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Chapter 1: The Will's Iron Grip

Ethan sat in the sterile law office, palms slick with sweat, heart hammering in his chest. The cheap chair squeaked under him, a reminder of how far he’d fallen—once a slick real estate agent, now a broke gambler with $80K in debt. He stared at the polished desk, waiting for the lawyer to speak, clinging to the desperate hope of a lifeline.

The door clicked open. Madame Laurent entered, her presence filling the room like a storm cloud. Tailored black dress, impeccable posture, her French accent sharp as a blade—she was the executor of Aunt Cordelia’s estate, and she looked at him like he was already hers.

“Bonjour, Monsieur Ethan.” Her voice was smooth, controlled, a velvet glove over iron. She sat across from him, crossing her legs with deliberate grace.

Ethan shifted, wiping his hands on his jeans. He hadn’t spoken to his family in years, hadn’t even known Aunt Cordelia was dead until the call came. Two million dollars, the lawyer had hinted—enough to erase every debt and start over.

The lawyer, a balding man named Gregory, cleared his throat. He slid a thick document across the desk, the paper heavy with legal jargon. “Your great-aunt’s will is… unconventional, Mr. Ethan. Please, read the terms.”

Ethan’s eyes scanned the first page. Two million dollars, yes—but conditions. Six months in her Victorian manor, full-time female identity as Emily, supervised by Madame Laurent, $100K penalty per infraction.

He laughed. A sharp, bitter bark that echoed in the sterile room. “This is a joke, right?”

Gregory didn’t smile. “It’s quite serious. Sign, or the inheritance is forfeit.”

Ethan’s laughter died. His bank balance flashed in his mind—three months from bankruptcy, creditors hounding him, his life a crumbling mess. He couldn’t walk away.

Madame Laurent tilted her head, her gaze piercing. “The terms are non-negotiable, Monsieur Ethan.” Her lips curved, just slightly, amused but merciless.

His stomach churned. Become Emily? Live as a woman for six months in some dusty old manor? It was insane—but so was drowning in debt.

He grabbed the pen. His hand shook as he signed, the scratch of ink on paper sounding like a cage slamming shut. Two million dollars, he told himself—it’d be worth it.

Gregory nodded, sliding the document into a folder. “You’ll report to the manor tomorrow morning. Madame Laurent will oversee compliance.”

Ethan’s jaw tightened. He wanted to argue, to tear the paper up, but the weight of his debts crushed any fight. He was trapped.

Madame Laurent stood, smoothing her dress. “Come, Monsieur. We begin with a small… introduction.”

He blinked. “Introduction? Here?”

Her smile widened, a predator’s glint. She reached into her sleek black bag and pulled out a small, pink object—a pacifier, the nipple gleaming under the fluorescent lights. “Open your mouth, Emily.”

His face burned. “What the hell—”

“Language,” she cut in, voice sharp. “That’s a $100,000 penalty if you refuse. Open.”

His heart raced. This wasn’t happening. Not in a law office, not with Gregory watching from behind the desk.

But it was. Her eyes locked on his, unyielding, and he felt the weight of that two million slipping away. Slowly, he parted his lips.

She stepped closer. The pacifier pressed against his mouth, the rubber nipple cool and foreign. It clicked against his teeth as she pushed it in.

His cheeks flamed. The taste of plastic filled his mouth, humiliating, absurd. He wanted to spit it out, but her hand lingered near his jaw, a silent warning.

“Good girl, Emily,” she purred, her voice dripping with maternal amusement. She tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her gaze. “Suck. Show me you understand.”

His body rebelled, but his lips closed around the nipple. The soft suckling sound echoed in his ears, each movement a stab of shame. He couldn’t look at Gregory, couldn’t face the silent judgment in the room.

Madame Laurent’s fingers brushed his cheek, light but possessive. “See? Not so hard to obey.”

His cock twitched. Traitorously, pathetically, under the table in his worn jeans. He hated himself for it, hated the heat creeping through him.

She noticed. Of course she did. Her eyes flicked down, a knowing smirk playing on her lips.

“Stand up, Emily.” Her tone was soft, but the command was iron. “Let me see you properly.”

He hesitated. The pacifier bobbed in his mouth, the click of it against his teeth deafening in the quiet office. But her stare pinned him, and he rose, legs shaky.

She stepped around the desk, her heels clicking on the tile. Her gaze raked over him—once-handsome, now haggard, stress etched into every line of his face. “We’ll fix this. Make you pretty.”

His stomach dropped. Pretty? The word burned, a promise of more humiliation to come.

She reached into her bag again, pulling out a small tube of lipstick. Bright pink, the kind no man would ever touch. “Hold still.”

He froze. Her hand gripped his chin, firm but not rough, tilting his head back. The pacifier stayed in, clicking as she worked.

The lipstick smeared across his lips, cool and waxy, the sweet chemical scent filling his nose. She took her time, tracing every curve, painting him like a doll. His reflection in the office window showed a stranger—pink lips, pacifier bulging, eyes wide with shame.

“Much better,” she murmured, stepping back to admire her work. Her thumb brushed the corner of his mouth, wiping a stray smudge. “Emily is already emerging.”

His cock throbbed harder. He wanted to scream, to wipe the lipstick off, but the betrayal in his pants held him captive. He was disgusting, and she knew it.

She leaned in, her breath warm on his ear. “I see it, you know. How much you want this, even if you fight.”

He shuddered. Her words sliced through him, exposing the heat he couldn’t deny. The pacifier muffled any protest he might’ve made.

Her hand dropped lower, casual but deliberate, brushing the front of his jeans. His erection strained against the fabric, obvious, humiliating. She pressed her palm flat against it, just for a moment, and his breath hitched.

“Pathetic,” she whispered, her tone laced with amusement. “Already so eager, Emily. We’ve only just begun.”

His face burned hotter. The pressure of her hand lingered, even as she pulled away, leaving him aching under the table. He couldn’t sit, couldn’t move without betraying himself further.

She stepped back, adjusting her bag on her shoulder. “Tomorrow, you arrive at the manor by nine. Do not be late, or the penalty applies.”

He nodded, the pacifier bobbing, lipstick smearing slightly on the rubber nipple. The taste of it mingled with his shame, a bitter cocktail. He wanted to spit it out, but her gaze held him.

Her fingers plucked the pacifier from his mouth, slow and deliberate. A string of saliva trailed, snapping as she pulled it free. She wiped it on a silk handkerchief, her movements precise, almost tender.

“You’ll learn to love it, Emily.” Her voice was a promise, soft but unyielding. “Every piece of this new life.”

His lips felt bare, vulnerable, the pink stain still there as evidence. He couldn’t speak, couldn’t find words through the haze of humiliation and unwanted arousal. His cock pulsed, a traitor in his jeans, mocking him.

Madame Laurent turned to Gregory, nodding as if nothing unusual had happened. “The paperwork is complete. I’ll handle the rest.”

Gregory muttered a response, avoiding Ethan’s eyes. The room felt smaller, suffocating, the weight of their silent judgment pressing down. Ethan wanted to disappear.

But he couldn’t. Not with two million dollars on the line. Not with Madame Laurent’s gaze pinning him like a butterfly to a board.

She moved to the door, pausing with her hand on the handle. “Oh, and Emily—one more thing before I go.” Her tone was light, almost playful, but it sent a shiver down his spine.

She reached into her bag a final time, pulling out a small, pink box. She set it on the desk with a deliberate tap. “Open it when I’m gone. A little gift to prepare you.”

His throat went dry. A gift? Every instinct screamed to refuse, but the penalty loomed—$100K for every infraction.

She didn’t wait for a response. The door clicked shut behind her, her heels echoing down the hall, leaving him alone with Gregory and the box. The air felt heavier now, charged with dread.

Ethan stared at the box. Pink, tied with a satin ribbon, it looked innocent—but nothing about this was innocent. His fingers hovered over it, trembling.

He untied the ribbon. Lifted the lid. Inside, nestled on tissue paper, was a pair of silk panties—pink, lace-trimmed, impossibly feminine.

His breath caught. A note sat atop them, written in her elegant script: Wear these tomorrow, Emily. I’ll check.

His cock twitched again, harder this time, straining painfully against his jeans. He slammed the box shut, face burning, but the image of those panties was seared into his mind. Silk against his skin—what the hell was happening to him?

Gregory coughed, breaking the silence. “I’ll, uh, file the papers. You’re free to go.”

Ethan didn’t move. Free? He was anything but free.

He shoved the box into his jacket, hiding it like a dirty secret. The weight of it dragged as he stood, legs unsteady, the taste of lipstick still on his tongue. Every step toward the door felt like a surrender.

Outside, the city buzzed, indifferent to the storm inside him. Two million dollars—he’d signed for it, sold himself for it. But at what cost?

His mind spun as he walked to his beat-up car, the box burning a hole in his jacket. Madame Laurent’s voice echoed in his head, her amused purr: You’ll learn to love it, Emily. He hated how his body responded, how the thought of those panties made him ache.

He slid into the driver’s seat, slamming the door. His hands gripped the wheel, knuckles white, trying to steady himself. But the heat wouldn’t leave, the need pulsing low and insistent.

He glanced at the box on the passenger seat. One hand moved before he could stop it, unzipping his jeans with a shaky jerk. He needed relief—just a moment to clear his head.

His cock sprang free, hard and leaking, the tip already wet with precum. He groaned, low and guttural, as his hand wrapped around it. The shame fueled him, each stroke a punishment and a release.

Images flashed—Madame Laurent’s smirk, the pacifier clicking, the lipstick smearing. His hips bucked, desperate, the car rocking slightly with his rhythm. He was pathetic, and he knew it.

Her voice in his mind: Pathetic, Emily. Already so eager. It pushed him closer, his grip tightening, breath ragged.

He came hard, a choked moan escaping as cum spilled over his hand, hot and thick, pooling on his jeans. The contractions wracked him, each pulse a wave of shame and relief. He slumped back, panting, the mess cooling against his skin.

Disgust hit immediately. He wiped his hand on a stray napkin, stuffing himself back into his jeans with trembling fingers. What was wrong with him?

The box sat there, mocking him. Tomorrow, he’d wear those panties. Tomorrow, he’d step into that manor as Emily.

His stomach twisted. What kind of manor demanded a man become a baby girl—and what happens if he refused?


Chapter 2: Manor's Pink Welcome

Ethan slumped in the driver’s seat, the mess on his jeans cooling into a sticky reminder. His breath still came in ragged bursts, shame clawing at his chest. He’d just cum to the thought of those pink panties, to Madame Laurent’s voice calling him Emily.

Years ago, he’d closed a million-dollar deal in a high-rise office, clients shaking his hand, women eyeing his sharp suit. Back then, he was Ethan, the closer, the guy who owned every room. Now, he was a broke mess, jerking off in a beat-up car with a pink box mocking him from the passenger seat.

He wiped his hand again, disgust curling tighter. The manor awaited—two million dollars, if he could stomach the cost. He started the engine, the rumble barely drowning out his thoughts.

Hours later, after a grueling drive, the Victorian manor loomed against the gray sky. Towers spiked upward, windows glinting like cold eyes. Ethan parked, his legs heavy as he stepped out, the pink box tucked under his jacket like contraband.

The gravel crunched underfoot, sharp and grating in the still air. A faint whiff of old wood and lavender hit him, stirring unease. The massive oak door creaked before he could knock, revealing Madame Laurent.

She stood there, impeccable in tailored black, her posture a silent command. Her dark hair was pulled back, not a strand out of place, and her lips curved just enough to unsettle him. Her gaze landed on him like a hand pressing his chest, pinning him in place.

“Welcome, Miss Emily.” Her voice was smooth, accented, warm with hidden amusement. It sliced through the chilly air, carrying the scent of her subtle perfume.

Ethan’s face burned, a flush creeping up his neck. His heart thudded, loud in his ears, and a traitorous heat stirred low in his gut. He hated it—hated how his body reacted to her words, the humiliation making the heat worse.

“Ethan,” he corrected, voice rough. “Just Ethan.”

Laurent tilted her head, her eyes never leaving his. “Not here, darling. Your aunt Cordelia was very specific.”

His stomach twisted. Shame bit deep, but his cock twitched under the mess in his jeans, betraying him again. Disgust surged—he was pathetic, getting hard from this, and the thought only made him harder.

Behind her, three maids appeared in crisp uniforms—black dresses, white aprons, all curtsying in sync. “Welcome, Miss Emily,” they chimed, their voices lilting, their smiles polite but sharp. The sound of their skirts rustling mixed with the creak of the manor’s ancient floorboards.

Ethan froze. Public humiliation, right at the threshold. His cheeks flamed hotter, the cold air biting his skin, while a deeper warmth spread in his core—unwanted, undeniable.

He loathed himself for it. The more he hated it, the more his body responded, a vicious loop. The scent of baby powder drifted from somewhere inside, faint but piercing, tying his gut in knots.

Laurent stepped aside, gesturing him in. “Come, Miss Emily. Your wardrobe awaits.”

Her words landed like a slap. His suitcase felt heavy in his grip, a last tether to who he was. The marble floor echoed under her heels—click, click, click—as she led him through the grand foyer, past gilded mirrors and portraits of stern ancestors.

The air was cool, almost damp, smelling of old wood and that ever-present lavender. His boots scuffed against the polished stone, a clumsy counterpoint to her precision. Every step made his skin prickle, the weight of her gaze a constant pressure.

They stopped at a sweeping staircase. “Your belongings will be taken,” Laurent said, snapping her fingers. A maid—Celeste, her name tag read—stepped forward, her hands reaching for his suitcase.

“Wait—” Ethan pulled back, grip tightening. “I need my stuff.”

Laurent’s smile didn’t waver. “Not in this house, darling. Aunt Cordelia’s rules.”

His jaw clenched, shame burning anew. His pulse raced, and that damn heat flared again, his cock stirring against the rough denim. He cursed himself silently—why did this keep happening?

Celeste tugged the suitcase free, her fingers brushing his. The loss hit like a punch, stripping away his last piece of control. The scent of baby powder grew stronger, mixing with the maids’ faint perfume, overwhelming his senses.

“Follow me,” Laurent commanded, ascending the stairs. Her black skirt swayed, the fabric whispering with each step. Ethan trailed behind, his legs leaden, the cold marble chilling through his soles.

At the top, a long hallway stretched, lined with heavy doors. The walls were papered in faded gold, the air thick with the must of age. Laurent stopped at the last door, pushing it open with a slow creak that echoed down the corridor.

Pink. Everywhere, pink. Wallpaper bloomed with roses, lace curtains framed tall windows, and a vanity mirror sat laden with brushes and powders, all bathed in a soft, suffocating glow.

Ethan’s breath caught. His face burned hotter than ever, shame clawing at his insides. Yet his cock throbbed, the heat pooling low, reacting to the sheer wrongness of it all.

He hated this. Hated how his body betrayed him, the ache growing with every second he stood in this room. The scent of baby powder was thick now, clinging to the air, a constant taunt.

Laurent stepped inside, her heels clicking on the hardwood. “Your room, Miss Emily. As per Cordelia’s wishes.”

His fists balled at his sides. “This is insane. I’m not— I’m not some girl.”

Her gaze flicked to him, heavy and unyielding. “Such a pathetic thing you are, Emily. But you’ll learn to love it.”

Her words dripped with warmth, not cruelty, and they hit harder for it. His skin flushed, heart slamming against his ribs, and his cock strained painfully, the shame feeding the arousal. He despised himself more with every pulse.

Laurent crossed to a wardrobe, opening it with a deliberate motion. Inside hung dresses—pink, pastel blue, ruffled and frilly—alongside nightgowns and stacks of silk undergarments. The rustle of fabric was obscene in the quiet, each layer a promise of degradation.

“Your wardrobe,” she said, running a hand over a lace-trimmed dress. “You’ll wear what’s provided. Starting now.”

Ethan’s throat went dry. “Now? You can’t be serious.”

Her smile sharpened. “Every infraction costs you, darling. One hundred thousand dollars.”

The reminder stung. Shame seared through him, but his body didn’t care—heat surged, his cock twitching again. He wanted to scream, to run, but the disgust only made the need worse.

Laurent pulled out a dress—pink, of course, with white lace at the collar. The fabric shimmered, soft and slick, whispering as she held it up. The air felt colder now, contrasting the fire in his cheeks, while that baby powder scent burrowed deeper into his senses.

“Strip,” she ordered, voice calm but ironclad. “Let’s see how Emily looks.”

His hands shook, hovering at his jacket. Public stripping, in front of her—his mind rebelled, but his body hummed, the humiliation lighting him up. He loathed the thrill, the way it grew with his self-hatred.

He shrugged off the jacket, the pink box tumbling to the floor. Laurent’s eyes flicked to it, her smirk widening. The sound of his zipper was deafening, the rough denim scraping as he pushed it down, exposing the mess from earlier.

Her gaze pinned him again, heavy as a touch. “Already so eager, I see.” Her voice purred, amused, as she stepped closer.

His face burned, shame a living thing inside him. His cock hardened fully now, jutting out, precum beading at the tip under her stare. He hated how much he wanted her to notice, how the disgust fueled the ache.

Laurent picked up the pink box, lifting the silk panties from inside. They dangled from her fingers, lace catching the light, soft against her skin. The rustle was faint but piercing, the air cool on his exposed flesh.

“These first,” she said, holding them out. “Put them on, Miss Emily.”

His hands trembled as he took them, the silk cool and slippery. Shame gnawed at him, but his cock throbbed harder, leaking now, the heat unbearable. He despised this—despised how the thought of wearing them made him ache more.

He stepped into the panties, the fabric sliding up his thighs, clinging to his skin. The silk was tight around his erection, slick and wrong, rustling with every move. The scent of baby powder mixed with her perfume, the cold room making the warmth of his shame stand out.

Laurent watched, her eyes gleaming. “Good girl. Now the dress.”

His stomach dropped. Good girl—those words hit deep, sparking a pathetic thrill. The betrayal burned, his arousal spiking as he hated himself for it.

She helped with the dress, her fingers brushing his shoulders as she draped it over him. The ruffles whispered, the fabric cool but heavy, settling against his chest. Her touch was clinical yet intimate, the lavender of her scent mixing with the ever-present powder.

He stood there, dressed as Emily, the mirror reflecting a stranger in pink. Shame clawed deeper, his face flaming, but his cock strained against the silk, wet spots forming already. The disgust was a loop, feeding the need, making it worse.

Laurent stepped back, admiring her work. “Perfect. But we’re missing something.”

She crossed to a drawer, pulling out a thick, white diaper with pastel prints. The crinkle was loud, obscene, as she unfolded it, the plastic backing catching the light. The cold air bit at his exposed legs, contrasting the heat of his humiliation.

His breath hitched. “No. I’m not wearing that.”

Her smile didn’t falter. “Pathetic, darling. You’ll wear it, or you’ll lose more than pride.”

The word pathetic sank in, warm and cutting. His heart raced, cock throbbing in the silk, leaking more as shame fueled the fire. He hated how much he reacted, how the loop tightened with every word.

She laid the diaper on a changing table—pink, of course—in the corner. “Lie down, Emily. Let’s get you ready.”

His legs moved before his mind caught up, shame burning through him. He lay back, the padded surface cool under him, the crinkle of the diaper deafening as she positioned it. The scent of powder was suffocating now, the air heavy with lavender and old wood.

Laurent lifted the dress, exposing the silk panties. Her fingers hooked the waistband, sliding them down just enough, her touch deliberate. The silk scraped his skin, the cold air hitting his erection, making him gasp.

“Look at baby girl leaking already,” she murmured, amused. Her hand brushed his cock through the fabric, a fleeting stroke that sent a jolt through him. His hips bucked involuntarily, shame searing as the heat built.

She pulled the panties back up, then slid the diaper under him. The plastic was slick, cool against his ass, the bulk forcing his thighs apart. The tapes ripped loud in the quiet, each one a nail in his dignity, while her perfume lingered close.

“There,” she said, smoothing the front, her palm pressing against his cock through the padding. The pressure was maddening, the crinkle constant, the warmth of her hand contrasting the cold room. His breath came short, the scent of powder overwhelming.

She leaned in, her breast brushing his arm as she adjusted the tapes. The softness was a shock, intimate and wrong, her nipple hard through her blouse. His cock throbbed harder, trapped in the diaper, the silk and plastic a humiliating cage.

“Such a good girl,” she cooed, her hand lingering, stroking through the padding. Each rub built the heat, his precum soaking into the silk, the crinkle loud with every shift. Shame burned, but the loop turned—disgust made him harder, needier.

Her fingers pressed firmer, circling the head through the layers. “Does baby girl want to cum already?” Her voice was warm, teasing, cutting deep. The scent of her, the rustle of ruffles, the cold air—it all crashed together.

His hips jerked, a moan slipping out. The buildup was torture, each stroke pushing him closer, his cock pulsing in the tight confines. Shame fueled it, the betrayal of his body a fire he couldn’t douse.

“Not yet,” she said, pulling her hand away. The denial stung, leaving him throbbing, precum pooling in the diaper, hot and sticky. His breath hitched, disgust and need warring as he lay there, exposed.

Laurent stood, smoothing her skirt. “You’ll earn it, Emily. Soon.”

Her words hung heavy, a promise and a threat. He lay there, dressed in pink, diapered, aching in every way. How long could he resist when every corner of this house screamed ‘Emily’?


Chapter 3: Corset of Consequence

Ethan woke, body heavy, the pink room suffocating him. The diaper’s bulk pressed between his thighs, plastic backing slick against his skin, crinkling with every tiny shift. The frilly dress clung to his chest, silk cool on his shoulders, morning air biting at exposed skin.

He tried to sit up. The padding forced his legs apart, a humiliating waddle even in bed. His hands gripped the lace-trimmed sheets, knuckles white.

Disgust churned. But beneath it, a traitor pulse stirred beneath the padding, uninvited, wrong. He squeezed his eyes shut, willing it away.

The door opened. Laurent entered, tall and unyielding, her tailored black suit cutting a sharp line against the pastel walls. Her posture was a blade, her long, precise hands folded in front of her, commanding the room without effort.

“Morning, Miss Emily.” Her French accent curled around the name, making it a cage. “Time to dress properly.”

Ethan’s jaw tightened. He stayed silent, glaring at the canopy above, pink and suffocating. His thighs clenched involuntarily, the crinkle loud in the quiet.

Laurent crossed to the wardrobe, her heels clicking on the hardwood. She pulled out a corset, white with pink ribbons, lace trimming the edges. It dangled from her fingers like a sentence.

“Stand up.” Her tone was calm, not a request. Her dark eyes locked on him, dissecting every inch.

He didn’t move. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the sound a reminder of last night’s shame. His fingers dug into the sheets, resisting.

“You signed the contract, darling.” She stepped closer, corset in hand, her perfume sharp and floral, a control marker slicing through the room’s softness. “Refusal costs. One hundred thousand for each infraction.”

His stomach dropped. A hundred grand. Gone, just like that.

“I’m not wearing it.” His voice cracked, weaker than he meant. The pulse beneath the padding twitched, betraying him again.

Laurent’s lips curved, not a smile, just acknowledgment. She laid the corset on the bed, then pulled a folded document from her jacket. His signature stared back at him, black and binding.

“You agreed.” Her finger tapped the paper, slow, deliberate. “Every rule, every garment. Or the money bleeds away.”

His breath hitched. Eighty grand in debt already, now another hundred down. He couldn’t afford defiance, not literally.

“Stand.” Her command was softer now, but heavier. Her height loomed, shrinking him in the frilly bed, a man reduced to a pink doll.

He stood. The diaper sagged slightly, crinkling with the movement, the bulk forcing his stance wide. His face burned, eyes on the floor.

Laurent moved behind him. Her hands were cool, precise, lifting the dress over his shoulders, exposing the diaper fully. The air hit his skin, cold, contrasting the warmth trapped in the padding.

“Arms up.” She didn’t wait for compliance, guiding his wrists herself. The corset came next, lace scratching as she wrapped it around his torso.

It was tight. Too tight. The boning dug into his ribs, forcing his spine straight, stealing his breath.

“Posture improves with practice, Miss Emily.” Her voice was warm, amused, as she laced it tighter. Each pull squeezed him smaller, weaker.

He gasped. The restriction was suffocating, the corset a vise around his chest. His cock twitched traitorously, trapped in the diaper, reacting to the control.

Laurent’s fingers worked the laces, slow and methodical. Her breath brushed his neck, her presence a weight he couldn’t escape. The floral sharpness of her perfume cut through the room’s cloying sweetness.

“Look.” She turned him toward a full-length mirror, her hands firm on his shoulders. “See how pretty baby girl is.”

He saw. Pink dress hiked up, white corset cinched tight, diaper bulging beneath, pastel prints mocking him. His reflection was a stranger, a sissy caricature, lace and ribbons erasing Ethan entirely.

His breath stopped. Eyes widened, taking in the ruffles, the way the corset forced curves he didn’t have. Something in him stared, not repulsed, just… caught.

Laurent’s gaze met his in the glass. Her long fingers rested on his waist, pressing the corset tighter. “Pathetic, darling. But so fitting.”

The word sliced deep. His thighs tensed, the crinkle echoing as his body betrayed him further. A damp spot formed in the silk beneath the diaper, small but damning.

She noticed. Her hand slid down, palm pressing against the front of the diaper, the plastic slick under her touch. “Already leaking, Miss Emily?”

He bit his lip. The pressure of her hand sent a jolt through him, his cock throbbing in the tight confines. The crinkle amplified every sensation, shame and need twisting together.

Her fingers curled through the padding, finding his hardness. She rubbed slowly, deliberately, the friction maddening through the layers. “Baby girls don’t hide their excitement.”

A moan slipped out. He hated it, hated the sound, but his hips pushed forward, chasing her touch. The corset squeezed tighter with each shallow breath, amplifying the heat.

“Look at yourself.” She forced his chin up, making him face the mirror again. “See what a good sissy you are.”

His reflection burned him. Cheeks flushed, dress rucked up, diaper tented obscenely under her hand. The betrayal was worse in the glass, undeniable.

She stroked harder, her palm firm through the padding. The buildup was torture, each rub pushing him closer, precum soaking into the silk, hot and sticky. His knees trembled, the crinkle constant, a soundtrack to his fall.

“Ask permission.” Her voice was low, cutting through the haze. “Baby girls don’t cum without Mommy’s say-so.”

His throat tightened. The words were poison, but the need was worse. “Please… Mommy.”

“Good girl.” Her hand sped up, fingers pressing the head through the diaper. The pressure was unbearable, his cock pulsing, the corset stealing every breath.

He broke. Contractions hit hard, cum spilling into the diaper, warm and thick, pooling in the padding. A low groan escaped, raw and broken, as his body shuddered under her control.

Her hand stilled. She watched him in the mirror, eyes glinting with amusement. “Look at baby girl, cumming in her diaper. Pathetic.”

The shame crashed in. The warmth spread in the padding, sticky and heavy, a reminder of what he’d done. His face burned hotter, eyes dropping from the reflection.

Laurent stepped back, smoothing her jacket. Her posture was flawless, untouched by the mess she’d made of him. She adjusted the dress over the corset, covering the diaper’s bulge.

“Maids will be in soon.” Her tone was neutral, as if she hadn’t just unraveled him. “They’ll help with breakfast. Behave, or it’s another hundred thousand.”

He nodded, barely. The corset dug in, a constant pressure, the diaper’s warmth a lingering humiliation. His breath came short, body still trembling from the release.

Footsteps approached. Two maids entered, young but composed, their aprons crisp, faces blank. They didn’t look at his flushed cheeks or the way the corset forced his posture unnaturally straight.

“Miss Emily needs feeding.” Laurent’s instruction was sharp, her height towering over the maids as she directed them. “Ensure she sits properly.”

One maid nodded, pulling a high chair from the corner. It was pink, padded, with straps dangling like restraints. The other carried a tray, a bottle of warm formula on it, the scent faint but distinct.

Ethan’s stomach twisted. The corset made sitting a challenge, each movement a reminder of the diaper’s bulk. He shuffled forward, crinkle loud, the maids’ silence worse than laughter.

They strapped him in. The high chair’s tray locked over his lap, pressing against the corset, squeezing him tighter. His face burned as the first maid lifted the bottle.

“Open.” Her voice was soft, professional, but her eyes flicked to the diaper’s bulge for a split second. The humiliation deepened, a fresh wave.

He opened his mouth. The nipple pressed against his lips, warm formula trickling in, sweet and thick. He swallowed, the act infantile, degrading, the corset forcing shallow breaths.

Laurent watched from the doorway. Her presence filled the room, even at a distance, her long hands resting at her sides. “Every meal like this, Miss Emily. Until you learn.”

The maids fed him in silence. Each sip was a surrender, the bottle’s nipple clicking against his teeth, the formula’s warmth sliding down. His cock stirred again, traitorously, the shame looping back into need.

One maid adjusted the tray, her hand brushing the diaper’s front by accident. Or not. The crinkle was deafening, his body tensing, a small pulse beneath the padding.

Laurent’s lips twitched. She saw everything, always did. “Such a good girl, taking her bottle.”

The praise hit deep. Wrong, but warm, stirring something he couldn’t name. His thighs clenched, the diaper crinkling again, the corset a relentless cage.

Breakfast dragged on. The maids wiped his chin with a cloth, their movements clinical, ignoring his red face. The high chair’s straps dug into his shoulders, the diaper’s warmth a constant weight.

Laurent finally approached. Her hand rested on his head, a gentle pat, her perfume sharp against the formula’s sweetness. “Tomorrow, baby girl, we start your routine. Every. Single. Detail.”

Her words hung heavy. A promise, a threat, laced with that maternal warmth that cut deeper than cruelty. His breath caught, the corset tightening with it.

She turned to leave. The maids began unstrapping him, their hands efficient, avoiding his eyes. The diaper crinkled as they lifted him out, the bulk forcing his legs apart.

He stood, unsteady. The corset bit into his ribs, the dress falling back over the diaper, hiding nothing. Shame lingered, sticky as the mess inside the padding.

The maids guided him to a chair. They didn’t speak, didn’t need to. Their silence was judgment enough.

Ethan sat, the crinkle loud, the corset forcing him upright. His mind spun, the hundred grand gone, the inheritance slipping with every refusal. How long before the next penalty broke his bank—or his spirit—first?

Laurent’s footsteps faded down the hall. Her control lingered, a shadow over the pink room, over every inch of him. He stared at the mirror across the room, Emily staring back, and felt the pulse stir again.


Chapter 4: Nursery's Dark Secret

Ethan sat rigid in the chair, corset biting into his ribs. Red marks lingered from last night, a map of surrender. His breaths came shallow, trained by the relentless lace.

The diaper clung to him, the wet weight of it pressing down. Shame burned fresh, his reflection in the mirror taunting. Emily stared back, a stranger in pink.

Laurent’s presence loomed, even absent. Her control seeped into every crinkle, every constrained inhale. He hated it. Wanted it. Hated that he wanted it.

Footsteps approached. Sharp, deliberate. Laurent.

She entered, black dress tailored to perfection, posture unyielding. Her eyes scanned him, a predator’s calm assessment. “Stand, Miss Emily.”

He stood. The swollen crinkle pressed against him, loud in the silence. His face heated, body betraying with a faint twitch below.

Her lips curved, barely. She saw it. Always did.

“Upstairs now.” Her voice was smooth, French accent slicing through. “Your nursery awaits.”

Nursery. The word hit like a slap. His stomach dropped.

He hesitated. Body locked, feet rooted. Laurent stepped closer, hand firm on his arm.

No escape. Her grip steered him out, down the hall. Each step crinkled, the padding’s heft between his thighs mocking him.

Stairs loomed. Third floor. His heart raced, corset squeezing tighter.

She guided him up, her pace unhurried. His legs trembled, the thick padding shifting with every move. Heat pooled low, unbidden, shameful.

Why now? Why this? The arousal deepened, fed by his own disgust.

They reached the landing. A heavy door, ornate, Victorian. Laurent pushed it open.

Inside, a nightmare in pastel. Adult-sized crib, lace canopy dripping like a trap. Changing table, rocking horse, porcelain dolls staring blankly.

Ethan froze. His breath caught. This couldn’t be real.

“Aunt Cordelia believed in complete immersion.” Laurent’s tone was clinical, warm with hidden amusement. “This is your world now, Miss Emily.”

His knees weakened. The corset held him upright, a cruel brace. His cock stirred, traitorously, under the diaper’s slick surface.

She moved to the changing table. Pulled out a cloth diaper, oversized, stark white. Safety pins gleamed beside it, huge and menacing.

“Lie down.” Her command left no room. His body flinched, instinctive.

He pulled back. One step. Laurent’s hand caught his wrist, firm, unyielding.

“No resistance.” Her eyes locked on his. “Or lose another hundred thousand.”

Defeat slammed him. He shuffled forward, crinkle deafening. Lay down, the table cold under him.

She loomed above. Hands precise, she untaped the used diaper. Cool air hit his skin, then shame as she saw everything.

His cock twitched. Exposed, helpless. Heat surged, disgust looping back into need.

“Look at you.” Laurent’s voice dipped, maternal, cutting. “Such a pathetic little thing.”

The word burned. His shaft hardened fully, no hiding it. Her gaze lingered, amused, as she folded the cloth diaper.

She lifted his hips. Slid the fabric under, thick and rough. A cloud of powder rose, baby scent choking him.

Her hands worked slow. Pinned one side, then the other. Oversized safety pins clicked, sealing his fate.

The cloth hugged tight. Heavier than before, pressing against him. His erection throbbed, trapped, humiliated by its own insistence.

Laurent’s fingers lingered. Brushed his inner thigh, deliberate. “Feel that, Miss Emily?”

He bit his lip. A moan escaped, small, pitiful. She smiled, faint but sharp.

She adjusted the pins. Her palm pressed against the front, intentional. His hips jerked, crinkle loud, warmth spreading low.

“Helpless already.” Her tone was warm, degrading. “Baby girl can’t control herself.”

Shame flared. His cock leaked, a small wet spot forming. The betrayal deepened, arousal spiking from her words.

She stepped back. Watched him squirm, hands at her sides. “Stand. Show me.”

He slid off the table. Legs shaky, the diaper’s weight forcing a waddle. His face burned, corset biting with every move.

“Walk.” Her command was soft, merciless. “Across the room. Now.”

He obeyed. Each step crinkled, the cloth shifting against him. His erection pulsed, trapped, screaming for relief.

Laurent followed. Her eyes tracked every stumble. “Posture, Miss Emily. Straighter.”

The corset forced it. Ribs ached, breath shallow. He reached the crib, hands gripping the bars for balance.

She approached. Stood close, her perfume sharp. “This is your bed now.”

His stomach twisted. A cage, lace-trimmed, mocking. His cock throbbed harder, shame fueling it.

“Look inside.” She gestured. Pink blankets, stuffed toys, a pacifier waiting.

He stared. Body tensed, arousal spiking against his will. Disgust churned, looping back to raw need.

Her hand rested on his shoulder. Light, controlling. “Complete immersion is required, Miss Emily.”

The words sank in. His breath hitched. She guided him closer to the crib’s edge.

“Climb in.” Her voice was a velvet blade. “Test your new home.”

He hesitated. Body locked again. Her hand pressed firmer, guiding.

No choice. He lifted a leg, crinkle echoing. Climbed in, the mattress soft under him.

The bars loomed. Too tall, a prison. He lay back, diaper shifting, erection tenting the cloth.

Laurent leaned over. Her breasts pressed against the crib’s edge, full, commanding. “Good girl. Stay.”

His eyes flicked to her chest. Hunger surged, wrong and deep. Shame burned hotter, arousal clawing through it.

She reached down. Hand slipped under the diaper’s edge, fingers finding him. Warm, firm, she gripped his shaft.

He gasped. Hips bucked, involuntary. Crinkle filled the nursery, obscene.

“Shh, baby girl.” Her stroke was slow, deliberate. “Mommy decides when.”

Her thumb brushed the tip. Pre-cum slicked her fingers, his moan breaking free. She chuckled, soft, cutting.

“So wet already.” She pulled her hand back, showed him the gleam. “Pathetic, isn’t it?”

His face flamed. Cock throbbed harder, denied. The loop spun—shame, need, shame, deeper need.

She wiped her hand on a cloth. Stepped back, eyes never leaving him. “No release yet, Miss Emily.”

His body ached. Throbbing, trapped, the diaper a cruel cage. He whimpered, small, broken.

“Rest now.” Her tone softened, maternal. “You’ll need strength for tomorrow.”

Tomorrow. Dread coiled tight. What more could she take?

She adjusted the blanket. Covered him, the lace canopy shadowing above. “Sleep in your crib, baby girl.”

He lay still. Bars surrounded him, diaper heavy, corset unrelenting. His cock pulsed, denied, a torment of its own.

Laurent watched a moment longer. Her presence a weight, even silent. Then she turned, but didn’t leave.

Instead, she sat. A chair by the door, elegant, poised. “I’ll ensure you settle, Miss Emily.”

His heart raced. Trapped under her gaze, no privacy. The diaper crinkled with his smallest shift.

He closed his eyes. Tried to escape her stare. But the padding pressed, a constant reminder.

Heat lingered. His body ached, arousal refusing to fade. Shame looped again, relentless, feeding the fire.

Her chair creaked. She shifted, watching still. “Such a helpless little thing.”

The words cut. His cock twitched, leaking more. Disgust surged, arousal clawing deeper from it.

He gripped the blanket. Tried to still himself. But the crib, the diaper, her eyes—they owned him.

Minutes dragged. His breathing slowed, corset forcing shallow rhythm. Yet need simmered, unrelieved.

Laurent’s voice broke the quiet. “Tomorrow, we continue immersion.” A promise, laced with threat.

He didn’t respond. Couldn’t. The crib held him, a cage of lace and shame.

She stayed. Watched longer, silent now. Her presence a chain, binding tighter than bars.

His mind spun. Could he endure this crib as his cage? Or would rebellion cost him everything?

He shifted again. Diaper crinkled, loud in the stillness. Alone with the weight of it, a new torment settled in.

The pacifier sat on the pillow. Pink, mocking, waiting for him. A silent dare, a step deeper into surrender.


Chapter 5: Routine of Surrender

Ethan stirred in the crib, eyes fluttering open to the dim morning light filtering through lace curtains. The bars loomed above him, polished wood casting thin shadows across his face. He shifted, and the cloth diaper crinkled loud, a humiliating reminder of his cage.

His body ached from the night. The corset, still laced tight from yesterday, dug into his ribs with every shallow breath. He turned his head, catching sight of porcelain dolls on a shelf, their glassy eyes staring, unblinking, mocking.

The nursery smelled of lavender and powder, a cloying mix that clung to his skin. He tried to sit up, but the bulk between his legs forced an awkward waddle, even lying down. The diaper’s thick padding pressed against his thighs, inescapable.

Ruffles of the nightgown tickled his wrists as he gripped the crib bars. The silky fabric brushed his legs, too soft, too feminine, a constant taunt against his once-rough hands. He hated how it felt—and hated more how his body stirred despite it.

Footsteps approached. Slow, deliberate, heels clicking on hardwood. Laurent.

She entered, a vision in tailored black, skirt hugging her hips, blouse crisp against her curves. Her posture was flawless, as always, a silent command in every line of her body. “Good morning, Miss Emily.”

His stomach twisted at the name. Shame flared, hot and sharp, but his cock twitched under the diaper, traitorously eager. The betrayal loop spun again—disgust, need, deeper disgust.

“Time to start the day.” Her voice was calm, precise, a velvet glove over steel. She unlocked the crib’s side, lowering it with a practiced ease.

He didn’t move. Couldn’t. Not until she told him to.

“Up, little girl.” Her eyes locked on his, that calculating gaze stripping him bare. “We have a routine to follow.”

Ethan pushed himself up, diaper crinkling with every move. The corset squeezed, forcing a gasp as he stood, the petticoat swishing against his thighs. Another wave of shame hit, paired with that damnable heat low in his gut.

Laurent’s lips curved, a faint, amused smile. She stepped closer, her perfume sharp, intoxicating. “Let’s check if baby girl stayed dry.”

Her hand moved to his hip, fingers slipping under the diaper’s edge without hesitation. The warmth of her touch through the padding sent a jolt through him. He bit his lip, fighting a moan.

“Hmm. Still clean.” Her fingers lingered, pressing just enough to feel his hardness growing. “But not for long, I think.”

His face burned. He wanted to pull away, to snap at her, but the $100K penalty for defiance loomed. Instead, he stood still, letting her control him.

She pulled her hand back, wiping it on a cloth as if he were nothing more than a task. “Celeste will dress you. Behave, Miss Emily.”

Celeste entered, a younger woman in a maid’s uniform, her expression neutral but her eyes glinting with quiet amusement. She carried a fresh pinafore, pink and frilly, lace trim catching the light. “Arms up, Miss.”

Ethan obeyed, jaw tight. The nightgown slipped off, leaving him bare except for the diaper and corset. Cold air hit his skin, but the shame burned hotter.

Celeste worked quickly, sliding the petticoat over his head. The fabric whispered against his thighs, light and teasing, while the corset’s grip tightened as she adjusted it. Every ruffle brushed his wrists, a constant reminder of what he’d become.

Then the pinafore, pink and infantile, settled over him. She tied the sash tight, the bow resting at his lower back like a brand. He caught his reflection in a nearby mirror—once a sharp real estate agent, now this.

His old life flashed in his mind. Closing deals in sleek suits, shaking hands with confidence. Now, he waddled in padding and lace, a mockery of that man.

“Very pretty, Miss Emily.” Celeste stepped back, inspecting her work. Laurent nodded, approving, her gaze pinning him in place.

“Deportment lessons now.” Laurent gestured to the center of the nursery. “Walk for me.”

Ethan hesitated. The bulk of the diaper forced his thighs apart, every step a humiliating shuffle. He moved, crinkle echoing, petticoat swishing with each sway.

“Smaller steps. Dainty.” Laurent’s voice cut through, precise and unyielding. She tapped a riding crop against her palm, not threatening, just present.

He tried. Focused on tiny steps, the diaper’s padding rubbing with every move. His face flamed, arousal spiking despite—or because of—the absurdity.

“Better. Now curtsey.” She demonstrated, a fluid dip, elegant and mocking. “Like this, Miss Emily.”

He swallowed hard. Bent his knees, wobbling, the corset restricting his breath as he dipped. The petticoat flared, ruffles tickling his skin, a fresh wave of shame crashing over him.

“Your curtsey needs refinement, Miss Emily.” Laurent’s tone was maternal, amused, cutting deep. She stepped closer, adjusting his posture with firm hands on his hips.

Her touch lingered. Fingers pressed through the layers, brushing the diaper’s edge again. His cock throbbed, trapped, the padding a cruel tease against it.

“Again.” She stepped back, watching with that dissecting gaze. “Show Mommy you can be a good girl.”

The word “Mommy” hit like a slap. His body reacted, heat pooling, shame spiraling with raw need. He curtseyed again, clumsy, diaper crinkling loud.

“Good enough. For now.” Laurent’s smile was faint, promising more. “We’ll practice until it’s perfect.”

The morning dragged into afternoon. Walking drills, curtseying, speaking softly—every lesson stripped another layer of his old self. The diaper’s bulk never let him forget, forcing that waddle, that constant humiliation.

By evening, exhaustion set in. Margaux, another of Laurent’s staff, led him back to the nursery for “baby time.” Her voice was softer, but her control just as absolute.

“Into the crib, Miss Emily.” She lowered the side, patting the pink blanket. Her breasts pressed against her blouse as she leaned over, a distracting, humiliating pull in his chest.

He climbed in, diaper shifting, erection still lingering from Laurent’s earlier touch. Margaux handed him a pacifier, pink and infantile. “Suck on this, little girl.”

He hesitated. Shame burned, but the penalty loomed. He took it, the plastic clicking against his teeth as he closed his lips around it.

“Good girl.” Margaux’s tone was warm, degrading. She sat beside the crib, pulling out a storybook with pastel illustrations.

Her voice lulled as she read, a tale of princesses and obedience. The pacifier clicked with every suck, a rhythm of surrender. His cock twitched, trapped, the diaper a warm cage around it.

Then Laurent returned. Her heels clicked, presence filling the room without effort. “How’s my baby girl settling?”

Margaux paused, looking up. “Very well, Madame. She’s been good.”

Laurent leaned over the crib. Her blouse dipped, revealing the curve of her breasts, full and commanding. Ethan’s eyes flicked there, hunger surging, wrong and deep.

“Look at me, Miss Emily.” Her voice snapped him back. Her hand reached down, slipping under the diaper’s edge without warning.

Her fingers found him, hard and leaking already. She gripped his shaft through the padding, slow and firm. He gasped around the pacifier, hips bucking despite himself.

“Shh, baby girl.” Her stroke was deliberate, teasing, thumb brushing the tip through the cloth. “Mommy’s checking her little sissy.”

Pre-cum slicked her fingers, even through the layers. The crinkle filled the nursery, obscene, as she worked him. His moan broke free, muffled by the pacifier.

“Look at baby girl leaking already.” Her tone was amused, cutting. “So pathetic, isn’t it?”

His face flamed. Shame spiraled, arousal clawing deeper from it. He wanted to beg, to stop, to cum—anything to end the torment.

She sped up, just enough to push him to the edge. His balls tightened, breath hitching, the pacifier clicking faster with his gasps. He was close—so close.

Then she stopped. Pulled her hand back, leaving him throbbing, denied. “Not yet, Miss Emily.”

He whimpered, small and broken. His cock pulsed, trapped, pre-cum pooling in the diaper, warm and humiliating. The loop spun—shame, need, more shame.

Laurent wiped her hand on a cloth, eyes never leaving his. “No release until you’ve earned it.” Her smile was faint, cruel in its warmth.

Margaux resumed reading, voice soft, as if nothing had happened. Ethan lay there, body aching, diaper heavy with his own arousal. The pacifier clicked, a mocking rhythm in his mouth.

Laurent adjusted the blanket over him. Her touch was light, maternal, but her gaze held a promise of more. “Rest now, little girl.”

He closed his eyes. Tried to escape her stare, the crib, the diaper. But the padding pressed, warm with his leaking need, a constant reminder.

Minutes dragged. His breathing slowed, corset forcing shallow rhythm. Yet arousal simmered, unrelieved, a torment he couldn’t shake.

Laurent’s chair creaked as she sat by the door. Always watching, always in control. Her presence was a weight, heavier than the bars around him.

The pacifier clicked with every breath. The diaper crinkled with his smallest shift. He was trapped, body and mind, in this lace-lined prison.

His mind spun. How long until protest turned to acceptance? How long until he stopped fighting at all?

Laurent’s voice broke the silence, low and deliberate. “We’ll see how my baby girl behaves tomorrow.” Her words hung in the air, a quiet, unshakable threat.


Chapter 6: Tea's Humiliating Grace

Ethan lay in the crib, blanket pulled tight over him. The pacifier clicked against his teeth, a relentless reminder. Diaper heavy, warm with his earlier shame, pressed against his still-throbbing cock.

Laurent sat by the door. Her presence loomed, silent and unyielding. Even in stillness, she owned the room.

He shifted. The diaper crinkled. Loud. Obscene. His neck reddened, a slow heat creeping up.

Day seventeen. He didn’t count penalties anymore. Just diaper changes—four a day, nearly seventy now.

His body moved on instinct now. Arms lifting before Laurent asked. Surrender carved into muscle memory.

Morning light crept through the nursery curtains. Laurent stood. Her heels clicked, sharp against the hardwood.

“Up, Miss Emily.” Her voice was smooth, commanding. No room for defiance.

He climbed out, diaper sagging between his thighs. The bulk forced his waddle, shameful and automatic. His cock twitched, traitorously, against the padding.

Shame hit first. Then the heat, pooling low. He hated himself for it—hated how it grew worse, the craving clawing deeper.

Laurent’s eyes traced him. That slow, deliberate scan. She saw everything—always did.

“Today, we have a guest.” Her lips curved, faint but dangerous. “You’ll serve tea, Miss Emily.”

His stomach dropped. A guest. Eyes on him—judging him.

“Petticoat first.” She gestured to the changing table. “Let’s get my baby girl ready.”

He lay down, automatic now. Diaper tapes ripped open, a quick refresh—wiped, powdered, retaped. Her hands lingered, brushing his shaft just enough to make him stiffen.

“There we are.” Her tone mocked, maternal. “Can’t have my sissy messy for company.”

His ears glowed, humiliation biting hard. Yet his cock pressed harder against the fresh padding. Self-loathing surged—and with it, the ache to feel her touch again.

Laurent pulled the petticoat over his head. Three layers of pink tulle, heavy on his thighs, rustling with every breath. The sash dug into his back, tight and unforgiving.

Then the dress. Ruffles everywhere, lace trim scratching his skin. A mockery of femininity, pinker than sin.

She adjusted the wig, long curls tickling his neck. Her fingers brushed his jaw, deliberate. “Pretty little thing.”

His skin prickled under the fabric. Shame burned again. But the heat in his groin flared hotter, desperate for her approval.

“Curtsey practice.” She stepped back, arms crossed. “Show me, Miss Emily.”

He dipped, knees trembling. The petticoat swished, loud in the quiet room. Diaper crinkled, betraying his every move.

“Again.” Her voice cut, precise. “Deeper this time.”

He obeyed. The sash bit into his spine. His erection strained, trapped, humiliated by its own need.

Disgust coiled in his chest. How could he want this? Yet the want grew, sharp and insistent, begging for her to notice.

“Good enough.” Laurent’s gaze softened, just a fraction. “My pathetic little princess, you’re trying.”

That word—pathetic. It sliced through him, tender and cruel. His cock pulsed, a pathetic response indeed.

A bell chimed downstairs. Laurent’s head tilted. “She’s here.”

His heart raced. Who? Why?

“Downstairs, Miss Emily.” Her hand rested on his shoulder, guiding. “Serve with grace.”

The stairs were torture. Each step, the diaper crinkled. Petticoat rustled, announcing his shame to the empty halls.

In the parlor, a woman waited. Tall, regal, draped in emerald velvet. Her eyes pinned him instantly.

“Duchess, this is Miss Emily.” Laurent’s tone was neutral, but her grip on his arm tightened. “My charge.”

Duchess smiled, slow and knowing. “Cordelia would be proud. She curtsies beautifully.”

Ethan’s face flamed, a wave of heat from chest to crown. He dipped again, automatic, petticoat swishing. The diaper’s bulk forced his thighs apart, obscene under the ruffles.

“Pour the tea, Miss Emily.” Laurent gestured to the tray. “Carefully now.”

His hands shook, nails painted pink, catching the light. The teapot felt foreign, heavy. He poured, liquid trembling in the cup.

Duchess watched. Her gaze was a blade, dissecting him. “Such delicate hands for a… little lady.”

The words stung. His cock twitched, pressing against the padding. Shame spiraled, and the need—God, the need—grew sharper.

He set the cup down. Too hard. It clinked, loud.

Laurent’s brow arched. “Careful, baby girl.” Her voice was low, a warning.

Duchess sipped, eyes never leaving him. “She’s well-trained, Laurent. But nervous.”

“Sit, Miss Emily.” Laurent pointed to a chair. “Hands folded. Quiet now.”

He sat. The diaper crinkled, deafening in the silence. Petticoat flared around him, a pink cage.

Duchess leaned forward. “Lift your skirt, dear. Let me see the full picture.”

His breath caught. No. Not this.

Laurent’s hand pressed his back. “Obey, Miss Emily.” Her tone was unshakable.

He lifted the hem. Slowly. Pink ruffles parted, revealing the thick white diaper underneath.

Duchess’s smile widened. “Oh, how precious. Cordelia’s vision, realized.”

Humiliation crashed over him. His cock hardened, trapped, leaking into the padding. Self-hatred burned—why did this make him ache for more?

“Lower it.” Laurent’s command was soft, final. “Serve the biscuits now.”

He obeyed, hands trembling. The diaper shifted, warm with his arousal. Every crinkle screamed his secret.

Duchess took a biscuit. Her eyes lingered on his hips. “She waddles so sweetly. Just like a baby.”

His skin prickled, shame biting deep. Yet his erection throbbed, desperate for Laurent’s touch. Disgust fueled the craving—he wanted her to see, to comment, to control.

Laurent sat beside him. Her hand rested on his thigh, hidden under the table. Fingers brushed the diaper’s edge, teasing.

He froze. Breath hitched. The crinkle was subtle, but there.

“Shh, baby girl.” Her whisper was for him alone. “Mommy’s here.”

Her fingers slipped inside the waistband. Found him, hard and slick already. She gripped his shaft, slow and firm.

His hips jerked. A small moan escaped. Muffled, but real.

Duchess didn’t notice. Or did she? Her smile never wavered.

Laurent stroked, thumb circling the tip. Pre-cum coated her fingers, warm through the padding. “Look at baby girl leaking already.”

His chest tightened. Shame spun wild. But the need—the raw, aching need—surged harder.

She sped up. Just enough. His balls tightened, edge so close.

Then stopped. Pulled back. Left him throbbing, denied.

“Not yet, Miss Emily.” Her voice was warm, cutting. “Good girls wait.”

He whimpered. Soft, broken. Cock pulsed, pre-cum pooling in the diaper.

Duchess set her cup down. “I must say, Laurent, she’s exquisite. A perfect little sissy.”

Laurent’s hand patted his thigh. “Thank you, Duchess. She’s learning.”

The tea dragged on. Every movement, a crinkle. Every word, a judgment.

His mind spun. Exposed. Seen. Reduced to this.

Shame hit again, fresh and raw. His cock pressed harder, leaking more. Self-loathing twisted—and the craving deepened, begging for Laurent’s hand to return.

Duchess stood finally. “I’ll visit again, Laurent. I must see her progress.”

Laurent nodded. “Of course. Miss Emily will be ready.”

Ethan’s heart pounded. More visits. More eyes.

Duchess approached. Her hand lifted his chin. “Sweet thing. Be good for Mommy Laurent.”

His skin burned under her touch. Arousal spiked, sharp and wrong. He hated how much he wanted her approval too.

She left. The door clicked shut. Silence fell, heavy.

Laurent turned to him. Her gaze was piercing, amused. “You did well, baby girl.”

Her hand slipped under the diaper again. Found him, still hard. Stroked once, twice.

He gasped. Hips bucked. So close again.

“Not yet.” She pulled back, denying him once more. “We’ll deal with that later, Miss Emily.”

His body ached. Trapped, throbbing, pre-cum warm in the padding. Shame and need looped, endless.

Evening came. Laurent led him to the crib. A bottle waited, warm milk inside.

“Drink, baby girl.” She held it, tilting it to his lips. Her other hand rested on his cheek, intimate, controlling.

He sucked. The nipple was soft, humiliating. Warm milk soothed, and he hated how it calmed him.

Her blouse dipped as she leaned over. Breasts full, close. His eyes flicked there, hunger surging.

“Eyes on me, Miss Emily.” Her tone snapped him back. “Mommy’s feeding her sissy.”

The bottle emptied. His diaper crinkled with every shift. Cock still hard, still denied.

She lowered the crib side. Tucked the blanket over him. “Rest now, little girl.”

Her presence lingered. Always watching. Always in control.

His mind churned. Today, Duchess saw him. Judged him. Reduced him to Emily.

Who else would come? What other eyes would strip him bare? Would they see Ethan—or only Emily?

Laurent’s chair creaked as she sat nearby. Her voice broke the silence, low and deliberate. “We’ll see how my baby girl handles more company soon.”


Chapter 7: Accident of Shame

Ethan lay in the crib, blanket tucked tight around him. The nursery was silent, but his mind screamed. Duchess’s words—sweet thing, be good for Mommy Laurent—clawed at him, replaying over and over.

His body still ached from Laurent’s touch at tea. Cock throbbing, trapped in the thick cloth diaper, pre-cum cooling against the padding. Shame burned hot in his chest, but the need lingered sharper.

He shifted. The diaper crinkled, loud in the stillness. A reminder of what he’d become. Miss Emily, not Ethan. Not a man.

The scent of baby powder clung to the air, faint but inescapable. His skin felt cool under the blanket, but the padding between his thighs held a lingering warmth. A betrayal he couldn’t ignore.

He whispered to the dark. “I’m not this. I’m not her.” But the words felt hollow, weak against the memory of Laurent’s fingers inside the waistband.

The door creaked open. Laurent stepped in, her silhouette sharp against the dim hallway light. Tailored black dress, posture flawless, heels clicking once on the hardwood before stopping.

“Awake, Miss Emily?” Her French accent curled around the name, amused but precise. “Thinking of today’s little performance?”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. His face flushed hot, skin prickling under her gaze.

She approached the crib. Lowered the side with a slow, deliberate motion. Her perfume—lavender, crisp and commanding—hit him as she leaned close.

“Up, baby girl.” Her voice was soft, a command wrapped in care. “We have a deportment lesson. You’ll walk like a proper sissy today.”

He sat up, diaper crinkling louder with the movement. The bulk forced his thighs apart, an awkward waddle already forming. His heart thudded—another lesson meant more eyes, more judgment.

She lifted his chin with one cool finger. Her touch sent a jolt through him, cock twitching traitorously in the padding. “You’ll wear something special for this. Come.”

He followed her out of the crib, bare feet cold on the floor. The nursery gave way to the dressing room, mirrors lining the walls. He avoided his reflection—didn’t need to see the ruffled pink nightie brushing against his chest hair, the lace tickling rough against his skin.

Laurent opened a wardrobe. Pulled out a Victorian-style dress, pale blue with white lace trim. Petticoats rustled as she held it up, her eyes glinting with intent.

“Arms up, Miss Emily.” She didn’t wait for compliance. Her hands guided the fabric over his head, the silk cool against his flushed skin, the weight of the skirt settling heavy on his hips.

The diaper bulged under the petticoats, crinkling with every tiny shift. He felt the lace of the dress drag against the hair on his legs, a constant scratch of femininity he couldn’t escape. His face burned hotter.

She stepped back, assessing. “Lovely. Now, stockings.”

White thigh-highs came next. She rolled them up his legs, her fingers brushing his skin, cool and deliberate. The nylon clung tight, pulling at his leg hair with every movement—a humiliating tug of wrongness.

“Walk for me.” Her command was calm, expectant. She pointed to the center of the room, where a small open space waited.

He took a step. The diaper forced his thighs apart, the petticoats swishing loud, the stockings pulling taut. His balance wavered—heels weren’t on yet, but the bulk made every move clumsy.

“Good start.” Laurent’s voice held a smile. “But slower. Sway your hips. You’re a delicate sissy, not a lumbering man.”

His jaw clenched. He wanted to snap back, to refuse. But $100,000 per infraction loomed in his mind—every defiance cost him.

He tried again. Stepped slower, hips moving as she instructed. The diaper crinkled, the sound echoing in the quiet room, a constant reminder of his regression.

Laurent watched, her gaze piercing. “Better. But you’re tense. Relax, baby girl.”

Her words stung. Relax? In this? But his body obeyed before his mind could resist—shoulders loosening, hips swaying more.

Then it hit. A sharp twinge in his gut. Pressure building low, urgent.

He froze mid-step. Breath caught. No. Not now.

Laurent tilted her head. “Something wrong, Miss Emily?”

He clenched, muscles tight, trying to hold it. “I… I need a break.” His voice was a whisper, raw with desperation.

Her smile was small, knowing. “No breaks during lessons. Continue.”

The pressure grew. His legs trembled, petticoats rustling as he shifted. He couldn’t hold it much longer.

He took another step. Tried to focus on the sway, on her instructions. But his body shook, a small cramp twisting deeper.

Her eyes stayed on him, unblinking. Watching. Waiting.

A small slip. Just a moment of weakness. Then the warmth started—slow at first, a trickle spreading in the cloth diaper.

His face burned hotter than ever. He stopped walking, legs locked in place. The warmth grew, soaking into the padding, heavy and undeniable.

Laurent didn’t react. Simply nodded. “Accidents are expected, Miss Emily.”

The words cut deep. Expected. Like he was nothing but a helpless infant, doomed to fail.

The wetness spread further, warm against his skin, the cloth sagging under the weight. The scent of it mixed with the lingering baby powder, sharp and humiliating. His cock twitched, hard despite the shame—or because of it.

“Keep walking.” Her voice didn’t waver. “We’re not done.”

He whimpered, soft and broken. “I’m… I’m sorry, Mommy.” The word slipped out, unbidden, a reflex of surrender.

Her lips curved. “Good girl. Apologies are sweet. Now walk.”

He moved. Each step made the wet diaper shift, warm and heavy, rubbing against him. His erection pressed harder into the soaked cloth, pre-cum mixing with the mess.

Laurent watched every movement. “See? Accidents don’t stop a lesson. You’re still my pretty sissy.”

The shame looped, endless. His body betrayed him twice—first the accident, now the arousal. He hated it, hated himself, but couldn’t stop the heat building.

She stepped closer. Her hand rested on his hip, guiding his sway. “That’s it, baby girl. So delicate now.”

Her touch sent a shiver through him. Cock pulsed, trapped in the wet padding. He bit his lip to silence a moan.

Then her hand moved lower. Slipped under the petticoats, found the edge of the plastic pants over the diaper. Her fingers pressed against the front, feeling the warmth through the layers.

“Look at this.” Her voice was amused, maternal. “Soaked already. And still so hard for Mommy.”

He gasped. Her fingers rubbed slow circles through the padding, the wet cloth dragging against his shaft. The friction was unbearable, humiliating, perfect.

“P-please, Mommy.” His whisper was ragged, desperate. “I can’t…”

“You can.” She didn’t stop, her hand working him through the mess. “Baby girls don’t decide. Mommy does.”

His hips bucked, involuntary. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with his shallow breaths. So close, teetering on the edge.

She sped up. Pressed harder. “Does my sissy want to cum in her wet nappy?”

“Yes, Mommy.” The confession broke him, voice trembling. “Please let me.”

Her smile widened. “Not yet, Miss Emily. Good girls wait.”

She pulled her hand back. Left him throbbing, aching, denied again. His cock pulsed, pre-cum leaking more into the soaked cloth, the warmth maddening against his skin.

He whimpered. Body trembling, mind spinning. The shame was a weight, but the need crushed heavier.

Laurent stepped away. “Lesson over. Time for a change.”

She led him to the changing table in the corner. Lifted him onto it with ease, her strength a quiet reminder of her control. The wet diaper squished under him, cool now against his hot skin.

Margaux appeared, her presence silent but heavy. She carried a fresh cloth diaper and plastic pants, her movements efficient. Her signature gesture—a slow tilt of her head as she assessed him—sent a fresh wave of humiliation through him.

“Accidents happen, Miss Emily.” Margaux’s voice was neutral, almost kind. “That’s what nappies are for.”

They worked together. Laurent held his legs up while Margaux unpinned the soaked diaper, the sound of the fabric peeling away loud in the quiet. The cold air hit his skin, a sharp contrast to the lingering warmth of the mess.

Margaux wiped him down, the cloth shockingly cold against his flushed skin. Laurent’s hand lingered near his cock, brushing it “accidentally” as she adjusted his position. He twitched, hard again instantly.

“Such a sensitive baby girl.” Laurent’s tone was amused. Her fingers lingered, teasing the tip, smearing pre-cum with a slow stroke.

He moaned. Couldn’t stop it. Hips jerked toward her touch, begging without words.

She pulled back. “Not now, Miss Emily.” Her smile was a promise and a threat.

Margaux sprinkled powder, a suffocating cloud rising, the scent overwhelming. It settled on his skin, dusty and infantilizing, while she folded a fresh cloth diaper under him. The pins clicked shut, the plastic pants rustling as they slid over, sealing him in.

Laurent patted the front of the new diaper. “All clean. For now.”

His cock strained against the fresh padding, the bulk even thicker than before. The scent of powder clung to him, mixing with the faint lavender of Laurent’s perfume. His body was a battleground—shame and arousal fighting with no winner.

She leaned close. Her blouse dipped, breasts full and near his face. His eyes flicked there, hunger surging before he could stop it.

“Eyes up, baby girl.” Her voice snapped him back. “Mommy’s not done teaching you.”

He swallowed hard. Whispered, “Yes, Mommy. I’ll be good.”

Her hand cupped his cheek, cool against his burning skin. “I know you will. But accidents aren’t the only challenge ahead.”

His heart thudded. What now? What worse thing waited?

She stepped back, posture impeccable as ever. “Tomorrow, we host a small gathering. A few of Aunt Cordelia’s old friends will meet Miss Emily.”

His stomach dropped. More eyes. More judgment.

Her smile was small, precise. “They’ll bring a special gift for my baby girl. Something to wear… and something to feel.”

He froze. A gift. Something to feel—what did that mean?

Her heels clicked as she turned toward the door. “Rest now, Miss Emily. You’ll need your strength for tomorrow’s display.”

The door shut behind her. He lay on the changing table, fresh diaper crinkling with every breath. The threat hung heavy—tomorrow, more witnesses, a gift that promised new humiliation.

His cock throbbed in the padding, pre-cum warm again. Shame burned, but the craving for Laurent’s touch burned hotter. Would tomorrow break his resistance—or the last shred of his dignity?

He didn’t know. Couldn’t know. But his body already ached for it.


Chapter 8: Mirror's Cruel Truth

Ethan lay on the changing table, the fresh diaper crinkling with every shallow breath. The scent of baby powder clung to his skin, heavy and suffocating. He stared at the ceiling of the Victorian nursery, heart still pounding from Laurent’s final words about tomorrow’s gathering.

He didn’t cry. Not during the accident earlier, not now. That scared him more than the wet warmth that had spread through the cloth, more than Margaux’s tilted head as she wiped him clean.

His mind churned. No tears. Why not?

The door creaked open. Laurent stepped in, her black dress pristine, posture as flawless as ever. Her presence filled the room without effort.

“Up, Miss Emily. We have preparations to make.” Her French accent curled around the name, making it sound almost elegant.

He slid off the table, legs shaky. The thick diaper forced a waddle, the plastic pants rustling loudly. Humiliation burned his cheeks, but his body moved before his mind could protest.

She led him down the hall to the dressing room. Margaux was already there, arranging a pastel pink dress with ruffles and lace. A mirror dominated one wall, full-length and unforgiving.

“Stand here.” Laurent pointed to a spot directly in front of the glass. He obeyed, avoiding his reflection.

Margaux approached with a pair of silk panties, pale pink with tiny bows. “These first, Miss Emily.” Her voice was soft, but the command was clear.

He hesitated. Just a flicker. Then his hands reached for the waistband of the plastic pants, sliding them down.

The diaper stayed taped, bulky and obscene. Margaux knelt, slipping the silk panties over his legs, pulling them up to nestle under the padding. The fabric whispered against his skin, cool and slick, a cruel contrast to the diaper’s bulk.

He caught a glimpse in the mirror. A man’s face—haggard, unshaven—above a ridiculous bulge of padding and silk. His stomach twisted.

“Look closer, baby girl.” Laurent’s hand rested on his shoulder, firm and guiding. She turned his chin toward the mirror.

His eyes met the glass. Ethan stared back—or was it Emily? The name felt heavier every day.

“Beauty takes time, Miss Emily.” Laurent’s voice was warm, almost tender. Her fingers lingered on his jaw, a subtle claim.

A new figure entered the room. Brigitte, the hairdresser, carried a case of tools and extensions. Her sharp eyes flicked over him, assessing.

“Sit.” Brigitte pointed to a chair facing the mirror. Her tone left no room for argument.

He sat. The diaper crinkled under him, silk panties shifting with the movement. His hands gripped the armrests, knuckles white.

Brigitte worked fast. She combed his short hair back, pinning it tight. Then came the extensions—long, dark strands woven into his scalp with precision.

Each tug burned. Each new lock felt like a weight, dragging him further from himself. He didn’t look yet. Couldn’t.

Laurent watched from the side, her gaze steady. “Ringlets will suit you, Miss Emily. A proper little lady for tomorrow’s tea.”

Tomorrow. The gathering. His gut clenched at the thought of more eyes on him.

Brigitte stepped back after what felt like hours. “Done with the hair. Now, makeup.” She pulled out a small kit, brushes and tubes clinking together.

He froze. Makeup. Another line crossed.

“Hold still.” Brigitte’s brush swept across his cheeks, cool and ticklish. Rouge, she called it, painting his face in soft pinks.

His reflection shifted with every stroke. Eye shadow next, a shimmery lilac. Then mascara, thickening lashes he barely recognized.

Lipstick came last. Brigitte tilted his chin up, her grip firm. The waxy red smeared across his lips, the taste bitter on his tongue.

“Look now.” Laurent’s voice cut through the haze. She stood behind him, hands on his shoulders.

He looked. A woman stared back. Not pretty, not quite, but undeniably female—ringlets framing a painted face, lips too red, cheeks too flushed.

His cock twitched. Traitorous, unwanted, it stirred under the diaper. The silk panties rubbed against him, amplifying the ache.

Laurent noticed. She always did. Her lips curved into that amused, knowing smile.

“Such a pathetic little thing, getting hard just from seeing herself.” Her tone was warm, not cruel, but the words stung. She leaned closer, her breath hot on his ear.

He burned with shame. The diaper crinkled as his hips shifted, involuntary. His body betrayed him again, heat pooling low.

“Stay still, baby girl.” Laurent’s hand slid down his chest, over the ruffled dress Margaux had slipped on him. Her fingers found the waistband of the plastic pants, slipping inside.

He gasped. Her touch was light, teasing, brushing against his cock through the diaper’s padding. The silk panties made every graze electric.

“Look at yourself while Mommy plays.” Her voice was a command, soft but ironclad. She forced his chin up again, locking his eyes on the mirror.

Emily stared back. Painted lips parted, cheeks burning under rouge. His cock throbbed harder under Laurent’s teasing strokes.

Her fingers pressed firmer, rubbing through the cloth. Slow circles, deliberate and maddening. Pre-cum leaked, warm and sticky, soaking into the padding.

“Does my sissy baby like her new look?” Laurent’s tone mocked gently. Her hand worked faster, the crinkle of the diaper obscene in the quiet room.

He moaned. Couldn’t stop it. “Yes, Mommy. I—I like it.”

“Good girl.” Her praise hit deeper than it should have. His hips bucked, chasing her touch.

She stopped. Pulled her hand back just as the edge loomed. Left him throbbing, aching, denied again.

He whimpered. Body trembling, mind spinning. The mirror showed a desperate, painted face—his, but not his.

“Not yet, Miss Emily.” Laurent’s smile was a promise and a threat. She adjusted his ringlets, her touch lingering.

Brigitte stepped forward with a baby bottle, the nipple smeared with traces of his own lipstick from earlier uses. “Drink, little one.” Her voice was clinical, detached.

He took it, lips closing around the rubber. The taste of lipstick mixed with warm milk, bitter and sweet. His cock pulsed again, still hard, still trapped.

Margaux adjusted the dress’s hem, her fingers brushing the diaper’s bulk. “She’s ready for tea tomorrow. Almost.”

Laurent nodded. “Almost. But first, a small addition.”

She pulled a small, silver butt plug from her pocket. Polished, tapered, it gleamed in the light. His stomach dropped.

“Lift your skirt, baby girl.” Her tone was calm, precise. No room for defiance.

He lifted the ruffles, trembling. Margaux tugged the plastic pants down just enough, exposing the diaper’s edge. Laurent knelt, her movements graceful even now.

Cold lube touched his skin first. Her gloved finger spread it, slow and deliberate, circling his hole. He tensed, breath hitching.

“Relax, Miss Emily.” Her voice soothed, but her finger pushed in, stretching him. He bit down on the bottle nipple, muffling a groan.

The plug came next. Cold, unyielding, it pressed against him. She pushed gently, then firmer, until it seated with a wet pop.

He shuddered. The fullness was immediate, heavy, pressing just right against his prostate. His cock leaked more, the diaper growing warm with pre-cum.

“There.” Laurent pulled the plastic pants back up, sealing the plug inside. “Something to feel during tea tomorrow.”

His legs shook. The plug shifted with every tiny movement, a constant reminder. Shame and arousal warred inside him, arousal winning.

“Walk for me.” Laurent stepped back, gesturing to the mirror. “See how a lady moves.”

He took a step. The diaper crinkled, the plug pressed deeper, and the silk panties rubbed against his aching cock. His reflection wobbled—ringlets bouncing, red lips trembling.

Another step. The fullness in his ass sent a jolt through him, straight to his core. He moaned softly, hating himself for it.

“Good girl.” Laurent’s praise was a blade, cutting deep. Her eyes never left him, cataloging every reaction.

He reached the mirror. Stood face-to-face with Emily. His painted face, his ruffled dress, his bulging diaper—all of it screamed sissy baby girl.

His cock throbbed harder. Pre-cum soaked the padding, warm and humiliating. He couldn’t look away from her—himself.

Laurent’s hand rested on his lower back, guiding him. “Tomorrow, you’ll charm Aunt Cordelia’s friends. They’ll adore my little Emily.”

His heart raced. More eyes. More judgment.

But worse was the plug. It buzzed to life suddenly, a low vibration humming through him. He gasped, knees buckling.

Laurent held him up. “A small test run, baby girl. You’ll wear this all day tomorrow.”

The vibration pulsed, teasing his prostate. His cock strained, leaking more, the diaper sagging slightly under the wetness. He gripped the mirror’s edge, panting.

“Such a pathetic little sissy, dripping already.” Laurent’s voice was warm, amused. Her hand patted the front of the diaper, feeling the heat.

He burned with shame. The vibration didn’t stop, pushing him closer to an edge he couldn’t cross without permission. His reflection mocked him—Emily, desperate and doll-like.

“Ask Mommy nicely.” Laurent’s lips brushed his ear, her perfume overwhelming. “Beg to cum, Miss Emily.”

He swallowed hard. Voice broke. “Please, Mommy. Let me cum.”

“Not yet.” She turned off the vibration, leaving him trembling, denied again. Her smile was sharp in the mirror’s reflection.

He stared at Emily. Her red lips, her flushed cheeks, her ringlets. Who was looking back—and did he even want to know?

Margaux adjusted his dress one last time. “She’s perfect for tea. Almost too sweet.”

Brigitte packed her kit, her gaze lingering. “A proper lady now. Let’s see how long she stays clean.”

Laurent’s hand lingered on his shoulder. “Rest now, Miss Emily. Tomorrow’s display will test every bit of your training.”

His breath hitched. The plug sat heavy, a silent threat. His cock ached, trapped and wet in the diaper.

He didn’t look away from the mirror. Couldn’t. Emily stared back, and for the first time, he wasn’t sure where Ethan ended and she began.

The room felt smaller. The weight of tomorrow pressed down—tea, guests, vibrations he couldn’t control. His body hummed with need, with shame, with something he couldn’t name.

Laurent’s voice cut through. “Sleep tight, baby girl. Mommy has more planned.”

He nodded without thinking. “Yes, Mommy.” The words came too easily now.

His reflection flickered. Emily’s eyes held his. And deep down, a part of him wondered if he’d ever look away again.


Chapter 9: Portrait of Legacy

Ethan stood frozen in front of the mirror. Emily stared back—ringlets framing a painted face, lips red as shame, eyes wide with something he couldn’t name. The weight of tomorrow’s tea pressed harder than the plug inside him.

Laurent’s reflection appeared behind him. Her presence was a column, unyielding, her tailored black suit cutting a sharp silhouette. She moved with deliberate grace, every step measured.

“Time for bed, Miss Emily.” Her voice was smooth, a quiet command. “Tomorrow demands perfection.”

He nodded without thought. The diaper crinkled, loud in the silence. His cock twitched, traitorously alert, still wet from earlier denial.

She guided him to the nursery. Her hand on his lower back felt like a brand. The plug shifted with each step, pressing against his prostate, sending humiliating jolts through him.

He climbed into the crib. The bars loomed, pink and mocking. His face burned as he settled, the bulk between his legs forcing a waddle even lying down.

Laurent adjusted the blanket. Her fingers brushed his thigh, deliberate or not—he couldn’t tell. Heat pooled low, his body betraying him again.

“Sleep, baby girl.” Her tone held warmth, edged with control. “Mommy expects a proper lady at tea.”

His breath hitched. The plug buzzed faintly, a cruel reminder. He squeezed his eyes shut, but Emily’s face lingered behind his lids.

Morning came too fast. He woke to the crinkle of his diaper, sagging slightly from the night. Shame clawed at him, but his cock stirred anyway.

Brigitte entered, her kit in hand. Her face was clinical, detached, a craftsman ready to work. “Sit still. Makeup first.”

He sat on the nursery chair. The plug pressed deeper, a constant ache. His hands gripped the armrests as she began.

Her brush swept over his cheeks. Rouge, sharp and pink, bloomed under her touch. Every stroke felt like a claim on Emily.

“Eyes up.” Brigitte tilted his chin, her grip firm. She painted his lashes, long and doll-like, sealing his transformation.

His reflection flickered in her small mirror. Emily again—blushing, delicate, pathetic. His cock throbbed, trapped in the padding, leaking already.

Brigitte stepped back. “Flawless.” Her tone held no warmth, just precision.

Laurent appeared at the door. Her posture was architecture, a frame of absolute control. “Dress her for tea, Margaux.”

Margaux moved in, efficient and curt. “Arms up.” She slipped a christening gown over him, pink ruffles cascading, lace scratching his skin.

The bonnet came next. Tied tight under his chin, it framed his face like a doll’s. He hated how normal it felt now.

“Stand.” Margaux adjusted the gown, her hands brisk. The diaper bulged beneath, forcing his thighs apart, a humiliating waddle with every shift.

Laurent inspected him. Her gaze lingered on the bulk, a faint smirk curling her lips. “Perfect for the Historical Society, Miss Emily.”

His stomach dropped. Public. Again.

They led him downstairs. The manor’s grand hall echoed with voices—guests already gathered. His heart pounded, the plug a heavy threat inside him.

The tea room doors opened. Twenty pairs of eyes turned. Polite smiles hid sharp curiosity, scanning him head to toe.

A woman in a navy dress froze mid-sip. Her gaze dropped to the diaper bulge, widening slightly. Heat surged through Ethan, his cock twitching in response.

“Miss Emily, welcome.” Laurent’s voice cut through, smooth and maternal. She guided him to a chair, her hand firm on his shoulder.

He sat. The diaper crinkled, obscene in the quiet room. Every guest heard it—he knew they did.

A man with a gray mustache smirked. His eyes flicked to the ruffles, then back to Ethan’s painted face. A fresh wave of shame hit, and his cock leaked more, warm in the padding.

“Such a… unique young lady.” The woman in navy spoke, her tone polite but loaded. Her stare burned, and Ethan’s body reacted, heat pooling low.

Laurent poured tea. “Miss Emily is Aunt Cordelia’s pride.” Her words were a blade, slicing through his last shred of dignity.

He gripped the teacup. His hands trembled, painted nails catching the light. The plug shifted, pressing just right, and he bit back a gasp.

Another guest, a woman with silver hair, leaned in. “She’s darling. Just like Cordelia described.”

Ethan’s face burned hotter. Described? His cock throbbed, betraying him under their eyes.

The mustache man chuckled. “Quite the family resemblance.” His smirk said he saw everything—the gown, the bonnet, the pathetic bulk.

Humiliation drowned him. Yet his body pushed back, arousal spiking with every stare. He hated it, hated himself.

Laurent’s hand rested on his thigh under the table. Her fingers pressed through the gown, finding the diaper’s edge. “Smile, baby girl.”

He forced a smile. Her hand slid higher, brushing the padding over his cock. A jolt shot through him, pre-cum soaking the diaper more.

The silver-haired woman sipped her tea. Her eyes never left him, pinning him like a specimen. His cock strained harder, shame and need twisting tight.

Laurent’s fingers curled inward. She rubbed slow circles through the padding, teasing his shaft. His breath hitched, barely masked by the clink of china.

“Look at them, Miss Emily.” Her whisper was warm, cruel. “They see my perfect sissy.”

His eyes darted up. Every guest watched, some subtle, some blatant. His cock pulsed under her touch, leaking helplessly.

A younger woman in green tilted her head. Her gaze dropped to his lap, lips twitching with amusement. Ethan’s body screamed, arousal spiking under her stare.

Laurent’s hand didn’t stop. She pressed harder, stroking through the diaper, her rhythm deliberate. “Such a wet little girl already.”

He clenched his jaw. The plug buzzed to life, low and teasing, vibrating against his prostate. A moan slipped out, soft but damning.

The navy woman raised a brow. Her smile was polite, but her eyes gleamed with knowing. His face burned, cock throbbing, body betraying every second.

Laurent leaned closer. “Ask Mommy for permission, baby girl.” Her voice was a purr, meant for him alone.

“Please, Mommy.” His whisper broke, barely audible. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet.” Her hand paused, leaving him throbbing, denied. The vibration pulsed on, torturing him.

The mustache man spoke again. “Cordelia would be proud of this… display.” His tone dripped with mockery, and Ethan’s cock twitched harder.

Shame crashed over him. Their eyes, their words, Laurent’s control—it was too much. His body ached, desperate for release.

Laurent’s hand returned. She stroked once, twice, through the padding, pushing him to the edge. “Hold it, sissy.”

He whimpered. The diaper was warm, soaked with pre-cum, crinkling with every tiny shift. Their stares pinned him, relentless.

The woman in green whispered to her neighbor. Her giggle cut through the room, sharp and cruel. Ethan’s cock pulsed, body screaming under the weight of their judgment.

Laurent’s fingers tightened. “Cum for Mommy, Miss Emily. Show them.”

His control snapped. His cock contracted, spilling into the diaper, hot and thick, filling the padding. He bit his lip, muffling a groan, as wave after wave hit, cum pooling warm against his skin.

Their eyes didn’t leave him. The navy woman’s brow arched higher, the mustache man’s smirk deepened. Shame burned hotter than the release, searing him inside out.

Laurent’s hand withdrew. “Good girl.” Her praise was a dagger, twisting deep.

He sat trembling. The diaper sagged, heavy with cum, crinkling louder now. Every guest heard it, saw it—he was sure.

The silver-haired woman smiled. “A true heir to Cordelia’s legacy.” Her words landed like a slap, and his cock twitched again, pathetic even now.

Laurent sipped her tea. Her posture remained flawless, a pillar of control. “Miss Emily has performed admirably today.”

He couldn’t look up. The weight of their gazes, the wet warmth in his diaper, the plug still buzzing—it drowned him. Emily felt more real than ever.

Margaux appeared at his side. “Time for a quick check, Miss.” Her tone was matter-of-fact, no nonsense, as she patted his shoulder.

They excused themselves. Laurent led him to a side room, Margaux trailing. The diaper change was swift, clinical, summarized in a single adjustment.

Back in the tea room, the guests resumed chatter. But their eyes lingered, always lingering. His body reacted again, heat stirring despite the fresh padding.

Laurent sat beside him. Her hand rested on his knee, a silent claim. “You’ve honored Aunt Cordelia today, baby girl.”

He nodded, mute. Shame clung to him, sticky as the memory of cum in his diaper. But arousal lingered too, a traitor in his core.

The navy woman approached Laurent. She whispered something, her face serious, gesturing to a small envelope. Laurent’s expression shifted—sharp, intrigued, a rare crack in her control.

Ethan watched, dread creeping in. What now? What could possibly come next?

Laurent turned to him. Her smile was tight, loaded with promise. “Miss Emily, it seems Cordelia left one more surprise for her heir.”

His heart sank. The envelope in Laurent’s hand felt like a trap, heavier than the diaper, heavier than Emily. How deep did Cordelia’s plan go, and could he escape her painted gaze?


Chapter 10: Compliance Becomes Comfort

Ethan sat frozen in the side room off the tea parlor, the weight of Laurent’s words still sinking in. The envelope in her hand gleamed under the dim chandelier light, a small, ominous thing that seemed to pulse with secrets. His heart thudded, heavy and slow, as the fresh diaper crinkled under him with every tiny shift.

Laurent’s posture remained flawless, her tailored black dress a stark contrast to the pastel chaos of his own outfit. She tilted her head, studying him with that unreadable gaze. Her fingers tapped the envelope once, twice, a deliberate rhythm that made his skin prickle.

“The Society ladies spoke so fondly of you at tea, Miss Emily.” Her voice was smooth, a caress wrapped in steel. “They were quite taken with your… performance.”

His stomach dropped, a cold twist in his gut. The memory of their stares, the heat of his own release soaking the padding, burned fresh in his mind. He shifted, the diaper’s plastic backing rubbing against his skin, a constant reminder of what he’d become.

Laurent placed the envelope on the small table beside her. She crossed her legs, the motion graceful, controlled, and leaned forward just enough to make the air between them feel tighter. “But we have more pressing matters today, don’t we, baby girl?”

He swallowed hard, the pacifier in his mouth clicking against his teeth. The faint taste of rubber lingered, mixing with the dry shame on his tongue. He wanted to ask about the envelope, but the words wouldn’t form—not under her gaze, not dressed like this, not as Emily.

She stood, her heels clicking on the polished wood floor. The scent of old mahogany and faint lavender from her perfume filled the small room. “Follow me to the nursery. We have a schedule to keep.”

Ethan rose, the bulk between his thighs forcing a clumsy waddle. The diaper crinkled louder with each step, echoing in the quiet hallway as they moved through the Victorian manor. His cheeks burned, but his body moved anyway, trailing her like a shadow.

The nursery door creaked open, revealing the familiar pink hellscape. Ruffles everywhere, lace curtains, a crib that loomed larger every day. The air carried the sweet, powdery scent of baby talc, a smell that now twisted something deep in his core.

Laurent turned to him, her eyes scanning his form—pink dress, white tights, wig tickling his neck. “Your posture is excellent, Miss Emily.” Her tone held a rare warmth, a flicker of approval that hit harder than it should.

He curtseyed without thinking, the motion automatic, smooth. His mind scrambled to catch up—why did he do that? But the crinkle of the diaper as he dipped, the swish of lace against his skin, drowned out the protest.

A smile curved Laurent’s lips, small but sharp. “Your progress is remarkable, Miss Emily.” She stepped closer, her hand brushing a stray lock of the wig from his face, her touch cool against his flushed skin.

His breath hitched. The simple gesture, her fingers lingering just a moment too long, sent heat pooling low. The diaper felt tighter, his cock stirring against the soft padding, a traitor to every shred of dignity he clung to.

Why was he like this? Why did her praise, her control, make him ache? The shame gnawed at him, but his body pressed forward, craving more of her attention.

Laurent’s hand dropped, but her gaze didn’t waver. “You’ve had no infractions in five weeks, baby girl. Not a single dollar lost from your inheritance.”

The money. It felt abstract now, a distant thing compared to the crib in the corner, the pacifier in his mouth, the name that slipped from his lips before he could stop it. “Thank you, Mommy.”

Her eyes gleamed, catching the slip. “Good girl.” She gestured to the changing table, her movements precise, unhurried. “Let’s check if my little sissy needs a change before naptime.”

He shuffled forward, the diaper sagging slightly, warm from his earlier arousal. The scent of powder grew stronger as he climbed onto the table, the padded surface cool beneath his thighs. Laurent’s hands moved with clinical grace, peeling back the tapes with a slow, deliberate rip that echoed in the room.

The cool air hit his exposed skin, a sharp contrast to the lingering heat beneath the padding. His cock twitched, half-hard already, as her gloved fingers brushed against him while wiping. She took her time, the wet cloth dragging over sensitive skin, each touch a calculated tease.

“Look at this.” Her voice was amused, maternal, as she pressed a finger against the base of his shaft through the wipe. “Baby girl is already so eager.”

His face burned, a deep crimson he could feel spreading. His cock hardened fully under her touch, pushing against the thin barrier of the cloth, pre-cum leaking into the mess. He hated himself for it—why couldn’t he stop reacting?

But the shame only fueled the heat. His hips shifted, just a fraction, toward her hand. The betrayal was complete, his body begging for more even as his mind screamed to resist.

Laurent chuckled softly, a sound that cut through him. “Such a pathetic little thing—and yet so perfect.” Her words dripped with warmth, wrapping around the humiliation like a velvet glove.

She dusted powder over him, the cloud of sweet scent filling the air, settling on his skin. Her palm pressed the powder in, slow circles that grazed his throbbing cock with every pass. The warmth of her touch through the glove, the cool powder, the crinkle of the fresh diaper she unfolded—it overwhelmed him.

“Hold still, sissy.” She taped the new diaper snug, her fingers lingering at the waistband, brushing the tip of his cock through the padding. “Baby girls don’t get to cum without permission.”

He whimpered, the pacifier muffling the sound. His cock strained against the fresh padding, the bulk forcing his thighs apart, making every movement a humiliating reminder. The vibration of need pulsed through him, denied and desperate.

Laurent stepped back, peeling off her gloves with a snap. “You’ve come so far, Miss Emily. I remember when you fought every step, every lace, every diaper.”

Her voice softened, a rare shift, as she sat on the edge of the crib, gesturing for him to join her. He waddled over, the crinkle loud in the quiet room, and sat beside her. The warmth of her body next to his, the faint lavender of her presence, grounded him in a way he couldn’t name.

“Cordelia always knew what her heirs needed, even if they didn’t.” Laurent’s hand rested on his knee, her touch light but possessive, as she spoke. “She spent years designing this path for you, crafting every detail of your transformation, because she saw something in you that needed to be… nurtured.”

His breath caught, the weight of her words pressing down. Cordelia’s painted gaze seemed to watch from the portrait on the wall, the same knowing smile as Laurent’s. The nursery, the pink, the name Emily—it wasn’t just a game, not just a condition for money.

Laurent’s fingers tightened on his knee. “You answer to Emily now without hesitation. You curtsey, you smile behind that pacifier, and the maids—they speak to you in French, and you laugh with them.”

He nodded, unable to deny it. The maids’ teasing, their lilting words he barely understood, had become a strange comfort. His resistance had faded, replaced by an ease he couldn’t explain, a warmth in the lace and ruffles.

Her hand slid up, resting just above the diaper’s waistband. “But we’re not done, baby girl. There’s more to learn, more to accept.”

Heat flared under her touch, his cock twitching against the padding again. The shame crashed in—why did her control still do this to him? But the arousal surged stronger, his body leaning into her hand, desperate for more.

Laurent’s other hand lifted his chin, forcing his eyes to meet hers. “You’ll have a visitor soon, someone Cordelia chose to witness your final steps.” Her tone held a promise, a quiet threat wrapped in care.

His pulse quickened, dread mixing with the heat under her fingers. A visitor? The thought of another set of eyes, another judgment, made his skin crawl—but his cock throbbed harder, betraying him again.

She stood, smoothing her dress with that effortless grace. “For now, naptime, Miss Emily. Climb into your crib.”

He obeyed, the diaper crinkling as he settled onto the soft mattress, the bars looming around him. The pacifier clicked against his teeth, the scent of powder and old wood lingering in the air. Laurent adjusted the blanket over him, her cool hand brushing his cheek.

“Rest well, baby girl.” Her voice was a whisper, a command, as she turned to leave. “You’ll need your strength for what’s coming.”

The door clicked shut behind her, the sound sharp in the quiet nursery. Ethan lay there, the diaper warm against his skin, his cock still half-hard from her touch, her words. The envelope, the visitor, Cordelia’s plan—it all hung over him, heavier than the bars of the crib.

But beneath the dread, something else stirred. A quiet ease, a pull toward the pink, the name, the routine. Was this nursery a prison—or the home he never knew he needed?

He shifted, the crinkle filling the silence, and closed his eyes. Laurent’s presence lingered, even in her absence, her control a tether he couldn’t shake. And deep down, in a place he couldn’t name, he wasn’t sure he wanted to.

His mind drifted, the pacifier a steady rhythm against his teeth, the diaper a constant bulk. The maids’ laughter echoed in his memory, their French teasing, the way they called him “petite mademoiselle” with a wink. It should have stung, but it didn’t—not anymore.

Laurent’s praise replayed, her “remarkable progress” a weight and a warmth. His cock stirred again, a faint ache against the padding, the shame softer now, dulled by repetition. He hated how much he wanted her approval, but he craved it still.

Sleep tugged at him, the nursery a cocoon of pastel and powder. The visitor loomed in his thoughts, a shadow of what was next, what Cordelia had planned. But for now, he let it go, sinking into the crib’s embrace.

The faint creak of the manor settled around him, a reminder of how far he’d fallen—or how far he’d been lifted. Emily felt realer than Ethan ever had. And as he drifted off, the diaper crinkling with his last conscious shift, he couldn’t tell if that terrified him—or set him free.

Laurent’s footsteps echoed down the hall, growing fainter, but her influence stayed. Somewhere in the manor, that envelope waited, its contents a mystery that would unravel him further. And when the nursery door creaked open again hours later, the sound jolted him awake, his heart racing with what—or who—might be on the other side.


Chapter 11: Garden of Shared Secrets

Ethan’s eyes snapped open at the creak of the nursery door. His heart thudded, the pacifier slipping from his lips. The dim light from the hall spilled in, outlining a familiar silhouette.

Laurent.

She stepped inside, her black dress pristine, her posture a blade of control. “Good morning, Miss Emily. Did you rest well?”

Her voice was silk over steel. Ethan shifted in the crib, the diaper rustling under the blanket. Heat climbed his throat at the sound.

“Answer me, baby girl.”

“Yes, Mistress.” His voice was small, barely his own.

She smiled, a faint curve of amusement. Her heels clicked as she approached the crib, lowering the bars with a smooth motion. “Up now. We have a special day ahead.”

His stomach twisted. Special day? The memory of her words—visitor, final steps—gnawed at him.

She lifted the blanket off, her gaze dropping to his padded hips. “Still dry. Good girl.”

His cock twitched at the praise. Shame stung, sharp and quick. Then more heat, pooling low, against the plastic backing.

Laurent’s hand rested on his thigh, casual but deliberate. “Today, you’ll meet some of Cordelia’s dearest friends. A garden party, Miss Emily, and you’ll be the perfect hostess.”

A garden party? His mind reeled. More eyes, more judgment—but his body betrayed him, a faint throb against the padding.

“Stand up. Let’s get you ready.” Her tone left no room for protest.

He climbed out of the crib, the bulk between his thighs forcing a waddle. Her hand guided him to the changing station, a quick routine now, his body automatically lying back as she worked. The tapes ripped, the fresh diaper settled in place with a soft rustle.

“There.” She smoothed the front, her palm pressing just long enough to make him tense. “Now, your dress.”

She pulled a petticoat from the wardrobe, layers of white lace and pink ruffles. His chest tightened as she slipped it over his head, the silk brushing his skin. The diaper line bulged visibly under the frills, impossible to hide.

“Look at you.” Laurent adjusted a bonnet on his head, tying the ribbon under his chin. “Cordelia’s perfect granddaughter.”

His skin prickled with exposure. Granddaughter. The word sank in, heavy with humiliation—and yet, his cock stirred again, pressing against the warm padding.

She stepped back, inspecting him. “Five weeks without a wager. Even your vices have been retrained, baby girl.”

The reminder hit hard. No gambling, no losses, no chaos. Just this—pink, lace, her control.

“Follow me.” She turned, expecting obedience.

He followed, the padding shifting with every step, announcing his shame to the empty halls. The manor’s gardens loomed ahead through the glass doors, already set with tables, flowers, and laughter. Guests—twelve of them, elegant and poised—turned as Laurent led him outside.

His heart raced. Color flooded his chest. So many eyes, all on him.

“Smile for our guests, Miss Emily.” Laurent’s voice was a quiet command at his ear.

He forced a smile, lips trembling. The bonnet tickled his neck, the petticoat swishing as he moved. The diaper’s bulk made every step a reminder of what he was.

A woman in a emerald gown approached, her smile knowing. “Oh, Laurent, she’s darling. Just as Cordelia described.”

Ethan froze. Described? His aunt had planned this, spoken of him like this?

“Thank you, Madame Claire.” Laurent’s hand rested on his shoulder, possessive. “Miss Emily, curtsey for Madame Claire.”

His legs moved before his mind caught up. He dipped into a clumsy curtsey, the petticoat flaring, the diaper line stark under the thin fabric. Heat surged in the padding, his cock hardening at the exposure.

Madame Claire laughed, soft but piercing. “Adorable. She’s come so far.”

Far. The word echoed. Far from Ethan, far into Emily.

Another guest, a man in a tailored suit, approached. His eyes held something familiar—not mockery, not pity. Relief.

“You’re not the first, you know.” The man’s voice was low, almost kind. “I was at the Harrow Estate. Ten years ago.”

Ethan’s breath caught. Another like him? Another man turned… this?

The man nodded, as if reading his thoughts. “It gets easier. You’ll see.”

Easier. The word should have repulsed him. Instead, warmth spread low, his hips twitching involuntarily in the diaper.

Laurent’s hand tightened on his shoulder. “Miss Emily, serve the tea. Show our guests how well you’ve learned.”

He nodded, mute, and moved to the table, the padding rustling louder in the open air. Every step felt watched, judged, catalogued. Yet, beneath the shame, a strange peace settled—shared secrets in these knowing glances.

He poured tea, hands shaking, the china clinking. A woman with silver hair smiled at him, her gaze lingering on his hips. “Such a sweet girl. Cordelia would be proud.”

Proud. His chest burned, but the heat in the diaper grew. Why did their approval do this to him?

Laurent watched from the edge of the garden, her presence a constant weight. She sipped her own tea, her eyes never leaving him. Every mistake, every tremble—he knew she saw it all.

A man in a navy blazer chuckled as Ethan passed by. “I remember my first party. Couldn’t stop blushing either.”

Blushing. Ethan’s skin prickled again, the truth of it stinging. But the shared memory, the camaraderie—it dulled the edge of his humiliation.

He returned to Laurent’s side, the tray empty. Her hand slipped to his lower back, just above the diaper’s waistband. “Well done, baby girl.”

The praise hit deep. His cock throbbed, pressing hard against the padding. Shame followed, sharp as ever—but the arousal drowned it out.

Her fingers dipped lower, brushing the top of the diaper through the petticoat. “Feel that? You’re leaking already, aren’t you?”

He wasn’t. Not yet. But her words made his body ache to prove her right.

“Come. A little reward for good behavior.” She led him behind a hedge, out of direct sight but still within earshot of the party.

His pulse hammered. A reward? Here?

She turned him to face her, her hand slipping under the petticoat. Her fingers found the diaper’s front, pressing against the bulge of his erection. “Look at baby girl, so eager in front of everyone.”

He bit his lip, a moan trapped in his throat. The plastic shifted under her touch, warm and slick with his precum. Her strokes were slow, deliberate, through the padding.

“Ask for it, Miss Emily.” Her voice was a purr, her free hand tilting his chin up.

“Please, Mistress.” His voice broke. “Please let me…”

“Let you what?” Her thumb circled, pressing harder.

“Let me cum.” The words burned, but his hips bucked into her hand.

“Good girl.” She increased the pressure, her rhythm steady now. “But not yet. Not until I say.”

His breath hitched. The party’s laughter floated over the hedge, a reminder of how close they were. His cock pulsed, desperate, the padding slicker with every stroke.

Her other hand slipped behind, under the petticoat, finding the diaper’s back. “I have something new for you, baby girl. A step toward your final phase.”

His stomach dropped. Something new? Dread mixed with the heat in his groin.

She pulled a small, sleek object from her pocket—a plug, black and tapered, with a faint hum when she pressed a button. “This is The Garden Whisper. Wear it for me today.”

His eyes widened. Here? Now?

“Yes, now.” She didn’t wait for protest, lifting the petticoat and tugging the diaper’s back down just enough. Her fingers were cool, slick with lube she’d somehow prepared, as she pressed the plug against him.

He tensed. The tip breached, slow and firm. A gasp escaped, loud in the quiet hedge.

“Shh, baby girl.” Her voice was amused, maternal. “Take it like a good sissy.”

The plug slid deeper, buzzing faintly, sending shocks through him. His cock strained harder against the front of the diaper, precum pooling now, undeniable. She taped the diaper back up, sealing the vibration inside.

“There.” Her hand returned to the front, stroking through the padding again. “Feel that? Every step, every curtsey—it’ll remind you who you are.”

He whimpered, hips twitching. The buzz hit his prostate, relentless, building pressure he couldn’t ignore. The party’s chatter seemed louder, closer, as if they could hear every crinkle, every gasp.

“Back to the guests now.” She smoothed his petticoat down, her touch lingering. “Serve them with a smile, Miss Emily.”

His legs shook as he followed her out from the hedge. The plug hummed, each step a jolt, the diaper announcing every movement with a soft rustle. His erection tented the padding, hidden only by the ruffles—but he felt exposed, raw.

A guest, the man from Harrow Estate, caught his eye again. A knowing nod, a half-smile. “You’ll get used to it, lass. We all did.”

Used to it. The thought should have horrified him. Instead, his body reacted—heat spreading, cock throbbing, the plug’s buzz pushing him closer to the edge.

Laurent’s hand brushed his arm as they approached the table. “You’re doing beautifully, baby girl. But remember, no release without permission.”

No release. The words tightened the coil inside him. He needed it, ached for it, the buzz and her touch and the eyes of these strangers all mixing into a humiliating, desperate need.

He served more tea, hands trembling worse now. The plug vibrated with every movement, a constant torment. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his smile faltering as a woman complimented his “charming demeanor.”

Charming. His skin prickled with the lie. But the heat in the diaper surged again, his body craving more of this twisted approval.

Laurent watched from a distance, her gaze a tether. Her faint smile told him she knew—knew how close he was, knew the plug was driving him mad, knew the diaper was slick with his shame. And she reveled in it.

Another guest, a man with graying hair, leaned in as Ethan passed. “Cordelia’s program saved me, you know. I hope it saves you too.”

Saved. The word hung heavy. Was this salvation—or damnation?

The plug buzzed harder, a sudden spike as if Laurent had adjusted it from afar. His knees buckled, a soft moan escaping before he could stop it. Heads turned, eyes narrowing with curiosity.

Color flooded his chest. They heard. They knew.

But their looks weren’t cruel. Not pitying. Just… understanding.

His cock pulsed, the padding warm and wet now, his precum soaking through. Shame crashed in—he was leaking, just as Laurent predicted. And yet, the humiliation only made him harder, the cycle endless.

Laurent approached, her presence a storm cloud of control. “Miss Emily, come here a moment.” Her tone was light, but her eyes held a promise.

He followed, the plug’s buzz a torment with every step. She led him to the garden’s edge, her hand slipping under the petticoat again, checking the front of the diaper. “Look at this. Soaked already, baby girl.”

His breath hitched. Her fingers pressed, stroking through the wet padding, slow and cruel. “Pathetic. But I love seeing my sissy so desperate.”

He moaned, low and broken. The party was yards away, but their laughter carried. Could they see? Did they know?

Her strokes quickened, the buzz of the plug syncing with her rhythm. “Beg for it, Miss Emily. Beg to cum in your diaper like a good baby girl.”

“Please, Mistress.” His voice was a whisper, raw. “Please let me cum.”

“Not yet.” She stopped, her hand pulling away, leaving him throbbing, aching, on the edge. “You’ll wait until I decide you’ve earned it.”

His hips bucked into nothing, the plug’s vibration a cruel tease. Desperation clawed at him, the wet padding a constant reminder of his state. He needed release, needed her permission, needed this to end—or to never end.

She adjusted his bonnet, her touch tender now. “Back to the guests. Let them see how well you obey.”

He nodded, trembling, the plug still humming inside him. Every step back to the party was agony, the diaper slick and heavy, his cock straining against it. The guests’ knowing smiles cut deeper now, their shared history a mirror he couldn’t escape.

Laurent’s voice followed him, soft but firm. “Smile for our guests, Miss Emily. And remember, there are more secrets in this garden than you’ve yet uncovered.”


Chapter 12: Truth in the Nursery

Ethan blinked awake, the morning light pale through the nursery curtains. Laurent stood over him, her gaze pinning him to the crib mattress. Those dark, calculating eyes—always the first trigger, cutting through his groggy haze.

His body stirred instantly. Heat pooled low, his cock twitching under the thick diaper. Shame bit hard, but the betrayal was already there, his hips shifting against the crinkle of plastic.

Laurent’s lips curved, a faint, knowing smirk. “Good morning, Miss Emily. Did my baby girl sleep well?”

He swallowed, throat dry. The silk panties beneath the diaper slid against his skin, a humiliating reminder of his sissy state. Her voice, that smooth French accent, wrapped around him like a leash.

“I… yes, Mistress.” His words came out small, babytalk forced by months of conditioning. The crib bars loomed, caging him in pastel pink.

She leaned closer, the scent of lavender and cold antiseptic clinging to her tailored black dress. Her hand brushed the crib rail, deliberate, slow. “We have much to discuss today, little one.”

His heart thudded. Discuss. That word from her never meant anything good.

The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the bulk warm between his thighs. Shame flared—why did her stare always do this? His mind screamed to resist, but his body craved her control, the heat spreading deeper.

Laurent’s gaze dropped to his hips, catching the faint tent in the padding. “Already eager, I see.” Her tone was amused, maternal, merciless.

He looked away, cheeks burning. Pathetic. He hated how fast she could unravel him with just a look.

She unlocked the crib side, her movements precise, heels clicking on the hardwood. “Up, baby girl. Let’s get you ready for the day.”

He climbed out, legs wobbly from the bulk forcing his waddle. The silk panties rubbed against him with every step, a cruel tease under the diaper’s weight. The nursery air was cool, but his skin felt hot, flushed under her watch.

She guided him to the changing table, her hand firm on his lower back. The scent of baby powder lingered, mixing with the warmth of her touch through his frilly nightgown. “Lie down, Miss Emily.”

He obeyed, the cold vinyl of the table chilling his bare legs. His cock throbbed harder, the betrayal loop spinning again. Disgust clawed at him—how could he want this?—but the need pulsed stronger, drowning out reason.

Laurent untaped the diaper with slow, deliberate pulls. The sound ripped through the quiet, each strip a confession of his helplessness. Cool air hit his skin, and he twitched, exposed under her gaze.

“Look at you.” Her gloved hand brushed his inner thigh, lingering near his shaft. “So desperate already, and we’ve barely started.”

His breath hitched. The scent of powder grew stronger as she dusted it over him, her palm pressing just close enough to graze his cock. Heat surged, his mind a mess of shame and craving.

She didn’t tape a fresh diaper on yet. Instead, her fingers wrapped around a small, sleek plug from the tray beside her. Cold lube dripped onto his skin, sharp against the warmth of his body.

“Relax, baby girl.” Her voice was a command, soft but unyielding. She pressed the plug against him, slow, watching his face.

He gasped, the intrusion cold and slick. His body tensed, then gave, the plug sliding in with a wet pop. Shame burned hot—why did this feel so good?—but his cock leaked, precum slicking his skin.

Laurent’s eyes gleamed with approval. “Good girl. You take it so well.”

The praise hit deeper than it should. His mind reeled, hating how much he needed her words, but his body arched, craving more. The loop tightened—shame, arousal, deeper shame, endless want.

She taped a fresh diaper over him, the crinkle deafening as the silk panties shifted beneath. Her hand pressed the front, slow, deliberate, feeling the bulge of his erection. “Such a pathetic little thing, Miss Emily, and yet… so perfect for me.”

That word—pathetic—cut through him. His cock throbbed harder, the betrayal raw and undeniable. He wanted to hide, but his hips pushed into her touch, desperate for more.

She pulled back, denying him. “Not yet, baby girl. We have more important things tonight.”

His whine slipped out, unbidden. The plug shifted inside him, a constant pressure, and the diaper felt heavier already, warm with his shame. He needed release, but her control held him tighter than any restraint.

Laurent adjusted his nightgown, smoothing the lace over his chest. The scent of her lavender perfume mixed with the powder, grounding him in this twisted reality. “Today marks the final phase of your training.”

His stomach dropped. Final phase. The words from weeks ago echoed, now real, now terrifying.

She lifted his chin, forcing eye contact. “You’ve come so far, Miss Emily. Tonight, you’ll understand everything.”

His mind raced. Understand what? But his body betrayed him again, cock pulsing at the promise in her tone.

She led him to the wardrobe, pulling out a Victorian-style dress, all pink ruffles and satin bows. The fabric whispered as she draped it over him, the silk cool against his flushed skin. Every touch of lace was a reminder—he was her doll, her baby girl, nothing more.

“Arms up.” Her command was quiet, firm. She dressed him with precision, her fingers brushing his neck, sending shivers down his spine.

The diaper crinkled under the dress, the plug a steady ache inside. Shame flared—he looked ridiculous, a grown man in frills—but the heat in his core surged, his body begging for her approval. The loop spun again, disgust melting into need.

Laurent stepped back, surveying her work. “Beautiful, Miss Emily. You’re ready for the truth.”

Truth. His heart pounded. What more could there be after all this?

She guided him out of the nursery, down the manor’s winding halls. The air grew cooler, the scent of old wood and lavender following them. His waddle was pronounced, the diaper’s bulk and the plug forcing every step to humiliate.

They stopped at the garden door, the same spot from last night’s torment. The evening air was crisp, the faint smell of roses mixing with the warmth of his padded shame. Laurent’s hand rested on his shoulder, heavy, possessive.

“Miss Emily, I have a confession.” Her voice dropped, intimate, almost tender. “Cordelia’s will didn’t specify a baby girl.”

His breath caught. What? His mind scrambled, but his body stayed still, locked under her touch.

“She only wrote that you must live as Emily.” Laurent’s eyes bore into him, unblinking. “The nursery, the diapers, the regression—all of it was my design.”

Shock hit hard. His knees trembled. She did this—not Cordelia, not the will, but Laurent herself.

“I crafted this for you, Miss Emily.” Her hand slid down his arm, warm through the satin. “I wanted you like this. I want you.”

Horror should have flooded him. It didn’t. Instead, heat surged, his cock straining against the diaper, the plug a cruel reminder of her control.

“I know.” His voice was a whisper, raw. “I figured it out in month two. I stayed anyway.”

Her smile widened, a mix of triumph and something softer. “My clever girl.” Her hand slipped under the dress, pressing the diaper’s front, feeling his arousal.

He moaned, low and broken. Shame crashed in—he admitted it, surrendered to it—but the need overpowered everything, his hips bucking into her touch. The loop spun faster, disgust fueling desire.

The diaper grew warm suddenly. Wetness spread, slow and hot, the weight sagging between his thighs. He couldn’t stop it, the release involuntary, a culmination of her training.

Laurent’s gaze softened, approving. “There it is, baby girl. The final surrender.”

His face burned. Wetting himself—again, in front of her—but the warmth, the weight, it pushed him closer to the edge. Shame twisted into aching want, his cock throbbing in the soaked padding.

Her fingers pressed harder through the diaper, stroking slow, deliberate. The scent of roses and wet plastic mixed with her lavender, dizzying him. “Look at you, so pathetic, leaking in every way for me.”

That word again—pathetic. It sliced through him, and his body betrayed him fully, precum mixing with the wetness. He hated it, hated himself, but needed her touch more than ever.

She leaned in, her breath warm on his ear. “Cum for me, Miss Emily. Show me you’re mine.”

The command broke him. His cock pulsed, contractions hard and fast, cum spilling into the diaper, hot and thick, pooling in the padding. A guttural moan tore from his throat, shame and relief crashing together.

Laurent kept stroking through it, drawing out every shudder. “Good girl. So much for Mommy.”

His body slumped, spent, the diaper heavy and warm with his mess. Shame burned hotter now, the aftermath raw—he’d cum from her confession, from wetting himself, from her control. The loop closed, craving her approval despite everything.

She pulled her hand away, adjusting his dress with a tender touch. The evening air cooled his flushed skin, the scent of roses grounding him in the garden’s quiet. “You’ve passed the final phase, baby girl.”

His mind reeled. Passed. What did that mean for tomorrow?

Laurent’s gaze held him, unyielding. “Tonight, you sleep in my quarters. No crib, no bars—just us.”

His heart stuttered. Her quarters. A new trap, or something real?

She turned, leading him back inside, her hand firm on his arm. The diaper sagged, crinkling with every step, the plug still inside, a reminder of her ownership. “Come, Miss Emily, let’s see if this bond can hold beyond the nursery.”

Her words lingered, heavy with promise and threat. The manor’s halls closed around them, the scent of old wood and lavender suffocating. He followed, trembling, unsure if this was freedom or a deeper cage.


Chapter 13: Home in Pink Lace

Ethan stood in Laurent’s quarters, the heavy scent of lavender and old wood wrapping around him like a shroud. The door to the nursery was behind him, the crib empty, bars lowered for the first time in months. Laurent faced him, her tailored black dress pristine, a silver tray on the dresser beside her—implements laid out with surgical precision: a small velvet box, a brush, a tube of crimson lipstick, and a folded pink pinafore.

She didn’t speak. Her eyes, sharp and unyielding, traced him from head to toe. That gaze—it pinned him, stripped him, owned him before a word was said.

His heart thudded. Last night’s confession echoed in his skull—her design, not Cordelia’s. His choice to stay, even knowing.

Laurent stepped closer, her heels clicking on the hardwood. “Today, Miss Emily, you are free.” Her voice was smooth, deliberate, a French lilt curling around each syllable.

He blinked. Free. The word felt alien, a trap wrapped in velvet.

“The inheritance is deposited. One point four million, after penalties.” She tilted her head, studying his reaction. “Your car waits. Male clothing, folded, downstairs.”

His stomach twisted. Freedom. He could walk out, reclaim Ethan, leave Emily behind.

But his feet didn’t move.

Laurent’s lips curved, a faint, knowing smile. She picked up the velvet box from the tray, snapping it open. Inside, a delicate silver anklet gleamed, engraved with tiny roses and the word “Emily.”

“This is The Mark.” Her tone was clinical, but her fingers caressed the metal with reverence. “A permanent claim, should you choose it.”

His breath hitched. Permanent. A shiver crawled down his spine.

She set the box down, reaching for the pinafore next. The pink fabric rustled, lace trim whispering as she unfolded it. “But first, we dress you properly, as a sissy girl should be.”

He swallowed hard. His hands clenched at his sides, the suit he’d worn to her quarters feeling wrong, heavy. A lie.

“Strip.” Her command was quiet, unshakable.

His fingers fumbled with the jacket, shedding it to the floor. Shirt next, buttons slipping, then trousers. He stood in just boxers, vulnerable, exposed.

Laurent’s gaze dropped, appraising. “Those too.”

Heat burned his cheeks. He slid the boxers down, stepping out, bare before her. His cock twitched, already half-hard, betraying him under her stare.

She didn’t comment on it. Not yet. Instead, she held out a pair of silk panties, pale pink, lace edging tickling her fingers.

“Step in, Miss Emily.”

His legs trembled as he obeyed, the silk cool against his skin, sliding up his thighs. The fabric hugged him, tight, the lace scratching lightly, a constant reminder of what he was becoming. What he already was.

“Good girl.” Her praise hit deep, a warm ache spreading in his chest.

She lifted the pinafore, slipping it over his head. The fabric rustled, soft and humiliating, pink ruffles cascading over his chest, the hem brushing his thighs. Every movement made it whisper, a sissy’s confession.

Laurent stepped behind him, her hands smoothing the dress, fingers lingering at his hips. Her breath was warm on his neck. “So pretty, my little girl.”

His cock throbbed in the panties, the silk teasing the tip. Shame surged, but so did need. He hated how much he craved her approval.

She moved to the tray, picking up the lipstick. “Purse your lips.”

He did, trembling, as she painted them crimson, the waxy taste bitter on his tongue. Her touch was precise, intimate, her face inches from his.

“There.” She stepped back, admiring. “A perfect sissy.”

His reflection in the nearby mirror caught his eye. Pink ruffles, painted lips, a wig already pinned in place from earlier—soft curls tickling his neck. He didn’t recognize himself.

He didn’t want to.

Laurent’s hand brushed his cheek, guiding him to face her. “Now, the diaper. For my baby girl.”

His stomach dropped. The dual shame—sissy and baby—crashed over him. But his cock hardened fully, straining against the silk.

She unfolded the thick padding, the plastic backing crinkling loud in the quiet room. “Lie down, on the bed.”

He obeyed, the mattress dipping under him, the pinafore riding up as he lay back. Laurent stood over him, her presence towering, as she slid the diaper under his hips.

Her fingers brushed his inner thighs, deliberate, slow. “Lift, Miss Emily.”

He did, and the padding pressed against him, bulk forcing his legs apart. She taped it snug, the sound of the tabs ripping through him like a verdict.

A cloud of baby powder rose as she dusted him, the scent sharp, infantilizing. Her palm pressed the front, smoothing it, grazing his cock through the layers. He bit back a moan, hips twitching involuntarily.

“Look at you, already leaking for Mommy.” Her voice was amused, maternal, cutting.

He glanced down. A damp spot on the silk, now hidden by the diaper, but she’d seen it. His face burned hotter.

Laurent’s hand lingered, pressing harder through the padding. “Such a pathetic little thing, getting hard in your diaper.” She rubbed slow circles, the friction unbearable through the thick layers.

His breath came in gasps. The crinkle echoed with every squirm, the bulk forcing a waddle even lying down. He was trapped, sissy and baby, under her control.

She leaned in, her breasts brushing his chest through her dress, the warmth intoxicating. “Do you want to leave, Miss Emily? Or stay with Mommy?”

The question sliced through him. Leave. He could. The money was his, the car waiting, the door open.

But his body screamed to stay. His cock pulsed, aching in the diaper, her hand still teasing through the padding. Was this love, or just her conditioning?

He didn’t know. Didn’t care. Not now.

“I…” His voice cracked, small, broken. “I want to stay, Madame.”

Her eyes softened—just a flicker, a tremble in her gaze. Vulnerability, raw and real, for a split second before the mask returned.

“Then prove it.” Her voice held a faint quiver, quickly buried. “Choose The Mark.”

His heart pounded. Permanent. A claim he couldn’t undo.

He nodded, barely a whisper. “Yes, Madame.”

Laurent retrieved the anklet, kneeling beside the bed. Her fingers were gentle, almost reverent, as she fastened it around his ankle, the silver cool against his skin.

“Mine.” One word, possessive, final.

His chest tightened. Hers. Always.

She stood, her hand returning to the diaper’s front, stroking harder now. “Cum for me, Miss Emily. Show Mommy you’re home.”

The command shattered him. Her fingers worked through the padding, relentless, the crinkle deafening as his hips bucked. Pressure built, tight, unbearable.

“Please, Mommy…” He gasped, babytalk forced from his lips, humiliation fueling the fire. “May I cum?”

“Yes, baby girl.” Her permission was a gift, her tone warm, approving. “Cum in your diaper for me.”

His cock pulsed, contractions ripping through him, hot and hard. Cum spilled, thick and warm, pooling in the padding, soaking through the silk beneath. A low, broken moan tore from his throat, raw and desperate.

Laurent kept stroking, drawing out every shudder, her eyes locked on his face. “Good girl. So much mess for Mommy.”

The aftermath hit hard. Shame burned, his cum cooling in the diaper, the weight sagging between his thighs. But her praise lingered, soothing the sting.

She adjusted the pinafore, smoothing the ruffles, her touch tender. The scent of powder and wet plastic mixed with her lavender, grounding him. “Your bottle is ready, Miss Emily.”

He sat up, legs trembling, the anklet glinting as he moved. The nursery door loomed across the hall, but he didn’t look at it. This room—her room—was enough.

Laurent guided him to a chair, a bottle in her hand, warm milk glistening at the nipple. She pulled him close, his head resting against her chest, her breast soft through the fabric. “Drink, baby girl.”

He latched on, the nipple filling his mouth, milk sweet on his tongue. Her hand cradled his head, fingers threading through the wig’s curls. The diaper crinkled with every shift, a reminder of his choice.

His eyes drifted to the window. The car still waited outside, a shadow of Ethan’s life. He didn’t care.

Her heartbeat thrummed under his cheek, steady, possessive. Was this forever? Or just the start of a darker game?

Her fingers tightened in his hair, a silent answer. He sucked harder, milk dripping down his chin, lost in her warmth. Whatever came next, Emily was home.
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