speakers shifted from silence to a layered chant—eight female voices overlapping in soft harmony:

We were bad big boys…

Now we’re good sissy baby girls…

We wet our diapees…

We suck our bottles…

We obey the ladies…

We stay small forever…

The chant looped. The vibrations pulsed in time—stronger on “sissy baby girls,” softer on “big boys.” Each repetition sank deeper.

After five minutes, Dr. Voss raised a hand. The audio faded.

“Phase two: partnered confession.”

She pointed to pairs.

Baby Lexi was matched with Baby Mia.

Nurse Moreau guided them to face each other—kneeling on the beanbag, knees touching, faces close. Leashes kept short.

“Tell each other one thing you miss about being big,” Dr. Voss instructed. “Then tell each other why being small is better. Hold eye contact. Speak in turn.”

Baby Mia went first.

“Baby Mia misses… being able to walk tall and wear big clothes. Baby Mia misses deciding things.”

She paused. Tears shimmered in her eyes.

“But being small is better. Being small means no more scary choices. Being small means Nurse always takes care of Baby Mia. Being small means tingly feelings when good. Baby Mia loves being small.”

The stimulators rewarded—gentle, approving buzz.

Baby Lexi’s turn.

“Baby Lexi misses… being strong and making people listen. Baby Lexi misses… grown-up sex.”

His voice cracked on the last word. The cage spikes pricked sharply at the memory.

“But being small is better,” he whispered. “Being small means Baby Lexi doesn’t have to think. Being small means the ladies decide everything. Being small means feeling safe in diapees. Being small means… leaking for Nurse instead of big boy cummies. Baby Lexi needs to be small.”

Reward surge—deeper, longer. Both bodies trembled, hips rocking forward involuntarily.

The circle continued—pair after pair confessing, affirming, vibrating together.

When the final pair finished, Dr. Voss stood.

“Final shared mantra.”

All eight were guided to kneel in the ring—facing inward, hands clasped in front (mittens making it clumsy), foreheads almost touching in the center.

The audio swelled:

Repeat after us…

Eight voices rose—lisping, broken, but in perfect unison:

“We are sissy baby girls.

We have no big boy thoughts left.

We wet and leak and suck and crawl.

We belong to the ladies forever.

We love being small.

We love being owned.

We love our cages and plugs and diapees.

We will never be big again.”

The stimulators peaked—maximum reward mode, rolling waves that made every body in the circle shudder and whimper. No climax. Just endless, conditioned bliss.

The chant repeated three times.

When it ended, the room fell silent except for soft panting.

Dr. Voss spoke quietly.

“Session complete. Group identity further eroded. #47’s confession markers show 94% compliance with regressed syntax. Proceed to individual crib rest with overnight audio reinforcement of today’s mantras.”

Leashes were unclipped one by one.

Baby Lexi crawled out last—diaper warm from a small leak during the final surge, cage tight, probe still humming faintly on low sustain.

In the corridor mirror he passed, eight sissy baby girls crawled in a line—identical in submission, identical in softness.

No one led anymore.

They simply followed.


Chapter 13: Total Nursery Lockdown

The lockdown began at dawn on day twenty-three.

No announcement. No warning bell. Simply the soft click of every nursery wing door sealing simultaneously, followed by the low hum of the ventilation system shifting to recycled air mode. Windows—already narrow and frosted—now covered with sliding metal panels. Lights dimmed to a perpetual soft pink glow. Clocks and calendars removed from walls. The outside world ceased to exist.

Baby Lexi woke in his crib to the familiar mobile spinning above him. The butterflies turned lazily, catching the dim light. His diaper was heavy from overnight wettings—three separate releases, each rewarded with prostate pulses that left him leaking into the padding. The chastity cage felt tighter than ever; the prostate probe had been left on low-sustain mode all night, a constant gentle throb that kept him in a hazy half-aroused state without ever letting him crest.

Nurse Harlan lowered the rail.

“Total immersion lockdown,” she stated flatly. “Duration: seven days minimum. All communication restricted to baby talk only. Adult speech attempts trigger immediate sensory punishment. All needs met exclusively through regressed behaviors. No standing. No walking. No adult posture permitted.”

She unclipped the restraints. Baby Lexi rolled onto his tummy—automatic now—and presented his bottom for the morning change. The routine had become muscle memory.

Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped. Heavy, swollen diaper peeled away. The probe was removed briefly for cleaning—slow withdrawal that made him whimper into the mattress—then reinserted with fresh lubricant, deeper this time, a slight twist to reseat it firmly against the prostate.

“Probe size three today,” Nurse Harlan noted. “Increased girth for progressive stretching. Retention mandatory.”

Fresh ultra-thick diaper taped on—rosebuds replaced by pastel unicorns this week. Plastic pants in sheer white. The baby dress smoothed down over it all. Bonnet retied with wide satin ribbons under his chin. Mittens locked. Pacifier strapped in—larger nipple, designed to stretch the mouth and encourage constant sucking.

No bottle this morning. Instead, a feeding harness was fitted: a soft chest strap with two large bottles clipped to it, tubes running to a dual-nipple pacifier gag. One tube carried formula; the other a mild sedative-laxative blend. Sucking on either released slow drips from both.

“Self-feeding protocol,” Nurse Moreau explained, buckling the harness. “You will nurse continuously during waking hours. The more you suck, the more you receive. Hunger and need will drive compliance.”

They lifted him from the crib and set him on the floor. A short chain leash clipped to a floor ring limited his crawl radius to the nursery wing’s central play area—approximately ten meters square, surrounded by low padded barriers and more mirrors.

Other subjects were already there—Lila, Mia, and five more—crawling in slow circles or curled on beanbags, sucking on their own harness bottles, diapers crinkling with every shift. Their eyes met Baby Lexi’s briefly—blank, soft, accepting—then drifted away.

The lockdown audio began immediately—soft, omnipresent, layered through every speaker in the wing:

No big words today, little ones…

Only baby sounds…

Coo and gurgle and whimper…

Suck and wet and crawl…

The ladies are watching…

The ladies always know…

No Dr. Voss today. No clinical narration. Just the nurses moving silently among them, adjusting bottles, checking diapers, delivering occasional soft strokes to a head or a padded bottom when a subject performed perfectly.

Baby Lexi crawled to the center mat. The chain tugged gently when he reached its limit. He settled on his tummy—bottom raised, dress riding up, diaper on full display. The probe hummed faintly, synced to the audio’s rhythm.

He began to suck.

The formula flowed—sweet, thick. The sedative-laxative blend followed in smaller pulses. Warmth spread through his belly. Pressure built quickly in his bladder and bowels.

He fought it for perhaps thirty seconds—old habit.

The audio shifted tone—slightly sharper:

Naughty baby trying to hold…

Holding hurts little ones…

Letting go feels so nice…

The probe vibrated—punishment mode. Sharp, staccato pulses against the prostate that made his caged cock twitch painfully against the spikes.

He released.

Warm flood into the diaper—front and back simultaneously. The padding swelled rapidly. The probe immediately switched to reward—deep, rolling waves that turned the release into shuddering pleasure. His hips rocked against the mat; a muffled moan escaped around the dual pacifier.

The audio soothed:

Good girl…

Such a good wet messy baby…

Nurse will come soon…

Nurse loves messy babies…

He continued sucking. The bottles emptied slowly. His belly rounded slightly under the dress. Another release came unresisted—smaller this time, but immediate. Reward pulse. Pleasure haze deepened.

Hours blurred.

Changes happened every three hours—efficient, silent. Diapers removed, probes cleaned and reinserted (always slightly deeper, always slightly thicker), fresh padding taped on, bottles refilled. No words spoken to him unless he earned them with perfect baby sounds—coos, gurgles, soft whimpers.

By day three, language had collapsed entirely.

When Nurse Harlan approached for a change, Baby Lexi no longer tried to speak. He simply rolled onto his back, legs spread wide in the air—automatic presentation position—pacifier sucking rhythmically, eyes half-lidded.

She praised him softly—the first words directed at him in thirty-six hours.

“Good baby. So quiet. So small.”

Reward surge from the probe—long and deep. He leaked again during the change, clear drops into the fresh padding. The spikes in the cage pricked, but the prostate pleasure overwhelmed the discomfort.

By day five, the circle of subjects had formed a silent, crawling rhythm—moving together like a slow tide across the mat. When one wet or messed, others followed within minutes—chain reaction of conditioned release. When one cooed softly, others echoed. The audio rewarded the group in waves: eight bodies rocking, whimpering, leaking in unison.

Baby Lexi no longer distinguished his own sensations from theirs. The diaper between his legs, the probe inside him, the cage around his useless cock—they felt shared. Collective. Safe.

On day six, the audio introduced a new layer:

Soon the lockdown ends…

But the small stays forever…

You will go home…

But you will still crawl…

You will still wet…

You will still need the ladies…

Always…

The words sank in without resistance.

Baby Lexi sucked harder on his pacifier. Another messy release flooded the diaper. The probe rewarded with a full-body shudder.

He curled tighter on the mat—thumb slipping into his mouth beside the pacifier gag, bonnet ribbons dangling across his marked chest.

In the low mirrors surrounding the play area, eight sissy baby girls reflected back—identical in helplessness, identical in softness.

No one tried to stand.

No one tried to speak.

They simply existed—small, wet, plugged, caged, nursed, owned.

And the lockdown continued, one endless pink day folding into the next.


Chapter 14: The Breaking Point

On the sixth night of lockdown—time had long since lost meaning—the final resistance flared.

It started small.

Baby Lexi had been curled on the central mat, knees drawn up as far as the thick diaper allowed, sucking rhythmically on the dual pacifier harness. The formula and sedative blend dripped steadily into his mouth; the prostate probe hummed on its low-reward cycle, keeping him in that warm, foggy space where thought barely formed. Around him the other seven sissy babies moved in the same slow, dreamlike rhythm—crawling in lazy figure-eights, wetting in near-synchrony, whimpering softly whenever the group audio rewarded collective submission.

Then something cracked.

A memory—sharp, uninvited—slipped through the haze.

Not a full recollection of the old life. Just a fragment: the feel of a crisp suit jacket on his shoulders, the weight of a phone in his hand, the sound of his own voice giving orders in a boardroom. Adult. Male. In control.

His eyes snapped open.

The pacifier nipple popped out of his mouth with a wet sound. Formula dribbled down his chin onto the BABY LEXI inscription still faintly visible across his chest.

He stared at his mittened hands—useless pink paws—then down at the swollen unicorn-printed diaper between his spread thighs. The chastity cage pressed painfully against the padding as his body tried, instinctively, to respond to the memory.

“No,” he whispered.

Not baby talk.

A real word. Adult. Clear.

The audio speakers reacted instantly—tone shifting from soothing lullaby to a low, warning chime.

The probe inside him switched modes. Not reward. Punishment. Sharp, staccato jolts against the prostate—electric stabs that made his hips jerk and his caged cock spasm uselessly against the spikes.

He whimpered, tried to curl tighter.

But the memory wouldn’t fade.

He reached up—mittens clumsy—and tugged at the bonnet ribbons. One bow came loose. The bonnet slipped sideways.

Another adult word escaped.

“Stop.”

The chime became a shrill tone.

All lights in the nursery wing flared brighter—harsh white instead of soft pink. The ventilation system hissed louder, colder air flooding the space.

Nurse Harlan appeared almost immediately—silent, efficient. Behind her, Nurse Moreau carried a black case.

No words. No scolding. Just procedure.

They lifted him by the armpits and carried him—not to the changing station, but to a small side door he had never noticed before. It opened onto a narrow, windowless room: padded walls, single overhead bulb, no mirrors, no mobile, no toys. A single restraint chair bolted to the floor—high-backed, with wide leather straps at ankles, thighs, waist, chest, wrists, and a final band across the forehead.

They strapped him in.

Tight.

The probe was removed—slow, deliberate pull that left him clenching around emptiness. Then the chastity cage unlocked just long enough for them to attach electrode pads: one to the base of his scrotum, one just behind it on the perineum, one small disc directly over the tip of the caged cock.

Nurse Harlan plugged wires into a small black box on the wall.

“Complete sensory deprivation and overload protocol,” she stated for the record. “Duration until verbal and behavioral reset achieved.”

A thick padded hood descended over his head—total blackout, ear speakers pressed directly against his skull, a built-in gag that forced his mouth open around a wide silicone bit.

Darkness.

Silence—except for the sudden flood of audio.

Not the gentle mantras.

White noise first—harsh static that drilled into his skull. Then layered underneath: distorted fragments of his old voice. Boardroom clips. Phone calls. Laughter at bars. All warped, echoed, overlapping until they became unbearable noise.

The electrodes activated.

Sharp shocks—random intervals, random intensity. One to the scrotum made his whole pelvis clench. One behind made the empty space where the probe had been ache. One over the cage tip turned any swelling attempt into searing pain.

He screamed around the gag—muffled, animal.

The audio shifted.

Now it was his own lisping baby voice—recordings from earlier confessions, affirmations, playtime—looped and amplified.

Baby Lexi is a good sissy baby girl…

Baby Lexi loves her diapee…

Baby Lexi needs to be small…

Every time the baby voice said “small,” the shocks paused for three seconds—blessed relief.

Every time a fragment of his old adult voice broke through, the shocks intensified.

He fought.

He thrashed against the straps.

He tried to form words—adult words—through the gag.

Each attempt triggered another surge.

Hours passed. Or minutes. Time dissolved in pain and noise.

Then came the breaking.

He stopped fighting the straps.

He stopped trying to speak.

He let his body go limp.

The shocks eased slightly—still present, but no longer random. Now they pulsed in time with the baby-voice loop.

Baby Lexi needs to be small…

(pulse)

Baby Lexi loves her diapee…

(pulse)

Baby Lexi obeys the ladies…

(longer, warmer pulse)

A new sensation: the probe reinserted—larger again—while he sat restrained. No lube this time; just slow, inexorable pressure until it seated deep.

Then vibration.

Not punishment.

Reward.

Deep, rolling waves that matched the baby voice exactly.

He whimpered—not in protest.

In surrender.

Tears soaked the inside of the hood.

The audio softened.

That’s right, little one…

Let it all go…

The big boy was never real…

Only Baby Lexi is real…

Wet for us…

Mess for us…

Leak for us…

His bladder released—unresisted, unthinking. Warm flood into the diaper he still wore under the restraints.

The probe surged—pure pleasure, no spikes, no pain.

He rocked his hips weakly against the chair.

Another release—bowels this time. Messy, helpless.

Reward wave after wave.

The shocks stopped entirely.

Only the baby voice remained—gentle now, maternal.

Good girl…

Such a good broken baby…

You begged to be small…

And now you are…

When they finally removed the hood, hours or days later—he couldn’t tell—his eyes were vacant.

Nurse Harlan wiped his tear-streaked face with a soft cloth.

“Reset achieved,” she reported.

They carried him back to the main nursery mat.

The other seven sissy babies were waiting—crawling in slow circles, sucking, wetting, cooing.

Baby Lexi was set down among them.

He didn’t crawl away.

He curled immediately into the center—bottom up, diaper sagging with fresh mess and wetness, probe humming contentedly inside him.

He cooed once—soft, wordless, babyish.

The group audio answered with a warm, collective reward pulse.

Eight bodies shuddered together.

No one spoke.

No one needed to.

The last spark of Alex Vanderholt had finally gone out.

Only Baby Lexi remained—wet, messy, plugged, caged, small.

And grateful.


Chapter 15: Final Evaluation and Graduation

The lockdown ended as abruptly as it had begun.

At 0600 on the seventh day, every sealed door in the nursery wing unlocked with a simultaneous soft chime. The metal window panels slid open, revealing frosted glass that let in pale, diffused morning light. The harsh white bulbs dimmed back to their familiar soft pink. The audio shifted from relentless subliminals to a gentle, celebratory lullaby—higher notes, almost triumphant.

Nurse Harlan appeared at the central mat first.

“Lockdown complete,” she announced to the eight curled forms. “All subjects have achieved full behavioral reset. Proceed to final evaluation suite for graduation assessment.”

No congratulations. No warmth. Just procedure.

Baby Lexi was the first lifted. His diaper—sagging heavily from the night’s unresisted releases—squished against Nurse Harlan’s arm as she carried him. The probe still hummed inside him on low sustain; the chastity cage remained locked; the faded ink on his chest now read like a faint tattoo under repeated cream applications.

They carried him down a corridor he had never seen—sterile white, lined with one-way observation windows. Behind the glass: empty rooms, waiting cribs, changing stations. A reminder that the facility never truly emptied.

The final evaluation suite was the largest space yet: high ceiling, mirrored walls on three sides, a central circular platform elevated slightly like a small stage. Spotlights ringed the platform. A long table held clipboards, a digital camera, and a row of neatly folded items: a fresh ultra-thick diaper with silver graduation stars printed along the waistband, a short white satin baby dress with ruffled hem, matching bonnet, and a new accessory—a thin silver anklet with a small dangling bell engraved PERMANENT PROPERTY – HAWTHORNE CENTER.

Dr. Voss waited on the platform, standing beside a high-backed chair fitted with restraint points and a small projector screen mounted directly in front.

“Place #47 on the platform,” she instructed.

They set him down on his knees in the center. No leash this time. No immediate restraints. The absence felt more controlling than any chain.

The other seven subjects were brought in one by one and positioned in a semicircle behind him—kneeling, mittened hands folded in laps, eyes forward. A silent audience of identical submission.

Dr. Voss stepped forward.

“Final evaluation protocol,” she began, voice clear and measured. “Each subject will demonstrate mastery of regressed identity through verbal affirmation, physical submission, and conditioned sexual response. Successful demonstration results in official graduation. Failure results in extended re-indoctrination cycle.”

She activated the projector. The screen behind her filled with a split-view montage: side-by-side footage of Alex Vanderholt on day one—cocky, restrained, protesting—and Baby Lexi on day twenty-three—curled in the crib, wet and messy, cooing wordlessly during the final breaking.

“Begin with verbal affirmation,” Dr. Voss said. “Stand.”

Baby Lexi rose slowly—legs trembling from disuse, diaper forcing a wide waddle. The bell on his ankle jingled softly with each step. He faced the mirrored wall, seeing himself: short satin dress barely covering the unicorn padding, bonnet ribbons dangling, caged bulge visible beneath the hem, probe outline pressing against the back of the diaper.

Dr. Voss handed him a small laminated card—large print, babyish font.

“Read aloud. Exact words. No deviation.”

Baby Lexi took the card in mittened hands. His voice came out high, soft, perfectly lisped—no trace of the old baritone.

“Baby Lexi is a permanent sissy baby girl.

Baby Lexi has no big boy name anymore.

Baby Lexi wets and messes her diapee every day.

Baby Lexi leaks tingly feelings when Nurse plays.

Baby Lexi’s cage stays locked forever.

Baby Lexi’s bottom needs to be filled always.

Baby Lexi obeys the ladies without thinking.

Baby Lexi will never be big again.

Baby Lexi loves being small.

Baby Lexi is grateful for the brainwashing.”

He finished. Silence.

Then a soft chime—group reward. Eight prostate probes pulsed in unison. Eight bodies rocked forward slightly, soft whimpers blending.

Dr. Voss nodded once.

“Verbal mastery confirmed. Proceed to physical submission display.”

Nurse Harlan guided him to lie on his back in the center of the platform—legs lifted and spread into stirrup-like supports that folded up from the floor. The short dress rode up completely, exposing the full diaper, the caged outline, the probe base visible through the plastic pants.

“Diaper check and plug demonstration,” Dr. Voss announced.

Nurse Moreau stepped forward. Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes peeled. The diaper folded down.

The probe was removed slowly—inch by inch—so everyone could see. Baby Lexi whimpered as the flared base popped free. His hole remained slightly open, pink and trained.

Nurse Harlan produced a new device: a slim, vibrating tail plug—white fur with a silver bell tip matching his anklet.

“Graduation tail insertion,” she said.

Lubricant applied generously. The tail slid in smoothly—deep, filling. The bell jingled with every tiny clench. The vibration started—low, rhythmic, matching the audio now playing softly overhead:

Good graduate…

Good permanent baby…

Tail on, mind off…

Next: the sexual response test.

Dr. Voss took the remote herself.

“Demonstrate conditioned release,” she commanded. “On cue only. No adult thrusting. Only baby rocking.”

She activated the tail plug—steady prostate vibration.

Baby Lexi rocked his hips—small, helpless circles against the platform. The cage remained flaccid; the spikes prevented any swelling. Clear fluid leaked steadily into the open diaper beneath him.

“Verbal cue,” Dr. Voss said.

Baby Lexi’s voice—breathless, lisping:

“Baby Lexi… leaks for the ladies…

Baby Lexi cums like a baby…

No big boy squirts…

Only tingly leaky cummies…”

The vibration peaked.

He shuddered—full-body wave, no penile orgasm, just deep prostate release. Fluid dribbled freely. The bell on his tail jingled wildly. Soft, broken whimpers escaped.

The group behind him echoed—seven identical shudders, seven muffled sounds of conditioned bliss.

Dr. Voss shut off the vibration.

“Release achieved. Purely regressed. No adult climax markers.”

She stepped closer, looking down at him.

“Final affirmation. Look at your reflection in the mirror. State your permanent status.”

Baby Lexi turned his head. In the mirror: spread, leaking, tailed, caged, bonneted, diapered, marked. A perfect sissy baby girl.

“I am Baby Lexi,” he whispered. “I am a permanent sissy baby girl. Thank you for erasing me. Thank you for making me small. I belong to the ladies forever.”

The chime sounded—final, resounding.

All eight probes activated one last time—long, celebratory wave.

The room filled with soft, collective whimpers.

Dr. Voss nodded to the nurses.

“Graduation complete. Prepare discharge packets: maintenance chastity keys held in escrow, remote probe programming schedule, monthly check-in requirements, emergency return clause for refresher immersion.”

They helped Baby Lexi down from the platform.

He crawled—slow, waddling, tail jingling, diaper open and leaking beneath the dress.

The other graduates followed in a line.

No one looked back.

No one needed to.

The mirrors reflected eight perfect sissy baby girls leaving the stage—small, owned, finished.

Graduated.


Chapter 16: Release as Permanent Property

The discharge room was deliberately plain—almost anticlimactic after weeks of pastel nurseries and mirrored stages. White walls, a single padded examination table, a small metal desk with two chairs, and a narrow window showing only gray sky and distant treetops. No crib bars. No mobiles. No soft lullabies drifting from hidden speakers. The silence felt louder than any audio loop.

Baby Lexi crawled in last—tail plug jingling faintly with each movement, silver anklet bell chiming in soft counterpoint. The graduation diaper (silver stars on white) was still fresh from the final change, though a small warm spot had already formed at the front from the tail’s persistent low vibration. The short satin dress fluttered around his thighs; the bonnet ribbons brushed his cheeks. The chastity cage and prostate probe remained in place—locked, programmed, permanent.

Nurse Harlan guided him to kneel beside the desk. Dr. Voss sat behind it, a slim black folder open in front of her. No tablet today. Just paper documents and a small silver key on a thin chain.

“Discharge processing,” Dr. Voss began, voice calm and final. “Subject #47—now officially designated Baby Lexi—has met all graduation criteria: complete identity erosion, total dependency conditioning, sexual reorientation to regressed states, language extinction of adult patterns, and voluntary behavioral compliance in group and isolation settings.”

She slid the first document across the desk.

“Maintenance contract. Read the summary aloud.”

Baby Lexi took the paper in mittened hands. His voice came out small, perfectly lisped, without hesitation.

“Baby Lexi will wear the cage at all times.

The key stays with Hawthorne Center.

Baby Lexi will report monthly for remote probe check-ins.

Baby Lexi will follow the daily audio schedule sent to the assigned device.

Baby Lexi will use only approved baby talk when speaking to supervising females.

Baby Lexi will wear diapers 24/7.

Any return to masculine behavior triggers automatic recall for refresher immersion.

Baby Lexi agrees to voluntary return for deeper sessions if craving increases.”

He set the paper down. No tremor in his voice. No protest.

Dr. Voss nodded once.

“Sign.”

A thick marker was placed in his mitten. He made a small, wobbly X where indicated—Baby Lexi written beneath it in neat block letters by Nurse Harlan.

Next document: a slim black card embossed with the Hawthorne logo and a QR code.

“Personal maintenance device,” Dr. Voss explained. “It will arrive at your designated address within forty-eight hours. Daily audio loops, remote probe control, wetness sensors linked to our system. Non-compliance alerts trigger immediate outreach.”

She lifted the silver key on its chain.

“This is symbolic only,” she said. “The real lock is biometric and encrypted. But you will wear it as a reminder.”

She fastened the chain around his neck—small padlock clicking shut just below the collar tag. The key dangled between his marked chest and the satin dress neckline.

“Stand.”

They helped him up. For the first time since intake, he was permitted to stand fully—though the diaper, tail, and weakened legs made it awkward, waddling. The anklet bell jingled; the key swayed.

“Look at yourself,” Dr. Voss instructed, nodding toward the single full-length mirror on the far wall.

Baby Lexi turned.

The reflection showed: a soft, rounded figure in short white satin and thick starred padding, tail curling behind like a contented pet, bonnet framing a smooth, made-up face, key glinting against inked skin that still faintly read BABY LEXI even after weeks of fading. No trace of the executive who had signed the contract under duress. Only this—small, owned, complete.

“Do you have anything to say?” Dr. Voss asked.

Baby Lexi looked at her reflection, then at Dr. Voss.

“Baby Lexi… thanks the ladies,” he whispered. “Baby Lexi feels safe now. Baby Lexi needs to come back… if the big thoughts try to come again.”

A soft chime from the desk tablet—final log entry.

“Discharge approved,” Dr. Voss said. “You are released.”

Nurse Harlan removed the mittens—last physical restraint. Unlocked the tail plug slowly, letting him feel every inch of withdrawal. The probe remained inside—remote-controlled, always reachable.

They led him to a side door.

Beyond it: a small antechamber with normal adult clothing folded on a bench—simple gray sweatpants, hoodie, sneakers. Street clothes. A disguise.

“Change if you wish,” Nurse Harlan said. “Or crawl out as you are. The car waits either way.”

Baby Lexi looked at the pile of fabric.

Then back at the mirror.

He didn’t touch the clothes.

Instead he dropped slowly to all fours—dress riding up, diaper crinkling, tail-less now but anklet still jingling, key swinging beneath him.

He crawled through the door.

Outside: a black SUV with tinted windows. A driver in plain clothes opened the rear door without expression.

Baby Lexi climbed in—awkward, padded bottom first—settling onto the leather seat with a soft squish. The driver closed the door. No words.

The vehicle pulled away smoothly.

Through the tinted glass, the facility receded—gray stone walls blending into trees.

Inside the car: silence except for the faint jingle of the anklet bell and the key against his chest.

Baby Lexi reached up—mittens gone, fingers free for the first time in weeks—and touched the silver key.

Then he slipped his thumb into his mouth.

No pacifier. Just instinct.

He sucked gently.

The car merged onto a quiet road.

No destination address had been spoken aloud, but the driver turned without hesitation toward a quiet suburb on the edge of the city.

Home.

Or what used to be home.

When the car stopped in the driveway of a modern townhouse—his townhouse—Baby Lexi didn’t move immediately.

He sat there, thumb in mouth, diaper warm beneath the dress, key resting against his heart.

The driver opened the door.

No hand offered. No words.

Baby Lexi crawled out—onto the concrete, then the grass—dress fluttering, anklet jingling, key swaying.

He crawled up the path.

The front door stood slightly ajar—someone had been here, preparing.

Inside: the living room unchanged. Leather sofa. Glass coffee table. Wall of books he once read.

Now all of it felt too big. Too sharp. Too empty.

He crawled to the center of the rug.

Curled into a ball—knees to chest, thumb still in mouth.

The device would arrive tomorrow—black box with headphones, charging dock, instructions.

The audio would start again.

The probe would hum on command.

The cage would stay locked.

And every night, when the big thoughts tried to creep back—memories of boardrooms, power, control—he would crawl to the box, slip on the headphones, wet himself without thinking, and let the soft voice remind him:

You are Baby Lexi.

Stay small forever…

He closed his eyes.

A small, contented sigh escaped around his thumb.

The house was quiet.

But inside him, the brainwashing hummed on—gentle, relentless, permanent.

He was home.

And he was hers.

Forever.
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