
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sissy Baby Reality Show

A Dark ABDL Baby Girl Humiliation Romance of Televised Feminization, Public Diaper Humiliation, and Competitive Sissy Regression (Sissy Baby Transformations Book 9)


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: Welcome to Regression

Tyler slumped against the van window, exhaustion etching lines into his face. His backpack, crammed with the last of his worldly possessions, rested between worn sneakers. Broke, audition after audition failing, he clung to the promise of $500,000 and a shot at fame. One last chance to escape the purgatory of friends’ couches.

The van halted before a sprawling villa, white stone and glass gleaming under the harsh sun, tucked into a secluded valley. Tyler stepped out, squinting. Seven other men emerged from identical vans, their faces mirroring his own desperation—hardened, hungry, frayed at the edges.

Ushered through towering double doors, marble floors echoed underfoot in a grand foyer. A woman in a severe black suit snatched their phones, locking them away. No contact. No escape. NDAs were shoved forward, thick and binding. Tyler signed, stomach twisting. “The Ultimate Challenge.” No details. Just half a million dollars. He’d do anything.

They filed into a cavernous lounge, velvet couches and crystal chandeliers dripping opulence. A massive screen loomed on one wall, black and silent. Tension coiled tight in the air, ready to snap.

It did. The screen flared to life. A woman appeared—stunning, commanding, crimson dress clinging to every curve like a predator’s skin. Valentina. Host. Creator.

“Welcome to The Ultimate Challenge, gentlemen.” Her voice sliced through the room, smooth, theatrical, dripping control. Tyler’s breath hitched. She stood with effortless poise, dark hair pulled taut, red lips a stark slash against porcelain skin. Her gaze, even through the screen, pinned him. Pierced him.

“You will be tested in ways you cannot imagine,” Valentina purred, each word deliberate, a slow blade. “The weakest leaves each week. The strongest claims $500,000. Your first challenge begins now.”

Murmurs rippled. Tyler shifted, nerves buzzing. What kind of test? Strength? Wit? Something worse?

Staff in black rolled in a cart, eight sleek boxes atop it. One was placed before Tyler, his name on a silver label, cold and clinical. The lid gleamed, unopened.

“Open them,” Valentina commanded, her tone unyielding, her eyes unrelenting.

Tyler hesitated. Lifted the lid. Heart stopped. Inside, a thick adult diaper. White, pastel pink tapes, plastic backing glinting under the lights. Obscene. Impossible.

“What the fuck?” A man near him recoiled, voice low. Others muttered, faces draining or flushing with shock.

Valentina’s smile never wavered. “Put them on now, gentlemen, or walk away forever.” Finality laced her words, prickling Tyler’s skin.

Silence gripped the room. Tyler stared at the diaper, mind racing. Half a million. Fame. A life beyond scraping by. But this? This?

“I’m out,” a burly man barked, tossing his box down. “This is sick.” He stormed for the exit, staff parting wordlessly.

Valentina’s gaze tracked him, unfazed. “Seven remain. Will anyone else fold, or will you face the challenge?”

Tyler’s hands shook, fingers brushing the diaper. Plastic slick, padding dense. Alien. His face burned at the thought—wearing this, being seen. But walking away? He couldn’t. Not now. Not this close.

One by one, the others chose. Grumbled. Cursed. Complied. Tyler saw it in their eyes—shame warring with resolve. No one else moved for the door.

“Strip,” Valentina ordered, voice cutting sharp. “Down to nothing. Then put them on. Cameras are rolling. The audience watches.”

Tyler’s gut dropped. Audience? Cameras? He scanned, spotting black domes in corners, red lights blinking. Already filmed. Already exposed.

He turned from the others, hands fumbling at his belt. Jeans dropped. Boxers followed. Air bit at bare skin, nerves screaming. He unfolded the diaper, the crinkle piercing the quiet. Obscene. A confession in sound. He slid it under himself, plastic cool against thighs, sticking slightly.

Fingers trembled, pulling tapes tight. Padding pressed against him, bulky, unnatural. Each shift crinkled, loud in his ears. Heavy between his legs, sagging with unfamiliar weight. His cock twitched, unbidden. Traitorous. Heat pooled low, and he hated it. Hated himself. How could this feel... anything but wrong? Shame clawed his chest, but the heat lingered, defiant.

Valentina’s voice returned, sharp, pleased. “Good. Very good. You’ve passed the first test.”

Tyler glanced at the others. Seven men, identical diapers, standing awkward, avoiding eyes. Hands tried to cover the bulk, but it was useless. Too thick. Too obvious.

“You wear these until I say otherwise,” Valentina stated, tone clinical, detached, like adjusting a machine. “Disobedience is elimination. The audience votes on your performance. Impress them, or you’re gone.”

Tyler swallowed. Performance? What did that mean? His mind spun, grasping for rules in this warped game.

Valentina leaned into the camera, red lips curling slow, predatory. “This is just the beginning, gentlemen. Regression is your journey. Embrace it, or fall behind.”

The screen went black. Silence suffocated the room. Tyler’s heart hammered, diaper crinkling with each ragged breath. Exposed. Ridiculous. Plastic clung to skin, a second layer of shame.

He shifted, the sound louder, drawing fleeting glances. He wanted to vanish, to sink through marble before anyone saw the flush scorching his cheeks. But no hiding. Not here. Cameras everywhere, capturing every humiliating second.

A staff member approached, clipboard in hand. “Follow to your quarters. Schedules shortly.” Her tone was flat, as if grown men in diapers were routine.

Tyler fell in line, steps making padding shift. Plastic warmed by body heat, slick now, clinging too intimately. He bit his lip, focusing elsewhere. Anywhere.

Down a long hallway, glass walls showed pristine gardens. Inside, tension thickened, the crinkle of seven diapers the only sound. Tyler kept eyes forward, refusing to see reflections in the glass, refusing to face himself.

His room was small, luxurious. King bed, silk sheets, private bath, wardrobe locked. A camera blinked in the corner, relentless. He sat on the bed’s edge, diaper crinkling under him, and buried his face in hands.

What had he done? Half a million, fame, a shot at the top. But at what cost? Heat between his legs hadn’t faded. It grew, padding pressing with every shift. He groaned low, despising his body’s betrayal, despising the loop of shame and arousal he couldn’t break.

A knock jolted him. Staff again, tray in hand—glass of water, small pink bottle. “Drink,” she said, no explanation.

Tyler took the bottle, plastic cool against palm. A baby bottle, silicone nipple mocking him. Stomach twisted, but he didn’t fight. Not after watching that man leave.

He raised it, nipple odd against lips. Liquid inside, sweet—too sweet—slid down easy. He drank fast, wanting it done, diaper crinkling as he moved.

The staff member watched, face blank. “Good. Rest. Tomorrow’s challenge tests further.” She turned, door clicking shut.

Tyler set the bottle down, hands unsteady. Diaper felt heavier, padding swollen between thighs. His cock throbbed again, uninvited. He pressed thighs together, fighting it.

Failed. Shame burned hotter, tangling with arousal until they blurred. He lay back, silk cool on bare shoulders, staring at the ceiling.

Valentina’s voice echoed. “Regression is your journey.” What did it mean? Dread shivered through him, laced with something darker, hungrier.

He rolled to his side, diaper crinkling loud in the quiet. Inescapable. A reminder of what he’d become in mere hours. His body stirred again, and he cursed softly, trapped in that vicious cycle.

Tomorrow would worsen. He knew it. Valentina’s smile promised escalation, promised unimaginable depths.

But he wouldn’t walk. Not now. Half a million dangled too close, fame a taste on his tongue.

He shut his eyes, diaper pressing tight, plastic warm and slick. Sleep wouldn’t come, not with the camera blinking, not with unseen eyes watching. But he’d stay. No matter what.

Tyler looked down at the diaper hugging his hips, its pastel tapes a mocking reminder of what he’d agreed to, and wondered if fame was worth this price.


Chapter 2: Endurance in Shame

Tyler woke to the sound of his own diaper crinkling under him. The silk sheets of his luxurious villa room felt mocking against his bare arms, a cruel contrast to the thick padding between his legs. His body ached from sleeping in such an awkward position, trying to ignore the bulk that pressed against his thighs.

He sat up slowly. The plastic backing stuck to his skin, warm from hours of contact. Every shift made that obscene crinkle echo in the small room, a reminder of what he’d agreed to.

The camera in the corner blinked its red light. Always watching. Always capturing every humiliating second for an audience he couldn’t see.

He rubbed his face, trying to shake off the grogginess. His cock stirred under the padding, uninvited, and his cheeks burned at the sensation. How could he still feel this way, trapped in something so degrading?

A sharp knock at the door snapped him out of it. He tensed, pulling the sheet over his lap, though it did nothing to hide the diaper’s bulge. The door opened without waiting for his response.

A staff member in black stood there, clipboard in hand. “Get up. Challenge briefing in ten minutes. Main lounge.”

Tyler nodded, throat tight. He slid off the bed, the diaper sagging slightly with his weight. The crinkle seemed louder now, following him as he grabbed a robe from the chair to cover himself.

The hallway was cold against his bare feet. Other contestants shuffled out of their rooms, all in robes or loose shirts, the telltale bulk of diapers visible underneath. No one met his eyes. No one spoke.

They filed into the grand lounge, the same velvet couches and crystal chandeliers looming over them. The huge screen flickered to life as they sat, Valentina’s striking image filling the space. She wore red again, a tailored blazer over a silk blouse, her lips painted a deep crimson.

“Welcome to Week One, gentlemen.” Her voice was smooth, theatrical, slicing through the tension in the room. “Your first real test begins now.”

Tyler’s stomach twisted. He shifted on the couch, the diaper rubbing against him, the sound embarrassingly loud. He pressed his thighs together, willing it to stop.

Valentina’s gaze seemed to lock on each of them through the screen. “This challenge is called The Endurance. You will wear your diapers for seventy-two hours straight. No bathroom breaks. No exceptions.”

A murmur of disbelief rippled through the group. Tyler’s heart sank. Seventy-two hours? Three full days trapped in this thing?

“Disobedience means elimination.” Valentina’s tone was unhurried, clinical, as if she were reading off a grocery list. “The audience of subscribers will vote on who handles this with the most grace. Impress them, or you’re gone.”

Tyler swallowed hard. Grace? How could there be grace in something so humiliating? His hands gripped the edge of the couch, knuckles white.

One of the contestants, a stocky guy with a buzzed head named Marcus, muttered under his breath. “This is sick. I’m not pissing myself for some creeps online.” His voice carried, drawing a few nods from others.

Valentina’s smile didn’t waver. “You signed the contract, Marcus. Refuse, and you walk away with nothing. The choice is yours.”

Marcus clenched his jaw but didn’t stand. No one did. The weight of half a million dollars hung over them all, heavier than the diapers they wore.

“Grace under pressure is what they want to see,” Valentina continued, her eyes glinting with something dark and pleased. “Show them how well you can endure. Cameras are rolling. Let the challenge begin.”

The screen went black. Silence smothered the room. Tyler felt the padding press against him, already warm, already too intimate. He wanted to tear it off, to run, but he couldn’t. Not now.

Staff members moved in, handing out bottles of water—baby bottles again, with pink silicone nipples. “Drink regularly,” one instructed, voice flat. “Hydration is mandatory.”

Tyler took his, the plastic cool in his hand. He didn’t want to drink, didn’t want to make this worse, but the camera’s red light stared at him from the corner. He lifted the nipple to his lips, sucking down the sweet liquid, his face burning with every swallow.

Hours dragged on. The first day was bearable, if humiliating. Tyler stayed in his room as much as possible, pacing to distract himself, the diaper crinkling with every step. The sound grated on his nerves, a constant reminder of his predicament.

By hour twenty, discomfort set in. The padding felt heavier, rubbing against his inner thighs until they chafed. He sat on the bed, trying to find a position that didn’t make it worse, but there was no relief.

His bladder ached. He’d held it as long as he could, pacing more, drinking less, but the bottles kept coming. Staff knocked every few hours, ensuring he hydrated. There was no escaping it.

Hour thirty hit like a punch. Tyler stood by the window, staring out at the gardens through the glass wall, when the pressure became unbearable. He clenched every muscle, willing it to stop, but his body betrayed him.

Warmth spread through the padding, slow at first, then faster. It soaked into the thick layers, hot against his skin, the diaper swelling with the weight. His face burned hotter than the liquid, shame crashing over him in waves.

The crinkle changed, louder now, wetter. He froze, hands trembling at his sides. The camera in the corner caught it all, the red light unblinking, broadcasting his loss of control to strangers.

He wanted to hide. Wanted to rip the thing off and disappear. But he couldn’t. Not with half a million dollars on the line, not with Valentina’s voice echoing in his mind about grace under pressure.

Instead, he sat on the bed, the wet diaper sagging under him. The warmth clung to his skin, intimate and wrong, and yet—his cock twitched. Unwanted. Unwelcome. He hated himself for it.

Shame burned through him, but it didn’t stop the heat pooling low. Why did this keep happening? Why did his body react to something so degrading?

He pressed his thighs together, trying to ignore it, but the wet padding only pressed closer. The crinkle was obscene now, filling the quiet room like a taunt. He bit his lip, hard, willing the arousal to fade.

It didn’t. The betrayal loop spun tighter—disgust at himself, heat despite it, then more disgust for feeling the heat. He groaned softly, hands fisting the sheets, trapped in his own skin.

A knock at the door made him jump. Another staff member, this one holding a small tablet. “Face the camera. Subscribers want a close-up reaction. Now.”

Tyler’s stomach dropped. He turned slowly, the wet diaper shifting with him, the sound unbearable. He looked into the blinking red light, knowing thousands of eyes were on the other side, judging, enjoying.

“Tell them how it feels,” the staff member prompted, voice cold. “Be honest. They value authenticity.”

His throat closed up. He didn’t want to speak, didn’t want to give them more, but the weight of elimination loomed. “It’s... humiliating,” he muttered, voice rough. “Heavy. Warm. I hate it.”

The staff member nodded, tapping something on the tablet. “Good. Keep enduring. Two more days.” She left, the door clicking shut behind her.

Tyler sank back onto the bed, the wet padding squishing under him. His cock throbbed again, and he cursed under his breath. The shame was a living thing now, clawing at him, but it only made the heat worse.

Day two dragged slower. The diaper grew heavier, the chafing worse, but he didn’t wet it again—not yet. He paced, sat, stood, anything to distract from the ache in his bladder and the ache somewhere deeper.

The other contestants weren’t faring much better. In the lounge for mandatory check-ins, Tyler saw Marcus pacing angrily, muttering about quitting. Another guy, a wiry blond named Ethan, sat hunched over, face pale, clearly struggling to hold on.

Valentina’s face appeared on the screen every few hours, her voice a constant presence. “Endure, gentlemen. The audience is captivated. Show them your strength through surrender.”

Tyler hated how her words twisted in his mind. Surrender as strength? It made no sense, yet it burrowed deep, mixing with the shame and heat until he couldn’t untangle them.

By hour fifty, he broke again. The warmth spread through the padding once more, hotter this time, the diaper sagging low with the added weight. He stood by the glass wall, staring at nothing, as it happened, unable to stop it.

The crinkle was deafening now, wet and heavy with every step. He moved to the bed, sitting carefully, the squish of the padding making his skin crawl. But his cock didn’t care—it hardened under the mess, and he clenched his fists to stop from touching it.

The camera saw everything. He knew it did. Subscribers were probably laughing, or worse, getting off on his humiliation. The thought made his face burn, but it also made the heat between his legs pulse harder.

He lay back, staring at the ceiling, trying to breathe through it. Shame and arousal warred inside him, a vicious cycle with no escape. He wanted this over, wanted out, but the prize kept him here, chained tighter than any restraint.

Hour seventy-two finally arrived. Tyler sat in the lounge with the others, all of them looking rough—red-eyed, tense, diapers visibly swollen. Marcus had complained the loudest, cursing every hour, refusing to sit during check-ins, pacing like a caged animal.

Valentina’s image returned to the screen, her red lips curling into a slow smile. “Congratulations, gentlemen. You’ve endured. The audience has voted.”

Tyler’s heart pounded. He shifted, the wet diaper clinging to him, the crinkle a constant humiliation. Who would they pick? Who had shown the most “grace”?

Valentina’s gaze swept over them through the screen. “Tyler, you’ve won the most votes. Subscribers loved your raw reactions, your struggle on display. Well done.”

His stomach lurched. Relief hit first—safe for another week. Then disgust followed. They loved this? Loved watching him lose control, watching his shame play out on camera?

Marcus glared at the screen, fists clenched. “This is bullshit. I’m not a damn show pony for perverts. I’m done with this crap.”

Valentina’s smile didn’t falter. “Marcus, your complaints have been noted. The audience found your resistance... unappealing. You’re eliminated. Pack your things.”

Marcus stormed out, cursing under his breath, staff escorting him without a word. The room went quiet, the weight of his exit hanging over the remaining six. Tyler’s relief soured, replaced by a hollow ache.

He’d won. He was safe. But at what cost? His pride lay in pieces, broadcast to strangers who got off on his degradation. The wet diaper pressed against him, heavy and warm, a physical reminder of how far he’d fallen.

Valentina leaned closer to the camera, her voice dropping to a purr. “Grace under pressure, Tyler. You’ve shown it well. But next week, we test something softer. Something prettier. Rest now. You’ve earned it.”

The screen went black. Tyler sat there, the crinkle of his diaper the only sound in the silent lounge. Softer? Prettier? Dread coiled tight in his chest, mixing with that unwanted heat he couldn’t shake.

He stood, the padding shifting with him, and headed back to his room. Each step echoed with the wet crinkle, a sound he couldn’t escape. The camera followed, always watching, always waiting for more.

His cock throbbed under the mess, and he hated how it felt—hated how winning felt like losing. Shame burned fresh, but it didn’t stop the arousal. It never did.

He reached his door, pausing with his hand on the knob. Valentina’s words echoed again, promising escalation, promising something he wasn’t ready for. But he’d stay. He had to.

Half a million dollars. Fame. A way out. That’s what he told himself as he stepped inside, the diaper sagging heavier with every move. But deep down, a darker thought flickered—part of him wanted to see what came next.


Chapter 3: Bottle of Humiliation

Tyler stood in his villa room, the wet diaper sagging heavy between his thighs. The crinkle of the plastic backing pierced the silence with every slight shift, a humiliating echo of the endurance challenge that had left him raw. His robe hung loose, barely concealing the bulk, as the camera’s red light blinked in the corner, an unblinking eye. A full week had passed since that grueling vote, since Marcus stormed out, since Valentina’s promise of something “softer, prettier.” Seven days of uneasy quiet, of staff changing him twice daily—efficient, wordless, their gloved hands unfolding fresh padding that felt almost worse than the wet, a reminder that this was routine now. The plush padding, dusted with baby powder, clung to his skin, the lavender scent mixing with his shame. He rubbed his hands over his face, trying to shake the memory of losing control on camera, of subscribers voting for his degradation. His cock twitched under the fresh diaper, traitorously alive, and he clenched his fists to stop the heat pooling where it shouldn’t.

A sharp knock shattered his thoughts. The door swung open without waiting for a reply. A staff member in black stood there, clipboard in hand. “Main lounge. Now. Week Two challenge briefing.” Her voice was flat, mechanical. Tyler nodded, throat tight. He adjusted the robe, the crinkle following him like a taunt as he shuffled down the hallway, the padding rubbing against his inner thighs with every step.

The grand lounge buzzed with tension, the remaining six contestants already gathered. All wore robes or loose shirts, the telltale bulk of diapers visible underneath. No one spoke. No one met eyes. The huge screen flickered to life. Valentina appeared, stunning in a sleek red jumpsuit that hugged her curves like a weapon. Her dark hair swept back, lips painted scarlet, eyes piercing through the digital divide with calculated grace.

“Welcome to Week Two, my darlings.” Her voice sliced the silence, smooth and theatrical. “You’ve endured the physical. Now, we test something softer. Something more... intimate.”

Tyler’s stomach twisted. Softer? Intimate? The diaper pressed against him, fresh but heavy, as dread coiled tight in his chest. His body betrayed him again, a pulse of heat under the padding at her words.

Valentina’s gaze swept over them through the screen, unflinching. “This challenge is called The Feeding. You will pair with another contestant. One feeds, one is fed. High chairs, bibs, bottles—all for the audience’s delight.”

A murmur of unease rippled through the group. Tyler’s hands clenched at his sides. Fed? By another man? On camera? His face burned, the diaper crinkling louder in his ears as he shifted.

“The audience of subscribers will rate both the feeder and the fed.” Valentina’s tone turned clinical, each word measured like she was calibrating their shame. “Show vulnerability. Show trust. Impress them, or you’re gone.”

Staff in black uniforms rolled in six oversized high chairs, painted in mocking pastel pinks and blues. Trays locked into place with a click. Bibs and large baby bottles sat on a cart, silicone nipples gleaming under the chandeliers. Tyler’s pulse raced, the diaper rubbing against him, a constant humiliation he couldn’t escape.

“Pair up,” Valentina instructed, her voice unhurried, commanding. “Choose quickly. The world is watching.”

No one moved at first, the tension suffocating. Then Max, a wiry guy with messy brown hair and a nervous grin, stepped toward Tyler. “Uh, wanna pair?” His voice cracked, cheeks flushed, the crinkle of his own diaper audible as he shifted.

Tyler nodded, throat tight. “Yeah. Sure.” Better Max than someone harsher.

Pairs formed fast. Staff directed them to the high chairs, locking trays over laps. Tyler climbed into his, the diaper squishing under him as he settled into the pastel pink chair. The tray trapped him, a cage of absurdity. Max stood beside him, hands shaky as he held a white bib with little ducks printed on it and a bottle filled with milky liquid, the pink nipple oversized and mocking.

Max tied the bib around Tyler’s neck, the soft fabric brushing his skin, smelling faintly of lavender. It clashed with the baby powder scent of the diaper, amplifying his shame. Cameras zoomed in, red lights blinking, capturing every degrading detail. Tyler’s face burned hotter, the diaper’s weight a relentless reminder of his fall.

Valentina’s voice purred through the speakers. “Open wide, darlings. The world is watching. Feed with care. Be fed with grace. Begin.”

Max hesitated, the bottle trembling in his grip. “Sorry, man,” he muttered, barely audible. “This is messed up.”

Tyler didn’t reply. He stared at the silicone nipple, inches from his lips. His heart pounded, shame curling in his chest as Max tilted it forward. The cool, foreign texture brushed his mouth. He froze, then parted his lips. Half a million dollars. Fame. He couldn’t lose now.

The liquid hit his tongue, sweet, thick, almost cloying. It slid down his throat as he sucked, the motion awkward, wrong. The bib rustled against his chin, catching a dribble. Max’s hand shook harder, spilling a thin stream of cold milk down Tyler’s jaw. It dripped onto the bib, chilling his flushed skin. Max cursed under his breath, fumbling to steady the bottle.

Tyler didn’t flinch. Eyes forward, locked on a wall spot, he sucked faster. Get it over with. Ignore it. But the intimacy seared him—Max’s hand so close, the bottle pressing his lips, the act of being fed like a helpless child. His cock throbbed under the diaper, unbidden, and he hated the betrayal. Shame burned, mixing with a heat he refused to name. Why did this feel... easy?

The bottle emptied quickly. Tyler swallowed the last drop, the nipple clicking against his teeth as Max pulled it away. A staff member handed Max a bright pink pacifier, gesturing for him to place it in Tyler’s mouth. His stomach dropped. He wanted to resist, to spit it out. But the camera stared, and Valentina’s warning echoed—impress them, or you’re gone.

Max slid the pacifier between Tyler’s lips, the silicone cool and thick. It clicked softly against his teeth, sharp in the quiet. Tyler’s face burned as he closed his mouth around it, the sensation humiliating yet oddly grounding. Max stepped back, wiping his hands on his robe, avoiding eye contact. “Sorry,” he muttered again, his diaper crinkling as he shifted.

Tyler sat trapped in the high chair, pacifier in mouth, bib smeared with milk stains. The diaper clung to him, heavy between his thighs, his cock pulsing under the padding. He pressed his thighs together, trying to stop it. Useless. The betrayal loop tightened—shame at the arousal, disgust at himself, then more heat from the disgust. He sucked the pacifier without meaning to, the click a quiet confession.

Around him, pairs struggled. Jake, broad-shouldered, gagged on his bottle, spitting milk onto his bib. Another pair bickered, the feeder spilling more than pouring. Tyler watched from the corner of his eye, pacifier still in place. He didn’t gag. Didn’t fight. Why was submission so easy? The thought ached, a fresh shame blooming beneath the surface.

Valentina’s voice cut through again, smooth and pleased. “Switch roles now, darlings. Feeders become fed. Show us your vulnerability. The audience is captivated.”

Tyler’s tray unlocked with a click. He climbed out, the diaper shifting with every move, the crinkle louder in his ears. His face burned as he took the bottle from Max, the silicone nipple slick with milk. Max sat in the high chair, bib tied around his neck, dread and resignation in his eyes. Tyler stood beside him, trying not to think about how this looked. Cameras zoomed closer, red lights unblinking.

He tilted the bottle to Max’s lips, hand steady. Max hesitated, then sucked down the liquid with a grimace. Milk dribbled down his chin, soaking the bib, his cheeks flushing. Tyler stayed silent, watching the level drop, ignoring the weight of his own diaper. The pacifier had been removed by staff, but its ghost lingered in his mouth, a reminder of how easily he’d submitted.

Max finished, coughing as Tyler pulled the bottle away. A staff member handed over another pacifier, and Tyler placed it in Max’s mouth, fingers brushing his lips for a split second. The contact felt too intimate, too wrong. Tyler stepped back fast. Max sucked on it, eyes downcast, bib smeared. Tyler looked away, his cock throbbing under the padding, shame clawing at him but not stopping the heat.

Valentina’s image returned, red lips curling into a slow smile. “Beautiful, darlings. Such raw vulnerability. The audience is voting now. Results will be revealed soon.”

Tyler stood beside Max’s high chair, the crinkle of his diaper filling the silence. His body felt heavy, the padding pressing tight, the bib still tied like a mark of defeat. Why had drinking from that bottle felt so natural? The thought struck like a blade. He shouldn’t feel this way, shouldn’t find ease in submission, in being fed like a child. But he had, and the realization prickled his skin with dread.

His cock twitched harder under the diaper, the plush bulk rubbing with every breath. He hated his body’s reaction, hated the loop of shame and arousal tightening around him. But he couldn’t stop it, couldn’t escape it.

Staff moved in, unlocking trays, removing bibs, collecting bottles. Tyler untied his bib with shaky hands, the fabric sticking where milk had dried. The diaper clung heavier, a constant weight he couldn’t ignore. Valentina’s voice purred through the speakers once more. “Rest now, my darlings. The audience will decide who showed the most grace, the most trust. But remember—each week, we go deeper. Something prettier awaits.”

The screen went black. Tyler stood there, the crinkle echoing in the quiet lounge. Prettier? The word sent a shiver through him, dread mixing with unwanted heat. He glanced at Max, climbing out of the high chair, pacifier still in mouth, eyes avoiding everyone. The shared intimacy of the feeding lingered, a silent bond neither wanted to acknowledge. Tyler turned away, heading for his room, each step making the padding shift against his skin.

The hallway felt colder, glass walls reflecting flashes of his silhouette—robe loose, diaper bulging underneath. He didn’t look long, didn’t want to see himself like this. But the cameras saw everything, broadcasting his shame to strangers who got off on it. His cock throbbed harder, and he bit his lip, focusing on the prize. Half a million dollars. Fame. A way out. That’s why he stayed.

But deep down, a darker question burned. Why did drinking from that bottle, submitting so easily, feel so right? He pushed it away, refusing to face it, as he reached his door and stepped inside. The camera in his room blinked its red light, always watching, always waiting for more. Valentina’s promise of “something prettier” echoed in his mind, a threat wrapped in silk, making his pulse race for reasons he couldn’t name.


Chapter 4: Dressed in Pink

Tyler sat on the edge of his villa room bed, face buried in his hands, the weight of the wet diaper sagging between his thighs. The crinkle of the plastic backing pierced the silence with every slight shift, a humiliating echo of the last challenge. The robe hung loose over his shoulders, barely concealing the swollen padding underneath. The camera’s red light blinked in the corner, unyielding, always watching. Days had blurred since the feeding challenge, marking the shift into Week Three. Staff had come and gone, changing his diaper at least once in the interim—cold wipes dragging across his skin, baby powder dusting soft and silky, fresh padding taped tight with a humiliating crinkle. But the shame lingered, a ghost of submission that wouldn’t fade.

A sharp rap at the door snapped him upright. It swung open before he could respond, revealing a staff member in black, clipboard clutched like a weapon. “Main lounge. Now. Week Three challenge briefing.” Her tone was flat, mechanical, leaving no room for hesitation.

Tyler nodded, throat tight. Rising, the robe shifted, the diaper rubbing against his inner thighs, chafing with each step. The crinkle followed, a taunt echoing down the hallway as he moved toward the grand lounge. The remaining five contestants already stood there, robes or loose shirts failing to hide the bulk of their own diapers. Eyes avoided eyes. Silence hung heavy.

The massive screen flickered to life. Valentina emerged, a vision in a red satin gown, the fabric clinging to her flawless curves like liquid sin. Dark hair cascaded in sleek waves, crimson lips curled with intent, her piercing gaze slicing through the digital barrier. She stood with deliberate poise, shoulders back, every movement controlled. “Welcome to Week Three, my darlings.” Her voice purred, smooth and theatrical, slicing the tension. “You’ve endured. You’ve surrendered. Now, we unveil something prettier.”

Tyler’s gut twisted. Prettier? The diaper pressed tight, a constant weight, as dread clawed fresh in his chest. His cock twitched traitorously under the padding, heat pooling where it shouldn’t. Shame scorched him, but it didn’t stop the reaction—it fed it.

Valentina’s eyes swept them, calculating, always one step ahead. “This challenge is The Dressing Room. Pair up once more. One dresses, one is dressed—in exquisite sissy baby attire.” Her tone stayed unhurried, each word a deliberate cut. “The audience of subscribers votes on the finest transformation. Show femininity. Show grace. Present yourselves with absolute conviction, sweethearts.”

A murmur of disbelief rippled through the group. Tyler’s fists clenched. Dressed? By another man? On camera? The diaper squished under him, a humiliating anchor as his mind reeled. Staff rolled in racks of clothing, each piece more absurd than the last—pink baby dresses drowning in ruffles, lace-trimmed bonnets, frilly diaper covers, silk panties in pastel hues. A cart held accessories: bows, ribbons, plush toys to clutch like pathetic trophies.

“Pair up,” Valentina commanded, voice calm but iron-clad. “Choose quickly. The world watches.”

Tyler’s pulse hammered. Kai, lean with sharp features, stepped forward, diaper crinkling under his robe, eyes dodging contact. “Wanna pair?” His voice was low, strained, a scratch of discomfort.

Tyler nodded fast. “Yeah. Let’s get this done.” Better Kai than someone crueler. Pairs formed swiftly. Staff directed them to racks, assigning Tyler and Kai a section drenched in pink—dresses, bonnets, lace everywhere.

“You first,” Kai muttered, snatching a pink baby dress from the rack. Ruffles rustled in his grip, fabric shimmering under the chandeliers. “Drop the robe. Gotta do this right.”

Tyler’s face burned. Fingers trembled on the robe’s tie, the diaper’s crinkle loud as he shifted. “Come on, man,” Kai pressed, voice tight. “Cameras are rolling. Don’t tank us.”

Swallowing hard, Tyler untied the robe, letting it pool at his feet. The diaper gleamed under the lights, plastic slick, padding heavy. Kai stayed silent, holding up pale pink silk panties with lace edges. “These go over. Rules.”

Tyler’s stomach plummeted. He stepped in, one foot, then the other, as Kai slid the panties up his legs. Cool silk brushed his skin, a stark contrast to the diaper’s bulk. Lace tickled his thighs, clinging tight over the padding. His cock twitched hard, unbidden, under the layers. Shame slammed into him, hot and jagged, at the sensation of silk teasing his body. Why did this feel... right? He hated the thought, hated the heat swelling despite the humiliation.

“Hold still,” Kai grunted, slipping the pink dress over Tyler’s head. Ruffles rustled loud, settling around his shoulders, light fabric grazing his bare arms like a whisper. The hem barely covered the diaper, stopping high on his thighs, exposing lace underneath. Every move made the dress swish, obscene in the quiet.

Kai grabbed a white bonnet with pink ribbons, tying it under Tyler’s chin. Lace framed his face, soft against his jaw, ribbons trailing down his neck. Too intimate. Too wrong. Tyler’s cock throbbed harder under the padding and silk. Shame burned deeper, mixing with unwanted arousal. He clenched his fists, fighting his body’s betrayal, but the heat only surged.

“Almost done,” Kai said, snagging a frilly pink diaper cover layered with lace. He slid it over the silk panties, securing it tight. Extra bulk amplified the crinkle, ruffles blending with the sound. Tyler felt absurd, layers pressing in—silk, lace, padding—each a tease against his skin. His cock strained, aching now, and he bit his lip to silence himself.

Kai stepped back, scanning him. “You... look the part.” His voice strained, eyes averted. “Guess that’s the goal.”

Tyler stayed mute, shame clawing his chest, heat refusing to fade. Nearby, other pairs fumbled with outfits, the room thick with fabric rustles and stifled curses. Cameras zoomed, red lights unblinking, capturing every flinch.

Valentina’s voice purred through the speakers. “Beautiful, my darlings. Now switch. Dressers become dressed. Show us your commitment.”

Tyler’s heart sank. His turn to dress Kai. He glanced at the rack, pink fabrics mocking him, then at Kai, already shedding his robe. Kai stood, diaper sagging, face a mask of resignation. “Just do it. Don’t drag this out.”

Tyler grabbed a pale blue dress, ruffles softer than his own. Hands shook as he helped Kai into it, fabric rustling over his frame. The act felt invasive, personal, but cameras didn’t care. He slid silk panties over Kai’s diaper, lace catching on plastic. Kai tensed, jaw tight. “Hurry up. I fucking hate this.”

Tyler nodded, tying a bonnet around Kai’s head, ribbons trembling in his grip. He added a frilly diaper cover, lace rustling as it snapped into place. But Kai jerked back before it settled, yanking at the dress’s hem. “No. Screw this.” His voice cracked, loud enough for cameras to catch. He tore the bonnet off, ribbons fluttering to the floor, and tugged at the dress, ripping a ruffle clean off. “I’m not some damn doll.”

Tyler froze, hands hovering, pulse spiking. Staff edged closer, but Kai stood defiant, chest heaving, blue fabric askew. The room stilled, tension electric, cameras feasting on the rebellion.

Valentina’s voice sliced through, smooth and unperturbed. “Line up, darlings. Present yourselves to the cameras. Walk with grace. Show conviction.”

Tyler’s gut churned. He fell into line, ruffles swishing, diaper crinkling with each step. Silk panties slid against his skin, lace teasing his thighs. He fought to keep his face blank, cock pulsing under the layers. The group paraded past cameras, a humiliating march. Pink and blue dresses rustled, bonnets bobbed—except Kai’s, discarded on the floor. Diaper covers crinkled. Tyler kept eyes forward, refusing to see his shame mirrored in others.

Cameras tracked every move, broadcasting to subscribers who thrived on this twisted display. Tyler’s cock throbbed harder, teeth clenched, willing it to stop. It didn’t. Disgust at his arousal, shame at the feminine layers, then more heat from that shame—a betrayal loop tightening.

They halted before the screen, dolls on display. Valentina loomed, crimson lips curling slow. “Stunning, my darlings. Such conviction from most. The audience votes now.”

Tyler stood rigid, pink dress brushing his legs, silk panties clinging to the diaper. Heat burned between humiliation and arousal. Live comments flickered on-screen—“adorable,” “pathetic,” “perfect sissy”—each a gut punch. His face flamed, but his cock reacted to the public approval, pulsing under padding.

Valentina’s voice returned, deliberate. “Votes are in. Tyler, your pink ensemble wins the most praise. Subscribers adored your delicate poise, your sweet surrender. Well done, darling.”

Relief struck first. Safe another week. Then disgust, bitter and sharp. They loved this? Loved him feminized, infantilized for their pleasure? “Kai, however,” Valentina continued, tone unwavering, “your rejection of the dress, tearing it before the cameras, was noted. Subscribers found your defiance... unappealing. You’re eliminated. Pack your things.”

Kai’s face twisted. He ripped off more of the dress, fabric shredding loud, and stormed toward the exit, staff trailing. “Screw this hellhole!” His shout echoed down the hall. Five remained.

Tyler stood, pink dress rustling with shaky breaths. Winning felt hollow, stained by how he’d earned it. His cock throbbed under silk and padding, a cruel reminder of betrayal. Valentina leaned into the camera, lips curving. “Rest now, my darlings. Tyler, such grace in pink. But next week, we go deeper. Something even softer awaits.”

The screen darkened. Tyler stayed rooted, ruffles brushing thighs, silk teasing skin. Deeper? Softer? Dread coiled tight, mixing with heat he couldn’t shake. Staff gestured them to their rooms. Tyler moved slow, diaper crinkling, dress swishing. Lace rubbed against him, silk a torment, cock straining harder.

Glass walls reflected his image in the hallway—pink dress, bonnet, frilly layers over bulging diaper. A grown man, absurdly feminized. His breath hitched. Why didn’t he hate this more? The thought struck raw, unsettling. Shame scorched him, feeding arousal, twisting tight until he couldn’t breathe.

He pushed into his room, camera’s red light blinking. Sitting on the bed, dress rustled, silk panties sliding against padding. His cock pulsed, aching, thighs pressed together to ignore it. It didn’t work. Layers teased—silk, lace, ruffles—each texture a taunt of feminization, surrender. He groaned low, hands fisting sheets, trapped in disgust and desire.

Half a million dollars. Fame. Escape. That’s why he stayed. But as he sat, dressed in pink, camera watching every flinch, a darker flicker emerged. What if he liked this? Liked silk against skin, ruffles rustling, public approval of his transformation? The idea ached, new shame blooming.

He lay back, bonnet tied, dress fanning out. Diaper squished under weight, silk clinging. His cock throbbed, untouched—not with cameras there. Heat grew, fed by layers, humiliation, Valentina’s praise. He stared at the ceiling, breathing shallow, caught in a losing battle.

Tomorrow promised more. Valentina’s “something even softer” loomed, a silken threat. And deep down, part of him burned to know what it was.


Chapter 5: Becoming Tilly

Tyler lay sprawled on the bed in his villa room, the pink baby dress fanning out across his thighs, ruffles tickling bare skin. The silk panties hugged tight over the wet diaper, lace edges teasing with every slight shift. The bonnet remained tied, pink ribbons grazing his neck, while the camera’s red light pulsed in the corner. The diaper sagged, heavy and warm, squishing under his weight, the crinkle slicing through the silence. Heat lingered between his legs, cock twitching under the layers, uninvited. Shame simmered, quieter now after weeks, replaced by a creeping curiosity he couldn’t name.

Week Four had dawned, days blurring since the pink ensemble won subscriber praise. Routine had settled in—staff changed his diaper daily now, a ritual of powder and tapes, clinical yet intimate. Fresh padding crinkled each morning, the wet bulk swapped out under Valentina’s distant approval via screen. The warmth of release still burned his cheeks, but the sting dulled with repetition. Half a million dollars. Fame. Escape. The mantra echoed in his mind, but it rang hollow, a flimsy shield he clung to despite the cracks. Why didn’t it feel enough anymore?

A sharp knock jarred him. He sat up, dress rustling, wet diaper squishing loud. A staff member in black pushed in, clipboard gripped tight, eyes scanning without warmth. “Max broke. Withdrew overnight. Left his diaper folded on the bed, packed, and bolted before dawn. Five down to four.” Tyler’s stomach clenched. Max—gone. No fight, no goodbye. Another fracture in the shrinking group, a mirror to his own fraying edges. The staff member’s gaze snapped to him. “Main lounge. Week Four challenge briefing. Move.”

He stood slow, diaper dragging, crinkle echoing down the hallway. Silk panties slid against the padding, lace brushing his thighs, the dress swishing with each step. Heat pulsed low, cock stirring despite himself. Glass walls threw back his reflection—pink ruffles, bonnet, frilly diaper cover over bulging wet padding. He averted his eyes, but the camera’s stare burned anyway. Why did the layers feel... familiar now? The thought prickled, unsettling, as he moved.

The grand lounge hummed with tension, the remaining three contestants already assembled. Jake stood rigid in a yellow dress, bonnet askew, jaw tight. Sam fidgeted in pale blue ruffles, face flushed. Ethan hovered at the back, silent in pink lace, eyes down. The air choked with shared disgrace, each man a parody of sissy baby absurdity. Tyler settled into place, wet diaper squishing louder, silk teasing without relent. His cock throbbed, a quiet betrayal, curiosity nudging past old disgust.

The massive screen flared to life. Valentina appeared, stunning in a red velvet blazer and skirt, tailored to lethal perfection. Crimson lips curved slow, dark hair pinned tight, eyes cutting through the digital veil with icy precision. She stood like a statue, poised, untouchable. “Welcome to Week Four, my darlings,” she purred, voice a velvet blade, wrapping tight around them. “You’ve surrendered your bodies. Now, we claim your identities.”

Tyler’s gut twisted. Identities? The wet diaper pressed heavier, silk sliding against it, a flicker of dread mixing with unwanted heat. His cock twitched sharper, body answering her words before his mind could protest. He shifted, crinkle piercing the quiet, curiosity edging out shame. What did she mean? Valentina’s gaze raked over them through the screen, pinning each in turn. “This challenge is called The Name Game. Each of you receives a baby girl name, chosen by our subscribers. Answer only to your true name, little ones.”

A murmur of unease rippled through the group. Tyler’s hands tightened, ruffles brushing skin. A new name? Another layer peeled away, another humiliation to wear. His cock pulsed under the wet padding, thighs pressing together instinctively. Useless. “The rules are simple,” Valentina continued, tone clinical, each syllable deliberate, posing them like dolls. “Respond only to your assigned name for the entire week. Any response to your old name earns penalty points. The audience votes on who embodies their new self best.”

Staff stepped forward, each holding a small envelope sealed with a pink ribbon. One was pressed into Tyler’s hands, their faces blank, mechanical. His fingers brushed the silky ribbon, a soft echo of the lace teasing his thighs. “Open them,” Valentina commanded, voice smooth, eyes glinting with dark amusement. Tyler slid the ribbon free, pulse hammering. He unfolded the paper, cursive stark on pale pink. One word stared back: Tilly.

Breath caught. Tilly. Soft, frilly, dripping with femininity. A blow to the chest, another shard of himself stripped. His cock throbbed harder under the wet diaper, heat pooling low as curiosity flared brighter. Why did it stir something? Valentina’s voice coiled through the speakers. “Say it aloud, darlings. Introduce yourselves to the cameras. Let the audience hear your new truth.” Tyler’s throat tightened. Resistance flickered, weak, then faded. The camera’s red light blinked, elimination a looming shadow.

“Tilly,” he said, voice low, rough. The word slipped out, too easy, resonating in the room. Cheeks warmed as it settled, silk panties teasing with each shaky breath. The others followed, voices strained. “Lulu,” Jake growled, fury tight. “Bunny,” Sam mumbled, face aflame. “Sissy,” Ethan croaked, barely there. Valentina’s lips curled slow, pleased. “Beautiful, my darlings. Remember, answer only to your true name. Slip, and penalty points stack. Impress the audience with your commitment.”

Tyler stood frozen, Tilly echoing in his skull. The pink dress rustled, wet diaper squished, silk and lace tormenting skin. His cock strained, aching, old disgust warring with a softer, stranger pull. Why did it feel... right? Staff gestured them back. “Practice your names,” one barked, voice flat. “Respond instantly when called. Cameras are always rolling.” Tyler trudged down the hall, diaper crinkling, dress swishing, lace rubbing thighs. Heat swelled, mind spinning, curiosity gnawing deeper.

Back in his room, he sat, ruffles fanning out, wet padding squishing beneath. He tested the name, whispering. “Tilly.” Wrong. Yet... not. Cheeks burned, hands gripping sheets. Staff knocked, calling “Tilly” to test him. Each time, he answered without falter. “Yes?” Voice steadied, too steady, and it clawed at him. “Good, Tilly,” a staff member noted, scribbling. “Keep it up. Subscribers are watching.”

Hours bled into days, the name a constant drum. In lounge check-ins, the others stumbled. Jake snarled each “Lulu,” points piling. Sam hesitated on “Bunny,” earning glares. Ethan barely managed “Sissy,” voice cracking. Tyler—Tilly—stood apart, answering instantly. “Here.” Calm, natural, the weight crushing deeper with each call. Valentina appeared during a check-in, red velvet gleaming. “Well done, Tilly,” she said, tone warm, pleased. “Such commitment to your true name. The audience is captivated by your ease.”

Stomach lurched. Relief struck—safe, for now. Then unease, raw, unfamiliar. Ease? They saw ease in this loss? His cock throbbed under wet padding, silk teasing with every shift. Her praise fueled the heat, curiosity blooming over shame. Staff handed out baby bottles, pink silicone nipples shining. “Drink, Tilly,” one ordered. He took it, nipple cool on his lips, sucking sweet liquid. A bib tied around his neck caught a drip, fabric brushing chin. Heat pulsed with each swallow, a strange comfort sneaking in.

Valentina watched via screen, lips curving. “Look at Tilly, darlings. So natural with her bottle. So at ease with her name. Learn from her grace.” The praise cut deep, exposing a truth he dodged. Why didn’t he fight? Why did Tilly feel so effortless? He finished the bottle, hands shaky, wet diaper sagging heavier, silk clinging. Cock ached, need clawing, but he bit his lip, refusing release with cameras on.

Late on the fifth night, alone, he stood before the small mirror by the bed. The camera’s red light blinked behind. He hadn’t meant to look, but his gaze betrayed him. There she was—Tilly. A grown man in a pink baby dress, bonnet framing his face, ruffles brushing thighs, wet diaper bulging under silk and lace. Breath snagged, sharp. Cock throbbed hard, the sight—feminized, regressed—sending heat crashing through. Shame burned, but curiosity burned hotter. Why didn’t he hate this reflection?

He turned, hands trembling, crinkle loud in the quiet. Sitting, ruffles fanning, silk sliding against wet padding, cock strained, aching. He didn’t touch it—couldn’t—not with eyes watching. Need swelled, fed by the name, the layers, Valentina’s words. Staff knocked. “Tilly, respond.” “Here,” he said, instant, steady. Too steady. Face burned at how automatic it felt, how the name fit like skin. “Good, Tilly,” they replied. “Subscribers are impressed.”

Days dragged, and Tyler never slipped. Not once. Staff called “Tilly” everywhere—lounge, hallway, meals with bottles and bibs. He answered without pause, the name rolling off like it belonged. The others faltered—Jake stacking points, Sam hesitating, Ethan barely responding. Tyler—Tilly—stood out, the weight crushing. Late on the final night, alone, he caught himself mouthing the name in the mirror. “Tilly,” he whispered, lips moving silent, testing it. Heart stopped. The camera hadn’t caught it—he’d angled away. But he’d done it. Without prompt. Just... because.

Cock throbbed hard under wet padding, silk clinging tight. Shame flared, but curiosity drowned it. Why did he do that? Why did it feel so right? He turned from the mirror, ruffles rustling, bonnet’s ribbons soft on skin. Valentina’s words echoed: “Answer only to your true name.” He sat, crinkle loud, burying his face in hands. Heat ached, unbearable, but he denied it, gripping sheets. Tomorrow loomed—more tests, more calls of that name. And a darker question burned, refusing to fade. Why does “Tilly” feel more real than Tyler ever did?


Chapter 6: Nursery Night Surrender

“Tilly, move to the lounge. Now.” The staff member’s voice cut through the silence of Tyler’s villa room, sharp and unyielding.

He jolted upright on the bed, the pink baby dress rustling around his thighs. The wet diaper sagged heavy between his legs, the crinkle loud as he shifted. The silk panties clung tight over the padding, lace tickling his skin, while the bonnet’s ribbons brushed his neck.

His cock stirred under the layers. Unwanted. His cheeks burned with a fresh wave of humiliation as he stood, the ruffles swishing with every step.

The hallway felt endless. Each move made the diaper squish, the sound echoing off the glass walls. He kept his eyes down, avoiding his reflection, knowing the camera’s red light followed him anyway.

In the grand lounge, the remaining four contestants already stood, still dressed in their sissy baby outfits. Jake—Lulu—glared at the floor in a yellow dress, bonnet askew. Sam—Bunny—shifted uncomfortably in pale blue ruffles. Ethan—Sissy—stood silent, pink lace framing his pale face.

The huge screen flickered on. Valentina appeared, stunning in a crimson gown that shimmered like liquid fire. Her dark hair was pinned up, lips painted deep red, eyes slicing through the digital barrier with surgical precision.

“Welcome to Week Five, my darlings.” Her voice was smooth, theatrical, wrapping around them like a velvet chain. “You’ve surrendered names. Now, we test your rest.”

Tyler—Tilly—felt his stomach twist. Rest? The wet diaper pressed against him, heavy and warm, as dread crept up his spine.

Valentina’s gaze swept over them through the screen. “This challenge is called Nursery Night. Each of you will spend a full night in a crib, livestreamed for our subscribers’ delight.”

A low murmur of unease rippled through the group. Tilly’s hands clenched at his sides, the ruffles of his dress brushing bare skin. A crib? On camera?

“The rules are clear.” Valentina’s tone turned clinical, each word measured like she was adjusting a doll’s pose. “Pacifier in mouth, diaper secured, onesie snapped tight, stuffed animal in hand. Sleep as the baby girl you are. The audience votes on who rests most convincingly.”

Tilly shifted, the wet padding squishing louder. His cock twitched under the silk and lace, a betrayal that made his face burn. How could sleep be a competition?

Staff members rolled in a cart loaded with items. Thick pastel onesies, oversized pacifiers with pink silicone nipples, fluffy stuffed animals, and fresh diapers with cartoon prints. The scent of baby powder wafted from the cart, sharp and humiliating.

“Prepare them,” Valentina instructed, her voice unhurried. “I want my babies pristine for their nursery debut.”

Staff approached, efficient and cold. One gestured for Tilly to step forward, holding a fresh diaper and a powder canister. “Strip the old one. Let’s get you clean, Tilly.”

His throat tightened. He hesitated, fingers trembling on the hem of his dress. The camera’s red light blinked, always watching, as the staff member’s gaze hardened.

“Now, Tilly,” she said, tone flat. “Don’t make the audience wait.”

He lifted the dress, exposing the silk panties and sagging wet diaper. The staff member slid the panties down, the lace dragging against his thighs, sending an unwanted shiver through him. She untaped the diaper with quick precision, the wet crinkle echoing as it peeled away.

Cool air hit his skin. His cock stirred harder, exposed now, and he bit his lip to stop any sound. Shame clawed at his chest, raw and deep, as the staff member wiped him down with clinical detachment.

She dusted baby powder over him next. The cloud rose, soft and fragrant, settling on his skin in a silky layer. The scent overwhelmed him, mixing with the humiliation as his cock throbbed against the gentle touch of the powder.

“Hold still, Tilly,” she said, sliding a fresh diaper under him. The plastic backing was cool at first, the padding thick as she taped it tight. The crinkle returned, sharper now, a constant taunt with every tiny shift.

His body reacted more. Heat pooled low, uninvited, as the silk panties were pulled back up, lace brushing his thighs. The betrayal stung—why did this feel so arousing? Disgust hit hard, but it only made his cock pulse stronger.

She snapped a pastel pink onesie over the diaper next, the fabric plush and snug, hugging the padding against him. The crinkle softened under the layer, but it was still there, a quiet humiliation. The onesie’s snaps clicked shut between his legs, trapping the heat of his arousal.

“Open,” the staff member ordered, holding a large pacifier. The pink silicone nipple gleamed under the lights. Tilly parted his lips without protest, the cool material sliding in, clicking against his teeth as he closed his mouth around it.

The sensation was grounding, in a twisted way. His cock strained under the diaper, the lace of the panties teasing through the padding. He hated how natural this felt, hated the heat it sparked, hated himself for not fighting more.

A fluffy stuffed bunny was pressed into his hands. Its fur was soft, almost too soft, a mockery of comfort. He clutched it automatically, fingers sinking into the plush, as the staff member stepped back to assess him.

“Perfect, Tilly,” she said, voice flat but approving. “You’re ready for the nursery.”

The others were prepped nearby. Lulu growled under his breath as a pacifier was forced in, his yellow onesie snapping shut. Bunny shifted uncomfortably in pale blue, clutching a teddy bear. Sissy stood silent, pink onesie tight, a stuffed lamb in his grip.

Staff led them down a new hallway, the glass walls reflecting their absurd images. Tilly kept his eyes forward, pacifier clicking against his teeth, the crinkle of the diaper muffled by the onesie. His cock throbbed with every step, shame and heat twisting tight.

They reached a large room, transformed into a full nursery. Four oversized cribs lined the walls, painted pastel pink and blue, with soft mattresses and babyish bedding. Mobile toys dangled above, spinning slowly, while cameras perched in every corner, red lights blinking relentlessly.

The scent of lavender and baby powder hung heavy in the air. A changing table sat in one corner, stacked with diapers and wipes. The room screamed infantilization, a private space turned public for subscribers’ amusement.

“Into your cribs, darlings,” Valentina’s voice purred through hidden speakers. “Settle in. Show the audience how sweetly you sleep as my baby girls.”

Tilly’s heart pounded. Staff guided him to a pink crib, lifting the side rail after he climbed in. The mattress was soft under him, the onesie rustling as he lay back, the diaper crinkling with every move.

The pacifier clicked against his teeth as he adjusted, sucking on it without meaning to. The stuffed bunny rested against his chest, its fur brushing his skin through the thin fabric. His cock pulsed harder under the padding, the silk panties teasing through it all.

Shame burned hot. Why did lying here feel... right? The thought sliced through him, raw and unsettling, as heat flared stronger between his legs.

Staff lowered the lights, leaving only a soft nursery glow. The cameras stayed on, red lights piercing the dimness, livestreaming every second. Tilly stared at the mobile above, tiny stars spinning slowly, as the pacifier clicked with each shallow breath.

The others settled in their cribs nearby. Lulu muttered curses around his pacifier, shifting angrily, the crib creaking under him. Bunny lay stiff, clutching his teddy bear, while Sissy curled into a ball, lamb pressed to his chest.

Tilly tried to stay awake. Tried to resist the pull of the soft mattress, the warmth of the onesie, the grounding weight of the diaper. But exhaustion crept in, heavy from weeks of tension and humiliation.

His eyes drooped. The pacifier clicked softer now, a steady rhythm as his breathing slowed. His thumb slipped into his mouth alongside it, unthinking, a childish instinct he didn’t notice.

Sleep claimed him fast. Twelve minutes, the cameras later clocked—faster than any of the others. His body relaxed fully, sprawled in the crib, onesie snug, diaper crinkling softly with each unconscious shift.

The livestream captured it all. Tilly sleeping as a baby girl, thumb in mouth, pacifier loose against his lips, stuffed bunny clutched tight. Subscribers watched, enthralled, the clip racking up two million views by morning.

He didn’t stir for hours. The nursery remained quiet, save for the soft crinkle of diapers and the occasional grunt from Lulu. Cameras zoomed in, catching every detail of Tilly’s surrender—his peaceful face, the way his thumb stayed in his mouth, the slight drool on his chin.

Morning light filtered through the windows. Staff entered, lifting crib rails with quiet efficiency. “Up, Tilly,” one said, voice low but firm.

He blinked awake, disoriented. The pacifier had fallen out, resting on the mattress, wet with spit. His thumb slid from his mouth, and a wave of shame hit hard as he realized what he’d done.

His cock throbbed under the diaper, hard and aching now. The onesie pressed the padding tighter, the silk panties teasing through it. Disgust clawed at him—sleeping so easily in a crib, sucking his thumb like a child—but it only made the heat worse.

“Stand for inspection,” the staff member ordered, helping him out of the crib. The diaper crinkled loud as he moved, the onesie rustling with every step. Cameras followed, red lights unblinking, as he joined the others in the center of the nursery.

Lulu looked rough, eyes red from little sleep, yellow onesie wrinkled. Bunny shifted uncomfortably, his blue outfit askew, while Sissy kept his head down, pink fabric clinging to him. All had pacifiers nearby, stuffed animals still in hand.

Valentina’s image appeared on a small screen mounted in the nursery. Her crimson gown shimmered, lips curled in a slow smile. “Beautiful, my darlings. You’ve rested as my baby girls, and the audience is captivated.”

Tilly’s stomach churned. His cock strained under the layers, the memory of sleeping so deeply in the crib burning through him. Why hadn’t he fought it more?

“The votes are in.” Valentina’s tone was clinical, adjusting her dolls with precision. “Tilly, your surrender was unmatched. Two million views on your peaceful slumber—thumb in mouth, utterly convincing. Subscribers adore you.”

Relief hit first. Safe again. Then horror followed, sharp and bitter. Two million views? Of him sleeping like a baby, exposed in every vulnerable detail?

His face burned hot. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the onesie hugging tight, silk and lace teasing his skin. His cock pulsed harder, reacting to the public praise, to the humiliation of being watched in sleep.

“No eliminations this week,” Valentina continued, her voice smooth and pleased. “All of you scored high. A rare treat. But remember, darlings, each night builds on the last. You’ve shown such sweet rest.”

Tilly stood still, pacifier dangling from a clip on the onesie now, the stuffed bunny still in his grip. Shame roared through him, mixing with unbearable heat. His cock ached under the padding, desperate for release, but he didn’t dare touch it—not with cameras everywhere.

Valentina leaned closer to the screen, her crimson lips a sharp curve. “Rest now, my babies, the cameras never sleep.”

The screen went black. Tilly stayed rooted, the crinkle of his diaper filling the nursery’s silence. The onesie clung to him, the silk panties a constant torment, as his mind spun with her words.

Why had he slept so peacefully in a crib? The question clawed at him, raw and relentless, as staff gestured for them to return to their rooms. Each step made the diaper shift, the padding warm against his aching cock.

He reached the hallway, glass walls reflecting flashes of pink fabric, a bonnet still tied under his chin. He didn’t look long, couldn’t face Tilly in the reflection, but the heat between his legs didn’t care. It grew, fed by the memory of surrender, of sleep so deep and wrong.

Back in his room, the camera’s red light blinked as always. He sat on the bed, onesie rustling, diaper crinkling under him. The stuffed bunny fell to the mattress, its fur mocking him with softness.

His cock strained harder, the need almost painful now. He pressed his thighs together, hands gripping the sheets, refusing to give in. Not here. Not with millions potentially watching.

But the arousal didn’t fade. It burned, fueled by the crib, the pacifier’s click, the thumb in his mouth, the ease of sleeping as Tilly. Shame twisted tighter, a vicious loop with heat at its core.

He lay back, staring at the ceiling, the onesie snug against him. The diaper felt heavier now, the silk and lace a cruel tease through the padding. His breath came shallow, each exhale carrying a quiet crinkle.

Valentina’s voice echoed in his mind, smooth and commanding. “The cameras never sleep.” A promise of more exposure, more vulnerability, more pieces of himself stripped away.

Half a million dollars. Fame. A way out. That’s what kept him here, through every layer of humiliation. But as he lay there, onesie tight, diaper warm, a darker truth flickered.

What if he was starting to crave this surrender? The thought hit like a blade, cutting deep, as his cock throbbed under the padding. He pushed it away, refusing to face it, but the heat lingered, undeniable.

Tomorrow would bring more. He knew it. Valentina’s challenges always escalated, always demanded another piece of who he’d been. And Tilly would answer, as she always did, caught in a cycle she couldn’t escape.


Chapter 7: Truth in Onesies

“Tilly, stand up.” The staff member’s voice snapped through the quiet of Tyler’s villa room, cold and direct.

He flinched, sitting on the edge of the bed, the pastel pink onesie snug against his body. The fresh diaper crinkled under him, thick padding pressing against his thighs, while the silk panties beneath teased his skin with lace edges. The stuffed bunny lay forgotten on the mattress, its fur a silent mockery.

His cock stirred under the layers. Unwanted. A flush crept up his neck as he stood, the onesie rustling softly, the diaper’s plastic backing slick against his inner thighs.

“Follow me. Private session. Now.” The staff member turned without waiting, her black uniform a stark contrast to the nursery softness around him.

Tilly’s heart thudded. A private session? He adjusted the onesie, the snaps between his legs clicking as he moved. Each step down the hallway made the diaper crinkle, the sound bouncing off the glass walls, cameras blinking their red lights in every corner.

They didn’t head to the grand lounge. Instead, the staff led him to a smaller room, one he hadn’t seen before. The door was heavy, soundproofed, with a single camera mounted above it, its light off for now.

Inside, the space was stark. A metal desk sat in the center, flanked by two chairs. Papers and a small tablet rested on the surface, clinical and cold. The air smelled faintly of antiseptic, a sharp edge against the baby powder clinging to his skin.

Valentina stood waiting. She was a vision in red, a tailored blazer and pencil skirt hugging her curves like a second skin. Her dark hair was pulled back tight, crimson lips a perfect slash, eyes locking onto him with unhurried precision.

“Sit, Tilly.” Her voice was smooth, a velvet blade, each word measured like she was adjusting a fragile doll.

He obeyed. The diaper crinkled loudly as he lowered himself into the chair, the onesie stretching tight over the padding. His cock twitched under it all, and he gripped the armrests, trying to hide the heat rising in his cheeks.

Valentina didn’t sit. She stood across the desk, towering over him, her presence filling the room. Her gaze dropped to his onesie, lingering on the pastel fabric, the way it hugged the bulge of the diaper beneath.

“You’ve done well, Tilly.” Her tone was clinical, not warm, like she was evaluating a product. “Week after week, you surrender. The audience sees it. Two million views on your nursery sleep. Thumb in mouth. Perfectly at ease.”

His stomach twisted. The memory of sleeping so deeply in the crib, pacifier loose, thumb tucked against his lips—it burned through him. Why had it been so easy?

He shifted in the chair. The diaper’s plastic backing stuck to his skin, warm now, the silk panties sliding against the padding. His cock hardened more, a betrayal that made his hands tremble on the armrests.

“I’m just... playing the game.” His voice cracked, barely above a whisper. “Doing what I have to. For the money.”

Valentina’s lips curved, a slow, knowing smile. She leaned forward, resting one manicured hand on the desk, her eyes never leaving his. “Are you, Tilly? Or is this more than a game now?”

His throat tightened. He wanted to deny it, to spit out a defense, but the words stuck. The onesie felt too snug, the diaper too heavy, the lace of the panties a constant tease against his thighs.

She reached for the tablet, tapping the screen with deliberate calm. Data graphs appeared, lines and numbers stark against the black background. Her gaze flicked to it, then back to him, pinning him in place.

“Look at this, Tilly.” She turned the tablet toward him, her movements precise, unhurried. “Your biometric data. Collected through the wristband you wear. Every challenge, every moment—tracked.”

He stared at the screen. Heart rate lines dipped during challenges, cortisol levels plummeting when he was diapered or dressed. A sharp drop marked the nursery night, his body calmer than it had been in weeks.

“What... what does this mean?” His voice shook. The diaper crinkled as he leaned forward, the onesie pulling tight, his cock throbbing under the padding.

Valentina’s smile didn’t falter. “It means you’re not pretending anymore, Tilly. Your body knows. Your stress fades when you’re regressed. Your heart rate steadies in a diaper. You’re calmer as a sissy baby girl than you ever were as Tyler.”

His breath caught. No. That couldn’t be true. He shook his head, hands clenching the armrests harder, the plastic of the chair digging into his palms.

“You’re wrong.” The words came out weak, unconvincing. “I’m just good at faking it. I have to be. Half a million dollars—I can’t lose.”

Her eyes glinted, sharp and amused. She straightened, crossing her arms, the red blazer shifting with her like a warning. “Numbers don’t lie, Tilly. Your body tells the truth, even if your mouth won’t.”

He looked away, unable to meet her gaze. The diaper pressed against him, warm and thick, the silk panties teasing through the padding. His cock ached now, hard under the layers, and he hated how her words made it worse.

Shame surged, hot and raw, clawing at his chest. How could his body want this? How could being Tilly feel so... right? The thought made his skin prickle, a deep flush spreading across his face.

Valentina stepped around the desk. Her heels clicked on the hard floor, each sound a deliberate echo in the small room. She stopped beside him, close enough that he could smell the faint lavender of her perfume, a contrast to the baby powder on his skin.

“Look at me, Tilly.” Her voice dropped, soft but commanding, a thread of steel beneath the silk.

He turned his head slowly. Her eyes bore into him, unrelenting, as she leaned down slightly, her crimson lips inches from his face. The onesie felt tighter, the diaper heavier, his cock straining against the padding with no escape.

“You can’t hide from yourself, Tilly.” Her words sliced through him, precise and final. “This isn’t just a role. You’re winning because this is who you are. My perfect little sissy baby girl.”

His heart stopped. The room spun for a moment, her words sinking in like a blade. His cock throbbed harder, painfully hard now, the silk and padding a cruel cage around it.

“No,” he whispered, voice breaking. “That’s not... I’m not...” But the denial felt hollow, even to him. His body burned, reacting to her words, to the truth in them, and he gripped the armrests until his knuckles whitened.

Valentina’s gaze softened, but only for a split second. She straightened again, her posture flawless, her control absolute. She reached out, brushing a finger under his chin, tilting his face up to meet her eyes once more.

“Feel it, Tilly.” Her touch was light, but it sent a shiver through him, electric and wrong. “The onesie against your skin. The diaper holding you tight. The lace of those pretty panties. Your body doesn’t fight this. Why do you?”

His breath hitched. The onesie was soft, plush, hugging every inch of him. The diaper’s plastic backing clung to his thighs, warm and secure, while the silk panties teased through the padding, lace edges tickling with every tiny shift.

His cock pulsed, aching for release, the heat unbearable now. Shame crashed over him in waves—disgust at how much he noticed the textures, at how they stirred him—but it only made his arousal sharper, a vicious cycle with no end.

Valentina stepped back, her heels clicking again as she returned to the other side of the desk. She picked up the tablet, glancing at the data once more, her expression unreadable but pleased.

“You’ll see, Tilly.” Her voice was smooth, clinical again, adjusting her product with precision. “Each week, you’ll surrender more. Each challenge will strip away another piece of who you thought you were. And you’ll love it, even if you hate yourself for it.”

He wanted to argue. Wanted to scream that she was wrong, that he’d walk away right now. But his cock strained under the diaper, his body trembling with need, and the words wouldn’t come.

She set the tablet down, her crimson lips curling into a slow smile. Her eyes flicked to his lap, where the onesie bulged over the diaper, the evidence of his arousal impossible to hide.

“Look at that.” Her tone was amused now, a purr beneath the steel. “Your body already agrees with me. So hard under all those baby layers. Pathetic, Tilly, and so very perfect.”

His face burned hotter than ever. He pressed his thighs together, the diaper crinkling loudly, the silk panties sliding against the padding. His cock throbbed with every word, her gaze a weight that pinned him in place.

Valentina leaned forward again, resting both hands on the desk, her eyes never leaving his. “I could make you cum right now, Tilly. Just with my words. Just by telling you how much you belong in that onesie, in that diaper, as my sweet little girl.”

His breath stopped. His cock strained harder, pre-cum leaking into the padding, the warmth spreading against his skin. He bit his lip, hard, to stop a moan, his hands trembling on the armrests.

“But I won’t.” Her smile turned sharp, a blade wrapped in silk. “Not yet. You’ll earn that release when you fully accept who you are. When Tilly isn’t just a name, but your only truth.”

Denial hit like a punch. His cock ached, desperate now, the heat almost painful under the layers. He wanted to beg, to plead for relief, but the shame held him silent, mixing with the need until he couldn’t think straight.

Valentina straightened, her posture flawless once more. She adjusted her blazer, smoothing an invisible wrinkle, her movements deliberate and controlled. “Stand, Tilly. Return to your room. Think on this. Let the data sink in.”

He stood on shaky legs. The diaper crinkled with every move, the onesie rustling softly, the silk panties teasing through the padding. His cock throbbed, hard and unyielding, as he moved toward the door.

Her voice followed him, smooth and final. “You can’t hide from yourself, Tilly. Not from me, not from the cameras, not from the truth in your body. We’ll see how long you fight it.”

He froze at the threshold, her words burning into him. His cock pulsed harder, the warmth of pre-cum spreading more in the diaper, the silk and lace a constant torment. Shame clawed at his chest, but it didn’t stop the heat—it fed it.

The staff member waited outside, gesturing down the hallway. Tilly moved, each step making the diaper shift, the crinkle loud in the quiet corridor. The glass walls reflected flashes of pastel pink, a grown man in a onesie, diaper bulging underneath, and he avoided looking too long.

His room felt like a cage when he reached it. The camera’s red light blinked as always, a silent witness to his struggle. He sat on the bed, the onesie tight, the diaper squishing under him, the silk panties clinging to the padding.

His cock ached, straining against the layers, the need almost unbearable now. He pressed his thighs together, hands fisting the sheets, refusing to touch himself. Not with the audience watching, not with millions potentially seeing.

But the heat didn’t fade. It grew, fueled by Valentina’s words, by the data proving his body craved this regression, by the ease of being Tilly. The onesie hugged him, soft and warm, the diaper a secure weight, the lace a teasing edge against his skin.

He lay back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, breathing shallow. The stuffed bunny rested nearby, its fur mocking him with softness, a reminder of the nursery night. His cock throbbed, leaking more into the padding, the warmth spreading against him.

Shame burned through him, raw and deep, at how much he noticed the textures now. At how the onesie felt like a second skin, the diaper like a comfort, the silk panties like a secret thrill. Disgust followed, but it only made his arousal sharper, a loop he couldn’t break.

Valentina’s voice echoed in his mind, smooth and commanding. “You can’t hide from yourself, Tilly.” The words burrowed deep, mixing with the crinkle of the diaper, the rustle of the onesie, the memory of her amused smile.

He turned onto his side, the padding shifting with him, the silk teasing through it. His cock pulsed harder, aching for a release he wouldn’t allow. Not here, not now, not with the camera’s red light staring.

But the need clawed at him. The data flashed in his memory—heart rate dropping, cortisol fading, his body calmer as Tilly than it ever was as Tyler. How could he ignore that? How could he fight numbers that showed such a brutal truth?

His hands stayed on the sheets, gripping tight, refusing to give in. The onesie felt warmer now, the diaper heavier, the silk and lace a torment he couldn’t escape. His breath came in short gasps, each one carrying a quiet crinkle.

Half a million dollars. Fame. A way out. That’s what he told himself, what kept him here through every layer of humiliation. But as he lay there, dressed as Tilly, the diaper warm against him, a darker question lingered.

What if Valentina was right? What if Tilly wasn’t just a role, but the real him, buried under years of denial? The thought hit like a wave, raw and relentless, as his cock throbbed under the padding.

He pushed it away, or tried to, but it clung like the onesie against his skin. The camera kept watching, the audience waiting for more, and Tilly stayed, caught in a truth he wasn’t ready to face.

Valentina’s parting words replayed, a promise and a threat. “We’ll see how long you fight it.” He closed his eyes, the crinkle of the diaper filling the silence, and wondered if he even had the strength to keep resisting.


Chapter 8: Public Baby Display

“Tilly, get up. Public outing. Now.” The staff member’s voice barked through the villa room door, sharp and impatient, slicing through the heavy silence.

Tyler—Tilly—jerked upright on the bed, the pastel pink onesie rustling with the sudden movement. The thick diaper crinkled beneath him, warm padding pressing into his thighs, while the silk panties teased with lace edges against his skin. His cock stirred, unbidden, a flush of shame heating his face as he stood.

The staff member didn’t wait for a response. She turned, black uniform crisp, expecting him to follow. Tilly adjusted the onesie, snaps clicking between his legs, each step down the hallway echoing with the diaper’s crinkle. Cameras blinked their red lights, capturing every humiliating second.

He wasn’t alone for long. In the grand lounge, the remaining three contestants—Jake as Lulu, Sam as Bunny, and Ethan as Sissy—stood in matching pastel onesies, diapers bulging underneath. Their faces were tight, eyes avoiding each other, the air thick with unspoken dread.

The huge screen flickered to life. Valentina appeared, a vision in a crimson dress that clung to her like a second skin. Her dark hair was swept back, lips painted a deep scarlet, eyes piercing through the digital barrier with cold precision.

“Welcome to Week Six, my darlings.” Her voice was smooth, theatrical, wrapping around them like a velvet noose. “You’ve surrendered in private. Now, we test your grace in public.”

Tilly’s stomach dropped. Public? The diaper pressed against him, heavy and warm, as a fresh wave of dread coiled tight in his chest.

Valentina’s gaze swept over them through the screen. “This challenge is called The Public Outing. You’ll be taken to a private ABDL club, dressed as my perfect baby girls. Diapers visible, pacifiers in, holding hands like sweet little sisters.”

A low grunt of protest came from Lulu. Tilly’s hands clenched at his sides, the onesie’s fabric soft but suffocating. A club? In front of strangers?

“The rules are simple.” Valentina’s tone turned clinical, each word precise like she was adjusting a display. “Spend three hours at the club. Let the staff treat you as babies. The audience of subscribers will vote on who embodies their role with the most conviction.”

Tilly shifted, the diaper crinkling loudly. His cock twitched under the padding, a betrayal that made his face burn. How could he face strangers like this?

Staff members moved in, rolling a cart stacked with new outfits. Pink baby dresses with layers of ruffles, lace-trimmed bonnets, frilly diaper covers to match, and oversized pacifiers with pink silicone nipples. The scent of baby powder wafted from the cart, sharp and humiliating.

“Prepare them,” Valentina instructed, her voice unhurried. “I want my babies pristine for their public debut.”

A staff member approached Tilly, holding a pink dress dripping with ruffles and a fresh diaper cover. “Strip the onesie, Tilly. Let’s make you pretty.” Her tone was flat, professional, as if dressing a grown man in baby clothes was routine.

His throat tightened. He hesitated, fingers trembling on the snaps between his legs. The camera’s red light blinked, always watching, as the staff member’s gaze hardened.

“Now, Tilly,” she said, voice cold. “Don’t disappoint the audience.”

He unsnapped the onesie, the fabric peeling away from his skin with a soft rustle. The diaper bulged underneath, still warm, the silk panties clinging with lace edges. His cock stirred harder, exposed in its reaction, and he bit his lip to silence any sound.

The staff member slid the pink dress over his head. The ruffles rustled loudly, settling around his shoulders, the hem barely covering the diaper. Silk brushed against his bare arms, soft and teasing, a stark contrast to the thick padding below.

She tied a lace bonnet under his chin next. The ribbons trailed down his neck, tickling his skin, the fabric framing his face in a mockery of femininity. His cock throbbed under the diaper, shame surging hot as the sensation of lace and silk overwhelmed him.

“Lift your arms,” the staff member ordered. She snapped a frilly diaper cover over the padding, pink lace rustling as it hugged the bulk. The extra layer made the crinkle sharper, a constant taunt with every tiny shift.

Why did the silk feel so good against him? Disgust clawed at his chest, raw and bitter, at how his body reacted to the feminine layers. But the heat only grew, his cock straining harder under the padding, trapped in a cycle of shame and arousal.

She pressed a pacifier into his mouth last. The pink silicone nipple clicked against his teeth, cool and thick, grounding him in a twisted way. He sucked on it without meaning to, face burning hotter as the staff member stepped back to inspect him.

“Perfect, Tilly,” she said, voice flat but approving. “You’re ready for the club.”

The others were dressed nearby. Lulu scowled in a yellow dress, ruffles swishing as he shifted, pacifier forced between his lips. Bunny looked pale in pale blue, bonnet tied tight, while Sissy stood silent, pink lace framing his face, clutching a small stuffed lamb.

Staff lined them up, fastening their hands together with soft Velcro straps, pastel pink and babyish. Tilly’s hand gripped Bunny’s, the contact awkward but inescapable, as the diaper crinkled with every tense movement.

Valentina’s voice purred through the speakers. “Smile for your audience, darlings, they adore you. Show the world how sweet my baby girls can be.”

Tilly’s heart pounded. Staff led them outside to a waiting van, the glass doors of the villa sliding shut behind them. Each step made the ruffles rustle and the diaper waddle his gait, the bulk between his legs forcing an embarrassing sway.

The van ride was tense. The four of them sat strapped into oversized car seats, pacifiers clicking against teeth, hands still linked by Velcro. Tilly stared out the window, the pink dress swishing with every bump, his cock throbbing under the layers despite the dread knotting his stomach.

They arrived at the private club after thirty minutes, a discreet building tucked away in an industrial part of town. The sign read “Little Haven,” pastel letters mocking their predicament, as staff ushered them out of the van and through a back entrance.

Inside, the club was a surreal mix of nursery and bar. Pastel walls adorned with babyish murals, high chairs and cribs scattered among tables, while staff in caregiver uniforms bustled about. About forty strangers—patrons, Tilly guessed—lounged at tables, their eyes turning to the new arrivals with eager curiosity.

His face burned. The diaper crinkled as he waddled forward, the ruffles of the dress rustling loudly in the hushed space. His cock strained harder under the padding, the public exposure sharpening the heat in a way he couldn’t ignore.

A staff member in a pink apron approached, her smile wide and theatrical. “Welcome, little ones! Let’s get you settled. Tilly, you’re in this high chair right here.”

She gestured to an oversized high chair in the center of the room, surrounded by tables of staring patrons. Tilly’s stomach churned as she unlinked his hand from Bunny’s, guiding him to the chair. The diaper squished under him as he sat, the tray locking into place with a loud click.

The other three were led to nearby high chairs, each positioned for maximum visibility. Lulu muttered curses around his pacifier, yellow ruffles swishing as he struggled against the tray. Bunny and Sissy sat silently, faces pale, avoiding the gazes of the crowd.

Tilly’s pacifier clicked against his teeth. He sucked on it harder, unthinking, as the staff member tied a bib around his neck. The fabric was soft, printed with little ducks, rustling against his chin as forty pairs of eyes watched every move.

His cock throbbed under the diaper. Shame burned through him, hot and relentless, at being on display like this—dressed as a baby girl, helpless in a high chair. But the heat didn’t fade; it grew, fed by the public humiliation, by the rustle of silk against his skin.

The staff member returned with a small bowl of mashed fruit and a baby spoon. “Open wide, Tilly,” she cooed, loud enough for the crowd to hear, her tone dripping with mock sweetness. “Time for din-din!”

He froze. The pacifier was plucked from his mouth, replaced by the spoon hovering near his lips. His hands gripped the tray, trembling, as the crowd leaned in, some whispering, others openly grinning.

“Be a good girl,” the staff member urged, voice still theatrical. She tilted the spoon forward, the mashed fruit cool against his lips. He parted them, no choice left, as the sweet mush hit his tongue.

The crowd murmured approval. Some clapped softly, others snapped photos with their phones, the flashes blinding for a moment. Tilly’s face burned hotter than ever, the bib catching a small dribble as he swallowed, the act of being spoon-fed in public stripping away another layer of dignity.

His cock strained painfully now. The diaper’s padding pressed tight under the frilly cover, the silk panties teasing through it with lace edges. Why did their stares make him harder? Disgust surged, bitter and raw, but it only fueled the arousal, a vicious loop tightening around him.

Spoonful after spoonful, the feeding dragged on. The staff member made a show of it, wiping his chin with the bib, cooing phrases like “Such a messy baby!” and “Good girl, Tilly!” Each word was a punch, each wipe a humiliation, as the crowd ate it up, their attention unyielding.

He couldn’t hide his reaction. The high chair’s design left the diaper cover visible, the pink lace rustling with every tiny shift. His cock throbbed visibly under the layers, the bulge impossible to conceal, and he saw a few patrons smirk, their eyes flicking to his lap.

Shame clawed deeper. He wanted to disappear, to sink through the floor and escape their gazes. But his body didn’t care—it reveled in the exposure, in the silk against his skin, in the ruffles rustling with every breath.

The feeding finally ended. The staff member wiped his face one last time, the bib now smeared with fruit stains, before sliding the pacifier back into his mouth. The silicone clicked against his teeth, a small relief from speaking, as the crowd clapped again, louder now.

“Such a darling!” a patron called out, voice dripping with amusement. Others nodded, some raising glasses in a mock toast to “Tilly’s cuteness.” His face burned, the pacifier muffling any sound he might’ve made, as his cock pulsed harder under the diaper.

The other contestants weren’t faring much better. Lulu gagged on his spoon-fed meal, yellow dress swishing as he jerked against the tray, earning sharp reprimands from his caregiver. Bunny swallowed mechanically, pale blue ruffles trembling, while Sissy sat frozen, pink lace framing a face flushed with embarrassment.

Tilly’s tray unlocked with a click after an hour. The staff member helped him down, the diaper crinkling as he stood, the ruffles of the dress brushing his bare thighs. His waddle was pronounced now, the bulk between his legs forcing an awkward sway, and the crowd noticed, some chuckling softly.

“Hold hands again, little ones,” another staff member instructed, linking Tilly’s Velcro strap to Sissy’s. The four of them were led through the club, parading past tables of patrons who stared openly, some reaching out to pat their bonnets or pinch their cheeks.

Each touch was a violation. Tilly’s skin crawled as a woman cooed, “What a pretty baby!” while tweaking the ribbon on his bonnet. His cock didn’t care—it throbbed harder, the silk panties sliding against the padding, the public handling sharpening the heat to a painful edge.

They stopped at a play area, a corner of the club with oversized toys and a soft mat. “Playtime, babies!” a caregiver announced, unlinking their hands and gesturing to the toys. Cameras mounted above blinked their red lights, livestreaming every second to subscribers.

Tilly sat on the mat, the diaper squishing under him, the ruffles fanning out around his thighs. He picked up a plush teddy bear, hands trembling, as patrons gathered nearby, watching like he was a zoo exhibit. His cock ached under the layers, the shame of their stares mixing with the silk’s tease against his skin.

Lulu refused to play at first, crossing his arms in the yellow dress, pacifier dangling from a clip. A caregiver scolded him, loud enough for the crowd to hear, and forced a rattle into his hand. The patrons laughed, some recording with phones, as Lulu’s face turned red with fury.

Bunny and Sissy complied silently, stacking blocks with shaky hands, their dresses rustling with every move. Tilly clutched the teddy bear tighter, the fur soft against his palms, trying to focus on anything but the eyes on him, the heat between his legs.

A patron approached, a middle-aged man in a suit, grinning wide. “Can I take a picture with Tilly? She’s just adorable!” His voice was eager, too eager, as he held up his phone.

Tilly’s stomach lurched. The caregiver nodded, positioning him for the photo, adjusting the bonnet to frame his face. The man knelt beside him, arm around his shoulders, the contact too close, too invasive, as the flash went off.

His cock strained harder under the diaper. Shame burned through him, hotter than ever, at being posed like a doll for this stranger’s amusement. But the heat didn’t stop—it grew, fed by the public display, by the ruffles and silk against his trembling body.

The three hours crawled by. They were paraded through the club again, spoon-fed more snacks in their high chairs, changed once on a public table—diapers untaped and retaped with humiliating efficiency as patrons watched. Tilly’s fresh diaper crinkled louder, the silk panties sliding back up, lace teasing his thighs as his cock throbbed without relief.

By the end, exhaustion warred with arousal. The van ride back was silent, the four of them strapped into car seats again, pacifiers clicking, dresses rustling with every bump. Tilly stared out the window, the bulk of the diaper forcing his waddle even in the seat, his cock still hard under the layers.

Back at the villa, staff led them to the grand lounge. Valentina’s image awaited on the screen, her crimson dress shimmering, lips curled in a slow smile. The pink dress on Tilly rustled as he stood, the diaper crinkling with every shaky breath.

“Beautiful, my darlings,” Valentina purred, her voice smooth and theatrical. “Such grace under public eyes. The audience is voting now, captivated by your sweet vulnerability at the club.”

Tilly’s heart pounded. His cock ached under the padding, the memory of forty strangers staring, cooing, photographing him burning through his mind. Why had their attention felt like a thrill beneath the shame?

“The votes are in.” Valentina’s tone turned clinical, adjusting her dolls with precision. “Tilly, your poise in the high chair, your ease with spoon-feeding—subscribers adored it. You’ve won again.”

Relief hit first. Safe for another week. Then disgust followed, sharp and raw. They loved watching him waddle, watching him submit to strangers as a baby girl? His face burned, but his cock pulsed harder, reacting to the praise, to the humiliation of winning like this.

“No eliminations this week,” Valentina continued, her voice pleased. “All of you impressed. A rare treat. But remember, darlings, each outing builds on the last. You’ve shown such sweet display.”

Tilly stood still, pacifier dangling from a clip on the dress now, the bonnet’s ribbons brushing his neck. Shame roared through him, mixing with unbearable heat. His cock ached under the diaper, desperate for release, but he didn’t dare touch it—not with cameras everywhere.

Valentina leaned closer to the screen, her crimson lips a sharp curve. “Rest now, my babies. Public eyes are just the start. Next time, we’ll see how deep your surrender goes.”

The screen went black. Tilly stayed rooted, the crinkle of his diaper filling the lounge’s silence. The pink ruffles rustled with every breath, the silk panties a constant torment against the padding. Why does public shame feel like a secret thrill for Tilly? The question hung heavy, unanswered, as staff gestured for them to return to their rooms.


Chapter 9: Caretaker or Baby

Tilly lingered in the grand lounge, the pink baby dress rustling around his thighs, the thick diaper beneath crinkling with every shaky breath. The frilly cover teased against his skin, silk panties sliding with tormenting lace edges, igniting a heat he couldn’t suppress. His cock stirred under the layers, traitorously alert, as shame gnawed at his chest. Valentina’s final words from the screen—public eyes are just the start—echoed in his skull, sharp and relentless. The pacifier dangled from its clip on the dress, and the teddy bear hung limp in his trembling grip, baby powder’s faint scent clinging to him. Cameras blinked red, unyielding, capturing every flush of his cheeks for the millions tuned in.

A staff member’s voice sliced through the haze. “Contestants, to the changing area. Week Seven challenge begins now.” The command struck hard, Tilly’s heart slamming against his ribs. Beside him, Lulu and Bunny—Jake and Sam beneath their sissy names—stood in matching pastel humiliation. Lulu’s yellow dress rustled with barely veiled rage, jaw tight. Bunny, draped in a pale blue onesie, kept his eyes down, the bulk of his diaper peeking beneath the fabric, fingers twitching with nerves. And then there was Ethan, still Sissy, in a pink lace-trimmed outfit, his face a mask of quiet dread.

Staff gestured toward a section of the lounge, transformed with oversized pastel mats—pink, blue, yellow—surrounded by carts stacked with fresh diapers, baby powder, plush onesies, and stuffed toys. Lavender and powder hung heavy in the air, infantilizing, suffocating. The huge screen flickered to life. Valentina appeared, a vision in crimson satin, blazer and trousers tailored to perfection. Dark hair swept back, scarlet lips curved, her eyes locked on them with predatory precision. She spoke with unhurried grace, voice smooth as silk. “Welcome to Week Seven, my darlings. You’ve dazzled in public. Now, let’s test your tenderness in private care.”

Tilly’s stomach twisted. The diaper pressed against him, warm and bulky, dread coiling tight. His cock twitched under the padding, shame burning as Valentina’s gaze seemed to pierce right through him. “This is The Caretaker Swap,” she purred, tone theatrical, wrapping them in her trap. “For twenty-four hours, you’ll pair up. One cares, one is cared for. Diaper, dress, nurture each other as my perfect baby girls. Show dedication, or risk elimination.”

A murmur of unease rippled through them. Tilly’s hands clenched, ruffles brushing bare skin. Nurture someone else? In front of cameras? His cock stirred harder, the silk teasing through the diaper, disgust clawing at him. “Pair up now,” Valentina instructed, voice clinical, precise. “Choose with intent. The audience awaits your bond.”

Tilly’s pulse raced. His eyes darted to the others. Lulu stood rigid, arms crossed, yellow dress swishing. Bunny avoided contact, pale blue onesie clinging. Sissy—Ethan—met his gaze, a flicker of trust in his nervous expression. “Tilly, with me?” Ethan’s voice trembled, diaper crinkling under his pink dress as he stepped closer.

“Yeah. Let’s do it.” Tilly nodded fast, relieved to avoid Lulu’s edge or Bunny’s distance. Pairs formed—Lulu with Bunny, Tilly with Sissy. Staff directed them to the mats, assigning carts of supplies. Tilly’s mat was pink, the cart stacked with diapers, powder, a plush yellow onesie, and a stuffed bunny. Valentina’s voice purred again. “Begin, my darlings. Care as I care for you. Show the world the tenderness of my baby girls.”

Tilly’s heart pounded. He turned to Sissy, who fidgeted with the hem of his dress, diaper bulging beneath. “I’ll start,” Tilly said, voice low, steady despite the cameras’ red glare. “Lie down. Let’s get through this.” Sissy nodded, cheeks flushing as he lowered himself onto the mat, diaper crinkling loudly, pink dress fanning out around his thighs. His eyes darted away, shame and vulnerability raw on his face.

Tilly knelt, his own diaper squishing under him. Hands trembled as he lifted Sissy’s dress, exposing the frilly cover and diaper tapes. Silk panties teased through his own padding, cock stirring harder at the intimacy. “Hold still,” he muttered, fingers fumbling with the tapes. They ripped open, sharp and loud, plastic peeling away. Cool air hit Sissy’s skin, a small gasp escaping around the pacifier clipped to his dress.

Tilly grabbed a wipe, cool and damp, moving with slow, careful strokes. Baby powder’s scent sharpened as he worked. Sissy’s breathing hitched, body tense, but he didn’t resist. Why did this feel so instinctive? Tilly’s chest tightened, shame creeping in as he noticed his gentle touch, his natural care. His cock throbbed, silk sliding against padding, heat pooling despite self-disgust.

He dusted baby powder next, a silky cloud settling on Sissy’s skin, fragrance overwhelming. Sissy’s eyes fluttered shut, a sigh slipping out, as if soothed by the softness. Tilly’s face burned. He slid a fresh diaper under, cool plastic backing shifting to warmth as he taped it snug. The crinkle returned, sharper, echoing in the lounge. Sissy’s eyes opened, meeting Tilly’s briefly. Tears shimmered there—not shame, but relief, safety. “Thanks,” he whispered, raw and quiet.

Tilly froze. That word hit hard, unexpected. Why did caring for Sissy stir something so tender? His cock pulsed, shame mixing with unnamable heat, as he pulled the frilly cover back down. He helped Sissy sit, grabbing the plush yellow onesie from the cart. “Arms up,” he said, softer than intended, slipping it over Sissy’s head. Fabric hugged tight, snaps clicking between legs, trapping the diaper’s bulk. Tilly adjusted the collar, fingers brushing Sissy’s neck, contact too intimate. His cock strained, disgust clawing deeper.

“Hold this.” He pressed the stuffed bunny into Sissy’s hands, fur soft, a mockery of comfort. Sissy clutched it, fingers sinking into plush. Tilly stepped back, breathing shallow. Cameras zoomed in, capturing every second. His face burned, cock aching, as he realized how much he’d wanted Sissy to feel safe.

Valentina’s voice cut through, smooth, pleased. “Beautiful, Tilly. Such tenderness. The audience sees your gentle touch for sweet Sissy.” Relief hit—praise meant safety. Then disgust, sharp, bitter. They loved this? Watching him nurture, feminized in ruffles?

Sissy stood, yellow onesie rustling, diaper crinkling. “Your turn,” he said, voice trembling. He gestured to the mat, hands shaky as he reached for supplies. Tilly’s heart raced. He lay down, pink mat soft, diaper squishing loudly. Ruffles fanned out, exposing the frilly cover. His cock twitched harder, shame surging at being cared for.

Staff approached briefly, clinical and swift. “Let’s swap the dress for something fresh,” one said, unzipping the pink baby dress and sliding it off Tilly’s shoulders. The fabric rustled away, leaving him in just the diaper and silk panties for a moment before Sissy would dress him. Cool air hit his skin, intensifying the exposure under the cameras’ gaze. His cock stirred more, shame biting hard.

Sissy knelt, fingers fumbling as he lifted the frilly cover, ripping open Tilly’s diaper tapes. Sharp sound, cool air, skin exposed. Tilly bit his lip, cock reacting, heat pooling. Sissy grabbed a wipe, touch clumsy but careful, damp cloth dragging unevenly. Baby powder’s scent wafted stronger. Tilly tensed, shame clawing at his arousal from this intimate act.

Why did it feel so right? Being tended, helpless like a baby girl—it stirred something deep. His cock throbbed, silk teasing through open padding. Sissy dusted powder, silky warmth spreading, intimate, wrong. “Hold still,” Sissy mumbled, voice shaky, sliding a fresh diaper under. Cool backing, thick padding, taped tight. Crinkle sharpened, a taunt with every shift.

Tilly’s face burned. Sissy pulled the frilly cover back, lace tickling thighs. His cock strained under new padding, betrayal looping—disgust, shame at craving care, more heat from that shame. Sissy grabbed a pastel purple onesie, plush in unsteady hands. “Arms up,” he whispered, slipping it over Tilly’s head. Fabric hugged, snaps clicking, trapping diaper bulk. Touch was awkward, not smooth, fingers brushing shoulders hesitantly. Tilly’s cock ached, silk teasing, noticing every fumbling move.

Sissy pressed a stuffed lamb into Tilly’s hands. Fur too soft, mocking comfort, but Tilly clutched it, chest aching. He wanted this care, needed it, more than giving it. Why did being the baby feel righter? Shame burned fresh, mixing with desperate heat, cock throbbing under layers.

Sissy stepped back, unsure. “That’s... it,” he muttered, avoiding Tilly’s eyes, flushed with effort. Cameras zoomed closer, red lights unblinking. Valentina’s voice returned, theatrical. “Such a sweet display. Tilly, your tenderness as caretaker shone. Sissy, earnest, but the audience craves conviction. Let the hours unfold.”

Tilly sat up, purple onesie rustling, diaper crinkling. His cock strained, silk and lace tormenting, shame clawing at craving Sissy’s clumsy care. Why did submitting feel better than giving? The twenty-four hours dragged. Tilly fed Sissy from a bottle, steady, liquid dribbling down Sissy’s chin, bib catching drops. Sissy struggled, spilling more, hands shaking as Tilly drank, pacifier removed briefly.

Each act deepened the contrast. Tilly’s touch—gentle, instinctive, smoothing Sissy’s ribbons. Sissy’s—hesitant, fumbling diaper checks, toy handoffs, nerves evident. Tilly noticed with every hour. Caring felt good, but being cared for—even poorly—felt better. Realization burned, cock throbbing, reacting to vulnerability.

They napped on a mat later, staff instructing cuddling for cameras. Tilly held Sissy, yellow onesie soft against purple, diapers crinkling. Sissy’s head on Tilly’s shoulder, quiet trust, but Tilly’s mind spun. He wanted to be held, cradled, helpless. Cock ached harder, shame surging, silk teasing with every shift. Cameras caught it all, livestreaming to subscribers reveling in forced intimacy. Tilly’s face burned, knowing millions might see his longing, body’s betrayal, heat growing.

Valentina appeared onscreen as hours ended, crimson satin shimmering, lips curled. “Beautiful, my darlings. The audience voted on care, tenderness, surrender.” Tilly stood beside Sissy, purple onesie tight, diaper crinkling, cock throbbing, memory of craving care burning. “Votes are in,” Valentina said, clinical. “Tilly, your gentle care melted hearts. As baby, your longing to be tended—subscribers saw, adore you. You’ve won again.”

Relief hit. Safe. Then disgust, sharp. They saw his longing? Watched him ache to be the baby girl? Face burned, diaper pressing under onesie, silk teasing, cock pulsing painfully. Shame roared, public praise worsening heat, vicious cycle inescapable. “Sissy, however,” Valentina continued, unhurried, “your care lacked conviction. Subscribers found hesitation unappealing. You’re eliminated.”

Sissy’s face fell, clutching the bunny tighter, yellow onesie rustling, eyes downcast. Staff escorted him out, footsteps fading, leaving three behind. Tilly stood, purple onesie clinging, diaper sagging with warmth. Cock ached, desperate, but he didn’t dare touch—not with cameras everywhere, millions watching.

Valentina leaned closer onscreen, crimson lips sharp. “Rest now, my darlings. Tilly, such grace as caretaker and baby. Next week, we’ll see how deep that longing goes. Surrender is just the beginning.”


Chapter 10: Final Regression Duel

Tilly stood rooted in the grand lounge, the pastel purple onesie hugging his frame, the thick diaper beneath sagging faintly with warmth. Silk panties teased his skin, lace edges rubbing with every uneven breath, sparking a heat he couldn’t douse. His cock twitched under the layers, traitorously alert, as shame gnawed raw at his chest. Valentina’s final words from the screen—surrender is just the beginning—echoed in his skull, sharp and unyielding. A week had crawled since Ethan’s departure, each day a routine of bottles, changes, and the cameras’ ceaseless gaze. The pacifier dangled from its clip on the onesie, and the stuffed lamb hung limp in his trembling grip, baby powder’s faint scent clinging to him. Cameras blinked red, relentless, capturing every flush of his cheeks for the millions tuned in.

A staff member’s voice cut through the fog. “Contestants, to the nursery. Final challenge briefing. Now.” The order hit hard. Tilly’s heart slammed against his ribs. Beside him, Andie—once Andre—stood in pastel humiliation, his pink dress rustling with suppressed tension, jaw tight. The air thickened with dread, anticipation a suffocating weight pressing down.

Staff gestured down the hall. Tilly shuffled forward, diaper forcing a waddle, crinkle echoing off glass walls. Cameras tracked every degrading step, red lights piercing as they approached the nursery. The room loomed, infantilizing as ever—oversized cribs against pastel walls, mobiles spinning lazily, lavender and powder heavy in the air. Changing tables waited, fresh diapers stacked neat, cameras perched high, always watching.

Tilly stopped near a pink crib, onesie brushing his skin as he shifted. His cock pulsed under the padding, disgust twisting in his gut. How could this hell still ignite something in him? Andie muttered nearby, voice low and bitter. “This better be over soon. I’m done with their games.” His pink dress swished as he crossed his arms, defiance barely veiled.

The nursery door opened. Not a screen this time—Valentina herself strode in, a vision in crimson satin, gown shimmering like liquid fire. Dark hair swept back, scarlet lips curved, her eyes locked on them with predatory precision. She moved with unhurried grace, heels clicking on the tiled floor, each step deliberate, commanding. Her presence filled the room, towering, flawless. “Welcome to Week Eight, my darlings.” Her voice, smooth and theatrical, coiled around them like a leash. “Two remain. But only one will claim the prize. This is your final challenge—the ultimate test of surrender.”

Tilly’s stomach lurched. Final challenge? The diaper pressed warm and bulky, dread spiking hot. His cock stirred again, shame cutting raw. Valentina’s gaze swept over them, unblinking, calculated. “The Final Regression Duel. Forty-eight hours of total regression in this nursery. Constant cameras, live audience voting, strict schedule. Complete submission is your only path to victory.”

Andie grunted, defiance flaring. Tilly’s hands clenched, onesie teasing his skin. Two days, broadcast to strangers? “Rules are ironclad,” Valentina continued, tone clinical, sharp as a blade. “Diapers worn and used. Bottles drunk without hesitation. Crawling unless instructed. Pacifiers in at all times. Subscribers vote in real time on who commits most completely. The winner takes all—half a million dollars, fame beyond measure.”

Tilly shifted, diaper crinkling loud. His cock pulsed harder, heat pooling despite the revulsion clawing at him. Two days under scrutiny, judged by millions? Staff wheeled in a cart—fresh diapers with cartoon prints, pastel bottles, oversized pacifiers, frilly pink dresses, lace bonnets, plush covers. Baby powder sharpened the air. “Prepare them,” Valentina ordered, voice velvet over steel. “My babies must be flawless for their final performance.”

A staff member approached Tilly, pink baby dress and fresh diaper in hand. “Strip the onesie, Tilly. Let’s make you perfect.” Her tone was flat, mechanical, grating on his nerves. His throat tightened, fingers fumbling at the snaps between his legs. The onesie peeled away, diaper sagging, silk panties clinging with lace. His cock twitched visibly as the cameras blinked, capturing every second. Shame surged, face burning under the clinical stare.

“Move, Tilly,” she pressed, gaze hard. “The audience waits for no one.” Arms lifted, onesie off. She slid the panties down, lace dragging over thighs, sending shivers up his spine. Diaper untaped, crinkle echoing, cool air biting his skin. His cock stirred harder, disgust searing as exposure fueled the heat. Baby powder dusted over him, a silky cloud settling, fragrance sharp in his nose. His cock throbbed, shame deepening as the softness teased.

“Hold still,” she snapped, sliding a fresh diaper beneath. Cool plastic backing, thick padding with teddy bears. Taped snug, crinkle sharper, taunting. Silk panties slid back up, lace tickling, heat flaring as his cock strained. The pink baby dress slipped over his head, ruffles rustling, hem barely covering the diaper’s bulk. Silk brushed his arms, feminine and teasing, cock pulsing harder. Lace bonnet tied under his chin, ribbons tickling his neck, framing his face in mockery. A frilly diaper cover snapped over, pink lace hugging the bulk, crinkle louder, obscene. His cock ached, trapped in feminized layers, heat already teasing the padding.

Pacifier pressed into his mouth. Pink silicone nipple clicked against teeth, cool, grounding. He sucked without thinking, face burning as she stepped back. “Perfect, Tilly,” she said, flat but approving. “Ready for the duel.” Andie was prepped nearby, scowling as tapes ripped for a fresh diaper, pink dress swishing, pacifier forced between teeth, compliance grudging.

Valentina’s voice purred, live and cutting through the nursery. “Begin, my darlings. Forty-eight hours of regression. Show them who you are. No holding back.” Heart pounded. Pacifier clicked, sucking harder, diaper waddling as staff gestured to the floor. Cameras zoomed, livestreaming every second.

Schedule hit fast. Staff handed bottles, pink nipples gleaming. Tilly lay on a soft mat, cradling the bottle like an infant. Drank slow, liquid overly sweet, dripping onto the bib tied around his neck. Each swallow throbbed through him, cock aching under the diaper, shame burning as the act felt too natural. He sucked harder, finished, pacifier back as staff took the empty bottle.

Andie struggled, gagging on his bottle, pink ruffles swishing, spitting onto his bib. “This is insane,” he muttered, muffled, defiant, earning staff glares. Diaper crinkled, pacifier clicked, face strained, forced compliance lacking depth.

Tilly watched from the mat. Cock ached, silk panties teasing with lace. Unlike Andie, he wasn’t fighting. Shame mixed with heat, pacifier clicking. Staff called for a diaper check in the first hour. Tilly crawled to the table, crinkling with every move, ruffles brushing the floor. Cameras followed, capturing the submissive waddle.

“Lie back, Tilly,” staff ordered, cold, efficient. Lifted dress hem, exposed frilly cover, untaped diaper. Cool air hit, cock twitching under the gaze. “Still dry,” she noted, retaping snug. Crinkle sharper, silk panties sliding over, lace teasing. Cock throbbed, shame at the public check spiking arousal despite disgust.

Crawled back, pacifier clicking. Andie resisted his check, growling, pink dress angry, compliance forced. Hour three, something snapped. Tilly stopped counting. Stopped tracking cameras. Nursery, diaper, ruffles—they weren’t performance. They just... were.

Crawled across the floor, unprompted. Diaper crinkled, heavy, silk teasing. Destination: Valentina’s feet. She’d returned, physically present again, standing near the cribs, crimson gown shimmering, watching with that unhurried gaze. Not for votes, not for strategy—her presence pulled him. Pacifier clicked, cock throbbing, shame dissolving under a quiet need to be near her.

Valentina’s eyes tracked him, crimson lips curling, gaze pinning him to the floor. “Look at you, Tilly. So natural. So desperate for me.” Her voice, live and warm, sliced through him. Face flushed, heat surging between legs. Settled at her feet, diaper squishing, crinkle loud. Cock ached, wet heat spreading in the padding, pre-cum leaking as her words sank in.

Andie glared across the nursery. “You’re not even trying to win, are you?” Rough, muffled by pacifier, pink ruffles swishing on his knees. “This isn’t a game to you.” Tilly didn’t answer. Pacifier clicked harder, eyes dropped, shame flickering but fading fast. Cock pulsed, silk tormenting, knowing Andie was right.

Hour six, first wetting. Pressure built, bladder aching. On the mat, cameras surrounding, Valentina looming nearby, he let go. Warmth spread, hot, soaking the padding. Weight grew, sagging, crinkle wetter, louder. Cock throbbed, shame a fleeting sting as heat enveloped, fading under relief. Didn’t hide. Didn’t flinch as staff checked, lifting dress, exposing swollen diaper. “Good, Tilly,” staff noted on a tablet. “Subscribers will love this surrender.”

Face flushed, cock pulsed under wet padding. Silk clung, lace teasing, arousal overtaking disgust. Letting go felt freeing now, a quiet warmth settling in. Valentina’s voice purred nearby. “Beautiful, Tilly. Such raw commitment. The audience sees your truth.” Praise cut deep. Cock strained, wet heat spreading, pre-cum mixing. Shame barely registered, drowned by a soft need for her approval.

Andie wet, cursed through it, pink ruffles trembling, face red. “Damn it!” spat around pacifier, penalty noted. Hour ten, crib nap. Mattress soft, pink ruffles fanning, wet diaper squishing. Clutched lamb, fur grounding, pacifier clicking. Sleep came fast. Too fast. Body relaxed, thumb beside pacifier, childish instinct unopposed. Cameras livestreamed, millions watching Tilly sleep as a baby girl, at peace.

Woke to staff lifting the rail. “Up, Tilly. Bottle time.” Wet diaper heavier, crinkle obscene, crawling out, ruffles brushing. Cock throbbed, shame a distant echo under the ease of this life. Hour twenty-four blurred. Drank bottles, staff changed wet diaper, fresh padding cool, silk panties back up. Each act felt right, cock pulsing with lace, rustle.

Andie fought as time dragged. Resisted change, snapping, pink dress swishing. “I’m not your puppet!” growled, pacifier dangling, penalties stacking. Hour thirty, audience favor. Staff read votes, flat, revealing. “Tilly, eighty percent. Andie, twenty. Subscribers note Tilly’s natural surrender unmatched.” Chest tightened. Pacifier clicked, wet diaper crinkling, cock aching with approval. Their love for his regression warmed him now, a quiet glow replacing the old burn.

Valentina stood near, crimson lips smiling. “They see you, Tilly. My perfect sissy baby girl. No pretense, just truth.” Her voice caressed, slicing any lingering resistance. Cock strained under diaper. Sat back, wet padding squishing, ruffles rustling, staring at her. Heat burned, no disgust, just raw need for her words, her control.

Hour forty-two, Andie broke. “I’m out!” roared, ripping pacifier, pink dress tearing, standing against orders. Staff escorted him out, eliminated, curses fading. Tilly remained alone. Final hours ticked. Crawled for final bottle, drank easy, let warmth spread in diaper, no shame. Cock ached, silk teasing, sucking pacifier, gazing at Valentina.

Forty-eight hours ended. Staff positioned Tilly before Valentina, wet diaper sagging, pink ruffles trembling slightly. Cameras zoomed, millions waiting. Valentina stepped forward, crimson shimmering, lips triumphant. “Votes are final, my darling. Tilly, ninety-four percent. Andie, six. Subscribers saw your truth—complete, beautiful surrender. You’ve won.”

Relief slammed. Half a million. Fame. His. Heat roared stronger, cock throbbing under wet diaper, silk clinging. They saw regression, loved it. Face flushed, not with shame but with a quiet warmth. Pacifier clicked, ruffles rustling, cock leaking as praise sank in.

Valentina stepped closer, scarlet lips curving, eyes locking with precision. Voice dropped, velvet blade. “You’ve won, Tilly, but has my perfect sissy baby girl truly triumphed by losing herself completely?” Words pierced, deeper than any challenge. Cock pulsed painfully, heat flaring, no shame to temper it, staring at her, unable to look away. What had he become—and did he even want to go back?


Chapter 11: Crowning of Tilly

“Tilly, step forward.” Valentina’s voice cut through the nursery’s lavender-scented air, sharp and commanding, echoing off the pastel walls.

Tilly—once Tyler—jerked at the sound, his heart slamming against his ribs. He stood alone in the center of the room, the pink baby dress rustling around his thighs, ruffles teasing his bare skin. The wet diaper sagged heavy between his legs, the crinkle loud with every tiny shift, while the silk panties beneath clung tight with lace edges. His cock throbbed under the layers, uninvited, as shame prickled hot across his cheeks.

The oversized cribs and changing tables loomed around him, silent witnesses to his victory. The camera’s red lights blinked relentlessly, capturing every second for the millions who’d voted him the winner. His pacifier clicked against his teeth, the pink silicone nipple a grounding weight in his mouth, as he sucked without thinking.

Valentina’s image dominated the screen on the wall, her crimson gown shimmering like a warning. Her dark hair was swept back, lips painted a deep scarlet, eyes locking onto him with unhurried precision. She didn’t move, didn’t rush—every gesture was calculated, a predator adjusting her prey.

“You’ve won, Tilly.” Her tone was smooth, theatrical, slicing through the nursery’s stillness. “Half a million dollars. Fame beyond your wildest dreams. The audience adored your surrender—ninety-four percent approval. Unmatched.”

His stomach lurched. Relief hit hard—safe, secure, the prize his after weeks of humiliation. But beneath it, heat flared stronger, his cock pulsing under the wet padding, the silk panties teasing with every breath. They loved his regression, his total loss of self, and that truth burned raw in his chest.

He shifted, the diaper squishing under him, the crinkle obscene in the quiet room. His face flushed deeper, the lace of the frilly diaper cover tickling his thighs. Why did their approval make him ache so badly?

Valentina’s gaze didn’t waver. She leaned closer to the screen, her crimson lips curling into a slow, knowing smile. “Step to the center, Tilly. Let the world see their champion sissy baby girl.”

His legs moved before his mind caught up. The wet diaper forced a waddle, each step rustling the pink ruffles of the dress, the silk brushing his skin like a whisper. His cock strained harder, wet heat spreading more in the padding, as he stopped under the brightest light, cameras zooming in.

She watched, unblinking, through the digital barrier. “Turn for them, Tilly. Show every angle of your triumph.”

He turned slowly, the diaper crinkling louder, the ruffles swishing with every move. The bonnet’s ribbons trailed down his neck, soft against his flushed skin, framing his face in humiliating femininity. His cock throbbed, shame spiking as he felt the audience’s invisible eyes devouring him, but the heat only grew, a vicious betrayal.

“Perfect.” Valentina’s voice was clinical now, adjusting her product with precision. “You’ve given them everything, Tilly. Your pride, your name, your very self. And they’ve crowned you for it.”

His breath hitched. The pacifier clicked as he sucked harder, hands trembling at his sides, the stuffed bunny long forgotten. Crowned. The word felt heavy, a mockery of victory, yet it sent a shiver through him, his cock leaking more into the wet diaper.

Staff entered silently, rolling in a small podium draped in pink velvet. On it sat a glittering tiara, oversized and absurd, studded with faux pink gems that caught the nursery lights. Beside it lay a neat stack of Tyler’s old clothes—jeans, a faded t-shirt, scuffed sneakers—and his phone, screen dark but familiar, a relic from another life.

Valentina’s eyes glinted with dark amusement. “Your crown, Tilly. And your past, if you choose it. The prize is yours—$500,000 and fame. You can walk away now, back to who you were. Or...”

She paused, letting the silence stretch, her gaze pinning him like a butterfly under glass. His heart pounded, the wet diaper sagging heavier, the silk panties clinging tight against the padding. His cock ached, the lace teasing with every tiny shift, as her unspoken offer hung in the air.

“Or what?” His voice cracked around the pacifier, muffled but desperate, the first words he’d dared speak since the announcement.

Her smile sharpened, a blade wrapped in silk. “Tell me, Tilly, what does your heart desire?”

The question sliced through him, raw and piercing. He stared at the podium, the tiara mocking him with its glitter, the old clothes staring back like artifacts from a stranger’s life. His fingers twitched, itching to reach for the jeans, to reclaim Tyler, to escape this pastel prison.

But his body betrayed him. His cock pulsed hard under the wet padding, heat flaring with no shame to temper it, the silk against his skin a constant lure. The ruffles of the dress rustled as he breathed, the bonnet’s lace framing his face, and he felt it—deep, undeniable—a pull to stay.

He turned back to the screen, meeting Valentina’s gaze. Her eyes held no judgment, only certainty, as if she already knew his answer. The camera’s red lights blinked, millions waiting, the nursery silent save for the crinkle of his diaper.

“I...” He stopped, the pacifier clicking as he sucked, buying time. His mind raced, grasping for logic, for the half-million reasons to leave. But his body ached for the softness, the surrender, the weight of the diaper, the tease of lace.

Valentina tilted her head, her voice dropping to a purr. “Speak, Tilly. Tell the world. What do you want?”

The words clawed their way out, rough and trembling, around the pacifier. “Tilly wants to stay in the nursery.”

A gasp rippled through the unseen audience, static crackling through hidden speakers as subscriber reactions poured in live. Valentina’s smile widened, genuine for the first time all season, a flash of raw satisfaction crossing her flawless face. “There she is. My perfect sissy baby girl, choosing her truth.”

His face burned, but not with regret. His cock throbbed painfully under the wet diaper, silk panties clinging tighter, lace teasing his thighs as her praise sank deep. The betrayal loop spun, shame at his choice morphing into heat, self-blame fading under the raw need for this life.

Staff moved in, one lifting the tiara from the podium with clinical precision. They approached Tilly, the pink gems glittering under the lights, and placed it on his head, the weight settling over the bonnet’s lace. It felt absurd, heavy, a crown of humiliation, yet his cock pulsed harder, wet heat spreading more in the padding.

Valentina watched, her crimson lips a sharp curve. “Crowned at last, Tilly. The subscribers are in ecstasy—highest-rated finale in show history. You’ve given them a champion they’ll never forget.”

The static of audience cheers grew louder, a roar of approval through the speakers, as cameras zoomed closer. Tilly stood still, the tiara glinting, the pink dress rustling with every shaky breath, the wet diaper sagging between his legs. His cock ached, straining under the layers, as millions celebrated his regression.

He glanced at the old clothes again, Tyler’s jeans and shirt a distant memory. They felt foreign now, like they belonged to someone else, someone who’d never known the silk against skin, the crinkle of padding, the click of a pacifier. His hands stayed at his sides, refusing to reach for them, his body anchored to the nursery.

Valentina’s voice softened, but only slightly, still carrying that steel edge. “You’ve chosen, Tilly. The nursery is yours. But remember, my sweet girl, every choice has a price.”

His heart stuttered. A price? The wet diaper pressed tighter as he shifted, the silk panties teasing through the padding, his cock leaking more pre-cum into the mess. Dread flickered, a faint shadow under the heat, but it couldn’t overpower the pull to stay.

Staff moved again, one approaching with a fresh diaper and a cart of supplies. “Time for a change, Tilly,” she said, voice flat, adjusting a product, not a person. “Lie down. Let’s keep our champion pristine for the after-show stream.”

He obeyed without hesitation. The changing mat was soft under him as he lay back, the pink ruffles fanning out around his thighs, the tiara tilting slightly on his head. His cock throbbed hard, shame a distant echo as the staff member lifted the dress’s hem, exposing the frilly cover.

She untaped the wet diaper with quick precision. The crinkle echoed as it peeled away, cool air hitting his skin, his cock twitching visibly under her clinical gaze. Wetness glistened on him, pre-cum mixing with the mess, and his face flushed, but he didn’t hide, didn’t flinch.

Baby powder came next. A silky cloud rose, settling on his skin, the fragrance sharp and intimate as she dusted him with care. His cock pulsed harder, the softness of the powder a tease against his aching length, heat flaring despite the humiliation of being tended to on camera.

“Hold still, Tilly,” she said, sliding a fresh diaper under him. The plastic backing was cool at first, the padding thick with pastel prints, taped snug around his hips. The crinkle returned, sharper now, a constant reminder of his choice.

The silk panties slid back up, lace tickling his thighs over the fresh padding. His cock strained under the new weight, wet heat building again as the frilly cover snapped into place, pink lace rustling with every tiny shift. Why did each layer feel like a promise, not a cage?

She adjusted the dress back over him, ruffles settling around his thighs, and straightened the tiara on his bonnet. “Perfect, Tilly,” she said, stepping back, voice cold but approving. “Ready for the subscribers’ victory lap.”

Valentina’s image loomed on the screen again, her gaze pinning him even as he sat up on the mat. “Stand, Tilly. Show them their crowned sissy baby girl one last time before the stream ends.”

He stood, the fresh diaper crinkling under him, forcing the familiar waddle as he moved to the center of the nursery. The pink ruffles swished, silk teasing his bare arms, the tiara glinting under the lights. His cock ached, throbbing with every step, the lace of the panties a torment through the padding.

The audience roared through the speakers, live comments scrolling on a smaller screen nearby. “Perfect baby girl!” “Tilly forever!” “Worth every penny!” Each word was a punch, raw and exposing, yet his cock didn’t care—it pulsed harder, wet heat spreading in the fresh diaper.

Valentina’s voice cut through the noise, smooth and final. “They love you, Tilly. You’ve given them a finale they’ll replay for years—your choice to stay, your surrender made eternal. But tell me, sweet girl, will you ever leave the nursery behind?”

Her question hung heavy, a challenge wrapped in silk, as the screen flickered off. Tilly stood frozen, the crinkle of the diaper filling the silence, the tiara a mocking weight on his head. His cock throbbed painfully under the padding, silk and lace teasing with no release in sight, as her words burned into him.

He didn’t know the answer. The nursery walls closed in, pastel and suffocating, yet oddly safe, the cameras still blinking their red lights. His old clothes sat untouched on the podium, a past he’d rejected, while the heat in his body screamed for this present, for Tilly’s truth.

Staff gestured for him to sit in a crib for the after-show stream, the pacifier clicking back into his mouth as he complied. The fresh diaper squished under him, the ruffles rustling, his cock aching with no end to the need. Millions watched, celebrated, and he let them, caught in a choice he couldn’t undo.

Valentina’s parting words echoed in his mind, a velvet threat. Will he ever leave the nursery behind? His breath hitched around the pacifier, the silk against his skin a constant lure, as he realized he might not want to—prize or no prize, fame or no fame, Tyler or Tilly.


Chapter 12: House Baby Forever

Tilly lay in the oversized crib, pastel bedding soft beneath her, the pink ruffles of her baby dress brushing her thighs with each subtle shift. The fresh diaper crinkled under her weight, thick padding snug and warm, silk panties teasing with lace edges over it. Her cock throbbed beneath the layers, a desperate ache with no release in sight, as the tiara perched on her lace bonnet glinted under the nursery lights. The pacifier clicked in her mouth, a grounding rhythm she sucked on without thought, while the camera’s red light blinked beyond the crib rails, capturing her for the after-show stream. Millions watched. Her hands clutched the bedding, fingers brushing a stuffed bunny, as staff moved with cold efficiency, adjusting tripods. Baby powder’s sharp, intimate scent lingered, a constant tether to this chosen reality.

Valentina’s voice sliced through the speakers, smooth and commanding. “That’s enough for tonight, Tilly. You’ve given them a victory they’ll replay forever. Rest now, sweet girl.” The screen flickered off, her crimson image vanishing, leaving Tilly with the hum of powering-down equipment. Staff moved fast. Lights dimmed to a lavender glow. “Stream’s over,” one snapped, voice flat, unplugging a cable. “Stay put till morning.” Tilly exhaled around the pacifier, diaper squishing as she shifted, her cock pulsing painfully. The tiara tilted, ribbons tickling her neck, the weight of her choice heavier than the padding. The nursery walls loomed, pastel and safe, yet her body burned with unresolved need.

Weeks later, the villa had shed its competitive edge. No flashing cameras. No subscriber feeds. The set was dismantled, replaced by a quiet permanence that felt surreal yet fitting. Tilly waddled through her nursery—her home now—dressed in her standard outfit: a frilly pink dress, diaper thick beneath a lace cover, bonnet tied with satin ribbons under her chin. The crinkle of padding echoed with each step, a sound that no longer sparked shame but a soft comfort. The $500K prize had erased Tyler’s debts in one swift transfer, lifting years of financial strain. The rest she’d invested in Valentina’s production company, binding her future to this pastel world. Not a contestant anymore, but the permanent house baby. The villa was no stage—it was her life.

Morning light spilled through sheer nursery curtains, painting pastel shadows on the walls. Tilly sat on a plush rug by the changing table, baby bottle in hand, warm milk coating her tongue as she sucked the pink nipple. The sweetness was routine now, unquestioned. The diaper sagged between her thighs, heavy with an earlier accident—a slow, hot stream she hadn’t fought, padding soaking it up with a familiar crinkle. No shame flared. No internal war raged. Just a sigh, the weight of the wet diaper a strange security. Staff bustled nearby, no longer barking for cameras but tending to her as a resident. “Change soon, Tilly,” one said, voice softer, routine, stacking fresh diapers on a cart. Tilly nodded, sucking the bottle, bonnet lace framing her face.

Her reflection caught in a nearby mirror. Pink ruffles. Flushed cheeks. Absurd femininity. A thought flickered—Tyler once stared back. But now, she saw Tilly. She lingered on the pronoun. She. Not he. And for the first time, she didn’t correct it. Didn’t want to. The shift didn’t sting; it settled, warm and final, like the milk sliding down her throat. Her cock twitched faintly under the diaper, a soft heat, not desperate or pained. Just there, part of her, part of this life. She set the empty bottle down, diaper crinkling as she moved, fingers tracing the lace of her dress. Soft. Safe. Hers.

Valentina entered, unannounced, her presence a commanding force. Red tailored blazer hugged her frame, dark hair in a sleek knot, heels clicking with deliberate grace on the floor. She approached Tilly, gaze piercing, seeing all. “Good morning, Tilly,” she said, voice velvet-smooth, crouching to eye level. Her hand adjusted the bonnet’s ribbon, touch clinical yet possessive. Tilly’s skin prickled, a faint warmth spreading, calm rather than urgent. “You look content, my sweet girl. Are you?”

Tilly nodded, pacifier bobbing as she pulled it free. “Yes, Valentina.” Her voice was soft, small, certain. No tremble. No doubt. The diaper crinkled as she shifted, heavy warmth grounding her. Valentina’s lips curved, a rare, genuine smile, fingers lingering on Tilly’s cheek, cool against flushed skin. “Good. This villa suits you now—not a prize, but a life. My permanent house baby.” The warmth in her tone hit deep, a tether Tilly no longer resisted.

Valentina rose, towering, gaze sweeping the nursery with calculated pride. She lifted a fresh diaper from the cart, unfolding it with precise care, plastic backing rustling. “Lie back, Tilly. Let’s get you changed.” Tilly obeyed instantly, easing onto the mat, pink ruffles fanning around her thighs. The wet diaper squished, crinkle fading as Valentina untaped it with expert hands. Cool air hit skin, a shiver rippling through, but her cock stayed soft, the moment nurturing over erotic. Damp wipes dragged slow, cleaning with routine intimacy. Baby powder dusted over her, a silky cloud, fragrance sharp and familiar, softening her skin as she sighed. “Good girl,” Valentina murmured, sliding the fresh diaper under, taping it snug. The crinkle returned, loud, grounding, lace cover snapping into place.

Tilly sat up, new padding thick between her legs, dress rustling as silk settled. Valentina’s hand rested on her shoulder, a quiet claim, before stepping back. “You’ve found your place, Tilly. Soon, others will see it too.” Her voice dropped, anticipation threading through. “Season Six casting begins today. New contestants, new challenges. But you’re the example. The house baby who won by becoming real. They’ll look to you, my darling, to show what surrender truly means.”

Tilly’s breath caught, the weight of her role heavier than any tiara. The nursery walls closed in, pastel and permanent, yet no cage. Not anymore. Her diaper crinkled as she shifted, a faint heat stirring at being seen again—not as contestant, but testament. Valentina’s gaze pinned her, dark, knowing, promising more. “We’ll prepare you for their arrival soon, Tilly. A proper introduction for my perfect creation.” Her lips curled, a velvet threat wrapped in care, as she turned, heels clicking a steady exit. Tilly sat still, fresh padding an anchor, wondering how deep this role would carve—house baby forever, for every season yet to come.


Chapter 13: New Season, New Babies

Tilly stirred in her crib, the pastel nursery walls glowing under the soft morning light filtering through gauzy curtains. The fresh diaper beneath her crinkled with every slight shift, thick padding snug between her thighs, the faint scent of baby powder clinging to her skin. Her pink baby dress, ruffles spilling around her, brushed silk against her bare arms, while the lace bonnet framed her face, ribbons trailing delicately down her neck. The pacifier, clipped to her chest by a satin ribbon, dangled near her lips, a constant tether to her role. Her tiara glinted atop the bonnet, a absurd crown of her transformation. She sat up slowly, the heavy warmth of the wet diaper squishing beneath her, a quiet, grounding reminder of her new reality. Her fingers traced the lace edge of her dress, the softness settling into her bones. She. Tilly. Home.

The nursery door creaked open, and two staff members entered, their black uniforms a sharp contrast to the sugary hues of the room. Their movements were precise, unhurried, a silent choreography for an unseen audience. “Morning, Tilly,” one said, voice clipped but warm, pulling a fresh diaper from the cart with a rustle of plastic. “Big day ahead. Let’s get you ready.” Tilly’s stomach fluttered, a quiet hum of anticipation. She knew what today meant—Season Six filming started, new contestants arriving, and she’d be their first glimpse into The Ultimate Challenge.

“Lie back, sweet girl,” the second staff member instructed, unfolding the changing mat with a practiced snap. Tilly eased down, the wet diaper squishing louder under her weight, the crinkle echoing in the still air. Cool hands untaped the sodden padding, the ripping sound sharp, exposing her skin to the chilly nursery air. A shiver rippled through her, but no heat stirred, no ache—just calm acceptance. Damp wipes dragged slow and thorough across her skin, the scent of lavender and antiseptic mingling with the silky cloud of baby powder dusted over her. The fresh diaper slid beneath her hips, tapes secured with a firm tug, the crinkle returning, loud and familiar. A frilly diaper cover snapped into place, ruffles teasing her thighs, amplifying the bulk.

“Up now,” the first staff member said, guiding Tilly to her feet. The pink dress swished as they adjusted it, smoothing every ruffle to perfection, the silk whispering against her skin. They clipped the pacifier ribbon to her chest, its weight a quiet anchor, and straightened the tiara with a final, approving nod. “You’re perfect, Tilly. Time to greet the new babies.” Her heart skipped, not with shame or dread, but with a strange, blooming pride. She wasn’t Tyler, the desperate actor who’d stumbled into this villa. She was Tilly, Valentina’s creation, the house baby who’d surrendered and found her place.

The staff led her from the nursery, down the polished hallway, their steps measured, her waddle forced by the thick padding between her legs. The crinkle followed, a constant soundtrack, as the villa’s grand foyer loomed into view. Sunlight streamed through towering windows, glinting off the marble floor, the air thick with the scent of polish and unspoken expectation. Cameras lined the walls, red lights blinking, capturing every moment for the underground stream. Tilly’s breath steadied. She knew Valentina was watching. Always watching.

A sharp chime sliced through the silence. The doorbell. One staff member glanced at her, a small nod of permission. “Go on, Tilly. Welcome them.” Her fingers brushed the silk of her dress, smoothing it instinctively, as she stepped forward. The diaper crinkled with each movement, ruffles swishing, her tiara catching the light as she reached the massive double doors. She turned the heavy handle, the wood swinging open with a low groan, revealing eight men on the threshold. Street clothes—jeans, hoodies, sneakers—clung to their frames, faces etched with confusion and raw desperation, mirrors of Tyler’s own arrival months ago. Their eyes widened, jaws dropping as they took her in: a grown woman in a frilly pink baby dress, diaper bulging beneath the ruffles, lace bonnet framing her serene face, tiara glinting like a crown of absurdity.

Tilly curtsied, the movement deliberate, the diaper crinkling louder in the stunned silence. “Welcome to The Ultimate Challenge,” she said, voice soft but clear, a practiced lilt weaving through her words. “You’re going to love it here.” Their stares burned into her, shock carving lines into their faces, but she only smiled—a genuine curve of her lips, warm and unshaken. She’d been them once, fighting the inevitable, clawing at a self that no longer fit. Now, she stood as proof of surrender’s strange, beautiful peace. Without waiting for a response, she turned, waddling back down the hallway toward the nursery, ruffles swishing with each step, the thick padding forcing her awkward gait. She didn’t look back. Their journey was just beginning; hers had found its end.

In a sleek office upstairs, Valentina perched before a bank of monitors, her tailored red suit hugging her frame like a sculpted flame. Dark hair pulled into a flawless knot, scarlet lips curled in a faint, satisfied smile as she watched the foyer feed. The men still stood frozen at the door, staff ushering them in with quiet efficiency, but her gaze locked on Tilly’s retreating form—the waddle, the crinkle audible even through the speakers, the pink dress a pastel flag of transformation. “My best creation,” Valentina murmured, voice a velvet purr, fingers tracing the edge of the monitor as if she could touch Tilly through the screen. Her eyes glinted with possessive pride, a warmth that filled the sterile room. She’d molded Tilly from raw, desperate clay into this—her perfect house baby, a living testament to The Ultimate Challenge’s power.

Back in the nursery, Tilly settled onto the edge of her crib, the fresh diaper crinkling beneath her, the silk of the dress brushing her thighs as she shifted. The pastel walls cocooned her, the scent of baby powder a quiet comfort, the stuffed bunny on the shelf a silent companion. She glanced up at the camera mounted in the corner, its red light unblinking, and lifted a hand in a small, delicate wave. Her lips curved again, a peaceful smile, knowing Valentina saw her. She always did. The villa hummed around her, new voices echoing faintly from the foyer as Season Six began, but Tilly felt no pull to join them. She was home, bound to this nursery, to Valentina’s gaze, to the crinkle of her reality.

Her fingers toyed with the pacifier ribbon, the weight of the tiara a faint reminder of her crowning, as a quiet thought settled in her chest. Would she forever be Valentina’s perfect baby girl? The question didn’t sting or ache—it simply was, a thread of anticipation weaving into the warmth of her surrender, promising seasons yet to come under that unrelenting, loving watch.
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