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Chapter 1: The Misdelivered Secret

Derek dragged himself up the driveway, shoulders slumped under the weight of a ten-hour day. His tie hung loose, his briefcase felt like a brick. Spreadsheets and audits still buzzed in his head, a relentless hum he couldn’t shake.

He didn’t notice at first. Not the empty spot on his porch where the Amazon package should’ve been. His mind was elsewhere—numbers, deadlines, the quiet safety of his suburban cul-de-sac.

Then he saw it. Across the street, on Vivian’s porch, a familiar brown box. His stomach dropped.

He froze. Right there in the fading daylight, his polished accountant facade cracked. That box wasn’t just late—it was deadly.

He’d ordered it under a fake name, a separate account, shredded every label for twelve years. Adult diapers, baby powder, a pink pacifier. His secret, his shame, sitting on her doorstep.

Vivian’s house looked innocent enough. Neat flower beds, curtains drawn, a warm glow from her living room. But that box might as well have been a grenade.

He wanted to run over, snatch it, disappear. But his legs wouldn’t move. Fear glued him to the asphalt.

What if she’d seen it? What if she’d opened it? His face burned at the thought.

He forced a step forward. Then another. His polished shoes clicked too loud on the pavement.

Halfway across the street, her door opened. Vivian stepped out, box in her hands. A soft smile curved her lips.

“Derek!” Her voice was warm, honey-smooth, like always. She waved, casual as if she held nothing more than a cookbook. “I think this is yours.”

His throat closed. He couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe.

She crossed her lawn, barefoot in a simple sundress, auburn hair catching the last of the sun. At forty-five, she moved with a nurse’s grace—steady, unhurried. The box didn’t waver in her grip.

He stopped dead. She didn’t. She closed the distance until she stood right in front of him.

“Here you go, sweetie.” She held it out. Her green eyes locked on his, kind, searching.

He took it. His hands shook. The cardboard felt like it burned his skin.

“I—I don’t know how this—” He stammered, voice cracking. Excuses piled up, none good enough. “It’s not—it’s a mistake—”

“Derek.” Her hand touched his arm, light but firm. “It’s okay. Really.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. Her touch lingered, warm through his shirt. He wanted to bolt, to die, to vanish into the ground.

But her eyes didn’t judge. No smirk, no pity. Just… understanding.

He clutched the box tighter. The contents shifted inside, a faint crinkle sounding through the cardboard. His face went scarlet.

She tilted her head, studying him. That maternal gaze she’d perfected raising three kids—it pinned him in place. He felt small, exposed, raw.

“Come inside for a minute.” Her tone wasn’t a question. She turned, expecting him to follow. “I’ve got coffee on.”

He didn’t want to. Every instinct screamed to run. But his feet moved anyway.

Her house smelled of lavender and fresh laundry. The living room was soft—plush couch, family photos on the walls, a quiet emptiness since her divorce. She gestured to a chair.

“Sit.” She disappeared into the kitchen. The box sat heavy in his lap.

He couldn’t look at it. Couldn’t look away either. That crinkle echoed in his mind, louder than it should’ve been.

She returned with two mugs, steam curling up. Her sundress swayed as she sat across from him, legs crossed, posture perfect. She sipped, watching him over the rim.

“You don’t have to explain.” Her voice stayed gentle, almost a whisper. “I’ve seen a lot, Derek. More than you’d think.”

His mouth went dry. He gripped the mug, heat biting his palms. What did she mean by that?

“I used to be a pediatric nurse.” She set her coffee down, hands folding in her lap. “I’ve cared for all kinds of needs. Nothing shocks me.”

His cheeks burned hotter. He wanted to argue, to deny, to scream it wasn’t what she thought. But the box sat there, a silent confession.

She leaned forward. Her eyes softened even more. “You’re not alone in this, you know.”

His chest tightened. Alone. He’d been alone with this for twelve years, hiding behind locked doors and shredded receipts.

Her hand reached out again, resting on his knee this time. The touch sent a jolt through him. Unwanted, undeniable.

He flinched. Not from her hand, but from the heat stirring low in his gut. Traitorous, pathetic heat.

She noticed. Of course she did. Her lips twitched, not a smile, just… awareness.

“Vivian, I—” He couldn’t finish. His voice broke. Shame clawed at him, sharp and familiar.

“Shh.” She squeezed his knee, gentle but commanding. “You don’t have to say anything right now.”

He nodded, barely. His eyes dropped to the box. The crinkle haunted him, a reminder of what lay inside.

She stood, smoothing her dress. “I’ll let you take that home.” Her tone stayed warm, maternal, dangerous in its kindness.

He got up too, legs unsteady. The box felt heavier now, a weight of exposure he couldn’t shake. He moved toward the door.

But she wasn’t done. She stepped closer, close enough he could smell the lavender on her skin. Her hand brushed his shoulder.

“Sweetie, if you ever need to talk—or anything else—my door’s open.” Her voice dropped, intimate. “I mean that.”

His cock twitched. He hated it. Hated how her words, her touch, her damn kindness did this to him.

He mumbled a thanks, barely audible. Stepped outside into the cool evening air. The box crinkled with every step.

She watched from her doorway. He felt her gaze on his back, steady, unyielding. It burned worse than the shame.

At his porch, he fumbled with his keys. His hands wouldn’t stop shaking. The package shifted again, louder this time.

Inside, he slammed the door shut. Dropped the box on the floor. Leaned against the wall, breathing hard.

He shouldn’t open it. Shouldn’t touch it. But his fingers moved anyway.

The tape ripped loud in the quiet house. He pulled the flaps open. There they were—thick white diapers, a bottle of baby powder, that damn pink pacifier.

His breath hitched. He grabbed the pack of diapers, plastic slick under his grip. The crinkle filled the room, obscene, inescapable.

He shouldn’t. He knew he shouldn’t. But the stress of the day, the exposure, Vivian’s voice—it all pushed him over.

He sank to the floor, back against the wall. One diaper slid out of the pack. He unfolded it, the sound deafening.

His cock was already hard. Pathetic. Aching under his slacks.

He unzipped, slow, trembling. Pulled himself free, hot and throbbing in his hand. The diaper lay open in front of him, an invitation, a curse.

He stroked once. Twice. His eyes stayed on the padding, imagining it taped around him, crinkling with every move.

Vivian’s voice echoed. “It’s okay. Really.” It pushed him closer, faster.

He groaned, low and desperate. His hand moved quicker, grip tight. The thought of her knowing, her hand on his knee—it burned through him.

He pictured her opening the box. Seeing it all. Smiling that warm, dangerous smile.

His hips jerked. He was close. Too close.

He grabbed the diaper, pressed it against himself. The plastic backing was cool on his skin. The crinkle drowned out his ragged breaths.

He came hard. Hot spurts soaked into the padding, warm and messy, pooling against the absorbent core. His groan tore out, raw, humiliated.

The aftermath hit like a punch. Shame flooded in, cold and heavy. He stared at the ruined diaper, cum glistening on the surface, his cock still twitching.

He dropped it, hands shaking worse now. His face burned. What had he done?

Vivian’s house loomed in his mind. Her kindness, her touch, her offer. Was it just pity—or something more?

He couldn’t shake the feeling. That maternal edge in her voice hid a danger he didn’t understand yet. Something waiting to pull him in deeper.

He stood, legs weak, and shoved the box into the closet. But the crinkle lingered in his ears. So did her words.

He glanced out the window. Her light was still on. Watching, maybe.

His cock twitched again. Traitor. He hated it more than ever.

But a part of him—a small, desperate part—wondered what she’d do next. What she’d offer. What he’d accept.

He turned away, face burning, and tried to forget. Tried to ignore the heat still simmering low. Tried not to think of her door, always open.


Chapter 2: A Silent Invitation

Derek stood in his living room, the closet door still ajar. The crinkle of the ruined diaper echoed in his mind. His face burned with fresh shame.

He couldn’t stop seeing it. The box in Vivian’s hands. Not just diapers—oh no, that wasn’t the worst of it.

The pink onesie. Ruffles on the hem. Lace trim at the neckline.

His stomach twisted. Bad enough she saw the padding, the infantile need he buried for twelve years. But the sissy side—the feminine frills—that cut deeper.

He slammed the closet shut. Tried to breathe. His cock twitched anyway.

Traitor. He hated himself for it. Hated how the shame made him ache all over again.

He moved to the window. Her light was still on. Watching, maybe.

His hands shook as he pulled the curtain closed. He couldn’t face her. Not after that.

Days passed. A week of silence. Derek avoided her house like it was cursed.

He took the long way to his car every morning. Checked his porch for packages twice a day. His secret felt exposed, raw, like a wound.

Work was a blur. Numbers on spreadsheets couldn’t drown out the memory. Vivian’s voice, warm and dangerous, looped in his head.

“Sweetie, if you ever need to talk—or anything else—my door’s open.” Her words clung to him. Sticky, heavy, tempting.

He got home late on the seventh day. Exhausted. Drained from dodging his own thoughts.

Something caught his eye. A small white envelope under his front door. His heart stopped.

He bent down. Picked it up with trembling fingers. No name, just a neat cursive scrawl on the front.

He shouldn’t open it. Should toss it in the trash. But his hands moved anyway.

Inside, a note. Simple. Direct.

“Everyone needs care sometimes. I’m next door if you ever want someone to help. No strings. — V.”

His breath caught. He read it again. Then again.

Eleven times. Each pass burned the words deeper. Care. Help. No strings.

His chest tightened. Isolation clawed at him. Twelve years of hiding, and now this.

He wanted to crumple it. Throw it away. Pretend he never saw it.

But his feet didn’t move toward the trash. They carried him to his bedroom. To the nightstand.

He opened the drawer. Slid the note inside. Closed it with a quiet click.

His eyes drifted to the closet. The box was still there. Untouched since that night.

He shouldn’t. He knew he shouldn’t. But the pull was too strong.

He opened the door. Pulled the box out. The crinkle hit him like a slap.

Inside, the pink pacifier stared back. Shiny, mocking. Feminine in a way that made his skin crawl.

He grabbed it. Held it tight. His thumb brushed the silicone nipple.

His cock stirred. Pathetic. Aching already.

He sat on the bed. Stared at the pacifier. Vivian’s note burned in his mind.

Care. Help. No strings.

He popped the pacifier into his mouth. The click against his teeth was loud. Obscene.

His lips closed around it. Sucking once, twice. The shame flooded in, hot and heavy.

His free hand moved to his slacks. Unzipped slow. Pulled himself free.

Hard already. Throbbing in his grip. He hated how fast it happened.

He sucked harder on the pacifier. The silicone was smooth, humiliating. His cock leaked a bead of precum.

Vivian’s voice echoed. “My door’s open.” It pushed him further.

He stroked once. Slow. Firm.

The pacifier clicked with every suck. His hips twitched. He pictured her watching.

Her knowing smile. Her warm, maternal gaze. Judging him, maybe—or worse, accepting him.

His grip tightened. Strokes quickened. The shame burned hotter, and so did the heat in his core.

He shouldn’t think of her. Shouldn’t imagine her hands, her voice, her care. But he did.

His cock pulsed. Precum dripped onto his slacks. He groaned around the pacifier, muffled and desperate.

He was close. Too close. The note in the drawer seemed to whisper to him.

Care. Help. No strings.

His mind spun. What if he went over? What if he let her in?

The thought pushed him over. His hips jerked hard. Cum shot out, hot and thick.

It splattered on his shirt. Warm, messy, pooling in streaks. His groan was raw, humiliated, trapped behind the pacifier.

He slumped back. Panting. The pacifier fell from his mouth, wet with spit.

Shame hit like a wave. He stared at the mess on his shirt. What the hell was wrong with him?

He wiped himself with a tissue. Tossed it away. His face burned hotter than ever.

The note sat in the drawer. Unanswered. A silent invitation he couldn’t ignore.

He stood. Moved to the closet again. Pulled out a fresh diaper and a pair of silk panties.

Pink. Lace-edged. The sissy side he couldn’t bury.

He unfolded the diaper. The crinkle was deafening in the quiet room. His cock twitched again.

Traitor. He hated it. Hated how the shame made him want more.

He slid the silk panties on first. The fabric was cool, smooth against his skin. Too feminine, too wrong.

Then the diaper. He taped it tight. The bulk forced his thighs apart, awkward and humiliating.

Every movement crinkled. Loud. Unavoidable.

He sat on the bed again. Felt the padding shift under him. His face burned with dual shame—baby and sissy, wrapped together.

Vivian’s note lingered in his thoughts. Care. Help.

What did she mean by help? Did she know what he was doing right now? Did she want to see?

His cock hardened inside the diaper. Pressed against the silk, trapped by the padding. He groaned, low and frustrated.

He shouldn’t touch himself again. Shouldn’t give in. But his hand moved anyway.

He pressed his palm against the front of the diaper. Felt his hardness through the thick padding. The crinkle drowned out his shaky breath.

He rubbed slow. The silk shifted, teasing. His hips bucked without permission.

Vivian’s face flashed in his mind. Her warmth. Her danger.

His rubbing quickened. The padding was warm now, slick with precum soaking through the panties. He bit his lip, holding back a moan.

He pictured her opening his door. Finding him like this. Smiling that knowing smile.

His body tensed. He was close again. Too damn close.

But he stopped. Pulled his hand away. Denied himself the release.

His cock throbbed painfully. Trapped. Aching in the diaper.

He couldn’t cum again. Not yet. Not with her note sitting there, unanswered.

He lay back on the bed. Stared at the ceiling. The crinkle mocked him with every tiny shift.

Isolation pressed down. Twelve years of hiding, and now her offer. Temptation he didn’t know how to fight.

He turned his head. Looked at the nightstand. The drawer seemed heavier now.

He opened it. Took the note out. Read it one more time.

“Everyone needs care sometimes.” Her cursive was neat, deliberate. It felt like a promise.

His cock pulsed in the diaper. Shame and arousal twisted together. He hated how much he wanted to believe her.

He tucked the note back in. Closed the drawer. But the pull of her words didn’t fade.

Late that night, he couldn’t sleep. The diaper crinkled with every turn. The silk panties teased against his skin.

He stared out the window. Her light was off now. But her presence loomed anyway.

His phone buzzed on the nightstand. A text. His heart raced.

He grabbed it. Unlocked the screen. Vivian’s name stared back.

“Checking in, sweetie. Just wanted to make sure you’re okay. Door’s still open.”

His breath hitched. His cock hardened again, pressing against the padding. Traitor.

He didn’t reply. Couldn’t find the words. But his fingers hovered over the keyboard.

Care. Help. No strings.

The text glowed in the dark. A line crossed. A knock on his walls at an hour too late.

He set the phone down. Face burning. But the pull grew stronger.

How long could he resist? How long before he answered? How long before he walked through her open door?


Chapter 3: Crossing the Line

Derek woke up the next morning, sunlight slicing through the blinds of his bedroom. The diaper still hugged his hips, crinkled and heavy from last night. His face warmed with the memory of Vivian’s text glowing in the dark.

He sat up. The padding shifted, plastic backing slick against his skin. A faint scent of baby powder lingered, mixing with the stale air of his room.

He couldn’t face her. Not yet. Her words—Checking in, sweetie—echoed like a lure he didn’t trust himself to resist.

He swung his legs off the bed. The floor was cold under his bare feet. A low hum from the fridge downstairs buzzed through the quiet house.

He needed to get to work. Needed routine. Needed anything but her open door pulling at him.

---

At the office, Derek sat at his desk, surrounded by the sterile gray of cubicle walls. The hum of the air conditioning droned on, a constant white noise. His fingers tapped at the keyboard, but his mind wasn’t on the spreadsheets.

He’d avoided Vivian for three days now. Each evening, he’d checked the peephole before grabbing his mail, heart pounding at the thought of her standing there. Once, he’d heard her car door slam and froze, hand on the curtain, until her footsteps faded.

Another time, he’d typed out a reply to her text—I’m fine, thanks—but deleted it before sending. His thumb hovered over the screen, the cool glass mocking his indecision. He shoved the phone back in his pocket, face burning.

Now, in the office, the chair’s rough fabric scratched against his slacks. The air felt too cold, raising goosebumps on his arms. A faint whiff of coffee from the break room drifted over, sharp and bitter.

His phone buzzed in his drawer. He flinched. Didn’t check it.

He knew it was her. Could feel her presence even through the screen. That pull, like gravity, dragging him closer.

He pushed the thought away. Focused on the numbers. But his body wasn’t listening.

Warmth coiled in his gut. A need he couldn’t name, thickening with every passing second. His fingers stilled on the keys.

He hated this. Hated how her offer—care, help, no strings—made him ache in ways he’d buried for years. Hated how his mind kept drifting to her cursive, her warmth, her danger.

The phone buzzed again. Insistent. He didn’t move.

---

By the time Derek pulled into his driveway that evening, the sky was bruised purple. Exhaustion weighed on his shoulders, the day’s tension knotting his neck. The faint scent of cut grass hung in the air, sharp and green.

He grabbed his briefcase, the leather handle cool and smooth. The house loomed quiet, his sanctuary of secrets. A low tick of the neighbor’s sprinkler cut through the stillness.

He unlocked the door, stepping inside. The air was warm, stale, with a faint trace of something new—lavender, maybe. His stomach twisted.

He dropped his keys on the counter. Metal clinked against granite. The sound echoed too loud in the empty space.

He moved to the fridge for a drink. Opened the door. Stopped dead.

A baby bottle sat on the middle shelf, filled with milk, the nipple glistening under the fridge light. Warm to the touch, like it had been prepared just for him. A note was taped to it, cursive neat and deliberate.

I thought you might need this.

His chest tightened. Air locked in his lungs. Vivian.

She’d been here. Used the emergency key. Crossed a line he’d never invited her over.

He should be angry. Should change the locks. Should text her to stay out.

But his hand reached for the bottle. Fingers brushed the smooth glass, warm from her care. His face burned, shame mixing with something darker.

He pulled it out. The fridge door swung shut with a soft thud. The lavender scent grew stronger, clinging to the air like her presence.

He stood there, frozen. The bottle felt heavy, a promise he didn’t know how to refuse. His body tilted toward the temptation, unbidden.

He moved to the living room. Sat on the couch, the fabric rough under his slacks. The bottle rested in his lap, a silent dare.

He shouldn’t. He knew he shouldn’t. But his mouth was dry, and the ache in his gut hadn’t faded.

He lifted it. Pressed the nipple to his lips. Hesitated.

Then sucked. Warm milk flooded his mouth, sweet and thick. A low moan escaped him, involuntary.

His face burned hotter. Shame clawed at him. But he didn’t stop.

The milk slid down his throat, soothing, filling. The plastic nipple clicked against his teeth, a humiliating rhythm. The room felt too warm now, pressing against his skin.

He drank deeper. Each swallow pulled him further from who he was supposed to be. His cock twitched in his pants, traitorously awake.

He hated this. Hated how good it felt. Hated how her care—unasked for, unearned—made him want more.

The bottle emptied too soon. He pulled it away, breathing hard. Milk lingered on his lips, a shameful reminder.

He stood. Needed to check something. Needed to know how far she’d gone.

---

He climbed the stairs, the carpet soft under his feet. The air grew warmer, heavier, as he approached his bedroom. A faint scent of clean laundry hit him, unexpected.

He pushed the door open. Stopped. His breath seized.

On his pillow lay a folded onesie. Pale pink, ruffled edges, unmistakably babyish. It was pristine, like it had been placed with care.

His heart raced. She’d been here too. Touched his private space.

He stepped closer. The fabric was silky, cool to the touch. A note sat beside it, same cursive, same weight.

For my sweetie, if you’re ready.

His knees felt weak. Need pulsed through him, raw and undeniable. He shouldn’t touch it, shouldn’t even look.

But he did. Picked it up. Felt the softness against his fingers.

His cock hardened fully now, pressing against his slacks. Shame burned his cheeks. Vivian’s voice echoed in his mind, warm and teasing—Pathetic little thing, aren’t you?

He dropped the onesie. Stepped back. But the pull didn’t fade.

He turned. Headed to the spare bedroom—his secret room. Needed to see if she’d been there too.

---

The door creaked as he opened it. The air was cool, tinged with the familiar scent of baby powder. The faint hum of the heater buzzed in the background.

Everything was… tidy. Too tidy. His hidden stash—diapers, pacifiers, sissy clothes—was arranged on the shelf, neat and deliberate.

She’d seen it all. Touched it all. Made it hers without asking.

His stomach churned. Violation clashed with something else—relief, maybe. Someone knew, and the sky hadn’t fallen.

He stepped closer. Ran a hand over a stack of diapers, the plastic backing slick under his palm. The crinkle was faint but sharp, slicing through the quiet.

His cock throbbed harder. A need thickened in his core, pulling him under. He hated how her intrusion made him ache like this.

He turned. Saw a small box on the table, one he didn’t recognize. A gift, maybe.

He opened it. Inside was a small butt plug, pink, with a flared base. A note tucked beneath—Start small, sweetie. We’ll work up.

His face burned. Shock and arousal twisted together. She wanted this in him.

He shouldn’t. Should throw it out. Should lock the door and never look back.

But his hand closed around it. Felt the smooth silicone, cool against his skin. His body trembled with the weight of her suggestion.

He moved to the bed in the spare room. Sat down, the mattress soft and creaking. The plug rested in his lap, a silent command.

He undressed. Slacks dropped, boxers followed. His cock stood hard, betraying him fully.

He grabbed lube from the drawer. Squeezed it onto his fingers, cold and slick. The scent of it mixed with the powder in the air.

He hesitated. Then pressed a finger to his hole. Pushed in slow.

A gasp escaped him. Tight, too tight at first. But he worked it, loosening himself.

He grabbed the plug. Coated it with lube, the surface glistening. His heart pounded, loud in the quiet room.

He pressed it against himself. Pushed. Felt the stretch, the burn.

It slid in. Settled. The base pressed against his skin, a constant reminder.

He groaned. The fullness was overwhelming. His cock leaked, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

He grabbed a diaper from the shelf. Unfolded it, the crinkle deafening. Taped it on over the plug, trapping the sensation inside.

The padding hugged him, thick and humiliating. Every movement shifted the plug, pressing deeper. Warmth spread through the diaper, his arousal soaking into the fabric.

He lay back on the bed. The crinkle filled the room, mocking him. His cock throbbed, trapped in the padding.

He pressed a hand to the front. Felt his hardness through the layers. Rubbed slow, the friction teasing.

Vivian’s voice played in his head—Look at my pathetic little sissy, leaking already. His hips bucked, desperate. Shame burned hotter, fueling him.

He rubbed faster. The plug shifted, hitting something inside that made him gasp. His body tensed, teetering on the edge.

He stopped. Pulled his hand away. Denied himself.

His cock pulsed painfully. Trapped, aching, begging. He couldn’t cum, not yet.

He lay there, breathing hard. The diaper was warm now, slick with his need. The plug pressed deeper with every tiny shift.

He stood. Moved to the mirror. Saw himself—diapered, flushed, pathetic in her imagined tone.

He hated how much he liked it. Hated how her care, her intrusion, made him want to surrender. Hated how he already craved more.

He walked back to the living room. The crinkle followed, loud with every step. The plug shifted, a constant reminder of her control.

He sat on the couch. Felt the padding squish under him, the warmth spreading further. The lavender scent still lingered, tying him to her.

His phone buzzed on the coffee table. He grabbed it. Vivian’s name glowed on the screen.

Just checking in, sweetie. Hope you found what I left. Let me know if you need help.

His face burned. Need throbbed through him, raw and unrelenting. Her words were a hook, pulling him deeper.

He didn’t reply. Couldn’t. But his fingers hovered over the screen.

The diaper crinkled as he shifted. The plug pressed deeper, a silent command he couldn’t ignore. His cock ached, trapped and leaking.

He set the phone down. Stared at the empty bottle on the table. The ghost of warm milk lingered on his tongue, a taste of her care he couldn’t shake.

What else might she do without asking? What else might she leave for him to find? The thought settled in his gut, heavy and warm, a promise he wasn’t sure he could resist.


Chapter 4: Dinner and Dependency

Derek stared at the phone, Vivian’s text glowing on the screen. Just checking in, sweetie. Hope you found what I left. His fingers hovered, trembling, over the reply button.

His face burned.

The diaper crinkled as he shifted on the couch. The plug inside pressed deeper, a relentless reminder of her control. His cock throbbed, trapped in the warm padding, leaking into the fabric.

He shouldn’t want this. Shouldn’t crave her intrusion.

But his body didn’t care. Heat pulsed low, undeniable. Sweat pricked at his neck, his breath shallow in the quiet living room.

The scent of lavender still clung to the air, tying him to her. The empty bottle sat on the coffee table, a silent taunt. A faint clink of dishes echoed from the kitchen, a ghost of normalcy he couldn’t grasp.

His phone buzzed again. Another message. Dinner at mine? 7pm. Casual.

His stomach twisted.

He glanced at the clock—5:45. Barely an hour to decide. The diaper squished under him, the plug shifting with every tiny movement, sending sparks through his core.

He typed a reply. Deleted it. Typed again—Okay. Sent.

Panic hit hard.

What was he doing? Walking into her house, into her control, with this secret taped around his hips? But the thought of her smile, her calm, pulled him like a tether.

He stood. The crinkle filled the room, loud and humiliating. Each step to the bedroom made the plug press deeper, his cock twitching in the padding.

He needed to change. Needed to hide this. But the thought of peeling off the diaper, of losing her invisible hold, ached worse than the shame.

He grabbed a loose hoodie and jeans from the closet. Pulled them on over the diaper, the bulk obvious under the denim. Every move rustled, a confession he couldn’t silence.

The mirror showed a man pretending to be normal. Flushed cheeks, averted eyes. Pathetic.

He walked to the front door. Hesitated with his hand on the knob. The plug shifted again, a silent order to move.

Outside, the cul-de-sac was quiet. Streetlights flickered on, casting long shadows. Vivian’s house glowed two doors down, warm and inviting.

His legs moved before his mind caught up. The crinkle followed, muffled by the jeans but still there. His heart hammered with every step.

Her porch light bathed him as he rang the bell. The door opened almost instantly. Vivian stood there, apron tied over a simple dress, her hair swept back, effortless.

“Derek, sweetie. Right on time.” Her voice was honey, warm and smooth.

His throat tightened.

She stepped aside, gesturing him in. The scent of roasted chicken and garlic hit him, comfort woven into the air. Her dining room was set for two, candles flickering on the table.

“Sit. I’ll get the plates.” She moved with that nurse’s precision, every step deliberate.

He sat. The diaper crinkled under the jeans, the plug pressing harder against the chair. He bit his lip to keep from gasping.

She returned with steaming dishes—chicken, mashed potatoes, green beans. Simple, nurturing. She sat across from him, her eyes catching his with that quiet inventory.

“You look tired, Derek. When was the last time someone took care of you?” Her tone was soft, but it cut deep.

He had no answer.

His fork paused mid-air. The warmth of the food, the warmth of her gaze—it unraveled him. His face heated, eyes dropping to the plate.

“Eat, sweetheart. Let me worry about the rest.” Her words wrapped around him, a gentle command.

He ate. Every bite felt like surrender. The diaper hugged him under the table, the plug a constant weight, tying him to her even now.

Dinner passed in quiet. Her occasional hum, the clink of cutlery, the rustle of fabric as she moved. His cock stayed hard, trapped, the shame only making it worse.

She cleared the plates. Stood behind him, her hand resting on his shoulder. Her touch was light but firm, grounding.

“Come with me. You need rest.” She didn’t ask.

His body stood before his mind agreed. She led him down the hall, her hand on his lower back. The crinkle of the diaper seemed deafening, though she didn’t react.

They entered a guest room. A changing pad was laid out on the bed, a stack of fresh diapers beside it, pink with little cartoon bunnies. A silky pink nightie hung over the chair, lace trim catching the light.

His breath stopped.

“Shh. Let me help, sweetheart.” Her voice was a balm, but her eyes held that amused glint.

He froze. Her hands moved to his hoodie, lifting it off. Then the jeans, easing them down, revealing the sagging diaper underneath.

“Look at you. Already prepared.” Her laughter was soft, but it burned through him.

His cock twitched in the padding. Leaking more, the warmth spreading. He couldn’t look at her.

She guided him to the bed. Laid him down on the changing pad, the plastic cool against his back. Her hands worked with clinical care, peeling the tapes of the used diaper open with a loud rip.

The air hit his skin. His erection stood free, glistening with precum, utterly exposed. Shame clawed at him, but his hips shifted toward her anyway.

“Such a needy little sissy.” She hummed, grabbing a wipe from the side table. Her fingers brushed his shaft as she cleaned him, slow and deliberate.

He gasped. His body arched, desperate for more. The wipe was cool, her touch warmer, lingering just enough to tease.

She tossed the wipe aside. Reached for a fresh diaper, unfolding it with that familiar crinkle. But first, she grabbed a small bottle of lube and a new plug from the table—smaller, but with a flared base that promised torment.

“Relax, baby girl.” Her voice dipped, maternal and merciless. She coated the plug, the slick sound filling the room.

He tensed. Her finger pressed against his hole, easing the old plug out with a wet pop. The emptiness ached for a moment before she pushed the new one in, slow and steady.

It settled inside. Pressed against that spot, sending a jolt through him. His cock dripped onto his stomach, a pathetic bead of need.

“Good girl.” She taped the fresh diaper on, the pink bunnies mocking him as the padding hugged tight. Her hand pressed against the front, feeling his hardness through the layers.

He moaned. Couldn’t stop it. The crinkle mixed with the sound, a humiliating duet.

“Not yet, sweetie. Baby girls don’t cum without permission.” Her fingers curled through the padding, stroking once, twice, then stopping.

His hips bucked. Aching, denied. The plug shifted with the movement, tormenting him further.

She lifted the pink nightie from the chair. Slid it over his head, the silk whispering against his skin, the lace tickling his neck. It barely covered the diaper, leaving the bulk exposed.

“Look at my pretty sissy.” She stepped back, her gaze raking over him. Her smile was warm, but her eyes gleamed with control.

His face burned hotter. The nightie clung to him, feminizing every inch. The diaper crinkled with every breath, the plug a constant intrusion.

She led him to the couch in her living room. Sat him down, the padding squishing under him. Her hand rested on his thigh, just above the lace trim, her warmth seeping through.

“You rest now. I’ve got you.” She pulled a soft blanket from the armrest, draping it over him.

His body sank into the couch. Exhaustion hit, mixing with the pulsing need in the diaper. Her scent—something floral, sharp with vanilla—lingered as she stood over him.

He drifted. Eyes heavy, the crinkle fading into the background. The plug pressed deeper with every slow breath, a silent anchor to her.

Hours later, he woke. The room was dim, the blanket still tucked around him. Vivian was gone, but a note sat on the coffee table beside a glass of water.

He reached for it. Unfolded the paper with trembling hands. Same time tomorrow, sweetheart. Don’t be late.

His stomach dropped.

Tomorrow wasn’t a question. It was a command, written in her neat cursive, a promise of more. He knew he’d be there, diapered and dressed, waiting for her hands to take control again.

The crinkle of the diaper echoed as he shifted under the blanket. His cock throbbed, still trapped, still denied. Vivian’s hold tightened with every word on that page.

He folded the note. Set it down. But his eyes stayed on it, knowing escape wasn’t an option anymore.


Chapter 5: Routine of Surrender

Derek sat on the edge of his bed, the diaper still snug around his hips. His fingers traced the lace trim of the pink nightie, the fabric whispering against his skin. The note from Vivian—Same time tomorrow, sweetheart—lay on the nightstand, its cursive a silent command.

He couldn’t stop staring at it. His chest tightened, a mix of dread and need. The padding between his legs shifted, a faint rustle, reminding him of her hands taping it on.

His work clothes hung in the closet, pressed and ready for the day. But they felt like a costume now. A lie he wore for eight hours before shedding it at her door.

He stood. The bulk forced his thighs apart, a clumsy waddle to the bathroom. Her scent—baby powder and something floral—clung to him, even after a night’s sleep.

Under the shower, hot water streamed over him. He scrubbed hard, but the powdery trace wouldn’t leave. It lingered on his skin, a mark of her control.

He dried off. Slipped into his suit, the crisp fabric hiding the truth. But every step to the car felt wrong, the absence of padding a betrayal of its own.

Work dragged. Numbers blurred on the screen, his mind elsewhere. Vivian’s house waited, a beacon across the cul-de-sac.

Five o’clock hit. He didn’t linger at the office. His car pulled into his driveway, but his feet moved toward her porch before he could stop them.

Her door was unlocked. It always was now. He stepped inside, the scent of dinner—roasted chicken and herbs—washing over him.

“Dinner’s ready, sweetie.” Vivian’s voice floated from the kitchen, warm and steady. A mother’s tone, laced with something darker.

His face burned. He shouldn’t be here. But his body moved anyway, drawn to her like a moth to flame.

She stood at the counter, apron tied over her blouse, her curves softened by the domestic scene. Her eyes flicked to him, a knowing smile curling her lips. “Rough day, baby girl?”

He nodded. Words stuck in his throat. Her gaze pinned him, stripping away the suit, seeing the sissy beneath.

“Come sit.” She gestured to the table, a highchair tucked in the corner catching his eye. Not yet, but soon—he felt it.

He sat in a regular chair. The wood creaked under him. His hands fidgeted, waiting for her next move.

She served him a plate, mashed potatoes and chicken cut into small bites. No knife, just a spoon. His stomach twisted, humiliation biting deep.

“Eat up, sweetheart.” Her hand rested on his shoulder, warm through the shirt. His skin prickled under her touch.

He lifted the spoon. Each bite felt like surrender, her eyes watching every move. The neighbors outside probably saw this through the window—a kind woman feeding a lonely man.

They had no idea. The truth pulsed beneath the table, his cock stirring at the thought of her care. Shame flooded him, hot and sharp.

His hips shifted. The memory of padding teased him, his body craving it already. How could he want this so badly?

He hated himself for it. But that hate only made the heat grow, a sick cycle he couldn’t break. His face burned hotter, knowing she’d see it soon.

Vivian cleared the plates. Her movements were slow, deliberate, every gesture a promise. “Time to get comfy, baby girl.”

His breath hitched. He stood, following her to the living room. The routine was forming, a groove he couldn’t escape.

She pulled a diaper from a stack on the side table, pink with cartoon bunnies. The plastic unfolded with a soft noise, a signal of what came next. A bottle of powder sat beside it, waiting.

“Lie down, sweetie.” She spread a changing mat on the couch, patting it gently. Her tone left no room for argument.

He hesitated. His suit still clung to him, a last shield. But her eyes held his, patient and unyielding.

He lay down. The mat was cool against his back. She unbuttoned his shirt, her fingers brushing his chest, sending sparks through him.

The pants came next. She slid them off, leaving him bare except for briefs. His erection strained, already betraying him.

“Look at that.” Her voice was amused, maternal, cutting deep. “Someone’s excited for their diaper.”

His cheeks flamed. He wanted to hide, to run. But his cock twitched harder, leaking into the briefs, proving her right.

She peeled the briefs away. Her fingers grazed him, deliberate and slow. A bead of precum glistened at the tip, a silent confession.

“Such a needy sissy.” She reached for the powder, puffing a soft cloud over his skin. The scent hit him—sweet, babyish, overwhelming.

Her hand smoothed it in, palm pressing against his shaft for just a moment. His hips bucked. He couldn’t stop the moan.

She chuckled. “Not yet, baby girl. Mommy decides when.”

The diaper slid under him. The padding hugged tight as she taped it on, the bulk forcing his legs apart. Every movement now would announce his shame.

She lifted a onesie from the chair, pink with ruffles at the hem. “Arms up, sweetheart.” Her voice was a command wrapped in sugar.

He obeyed. The fabric slipped over his head, soft against his chest hair, too tight across his shoulders. The ruffles rustled with every breath, tickling his thighs, smelling faintly of new cotton.

It barely covered the diaper. The padding bulged beneath, a humiliating outline. He felt utterly exposed, even in her private space.

“Look at my pretty girl.” She stepped back, her gaze raking over him. Her smile was warm, but her eyes gleamed with possession.

His face burned hotter. Shame clawed at him, but his cock throbbed harder in the diaper. The cycle spun again—hate for his need, need fueled by the hate.

Vivian noticed. Of course she did. “Oh, someone likes this. Look at baby girl leaking already.”

Her words sliced through him. A fresh wave of humiliation crashed, and with it, more heat. His erection pulsed, trapped in the padding, desperate for her touch.

She sat beside him on the couch. Her hand rested on the front of the diaper, pressing just enough to feel him through the layers. “So hard for Mommy, aren’t you?”

He whimpered. Couldn’t help it. Her fingers curled inward, stroking through the thick material, slow and teasing.

The padding shifted audibly. The friction was torture, not enough to finish, just enough to edge. His hips rocked, chasing her hand.

“Not without permission.” Her voice was firm, a rule carved in stone. She pulled her hand away, leaving him aching, denied.

His body screamed. The plug from last night was gone, but the memory of it lingered, an ache for more intrusion. He needed her to fill him again.

She reached for a bottle, warm milk inside, the nipple soft and waiting. “Drink, sweetie. It’ll calm you down.”

He took it. Sucked slowly, the taste sweet on his tongue. Her hand rested on his thigh, just above the ruffles, her warmth a constant tease.

His eyes drifted to her chest. The blouse hugged her curves, hinting at the softness beneath. He wanted her breast instead of this bottle, craved that intimacy.

She caught his stare. Smiled, knowing. “Maybe later, if you’re a good girl.”

His cock twitched again. Trapped, throbbing, leaking into the diaper. The shame of wanting her like this burned, but it only made him harder.

She adjusted the blanket over him. The onesie’s ruffles poked out, a humiliating reminder. He sank into the couch, the bulk between his legs a constant weight.

Neighbors passed by outside. Through the window, they waved at Vivian, probably thinking he was just a lonely man getting a home-cooked meal. “She’s like a mother to him,” they’d say.

They were right. Too right. His stomach churned at how close their words hit, how hidden the truth stayed.

Vivian waved back, her smile perfect, neighborly. Then her gaze dropped to him, a private promise in her eyes. “Rest now, baby girl.”

He closed his eyes. The bottle clicked against his teeth, milk still warm. His body pulsed with unmet need, the diaper a prison of arousal.

Her hand lingered on his thigh. Fingers traced the edge of the ruffles, a slow tease that kept him on edge. He couldn’t relax, not with her so close.

Minutes passed. Or hours. Time blurred under her control, the routine sinking deeper into his bones.

She stood. Moved to the kitchen, her heels clicking softly. But her presence lingered, a weight he couldn’t shake.

He shifted on the couch. The padding made that noise again, a reminder of his state. His cock ached, still hard, still denied.

Vivian returned. Held something small in her hand—a new plug, sleek and black, smaller than the last but with a wicked curve. “Before you nap, sweetie, let’s get you comfy.”

His eyes widened. Heart raced. She was going to fill him again, right here on the couch.

“Lie back.” Her tone was gentle, but firm. A nurse’s command, a mother’s care.

He obeyed. The diaper tapes ripped open, the air cool on his skin. His erection sprang free, glistening, pathetic in its need.

“Good girl.” She lubed the plug, the slick sound filling the quiet room. Her finger pressed against his hole, easing him open.

He tensed. Then relaxed under her touch. The plug slid in, slow, pressing against that spot inside, sending a jolt through him.

His cock dripped. A bead rolled down the shaft, pooling on his stomach. Shame burned, but the heat only grew.

She taped the diaper back on. Her hand pressed against the front, feeling the plug’s base through the padding. “There we are. All snug.”

He moaned. The pressure inside, the bulk outside—it was too much. His hips bucked, desperate for release.

“Not yet.” Her fingers teased through the layers, stroking just enough to torment. “Baby girls wait for Mommy’s say-so.”

His body trembled. Denied again, the ache sharper now. The plug shifted with every breath, a constant intrusion.

She tucked the blanket over him. Her hand rested on his chest, a maternal gesture that cut deeper than any words. “Nap now, sweetheart.”

He couldn’t speak. Could barely think. The ruffles rustled as he settled, the diaper a heavy reminder between his legs.

Neighbors waved again outside. Their smiles were innocent, oblivious. Derek wondered how long this illusion of normalcy could last.

Vivian leaned down. Her breath was warm against his ear. “Tomorrow, we’ll have company, baby girl. Be ready.”

Her words hung in the air. A new threat, a new escalation. His heart pounded as she straightened, her smile a quiet promise of more.


Chapter 6: Nursery of Dreams

Derek lay on Vivian’s couch, the familiar weight of the diaper pressing against his hips. The plug inside him shifted with every breath, a cruel reminder of her control. His body hummed with unmet need, cock still half-hard from her earlier teasing.

Vivian’s living room was warm, the curtains drawn tight against the suburban night. Her presence lingered even as she moved to the kitchen, heels clicking with purpose. He couldn’t shake the promise of “company tomorrow” from his mind.

Who was coming? His stomach twisted at the thought. Neighbors who smiled at him over the fence? Someone who’d see right through the illusion of normalcy?

He shifted on the couch. The diaper crinkled, loud in the quiet. A bead of precum dampened the padding, his body betraying him again with that pathetic need.

Vivian returned. Her tall frame filled the doorway, blouse tailored to her curves, skirt hugging her hips. Her hands—strong, precise, dry—held a small tray with a bottle and something else he couldn’t quite see.

“Sit up, Didi,” she said, voice soft but firm. A nurse’s command wrapped in maternal warmth. Her height towered over him as he obeyed, the ruffles of his onesie peeking from under the blanket.

His mouth went dry. He didn’t want to ask about the company. But the question clawed at him, unspoken.

She set the tray down. Her fingers brushed his thigh as she adjusted the blanket, sending a jolt through him. “Don’t worry, sweetie. Tomorrow will be special.”

Special. His fingers gripped the blanket, knuckles whitening. That word from her mouth never meant safe.

The familiar ritual—dinner, change, bottle—had become wordless by now. She handed him the bottle, the nipple smeared with a faint trace of her lipstick, a pink stain that made his gut clench. He took it without protest, lips closing around it, the warm milk hitting his tongue.

His eyes flicked to her. She watched, a faint smile playing on her lips. That gaze—calculating, amused—made his cock twitch against the diaper’s bulk.

He sucked harder on the bottle. The plug pressed deeper with each small movement, tormenting him. His hips wanted to shift, to grind, but he held still under her stare.

“Good girl,” she murmured. Her hand rested on his knee, heavy with intent. The warmth of her palm bled through the blanket, keeping him on edge.

The doorbell rang. His heart stopped. He nearly dropped the bottle, milk dribbling down his chin.

Vivian stood, unhurried. Her posture was flawless, every movement deliberate. “Right on time.”

His breath caught. He wanted to bolt, to hide, but the diaper, the onesie, the plug—they pinned him to this reality. His gaze darted to the hallway, dread pooling in his chest.

She opened the door. A woman’s voice, light and friendly, floated in. “Vivian, it’s been ages!”

“Carol, so glad you could make it.” Vivian’s tone was perfect, neighborly, warm. Derek’s stomach cramped as he recognized the name—Carol, the chatty widow from three houses down.

He shrank into the couch. The ruffles of his onesie felt louder, more obscene, though they were hidden under the blanket. His cock, traitor that it was, pulsed harder at the risk of being seen.

Vivian led Carol into the living room. Carol was shorter, rounder, with a bright scarf and a curious smile. Her eyes landed on Derek, and he wanted to vanish.

“Oh, Derek! Didn’t expect to see you here.” Carol’s tone was kind, oblivious. She carried a bottle of wine as a gift, setting it on the coffee table.

He nodded, unable to speak. His mouth was dry, lips still wet from the bottle he’d hidden under the blanket. The crinkle of his diaper screamed in his ears, though he knew she couldn’t hear it.

Vivian sat beside him, her thigh brushing his. Her hand rested casually on his shoulder, a possessive gesture disguised as comfort. “Derek’s been keeping me company lately. Haven’t you, sweetie?”

Sweetie. The word hit like a slap, soft and cutting. His fingers tightened on the blanket, breath shallow.

Carol beamed. “That’s so nice! Vivian’s always been the nurturing type. You’re lucky to have her looking out for you.”

Lucky. His gut twisted. If only Carol knew how deep that “looking out” went.

Vivian’s hand squeezed his shoulder. Just enough pressure to remind him of his place. “He’s a good girl, always so well-behaved.”

Good girl. Carol didn’t catch the weight of it, just chuckled and poured herself a glass of wine. Derek’s vision blurred at the edges, the humiliation sinking into his bones.

He glanced at Vivian. Her smile was warm, maternal, but her eyes held that glint of amusement. She knew exactly what she was doing to him.

Carol sipped her wine, chatting about garden clubs and book groups. Derek barely listened. Every word from Vivian, every casual touch, kept him teetering on the edge of panic and arousal.

Then Vivian stood. “Carol, I’ve been working on a little project in the guest room. Want to see it? Derek, come along.”

His heart thudded. A project. He didn’t want to know, but his body moved before his mind caught up, standing on shaky legs.

The diaper crinkled softly. He prayed Carol didn’t hear. His onesie’s ruffles brushed his thighs under the loose sweatpants Vivian had draped over him.

They followed her down the hall. Vivian’s heels clicked with authority, her frame commanding the narrow space. Carol trailed behind, oblivious to the storm inside him.

Vivian opened the guest room door. Derek froze in the threshold. His breath stopped.

A nursery. Soft pink walls, a crib with white rails, a changing table stocked with diapers and powder. A mobile hung above the crib, pastel stars spinning gently.

Carol gasped, delighted. “Oh, Vivian, it’s adorable! Are you expecting a grandchild?”

Vivian laughed, light and easy. “No, just indulging a little fantasy of mine. I’ve always loved setting up spaces like this. Derek, do you like it?”

His mouth wouldn’t work. His hands shook as he stared at the crib, the rails smooth and inviting. His cock strained against the diaper, the plug inside him a relentless pressure.

“It’s… nice,” he managed. His voice cracked. The lie tasted bitter, but the truth was worse—he did like it, and that terrified him.

Carol clapped her hands. “It’s so sweet! You’ve got such a talent for this, Vivian.”

Vivian’s gaze locked on Derek. “Thank you, Carol. I’ve been working on it for my special little Didi here.”

Didi. His knees nearly buckled. Carol didn’t notice, still cooing over the mobile, but the name sliced through him.

“Look at you, my pathetic little Didi,” Vivian said, voice warm, not cruel. Her hand rested on his lower back, guiding him closer to the crib. The word “pathetic” wrapped around him like a caress, humiliating and intimate.

His cock leaked into the padding. He couldn’t stop it. The wetness spread, a small, shameful spot against the bulk.

Carol turned, still smiling. “You two are so close. It’s heartwarming.”

Heartwarming. Derek’s gaze dropped to the floor, unable to meet her eyes. Vivian’s hand pressed harder against his back, a silent command.

“Let’s leave Didi to admire the room,” Vivian said. “Carol, come have another glass of wine.”

They left him there. The door clicked shut. Alone, he stared at the crib, hands trembling as he touched the rail.

The wood was cool, smooth. His body ached, the plug and diaper a dual torment. He wanted to climb in, to surrender to this space she’d built for him.

Minutes passed. Or hours. He couldn’t tell, lost in the pull of the nursery.

The door opened again. Vivian stood there, alone now, Carol’s chatter gone from the house. Her presence filled the room, towering and unyielding.

“Carol loved the nursery,” she said. Her lips curved into a smile. “But it’s yours, Didi. Ready to sleep here tonight?”

His stomach cramped. He wanted to say no. But his body, his traitor body, nodded before he could stop it.

She stepped closer. Her hand cupped his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze. “Good girl. Let’s get you tucked in.”

She guided him to the changing table. His legs moved on their own, a small, unconscious surrender that hit him like a punch. He lay down without her asking, the realization of his compliance making his chest tighten.

Vivian hummed softly. Her hands worked efficiently, pulling down the sweatpants, exposing the onesie and diaper beneath. “Let’s check how wet my baby girl is.”

Her fingers pressed against the front of the diaper. The padding was damp from his earlier leak, and she felt it. “Oh, Didi. Already so needy.”

His breath hitched. Her hand lingered, stroking through the layers, her touch firm and deliberate. His cock throbbed under her palm, desperate for more.

“Not yet,” she teased. Her fingers slipped inside the diaper’s waistband, brushing the tip of his erection. A slow, torturous graze that made him gasp.

She pulled her hand back. Taped the diaper snug again, leaving him aching. “Baby girls wait for Mommy’s permission.”

The plug shifted as she lifted him off the table. His body trembled, arousal and shame twisting together. She led him to the crib, lowering the rail with a practiced ease.

“Climb in, sweetie.” Her tone was gentle, but it wasn’t a request. He obeyed, the mattress soft under him, the diaper crinkling with every move.

She pulled a blanket over him. Her hand rested on his chest, the weight grounding and possessive. Then she wound the mobile, pastel stars spinning above, a soft lullaby tinkling in the air.

A cloud of baby powder lingered in the room, faint but unmistakable. It mixed with the trace of her perfume, a scent that had become safety and torment in equal measure. His eyes grew heavy, the nursery wrapping around him like a cage he didn’t want to escape.

Vivian leaned down. Her breath was warm against his cheek. “Sleep tight in your nursery, Didi.”

Her words settled over him. Heavy, final. A promise he couldn’t ignore.

He drifted, the mobile’s tune fading into his thoughts. The crib rails stood like bars, but they felt like protection. A deeper fear crept in—he might never want to leave this room.

His cock still ached in the diaper. The plug pressed inside, a constant intrusion. But under it all, a strange peace took hold, pulling him under.

Vivian’s shadow lingered in the doorway. Watching, always watching. He didn’t see her smile, but he felt it.

Sleep came, deep and dreamless. The best he’d had in years. And that scared him more than anything.


Chapter 7: Becoming Darcy

The soft tinkling of the mobile above the crib pulled Derek from sleep. Pastel stars spun lazily, casting faint shadows across the nursery walls. The air was warm, womb-like, wrapping around him in a haze he couldn’t shake.

He shifted. The diaper crinkled, heavy and sagging between his thighs. A reminder of last night, of Vivian’s hands, her voice, her control.

His chest tightened. How had he let it come to this? Sleeping in a crib, in her house, in this room she built for him.

But his body didn’t care about shame. Heat stirred low, his cock twitching in the damp padding. Traitorous, always so quick to betray him.

The blanket weighed on him, soft flannel brushing his skin. The mattress beneath was plush, cradling every inch of him like a promise. He couldn’t move, didn’t want to, caught in the strange safety of this space.

Footsteps approached. Slow, deliberate, the click of heels on hardwood. Vivian.

She stepped into the room, a vision in a tailored cream blouse and pencil skirt, hair swept into a neat bun. Her perfume—lavender and something warm—hit him like a wave. Flawless, always so damn flawless.

“Morning, sweetie.” Her voice was honey, smooth and maternal. She leaned over the crib rail, eyes scanning him with that calculated gaze.

His cheeks burned. He wanted to look away, to hide from her scrutiny. But his body stayed still, pinned by her presence.

She lowered the rail with a practiced flick. “Did my baby sleep well in her nursery?” Her smile curved, knowing, as if she already had the answer.

He nodded, barely. His throat felt tight, words trapped behind the shame. Yet his cock throbbed harder, reacting to her tone before he could stop it.

“Good girl.” She reached down, her hand resting on his chest through the blanket. The weight was possessive, grounding, sending a jolt straight to his groin.

He bit his lip. Hated how much he craved that praise. But the heat spread, undeniable, his body winning over his mind again.

“Come on, up you go.” She tugged the blanket off, exposing the onesie and bulging diaper beneath. Her eyes lingered on the padding, a faint amusement flickering there.

His hands twitched, instinct screaming to cover himself. Too late. She’d already seen everything, owned everything.

She guided him out of the crib, her grip firm on his arm. The diaper forced a waddle, every step a loud crinkle in the quiet room. His face burned hotter, but the ache in his groin only grew.

“Let’s get you ready for the day.” She led him to the changing table, her movements unhurried, deliberate. “Mommy’s got something special for you.”

His stomach flipped. Special could mean anything with her. But his body leaned into her touch, eager despite the dread.

She lifted him onto the table with ease, her strength a quiet reminder of his helplessness. The onesie snapped open under her fingers, cool air hitting his skin. His diaper, damp and heavy, sat exposed.

“Look at this.” Her tone was teasing, maternal. She pressed a palm against the front of the padding, feeling the wetness.

He gasped. Her touch, even through the layers, sent a shock through him. Shame clawed at his chest, but his cock hardened instantly under her hand.

“Such a needy little thing.” Her fingers curled slightly, rubbing through the diaper. “Already so excited for Mommy.”

His hips bucked before he could stop them. He hated himself for it, for how easily she unraveled him. But the friction, the warmth of her hand—it overpowered everything.

She pulled back, tsking softly. “Not yet, Didi. We’ve got work to do first.”

His breath hitched, frustration mixing with relief. She untaped the diaper, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet nursery. Cool air hit his skin as she wiped him down in a quick, practiced motion.

He stared at the ceiling, avoiding her gaze. The mobile’s melody tinkled above, a mocking lullaby. His body stayed tense, cock still half-hard, betraying him at every turn.

She powdered him, the scent of baby powder clouding the air. Then came a fresh diaper, thick and crinkly, taped snug around his hips. But she wasn’t done.

“Lift your legs, sweetie.” Her voice held that edge, the one that made his pulse race. She held up something small, pink, and shiny—a pair of silk panties.

His eyes widened. “What—?”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to his lips, silencing him. “Baby girls wear pretty things under their diapers.”

His mind screamed no. This was too far, too much. But his legs lifted anyway, trembling, as she slid the panties up over the diaper.

The silk brushed against the plastic backing, smooth and cool. Every movement made the fabric rustle, a soft whisper against the louder crinkle. His face burned, but his cock twitched harder, trapped in the padding.

“You look adorable.” She smoothed the onesie back over him, her hands lingering on his thighs. “But we’re not finished yet.”

He swallowed hard. Her words always meant more, always pushed him further. His body ached for it, even as his mind recoiled.

She reached into a drawer, pulling out a long, chestnut wig. “I picked this out just for you, when we started playing dress-up last week.” Her smile was warm, but her eyes held a glint of control.

He remembered that day—her hands fitting the wig on him for the first time, her voice cooing as she adjusted it. The weight of it had surprised him, heavy on his scalp, strands tickling his neck. It itched at the hairline, trapped heat against his skin, but her approval made it bearable.

She placed it on him now, fingers brushing through the synthetic hair. “There we are. My pretty girl.”

His reflection caught in a small mirror on the wall. Unrecognizable—soft curls framing his face, the wig transforming him. His stomach churned, but the heat in his groin flared again, relentless.

“Don’t you look lovely, Darcy?” Her voice wrapped around the name, sweet and possessive. “That’s who you are when you’re with Mommy. Darcy, my sweet baby girl.”

Darcy. The name hit like a punch. But hearing it in her voice, so tender, so certain—it stirred something deep, something he couldn’t name.

She tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her gaze. “Say it, sweetie. Who are you?”

His lips trembled. “I… I’m Darcy.” The words felt foreign, wrong, but they came out anyway.

“Good girl.” Her hand slid down, pressing against the front of his diaper again. The silk panties shifted under her touch, adding a new layer of sensation.

He groaned softly. Shame burned through him, sharp and bitter. But his cock throbbed under her palm, desperate for more.

She rubbed slowly, her movements deliberate through the layers. “Look at Darcy getting so excited. Such a needy little sissy.”

His hips jerked. He hated how much he wanted this, how much her words fueled the fire. But his body didn’t care, chasing her touch like it was air.

“Not yet.” She pulled her hand away, leaving him aching, throbbing in the confines of the diaper. “Baby girls wait for permission.”

His breath came in short gasps. Frustration clawed at him, but her control held him tighter than any restraint. He was hers—Darcy was hers.

She helped him off the table, the diaper and panties forcing that humiliating waddle. “Let’s get you dressed properly.” She pulled a baby doll nightgown from a hanger—pink, ruffled, barely long enough to cover the diaper.

His hands clenched. This was too much, too far from Derek, from who he was. But his arms lifted as she slipped the nightgown over his head, silk and lace brushing his skin.

The ruffles rustled with every move, a constant reminder of his new identity. The fabric was light, almost weightless, but it felt like a chain. His cock stayed hard, trapped, the silk and padding a maddening combination.

“You look so pretty, sweetheart.” Her voice was a caress, warm and approving. She stepped back, admiring her work, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

His face burned. He wanted to rip it all off, to run back to his suits, his spreadsheets, his control. But the heat in his body, the ache in his groin—it anchored him here, as Darcy.

She led him to a rocking chair in the corner of the nursery. The room’s warmth pressed around him, the mobile still tinkling faintly. She sat, pulling him onto her lap with an ease that made him feel small, helpless.

His weight settled against her, the diaper crinkling loudly. Her blouse felt soft against his cheek, her scent enveloping him. She rocked slowly, one hand on his back, the other resting on his thigh.

“Relax, Darcy.” Her voice was a murmur, soothing and commanding. “Mommy’s got you.”

His body obeyed before his mind could protest. Tension melted, replaced by a strange, submissive calm. But the ache in his diaper didn’t fade—it grew, fueled by her closeness.

Her hand slid up his thigh, under the nightgown’s hem. Fingers brushed the silk panties, then pressed against the diaper’s front. “Look at my baby girl, so hard already.”

He whimpered. Shame surged, hot and sharp, but his hips pushed into her touch. His body always won, no matter how much he fought.

She rubbed harder, the silk and padding creating a torturous friction. “Does Darcy want to cum for Mommy? Ask nicely.”

His voice broke. “Please, Mommy… please let me cum.” The words burned, but they spilled out, desperate.

“Good girl.” Her hand moved faster, stroking through the layers with precision. “Cum for me, Darcy. Show Mommy how much you love being her baby.”

His breath hitched, body tensing as the pressure built. Her words, her touch, the name—it all crashed over him. He couldn’t hold back, couldn’t stop it.

He came hard, a guttural moan escaping his lips. Hot cum spilled into the diaper, wave after wave, filling the padding with warmth. It pooled around him, sticky and heavy, a shameful mess he couldn’t escape.

She kept rubbing, drawing out every shudder, every contraction. “There’s my good girl. Look at all that mess you made.”

His face burned, post-orgasm shame hitting like a brick. He wanted to disappear, to hide from her amused gaze. But his body sagged against her, spent, still craving her approval.

She kissed his forehead, her lips warm and soft. “Such a pretty, messy baby.” Her hand stayed on the diaper, feeling the warmth of his release through the padding.

He couldn’t look at her. The wig’s strands tickled his neck, the nightgown’s ruffles rustled with every breath. Darcy—he was Darcy now, and Derek felt like a ghost.

The rocking chair creaked softly, the nursery’s warmth a cocoon around them. The mobile’s tune played on, a faint melody in the background. Her hand traced circles on his back, possessive and tender.

“Darcy doesn’t need suits or offices, does she?” Her voice was low, a whisper against his ear. “Mommy takes care of everything.”

His stomach twisted. The thought of returning to work, to his old life—it felt distant, unreal. Would Derek ever go back to that office, or was Darcy all that remained?

Her arms tightened around him, a silent promise. He didn’t know the answer. And in her lap, in this room, he wasn’t sure he wanted to.


Chapter 8: Weekend of Innocence

Derek—no, Darcy—woke to the soft glow of dawn filtering through Vivian’s living room curtains. The rocking chair creak lingered in his memory, her warmth still a phantom against his skin. He was sprawled on her couch, the pink nightgown rucked up around his thighs, the diaper beneath heavy with last night’s mess.

His face burned.

The wig was askew, strands of synthetic hair tickling his neck. The silk panties under the padding felt slick, a reminder of how his body had betrayed him in her lap. He shifted, and the crinkle of the diaper screamed in the quiet room.

Vivian’s voice floated from the kitchen. “Up already, sweetheart?”

He froze. Her tone was honey-sweet, but it carried that edge—control wrapped in care. She appeared in the doorway, apron tied over a cream blouse, her hair pulled back in a neat bun. Flawless, as always.

“Come here, Darcy.” She beckoned with a smile. “Mommy’s got breakfast ready.”

His stomach twisted. He wanted to bolt, to shed this skin and reclaim Derek’s suits and silence. But his legs moved anyway, padding across the carpet, the bulk between his thighs forcing a waddle.

She watched every step. Her eyes gleamed with amusement.

In the kitchen, a bottle sat on the counter, warm milk already prepared. No high chair this time, no bib. Instead, she patted her lap, sitting at the dining table. “Climb up, little one.”

His breath hitched. Shame clawed at him, but he obeyed, settling against her. The diaper crinkled louder, the nightgown’s ruffles brushing her arm.

She cradled his head, guiding the bottle’s nipple to his lips. “Drink up, Darcy. We’ve got a big weekend ahead.”

The rubber clicked against his teeth. Warm milk flooded his mouth, sweet and thick. He sucked, cheeks hollowing, each swallow a surrender.

Her hand rested on his thigh. Fingers traced the nightgown’s lace trim. “Such a good girl.”

Heat stirred low. He hated it—hated how her words, her touch, made him ache. His cock twitched in the diaper, trapped by padding and silk.

She noticed. She always did.

Her fingers slid higher, pressing against the diaper’s front. “Already eager, hmm?” Her voice dipped, teasing. “What a pathetic little thing you are, Darcy.”

The word hit hard. His face flamed, but his hips nudged into her hand. A whimper escaped around the bottle.

She rubbed slowly, the friction torture through the layers. “Not yet, baby girl. Good sissies earn their rewards.”

He groaned. The pressure built, his body screaming for release. But her hand stopped, leaving him throbbing, desperate.

She pulled the bottle away. “That’s enough for now.”

His lips felt empty, the nipple’s absence a small cruelty. He squirmed in her lap, the warmth in the diaper spreading—not from mess, but from need. She held him still, her grip firm.

“Today’s special, Darcy.” Her voice was warm, maternal. “A whole weekend with Mommy. No work, no suits. Just my baby girl.”

His chest tightened. A weekend—48 hours as Darcy. No escape to spreadsheets or conference calls. Just her rules, her schedule, her world.

She lifted him off her lap, setting him on shaky feet. “Let’s get you cleaned up for the day.”

In the bathroom, she hummed as she peeled off the nightgown. The wig stayed on, pink curls framing his face. She checked the diaper with a quick tug of the tapes.

“Messy girl.” A quick smile. “Mommy will fix that.”

The change was swift—she’d done this enough times. Tapes ripped, wipes cleaned, powder dusted. A fresh diaper hugged his hips, the plastic backing cool against his skin.

She pulled out a new outfit from a drawer. A pastel yellow dress, ruffles at the hem, lace at the collar. “This is my Sunshine Sweetie set. Perfect for my Darcy.”

He stared. The name, the frills—it was too much. But she was already slipping it over his head.

Fabric swished. Soft. Clinging.

His reflection in the bathroom mirror caught him off-guard. Pink wig, wide eyes, a doll-like dress. No trace of Derek.

Shame burned hot. But under it, that traitor heat pulsed in the diaper. He couldn’t look away.

She stood behind him, hands on his shoulders. “Look at my pretty baby.” Her breath was warm on his neck.

Her hand slid down, under the dress, pressing the diaper again. “So hard already. Helpless little thing.”

He bit his lip. The pressure returned, her fingers working through the padding. His knees buckled, but she held him up.

“Beg, Darcy.” Her voice was a command, soft but iron. “Ask Mommy to let you cum.”

“Please, Mommy…” His voice cracked. “Please let me cum.”

“Not yet.” She stopped again, her hand pulling away. “We’ve got a schedule to keep.”

He whined. The ache was unbearable, his cock throbbing in its padded cage. She smirked, knowing exactly what she’d done.

The day unfolded like a script she’d written long before he arrived. Seven AM: wake-up and diaper check. Eight AM: bottle in her lap. Ten AM: bath time, her hands washing him with slow, deliberate care, lingering just enough to keep him on edge.

Twelve PM: lunch. She fed him mashed peas and carrots with a tiny spoon, sitting cross-legged on the floor with him. The dress’s hem tickled his thighs, the diaper crinkling with every shift.

“Open wide, sweetheart.” Her tone was playful. Each bite reinforced his role—helpless, dependent, hers.

Two PM: nap time. She led him to a crib in the nursery, the bars painted pastel blue. “Time for your nap, little one.”

He hesitated. A crib—again, a line crossed. But her hand on his back pushed gently, and he climbed in.

The mattress was soft. The mobile above spun, tinkling a lullaby. She tucked a blanket over him, her fingers brushing his cheek.

“Sleep, Darcy.” Her voice was a whisper. “Mommy’s right here.”

His eyes closed. The pacifier she slipped between his lips clicked against his teeth. He sucked, the rhythm soothing, pulling him under.

When he woke, the light had shifted—late afternoon. Vivian was there, lifting him out with ease. The diaper felt heavier, warmth spreading from a small accident during sleep.

She noticed. “Oh, baby girl. Let’s get you changed.”

Another quick change, her hands efficient but teasing. A brush of fingers against his shaft as she powdered him. He twitched, but she taped the diaper shut before he could react.

Four PM: playtime. She set him on a blanket in the living room with coloring books and dolls. “Play nice, Darcy. Mommy’s watching.”

He gripped a crayon, feeling absurd. A grown man—34 years old—coloring unicorns in a frilly dress. But her gaze kept him there, scribbling pink over the page.

His phone sat on the coffee table, ignored. No emails checked, no texts answered. Derek’s inbox could wait. Darcy had playtime.

Six PM: dinner. Another bottle, this time standing while she held it to his lips. Her free hand rested on the diaper, a subtle reminder of her control.

“Drink every drop.” Her tone was firm. He obeyed, the milk warming his belly.

Eight PM: bedtime routine loomed. She led him back to the nursery, the crib waiting. But first, a new escalation.

From a drawer, she pulled a small, shiny object. Pink, tapered, with a flared base. “This is your Pretty Pink Princess plug, Darcy. A special treat for my baby girl.”

His eyes widened. Fear spiked, but curiosity—shameful, burning curiosity—followed. She held it up, letting him see every detail.

“Lie down.” Her voice was calm, a nurse’s authority. “Mommy will make it easy.”

He obeyed, settling on the changing mat. The dress flipped up, diaper tugged down just enough. Cold lube touched his skin, her gloved finger circling, preparing.

“Breathe, sweetheart.” She pushed the plug in, slow but steady. It stretched, burned, then settled, the base snug against him.

He gasped. The fullness was strange, invasive. But his cock hardened instantly, trapped in the padding.

She taped the diaper back up, sealing the plug inside. “There we go. My baby girl looks so cute with her princess plug.”

Her hand pressed the diaper’s front again. Rubbed. The plug shifted with each movement, pressing deeper, sending jolts through him.

“Please, Mommy…” His voice was a whimper. “I need to cum.”

“Soon, Darcy.” Her fingers worked faster, building him up. “Show Mommy how desperate you are.”

The pressure mounted. His hips bucked, the plug amplifying every sensation. He was close—so close.

She stopped.

He cried out, frustration tearing through him. His body trembled, cock pulsing uselessly in the diaper. No release, just torment.

“Not yet, baby girl.” She kissed his forehead, her lips soft. “Good sissies wait.”

He sagged, defeated. The plug buzzed inside him—not literally, but it felt like it, every nerve alive. She lifted him into the crib, tucking him in once more.

The mobile spun above. The pacifier returned, clicking as he sucked. Sleep tugged at him, but so did dread.

Monday loomed. Back to a suit, a tie, a desk. Back to Derek.

His stomach churned. Could he do it? Could he leave this—Vivian’s warmth, Darcy’s world—and step back into that cold, controlled life?

He shifted in the crib. The diaper crinkled, the plug pressed. A reminder of who he was here.

Then, a sound. A buzz—not from the plug, but from the coffee table in the living room. His phone, ignored all day, vibrating with a call.

His breath caught. Work? A colleague? Someone wondering where Derek had vanished to?

Vivian’s footsteps approached. She leaned over the crib, her face unreadable. “Don’t worry, little one. Mommy will handle it.”

But her smile held something new. A flicker of intent. And as the phone buzzed again, Darcy felt the first real crack in the cocoon she’d built around him.


Chapter 9: Public Baby Steps

Derek’s heart slammed against his ribs. His hands gripped the crib bars, knuckles white, as the buzzing from his phone echoed through Vivian’s quiet house. His breath came fast, shallow, slicing the stillness of the nursery.

The diaper crinkled under him. The Pretty Pink Princess plug pressed deeper with every tense shift, a constant reminder of his new reality. Sweat beaded on his forehead despite the cool room.

Vivian’s footsteps approached. Slow. Deliberate. Each click of her heels on the hardwood floor twisted the knot in his stomach tighter.

She appeared in the doorway, towering over the crib. At 45, her frame filled the space—slender but commanding, her dark hair swept back, eyes sharp with intent. Her presence pressed down on him, a physical weight.

“Darcy, sweetheart.” Her voice was honey over steel. “Why so tense?”

He couldn’t answer. His throat locked up. The phone buzzed again, insistent, a tether to Derek’s old life pulling at him.

She stepped closer. Her hand, large and sure, rested on his shoulder through the crib bars. It felt like a claim.

“Don’t worry about that noise.” Her fingers squeezed lightly. “Mommy’s here.”

His cock twitched in the diaper. Shame burned through him, hot and bitter. But the heat only made him harder, trapped in the padding.

Vivian noticed. Of course she did. Her lips curved, amused, as her gaze dropped to the bulge beneath the onesie.

“Look at my baby girl.” Her tone teased, maternal but merciless. “Getting all worked up over nothing.”

He wanted to protest. To explain it was work, deadlines, responsibility. But the words died under her stare.

She leaned down. Her face hovered above his, her breath warm on his cheek. “Forget that phone, Darcy. You’re not Derek right now.”

His eyes flicked to the coffee table in the living room, visible through the open door. The phone sat there, screen flashing. He could grab it, answer, pretend this weekend never happened.

But he didn’t move. Couldn’t. Vivian’s hand slid from his shoulder to the back of his neck, guiding his gaze back to her.

“That’s right.” Her voice softened, but the command lingered. “Stay with Mommy.”

His chest tightened. A work thought—Monday’s budget report—flashed through his mind. Then her thumb brushed his jaw, and it vanished.

“We’ve got a big day tomorrow, little one.” Her smile widened. “A little trip to the store.”

His stomach dropped. The store? Outside?

Fear spiked through him. His hands tightened on the bars. The diaper, the plug—he couldn’t go out like this.

Vivian straightened, towering again. “Don’t worry, Darcy. Mommy will make it easy.”

His cock throbbed harder. Shame clawed at him—why did fear make him ache like this? But her knowing look only deepened the heat.

“Sleep now.” She tucked the blanket over him, her hand brushing the diaper’s front as she did. “Tomorrow, you’ll be my perfect girl.”

He sucked on the pacifier, the click loud in his ears. Sleep tugged, but dread churned. Outside. Public. Exposed.

Morning came too fast. Vivian lifted him from the crib, her strength effortless. He felt small in her arms, a grown man reduced.

She dressed him carefully. A thick diaper, fresh and crinkling with every tape she secured. Then a pink onesie, ruffles at the collar, hidden under a long coat.

“Look at you.” She smoothed the coat over his shoulders, her hands lingering. “No one will know—unless I want them to.”

His face burned. The bulk between his legs forced a waddle. Every step made the plastic rustle under the coat.

She noticed. Her laughter, soft and amused, floated above him. “Walk with Mommy, Darcy. Let’s go.”

In the car, he sat rigid. The diaper pressed against the seat, the plug shifting inside him. Every bump in the road sent a jolt through his core.

Vivian drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his knee. Her touch was casual but possessive. “Relax, sweetheart. We’re just shopping.”

His cock strained in the padding. Shame seared him—public, in a diaper, and still so hard. The betrayal made his breath hitch, and her fingers tightened on his knee.

She parked at the grocery store. The lot was half-full, people milling about. His heart raced as she opened his door.

“Hold Mommy’s hand.” Her grip was firm, guiding him out. The coat hid the onesie, but the waddle—he couldn’t hide that.

Every step felt obscene. The diaper’s bulk forced his thighs apart, the crinkle loud in his ears. He prayed no one heard it.

Vivian led him inside. Her height made him feel smaller, her arm a tether he couldn’t escape. She grabbed a cart, her smile serene.

“Aisle by aisle, Darcy.” Her voice was a murmur, meant for him alone. “Be a good girl.”

His face flamed. People passed, glancing, then looking away. Did they see? Did they know?

She steered him to the baby aisle. His stomach churned as she stopped by the shelves. Pacifiers, bottles, bonnets—all out in the open.

“Let’s pick some things for my baby girl.” Her tone was bright, loud enough for anyone nearby to hear. She reached for a pastel pacifier, holding it up.

His knees weakened. He wanted to run, to hide. But her hand on his back kept him there.

“This one’s perfect.” She dropped it in the cart, then grabbed a jar of baby food—peaches. “Dinner for my little Darcy.”

A woman passed, pushing her own cart. She didn’t look twice. But Derek felt her presence like a spotlight.

Vivian picked up a bonnet next. White, lacy, with tiny pink ribbons. “Oh, this will look so cute on you.”

His cock pulsed. Shame ripped through him—public, exposed, and aroused. Her amused gaze caught it all, her lips twitching.

“Mommy, please…” His whisper was desperate. “Not here.”

“Hush, Darcy.” Her hand squeezed his. “Mommy knows best.”

The cashier didn’t blink. Scanned the pacifier, the baby food, the bonnet. Derek stood frozen, coat hiding his secret, as Vivian paid.

Back in the car, relief crashed over him. Safe. Hidden. But Vivian wasn’t done.

She pulled the bonnet from the bag. “Let’s try this on, pretty girl.” Her voice was warm, teasing, as she lifted it.

His breath stopped. “No, Mommy, please…” But his protest was weak, already crumbling.

“My pretty girl, sit still.” She leaned over, her frame looming, and tied the bonnet under his chin. The lace scratched lightly, the ribbons tickling his neck.

He caught his reflection in the side mirror. A grown man, 34, in a baby bonnet. But something new hit him—not just shame, but a flicker of… rightness.

His face burned hotter. Why did that thought make him ache? His cock throbbed harder, trapped, as Vivian’s laughter filled the car.

“Look at you, Darcy.” Her hand slid under the coat, pressing the diaper’s front. “So cute, and so desperate.”

Her fingers curled through the padding. Found him. Stroked once, slow, deliberate.

He gasped. His hips bucked without permission. Shame flooded him, but the heat only grew, her touch fanning it.

“Poor baby girl.” Her voice mocked gently as she rubbed. “Leaking already, aren’t you?”

He was. Precum slicked the diaper’s inside, warm and humiliating. Her hand kept moving, building him up.

The plug pressed deeper with each shift. Every stroke sent jolts through him, the fullness amplifying her touch. He whimpered, hands gripping the seat.

“Mommy, I’m close…” His voice broke, pathetic. “Please, can I cum?”

“Not yet, sweetheart.” Her hand slowed, edging him, torturing him. “Good sissies wait.”

Frustration clawed at him. His body trembled, cock pulsing uselessly in the wet padding. Her smile was all he could see.

She pulled her hand away. Adjusted the bonnet with a gentle tug. “Let’s get home, Darcy. You’ve earned a reward.”

His chest heaved. The drive stretched endlessly, every turn shifting the plug, every crinkle reminding him of his state. The bonnet sat snug, a public mark he couldn’t shake.

Fear gnawed at him. What if someone saw through the car window? A neighbor, a colleague, anyone?

Vivian’s hand rested on his knee again. Her touch grounded him, but the risk loomed. Exposure waited just beyond the glass.

He stared out the window, heart pounding. The cul-de-sac came into view, familiar houses sliding past. Anyone could be watching.

“Darcy.” Her voice cut through his panic, calm and sure. “Mommy’s got you.”

But the fear didn’t fade. It mixed with the ache, the need, the shame. His cock stayed hard, betraying him still.

They pulled into her driveway. The garage door closed behind them, sealing them in. Safety—but only for now.

Vivian turned to him. Her eyes gleamed with intent, her frame towering even seated. “Inside, baby girl. We’re not done.”

His stomach flipped. The bonnet scratched as he nodded, a reminder of the line he’d crossed. Public. Seen. Hers.

She opened his door. Guided him out, her hand firm on his back. The waddle returned, diaper loud in the quiet garage.

Up the steps. Into her house. The door clicked shut, but the weight of the day clung to him.

“Coat off.” Her command was soft but unyielding. She helped him shrug it free, revealing the onesie, the ruffles, the bulk.

His face burned again. Standing there, exposed in her living room, bonnet still tied. But her gaze held no judgment—only ownership.

“Good girl.” Her hand brushed the diaper’s front once more, checking, teasing. “So wet already.”

His cock twitched. Shame seared through him—why did her words make it worse? But the heat grew, her touch pulling it out of him.

She led him to the couch. Sat him down, the plug shifting painfully, wonderfully. Her body loomed over his, her breasts close as she adjusted his position.

“Let Mommy take care of you.” Her voice was a purr now, her hands moving to the diaper’s tapes. One ripped free, loud in the quiet.

His breath hitched. The padding loosened, cool air hitting his skin. Her fingers brushed his shaft as she peeled it back.

“Look at this mess.” Her tone mocked, but her touch was deliberate, wrapping around him. “Baby girl’s been leaking all day.”

He moaned. His hips jerked, shame burning hotter. Her hand stroked, slow at first, building him back up.

The plug pressed with every movement. Each stroke pushed it deeper, hitting that spot inside him. His body trembled, caught between her grip and the fullness.

“Mommy, please…” His voice was a whimper, broken. “I need it.”

“I know, Darcy.” Her other hand pressed his chest, pinning him lightly. “Show Mommy how much.”

Her pace quickened. Her fingers tight, slick with his precum, worked him relentlessly. The plug amplified every stroke, driving him to the edge.

His balls tightened. Pressure built, unbearable, as his moans turned to gasps. He couldn’t hold it—didn’t want to.

“Cum for Mommy.” Her command tipped him over. “Now.”

He broke. His cock pulsed in her hand, contractions ripping through him, hot cum spilling out. Thick, heavy spurts coated her fingers, pooling on his stomach, warm and shameful.

He cried out. A low, broken sound, echoing in the room. His body shook, aftershocks trembling through him as she kept stroking, milking every drop.

“Look at that.” Her voice was amused, satisfied, as she lifted her hand. Cum glistened on her skin, a humiliating proof of his surrender.

His face burned. Shame crashed over him, worse now in the aftermath. He’d cum in her hand, dressed like this, bonnet still on.

“Good girl, Darcy.” She wiped her hand on a tissue, her touch clinical now. “Such a messy little thing.”

He couldn’t meet her eyes. The diaper hung loose, cum cooling on his skin. The bonnet scratched, a reminder of the day.

She taped the diaper back up. Her hands were efficient, but her gaze lingered. “All clean now, baby girl.”

His chest heaved. Shame and relief warred inside him. He was hers—fully, helplessly hers.

Vivian stood, towering over him again. Her smile held a promise, a threat. “Rest now, Darcy. Tomorrow, we’ll push even further.”

His stomach twisted. Further? After today, what could that mean?

He didn’t ask. Couldn’t. Her presence filled the room, her control absolute.

The bonnet stayed on. A mark of his new life, public or not. And as he sat there, diaper crinkling, plug pressing, he knew he’d wear it again if she asked.

Because he wanted to. Shame burned, but so did need. And Vivian knew it.


Chapter 10: Witness to Shame

Derek sat on Vivian’s couch, the diaper still taped snug around his hips. The aftermath clung to him—sticky, shameful, undeniable. His chest heaved, each breath heavy with the scent of baby powder lingering from her touch.

Vivian stood over him, her presence towering. Her perfume, a faint floral warmth, cut through the haze. “You did so well, Darcy.”

Her voice was honey, but her eyes held a glint of control. She adjusted the bonnet on his head—what he’d started thinking of as the “Lace Princess”—its soft edges tickling his neck. A constant reminder of who he was becoming.

He swallowed hard. The accountant in him ticked off numbers: twelve years of hiding, zero people who knew, one misdelivered package that shattered it all. Now, sitting here, cum drying under the padding, he couldn’t calculate a way out.

“Dinner time, baby girl.” Vivian’s tone was firm, maternal. She extended a hand, pulling him up with ease.

The diaper made a sharp sound as he stood—his first step of the evening. That noise, obscene in the quiet, spiked his pulse. He waddled behind her, the bulk forcing his thighs apart.

They moved to the kitchen, her dining area already set. A high chair waited in the corner, pink and padded, a bib draped over the tray. The sight tightened his jaw.

“Up you go.” She lifted him with surprising strength, settling him into the seat. The padding pressed against the plug still nestled inside him, a dull ache blooming.

His hands gripped the tray. Numbers again: odds of someone seeing him here, through her window, at 1 in 200 on a quiet cul-de-sac. But the math didn’t soothe—Darcy was louder than Derek now.

Vivian tied the bib around his neck, her fingers brushing his skin. The fabric smelled faintly of lavender, her home’s signature scent. “Mommy’s got something yummy for you.”

She spooned mashed peas from a jar—actual baby food. The first bite hovered near his lips, green and humiliating. He opened his mouth, no choice but to obey.

“Good girl.” Her praise was a blade, cutting through his resistance. Each spoonful deepened the shame, his throat constricting as he swallowed.

Halfway through, a knock rattled the front door. His heart stopped. Eyes stung with sudden panic.

Vivian didn’t flinch. She wiped his mouth with the bib, casual as ever. “Stay put, Darcy.”

He couldn’t move if he wanted to. The high chair locked him in, diaper bulk trapping him further. Who was at the door? His mind raced—probability of a neighbor at 78%, delivery at 15%, random stranger at 7%.

Footsteps returned. Vivian’s voice floated ahead, warm and unbothered. “Come on in, Carol.”

Carol? His stomach dropped. A second set of steps clicked on the hardwood.

A woman entered—mid-40s, curly brown hair, holding a bottle of wine. Her eyes landed on him, widening for a split second. Then her face smoothed into polite curiosity.

“Carol, this is Darcy. She’s family.” Vivian’s tone was effortless, proud even, as she gestured to him in the high chair.

Derek wanted to vanish. The Lace Princess bonnet itched on his head, the bib smeared with peas, the onesie’s ruffles peeking out. And beneath it all, the diaper—its presence screaming through the silence.

Carol tilted her head. “She has your eyes, Viv.” Her voice held no mockery, just a strange acceptance.

His mind spun. Numbers failed him—odds of this moment unquantifiable. Darcy whimpered inside, wanting to hide, while Derek’s analytical brain short-circuited.

“Sit down, Carol. I’ll grab the tea.” Vivian moved to the counter, leaving him exposed under Carol’s gaze.

Carol took a seat across from the high chair. Her eyes flicked to the bib, the tray, then back to his face. “You’re lucky to have Viv looking after you.”

He couldn’t speak. The plug shifted as he squirmed, a cruel reminder of his position. His hands gripped the tray tighter.

Vivian returned with a teapot and cups. She poured for Carol, then placed a baby bottle on his tray—pink, filled with warm milk. A faint smear of his lipstick stained the nipple from earlier.

“Drink up, baby girl.” Vivian’s hand brushed his cheek, maternal and commanding. The scent of the warm formula hit him, sweet and infantilizing.

Carol sipped her tea, watching. No judgment in her eyes, just observation. It made it worse—her neutrality burned more than disgust would have.

He lifted the bottle, lips closing around the nipple. The milk was warm, sliding down his throat. Every suck was loud, humiliating, under her stare.

Vivian sat beside Carol, chatting about neighborhood gossip. Their voices blurred into background noise. His focus narrowed to the bottle, the bib, the high chair’s confinement.

Then it happened. The stress, the shame, the pressure—it was too much. Warmth spread suddenly, uncontrollably, soaking into the diaper.

His eyes widened. The swelling bulk grew heavy between his thighs. He froze, bottle halfway to his lips.

Vivian noticed. Her gaze dropped to his lap, a small smile curling her lips. She leaned close, whispering, “Good girl, that’s what your diaper is for.”

Her words sent a shiver through him. His cock twitched despite the shame, trapped in the wet padding. Carol didn’t seem to notice, still sipping her tea.

But Vivian knew. Her hand slipped under the tray, pressing against the front of the diaper. The warmth squished under her palm, her touch deliberate through the soaked layers.

“Look at you, Darcy.” Her voice was low, for his ears only. “So pathetic, getting hard in your messy diaper while we have company.”

His breath hitched. The pressure of her hand, the wet heat, the plug—it built fast. He was throbbing now, aching under her touch.

She rubbed slow circles through the padding. Each movement teased his shaft, the friction unbearable. His hips twitched, desperate for more.

“Not yet, baby girl.” Her hand stilled, pulling back. “Not until Mommy says.”

He whimpered. The edge was excruciating, his cock pulsing in the wet confines. Denied, left aching, with Carol just feet away.

Vivian straightened, turning back to her friend. “More tea, Carol?” Her tone was light, as if she hadn’t just tortured him.

Carol nodded, oblivious. “Sure, thanks.” Her eyes flicked to him again, lingering on the bottle.

He sucked harder on the nipple, needing something to focus on. The milk was almost gone, each pull a reminder of his helplessness. The diaper sagged, a constant weight of his surrender.

The conversation dragged on. Vivian’s laughter rang out, warm and carefree. He sat there, trapped, numbers spinning uselessly in his head—how many minutes until Carol left? How many more sips could he take?

Darcy was winning. Derek’s spreadsheets of control, his meticulous life, dissolved under the bib and bonnet. He wasn’t an accountant here—he was her baby girl.

Carol finally stood, wine bottle tucked under her arm. “I’ll see you at the block party, Viv.” Her gaze softened as it landed on him. “Nice meeting you, Darcy.”

He couldn’t respond. Throat tight, he just nodded, bottle still in hand. The door clicked shut behind her.

Vivian turned to him, her smile widening. “You did beautifully, baby girl.” She untied the bib, lifting him from the high chair with ease.

The diaper made its second sharp noise as he stood, heavy and soaked. Her hand rested on his lower back, guiding him toward the living room. The scent of her perfume followed, grounding and possessive.

She sat on the couch, pulling him onto her lap. Her breasts pressed against his chest, soft and warm through her blouse. “Mommy’s so proud.”

His head rested on her shoulder, the Lace Princess bonnet brushing her skin. Her hand slipped under the onesie, finding the diaper’s waistband. Fingers dipped inside, grazing his still-hard cock.

“You’re still so needy.” Her touch was light, teasing, tracing the tip where precum beaded. “Such a pathetic little thing, aren’t you?”

He moaned softly. The wet padding, her fingers, the plug—it was too much. He wanted release, needed it, but knew she’d deny him again.

“Not tonight, Darcy.” Her hand withdrew, leaving him throbbing. “You’ll wait until Mommy’s ready.”

His hips twitched uselessly. The ache was unbearable, balls tight, cock trapped in the soaked diaper. Shame and need warred, Darcy drowning out any logic.

She adjusted him on her lap, her breasts brushing his face. One hand cradled his head, guiding him closer. “Suck, baby girl. It’ll calm you.”

Her blouse shifted, revealing a hardened nipple. His lips closed around it, warm and soft against his tongue. He sucked gently, her scent enveloping him—floral, maternal, controlling.

Her other hand rubbed his back, soothing even as it owned. “That’s it, Darcy. Just like that.”

He nursed, each pull easing the ache just a little. But his cock stayed hard, the wet diaper a cruel cage. Her control was absolute, even in this tender moment.

Minutes passed, or maybe hours. Time blurred under her touch, her warmth. The living room was quiet, save for his soft sucks and the occasional faint sound of the padding as he shifted.

She pulled him back finally, nipple slipping from his lips. Her eyes met his, sharp and knowing. “You’ve come so far, baby girl.”

He couldn’t look away. Ears hot with lingering shame, he nodded. Darcy was all that remained now, Derek buried under ruffles and need.

Vivian’s smile turned pointed. “Tomorrow, we’re having a little playdate.” Her voice was a promise, a threat. “Someone new for Darcy to meet.”

His stomach twisted. Another witness? Another step deeper into this life? The numbers didn’t add up, but the thought made him throb again.

She lifted him off her lap, standing him up. The diaper sagged loudly, a final reminder of the evening. Her hand patted the front, teasing the ache she’d left behind.

“Bedtime soon, baby girl.” Her perfume lingered as she stepped back. “Dream of tomorrow.”

He stood there, waddling slightly, the Lace Princess bonnet still tied tight. Sipping the last of the bottle earlier, he’d wondered how many others would see him like this. Now, with her words, he knew—more would come.

And part of him—Darcy—wanted it. Shame burned, but so did the need to be seen, to be hers, fully. Tomorrow loomed, a new edge to fall over.


Chapter 11: No Turning Back

Derek stood in Vivian’s living room, the Lace Princess bonnet still tied snug under his chin. The diaper sagged heavy between his thighs, the plastic backing whispering against his skin with every tiny shift. Last night’s ache lingered, his cock half-hard already, trapped in the wet padding.

Vivian’s voice cut through the quiet. “They’ll be here soon, Darcy.” Her tone was warm, but it carried that edge of control he couldn’t escape.

He nodded, jaw locking tight. The pink ruffles of his onesie rustled, the stretchy cotton clinging to his chest, snaps digging into his crotch. A faint taste of strawberry lipstick coated his lips from the bottle he’d sipped earlier.

She stepped closer, her floral perfume wrapping around him. Her hand brushed the bonnet, fingers lingering on the lace trim. “You’re perfect, baby girl.”

His stomach flipped. Heat surged low, cock twitching in the diaper. Shame burned his cheeks—why did her praise always do this?

The doorbell rang. Sharp. Unforgiving.

Vivian’s smile widened. “Right on time.” She patted the front of his onesie, her palm pressing just enough to tease the padding underneath.

He froze, breath sealed behind his ribs. The rustle of the diaper echoed in his ears, a telltale sound he couldn’t hide. Another wave of need pulsed through him, and he hated how his body begged for more.

She opened the door. Two women stood there, both in their late thirties, casual in jeans and sweaters. Vivian greeted them with a hug, her voice bright. “Lydia, Maren, come in.”

Lydia’s eyes landed on him first. They widened, flicking from the bonnet to the ruffled onesie, then down to the bulky padding between his legs. Her lips twitched into a half-smile, curious and amused.

Maren scanned him slower. Her gaze lingered on the pink bow at his neck, then dropped to his waddling stance, the diaper forcing his thighs apart. She raised an eyebrow, a soft chuckle escaping. “Oh, this is Darcy?”

Vivian nodded, stepping behind him. Her hand rested on his lower back, guiding him forward. “Say hello, baby girl.”

His face burned hotter. “H-Hello.” The word came out small, muffled by the pacifier he’d forgotten was still in his mouth.

Lydia tilted her head, her smile growing. “Hi, Darcy. You’re adorable.”

Maren nodded, eyes still on the onesie. “Very… committed. Vivian, you’ve outdone yourself.”

His chest tightened, fingers whitening as they gripped the edge of his sleeve. Their stares pinned him, stripping away any shred of the old Derek. But his cock throbbed harder, betraying him under their gaze.

Vivian’s hand slid lower, brushing the top of the diaper through the onesie. Her touch was deliberate, slow, making sure they saw. “Darcy’s been such a good girl lately.”

He stopped breathing. The heat of her palm seeped through the fabric, teasing the padding, grazing the outline of his erection. Shame clawed at him—why couldn’t he stop this reaction?

Lydia’s eyes flicked to Vivian’s hand. Her smile didn’t waver, but a knowing glint sparked there. “I can see that.”

Maren laughed softly, crossing her arms. “She’s blushing. How sweet.”

Vivian’s fingers pressed a little harder, curling just enough to stroke through the thick padding. The plastic shifted with a faint rustle, loud in the silent room. “Look at baby girl leaking already,” she murmured, her voice low but clear.

His hips twitched. A bead of precum slipped out, warm against the inside of the diaper. Humiliation stung deep—he was doing this in front of strangers.

She pulled her hand away, leaving him throbbing and desperate. “Sit down, Darcy. Show our guests how polite you are.”

He waddled to the couch, the diaper forcing an awkward gait. The ruffles brushed his skin, the wig heavy on his scalp, tickling his neck. Their eyes followed every move, every sound of the padding.

Vivian sat beside him, her thigh pressing against his. Her warmth was a tether, grounding and suffocating all at once. She turned to Lydia and Maren, gesturing to the coffee table. “Tea?”

Lydia nodded, still watching him. “Sure. Does Darcy get a cup too?”

Vivian’s laugh was light, maternal. “Oh, no. She gets her bottle.”

His teeth clenched around the pacifier. Another wave of heat surged, cock straining against the wet padding. Shame bit harder—why did even this small detail make him ache?

Maren leaned forward, elbows on her knees. “A bottle? That’s… dedicated.”

Vivian stood, returning with a pastel pink bottle filled with warm milk. She handed it to him, her fingers brushing his. “Drink up, baby girl.”

He took it, hands trembling. The nipple pressed against his lips as he tilted it, the sweet milk coating his tongue, mixing with the faint strawberry lipstick. Their stares burned into him, unblinking.

Lydia sipped her tea, eyes locked on the bottle. “She’s really into it, huh?” Her tone was soft, but the curiosity was sharp, cutting.

Maren smirked, setting her cup down. “Looks natural. Like she’s been waiting for this.”

His chest heaved. The diaper grew warmer, a fresh trickle of precum seeping out. Humiliation roared—how could he let them see this and still want more?

Vivian’s hand found his thigh, resting there casually. Too casually. Her fingers inched higher, teasing the edge of the onesie, close to the diaper’s tapes.

He froze again. Her touch sent sparks through him, cock pulsing hard against the padding. Shame twisted tight—he was a grown man, leaking in a diaper, under their eyes.

She leaned in, her breath warm on his ear. “Keep drinking, Darcy. Mommy’s right here.”

The bottle trembled in his grip. He sucked harder, the milk a small comfort against the storm inside. Their gazes didn’t let up, each sip a performance he couldn’t stop.

Lydia shifted in her seat, her smile softening. “She’s shy. It’s kind of endearing.”

Maren nodded, her smirk fading to something warmer. “Yeah. You’ve got a good one, Viv.”

Vivian’s fingers moved again, slipping just under the onesie’s hem. They grazed the diaper’s waistband, then dipped inside, finding his cock through the wet padding. “Such a pathetic little thing,” she whispered, loud enough for them to hear.

His breath hitched. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, stroking slowly through the warm, slick padding. Shame crashed over him—strangers watching, and he was harder than ever.

Lydia’s eyes widened slightly, catching the movement. Her lips parted, but she said nothing, just watched. A flush crept up her neck.

Maren leaned back, crossing her legs. Her smirk returned, sharper now. “Getting a little hands-on, Viv?”

Vivian chuckled, her grip tightening just enough to make him gasp. “Baby girls need attention. Don’t they, Darcy?”

He whimpered, the pacifier falling from his mouth. “Y-Yes, Mommy.” His voice was small, broken, dripping with need.

Her strokes slowed, dragging out the torment. Each movement sent shivers through him, the wet padding amplifying every touch. “Good girl,” she purred.

His balls tightened, the edge so close he could taste it. Warmth built, precum dripping steadily now, pooling in the diaper. Shame gnawed—he was going to cum like this, in front of them.

But she stopped. Her hand pulled back, leaving him throbbing, aching, denied. “Not yet, baby girl.”

He groaned, hips twitching uselessly. The ache was unbearable, cock trapped and desperate in the soaked padding. Humiliation seared him—denied again, and they saw it all.

Lydia bit her lip, her flush deepening. “Poor thing. She looks… frustrated.”

Maren laughed, short and sharp. “That’s one way to put it. You’re cruel, Viv.”

Vivian’s smile was pure control. “She earns her rewards. Don’t you, Darcy?”

He nodded, unable to speak. The wig felt heavier now, the ruffles tighter, every inch of him screaming to be touched again. But he knew she’d make him wait.

They stayed for another hour, sipping tea, chatting about neighborhood gossip. Vivian kept him close, her hand resting on his thigh, a constant reminder of her power. Every shift made the diaper whisper against his skin, a sound they all heard.

Lydia glanced at him often, her curiosity never fading. Each look was a blade, cutting through what little dignity he had left. Yet it fueled the ache, kept him hard.

Maren’s smirks came less often, replaced by a quiet nod now and then. “She’s well-trained,” she said once, her tone almost approving. It stung worse than the smirks.

When they finally stood to leave, Vivian walked them to the door. “Thanks for coming. Darcy loved meeting you.”

Lydia smiled, soft and genuine. “Nice to meet you, Darcy. Be good for Vivian.”

Maren gave a small wave. “See you around, little one. Keep those ruffles pretty.”

His face burned as the door shut. The silence was suffocating, the weight of their stares lingering on his skin. He was still hard, still aching, still hers.

Vivian turned to him, her eyes sharp and warm. “You did so well, baby girl.” She stepped closer, her hand finding the front of the diaper again.

He gasped. Her touch reignited the fire, cock pulsing under her palm through the padding. Shame flared—they’d seen, and he still wanted this.

She pressed harder, rubbing slow circles. “Mommy’s going to reward you now.” Her voice was a promise, a trap.

His breath came in short bursts. The buildup was instant, balls tightening, heat coiling low. He was going to cum, right here, in the diaper, after everything.

“Ask permission, Darcy,” she ordered, her grip tightening.

“Please, Mommy,” he whimpered. “Can I… can I cum?”

Her smile was everything. “Yes, baby girl. Let go for Mommy.”

The release hit like a wave. His cock throbbed, contractions ripping through him, cum spilling hot and thick into the diaper. He moaned, loud and broken, the warmth spreading, pooling around him as spurt after spurt emptied out.

She kept rubbing through it, drawing out every shudder. “Look at that. So much for Mommy.”

His head fell back, chest heaving. The diaper was heavier now, soaked with his shame, the plastic backing sticking to his skin. Humiliation crashed in—he’d cum in front of her, after being seen by strangers, dressed like this.

She pulled her hand away, wiping it on a tissue. Her eyes never left his, amused and possessive. “Such a good girl, Darcy.”

He couldn’t meet her gaze. The ruffles rustled as he shifted, the wig tickling his neck, a reminder of who he was now. Derek was gone, buried under pink lace and wet padding.

Vivian sat beside him again, pulling him into her lap. Her breasts pressed against his face, soft and warm through her blouse. “There, there. Mommy’s got you.”

He melted into her, exhaustion hitting hard. Her hand rubbed his back, soothing, owning. The scent of her perfume mixed with the faint baby powder from the diaper.

But her next words cut through the haze. “We need to talk about something important, baby girl.” Her tone shifted, serious now.

He lifted his head, heart skipping. What now? After today, what more could there be?

“Your house,” she started, her hand still on his back. “It’s time to let it go. You don’t need it anymore.”

His breath caught. Let it go? The last piece of his old life, the secret room, the control—it was all there.

She tilted his chin up, forcing him to look at her. “You’re not Derek anymore. You’re Darcy. And Darcy lives here, with Mommy.”

His mind spun, fragments of resistance flickering. But they died fast, smothered by the weight of the bonnet, the diaper, her gaze. He nodded, small and defeated.

“We’ll put it up for sale tomorrow,” she continued. “You don’t need to pack. Everything you need is here, in the nursery.”

The word “nursery” hit like a punch. His old suits, his spreadsheets, his privacy—gone. But his cock twitched again, a traitor to the end.

“I’ve already donated your old clothes,” she added, her smile soft but final. “Your supplies are in your new room. No more hiding, baby girl.”

His fingers tightened on her blouse. The secret room, empty after twelve years. He had no fortress left, no place to retreat.

She pulled him closer, her breasts brushing his cheek again. “You’re home now, Darcy.” Her voice was a lock snapping shut.

He nodded against her, the ruffles whispering with the movement. Home. There was no turning back.

Outside, in the quiet cul-de-sac, his house sat empty, waiting for the ‘For Sale’ sign. Darcy knew there was no home to return to. Vivian was his world now, and he’d just sold the last piece of who he used to be.


Chapter 12: Complete Surrender

Derek stood in the empty shell of what used to be his home. The secret room—once a fortress of hidden desires with stacks of diapers and pastel onesies—was bare, just dust bunnies and faint outlines on the carpet. His suits, his spreadsheets, his old life—all gone, donated or discarded by Vivian’s meticulous hand.

He adjusted the pink ruffled dress she’d chosen for today. The diaper underneath crinkled with every step, the bulk forcing his legs apart into a humiliating waddle. His face burned as he carried the last cardboard box to Vivian’s car parked in the driveway.

Outside, the cul-de-sac was quiet. Too quiet. His eyes darted to the neighbors’ windows, expecting curtains to twitch.

Vivian waited by the car, her posture perfect, a soft smile on her lips. She wore a cream blouse and tailored slacks, every inch the maternal authority. “Hurry, Darcy. Mommy doesn’t like waiting.”

His cock twitched at the name, pressed tight against the warm padding—damn traitor. Shame stung sharp in his chest, but his body didn’t care, hips shifting slightly as he hurried to her. He hated how much he wanted her approval.

She took the box from him, her fingers brushing his. Her touch was warm, deliberate. The scent of baby powder lingered on her hands, mixing with the crisp morning air.

“Good girl,” she cooed, setting the box in the trunk. Her eyes flicked to his dress, then lower, to the bulge of the diaper. “You look so precious, Darcy.”

His cheeks flamed hotter. He couldn’t speak, couldn’t risk adult words slipping out—not after weeks of Vivian’s rule. At home, he babbled, pointed, fussed like the baby girl she’d made him.

She shut the trunk with a firm click. Then turned to the ‘For Sale’ sign waiting by the curb. She handed him the mallet, her smile unwavering.

“Put it in, baby girl. Make it official.” Her voice was warm honey, laced with steel.

His hands shook as he gripped the mallet. The metal was cold, heavy. He drove the sign into the ground, each strike echoing in the silent street.

Thud. Thud. Done.

His old life, staked and sold. His chest tightened, but his cock pulsed harder against the diaper’s plastic backing, warm and slick with precum already. Shame bit deep, yet his body craved more.

Vivian stepped close, her hand on his shoulder. Her perfume washed over him, soft lavender mixing with the faint powder on his own skin. “That’s my girl. No more hiding.”

He nodded, a small jerk of his head. Words weren’t allowed, not here, not now. Just a whimper escaped, high and needy.

She guided him to the passenger seat, buckling him in like he couldn’t do it himself. The diaper crinkled louder as he sat, the bulk pressing against his thighs. Her hand lingered on his lap, a casual press against the padding.

“Already so excited for Mommy?” She chuckled, low and amused. Her fingers traced the front, feeling the hardness beneath. “Look at baby girl, leaking already.”

His face burned, eyes dropping to the dashboard. He felt the warmth of her palm through the diaper, the plastic slick against his skin. A tiny moan slipped out, pathetic and raw.

She pulled her hand away, starting the car. “Not yet, Darcy. Mommy has plans for when we’re home.”

The drive was short—just across the street to her house. But every bump made the diaper shift, rubbing against his cock, teasing him with no release. His breath hitched, hands gripping the seatbelt.

Her house loomed ahead, the nursery waiting. His new home, his cage, his cradle. Vivian parked, her smile never faltering.

“Come on, sweetie. Time to settle in for good.” She unbuckled him, her hand brushing his thigh again.

He waddled behind her, the diaper forcing his steps wide. The ruffles of the dress swished, tickling his legs. Every crinkle screamed his new identity to the world.

Inside, the nursery smelled of powder and lavender. The crib sat in the corner, pink sheets perfectly made. A changing table stood ready, wipes and fresh diapers stacked neat.

Vivian turned to him, hands on her hips. “Strip to your diaper, Darcy. Mommy needs to check you.”

His fingers fumbled with the dress, pulling it over his head. The wig stayed on, long curls brushing his neck. He stood in just the diaper, tapes tight, padding sagging slightly from earlier arousal.

She stepped close, her warmth radiating. Her fingers hooked into the waistband, tugging lightly. The plastic was warm from his body, sticking to his skin.

“Hmm, not wet yet.” Her voice was clinical, teasing. She pressed her palm against the front again, slow and firm.

His cock throbbed under her touch. A gasp broke free, high-pitched, babyish. Shame flared, but his hips pushed forward, desperate for more.

“Such a needy little thing.” She rubbed harder, her fingers curling through the padding. “Does baby girl want Mommy to play?”

He nodded, frantic, unable to stop himself. A babble spilled out, “Pwease, Mommy.” The words felt right, humiliating, perfect.

Her smile widened. She guided him to the changing table, lifting him onto it with ease. The cold vinyl hit his back, a sharp contrast to the warm diaper.

She didn’t untape it yet. Instead, her hand stayed on the front, stroking through the padding. “Mommy’s going to make you feel so good, Darcy.”

His breath came fast. Her touch was relentless, slow circles over his cock, the diaper crinkling with every move. Heat built low, balls tightening already.

She leaned over him, her breasts brushing his chest through her blouse. The softness pressed against him, warm and heavy. His mouth watered, aching to suckle.

“Not yet, baby girl.” She pulled back, her hand still working him. “Focus on this.”

The pressure grew unbearable. His cock pulsed, precum soaking into the padding, warm and slick. He whimpered, hips bucking under her control.

“Ask nicely,” she ordered, her voice a purr. Her fingers slowed, teasing now. “Tell Mommy what you need.”

“Pwease, Mommy,” he babbled, voice breaking. “Make me… make me cum.”

Her eyes gleamed, triumphant. “Good girl. Mommy’s got you.”

She pressed harder, faster, her hand masterful through the diaper. The buildup hit like a freight train, heat coiling tight, his whole body tensing.

He came with a cry, raw and broken. His cock throbbed, contractions ripping through him, cum spilling hot and thick into the padding. Spurt after spurt soaked the diaper, warmth spreading, pooling around his thighs.

She kept rubbing, drawing out every shudder. “Look at that mess, Darcy. So much for Mommy.”

His chest heaved, shame crashing in. He’d cum in the diaper again, under her hand, dressed like this. The plastic stuck to his skin, heavy with his release.

She wiped her hand on a tissue, her smile soft but possessive. “Such a good little girl.” Her tone melted him, even through the humiliation.

He lay there, spent, as she untaped the diaper with practiced ease. The cool air hit his skin, a sharp contrast to the warm, wet padding. The scent of powder mixed with his own musk, thick in the air.

She cleaned him slowly, wipes gliding over sensitive skin. Her touch lingered, deliberate, brushing his cock just enough to make him twitch. “Baby girls get fresh diapers after they behave.”

A new diaper slid under him, crinkling loud. She powdered him, the cloud of scent enveloping them, then taped it shut. The bulk forced his legs apart again, a constant reminder.

“Up you go.” She lifted him off the table, setting him on the floor. Her hands smoothed over his bare shoulders, warm and firm.

He waddled to the crib, guided by her touch. The diaper rubbed with every step, teasing his oversensitive cock. A tiny whimper escaped, high and needy.

She tucked him in, pulling the pink blanket over him. Her breasts brushed his face as she leaned down, the warmth tempting him again. “Nap time, Darcy. Be good for Mommy.”

He nodded, eyes heavy, the scent of powder lingering. The diaper’s warmth pressed against him, a cage and a comfort. His mind drifted, split between exhaustion and lingering arousal.

But Vivian wasn’t done. She sat beside the crib, her voice cutting through the haze. “We’ve got a big day tomorrow, baby girl.”

His eyes snapped open. A big day? After today, what more could there be?

She smiled, leaning closer. Her hand rested on the crib rail, possessive. “Mommy’s taking you to the office store. We need supplies for your new life.”

His heart skipped. The office store—public, crowded, bright. His diaper would crinkle with every step, the bulk impossible to hide.

“And you’ll wear your prettiest dress,” she added, her tone warm but final. “Mommy wants everyone to see what a sweet girl you are.”

Panic flared, sharp and cold. His cock twitched again, pressed against the fresh padding—traitor. Shame burned, but the heat spread anyway, hips shifting under the blanket.

She stood, her silhouette towering over the crib. Her perfume lingered, mixing with the nursery’s powder scent. “Rest now, Darcy. You’ll need your energy.”

He stared at the ceiling, breath uneven. The diaper’s plastic was warm against his skin, a constant weight. Tomorrow, the world might see Darcy, not Derek—and he wasn’t sure he could stop it.

Her footsteps faded as she left the room. The crib bars loomed around him, a pink prison. His mind spun, babbling silently, wondering if the office would ever notice the diaper beneath his suit.

But Vivian’s voice echoed from the hallway, soft and commanding. “Come to Mommy, little girl, when you wake up.” Her words were a lock, snapping shut on his last shred of resistance.


Chapter 13: The New Normal

Derek squinted at the spreadsheet on his screen, the numbers swimming as every tiny shift in his office chair pressed the thick padding against his skin. The diaper Vivian had taped on that morning was heavier than usual, a deliberate choice, her little “surprise” hidden beneath his crisp navy suit. His tie felt too tight, his collar a noose, as the plastic crinkled with every move.

He froze. A sound. Too loud in the quiet cubicle farm.

The padding’s weight rode his hips, an unyielding reminder of who he’d become. Darcy. Not Derek, not here, not yet—but underneath, always.

Footsteps approached. His coworker, Jenna, rounded the corner, coffee mug in hand. Her sharp eyes flicked to him, then away.

“Meeting in ten,” she said. Flat. Professional.

He nodded. Couldn’t speak. The crinkle echoed in his ears, a traitor’s whisper.

She lingered. Sniffed the air. A faint crease in her brow.

His heart slammed against his ribs.

“New cologne?” Her tone was light, but her gaze pinned him.

“No,” he croaked. Heat crept up his neck, a slow crawl of dread.

She shrugged. Walked off. Her heels clicked down the hall.

He exhaled, shaky. The diaper clung to him, warm from his own nervous sweat. Vivian’s voice echoed in his mind—her amused hum as she’d taped it shut. “Mommy’s got plans for you today, baby girl.”

His cock twitched. Traitorous. He hated it, hated the heat pooling low despite the terror of being caught.

The meeting room loomed ahead. Glass walls. Ten colleagues already seated.

He stood. The padding shifted, loud in his ears. He adjusted his jacket, praying it hid the bulk.

Every step was torture. The diaper rubbed against him, teasing oversensitive skin. He sat quickly, chair scraping, hoping no one noticed.

They didn’t. Not yet. But Mark, two seats down, tilted his head, listening.

Derek’s hands clenched under the table. The presentation started. Numbers, charts, droning voices.

He couldn’t focus. The padding pressed harder as he shifted, a constant cage. His mind split—half on the meeting, half on Vivian’s surprise.

What was her plan? Why thicker today? Why now?

His phone buzzed. A text. Vivian.

“Let’s take a walk, darling.”

His breath hitched. A walk? Here? Now?

Another buzz. “Meet Mommy in the lobby. Don’t keep me waiting.”

Panic spiked, sharp and cold. His cock pulsed anyway, trapped in the warm plastic. Shame burned through him, a twisted heat that shouldn’t have been there.

He excused himself. Mumbled something about a call. Heads turned, but no one questioned.

The hallway stretched endlessly. Every step crinkled, a confession screaming in the silence. He prayed no one heard.

The lobby doors slid open. There she was. Vivian.

She stood tall, flawless in a cream blouse and tailored skirt, her hair swept back, maternal warmth edged with something dangerous. Her smile was soft, but her eyes held him like a vice. “There’s my girl.”

His knees weakened. Here? In public?

She stepped closer. Her perfume wrapped around him, calming and commanding. “You’ve been good at work, haven’t you, Darcy?”

He nodded. Couldn’t speak. Not with her voice like that.

Her hand rested on his arm. Light. Possessive.

“Let’s go outside,” she said. Her tone left no room for refusal.

The parking lot was empty. Midday sun glared off the asphalt. She guided him to her car, parked in the far corner.

“Mommy needs to check something,” she murmured. Her hand slid to his lower back, then lower still. Pressing against the suit fabric.

He stiffened. The crinkle was deafening out here. No walls to muffle it.

Her fingers probed through the layers. Found the padding’s edge. “Still dry, baby girl?”

“Yes, Mommy,” he whispered. The words slipped out, trained into him now.

Her laugh was low, amused. “We’ll see.”

She opened the car door. Motioned him to the backseat. “Lie down for Mommy.”

His pulse raced. Here? In the open?

But he obeyed. Always did. The leather creaked under him as he lay back, suit rumpled, legs awkward.

She climbed in after him. Shut the door. The windows were tinted, but not enough.

Her hands moved fast. Unbuttoned his suit pants. Pulled them down just enough.

The diaper gleamed under the harsh daylight. Thick, white, undeniable. She pressed her palm against the front, slow and deliberate.

His cock jumped under her touch. Heat surged, unstoppable. He bit his lip, holding back a sound.

“Look at that,” she cooed. “Baby girl’s already eager for Mommy.”

Her fingers curled through the padding. Found him. Stroked once, twice.

He gasped. Hips jerked. The plastic amplified every movement, every shameful twitch.

“Not yet,” she warned. Her hand stopped. Left him throbbing, desperate.

His chest heaved. Need clawed at him. But her eyes held him still.

“You’ve hidden for so long, Darcy,” she said. Her voice softened, but the edge remained. “Twelve years of shame. All gone now, isn’t it?”

He nodded. Eyes stung. The truth of it hit hard.

She leaned closer. Her blouse brushed his face, the warmth of her chest a fleeting tease. “Mommy knew from the start. That package wasn’t a mistake.”

His breath caught. What?

“I saw the way you watched me,” she continued. “The way you hid. I ordered it for you. Left it on my porch to see what you’d do.”

Shock ripped through him. Planned. All of it.

His cock pulsed harder. The betrayal, the control—it fueled him in ways he couldn’t name.

Her hand moved again. Slipped inside the diaper’s waistband. Wrapped around his shaft, skin on skin.

He moaned. Low, broken. Couldn’t stop it.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Let Mommy take care of her little girl.”

Her grip tightened. Stroked slow, then fast. The warmth of her hand, the crinkle of the padding—it overwhelmed him.

Pressure built. Coiled tight. His body tensed, every muscle locked.

“Cum for Mommy, Darcy,” she commanded. “Show me how much you love this.”

He shattered. A raw cry tore from him as his cock throbbed, contractions slamming through him. Cum spilled hot and heavy, spurt after spurt, soaking into the padding, pooling warm around his thighs.

She kept stroking. Drew out every shudder. “Such a messy girl. So much for Mommy.”

Shame crashed in. He’d cum in the diaper again, in a parking lot, under her hand. The wet warmth clung to him, a humiliating cage.

She pulled her hand free. Wiped it on a tissue from her purse. Her smile was warm, possessive.

“Good girl,” she said. The praise melted him, even now. “Let’s get you cleaned up later. We’ve got more to do.”

He lay there, spent. The diaper stuck to his skin, heavy with his release. His mind spun, still reeling from her confession.

She adjusted his pants. Covered the evidence. Helped him sit up.

“We’re going home now,” she said. Her tone was final. “Time to be Darcy for real.”

The drive was quiet. His suit felt wrong now, a shell of someone he wasn’t. The padding shifted with every turn, a reminder of her control.

They pulled into the cul-de-sac. Neighbors waved. Smiled. No one questioned anymore.

Vivian parked. Opened his door. “Come to Mommy, baby girl.”

He stepped out. The suit came off in the garage, shed like old skin. Underneath, just the diaper and a trembling man—no, a trembling girl.

“Baba,” he mumbled. Pointed at the house. Stamped a foot.

Vivian’s face lit up. “That’s right, sweetie. Let’s go inside.”

No more sentences. No more Derek. Just Darcy, babbling and following.

She led him to the nursery. His space now, fully. Pink walls, crib, toys scattered.

“Up we go.” She lifted him onto the changing table. The diaper came off in a quick motion, replaced with a fresh one.

Her hands lingered. Brushed him just enough to tease. “Mommy’s so proud of how far you’ve come.”

He giggled. Waved his hands. “Mama!”

She laughed. That sound, amused and warm, washed over him. “Yes, baby. Mama’s here.”

She dressed him after. A soft yellow dress, lace trim scratching lightly against his skin. The skirt swished along his thighs with every tiny movement, ruffles whispering.

A wig went on next. Long curls, sticking to his sweaty neck, tickling as they fell. He squirmed, but her hand steadied him.

“Pretty girl,” she said. Held up a mirror. Darcy stared back, wide-eyed.

“Pwetty,” he echoed. Pointed at himself. Giggled again.

Vivian hummed. Pinned a bonnet on him. “Time for our walk, darling.”

The stroller waited by the door. Too small, but he curled up anyway. Legs tucked, blanket over him, pacifier clicking against his teeth.

She pushed him out. Down the sidewalk. Neighbors nodded, smiled. “Morning, Vivian. Morning, Darcy.”

No stares. No whispers. Just acceptance.

His chest warmed. Twelve years of hiding. Gone.

Vivian hummed above him. A lullaby, soft and steady. Her shadow fell over the stroller, protective.

The park came into view. Kids played, adults chatted. No one blinked at the grown girl in the stroller, bonnet tilted, pacifier bobbing.

He sucked harder. The click soothed him. Safe here, under her care.

Her hand rested on his shoulder. Squeezed lightly. “See, baby girl? This is your new normal.”

He cooed. Nodded. Eyes half-closed under the blanket.

The stroller rocked gently. Every bump pressed the padding against him, a faint tease of earlier. But he didn’t need more, not now.

This was enough. Curled here, under her gaze, Darcy knew this was forever. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

Vivian’s phone buzzed. She glanced at it. A small smile curved her lips.

He didn’t see the screen. Didn’t need to. But her voice dropped, a whisper meant for herself.

“Marla’s found another one.”

His eyes drifted shut. The pacifier clicked. Whatever came next, Mommy would handle it.
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