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Chapter 1: The Black Invitation

Jake leaned back in his chair, the glow of his laptop screen reflecting off his sharp jawline. His latest escape room win—number 47 in a row—played on loop, his YouTube channel racking up views. He grinned, tattoos flexing on his forearms as he cracked his knuckles.

Another day, another victory.

He lived for this. The adrenaline, the puzzles, the rush of outsmarting every trap. His fans ate it up—called him unbreakable, untouchable, the king of escape.

But he was restless. The last room had been too easy, barely a sweat. He needed something bigger, harder, something to make his heart pound again.

His phone buzzed on the desk. A notification from his PO box app—new mail. Odd, he hadn’t ordered anything.

He grabbed his jacket, the leather creaking as he slung it over his shoulder. The post office was a quick walk from his apartment, the late afternoon air cool against his skin. He needed a distraction anyway.

At the PO box, he twisted the key, expecting junk mail or a sponsor package. Instead, a single black envelope sat inside, heavy, almost too perfect. The paper felt crisp under his fingers, edges sharp like a blade.

He turned it over. No return address, just his name in silver ink—Jake. A faint metallic scent hit him, like old coins or polished steel.

His pulse kicked up a notch.

He tore it open right there, standing under the fluorescent hum of the post office lights. Inside, a single card, black as night, with embossed text in the same silver. “The Cradle. 72 hours. 12 rooms. $100,000.”

His breath caught.

The rules were stark, printed below in smaller font. No phones. No outside contact. No quitting mid-room.

A challenge like no other. His kind of game. His cocky smirk returned—$100K would be his, easy.

There was a waiver folded behind the card, dense with fine print. He didn’t bother reading it. Why would he? He’d never lost before.

He scanned the bottom of the card for the signup. A QR code, simple and sleek. He pulled out his phone, hovered over it, and clicked.

The screen flashed, a dark website loading instantly. A single input box: “Sign here.” He typed his name with a quick tap, no hesitation.

A chill ran down his spine.

What had he just agreed to? He shook it off, adrenaline already buzzing in his veins. This was his shot—$100K and the hardest room ever designed.

He stuffed the envelope into his jacket pocket, the crisp edge brushing against his chest. His mind raced with possibilities. Traps, codes, mazes—he’d crush them all.

Back at his apartment, he dropped onto the couch, the leather creaking under his weight. He pulled out the card again, tracing the silver letters with a calloused thumb. The Cradle—what kind of name was that?

His phone pinged. A new email, sender unknown. Subject: “Welcome to The Cradle.”

His stomach twisted.

He opened it, eyes scanning fast. Coordinates to a warehouse on the edge of town. Arrival time: tomorrow at 6 PM sharp.

A voice message was attached. He hit play, holding the phone to his ear. A woman’s voice came through, smooth and calm, laced with amusement.

“Welcome to The Cradle, Jake. Let’s see how far you’ll go.”

His heart thudded hard.

That voice—it wrapped around him, cool and unyielding, like a hand on the back of his neck. He played it again, unable to stop himself. Who was she?

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, staring at the black card. $100,000. He could taste it, the win, the glory, the rush.

But that chill lingered. Something about her tone, the way she said his name. It wasn’t just a game—it felt personal.

He stood, pacing the small living room, boots heavy on the hardwood. He was overthinking this. Just another room, just another win.

Still, his cock twitched in his jeans, unbidden. What the hell? He ignored it, chalking it up to adrenaline.

He needed to pack. Basics only—clothes, water, tools. Whatever The Cradle was, he’d be ready.

His phone sat on the coffee table, the email still open. He glanced at it, her voice echoing in his head. “Let’s see how far you’ll go.”

He smirked, shoving the unease down deep. Far? He’d go all the way.

But as he zipped up his bag, his fingers hesitated on the black card. That metallic scent hit him again, sharp and cold. His gut churned.

He pushed it aside. Tomorrow, he’d walk into that warehouse and own it. No room could break him.

Still, as he lay in bed that night, staring at the ceiling, her voice played on loop in his mind. Smooth. Amused. Inescapable.

Sleep didn’t come easy.

The next morning, he was up before dawn, adrenaline already pumping. He threw on his usual gear—black tee, cargo pants, boots built for action. He looked in the mirror, flexing, tattoos rippling across his arms.

Unbreakable. That’s what they called him. That’s what he was.

He grabbed his bag and headed out, the coordinates locked into his GPS. The warehouse was an hour out, isolated, far from the city’s noise. Perfect for something underground, something extreme.

His cock twitched again as he drove, a strange heat pooling low. He gripped the steering wheel tighter. Focus, damn it.

The warehouse loomed ahead, a hulking mass of rusted steel and broken windows. He parked, stepping out into the empty lot, gravel crunching underfoot. The air smelled of dust and decay.

A single door stood open, a faint light spilling out. His pulse quickened. Game on.

He walked in, bag slung over his shoulder, confidence radiating off him. The inside was dark, cavernous, walls lined with shadows. A speaker crackled to life overhead.

“Drop the bag, Jake.” Her voice again, that same amused lilt. “You won’t need it.”

He froze.

Drop it? His tools, his gear—his safety net. He hesitated, jaw tight.

“Now.” The word was soft, but it carried weight. A command, not a suggestion.

His hands moved before his brain caught up, bag hitting the floor with a thud. What the hell was he doing? He didn’t even know her name.

“Good boy.” The speaker purred, and his cock jumped in his pants, traitorously hard. His face burned.

What the fuck was happening to him? He wasn’t some obedient dog. But that voice—it dug into him, rooted deep.

A door slid open across the room, revealing a narrow hallway bathed in dim pink light. Pink? That was... unexpected.

“Walk through, Jake. Your first room awaits.” Her tone mocked him, light and teasing, like she already knew he’d obey.

He clenched his fists. He didn’t have to do this. He could walk out right now.

But $100K. The challenge. His streak.

He stepped forward, boots echoing in the empty space. The pink light grew brighter as he approached, a faint hum vibrating through the walls. His stomach knotted.

The hallway was tight, walls closing in, painted in soft pastel shades. Not just pink—baby pink. His brow furrowed.

At the end, a table sat under a single bulb. On it, a folded piece of paper and... something else. Something frilly.

He stopped dead.

It was a onesie. Pale pink, ruffled at the edges, tiny white bows dotting the front. Next to it, a thick white diaper, tapes folded neatly, plastic backing gleaming.

His throat went dry.

“What the fuck is this?” His voice bounced off the walls, rough and angry. No way. No fucking way.

The speaker crackled again. “Your first puzzle, Jake. Put them on, or the game ends here.”

His hands balled into fists. End it? Lose the money, the challenge, his streak?

He stared at the onesie, the diaper, disgust curling in his gut. This wasn’t an escape room. This was some sick joke.

But his cock throbbed in his pants, hard and aching, and he hated himself for it. Why? Why was this happening?

“Tick tock, Jake.” Her voice was a caress, a taunt. “Don’t you want to win?”

He growled under his breath, pacing a tight circle. He could leave. He should leave.

But $100K. And that voice—it pulled at him, made him want to hear it again. Made him want to... obey.

Fuck. He grabbed the diaper, the plastic crinkling loudly in the quiet. His face burned hotter than ever.

He dropped his pants, kicking them aside, standing there in just his boxers. The diaper felt alien in his hands, bulky, humiliating. He unfolded it, the sound echoing like a gunshot.

He slid it under himself, lying back on the cold floor, the plastic cool against his skin. His cock was rock hard, tenting his boxers, and he cursed under his breath. This was wrong, so wrong.

He taped it on, the crinkle deafening, the bulk forcing his thighs apart. He couldn’t even close his legs properly. Humiliation burned through him, hot and sharp.

The onesie came next. He pulled it over his head, the soft fabric clinging to his chest, ruffles tickling his neck. He snapped it closed between his legs, the diaper bulging underneath.

He looked ridiculous. He knew it. A grown man, tattooed and tough, dressed like a fucking baby girl.

His cock throbbed harder, leaking into his boxers, dampening the inside of the diaper. He groaned, low and pained. What was wrong with him?

“Very good, Jake.” Her voice purred through the speaker, and his hips jerked involuntarily. “Look at you, my little sissy baby girl.”

His face flamed.

Sissy baby girl? No. He wasn’t that, couldn’t be that.

But his body didn’t agree. The heat, the ache—it was unbearable. He needed... something.

A panel in the wall slid open, revealing a small mirror. He turned, catching his reflection. Pink onesie, ruffles, diaper bulging underneath—fuck, he looked pathetic.

His cock pulsed, and a wet spot spread in the diaper. Pre-cum, dripping, warm against his skin. He bit his lip, hard.

“Touch yourself, Jake.” Her voice was a command, soft but firm. “Through the diaper. Show me how much you like this.”

His hand moved before he could stop it, pressing against the front of the padding. The crinkle was loud, obscene. His cock throbbed under his palm, the warmth spreading.

He rubbed, slow at first, then faster, the plastic slick against his fingers. Shame burned in his chest, but he couldn’t stop. It felt too good.

“That’s it, baby girl.” Her amusement cut through him, sharp and humiliating. “Look at you, leaking already.”

He moaned, low and broken, hips bucking into his hand. The diaper crinkled with every move, the sound driving him higher. He was close, so fucking close.

“Not yet.” Her voice snapped him back, cold and sharp. “Hands off. Baby girls don’t cum without permission.”

He froze, panting, hand trembling as he pulled it away. His cock ached, throbbing painfully in the confines of the diaper. Denied, desperate, humiliated.

“Good boy.” She purred again, and his body shuddered, cock leaking more into the padding. “Room one is just the beginning. Let’s see if you can handle room two.”

A door clicked open on the far wall, pink light spilling out brighter than before. His heart pounded. What was waiting for him next?

He stood, the diaper sagging slightly, forcing a waddle as he moved. Shame and arousal warred in him, but the money—the challenge—pulled him forward. He had to keep going.

Her voice followed him, a whisper through the speaker. “Remember, Jake, every room gets harder. And I’m always watching.”

His skin prickled, cock still hard, still aching. He stepped through the door, the crinkle of the diaper echoing behind him. What had he gotten himself into?


Chapter 2: Stripped Bare First

Jake stepped through the door, the pink light blinding him for a split second. The crinkle of the diaper echoed with every wobbly step, the bulk forcing his thighs apart. His cock throbbed, still hard, still leaking into the padding from Raven’s earlier denial.

He froze. The new room stretched out before him, a sterile white space with pastel pink accents on the walls. It looked... wrong, like a doctor’s office twisted into a nursery nightmare.

“Welcome to Room Two, Jake.” Raven’s voice purred through hidden speakers, calm and amused. His skin prickled at the sound.

He scanned the room. A single metal table sat in the center, a folded white gown on top. No puzzles, no locks, just that thin piece of fabric mocking him.

“Strip.” Her command sliced through the silence.

His jaw tightened. Strip? He was already in this humiliating get-up—pink onesie, ruffled edges, diaper sagging under it.

“Everything off, Jake. Even that cute little outfit.” Her tone dripped with mockery.

He glared at the ceiling, searching for a camera, for her. Nothing but smooth white panels. His hands clenched into fists.

“No way.” His voice came out rough, defiant. “I’m not playing your sick game.”

A soft chuckle echoed through the speakers. “Oh, but you are. Check the door behind you.”

He spun around. The door he’d come through was sealed shut, no handle, no seam. Trapped.

“The only way out is forward.” Raven’s voice was velvet, inescapable. “Strip, or stay here forever. Your choice.”

His chest heaved. The $100K flashed in his mind—his win streak, his channel, his pride. He couldn’t lose now.

He cursed under his breath. His fingers fumbled with the snaps of the onesie, popping them open between his legs. The diaper crinkled louder as the fabric parted.

Shame burned his cheeks. He peeled the onesie off, the soft pink sliding over his tattooed arms, ruffles brushing his skin. He stood there, bare-chested, the diaper still taped tight around his hips.

“Everything, Jake.” Her voice was firm now, no room for argument.

His hands shook as he reached for the diaper tapes. The ripping sound was deafening, each tab peeling away like a confession. The padding sagged, then fell to the floor with a dull thud.

He was naked now. Completely exposed. His cock, still half-hard from earlier, twitched in the cool air.

“Pathetic and perfect.” Raven’s words cut deep, amused and warm at the same time. “Look at you, baby girl, already eager for more.”

His face flamed. Baby girl. The words stung, but his cock betrayed him, stiffening under her gaze—wherever she was.

“Put on the gown.” Her command was soft, almost maternal.

He grabbed the white fabric from the table, the material thin and papery. It barely covered him, clinging to his skin, the hem stopping just above his knees. Cold air brushed his bare thighs, making him shiver.

Vulnerable. That’s what this was. He hated it, hated how small he felt without his clothes, his gear, his control.

“Very good.” Raven’s praise sent a jolt through him, unwanted heat pooling low. “Now, place everything you brought into the vault on the wall.”

He turned. A small metal panel had slid open, revealing a narrow slot. His wallet, phone, watch, keys—all still in the pockets of his jeans from Room One, bundled with the discarded onesie and diaper.

His stomach twisted. Surrendering those meant losing more than just clothes. It meant losing himself.

“Do it, Jake.” Her voice was a whip, sharp and unyielding. “Or the game ends here. No money, no victory.”

His teeth ground together. He grabbed the bundle, shoving it into the slot. The panel snapped shut with a cold click, locking his identity away.

He stood there, bare under the gown, hands empty. His tattoos—symbols of toughness, of grit—felt like lies on his skin now. Who was he without his stuff, his swagger?

“That’s it, Jake.” Raven’s tone softened, almost tender. “Let go of everything you thought you were.”

His pulse spiked. Let go? No, he was winning this, taking control back, getting that cash.

But his body didn’t agree. Under the thin gown, his cock hardened fully now, brushing against the fabric. He bit back a groan, humiliated by his own arousal.

A faint silhouette appeared behind a tinted glass panel on the far wall. Pale skin, dark hair, a slender hand pressed against the surface. Raven—watching him.

His breath caught. She was there, always there, seeing every pathetic twitch of his body. His face burned hotter.

“Feel that, baby girl?” Her voice was a caress through the speakers. “That’s vulnerability. That’s the start of becoming mine.”

He wanted to snap back, to curse her out. But his throat was tight, words stuck. His cock throbbed, aching under the gown.

“Turn around.” Her command was quiet, but it hit like a slap.

He turned, slow, the gown swishing against his thighs. Cold air licked at his exposed skin, making him hyper-aware of every inch of himself.

“Good girl.” Her praise was a knife, cutting through his pride. His cock pulsed, leaking a drop of pre-cum onto the gown, a tiny wet spot forming.

He hated this. Hated how her words made him react, how his body craved more of her voice, her control. His hands balled into fists at his sides.

“Now, let’s play a little.” Raven’s tone turned playful, dangerous. “Lift the gown. Show me what’s mine.”

His heart pounded. Show her? He was already humiliated, already stripped bare.

“Do it, Jake.” Her voice hardened. “Or I’ll keep you in this room until you beg.”

His hands trembled as they gripped the hem of the gown. He lifted it, slow, exposing his thighs, then higher, until his cock was bare, hard and leaking in the sterile light.

A soft laugh echoed through the speakers. “Look at that. My sissy baby girl, so desperate already.”

His face burned. Desperate. Pathetic. But he couldn’t deny it—his cock throbbed harder under her words.

“Touch yourself.” Her command was silk, wrapping around him. “Stroke it for me. Show me how much you need this.”

His hand moved before he could stop it. Fingers wrapped around his shaft, the first touch sending a shudder through him. He stroked, slow at first, the gown bunched up in his other hand.

The sensation was electric. His cock was hot, slick with pre-cum, every stroke building pressure. His breath hitched, loud in the quiet room.

“That’s it, baby girl.” Raven’s voice was a purr, encouraging, humiliating. “Look at you, jerking off in a pretty little gown. So pathetic.”

He groaned, low and broken. Her words burned, but they pushed him closer, his hand moving faster. The wet sound of his strokes filled the room.

“Stop.” Her command snapped through the air, cold and sharp.

His hand froze mid-stroke. His cock pulsed, aching, so close to the edge. A whimper escaped his lips before he could stop it.

“Not yet.” Raven’s amusement was back, cutting deeper. “Baby girls don’t cum without Mommy’s permission. Say it.”

His chest heaved. Say it? No way, he wasn’t—

“Say it, Jake.” Her voice was unyielding, a steel trap. “Or I’ll leave you like this, hard and aching, for hours.”

His resolve cracked. “Baby girls don’t cum without Mommy’s permission.” The words came out rough, barely a whisper, but they burned his throat.

“Good girl.” Her praise sent a fresh wave of heat through him, his cock leaking more, dripping onto the floor. “Lower the gown. Hands off.”

He let the fabric fall, covering himself again. His hands dropped to his sides, trembling. His cock throbbed painfully, denied, desperate.

“You’re learning.” Raven’s voice was warm now, almost proud. “Every room strips away more of that tough guy act. Soon, you’ll be nothing but my sweet little sissy baby.”

His stomach twisted. Nothing but hers. The thought terrified him, but his body—fuck, his body wanted it.

A small slot opened on the wall beside the glass panel. Something slid out—a pastel pink pacifier, attached to a ribbon. It dangled there, mocking him.

“Take it, Jake.” Her command was soft, but firm. “Put it in your mouth. Suck on it like a good baby girl.”

His hands shook as he reached for it. The plastic felt alien between his fingers, the nipple smooth and humiliating. He hesitated, staring at it.

“Now.” Her voice left no room for defiance.

He lifted it to his lips. The pacifier clicked against his teeth as he slid it in. He sucked, slow at first, the taste of plastic strange on his tongue.

Humiliation burned through him. A grown man, 27 years old, sucking on a pacifier in a flimsy gown. His cock throbbed harder, leaking through the thin fabric again.

“There’s my baby girl.” Raven’s voice was pure amusement, watching him break. “So cute, so helpless. Keep sucking.”

He did. The rhythm was automatic now, the pacifier moving in and out slightly with each suck. His cheeks burned, but he couldn’t stop.

Another slot opened on the opposite wall. A small, shiny object emerged—a silver butt plug, tapered at the tip, gleaming under the lights. A tiny bottle of lube sat beside it.

His breath hitched around the pacifier. No. She couldn’t mean—

“Pick it up, Jake.” Raven’s voice was a command, laced with delight. “You’re going to wear it for me. My baby girl needs to feel full.”

His legs felt weak. Wear it? He’d never—he wasn’t—

“Do it.” Her tone sharpened. “Or the door stays locked. No money, no escape.”

He spat the pacifier out, letting it dangle from the ribbon around his neck. His hands shook as he grabbed the plug and lube. The metal was cold, heavy in his palm.

“Lift the gown again.” Her voice guided him, relentless. “Spread your legs. Show me that tight little hole.”

His face burned as he hiked the gown up. He spread his stance, the cool air hitting his exposed skin. His cock was still hard, still aching from the earlier denial.

“Squeeze the lube on your fingers.” Raven’s instructions were precise, clinical. “Get yourself ready for me.”

He obeyed, hands trembling as he opened the bottle. The lube was cold, slick on his fingertips. He reached behind, hesitating, then pressed a finger against himself.

The sensation was strange, invasive. He pushed in, slow, his breath catching. His cock twitched, leaking more, even as shame clawed at him.

“Good girl.” Her praise was a weapon, slicing through him. “Now two fingers. Stretch yourself for Mommy.”

He groaned, low and pained, as he added a second finger. The stretch burned, but his body adjusted, heat building despite himself. He worked himself open, panting, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet.

“Now the plug.” Raven’s voice was eager now, hungry. “Slide it in, baby girl. Nice and slow.”

He grabbed the plug, the metal cold against his slick fingers. He pressed the tip against himself, trembling. Then pushed.

The stretch was intense, almost too much. He gasped, the pacifier dangling against his chest as his mouth fell open. The plug slid deeper, filling him, heavy inside.

“Push it all the way.” Her command was relentless. “Take it for me.”

He did, the base settling against him with a final, humiliating press. His legs shook, the fullness overwhelming. His cock throbbed, dripping onto the floor again.

“There we are.” Raven’s voice was pure satisfaction. “My sissy baby girl, plugged and pretty. How does it feel?”

He couldn’t answer. The plug shifted with every tiny movement, pressing against something inside that made his cock ache worse. He was a mess, hard and leaking, humiliated beyond words.

“Suck the pacifier again.” Her command was soft, almost tender. “Show me you’re mine.”

He lifted the pacifier back to his mouth, sucking hard, the rhythm soothing in a twisted way. The plug, the gown, the pacifier—he was losing himself, piece by piece. His cock pulsed, desperate for release.

“Not yet, baby girl.” Raven’s amusement cut through his haze. “You’ll cum when I say. And only when I say.”

His body shuddered. Denied again, aching, plugged and dressed like a pathetic baby. He hated her, hated this, but fuck, he needed more.

A door clicked open on the far wall, deeper pink light spilling out. It looked softer, plusher, more dangerous than before. A trap he couldn’t yet see.

“Move forward, Jake.” Raven’s voice followed him, a constant shadow. “Room Three is waiting. And trust me, it gets so much worse.”

His heart pounded, the plug shifting inside as he took a step. The pacifier clicked against his teeth, the gown clung to his skin, and his cock throbbed with every crinkle of movement. What the hell was waiting for him next?


Chapter 3: Mirror of Shame

Jake stood frozen in the doorway, the thin white gown clinging to his skin. The diaper beneath crinkled with every shaky breath, the plug inside him pressing deeper as he shifted. Ahead, the next room glowed with a soft, dangerous pink light, shapes blurred in the haze.

His heart pounded. The gown brushed his thigh, and his breath caught—not from cold, but something else. Something he couldn’t name yet.

The air smelled of baby powder, faint and cloying, mixed with the sterile chill of the vault behind him. His bare feet pressed against the cold floor, a shiver racing up his legs. The pacifier dangled from the ribbon around his neck, brushing his chest with every movement.

A camera lens whirred above, adjusting with a mechanical hum. He felt it—her gaze through the glass, Raven watching, always watching. His cock twitched in the diaper, a traitor already stirring.

No words came through the speakers. Just silence. Her absence was heavier than any command, leaving him spiraling—why was he hard, why now, why here?

He clenched his fists. The plug shifted, a dull ache spreading, and he bit back a sound. He hated this, hated her, but his body didn’t care.

“Step forward, Jake.” Raven’s voice finally cut through, calm and amused, like she’d been waiting for him to crack. “Room Two is ready for you.”

His legs moved before his mind agreed. The diaper crinkled louder, the bulk forcing a slight waddle. Humiliation burned his cheeks as he crossed the threshold.

The room opened up—a vanity mirror dominated the center, framed by harsh white lights. A small table sat beneath it, covered with makeup: lipstick, blush, mascara, all neatly arranged. A long, synthetic wig hung on a stand, blonde curls spilling down, mocking him.

His stomach dropped. What the hell was this? He wasn’t doing—whatever this was.

“Welcome to The Powder Room.” Raven’s voice purred through hidden speakers. “Your puzzle awaits, baby girl.”

He glared at the mirror, his reflection staring back—tattooed arms, sharp jaw, but softened by the gown, the pacifier ribbon, the diaper’s bulge. He looked wrong. Weak.

“Look to your left.” Her tone was patient, guiding. “See the photo on the wall.”

He turned. A framed picture hung there—a woman, smiling, dolled up with perfect makeup and that same blonde wig. The goal was clear, and it made his skin crawl.

“No way.” His voice cracked, defiance thin. “I’m not doing this.”

“Oh, Jake.” Raven’s amusement was a blade, cutting deep. “You will. The door to Room Three won’t open until you match her. And the prize is now $200,000.”

His breath hitched. Two hundred grand. Double the start—enough to change everything.

He stared at the photo, then back at the mirror. His hands twitched at his sides. He could do this, get out, get paid, never speak of it again.

“Start with the lipstick.” Raven’s voice was a nudge, almost tender. “Pick it up, baby girl.”

He hesitated, then reached for the tube on the table. The plastic was smooth, cool against his fingers. He uncapped it, the sharp scent of wax hitting him.

His hand shook as he raised it to his lips. The mirror showed every tremble, every smear of red against his mouth. It felt wrong, slick, tasting faintly of chemicals.

“Look at that.” Raven’s voice dripped with delight. “You’re almost pretty, Jake. Let’s make you perfect.”

His face burned hotter. The plug pressed inside him as he shifted, a reminder of how far he’d already fallen. And yet, his cock stirred harder in the diaper, pressing against the padding.

He hated it. Hated how the red on his lips made his reflection softer, stranger. Hated how his body reacted, leaking already, warm and wet against the diaper’s inside.

“Blush next.” Raven’s command was relentless. “Cheeks nice and rosy for Mommy.”

He grabbed the compact, the brush soft in his grip. He swiped it across his cheeks, the powder cool, a faint cloud of scent rising. The mirror showed pink blooming on his face, humiliatingly girlish.

His cock throbbed. Why? Why did this make him ache?

“Good girl.” Raven’s praise sliced through him, warm and sharp. “Now the wig. Put it on.”

He reached for the blonde curls, the synthetic strands itching as they brushed his fingers. He pulled it over his head, adjusting it, the weight tickling his neck. In the mirror, he looked—unrecognizable.

His breath came faster. The gown, the makeup, the wig—he wasn’t Jake anymore. Not the escape room champ, not the tattooed badass.

“Turn your head.” Raven’s voice was a whisper now, intimate. “Let me see my sissy baby girl.”

He turned, slow, the wig shifting, the diaper crinkling. The camera above zoomed in, a red light blinking. She was watching every detail, drinking in his shame.

His cock leaked more, the warmth spreading in the diaper. He pressed his thighs together, trying to hide it. But the plug moved, pressing deeper, and a low moan slipped out.

“Aw, listen to that.” Raven’s tone was mocking, maternal. “Is baby girl getting wet already? Not just her diaper, hmm?”

He wanted to scream, to rip the wig off, to run. But the door was locked, the money was waiting, and his body—fuck, his body wanted more. The humiliation fed it, fueled it.

“Touch the front of your diaper.” Her command was sudden, sharp. “Feel how hard you are for me.”

His hand moved before he could stop it. He pressed his palm against the padding, the crinkle loud, the heat of his erection obvious through the thick layer. A shudder ran through him.

“Rub it.” Raven’s voice was a purr, unrelenting. “Nice and slow, baby girl. Show Mommy how much you love this.”

He rubbed, slow circles through the diaper, the friction maddening. His cock throbbed harder, leaking steadily now, the wetness pooling against the padding. His hips bucked, just once, involuntary.

“Stop.” Her word was a whip, cutting him off. “Hands off. Baby girls don’t cum without permission.”

He groaned, pulling his hand away, trembling. His cock ached, denied again, the plug inside making every pulse worse. He was a mess, panting, red-lipped, blonde-wigged, diapered.

“Look in the mirror.” Raven’s tone softened, but the edge remained. “See what you’ve become for me.”

He looked. The reflection hit like a punch—pink cheeks, smeared lipstick, curls framing his face. A sissy, a baby, not a man.

His cock twitched harder. Shame and arousal twisted tight, choking him. He couldn’t look away.

“Say it.” Raven’s voice was a demand, quiet but firm. “Tell Mommy what you are.”

He swallowed, lips trembling, the taste of lipstick bitter. “I’m… I’m your sissy baby girl.”

The words burned. His face flamed hotter, but his cock pulsed, leaking more into the diaper. He was disgusting, pathetic, and so fucking hard.

“Good girl.” Raven’s praise was a caress, sickeningly sweet. “You’re learning. Now adjust the wig—make it perfect.”

He reached up, fingers shaking, smoothing the curls. The mirror showed every move, every humiliating detail. The diaper sagged slightly, heavy with his precum, crinkling with each shift.

The plug pressed deeper as he moved. A sharp jolt hit inside, right against that spot, and he gasped. His knees nearly buckled.

“Careful, baby girl.” Raven’s amusement was back, sharp and knowing. “Don’t make a mess yet. We’ve got so much more to play with.”

He clenched his jaw, fighting the sensation. The gown clung to his sweaty skin, the wig itched, the lipstick smeared as he bit his lip. He was falling apart, piece by piece.

“Check the photo again.” Raven’s voice guided him, relentless. “Match every detail. Then the door opens.”

He stared at the woman in the frame—perfect blush, neat curls, red lips. He adjusted the wig again, wiped a smudge of lipstick with a trembling thumb. The mirror showed him closer, too close, to her image.

His reflection was wrong. Soft, feminine, weak. His cock ached worse, betraying him with every second.

“Almost there.” Raven’s tone was approving, teasing. “One last touch—mascara. Make those eyes pop for Mommy.”

He grabbed the wand, the brush sticky with black. He leaned into the mirror, dragging it across his lashes, clumsy but careful. The weight of it, the darkness framing his eyes—it pushed him further from himself.

“Beautiful.” Raven’s voice was a whisper, intimate through the speakers. “Look at my pretty sissy. So close to perfect.”

His chest tightened. The plug, the diaper, the makeup—he was drowning in it. And still, his cock throbbed, desperate, humiliated.

“Step back.” Her command was soft but firm. “Let me see the whole picture.”

He stepped back, the diaper crinkling loud, the gown shifting against his thighs. The mirror showed it all—blonde curls, painted face, pacifier ribbon, the faint bulge of his erection under the thin fabric. He looked like a doll, a toy, a pathetic baby girl.

His face burned. His cock leaked more, the warmth spreading further in the diaper. He couldn’t stop staring at himself.

A click sounded behind the mirror. A panel slid open, revealing a small slot. Something shimmered inside—another piece to this sick game.

“Reach in, Jake.” Raven’s voice was eager now, hungry. “A little reward for my good girl.”

He hesitated, then stepped forward, the plug shifting with every move. He reached into the slot, fingers brushing something soft, silky. He pulled it out—a pair of pink lace panties, delicate and humiliating.

His stomach twisted. More? He couldn’t handle more.

“Put them on over the diaper.” Raven’s tone left no room for argument. “Show me how pretty my baby girl can be.”

He unfolded the panties, the lace scratching lightly against his skin. He bent down, the plug pressing hard as he stepped into them, pulling the fabric up over the bulky diaper. The lace stretched tight, outlining the padding, making it worse.

“Turn around.” Her command was quick, sharp. “Let Mommy see.”

He turned, slow, the crinkle mixing with the faint rustle of lace. The camera whirred, zooming in again. He felt exposed, dissected under her gaze.

“Perfect.” Raven’s voice was pure satisfaction. “Look how sweet you are, baby girl. All dolled up for me.”

His cock throbbed harder, the lace and padding trapping the heat. He hated how much he ached, how the humiliation fed it. His hands clenched at his sides, desperate for relief she wouldn’t give.

“Now touch again.” Her voice was a lure, dangerous. “Through the panties, through the diaper. Feel what you’ve become.”

He pressed his hand against the lace, the crinkle loud, the heat of his erection burning through. He rubbed once, twice, a low groan slipping out. His hips jerked, the plug hitting that spot, pushing him closer.

“Stop.” Raven’s word snapped him back, cruel and final. “No cumming yet. Baby girls wait for permission.”

He pulled his hand away, panting, trembling. His cock pulsed, denied again, the wetness pooling heavier in the diaper. He was a wreck, aching, dressed like this, plugged and painted.

“Look in the mirror one last time.” Raven’s tone was soft, almost tender. “See my sissy baby girl, so close to breaking.”

He looked. The reflection was a stranger—blonde wig, mascara-dark eyes, red lips, pink lace over a bulging diaper. Unrecognizable, and disturbingly alluring.

His breath caught. His cock twitched, leaking more, the shame and arousal choking him. Who the hell was he now?

A loud click echoed through the room. The door on the far wall swung open, deeper pink light spilling out, softer and more dangerous than before. Another trap waiting.

“Move forward, Jake.” Raven’s voice followed, a shadow he couldn’t shake. “Room Three has something even prettier for my baby girl.”

His heart raced. The plug shifted as he took a step, the lace scratched, the diaper crinkled. Whatever was next, he wasn’t ready—but his body was already saying yes.


Chapter 4: Padded and Powerless

Jake stood at the threshold of Room Three, the deeper pink light washing over him. The diaper crinkled with every shallow breath. His heart hammered, the lace panties over the padding scratching his skin, the plug inside him a constant, humiliating weight.

He took a step forward. The door behind him clicked shut, sealing him in. No way back now.

The room was stark, almost clinical, but drenched in pastel hues. Soft pink walls, a faint scent of baby powder lingering in the air. In the center, a low table held a stack of thick, white diapers, a bottle of powder, and a neatly folded onesie—pale pink with white ruffles along the edges.

He froze. His tattoos, his muscles, his whole damn identity felt miles away. This couldn’t be real.

“Welcome, baby girl.” Raven’s voice purred through hidden speakers, calm and amused. “Room Three: The Padded Cell. Let’s make you comfy.”

His stomach twisted. The prize money flashed in his mind—$400K if he made it through. He couldn’t quit now.

“Look at you, still clinging to that silly gown.” Her tone dripped with mock pity. “Baby girls don’t need big boy clothes. Take it off.”

He glanced down at the thin hospital gown, the only thing left of his dignity. His hands hesitated at the ties. The room felt colder suddenly, a sharp chill biting at his exposed legs.

“Now, Jake.” Her voice sharpened just enough to cut. “Or do I turn the temperature down further?”

His fingers fumbled, loosening the ties. The gown slipped off his shoulders, pooling at his feet. Goosebumps prickled his skin, the lace panties and diaper doing nothing to shield him from the cold.

“Better.” Raven’s approval was a warm hum. “Step over to the table. Let’s get you properly dressed.”

He moved, the diaper crinkling loud with every step. The bulk forced his thighs apart, a humiliating waddle he couldn’t hide. The plug shifted inside, pressing against him, a cruel reminder of how far he’d fallen.

He reached the table. The stack of diapers stared back at him, thick and infantilizing. The powder bottle sat beside them, a faint cloud of it already dusting the surface.

“Take off the old diaper.” Raven’s command was casual, like she was asking him to pass the salt. “You’ve been in that one long enough.”

His face burned. He hooked his thumbs under the lace panties, sliding them down first, then tugged at the diaper tapes. The ripping sound echoed, obscene in the quiet room.

The padding fell away, leaving him bare except for the plug. Cold air hit his skin, his cock twitching despite the shame. He hated that—hated how his body kept betraying him.

“Good girl.” Raven’s voice softened, but the mockery was still there. “Now, lie down on the table. Let’s get you fresh and clean.”

He hesitated. The table was low, padded with a soft, pink mat. Lying down meant surrender, meant letting this game sink deeper into him.

The temperature dropped again. His teeth chattered, the cold seeping into his bones. No choice.

He climbed onto the table, lying back, the mat cool against his skin. His legs dangled off the edge, the plug pressing harder as his weight shifted. He stared at the ceiling, heart racing, waiting for her next move.

“Spread your legs, baby girl.” Raven’s tone was maternal, teasing. “Mommy needs to take care of you.”

His cheeks flamed. He parted his thighs, the vulnerability choking him. He was a grown man, an escape room champ, not some helpless infant.

He heard a faint whirring. A camera zoomed in—he could feel her gaze through the lens. Every inch of him exposed, cataloged, owned.

“Such a pretty sight.” Her laughter was light, cutting. “Now, let’s get that diaper on. Lift your hips.”

He obeyed, lifting himself slightly. The plug shifted again, a sharp jolt of pressure making him gasp. He bit his lip, trying to stay silent.

She didn’t miss it. “Oh, does that feel good, sissy?” Her voice was a taunt. “Don’t worry, we’ll play with that soon.”

A mechanical arm descended from the ceiling, holding a fresh diaper. It unfolded with a loud crinkle, the sound filling the room. The arm positioned it under him, the plastic backing brushing his skin.

“Lower yourself.” Raven’s command was firm. He sank down, the padding soft but bulky beneath him. The crinkle was relentless, a constant reminder of what he’d become.

The arm moved again, dusting powder over him. A white cloud rose, the sweet scent hitting his nose. It settled on his skin, cool and silky, as the arm folded the diaper up between his legs.

He tensed. The padding pressed against his cock, trapping it, the sensation maddening. He was already half-hard, the shame feeding into it.

“Tapes now.” Raven’s voice was almost singsong. The arm secured the diaper, the ripping sound of the adhesive loud and final. Snug, thick, inescapable.

He shifted slightly. The crinkle screamed in the silence. His face burned hotter, knowing she heard it too.

“Sit up.” Her tone shifted, businesslike. “Time for your onesie, baby girl.”

He sat, the diaper forcing his thighs apart again. The plug pressed deeper with the movement, a low groan slipping out before he could stop it. His cock throbbed in the padding, trapped and aching.

The mechanical arm returned, holding the pink onesie. It was ruffled, childish, the kind of thing no grown man should ever touch. He stared at it, dread pooling low.

“Arms up.” Raven’s command left no room for argument. He raised his arms, trembling from the cold and the humiliation. The arm slipped the onesie over his head, the soft fabric sliding down his torso.

The ruffles tickled his neck. The snaps at the crotch dangled, teasing what came next. He felt smaller already, diminished.

“Stand up.” Her voice was a pull he couldn’t resist. He slid off the table, the diaper crinkling with every move. The onesie hung loose until the arm reached down, snapping the crotch closed with quick, sharp clicks.

The fabric pulled tight. The diaper’s bulk pushed against the onesie, outlining every humiliating curve. He couldn’t look down—couldn’t face it.

“Turn around.” Raven’s tone was hungry now. “Show Mommy her pretty baby girl.”

He turned, slow, the crinkle and the ruffles mocking him. The camera whirred again, zooming in. He felt her eyes everywhere, stripping him further.

“Perfect.” Her satisfaction was a blade. “Look at you, all padded and powerless. My little sissy doll.”

His cock twitched hard in the diaper. The warmth of precum spread, a tiny betrayal he couldn’t hide. His hands clenched at his sides, desperate for control he didn’t have.

“Feel that?” Raven’s voice dropped low, intimate. “Your body knows what you are, even if you don’t. Touch it, baby girl. Through the onesie.”

He hesitated. His hand hovered, trembling. The cold bit at his fingertips, but the heat in the diaper was worse.

“Do it.” Her command snapped through the speakers. He pressed his palm against the front of the onesie, the crinkle loud, the padding warm under his touch.

His cock pulsed. The pressure built, humiliating and undeniable. He rubbed once, a shaky breath escaping.

“Harder.” Raven’s voice was a lure. “Feel what a good sissy you are.”

He pressed harder, the crinkle filling the room. His hips jerked, the plug hitting that spot inside, pushing him closer. He groaned, low and broken, the sound pathetic even to his own ears.

“Stop.” Her word cut through, sharp and cold. “No cumming yet. Baby girls wait for Mommy’s permission.”

He yanked his hand away, panting. His cock throbbed, leaking more, the wetness spreading in the diaper. Denied again, the ache was a physical pain.

“Look at that.” Raven’s laughter was soft, cruel. “Leaking already? Such a pathetic little thing.”

His face burned. He couldn’t meet the camera’s gaze, couldn’t face her amusement. The shame twisted with the arousal, choking him.

“Step over to the mirror.” Her tone softened, but the command was still there. “See my baby girl for yourself.”

He shuffled forward, the diaper forcing that waddle again. The mirror on the far wall reflected it all—pink onesie, ruffled edges, blonde wig still tangled from the last room, mascara smudged under his eyes. He looked broken, small, nothing like the man who’d walked in.

His cock throbbed harder. The sight of himself like this—padded, feminized, powerless—fed the heat. He hated it, hated how much he wanted relief.

“Beautiful.” Raven’s voice was a caress through the speakers. “See how perfect you are like this? My little sissy baby.”

He swallowed hard. The prize money felt further away, even as it doubled in his mind. $400K—but at what cost?

“Now, feel that plug.” Her tone shifted, playful but dangerous. “Shift your weight. Let it remind you who you belong to.”

He shifted, the plug pressing deep, a sharp jolt making him gasp. His cock leaked again, the diaper growing warmer, heavier. He bit down on nothing, trying to stay quiet.

“Good girl.” Raven’s praise hit deeper than it should have. “You’re learning. Soon, you’ll beg for more.”

His breath hitched. The idea of begging, of sinking further, terrified him. But his body—his damn body—was already halfway there.

“Let’s play a little.” Her voice was a tease now. “There’s a toy in the corner. Fetch it for Mommy.”

He turned, spotting a small pink box in the far corner. Every step crinkled, the onesie rubbing against his skin, the plug shifting with each move. He bent down, the pressure inside spiking, a low moan slipping out.

He grabbed the box. Inside was a small, vibrating butt plug, smaller than the one he wore but with a telltale button on the base. His stomach dropped.

“Bring it back to the table.” Raven’s command was smooth, expectant. “We’re going to switch toys, baby girl. Something with a little buzz.”

His hands shook as he carried it back. The cold bit at his fingers, but the heat in the diaper was worse, the precum pooling, the ache building. He set the box down, waiting for her next move.

“Lie back down.” Her tone was firm. “Legs spread. Let’s get that old plug out.”

He climbed onto the table again, spreading his thighs. The snaps on the onesie popped open, the mechanical arm loosening the diaper tapes just enough to expose him. The cold air hit, his cock twitching, half-hard and humiliatingly wet.

The arm moved, gripping the base of the plug. It tugged slowly, the stretch burning, a sharp gasp tearing from his throat. The plug slid free, leaving him empty, vulnerable.

“Such a good girl.” Raven’s voice was warm, approving. “Now, let’s try the new one. Relax for Mommy.”

The arm applied cold lube, the slickness shocking against his skin. Then the new plug pressed in, smaller but firm, stretching him again. He groaned, the intrusion humiliating, the sensation too much.

It slid into place. The arm secured the diaper back over him, the crinkle loud, the padding trapping the heat. Then a faint click—the vibrator hummed to life.

His hips jerked. The buzz was low but relentless, hitting that spot inside, his cock throbbing hard in the diaper. He panted, hands gripping the table edges, trying to hold on.

“Feel that, baby girl?” Raven’s laughter was soft, cutting. “Just a taste. We’ll turn it up later.”

The vibration pulsed, steady, pushing him closer. His cock leaked more, the warmth spreading, the diaper growing heavier. He was a mess, trembling, dressed like this, buzzing inside.

“Stop fighting it.” Her voice was a whisper now, intimate. “You’re mine, sissy. Every inch of you.”

His breath caught. The vibration, the padding, the ruffles—it was too much. He was slipping, losing ground, losing himself.

A loud click echoed through the room. The far wall slid open, revealing another doorway, this one framed in soft lavender light. Something worse waited there, he knew it.

“Move forward, baby girl.” Raven’s voice followed, inescapable. “Room Four has a new game for my pretty sissy—and a bigger prize.”

He stood, shaky, the diaper crinkling, the vibration buzzing low inside. Escape felt further than ever, the money a distant dream. But his body—his traitor body—pushed him toward the next trap.


Chapter 5: High Chair Humiliation

Jake was already in the high chair when the reality of Room Four sank in. The oversized seat loomed over him, bolted to the pastel-tiled floor, its pink tray locked tight across his lap. His legs dangled uselessly, the thick diaper crinkling loud with every twitch, the buzzing plug still humming low inside him from the last room.

He tugged at the tray. It didn’t budge. A cold sweat prickled his neck under the itchy wig, the synthetic strands pulling at his scalp with every turn of his head.

Above the tray sat a bottle of warm milk, a soft rubber nipple gleaming under the nursery-themed lights. A bib—bright pink with cartoon bunnies—hung around his neck, the fabric brushing his chest through the ruffled onesie. He could still taste the faint cherry of the lipstick Raven had forced on him two rooms ago, a bitter reminder on his lips.

“Welcome to the feeding station, baby girl.” Raven’s voice purred through the hidden speakers, calm and amused. “That door won’t open until the bottle is empty.”

His stomach twisted. He stared at the bottle, the milky liquid sloshing inside. Drinking it meant sinking deeper into this twisted game, but the prize—$800K now—flashed in his mind like a neon sign.

He reached for it. His tattooed arm looked absurd against the pastel backdrop, a stark contrast to the sissy hell he was trapped in. The bottle was warm in his grip, heavier than it looked.

“Drink up, Jake.” Raven’s tone dipped, maternal but merciless. “Mommy’s watching.”

His face burned. He glanced up, catching the glint of tinted glass in the corner. She was there, always there, her gaze a weight he couldn’t shake.

He pressed the nipple to his lips. Hesitated. Then sucked.

Warm milk flooded his mouth, sweet and thick, spilling past his lips before he could swallow. It dribbled down his chin, hot and sticky, pooling on the bib. His cheeks flamed hotter with every clumsy gulp.

The diaper crinkled as he shifted in the chair. The bulk forced his thighs apart, the plastic backing slick against his skin from the precum he’d leaked earlier. His cock twitched, traitorously hard, the padding rubbing against him with every move.

“Look at you, baby girl.” Raven’s laughter was soft, cutting. “So messy already.”

He choked on the next sip. Milk splattered down his chin again, dripping onto the tray. His hands shook, the bottle nearly slipping from his grip.

His cock throbbed harder. The buzzing plug pulsed inside, relentless, hitting that spot that made his hips jerk involuntarily. He bit back a moan, the warmth spreading in the diaper, his shame and arousal tangling tighter.

“Keep going.” Raven’s voice was a tease now. “Finish every drop for Mommy.”

He sucked harder. Milk flowed faster, the warmth coating his throat, more spilling down his chin. The bib was soaked, clinging to his chest, the onesie’s ruffles brushing his thighs as he squirmed.

The plug buzzed on, driving him insane. His cock strained against the padding, the friction unbearable, precum soaking the diaper more with every second. He was close—too close—his breath hitching in sharp, desperate gasps.

“Not yet, baby girl.” Raven’s tone snapped him back, sharp and final. “You haven’t earned that.”

He groaned, low and broken. The edge was right there, his body trembling, but her words locked him in place. He was aching, denied, the heat pooling unbearable in the diaper.

He forced another gulp. The bottle was half-empty now, milk still dripping down his chin, the bib a mess of wet spots. His legs dangled helplessly, the high chair making him feel smaller, weaker, every crinkle a reminder of what he’d become.

Raven stayed silent for a moment. The quiet was worse—her absence a pressure, knowing she watched every pathetic move through that glass. His face burned hotter under her invisible stare.

“Good girl, Jake.” Her voice finally broke through, warm with approval. “Finish every drop for me.”

His cock twitched hard at the praise. The betrayal loop hit full force—shame, arousal, self-loathing, then more arousal. He hated how her words made him leak even more into the padding.

He tilted the bottle higher. Milk rushed in, choking him again, spilling over his lips. He coughed, the sticky warmth coating his chin, the bib useless now against the mess.

The plug buzzed harder suddenly. His hips bucked, a sharp gasp tearing from his throat. The diaper crinkled loud, the padding rubbing his throbbing cock, pushing him closer again.

“No, no, sissy.” Raven’s amusement cut through. “Hold it in. Baby girls don’t get to cum without permission.”

He whimpered. The denial stung, his body screaming for release, the diaper warm and heavy with his precum. He gripped the bottle tighter, desperate to finish and escape this chair.

Sip after sip, the milk dwindled. His chin was a sticky mess, the bib soaked through, the onesie’s fabric clinging to his chest where droplets had fallen. Every swallow felt like surrender, but the prize—the money—kept him going.

The last drop hit his tongue. He pulled the nipple away, panting, milk still dripping from his lips. The tray felt like a cage, his legs still dangling, useless and small.

A loud click echoed through the room. The tray loosened, the lock releasing with a mechanical whir. He pushed it up, his arms shaky, the bib sticking to his skin as he moved.

“Well done, baby girl.” Raven’s voice was pure honey now, dripping with pride. “$800K is yours—if you keep being a good sissy for Mommy.”

His breath caught. The money was insane, a lifeline, but her words—‘good sissy’—burrowed into his mind, twisting something deep. His cock throbbed again, the diaper a constant, humiliating weight.

He slid down from the high chair. The diaper crinkled with the movement, the bulk forcing a waddle as his feet hit the floor. The plug buzzed on, a cruel reminder inside him, keeping him on edge.

Raven’s silence returned. He glanced at the tinted glass, knowing she saw everything—his messy chin, the soaked bib, the bulge in his diaper he couldn’t hide. His face burned, the shame a physical heat.

The door on the far wall slid open. Soft lavender light spilled out, framing the next nightmare. His stomach dropped, knowing whatever waited there would be worse.

“Move forward, Jake.” Raven’s voice was back, inescapable. “Room Five has a special treat for my pretty girl.”

He hesitated. The prize flashed again—$800K now, doubling with every room. Greed pushed him, even as his body screamed from the denial, the plug, the padding.

He took a step. The diaper crinkled, the ruffles of the onesie brushing his thighs, the wig tugging at his scalp. Every detail screamed sissy, screamed baby, screamed broken.

But his cock stayed hard. The betrayal loop spun tighter—every humiliation made him ache more, made him leak more. He hated it, hated himself, but couldn’t stop.

Raven’s laughter echoed softly through the speakers. It was light, amused, a sound that cut deeper than any command. It lingered in his ears, a taunt he couldn’t shake.

He reached the doorway. The lavender light bathed him, cool against his sticky skin. Whatever was next, he knew it would strip another layer of who he used to be.

His hand gripped the frame. The plug buzzed harder for a split second, making him gasp, his knees buckling. It wasn’t just a toy—it was her control, her reminder, and it wouldn’t stop.

He stepped through. The door hissed shut behind him, locking with a final click. Raven’s presence followed, unseen but everywhere, her game tightening around him like a noose.


Chapter 6: Naming the Baby

Jake stood frozen in the lavender light of Room Five. The door had hissed shut behind him, sealing him into this new nightmare. The air was thick with the scent of baby powder, lavender, and the lingering sticky sweetness of milk on his chin.

His diaper crinkled with the slightest shift. The bulk between his thighs forced a humiliating waddle, the plastic backing warm against his skin. The plug inside him buzzed low, a constant torment, keeping his cock half-hard despite the shame.

Raven’s voice purred through hidden speakers. “Welcome to the Name Game, baby girl. To unlock the next door, you must choose your new name—and answer to it from now on.”

His stomach dropped. A new name? Another piece of Jake stripped away.

A large screen flickered to life on the far wall. Pink cursive letters scrolled across it, each name more infantilizing than the last: Bunny, Sweetie, Junie, Lollipop, Cupcake. His face burned as he read them, the wig tickling his neck, the ruffles of the onesie brushing his thighs.

“Pick one,” Raven commanded, her tone amused but firm. “And every time you answer to ‘Jake’ instead, an hour gets added to the clock. Choose wisely, sissy.”

He clenched his fists. The betrayal loop hit hard—shame at the names, arousal at her control, self-loathing for feeling it, then more heat pooling low. His cock twitched in the diaper, pathetic and unstoppable.

The screen pulsed, waiting. He stepped closer, the diaper crinkling loud in the silent room. His fingers hovered over the cold glass, the scent of lavender growing stronger, making his head swim.

Bunny was too cutesy. Sweetie felt like a taunt. Junie… it stuck in his mind, soft and small, like a whisper of who he wasn’t supposed to be.

He tapped the screen. “Junie” glowed brighter, locking in. His throat tightened, the weight of it pressing down.

“Say it,” Raven ordered, her voice a velvet blade. “Let me hear your new name, Junie.”

“Junie,” he whispered. The silence swallowed the word, but it echoed in his skull. So small, so wrong, so… fitting.

His cheeks burned hotter. Shame surged, then arousal—his cock hardening fully now, tenting the diaper. He hated himself for it, but the heat grew, precum leaking into the padding.

“Good girl,” Raven cooed. “Say it again, Junie. Let me hear your new name.”

“Junie,” he repeated, louder this time. The word felt heavier, like it was rewriting him. The plug buzzed harder for a moment, making him gasp, his hips jerking involuntarily.

Raven laughed softly. “Look at you. So pathetic. So perfectly mine.”

That word—pathetic—hit like a stroke. It was warm, intimate, a twisted caress. His cock throbbed harder, the diaper crinkling as he shifted, the betrayal loop spinning again: shame, arousal, self-hatred, more aching need.

“Sit down, Junie,” Raven instructed. A small pink chair sat in the center of the room, child-sized, with a fluffy cushion. The scent of baby powder wafted from it, sharp and humiliating.

He hesitated. The money flashed in his mind—$800K now, doubling again if he made it through. But the thought felt… distant, less urgent, like it was slipping under the weight of “Junie.”

He lowered himself onto the chair. The diaper squished under him, the padding warm and thick, the plastic crinkling loud. The plug pressed deeper, sending a jolt through him, his breath hitching.

Raven’s voice returned. “Good sissy. Now, let’s make sure Junie remembers who she is.”

A mechanical whir sounded above. A panel in the ceiling opened, and a robotic arm descended, holding something small and pink. He squinted—a pacifier, glittering with tiny rhinestones, the nipple shiny and new.

His stomach twisted. The last pacifier had been removed after Room Three, pulled from his mouth during a quick diaper check. Now, this new one dangled like a taunt.

“Open wide, Junie,” Raven said, her tone dripping with amusement. “Baby girls need their paci to feel safe.”

He shook his head, lips pressed tight. But the arm moved closer, the pacifier brushing his mouth, the rubbery scent mixing with the lavender and lingering milk on his skin. The betrayal loop struck again—shame at the object, arousal at her command, self-loathing for wanting to obey, then more heat in his diaper.

“Open,” she repeated, sharper now. The screen flashed a warning: “Refusal adds 30 minutes to the clock.” His resolve cracked, greed and desperation mixing with the haze of arousal.

His lips parted. The pacifier slipped in, the nipple clicking against his teeth, filling his mouth. He closed around it, the rubber taste bitter, the humiliation searing.

“Good girl, Junie,” Raven praised. Her words sent a shiver down his spine. His cock pulsed, leaking more into the diaper, the warmth spreading against his skin.

The robotic arm retreated. But then, a second whir sounded. Another panel opened, and a different arm descended—this one holding a small, sleek remote.

His eyes widened. The plug inside him buzzed once, hard, as if in warning. He whimpered around the pacifier, the sound muffled and pathetic.

“Let’s play a game within the game,” Raven said, her voice a wicked purr. “Every time you suck on that paci, I’ll turn up the vibration. Show Mommy how much Junie loves her new name.”

He froze. The betrayal loop hit faster—shame at the idea, arousal at her control, hatred for his body’s reaction, then more throbbing need. His cock strained against the diaper, the padding rubbing with every tiny shift.

“Suck, Junie,” she urged. The remote clicked audibly through the speakers. The plug buzzed stronger, making him jolt in the chair, a muffled moan escaping around the pacifier.

He couldn’t stop it. His lips moved, sucking instinctively on the nipple. The vibration ramped up, hitting his prostate just right, sending waves of humiliating pleasure through him.

“That’s it,” Raven murmured. “Such a good baby girl. Keep going.”

He sucked harder. The plug pulsed, relentless, driving him closer to the edge. His hips squirmed, the diaper crinkling loud, the warmth of his precum pooling inside the padding.

The scent of baby powder grew stronger as he moved. The lavender in the room mixed with the sticky milk still on his chin, creating a sickeningly sweet haze. Every sense was overwhelmed, drowning him in this new reality.

“Faster, Junie,” Raven commanded. Her voice was a drug, pulling him deeper. He obeyed, sucking rapidly, the pacifier clicking in his mouth, the vibration now a constant hum against his prostate.

His cock throbbed harder. The diaper felt tighter, the padding soaked with his arousal. Shame burned through him, but the arousal overpowered it, his body betraying him again—self-loathing hit, then more desperate need.

He was close. Too close. His muffled gasps filled the room, the pacifier muffling his desperation, the chair creaking under his squirming weight.

“No cumming yet, sissy,” Raven warned, her tone amused but firm. The vibration dropped suddenly, leaving him teetering on the edge. He whined, hips bucking, the diaper crinkling pathetically.

“Look at baby girl leaking already,” she teased. “So desperate in her little diaper. Pathetic little Junie.”

Her words sliced through him. The betrayal loop spun tighter—shame at her mockery, arousal at her attention, hatred for his reaction, then more aching heat. His cock pulsed, a fresh spurt of precum soaking the padding.

The screen flickered again. A new message appeared: “Repeat after me, Junie. Say, ‘I’m Junie, Mommy’s good sissy.’”

He shook his head, the pacifier still in his mouth. But the remote clicked, and the plug buzzed hard for a split second, making him yelp. The warning on the screen flashed: “Refusal adds another 30 minutes.”

He pulled the pacifier out, the wet pop loud in the quiet room. His voice shook. “I’m Junie, Mommy’s good sissy.”

The words felt like acid. Shame crashed over him, but his cock throbbed harder, the diaper warm and heavy with his betrayal. Self-loathing burned, then more arousal—he couldn’t stop it.

“Again,” Raven ordered, her voice a warm taunt. “Louder, Junie. Let it sink in.”

“I’m Junie, Mommy’s good sissy,” he said, louder this time. The name echoed in his ears, rewriting him with every syllable. His face burned, but his body ached, the plug buzzing low as a cruel reward.

“Good girl,” Raven purred. “Put the paci back in. Let’s keep training my little baby.”

He obeyed, the pacifier slipping back into his mouth. The rubber taste was bitter, the scent of baby powder and lavender choking him. The betrayal loop hit again—shame at his compliance, arousal at her praise, hatred for himself, then more leaking into the diaper.

The vibration stayed low now, just enough to keep him on edge. His cock strained against the padding, the warmth inside spreading with every tiny movement. He sucked on the pacifier, each pull a humiliating surrender.

Raven’s silence returned for a moment. He sat there, frozen in the tiny chair, the diaper squishing under him, the onesie’s ruffles tickling his skin. The name “Junie” hung in the air, heavier than the prize money, heavier than the $800K that felt so far away now.

Did he even care about the money anymore? The thought startled him. It wasn’t greed driving him now—it was something else, something smaller, needier, something that answered to “Junie.”

His breath hitched around the pacifier. The screen stayed lit, the name glowing in pink cursive, mocking him. The scent of milk on his chin mixed with the lavender, grounding him in this twisted reality.

Raven’s voice broke the silence. “You’re doing so well, Junie. Let’s see how much more of Jake we can erase.”

Her words were a punch. He sat there, immobile, the diaper crinkling with his shallow breaths, the plug a constant reminder inside him. Was Jake already gone for good?


Chapter 7: Flood of Surrender

Jake sat frozen in the tiny chair, the diaper squishing beneath him. The pacifier rested in his mouth, rubber bitter against his tongue.

He sucked lightly—instinct, not choice.

The onesie’s ruffles brushed his thighs, pink and mocking. His breath hitched, the crinkle of the padding echoing in the quiet room.

The name “Junie” glowed on the screen in cursive pink. It burned into his eyes, heavier than ever.

A shadow moved behind the tinted glass. Raven—always watching, always perfect.

Her silhouette was sharp, pale skin and dark hair barely visible. He remembered her scent, lavender and control, lingering from earlier rooms.

His gut clenched at the thought. Not shame, just raw wrongness twisting in his chest.

Her voice purred through the speakers. “Time for Room 6, Junie. Stand up.”

He stood. The diaper sagged, heavy with precum, forcing a waddle.

The screen flickered off. A door clicked open on the far wall.

He shuffled forward, legs spread by the bulk. Every step crinkled, a pathetic soundtrack to his descent.

The new room was stark, tiled in cold white. A table held six bottles of water, each labeled “Drink Me.”

No bathroom. Not even a hint of one.

A puzzle board hung on the wall, covered in locks and dials. Instructions glowed on a small screen: “Solve in 4 hours. Drink to stay hydrated.”

His stomach dropped. Four hours, no relief, just water.

Raven’s voice returned, amused. “Better start drinking, baby girl. Puzzles are thirsty work.”

He grabbed a bottle, unscrewed the cap. The first sip was cold, too much, filling him already.

He set it down, eyeing the puzzle. Numbers, symbols, a mess of logic—his old strength, back when he was Jake.

Jake. The name felt distant, like a stranger’s.

He shook it off, focusing on the board. His fingers worked a dial, solving the first lock in ten minutes.

Pride flickered—old, fleeting. Then his bladder twinged.

He ignored it, grabbed another bottle. Drank.

Half an hour passed. The pressure built, low and urgent.

He shifted, diaper crinkling loud. His cock twitched, half-hard from the plug still inside, a constant reminder.

Raven’s voice cut in. “Drink more, Junie. Don’t get dehydrated.”

He obeyed, downing another bottle. The cold liquid hit his gut, worsening the ache.

Hour one ticked by. Two locks down, four to go.

His bladder screamed now. He pressed his thighs together, wincing at the padding’s bulk.

No way he’d hold it four hours. Not with more water waiting.

He solved another lock, hands shaking. Sweat beaded on his forehead.

Hour two dragged. The pressure was unbearable, a tight knot below his stomach.

He glanced at the bottles—three left. Raven’s voice nudged. “Keep drinking, sissy.”

He drank. The water pushed him closer to breaking.

His cock throbbed, the betrayal biting deep. Why did this make him hard?

Hour three hit. He couldn’t focus, hands fumbling on the last lock.

The knot snapped. Warmth surged, unstoppable.

It spread through the diaper, hot and slow at first. Then a flood, soaking the padding, pooling around his cock.

His face burned. Something ugly twisted in his chest.

The plastic backing trapped the heat against his skin. Every inch felt drenched, heavy, wrong.

He stood there, frozen. The crinkle turned wet, a squish with every tiny shift.

Raven’s voice purred, warm and taunting. “There she is. Does Junie need a change? Ask nicely.”

His skin prickled with self-disgust. But his cock pulsed harder, tenting the soaked diaper.

He swallowed, voice small. “Please, Mommy, can Junie have a change?”

“Good girl.” Her tone dripped approval, slicing through him.

A door hissed open. Raven stepped in—real, physical, inescapable.

She was pale perfection, dark hair pulled tight, eyes sharp behind thin glasses. Her black dress hugged every curve, tailored and cruel.

Latex gloves snapped onto her hands. The sound echoed, a promise.

“Lie down, Junie.” She pointed to a padded mat on the floor.

He shuffled over, diaper squishing with each step. Laid down, ruffles bunching under him.

She knelt beside him, movements slow, deliberate. Her gloved hand pressed the front of the diaper.

“Such a wet little sissy.” Her fingers lingered, tracing the bulge of his cock through the padding.

He gasped. The touch was electric, even through the soaked layers.

She peeled the tapes open, one by one. The wet pop filled the room.

Cool air hit his skin as she lifted the front flap. His cock sprang free, rock hard, glistening with precum.

“Look at this.” She smirked, gloved fingers hovering over his shaft. “Baby girl’s so excited.”

He bit his lip. Couldn’t look at her.

Her hand wrapped around him, slow and firm. A single stroke, base to tip.

He moaned, hips jerking. The plug inside shifted, pressing his prostate.

“Not yet, Junie.” She pulled back, leaving him throbbing in the open air.

She grabbed a wipe, cold against his skin. Dragged it over his cock, slow, teasing.

He twitched under her touch. Every nerve screamed for more.

She cleaned him thoroughly, fingers brushing his shaft with every pass. “Such a messy girl.”

Powder came next, a soft cloud dusting his skin. Her palm pressed down, spreading it, grazing his cock.

He whimpered. The diaper crinkled as she unfolded a fresh one.

She slid it under him, lifting his hips like he weighed nothing. The plug buzzed low, a cruel reminder inside.

Her gloved hand lingered on his thigh. Then slid up, brushing his cock again as she taped the diaper shut.

He was throbbing, trapped in the new padding. The plastic backing hugged his skin, fresh and tight.

“Almost done, baby girl.” She leaned closer, her breast brushing his arm through her dress.

His breath caught. He wanted to suck, to bury his face there.

She noticed. Smiled. “Not yet, Junie. Earn it.”

Her hand pressed the front of the diaper, feeling his hardness. One slow rub through the padding.

He bucked, a moan escaping. So close, too close.

“No cumming.” She pulled away, voice firm. “Not until I say.”

His cock pulsed, aching, denied. The diaper trapped every desperate throb.

She stood, towering over him. Latex gloves snapped off, her scent lingering—lavender and power.

“You did well, Junie.” Her eyes locked on his, calculating. “But we’re far from done.”

He lay there, diaper crinkling with each breath. His cock strained, the warmth of her touch burned into his skin.

Raven turned, heading for the door. Her silhouette was sharp, untouchable.

His mind spun. The money—$800K—flickered, then faded under the weight of her gaze.

Did he even want it anymore? The thought hit, cold and sharp.

Her gloved touch lingered in his memory, a ghost on his skin. Would he crave it again tomorrow?

Her footsteps faded. He stared at the ceiling, diaper tight, body aching.

“Junie,” he whispered to himself. The name stuck, heavier than before.

His cock twitched in the padding. Betrayal, raw and relentless.

Raven’s absence felt heavier than her presence. And that scared him most of all.


Chapter 8: Nursery Nightfall

Jake lay on the padded mat, the fresh diaper hugging his skin. His body still buzzed from Raven’s touch, the ghost of her gloved hand lingering on his cock. The scent of latex and baby powder clung to the air, sharp and humiliating.

His cock strained against the padding, a traitor he couldn’t silence. Every throb reminded him of her fingers, slow and deliberate, teasing him to the edge. His face burned with shame, but the ache wouldn’t stop.

The room was silent now. Raven had left, her footsteps long faded. Yet her presence hung heavy, pressing down on him like a weight he couldn’t shake.

He shifted, the diaper crinkling loud in the stillness. The sound scraped at his nerves. Once, he’d been Jake, the escape room king—47 wins, tattoos, grit. Now? Junie. A name that stuck like glue, wet and suffocating.

His mind flicked to the money. $800K. It had driven him this far, hadn’t it? Room after room, puzzle after puzzle, each one stripping him down further. But now, the number felt hollow. Distant. He clenched his jaw. Why was he still here, then?

The thought hit hard. Not for the cash. Not anymore. It was her—Raven. The way she controlled him, the way her voice sliced through his defenses. His cock twitched again, trapped in the diaper. The betrayal stung worse than any loss.

A speaker crackled above. Her voice came through, smooth and amused. “Time for the next room, Junie. Stand up, baby girl.”

He pushed himself up, legs shaky. The diaper forced a waddle, the bulk between his thighs humiliating with every step. Pink ruffles of the onesie rustled against his skin, soft and suffocating, a constant reminder of what he’d become.

A door hissed open to his left. He glanced at it, heart pounding. Each new room was worse, wasn’t it? But he moved anyway. Not for the money. For her approval. The realization made his stomach twist.

He stepped through. The room beyond was a pink nightmare—a full nursery, decked out like something from a twisted fairy tale. A crib sat in the center, bars painted pastel, a mobile of little stars spinning lazily above. Stuffed animals lined the walls, their beady eyes watching.

The door sealed shut behind him. No way out. Not yet.

Raven’s voice purred through the speaker. “Welcome to the Nursery, Junie. Your next puzzle waits. But first, you need to rest like a good little girl.”

He scanned the room, tattoos flexing under the onesie as he clenched his fists. Puzzle pieces. Clues. They had to be here somewhere. But nothing stood out—just pink walls, a changing table, a rocking chair.

“Look in the crib, baby girl.” Her tone was maternal, mocking. “But there’s a catch. You’ll need the UV light to see the pieces. And it only works when you’re lying down, pacifier in mouth.”

His eyes snapped to the crib. A small blacklight device sat on the mattress, next to a pink pacifier. His stomach dropped.

“No way.” His voice cracked, barely a whisper.

“Hush now, Junie.” Her words dripped with amusement. “Mommy knows best. Get in. Now.”

He stood frozen. The crib loomed, a trap in pastel. But his cock pulsed again, reacting to her command. Pathetic. He hated himself for it.

Slowly, he shuffled forward. The diaper crinkled with each step, the onesie’s ruffles brushing his thighs like a taunt. He reached the crib, hands trembling as he gripped the bars.

He lowered himself in. The mattress was soft, sinking under his weight. The bars closed him in, a cage for a broken man.

“Pacifier, Junie.” Her voice was firm now. “Put it in. Or the light stays off.”

He grabbed the pacifier, the silicone nipple cold against his fingers. His face burned as he slipped it into his mouth. It clicked against his teeth, foreign and degrading.

“Good girl.” Her approval sent a shiver down his spine. “Now lie back. Turn on the light.”

He obeyed, flicking the UV light on. Purple glow spilled across the crib, revealing faint scribbles on the bars—numbers, letters, puzzle pieces etched in invisible ink. He’d have to piece them together. But how long would it take?

“Six hours, baby girl.” Raven answered his unspoken question. “You stay in that crib, pacifier in mouth, until the timer’s up. Only then does the door unlock.”

Six hours. His mind reeled. Trapped like this, diapered, sucking on a pacifier. His cock throbbed harder, the shame fueling it.

He shifted, trying to focus on the puzzle. The diaper sagged slightly, already feeling heavier. He hadn’t wet it yet, but the pressure was building. How long could he hold out?

The mobile above spun slowly, stars casting shadows on his face. The onesie’s lace trim tickled his neck, a constant irritant. He looked ridiculous, sprawled in a crib, pink ruffles framing his tattooed arms. The contrast made his cheeks burn hotter.

Raven’s voice returned, softer now, almost tender. “Hush now, Junie. Let Mommy tell you a story.”

His breath caught. A story? What fresh hell was this?

“Once upon a time,” she began, her tone soothing yet controlling, “there was a little sissy girl named Junie. She thought she was big and strong, but deep down, she knew she needed her Mommy.”

He sucked harder on the pacifier, the click echoing in his ears. Her words wrapped around him, tight and inescapable. His cock strained against the diaper, the padding warm now from his own heat.

“Little Junie tried to fight it,” Raven continued, “but every step brought her closer to her true self. A helpless baby girl, safe in her crib, diaper nice and snug.”

His hips shifted without permission. The diaper crinkled, the sound obscene. He was getting wetter down there—not from urine, but precum. The betrayal was relentless.

Raven’s story wove on, each word a thread pulling him deeper. “And Junie learned to love her diaper, didn’t she? The way it hugged her, the way it reminded her she wasn’t in control.”

He moaned around the pacifier, a small, pathetic sound. The pressure in his bladder grew, a dull ache. He couldn’t hold it much longer.

“Let go, baby girl,” Raven whispered through the speaker. “Mommy knows when you’re ready. Be a good sissy for me.”

Her words broke him. A slow, hot stream released into the diaper, warmth spreading across his groin. His face burned, but his cock pulsed harder, soaking in the humiliation.

“Good girl.” Her praise hit like a drug. “Mommy’s so proud.”

He lay there, diaper sagging now, the wetness heavy between his thighs. The pacifier clicked as he sucked, desperate for comfort. The puzzle pieces glowed under the UV light, but his hands stayed limp. Focus was gone.

Raven’s story shifted. “But Junie wasn’t done learning. Mommy had so much more to teach her. Like how good it feels to be touched in her special places.”

His breath hitched. The speaker crackled as her voice dropped lower, intimate. “Mommy’s not there to touch you now, Junie. But you can feel me, can’t you? Imagine my hand, slipping inside that wet diaper.”

He whimpered. His cock throbbed, aching for her touch. The diaper trapped every desperate pulse, the padding slick now with his own mess.

“Rub yourself through the padding,” she commanded. “Just a little. Show Mommy how much you need her.”

His hand moved before he could stop it. Fingers pressed against the front of the diaper, feeling the bulge of his cock through the wet layers. The crinkle filled the room as he rubbed, slow at first, then faster.

The sensation was maddening. The padding dulled her imagined touch, but the friction built anyway. His hips bucked, chasing the edge.

“Not yet, Junie.” Her voice cut through, sharp. “Stop. Hands off.”

He yanked his hand away, chest heaving. His cock screamed for release, precum soaking the diaper further. Denied again. Always denied.

“Good girl.” Her tone softened. “You cum when Mommy says. Not before.”

He lay back, trembling. The diaper was a warm, heavy cage around him. The pacifier clicked as his jaw tightened, shame and arousal warring inside.

Raven’s story resumed, softer now. “Little Junie stayed in her crib, safe and sound. She didn’t need to fight anymore. All she needed was Mommy’s voice, guiding her to sleep.”

His eyelids grew heavy. The mobile spun above, stars blurring into streaks. The diaper’s weight, the onesie’s ruffles, the pacifier’s click—they all melted together, a cocoon of regression.

“And Junie dreamed of pink ruffles,” Raven murmured, “of warm bottles, of Mommy’s touch. She didn’t want to leave her crib, did she? Not when it felt so right.”

His mind drifted. The puzzle pieces glowed, forgotten. Six hours stretched ahead, endless and suffocating. But a small, broken part of him wondered—did he even want to leave?

The crib bars loomed, a pastel prison. The diaper clung, wet and heavy. His cock still ached, trapped in its humiliating cage. But Raven’s voice was a lullaby, pulling him under.

He sucked the pacifier harder, the click a steady rhythm. The nursery’s pink glow faded as his eyes fluttered shut. Was this surrender? Or something worse?

Raven’s voice lingered, a whisper in the dark. “Sleep tight, baby girl. Tomorrow, we play even deeper.”

Her words followed him into the haze. A promise. A threat. And somewhere, deep inside, a flicker of need burned brighter than ever.


Chapter 9: Playdate with Destiny

Jake stirred in the crib, the pastel bars looming like a cage. The diaper clung to him, wet and heavy from the night. His mind swam, Raven’s lullaby still echoing in the haze.

Pink glow bathed the nursery. The mobile spun lazily above, stars mocking him. He sucked on the pacifier, the click a steady shame.

His onesie stretched tight across his chest. The ruffles scratched at his thighs with every shift. Soft, itchy lace—a constant reminder of Junie.

The speaker crackled. Raven’s voice slipped through, smooth and amused. “Morning, baby girl. Did Junie sleep well in her wet little diaper?”

His cheeks burned. He yanked the pacifier out, spit slick on his lips. Her words dug in anyway, clawing at his pride.

“Time to play, sweetheart.” Her tone dipped, teasing. “You’ve got a friend waiting.”

A friend? His gut twisted. The crib bars rattled as he gripped them, tattoos stark against the pink paint.

The door hissed open. Not Raven. A figure waddled in, dressed head-to-toe in baby girl frills.

Pink dress, white tights, thick diaper bulging underneath. A wig of blonde curls bounced with each step. And that giggle—high, broken, unhinged.

“Hi, Junie!” The voice was syrupy, forced. “I’m Maisie! Mommy said we’re gonna be besties!”

Jake froze. His eyes locked on Maisie’s face. Under the makeup, the blush, the fake lashes—Milo. He’d seen him on the escape room circuit. A rival. A winner.

Now look at him. Giggling. Waddling. Maisie.

“Mommy says you’re shy.” Maisie shuffled closer, diaper crinkling loud. “Don’t be! I’ll help you play.”

Jake’s jaw clenched. He wanted to scream, to shove her away. But the crib locked him in, a pastel prison.

Maisie reached through the bars. Her hand grabbed his, soft and warm. “Come on, pretty girl. Let’s solve Mommy’s puzzle!”

Her touch jolted him. Skin on skin, humiliatingly tender. He pulled back, but her grip tightened.

The speaker hummed. “Play nice, Junie.” Raven’s command dripped with delight. “Maisie’s been waiting for a friend.”

His stomach churned. Maisie tugged again, giggling. “Mommy always watches. See the camera?”

Jake’s eyes darted up. A black lens stared from the corner, unblinking. Raven’s gaze, cold and calculating, burned through it.

“Down you come!” Maisie chirped. She fiddled with the crib latch, dropping the side. “Careful, sissy. Don’t fall.”

He climbed out, legs shaky. The diaper sagged, forcing a waddle. Every step crinkled, echoing in the nursery.

Maisie clapped. “So cute! Look at you, all puffy and pink!”

His face flamed. The ruffles of his onesie swished, rubbing his inner thighs raw. He hated how it felt—soft, tight, wrong.

A puzzle board sat in the center of the room. Oversized plastic shapes, bright colors, meant for toddlers. A baby’s game.

“Mommy says we match the shapes!” Maisie pointed, bouncing. “If we win, we get a treat!”

Jake glared at the board. His old self—tattooed, cocky, undefeated—screamed inside. He wasn’t this. He couldn’t be.

Maisie grabbed a star shape. “This one goes here! Help me, Junie!”

He hesitated. The camera stared. Raven waited.

“Fine.” His voice cracked, rough. He snatched a circle piece, shoving it into place.

Maisie giggled. “Good girl! You’re learning!”

The words stung. His cock twitched in the diaper, traitorously alive. Shame clawed deeper with every crinkle.

They worked side by side. Maisie’s diaper rustled louder, her waddle more pronounced. She leaned close, adjusting his onesie’s bow.

“There!” Her fingers brushed his neck. “Now you’re perfect, sissy.”

He flinched. Her touch lingered, innocent yet invasive. His skin crawled—and burned.

Hours dragged in the nursery. First, defiance—Jake slammed pieces down, furious. Then boredom, fingers slowing, mind numbing.

Anger flared next. Why him? Why this?

Then surrender. The puzzle clicked together. Easier to just… do it.

Comfort crept in. Maisie’s giggles softened the silence. Her hand squeezed his, warm.

Panic hit last. Comfort? No. He couldn’t want this.

“Almost done!” Maisie sang. She slid the last piece in. A chime rang out.

The speaker crackled. “Good girls!” Raven purred. “Mommy’s so proud. Time for a reward.”

Jake’s breath hitched. A reward? His cock pulsed, eager despite himself.

Maisie clapped. “Treat time! Sit with me, Junie!”

She plopped onto a pastel rug, patting the spot beside her. Her diaper crinkled, bulk spreading her knees apart. He sank down, mirroring her waddle.

A panel in the wall slid open. Two baby bottles rolled out, filled with warm milk. Pink nipples gleamed under the nursery lights.

“Drink up!” Maisie grabbed hers, sucking eagerly. Milk dribbled down her chin. “Yummy!”

Jake stared at his bottle. His hands shook. The camera watched.

“Do it, Junie.” Raven’s voice slithered through. “Show Mommy how thirsty you are.”

His fingers closed around the bottle. The nipple felt rubbery, foreign. He pressed it to his lips.

Suck. Warm milk flooded his mouth. Sweet, thick, humiliating.

Maisie giggled beside him. “You’re so cute, Junie! Just like me!”

His chest tightened. Her words mirrored his fear. Was this his future—giggling, broken, lost?

The milk slid down. His diaper crinkled with every shift. The bulk forced his thighs apart, a constant shame.

Raven’s voice returned. “Look at my baby girls. So sweet together.”

Jake’s cock hardened. Trapped in the wet padding, it throbbed. He hated how her praise did this.

Maisie finished her bottle. She crawled closer, diaper rustling. “Junie needs a check!”

A check? His eyes widened. She reached for his waistband.

Her fingers tugged at the onesie snaps. Pop. Pop. The fabric parted.

“Maisie, stop—” His voice broke. Too late. Her hand pressed against his diaper front.

“Oh, you’re wet!” She giggled, patting the padding. “Silly sissy! Mommy will fix it!”

His face burned. Her touch, even through the layers, sent heat spiking. His cock strained, desperate.

The speaker hummed. “Maisie’s right, Junie.” Raven’s tone turned sharp. “You’re soaked. Pathetic little sissy, all wet and needy for Mommy.”

That word—pathetic. It sliced through him. His cock leaked, precum soaking the diaper further.

Maisie’s hand lingered. She rubbed the front, slow and teasing. “Feel good, Junie?”

He groaned. The padding dulled her touch, but friction built anyway. His hips bucked, chasing it.

“Enough, Maisie.” Raven cut in, amused. “Junie doesn’t get to play yet.”

Maisie pulled back, pouting. “Aww. Poor Junie!”

Jake panted. His cock screamed, denied again. The diaper trapped every desperate pulse.

Raven’s voice softened. “Don’t worry, baby girl. Mommy has plans for that needy little thing.”

His breath caught. Plans? Fear and need twisted together.

Maisie adjusted his onesie, snapping it closed. Her fingers brushed his chest through the fabric. The lace scratched, tight and suffocating.

“Look at us!” Maisie chirped. She held his hand again, squeezing. “We’re Mommy’s best girls!”

Jake’s eyes met hers. Under the makeup, Milo was gone. Maisie stared back—empty, happy, regressed.

His stomach dropped. That could be him. That would be him.

Hours stretched on. They played more games—stacking blocks, singing nursery rhymes. Maisie led, giggling through every humiliation.

Jake followed. Resistance faded with each crinkle. Each swish of ruffles against his skin.

The camera never blinked. Raven’s gaze weighed on him, unseen but felt. Every move was for her.

Maisie hugged him suddenly. Her diaper pressed against his, bulk on bulk. “I love playdates, Junie!”

His body stiffened. Her warmth, her softness—it stirred something. Comfort, again.

Panic clawed back. No. He wasn’t Maisie. Not yet.

The speaker buzzed. “Such sweet girls.” Raven’s tone dripped with mock tenderness. “But playtime’s not over.”

Jake’s pulse spiked. More? His cock twitched, still aching from earlier.

Maisie bounced. “Yay! What’s next, Mommy?”

Raven chuckled. “Something special, Maisie. Junie needs to learn how good it feels to be touched.”

His breath stopped. Touched? The word hung heavy.

“Maisie, help Junie lie down.” Raven’s command was calm, inevitable. “Mommy’s going to guide you.”

Maisie tugged his arm. “Come on, sissy! Lie on the rug!”

He resisted for half a second. Then collapsed, ruffles swishing. The diaper crinkled under him, wet and warm.

Maisie knelt beside him. Her hands hovered, waiting. “Mommy says I can touch. Can I?”

Jake’s throat closed. He nodded, barely. Shame burned hot.

The speaker purred. “Good girl, Junie. Let Maisie make you feel nice.”

Maisie’s fingers moved. They pressed against the diaper front, slow circles. The padding muffled her touch, but his cock surged.

He bit his lip. A moan slipped out. Low, broken.

“So needy!” Maisie giggled. Her hand moved faster, crinkles filling the room. “Sissy likes it!”

His hips rocked. The friction built, maddening through the layers. He was close—so close.

“Stop, Maisie.” Raven’s voice sliced through. “Junie doesn’t get to cum yet.”

Maisie pulled away. Her giggle echoed. Jake groaned, cock throbbing, denied again.

His body trembled. Precum soaked the diaper, warm and sticky. The shame was unbearable—and intoxicating.

Raven’s tone turned teasing. “Look at you, Junie. So desperate, so pathetic. Mommy decides when you finish.”

That word again. Pathetic. It pushed him deeper, cock pulsing helplessly.

Maisie patted his onesie. “Poor sissy! Mommy’s mean sometimes.”

Jake lay there, panting. The ruffles scratched his skin, a constant itch. The diaper trapped his arousal, a humiliating cage.

Hours ticked by. Maisie babbled, playing with dolls. Jake stared at the ceiling, mind spinning.

Comfort crept in again. Maisie’s presence, the nursery’s pink glow—it dulled the edges. Was this… okay?

Panic flared. No. He couldn’t accept this.

The camera stared down. Raven watched. Always watching.

The speaker crackled one last time. “Rest now, Junie.” Raven’s voice was a velvet threat. “Maisie’s staying for a while. You’ll learn so much from her.”

Jake’s chest tightened. Maisie’s giggle rang in his ears, high and empty. A sound that promised his future.

He shifted, ruffles whispering against him. The diaper crinkled, a reminder of his state. But it was Maisie’s laugh that lingered, burrowing into his mind.

Would he become just like her? That giggle—would it be his? The thought clung, sharper than any cage.


Chapter 10: Runway of Ruffles

The scent of baby powder hung heavy in the air, a cloying reminder of the nursery room Jake—now Junie—lay trapped in. He shifted on the soft rug, ruffles of his onesie brushing his thighs. Maisie’s giggle still echoed in his ears, sharp and empty.

His diaper crinkled under him, warm and damp from earlier. The bulk forced his legs apart, a constant humiliation. He clenched his fists, nails digging into his palms.

Raven’s voice hadn’t returned yet. The silence was worse. Behind the tinted glass lining one wall, he knew she watched—her gaze a weight he couldn’t shake.

Maisie sat cross-legged nearby, clutching a doll. Her frilly dress matched his, pink and suffocating. “Wanna play more, Junie?” she chirped.

He didn’t answer. His throat tightened. Her voice—high and girlish—slipped for a split second, a deeper tone breaking through, raw and familiar.

Jake’s eyes snapped to her. Under the wig, a small tattoo peeked out on her neck—a dagger, stark against pale skin. He’d seen it before, on a man who’d bragged about escape rooms on YouTube, a rival named Milo.

His stomach twisted. Milo, the loudmouth competitor, now Maisie—broken, giggling, gone. That could be him soon.

Heat crept up his neck. His cock twitched in the diaper, traitorously alert at the thought. He hated himself for it—hated how the fear made him harder.

Maisie tilted her head. “You okay, sissy?” Her hands reached out, patting his knee through the onesie.

The touch sent a jolt through him. Warmth pooled low in his belly, muscles tightening. Shame burned in his chest, but his hips shifted anyway, craving more.

The speaker crackled to life. Raven’s voice purred through, calm and amused. “Rest time’s over, girls. Junie, you’ve got a big show ahead.”

His pulse spiked. A show? Dread and curiosity clashed inside him.

Maisie clapped her hands. “Yay! A show for Mommy!”

Raven chuckled softly. “That’s right, Maisie. Junie’s going to be the star. Stand up, baby girl.”

Jake’s legs trembled as he pushed himself up. The diaper sagged slightly, the plastic backing rubbing his skin. The scent of lavender drifted from somewhere—artificial, clinical, controlling.

“Walk to the door on the left.” Raven’s command was smooth, undeniable. “Your audience awaits.”

Audience? His shoulders hunched instinctively. Eyes he couldn’t see, watching from behind the glass—VIPs, she’d hinted before.

The door slid open with a hiss. Beyond it, a narrow hallway led to a brightly lit stage. Pink curtains framed a makeshift runway, spotlights glaring down.

His breath caught. He couldn’t do this. Not again, not more exposure.

But the prize—$1.6 million now—flickered in his mind. It didn’t even matter as much anymore. Raven’s approval, her voice, pulled harder than the cash.

“Move, Junie.” Her tone sharpened just enough. “Don’t keep them waiting.”

He stepped forward. The ruffles of his onesie swished with each move. The diaper crinkled louder, echoing in the empty hall.

Maisie skipped behind him. “You’re gonna look so pretty!” Her excitement grated on him.

At the edge of the runway, a rack of outfits waited. Five ensembles, each more humiliating than the last—frilly dresses, bonnets, lacy diaper covers, silk panties peeking from beneath ruffled skirts.

Raven’s voice returned. “You’ll model each one, Junie. Walk slowly. Let them admire my little star.”

His hands shook. Model? For strangers he couldn’t even see?

Beyond the runway, the tinted glass loomed—dark, impenetrable. He felt their eyes, dozens maybe, raking over him. His skin crawled.

“First outfit.” Raven’s tone was patient but firm. “The pink princess dress. Change now.”

Maisie tugged at his onesie. “I’ll help!” Her fingers unsnapped the crotch, brushing his skin.

His cock surged at the contact, straining against the wet padding. He bit his lip, hating the rush of heat. Shame clawed at him, but the throb only grew stronger.

She slid the onesie off, leaving him in just the diaper. The air felt cold against his chest. His tattoos—once symbols of grit—looked absurd above the puffy white bulk.

Maisie handed him the dress. Pink silk, ruffles cascading down the front, a matching bonnet with lace trim. “Put it on, sissy!”

He hesitated. His fingers gripped the fabric, soft and slippery. Then, with a shaky breath, he stepped into it.

The silk brushed his skin, cool and invasive. The ruffles rustled with every tiny movement. He tied the bonnet under his chin, the lace scratching his jaw.

“Beautiful.” Raven’s voice held a smile he couldn’t see. “Now, walk.”

He stepped onto the runway. The spotlights blinded him, heat prickling his skin. The diaper forced a waddle, the crinkle deafening in his ears.

Slow applause started from behind the glass. Clapping, soft but deliberate, grew louder. His face flushed, color flooding past his ears.

Each step made the ruffles swish louder. The silk panties under the diaper cover slid against his thighs, teasing through the padding. His cock pulsed harder, trapped and desperate.

He hated this. Hated the eyes, the sound, the dress. But his body betrayed him—precum leaked, warm and sticky in the diaper.

The runway ended. He turned, head down, avoiding the glass. The applause spiked, mocking him.

“Perfect, Junie.” Raven’s voice was warm, approving. “Next outfit. The baby ballerina. Change.”

Maisie helped again, peeling off the dress. Her fingers lingered near his hips, brushing the diaper’s waistband. He stifled a gasp.

The ballerina outfit was worse—tutu fluffing out, pale pink tights, a diaper cover with lace so sheer it hid nothing. He pulled it on, trembling. The tights clung to his legs, the tutu bouncing with every breath.

“Walk again.” Raven’s command was a velvet whip. “Show them how dainty you are.”

He stepped forward. The crinkle mixed with the rustle of the tutu, a humiliating symphony. The scent of baby powder clung to him, thick and inescapable.

Applause rolled in again, louder this time. His shoulders shrank, eyes darting to the floor. He could feel Raven watching, her unseen smile cutting deeper than the crowd’s noise.

Halfway down the runway, Maisie’s earlier touch flashed in his mind—her hand on his knee, so close. His cock throbbed, aching against the padding. Shame burned hot, but the heat only made him harder.

He reached the end, panting. The applause didn’t stop. It drilled into him, each clap a reminder of his state.

“Three more, baby girl.” Raven’s tone teased. “Let’s see how desperate you get.”

The next outfit—a sailor dress, navy and white, with knee-high socks—felt tighter, more constricting. The ruffles scratched his thighs as he walked. The crowd clapped harder, some laughing now, the sound seeping through the glass.

His cock strained painfully. He hated this exposure, hated their amusement. But the humiliation fed his arousal, precum dripping steadily now.

Fourth outfit—a pastel yellow sundress with a giant bow. The silk panties underneath rubbed with every waddle. He was close—so close to the edge, just from the fabric and the eyes on him.

“Slow down, Junie.” Raven’s voice cut through his haze. “Don’t you dare finish without Mommy’s permission.”

He froze mid-step. His breath hitched, cock pulsing wildly in the diaper. Denial stung, sharp and cruel.

Maisie clapped from the sidelines. “Sissy looks so cute!” Her giggle was a dagger.

The final outfit waited—a full baby doll ensemble, complete with a pacifier on a ribbon. He slipped it on, the pacifier clicking against his teeth. The scent of plastic from the diaper mixed with lavender, suffocating him.

He walked the runway one last time. The ruffles bounced, the diaper crinkled, the pacifier bobbed in his mouth. Applause roared, the loudest yet, a wave of mockery.

His body screamed for release. Every step, every rustle, pushed him closer. Shame drowned him—he loathed how much he needed this, but the need wouldn’t stop.

“Stop there, Junie.” Raven’s voice was sharp, pulling him back from the brink. “Turn around. Let them see all of you.”

He turned slowly. The glass loomed, dark and judgmental. His cock throbbed, denied again, leaking into the padding.

“Good girl.” Raven’s praise hit like a shockwave. “You’ve made Mommy so proud.”

His chest tightened at her words. Warmth spread, emotional and raw. He hated how much he craved that approval.

Maisie ran up, hugging him tight. Her diaper pressed against his, bulk on bulk. “You did it, sissy!”

He stiffened. Her warmth, her softness—it stirred him again. He pushed the thought away, trembling.

Raven’s voice returned, softer now. “Such a perfect little star. But we’re not done showing you off.”

His pulse raced. More? His body ached, desperate and unfulfilled.

The applause faded, but the weight of unseen eyes lingered. What did they see in him? A man, a competitor, or just Raven’s broken toy?

He stood there, ruffles swishing in the silence. The diaper trapped his arousal, a wet, humiliating cage. Behind the glass, he knew she smiled—planning the next degradation.

His hands gripped the dress, fingers trembling. Maisie’s tattoo flashed in his mind again—Milo, gone, erased. Would he be next?

Raven’s gaze burned through the glass, unseen but inescapable. The lavender scent thickened, a reminder of her control. He shifted, crinkle echoing, and waited for her next command.

His cock pulsed, still hard, still denied. The shame was a cycle now—arousal, self-loathing, more arousal. He couldn’t escape it, couldn’t escape her.

Maisie squeezed his hand. “Mommy’s gonna make it all better soon!” Her voice was empty, but her words cut deep.

Jake’s breath shook. Better? Or worse?

He stood frozen on the runway, ruffles itching his skin. The crowd’s laughter lingered in his ears, a ghost of humiliation. Behind the glass, Raven watched, always watching.

The speaker stayed silent for now. But he knew it wouldn’t last. Her next game, her next command, was coming.

His body tensed, waiting. The diaper sagged, heavy with his shame. What would she make him do next?

The thought alone made him harder. He hated it—hated himself. But the heat wouldn’t stop building.

Raven’s presence pressed down, even in silence. The tinted glass hid her, but he felt her eyes. Always there, always owning him.

He shifted, ruffles rustling again. The runway felt endless, a stage for his descent. And he knew—he’d walk it again if she told him to.

Maisie hummed beside him, oblivious. Her tattoo, that dagger, burned into his memory. A warning of what he could become.

His cock throbbed, trapped and desperate. Shame and need twisted tighter. He couldn’t fight it much longer.

The lavender scent clung to the air, a constant reminder of The Cradle. Of Raven. Of the transformation he couldn’t stop.

He waited, trembling. The glass stayed dark. But her next move was already in motion—he could feel it.


Chapter 11: Mommy’s Tender Trap

Jake stood frozen on the runway, ruffles itching against his thighs. The diaper sagged, heavy with unmet need. Maisie’s hand still clung to his, her warmth a dangerous comfort.

The crowd’s applause had faded, but their presence pressed harder now. Voices broke through the silence—low murmurs, sharp giggles. “Look at that pathetic sissy!” one called, slicing through the air.

His neck blotched with heat. He couldn’t look up, couldn’t face the tinted glass. Raven was there, always watching. A faint click of heels echoed, her silhouette barely visible through the dark pane.

“Junie,” her voice purred through the speaker, calm and inescapable. “You’ve done so well. Time for the next room.”

Maisie squeezed his hand tighter. “Mommy’s got something special!” Her voice chirped, empty but piercing.

Jake’s stomach dropped. Special. That word never meant anything good here.

The runway lights dimmed. A door hissed open at the far end. Pink light spilled out, soft and sickening.

“Walk, baby girl,” Raven commanded. “Show them how obedient you are.”

His legs moved before his mind caught up. The diaper crinkled with every step, loud in the quiet. The crowd’s laughter spiked—one voice barking, “Waddle, sissy!”

His jaw tightened. Each rustle of the ruffles mocked him. But his cock twitched, trapped and aching.

He reached the door. The pink glow swallowed him. A nursery waited beyond—plush pastel walls, a giant crib, a rocking chair in the center.

The door sealed shut behind him. Silence, except for the hum of hidden cameras. He felt their weight, dozens of unseen eyes still on him.

A small box sat on a changing table. A single lock gleamed on it. No key in sight.

“Read the instructions, Junie,” Raven’s voice cooed, amused.

He stepped closer, diaper forcing his thighs apart. A note on the box read: Say the magic words to open me.

His throat clenched. Magic words. He knew what she wanted.

“Say it,” Raven urged, her tone maternal but merciless. “You know what Mommy needs to hear.”

He swallowed hard. His voice barely worked. “Please… change me, Mommy.”

The box clicked open. A key glinted inside. His hands shook as he grabbed it.

“Good girl,” Raven purred. The praise hit low, stirring him again. He hated how it worked.

The door to the next area creaked. Not mechanical this time. Someone was there.

Raven stepped in. Pale skin, dark hair spilling over her shoulders, black dress hugging every curve. Her eyes pinned him, calculating and warm.

“Junie,” she said, voice softer in person. “You look exhausted, baby girl.”

He couldn’t speak. Her presence filled the room, towering even without height. She moved closer, slow and deliberate.

“Lie down,” she pointed to the changing table. “Mommy’s going to make it all better.”

His body obeyed. He climbed up, ruffles bunching under him. The plastic mat was cold against his back.

Raven loomed over him. Her fingers tugged at the diaper tapes, peeling them open with a loud rip. Cool air hit his skin.

“Look at you,” she murmured, eyes on his hardness. “So eager for Mommy’s touch.”

His ears went hot. She grabbed a wipe, her gloved hand brushing his shaft as she cleaned him. Each stroke was slow, deliberate, teasing.

He bit his lip. The wipe dragged over him, too gentle, too much. His hips twitched without permission.

“Not yet,” she warned, voice firm. She tossed the wipe aside. A cloud of baby powder rose as she dusted him, her palm pressing against his cock for just a second.

He groaned. The powder’s scent clogged his nose, sweet and humiliating. She lingered there, her touch a cruel promise.

“Lift your hips, baby girl,” she ordered. He did, trembling. A fresh diaper slid under him—pink with princess prints, crinkling loudly.

She taped it shut, her fingers grazing him through the padding. “There we go. All clean and safe.”

His cock throbbed, trapped again. The bulk forced his legs apart. Shame and need twisted tighter.

Raven lifted him off the table like he weighed nothing. Her strength shocked him. She carried him to the rocking chair, settling him on her lap.

“Shh, Junie,” she whispered, cradling him. Her breasts pressed against his cheek, warm and soft. His breath hitched.

She pulled a bottle from nowhere. The nipple was smeared with pink lipstick, a mocking touch. “Drink for Mommy.”

He hesitated. Her hand guided the bottle to his lips. The rubber nudged his mouth, insistent.

“Suck,” she commanded, voice velvet. He did. Warm milk flooded his tongue, sweet and thick.

Her other hand slipped to the front of his diaper. Fingers pressed through the padding, finding his hardness. She rubbed slow circles, the crinkle amplifying every move.

His body tensed. The bottle nipple muffled his gasp. Her touch was torture, too soft to finish him.

“Good girl,” she cooed, rocking the chair. Her breasts brushed his face again, nipples hardening under the fabric. “Let Mommy take care of everything.”

He moaned against the bottle. Her hand worked him harder, padding warm and slick with precum. The rocking chair creaked in rhythm.

Pressure built, unbearable. His hips bucked into her touch. She kept the pace steady, denying the edge.

Tears pricked his eyes. Not from shame this time. From the ache of needing her, needing this.

One tear slipped free. Then another. He couldn’t stop them.

Raven noticed. Her hand paused, just holding him through the diaper. “Oh, baby girl. Let it out.”

He sobbed, bottle still in his mouth. The tears came harder, chest heaving. Relief crashed through him, raw and unexpected.

She pulled the bottle away. Her thumb wiped a tear from his cheek. “You’re safe with Mommy, Junie.”

Her words broke something deeper. He cried harder, curling into her. The diaper crinkled, a humiliating lullaby.

She rocked him gently. Her hand stayed on the diaper, warm but still now. “I’ve got you, little one.”

His sobs slowed. Exhaustion took over. Her warmth, her scent—lavender and power—wrapped around him.

But his cock still ached. The tears hadn’t doused that fire. It pulsed under her hand, desperate.

She felt it. Her fingers twitched, teasing again. “Even crying, you’re so needy, aren’t you?”

He nodded, broken. No point hiding it. Not from her.

Raven hummed a soft lullaby, voice low and haunting. The melody seeped into him, calming but dangerous. He felt himself slipping, needing her more with every note.

Her hand moved again, slow strokes through the padding. “Mommy’s not done with you yet.” Her tone promised more—comfort or torment, he couldn’t tell.

His body tensed. The lullaby wrapped tighter, binding him to her. His hardness throbbed, trapped and owned.

She rocked him still, her breasts a pillow against his face. He wanted to suck, to beg, to surrender completely. The thought burned, terrifying and sweet.

The crowd’s voices lingered beyond the walls, faint but real. “Mommy’s little crybaby,” one sneered through hidden speakers. The words stung, but Raven’s touch dulled the pain.

“Look at me, Junie,” she said, lifting his chin. Her eyes held him, dark and endless. “You’re mine now, aren’t you?”

He nodded again. No defiance left. Just need, raw and open.

Her fingers pressed harder through the diaper. The crinkle was relentless, a reminder of his place. His breath shook, edging closer.

“Not yet,” she whispered, stopping again. Her hand pulled back, leaving him throbbing. “Mommy decides when.”

His whine escaped, pitiful. The denial cut deep. His body screamed for her to finish it.

She smiled, faint but wicked. Her lullaby started again, softer now. Each note pulled him deeper into her control.

He rested against her chest, trembling. The diaper trapped his ache, the princess prints mocking him. Her warmth was a cage he didn’t want to escape.

But fear crept in. How much did he need her now? The question clawed at him, sharp and cold.

Her hand rested on his back, steady and possessive. The lullaby hummed on, binding him tighter. His surrender felt final, a weight he couldn’t shake.

The cameras hummed above. The crowd’s whispers faded, but their judgment stuck. He was Junie, Raven’s baby girl, and he couldn’t deny it anymore.

Her voice wove through the melody, a quiet promise. “We’ve got more rooms, baby girl. More games.”

His pulse quickened. More. Always more with her.

She rocked him still, her breasts soft against his cheek. His cock pulsed, denied and desperate. Shame and need blurred into one.

He glanced at his reflection in a nearby mirror. Tattoos peeked under the ruffles, a fading echo of Jake. Maisie’s tattoo—Milo, erased—flashed in his mind, a warning of what he was becoming.

Raven’s lullaby tightened its grip. Her presence drowned everything else. He feared how much he craved her now, how much he’d give to stay in her arms.

Her fingers traced his spine, a tender threat. The rocking chair creaked on. His surrender deepened, a quiet, aching fall.


Chapter 12: Doorway to Forever

Jake woke to the ache of dried tears on his cheeks. His body felt heavy, slumped against the padded wall of a new room, the imprint of Raven’s arms still a ghost on his skin.

The space was different. Soft pink walls, a faint glow from recessed lights, and a massive mirror dominating one side. He blinked, disoriented, the crinkle of his diaper loud in the stillness.

His reflection stared back. Tattoos clashed with the ruffled pink onesie, layers of pastel fabric spilling over his shoulders. The sight punched him—Jake, the escape room king, now Junie, a sissy baby girl.

His cock twitched. Traitorous heat pooled low, pressing against the thick padding. He hated how fast it happened, how Raven’s control had rewired him.

He shifted, the diaper’s bulk forcing his thighs apart. The plastic backing rubbed his skin, a constant reminder of his place. Shame burned his face, but the ache below grew sharper.

Raven’s voice slid through hidden speakers, smooth as silk. “Good morning, Junie. Did you sleep well in Mommy’s arms?”

His breath caught. Her words wrapped around him, maternal and mocking. His body reacted again, hardness straining against the diaper’s confines.

He wanted to snap back, to reclaim some shred of Jake. But his hips shifted, involuntary, seeking friction against the padding. Terror gripped him—how quick his body surrendered now.

“Look at yourself, baby girl.” Her tone dipped, amused. “See how pretty you are for me.”

He couldn’t look away from the mirror. The wig framed his face in soft curls, pink lipstick still smudged on his lips. Junie stared back, not Jake—and for a flicker, he didn’t hate it.

His chest tightened. Another betrayal—his mind slipping, wanting this. Heat throbbed harder below, precum dampening the diaper’s inner layer.

Raven chuckled, low and knowing. “You’re already leaking for Mommy, aren’t you? So pathetic, Junie, and so perfectly mine.”

That word—pathetic—hit like a caress. Warmth, not cruelty, laced her voice, and it shattered him. His cock pulsed, desperate, trapped in the crinkling cage.

“Stand up, little one.” Her command was calm, inevitable. “Mommy has a choice for you.”

He pushed himself up, legs wobbly from the bulk between them. The diaper sagged slightly, heavy with his shame. Every step crinkled, echoing in the quiet room.

Two doors appeared on the far wall, sliding open with a mechanical hum. Left: an exit, the parking lot visible beyond, his car gleaming under streetlights. Right: a dark threshold, leading to Room 12, unknown.

Freedom on the left. Three point two million dollars. Jake’s life—tattoos, YouTube, adrenaline—waiting just steps away.

His heart slammed. The cold breeze from the open door licked his skin, carrying the hum of his old world. He could smell the asphalt, hear faint traffic.

He stood there, frozen. Eleven minutes ticked by, each second a war. His feet edged toward the left, the pull of freedom clawing at him.

But Raven’s scent—lavender and power—lingered in his memory. Her warmth, her control, the way she’d rocked him last night. His body ached for it, even now.

His cock throbbed harder. Another betrayal, the diaper catching every drip of his weakness. He hated himself, but the need burned brighter than the breeze.

Right door. Room 12. More of her games, more of Junie—but also more of Raven.

He glanced at the mirror again. Junie’s reflection held his gaze, soft and broken, the ruffled skirt a mocking crown. His chest ached—he didn’t want to lose her.

His feet shifted. One step right. Then another, away from the open door.

Raven’s voice purred through the speakers. “Choose wisely, Junie. I’ll be waiting either way.”

Her words sealed it. He turned fully, stepping toward the right door. The darkness beyond swallowed the light of freedom.

The left door slid shut behind him with a final thud. No going back now. His pulse raced, fear and need twisting together.

Room 12 opened into a nursery hellscape. A giant crib loomed in the center, pink bars gleaming under harsh lights. A changing table sat nearby, stacked with thick diapers and baby powder.

His breath hitched. The air smelled of vanilla and formula, sweet and suffocating. His body reacted again, hardness pressing painfully against the padding.

Raven appeared behind tinted glass, her silhouette sharp and imposing. Dark hair framed her pale face, her eyes locked on him through the barrier. A real observer, not just a voice.

“Welcome, baby girl.” Her smile was faint, wicked. “Mommy’s so proud of your choice.”

His cheeks burned. Her gaze stripped him, seeing every inch of Junie. His cock twitched, precum soaking deeper into the diaper.

She pressed a button, and a mechanical arm descended from the ceiling. It held a new outfit—layers of pink, a gown with ruffles at the hem, satin ribbons trailing like chains.

“Put it on, Junie.” Her tone was calm, a command wrapped in care. “Show Mommy how pretty you can be.”

His hands shook as he took the gown. The fabric was soft, sliding against his skin like a lover’s touch. He hated how it felt—how good it felt.

He stripped off the onesie, tattoos stark against the pastel nightmare. Slipping the gown on, the ruffles brushed his thighs, tickling and humiliating. The mirror showed Junie in full bloom, a sissy princess.

His body betrayed him again. Heat surged, his erection tenting the diaper under the gown. Shame clawed, but the ache won.

Raven’s laugh was soft, cutting. “Look at you, baby girl. So desperate under all that pink.”

She stepped closer to the glass, her presence towering even through the barrier. Her fingers tapped the pane, each click a pulse in his veins. He wanted her hands on him, not just her eyes.

“Come to the changing table, Junie.” Her voice was a lure, inescapable. “Mommy needs to check her little girl.”

He waddled over, the diaper’s bulk forcing his thighs apart. Each crinkle screamed his surrender. He climbed onto the padded surface, lying back, exposed.

Raven’s silhouette loomed larger behind the glass. “Spread your legs, baby girl. Let Mommy see.”

He obeyed, thighs parting. The diaper’s tapes strained, the plastic backing catching the light. His hardness pressed obscenely against it, visible even through the padding.

Her voice hummed approval. “So needy already. What a pathetic little thing you are.”

That word again—pathetic. It sank into him, warm and owning. His cock throbbed, leaking more, the diaper warm with his shame.

A mechanical arm whirred above, lowering a bottle of formula. The nipple brushed his lips, and he opened instinctively. The liquid was thin, sweet, slightly sticky, coating his tongue.

He sucked, jaw working, the swallowing sound loud in his ears. The vanilla scent filled his nose, grounding him in this twisted reality. His body relaxed, even as his hardness ached.

Raven watched, unblinking. “Good girl, Junie. Drink for Mommy while I take care of you.”

Another arm descended, this one holding a small, sleek butt plug. Black, tapered, gleaming with lube. His eyes widened, pulse spiking.

“Relax, baby girl.” Her tone was soothing, dangerous. “Mommy knows what you need.”

The arm moved between his legs, cold metal brushing his skin as it tugged the diaper’s waistband down. The plug pressed against him, slick and unyielding. He tensed, breath hitching.

“Shh, little one.” Her voice wrapped around him. “Let it in.”

The plug pushed, slow and deliberate. His body resisted, then gave, the intrusion burning and full. He gasped around the bottle, formula dribbling down his chin.

It settled inside, heavy and invasive. The arm pulled the diaper back up, tapes snapping shut. The plug pressed deeper with every crinkle, a constant reminder.

His cock pulsed harder, trapped against the padding. The plug shifted, grazing something inside, and heat exploded low. Another betrayal—his body craving this violation.

Raven’s eyes gleamed behind the glass. “Feel that, Junie? Mommy owns every part of you now.”

He moaned around the bottle, helpless. The plug’s weight, the diaper’s warmth, the gown’s soft layers—all of it drowned him. He was Junie, utterly hers.

Her voice dropped, intimate. “Mommy’s going to make you feel so good, baby girl. But you have to ask.”

He pulled the bottle free, panting. “Please, Mommy. Please touch me.”

Her smile widened, predatory. “Good girl. Mommy loves when you beg.”

A new arm descended, this one with a gloved tip. It slipped under the diaper’s edge, fingers curling around his shaft through the padding. The touch was warm, firm, electric.

He bucked, a whine escaping. The glove stroked slow, dragging along his length. The crinkle amplified every move, obscene and loud.

The plug shifted again, pressing inside. Dual sensations crashed—her hand outside, the toy inside. His body shook, edging fast.

“Look at me, Junie.” Her eyes pinned him through the glass. “Don’t cum until Mommy says.”

He whimpered, trembling. The glove teased, circling his tip through the padding. Precum soaked deeper, warm and slick.

Minutes stretched, torture in slow motion. The plug nudged deeper, grazing that spot again. His moans grew desperate, body begging.

Raven’s voice was a lifeline. “Cum for Mommy, baby girl. Now.”

Permission snapped the dam. His cock pulsed, contractions hard and sharp, cum flooding the diaper in hot, thick spurts. He groaned, loud and broken, the warmth spreading across his skin.

The glove kept stroking, milking every drop. The diaper trapped it all, sagging with the load, crinkling wetly. Shame hit late, burning his face.

Raven’s laugh was soft, delighted. “Look at that mess, Junie. You came so much for Mommy.”

He panted, spent and humiliated. The plug still pressed inside, the diaper heavy with his release. Junie’s reflection mocked him from the mirror—sissy, baby, owned.

Her silhouette leaned closer to the glass. “Such a good girl. But we’re not done.”

His pulse spiked again. More. Always more with her.

A new observer appeared behind the glass next to Raven—a man, sharp jaw, eyes cold and familiar. A voice crackled through the speakers, one Jake knew from his old life. “Didn’t think you’d sink this low, man.”

Panic clawed him. Someone from his past, seeing Junie in all her pathetic glory. His chest seized, shame doubling.

Raven’s hand tapped the glass, reclaiming his focus. “Don’t mind him, baby girl. Mommy’s got something special for you next.”

Her tone promised danger. A new mechanical arm whirred above, lowering something larger, metallic, gleaming with intent. His eyes widened—whatever it was, it meant deeper surrender.

She smiled, wicked and warm. “Room 12 is just the beginning, Junie. Let’s see how much more you can take.”


Chapter 13: Cradle of Belonging

Jake stirred in the crib, the hard bars pressing into his shoulders. The monitor device strapped to his diaper pushed against his groin, a heavy, unyielding weight. The faint smell of powder and last night’s formula clung to his lips, bitter and stale.

His eyes flicked open. The room was dim, soft pink walls glowing under muted lights. The air felt cold on his exposed arms, but the diaper around his hips trapped a sticky warmth.

The door creaked. Raven stood there, framed in the entrance. Her dark hair spilled over one shoulder, her pale skin almost luminous in the half-light.

Her eyes locked on him. Sharp, calculating, peeling away every layer of who he used to be. Her silence was heavier than any command, her gaze the first spark that made his body twitch.

He shifted in the crib. The monitor pressed harder against him, a dull ache spreading. His breath caught, already betraying him.

Raven stepped forward, her boots clicking softly on the nursery floor. The faint scent of lavender trailed her, cutting through the stale air. Her presence filled the room, deliberate and unshakable.

“Welcome home, baby girl,” she said, voice low and warm. “You’ve always belonged here.”

His chest tightened. Junie. That name wasn’t just a taunt anymore—it was him, carved deep by every room, every surrender.

He looked down at himself. The frilly pink nightgown clung to his chest, lace tickling his skin. The diaper bulged beneath, the monitor’s strap biting into his waist.

Her gaze followed his. A small, amused smile curled her lips. She saw it all—the helplessness, the humiliation, the pathetic need already stirring under the padding.

“Trying to hide from Mommy?” Her tone teased, but her eyes pinned him. She moved closer, each step a slow promise.

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. His throat was dry, his hands gripping the crib bars like a lifeline.

She stopped at the edge of the crib, towering over him. Her fingers trailed along the wooden frame, deliberate and slow. The lavender scent grew stronger, mixing with the cold air on his skin.

“Look at you, Junie,” she murmured. “So small. So mine.”

His face burned. The words dug in, sharp and true. His body reacted anyway, a shameful heat building low.

She leaned down, her face close now. Her breath brushed his cheek, warm against the chill of the room. “You’ve fought so hard, baby girl. But this is where you belong.”

He swallowed hard. The monitor’s weight shifted as he moved, pressing into him. A reminder of her control, even when she wasn’t touching him.

Her hand reached out, brushing his cheek. Her touch was soft, almost tender, but it carried a weight that made him tremble. “No more games. No more running.”

His eyes darted away. The nursery stretched around him—plush carpet, pastel walls, a rocking chair in the corner. Every detail screamed surrender.

She tilted his chin up, forcing his gaze back to hers. “Say it, Junie. Tell Mommy where you belong.”

His lips parted, but nothing came out. The heat in his body grew, pressing against the monitor, the padding. A traitor, always.

Her smile widened, patient and merciless. “I can wait, baby girl. But your body can’t.”

She straightened, stepping back. Her hands folded neatly in front of her, posture perfect as always. She watched him, unhurried, letting the silence stretch.

He squirmed under her stare. The diaper’s bulk forced his thighs apart, a constant humiliation. The monitor dug in harder, amplifying every twitch.

“Come to Mommy,” she said at last. Her voice was a command wrapped in velvet. She held out her arms, waiting.

His breath hitched. Crawl. That’s what she wanted—total submission, no dignity left.

He hesitated. The old Jake screamed somewhere deep, clawing at the edges of his mind. But Junie was louder now, needy and broken.

He pushed himself up on shaky arms. The crib bars loomed, but he slid over the edge, dropping to his knees. The soft carpet cushioned the fall, brushing against his bare skin.

Her eyes gleamed with approval. “Good girl,” she purred. The words hit like a drug, warm and dizzying.

He crawled forward. Each movement dragged the diaper against the carpet, a faint rustle echoing in the quiet. The monitor’s strap tugged, a relentless anchor.

His hands pressed into the plush floor. Knees shuffled, slow and clumsy. The nightgown fluttered around him, lace brushing his thighs.

She didn’t move. Just watched, her arms still outstretched. That gaze burned into him, stripping away the last scraps of resistance.

He reached her boots. Stopped. His head bowed, unable to meet her eyes now.

Her hand touched his hair, fingers threading through the strands. Gentle, possessive. “Look up, baby girl.”

He did. Her face was softer now, but the control never wavered. Lavender lingered, sharp in his nose.

“You’ve won, Junie,” she said. “Not the money. Not the game. You’ve won your place.”

His brow furrowed. Confusion flickered, but her touch kept him grounded. Her fingers tightened in his hair, just enough to focus him.

“The Cradle was never a competition,” she continued. Her voice dropped, intimate. “It was an audition. And you passed.”

His lips parted. Shock hit, cold and sharp. An audition—for this?

She crouched down, level with him now. Her hand slid to his cheek, thumb brushing his skin. “I built this for someone who could truly belong. That’s you, baby girl.”

His mind spun. The rooms, the puzzles, the degradation—all of it planned to break him down. To remake him.

Her other hand moved lower. It rested on the front of his diaper, right over the monitor. The pressure sent a jolt through him, heat flaring instantly.

“You feel it, don’t you?” she whispered. Her palm pressed harder, deliberate. “This is home.”

He whimpered. The warmth of her touch seeped through the padding. His body arched toward her, desperate and pathetic.

Her fingers curled, rubbing slow circles through the thick material. The monitor amplified the sensation, every movement sharp and electric. His breath came in short gasps.

“Look at you, Junie,” she cooed. “So needy for Mommy. So ready to stay.”

He moaned softly. The heat built fast, his cock throbbing under her hand. The diaper trapped it all, warm and humiliating.

Her touch didn’t stop. Slow, steady, dragging him closer to the edge. Her eyes never left his, holding him captive.

“Ask Mommy,” she said, voice firm now. “Ask to stay. Ask to cum.”

His face burned hotter. Words stuck, but his body screamed for release. He forced them out, voice small. “Please, Mommy. Let me stay. Let me cum.”

Her smile was radiant, triumphant. “Good girl. Mommy’s so proud.”

Her hand pressed harder, fingers working through the padding. The monitor buzzed faintly, adding a new layer of torment. His hips bucked, unable to stop.

The pressure built, tight and unbearable. His moans grew louder, broken and raw. He was close—so close.

“Cum for Mommy, baby girl,” she commanded. Her voice was the final push. “Show me you belong.”

His body snapped. Contractions hit hard, sharp waves crashing through him. Cum spilled in hot, thick spurts, flooding the diaper with warmth.

He groaned, loud and helpless. The release kept coming, more than he thought possible, soaking the padding. His body shook, trembling with every pulse.

A new warmth spread, sudden and unstoppable. He was urinating, losing all control as the orgasm lingered. The diaper sagged heavier, trapping everything.

Shame slammed into him. But her hand stayed, rubbing gently now, drawing out the last shudders. Her approval shone in her eyes.

“Such a good girl,” she murmured. “Look at that mess. You gave everything to Mommy.”

He panted, spent and humiliated. The diaper clung to him, wet and heavy, the monitor still pressing in. His face burned, but her gaze held no judgment—only possession.

She stood, pulling him up with her. His legs wobbled, but she steadied him, her grip firm. “Time to clean you up, baby girl.”

She led him to the changing table in the corner. The process was quick, practiced—tapes ripped open, a cool wipe against his skin, fresh powder dusting over him. A new diaper slid under him, snug and secure.

Her hands lingered as she taped it shut. Not sexual now, but intimate. A silent claim.

She pulled him into her arms after, cradling him close. Her chest was warm, her heartbeat steady against his cheek. The lavender scent wrapped around him, grounding him.

“You’re home now, Junie,” she whispered. Her voice carried a quiet finality. No threat, no game—just truth.

He looked up at her. The nursery blurred around them, soft and safe. A choice settled in his chest, heavy but clear.

“Mommy,” he said, voice steady. Not a slip, not a whisper. A decision.

Her smile softened, genuine and warm. She pressed a kiss to his forehead. “That’s my girl.”

He rested against her, the weight of the monitor gone, the cold air no longer biting. The diaper hugged him, a reminder of surrender. But it felt right now.

Her arms tightened, holding him like he’d always belonged there. The Cradle wasn’t just a room—it was his world. And he’d chosen it.

Time slowed. Her breathing matched his, a quiet rhythm. The past—Jake, the escape rooms, the tattoos—faded into nothing.

He nestled closer. Her warmth was all that mattered. Home, at last.

The nursery hummed around them, pastel and perfect. No puzzles left to solve. No doors to unlock.

Just Mommy. Just Junie. Forever, maybe.

Her hand stroked his back, slow and soothing. The lavender lingered, mixing with the faint powder on his skin. The diaper’s bulk was a constant, a tether to this new reality.

He closed his eyes. Let it sink in. This was where he’d stay.

Her voice came again, barely a whisper. “Rest now, baby girl. You’ve earned it.”

He did. Melting into her hold, the fight gone. Belonging felt like this.

Minutes passed, or maybe hours. Time didn’t matter here. Only her arms, her scent, her quiet strength.

The Cradle held him as much as she did. A perfect nursery, a perfect trap. But he didn’t want out.

Not now. Not ever. Junie was home.

He sighed, small and content. The world outside could keep spinning. He’d found his place.

Her fingers traced circles on his back. Each touch sealed it deeper. A bond beyond games, beyond prizes.

“Mommy,” he said again, softer this time. Testing the word, owning it. It fit.

Her laugh was a quiet hum, vibrating against him. “Yes, baby girl. Always.”

The cold of the room faded completely. Warmth spread from her, from the padding, from the choice he’d made. This was all he needed.

He drifted, half-aware. The nursery’s soft glow wrapped around them. A cradle of belonging, just as she’d promised.

Her hold never wavered. Neither did his resolve. Home wasn’t a place—it was her.

And he’d stay. As long as she’d have him. As Junie, forever.
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