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Chapter 1: The Deal is Struck

Liam slumped in his creaky gaming chair, the eviction notice crumpled on his cluttered desk. His apartment was a mess of empty energy drink cans and ramen wrappers, the faint buzz of his ancient PC the only sound breaking the silence. The Twitch stream on his second monitor showed a pathetic 12 viewers, the chat dead as a graveyard.

He rubbed his face, fingers dragging through messy, unwashed hair. Twenty-five, drowning in debt, and now this — a red-stamped paper screaming “30 days” before he’s out on the street. His pride, the last thing he had, burned bitter in his chest.

The chat pinged. A single message from an account called “DominaKiraSponsor.” It read: “$50K for a 30-day challenge. Interested?”

His heart stuttered. Fifty grand. That wasn’t just rent — that was freedom, a reset, a chance to rebuild his failing stream into something real.

He typed back, fingers shaky. “What’s the catch?”

The reply was instant. “Sign the contract. Details after. Check your DMs.”

A file appeared in his inbox, a dense PDF labeled “30-Day Challenge Agreement.” He scrolled past pages of legalese, eyes hunting for the dollar amount. There it was — $50,000, wired upon completion.

He didn’t read the penalty clauses. Why would he? This was his lifeline.

His mouse hovered over the “Sign” button. A flicker of doubt, quickly smothered by desperation. He clicked.

A new message popped up. “Good boy. Package arriving in one hour. Unpack it live on stream tomorrow. Don’t disappoint.”

Good boy. The words stung, a weird jab at his ego. But for fifty grand, he’d swallow it.

He leaned back, staring at the ceiling. The stream ticked down to 11 viewers. Pathetic.

An hour later, a sharp knock rattled his thin apartment door. He dragged himself up, bones heavy with exhaustion. A plain brown box sat outside, no return address, just his name scrawled in sharp black marker.

He hauled it inside, dropping it on the desk with a dull thud. The weight felt... off. Too light for equipment, too heavy for just papers.

Curiosity clawed at him. He grabbed a dull kitchen knife, slicing through the tape. The flaps popped open, and he froze.

Inside, folded neatly, was a stack of thick, white adult diapers, the plastic backing glinting under his desk lamp. Next to them, a bottle of baby powder, a pale pink onesie with ruffles at the hem, and a small note on crisp white paper. His stomach twisted.

He lifted the note with trembling fingers. It read: “Day 1 starts tomorrow. Don’t disappoint your audience. — Domina Kira.”

His face burned. A sick joke? No, this was the challenge — some weird, humiliating stunt for views.

He reached into the box, fingers brushing the diaper on top. The plastic crinkled under his touch, loud in the quiet room. A shiver ran down his spine.

He dropped it like it burned. No way. Not for any amount of money.

But fifty grand. The eviction notice glared from the corner of his desk. He had no choice.

He picked up the diaper again, slower this time. The crinkle echoed, obscene, mocking. His jaw clenched tight.

The baby powder sat there, innocent-looking, but the faint scent of it hit him when he nudged the cap. A soft, sweet cloud rose, dusting the air. It smelled like surrender.

He unfolded the onesie next. Pink, so aggressively pink, with little white hearts dotting the fabric. The ruffles screamed femininity, a slap to everything he was.

His cock twitched. He hated it. Hated the traitorous heat creeping low in his gut.

No. He shoved the onesie back into the box. This was just a job, a means to an end.

But the diaper stayed in his hand. He couldn’t stop touching it, tracing the plastic edges. The bulk felt... wrong, yet heavy with promise.

He squeezed his eyes shut. Tomorrow. He’d figure it out tomorrow.

The chat pinged again. “DominaKiraSponsor: Unpack it now, Liam. Let’s see what you’ve agreed to.”

Her voice wasn’t there, not really, but he heard it in his head — smooth, commanding, amused. His cheeks flamed hotter. He typed back, “Tomorrow. As agreed.”

Another ping. “Don’t test me. Open it fully. Show me you understand.”

Show her? She wasn’t even here. But the weight of her words pressed down, invisible and unyielding.

He sighed, dragging the box closer. Fine. He’d humor her.

He pulled out the stack of diapers, laying them on the desk. The crinkle filled the room, each movement a tiny humiliation. His breath hitched.

The powder bottle came next. He twisted the cap off fully, and a puff of white dust floated up, settling on his fingers. The scent wrapped around him, cloying and inescapable.

The onesie last. He held it up, the ruffles catching the dim light. His reflection in the monitor showed a skinny, tired man clutching something so absurdly girly it didn’t compute.

His cock stirred again, harder this time. He cursed under his breath. What the hell was wrong with him?

He dropped the onesie, hands shaking. The chat was silent, but he felt her watching through the screen somehow. Judging. Smirking.

Another message. “Good start. Tomorrow, the camera turns on. Wear it, or the deal’s off.”

Wear it. His stomach dropped. No way she meant... all of it.

But the contract loomed in his mind. He hadn’t read the fine print. What if backing out cost more than he could pay?

He sat back down, staring at the pile of infantile shame on his desk. The diapers seemed to mock him, their plastic sheen a promise of degradation. The onesie’s pink burned into his vision.

He touched the diaper again. Couldn’t stop himself. The crinkle was a sound he’d never forget.

His fingers lingered on the tapes. What would it feel like, just for a second? No one would know.

He shook his head hard. No. He wasn’t that desperate.

Yet. The word hung there, unspoken but heavy. Fifty grand was a lot of desperation.

He shoved everything back into the box, except one diaper. That stayed on the desk, a silent dare. He couldn’t look away.

The eviction notice rustled as he shifted. Reality slammed back. He had no other options.

Tomorrow. The word pulsed in his skull. Tomorrow, he’d turn on the camera.

He imagined it already — the chat exploding, strangers laughing, donations rolling in for every second of his humiliation. His face burned at the thought. His cock, traitor that it was, throbbed harder.

He grabbed the diaper, just to move it, just to hide it. The plastic crinkled under his grip, loud as a shout. Warmth crept up his neck.

He tossed it into the box finally, slamming the lid shut. But the sound lingered. So did the scent of powder on his hands.

He sat there, staring at nothing. The stream ticked to 10 viewers. Even they didn’t care yet.

But tomorrow, they would. Tomorrow, Domina Kira would make sure of it. Her invisible leash already tugged at him.

He typed into the chat, a weak defiance. “I’m not wearing that crap. Contract or not.”

The reply came fast. “Oh, Liam. You’ll wear it. And you’ll beg for more.”

Beg. The word hit like a punch. He hated how it made his pulse race.

He turned off the monitor, the screen going black. But the box sat there, a ticking bomb on his desk. Tomorrow loomed.

He lay down on his lumpy mattress, staring at the ceiling again. Sleep wouldn’t come. Not with that crinkle echoing in his memory.

His hand drifted down, brushing over his jeans. He was hard, humiliatingly so. He didn’t touch himself — wouldn’t give in.

But the thought of that diaper, the onesie, the chat watching... it wouldn’t leave. Kira’s words looped in his head. “You’ll beg for more.”

He rolled over, face buried in the pillow. Fifty grand. That’s all this was.

Right? Doubt gnawed at him. What had he signed up for?

The box seemed to stare at him from across the room. The faint scent of powder lingered in the air. It felt like a trap already closing.

He thought of the stream, the camera, the inevitable moment tomorrow when he’d have to open that box again. In front of everyone. His stomach churned.

His cock didn’t care. It pressed against the mattress, aching with a need he refused to name. Pathetic.

He clenched his fists. He’d do it. One day at a time, for the money.

But Kira’s message burned behind his closed eyes. “Don’t disappoint your audience.” He already knew he wouldn’t.

Morning came too fast. He dragged himself up, eyes gritty from no sleep. The box waited, unchanged, a silent threat.

He checked his phone. A new message from DominaKiraSponsor. “Camera on at 10 AM. Be ready.”

Be ready. His heart thudded. Ready for what, exactly?

He glanced at the eviction notice one last time. No choice. No way out.

He moved to the desk, fingers hovering over the box. The crinkle of the tape as he’d opened it yesterday replayed in his mind. His breath came shorter.

He lifted the lid again. The diapers sat there, pristine, waiting. So did the onesie, pink and damning.

His hand brushed the plastic of the top diaper. That sound again — sharp, humiliating, undeniable. His cock twitched in his boxers.

He pulled back, cursing himself. This wasn’t him. He wasn’t... whatever this was.

But the clock ticked closer to 10 AM. The camera sat on its tripod, a silent judge. The stream would start soon.

He imagined the chat filling up, strangers typing their mockery. “Loser.” “Baby boy.” Worse.

His face flamed. He couldn’t do this. Could he?

The phone buzzed again. “Five minutes. Don’t make me cancel the deal.”

Cancel. The word was a knife. Fifty grand, gone.

He grabbed the diaper, just to hold it, just to prove he could put it down again. The crinkle was louder in the morning silence. His fingers tightened.

The powder bottle caught his eye. He unscrewed the cap, a small puff escaping. The scent hit him, soft and suffocating.

He set it down fast. Too much. Too real.

But the onesie... he lifted it again, the ruffles soft under his calloused hands. It wasn’t just babyish — it was girly, aggressively so. A double punch to his manhood.

His cock strained harder. He hated it. Hated himself.

The clock hit 9:58 AM. Two minutes. His heart raced.

He dropped the onesie, stepping back. He’d figure out a way to fake this, to play along without really doing it. Right?

The phone buzzed one last time. “Camera on. Now. Let’s see my little streamer shine.”

Little streamer. The words stung, patronizing and sharp. But they pulled at something deeper, something he didn’t want to name.

He moved to the camera, hand shaking as he hit the power button. The red light blinked on. It was time.

The stream started, the viewer count climbing slowly. 12. 15. 20. They were watching.

He sat in the chair, the box just out of frame. He’d show it, explain it as a joke, laugh it off. That was the plan.

But Kira’s messages, her tone, her control — they lingered. He felt her presence through the screen, through the chat, through the contract he hadn’t read. She owned this moment already.

The chat pinged. “Show us the package, man!” “What’s the challenge?” “Don’t be a coward.”

Coward. The word bit deep. He reached for the box.

He pulled out the diaper first, holding it up for the camera. The crinkle was deafening through his cheap mic. His face burned scarlet.

Chat exploded. “WTF?!” “Is that a diaper?” “Bro, no way!”

He forced a laugh, weak and hollow. “Yeah, uh, weird sponsor thing. Just a prank, guys.”

Another ping. Private message from DominaKiraSponsor. “Put it on. Or the deal’s off.”

Put it on. His stomach dropped to the floor. No. No way.

But the chat kept rolling. “Do it!” “$5 if you wear it!” “C’mon, don’t back out now!”

Donations started trickling in. $5. $10. Each tied to a demand. “Wear the diaper, loser!”

His hands shook. Fifty grand. He couldn’t lose it.

He looked at the diaper in his grip. The plastic felt slick, damning. The crinkle mocked him with every tiny shift.

His cock was hard. Painfully so. He hated how it pressed against his jeans, betraying him already.

He typed into the private chat. “I’m not wearing it. This is insane.”

Her reply was instant. “You signed. Wear it, or I leak the contract terms. Publicly.”

Leak. The threat hung heavy. What terms? What had he missed?

The chat kept pushing. “Do it, baby boy!” “$20 if you put it on now!” Viewer count hit 50.

His breath came fast. He couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe.

He stood, turning away from the camera. Just for a second, just to think. But the diaper stayed in his hand.

The crinkle followed him. Loud. Unavoidable.

He glanced at the onesie in the box. Pink. Ruffled. A second layer of shame waiting for him.

His cock leaked a little, a damp spot forming in his boxers. He bit his lip hard. Pathetic.

The clock ticked past 10:05 AM. The stream was live. There was no turning back.

He faced the camera again, diaper still clutched tight. The chat roared for more. Kira’s invisible smirk pressed down on him.

Tomorrow was supposed to be the start. But tomorrow was now. And he was already caught.


Chapter 2: First Diaper Live

Liam sat frozen in his gaming chair, the diaper still clutched in his sweaty palms. The camera’s red light blinked like a predator’s eye. Viewer count ticked up—78, 79, 80.

His cheap headset crackled with static. The chat scrolled faster than he could read. “Put it on, coward!” “$10 says he chickens out!” “Baby boy, let’s go!”

His stomach churned. Fifty grand. He couldn’t lose it.

The diaper’s plastic backing felt slick against his skin, mocking him with every tiny shift. That crinkle. It was louder than his heartbeat.

He glanced at the box again. The pink onesie peeked out, ruffles taunting him. A double shame—baby and girl.

His cock throbbed in his boxers. Traitor. He bit his lip until it stung.

A private ping sliced through the chaos. DominaKiraSponsor. “Lose the boxers. Baby girls don’t wear big boy underwear.”

His breath caught. Baby girls. The words hit like a slap.

He typed back, fingers fumbling. “I’m not doing this. Not on stream.”

Her reply was instant. “You signed. Do it, or the contract leaks. Every humiliating detail.”

Leak. His mind spun. What details? What had he agreed to?

The chat roared louder. “Strip, loser!” “$15 if you drop the pants!” Viewer count hit 100.

His hands shook as he stood, turning his back to the camera. Just a second. Just to think.

But the diaper stayed in his grip. Crinkle. Crinkle. A sound he couldn’t escape.

He faced the camera again, cheeks burning scarlet. “Alright, fine. It’s just a joke, guys.”

His fingers hesitated at his jeans. The button popped. Zipper rasped down.

He shoved the denim to his knees, boxers still on. The chat wasn’t satisfied. “All the way!” “Don’t half-ass it!”

Another ping from Kira. “Boxers too. Now.”

His jaw clenched. No. But his hands moved anyway.

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband. Pushed down. Cool air hit his skin.

His cock sprang free, hard and humiliating. A damp spot already stained the fabric. Pathetic.

He stepped out of the boxers, kicking them aside. Naked from the waist down. Viewer count jumped—150, 200.

The diaper dangled in his hand. Plastic rustled as he unfolded it. The sound echoed through his mic.

He held it up, awkward and exposed. “See? Just a stupid prop.”

Kira’s voice purred through his earpiece, smooth and commanding. “Put it on, sweetheart. Show them who you are.”

Sweetheart. His skin crawled. But his cock twitched harder.

The chat exploded again. “Wear it!” “$20 if you tape it up!” Donations pinged—$5, $10, $25.

He couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. Fifty grand.

He lowered the diaper, spreading it out on the chair. The padding looked thick, absorbent. Obscene.

He stepped closer, thighs brushing the edge. Plastic crinkled under his weight as he sat on it. Cold at first, then warming to his skin.

His hands fumbled with the tapes. Left side first. Rip, stick.

Right side next. Rip, stick. The diaper hugged his hips, bulk forcing his thighs apart.

He stood slowly. The padding shifted, crinkling with every tiny move. A waddle he couldn’t hide.

His cock pressed against the inside, trapped in soft, humiliating confinement. Heat pulsed there. He hated it.

Viewer count hit 500. Chat went feral. “Holy shit, he did it!” “Look at that waddle!” “Baby boy for real!”

His face burned hotter. He wanted to disappear. But the camera saw everything.

Kira’s voice returned, a velvet blade in his ear. “Turn around. Let them see the full picture.”

He hesitated. Turn around? No way.

But the chat demanded it. “Spin, baby!” “$30 for a twirl!” Donations kept coming.

He turned, slow and stiff. The diaper crinkled louder, plastic backing catching the light. His ass looked absurdly padded, cartoonish.

Laughter filled the chat. “Damn, that’s thick!” “He’s got a diaper booty!” “What a loser!”

Tears pricked his eyes. Not from sadness. From raw, searing shame.

His cock leaked a little, dampening the padding. He felt it—warm, slick, betraying him again. Disgusting.

Kira’s tone softened, but the edge remained. “Good girl. You’re doing so well for Mommy.”

Mommy. The word punched low, twisting something inside him. He didn’t answer.

The chat latched onto it. “Call her Mommy!” “Say it, baby girl!” “$50 if you say Mommy!”

He shook his head, lips tight. No. He wouldn’t.

But Kira pressed. “Say it, sweetheart. Let them hear your pretty voice.”

His throat burned. Viewer count climbed—800, 900. Donations hit $200 total.

“Fine,” he muttered, barely audible. “Mommy.”

Louder pings. “We can’t hear you!” “Scream it, sissy!” “$10 more for a real try!”

He swallowed hard. “Mommy,” he said, louder this time. The word tasted wrong, heavy on his tongue.

Kira chuckled softly in his ear. “That’s my good sissy. Keep going.”

Good sissy. His stomach flipped. His cock throbbed harder inside the diaper.

He sat back in the chair, the padding squishing under him. Every move crinkled, a constant reminder. He couldn’t escape the sound.

The chat wasn’t done. “Put on the girly stuff!” “Where’s the pink thing?” “Dress him up!”

His eyes flicked to the box. The onesie. Pink, ruffled, waiting.

Kira’s voice guided him. “Go on. Baby girls need their pretty clothes.”

He reached for it, fingers trembling. The fabric was soft, silky. Too soft for a man like him.

He held it up for the camera. Ruffles fluttered. Chat went wild again.

“Put it on!” “$40 for the full look!” Viewer count broke 1,200.

He unfolded the onesie, stepping into the leg holes. The diaper crinkled underneath as he pulled it up. The pink fabric stretched over the padding, ruffles framing his hips.

He snapped the crotch closed, each click a nail in his dignity. The onesie hugged tight, showing every bulge of the diaper. A walking parody.

His reflection caught in the monitor. Pink. Padded. Not a man anymore.

His cheeks flamed hotter than ever. Tears threatened again. He blinked them back.

His cock didn’t care. It pressed against the diaper, leaking more. Warmth spread inside the padding, a secret shame no one could see.

Kira’s voice was warm now, almost maternal. “Look at you, my little princess. So cute for the camera.”

Princess. He wanted to scream. But his body responded anyway.

The chat ate it up. “Princess, haha!” “She’s adorable!” “$50 says she wets herself next!”

Wets herself. His breath hitched. No. Never.

But the thought lingered. Warmth. Release. His cock pulsed at the idea.

He shifted in the chair, diaper crinkling louder. The bulk forced his thighs apart, a constant reminder of his new reality. He couldn’t sit like a man anymore.

Viewer count hit 1,500. Donations passed $500. The numbers were dizzying.

Kira’s tone shifted, a smirk in her words. “Let’s give them a little show, baby girl. Wiggle for your fans.”

Wiggle. His mind blanked. No fucking way.

But the chat demanded it. “Wiggle that diaper butt!” “$20 for a dance!” “Shake it, princess!”

He stood, legs shaky. The diaper sagged slightly, heavy between his thighs. Crinkle. Crinkle.

He moved his hips, just a little. A pathetic sway. The plastic rustled obnoxiously loud.

Laughter erupted in the chat. “OMG, look at her!” “What a sissy!” “$30 for more!”

His face burned so hot he thought it might melt. Humiliation seared through him. But his cock wouldn’t stop.

Kira purred again. “Good girl. They love their little streamer.”

Little streamer. The nickname from yesterday, now a weapon. It stuck.

Viewer count broke 2,000 by the end of the first hour. Two thousand strangers watching him waddle in a diaper and pink onesie. Two thousand people seeing him as... this.

He sat again, the padding squishing under him. His hands gripped the chair arms, knuckles white. How had it come to this?

His cock leaked more, the warmth spreading further inside the diaper. He felt it, slick and damning. A secret no one knew—yet.

Kira’s voice came one last time, smooth as silk. “Smile for them, sweetheart. They’re already in love with you.”

Smile. He forced it, lips trembling. The camera caught every second.

The chat kept rolling. “She’s blushing!” “What a cute baby girl!” “$100 if you wet on stream!”

Wet on stream. His heart pounded. No. Not that.

But the viewer count kept climbing—2,100, 2,200. Donations hit $800. The numbers were a trap, pulling him deeper.

He stared at the screen, the pink of his onesie reflecting back at him. How far would this go? How far would they push?

Kira didn’t speak again. She didn’t need to. The chat was her voice now, thousands strong.

His diaper crinkled as he shifted, the bulk a constant weight. His cock throbbed inside, a traitor to the end. He was caught, live for the world to see.

And tomorrow, he knew, would be worse. Much worse. The thought made his stomach twist—and his body ache.

He didn’t turn off the camera. Not yet. The numbers kept climbing, and so did the demands.

The stream rolled on. Crinkle. Crinkle. A sound he’d never escape.

His smile wavered, but he held it. For them. For her.

For fifty grand—and whatever came next.


Chapter 3: Punishment Wheel Spins

Liam slouched in his gaming chair, the pink onesie clinging to his skin like a second shame. The diaper underneath crinkled with every twitch of his legs. Bulk between his thighs forced them apart, a constant, humiliating spread he couldn’t escape.

He stared at the monitor. Viewer count: 3,400. A new high—and a new low.

The chat scrolled faster than he could read. “Look at the little sissy!” “$20 for a diaper check!” “Call yourself princess, now!” Each message stabbed deeper than the last.

His cheeks burned. Not just from the words, but from the weight of it all. Three days in, and he was already crumbling.

His cock, though—traitor as always—pressed hard against the diaper’s padding. A secret throb, hidden by the thick plastic. But the warmth of pre-cum leaked anyway, slick inside the confinement.

Kira’s voice crackled through his headset, smooth and inescapable. “Good morning, baby girl. Ready for today’s fun?”

He swallowed hard. Fun. Right.

The chat exploded again. “What’s the fun?!” “Make her cry!” “$50 for something good!” Donations ticked up—already $200 before noon.

Kira chuckled, low and amused. “Oh, they’re eager. Let’s not keep them waiting.”

Liam’s stomach twisted. His hands gripped the chair arms, knuckles paling. Whatever came next, he wasn’t ready.

“They’ve earned a little game, sweetheart.” Her tone dripped with maternal mockery. “Introducing... the Punishment Wheel.”

Punishment Wheel. The words hit like a slap. His breath caught.

A graphic popped up on his stream overlay—a spinning wheel, segmented with punishments, each more degrading than the last. ‘Baby Bottle Meals.’ ‘Diaper Dance.’ ‘Public Waddle.’ His eyes widened, scanning the options.

The chat went feral. “Spin it!” “$10 to spin!” “I want Baby Bottle!” Donations poured in, each one a vote for his humiliation.

Kira purred again. “Every $100 spins the wheel, baby girl. Let’s see what your fans pick first.”

His mind raced. No. He couldn’t do this.

But the counter hit $100 in seconds. Then $200. The wheel spun on-screen, a blur of pink and pastel doom.

Click. Click. Click. It slowed, landing on ‘Baby Bottle Meals.’

The chat roared. “YES!” “Feed the sissy!” “$30 for proof!” Laughter emojis flooded the screen.

Liam’s face flamed hotter. His voice cracked, barely a whisper. “What... what does that mean?”

Kira’s amusement was palpable. “It means, darling, that every meal today is from a baby bottle. On stream, for all to see.”

His heart pounded. A bottle. Like an actual infant.

A delivery notification pinged. A package had arrived at his door—prearranged, of course. Kira’s control extended even to his doorstep.

“Go fetch it, princess.” Her voice was a command wrapped in honey. “Show them how obedient you are.”

He stood, legs shaky. The diaper crinkled loudly, the bulk forcing a waddle. Every step broadcasted his shame to 3,600 viewers.

The chat loved it. “Look at that walk!” “Waddle, baby girl!” “$20 for a close-up!” His cheeks burned so hot he thought they’d blister.

He grabbed the package from the doorstep and shuffled back, the plastic backing of the diaper rubbing against his skin. Inside the box: a pink baby bottle, nipple and all, with a note. ‘Drink every drop, darling. They paid to see it.’

His stomach dropped. He held it up to the camera, fingers trembling. The chat went wilder.

Kira’s voice returned, warm and merciless. “Fill it with milk, baby girl. Lunchtime’s on now.”

He hesitated. Milk. In front of thousands.

“Don’t make them wait.” Her tone sharpened just enough. A warning.

His hands moved before his brain caught up. He grabbed a carton from the fridge, pouring it into the bottle. The liquid sloshed, cold against the plastic.

Back in the chair, he sat. The diaper squished under him, a reminder of his place. His cock twitched again, leaking more into the padding.

“Hold it up.” Kira’s instruction was calm, deliberate. “Let them see their little streamer.”

He lifted the bottle, the pink plastic glinting in the camera light. Viewer count hit 4,000. A new record for his downfall.

The chat demanded action. “Drink it!” “Suck that nipple!” “$50 if you spill!” Donations climbed—$400 and rising.

Liam’s lips hovered near the nipple. His pride screamed no. But his bank account—and Kira—whispered yes.

He pressed it to his mouth. The rubber nipple felt alien, soft and intrusive. A faint taste of lipstick lingered on it—Kira’s doing, no doubt.

The chat erupted. “OMG, look at her!” “Suck it, princess!” “She’s really doing it!” His shame deepened with every taunt.

He tilted the bottle. Warm milk flowed, sweet and humiliating. It coated his tongue, trickling down his chin.

Spill. Drip. The chat noticed instantly. “She’s messy!” “$30 for a bib!” “What a sloppy baby!”

His cheeks burned anew. Milk smeared on his lips, a sticky mockery of his manhood. He kept drinking, each gulp a surrender.

Kira’s voice hummed through the headset. “Good girl. Drink every drop, darling. They paid to see it.”

Good girl. The words hit harder than the milk. His cock throbbed inside the diaper, leaking more warmth into the padding.

He finished the bottle, gasping. Milk dripped down his neck, soaking the collar of the onesie. Viewer count: 4,500.

The chat wasn’t done. “Another bottle!” “$100 for dinner now!” “Make her burp!” Donations surged past $600.

Kira laughed softly. “Oh, they’re not satisfied yet, baby girl. Fill it again. Dinner’s early today.”

His hands shook as he poured more milk. The bottle felt heavier this time. A symbol of his breaking point.

He drank again. Slower. Each suck of the nipple clicked against his teeth, a sound the mic picked up perfectly.

Warmth ran down his chin once more. Sticky. Pathetic.

The chat ate it up. “She’s such a mess!” “$20 for a pacifier next!” “Burp her, Mommy!” Mommy. The word made his skin crawl—and his cock pulse.

Kira’s tone was all amusement. “Say it, sweetheart. Tell Mommy thank you for your yummy milk.”

His voice broke. “Th-thank you, Mommy... for the milk.” The words tasted worse than the spill on his lips.

The chat exploded with laughter. “She said it!” “Good sissy!” “$50 for more babytalk!” Viewer count broke 5,000.

His dignity was gone. Shredded live on camera. And yet, his body betrayed him still—cock hard, leaking, warm inside the diaper.

He shifted in the chair. Crinkle. The sound filled the room, a constant reminder of his regression.

Kira’s voice softened, but the edge remained. “Look at my little princess, all messy and cute. They love you like this.”

Princess. Messy. Cute. Each word was a blade, cutting deeper.

The chat kept rolling. “More milk!” “$100 for a diaper change on stream!” “Make her wet herself!” Wet herself. His heart raced at the thought.

His cock leaked again, warmth spreading further in the padding. A secret no one saw—but he felt it. Every damning drop.

Viewer count climbed to 5,500. Donations hit $800. Numbers he’d dreamed of, now tied to his shame.

Kira spoke again, her tone a mix of pride and threat. “Dinner’s done, baby girl. But the day’s not over.”

He froze. Not over. What else could they want?

“The wheel awaits its next spin.” Her words hung heavy, a promise of worse to come. “Let’s see how much they’ll pay to break you further.”

Break you. His breath hitched. He stared at the screen, the wheel graphic mocking him.

The chat buzzed with anticipation. “Spin it again!” “$100 now!” “I want Diaper Dance!” Donations ticked up—$900, $1,000.

His hands gripped the chair. The diaper crinkled under him, the bulk a weight he couldn’t ignore. His cock throbbed, a traitor to the end.

Milk still clung to his chin. The bottle sat empty on the desk, a pink relic of his defeat. Viewer count: 6,000.

Kira’s chuckle was the last sound before silence. “Smile for them, darling. They’re not done with their little streamer yet.”

Smile. He forced it, lips trembling. The camera caught every second.

The chat demanded more. “Spin!” “Break her!” “$200 for the next punishment!” The numbers kept climbing.

His diaper felt heavier now, not just from the bulk. Warmth from his leaks spread inside, a secret shame growing with every taunt. He couldn’t hide from it—or them.

Crinkle. Crinkle. The sound echoed as he shifted, waiting for the next spin.

His pride was in tatters. But the stream rolled on. And so would the wheel.

He stared at the screen, dread pooling low. What would they choose next? What would Kira make him do?

The chat answered before he could. “$300 for another spin!” “Let’s see her dance!” “Break the sissy!” Viewer count: 6,500.

His heart pounded. The wheel graphic loomed larger, a digital guillotine. He couldn’t look away.

Kira’s voice returned, soft and deadly. “Let’s give them what they want, baby girl. Spin it again soon.”

Soon. The word was a threat. A promise.

He sat there, diaper crinkling, onesie sticky with spilled milk. His cock pulsed inside the padding, leaking more warmth. A cycle of shame and arousal he couldn’t break.

The stream continued. Viewer count ticked up—7,000. Donations passed $1,200.

His hands trembled on the desk. The bottle nipple gleamed under the lights, a reminder of what he’d become. A sissy baby girl, live for the world to see.

And the wheel waited. Ready for its next turn. Ready to drag him deeper.

He couldn’t stop it. Didn’t want to—not with the numbers climbing. Not with Kira’s voice in his ear.

Crinkle. Crinkle. The sound of his new reality.

The chat kept demanding. “Spin!” “More!” “Break her!” Their voices were Kira’s now, thousands strong.

His cheeks burned, but he didn’t wipe the milk away. Let them see. Let them pay.

Viewer count: 7,500. Donations: $1,400. Numbers he couldn’t ignore.

The wheel graphic pulsed on-screen. A threat. A trap.

Kira’s final whisper sealed it. “Tomorrow, darling. Tomorrow we’ll see how far they’ll take you.”

Tomorrow. His stomach twisted. His cock throbbed.

He didn’t turn off the camera. Not yet. The stream rolled on, and so did his shame.


Chapter 4: Pink Lips, Blonde Wig

Liam slouched in his gaming chair, the camera still rolling, capturing every twitch of his milk-stained lips. The pink onesie clung to his skinny frame, the diaper beneath it crinkling with every shallow breath. Viewer count: 7,800—a number that mocked his old dreams of streaming glory.

The chat scrolled furiously on his second monitor. “Show us the bottle again!” “$50 for a diaper check!” Their demands were a swarm, buzzing in his skull.

His fingers hovered over the keyboard, itching to shut it down. But the donations ticker glared at him: $1,450. Rent. Debt. Survival.

A new message popped up, bolded in red. Domina Kira: “Check your door, baby girl. A gift arrived.”

His stomach dropped.

He shifted, the diaper’s plastic backing scraping against his skin, the bulk forcing his thighs apart. Crinkle. Crinkle. The sound was obscene, picked up by the mic for all to hear.

Liam stood, waddling to the door of his cramped apartment. A pink box sat there, tied with a satin ribbon, innocent and sinister all at once. The chat exploded: “Open it!” “$75 if it’s on stream!”

His hands shook as he carried it back to the desk. The camera caught the flush creeping up his neck. He tugged the ribbon loose, lid lifting to reveal blonde curls—a wig, shimmering under the ring light.

Underneath, a small tube of pink lip gloss and a pair of clip-on earrings, pearl drops glinting like tiny shackles. His breath hitched. Feminization. Another layer of shame.

Kira’s voice purred through his headset, calm and cutting. “The chat gets to vote, darling. Should our little streamer become a pretty sissy girl tonight?”

The poll appeared on-screen instantly. Wear the wig and makeup? YES / NO. The chat spammed YES, donations pinging with every vote.

He stared at the numbers climbing. 94% YES within thirty seconds. His heart thundered.

“No way,” he muttered, voice cracking. The mic caught it. The chat laughed: “He’s scared!” “$100 to see him cry!”

Kira’s tone didn’t waver. “You signed the contract, baby girl. Give them what they paid for.”

His cheeks burned, a furnace of humiliation. He reached for the wig, synthetic blonde strands tickling his fingers. The chat cheered: “Put it on!” “Sissy time!”

He hesitated, eyes darting to his reflection in the monitor. Messy black hair, stubbled jaw, a man clinging to scraps of pride. Not for long.

The wig slid over his head, itchy against his scalp, curls bouncing as he adjusted it. Blonde. Girly. Wrong.

The chat roared. “Hot!” “More!” “$50 for the gloss!” Viewer count: 8,200.

Kira’s voice was a velvet blade. “Now the earrings, Lili. Let’s make you sparkle.”

Lili. The sissy name sliced through him, a public branding. His fingers fumbled with the clip-ons, the pinch sharp on his earlobes.

He caught his reflection again. Blonde curls framed his face, pearls swinging with every turn. Half man, half mockery.

His cock twitched inside the diaper, traitorously hard against the soft padding. Warmth leaked, a tiny betrayal seeping into the bulk. He bit his lip, praying the camera didn’t catch the shift in his expression.

But the chat did. “He’s into it!” “Look at him squirm!” “$75 if he’s hard!” Donations spiked to $1,700.

Kira chuckled, low and maternal. “Oh, Lili, they see everything. Now the gloss—make those lips kissable.”

His hands trembled, unscrewing the tube of pink lip gloss. The sweet, sticky scent hit him as he swiped it over his mouth, the taste coating his tongue. Shiny, wet, girly.

He stared at the monitor. Blonde wig, pearl earrings, pink lips glistening under the light. Not Liam anymore.

His cock throbbed harder, pressing against the diaper’s inner lining. The crinkle echoed as he shifted, the bulk rubbing against him, amplifying every humiliating pulse. More warmth leaked, spreading inside the padding.

The chat went feral. “Sissy Lili!” “She’s blushing!” “$100 for a close-up!” Viewer count: 8,500.

Kira’s voice dripped with amusement. “Look at yourself, Lili. You’re becoming their dream.”

Their dream. The words seared into him, branding deeper than the wig or gloss ever could. His reflection mocked him—a sissy baby girl, live for thousands.

He wanted to tear it all off. But his hands stayed still, frozen by the numbers, the donations, the weight of Kira’s control. $1,900 now.

A new message flashed. Domina Kira: “There’s one more surprise under the wig box, baby girl. Lift the tissue.”

His gut twisted. He peeled back the pink tissue paper, revealing a pair of silk panties, pale pink with lace trim. Delicate. Feminine. Obscene.

The chat lost it. “Wear them!” “Over the diaper!” “$150 for proof!” Viewer count: 8,700.

Kira’s tone was pure honeyed menace. “Slide them on, Lili. Let’s layer your shame.”

Layer. The word hit like a slap. He stood, diaper crinkling louder as he bent to pick up the panties.

His fingers brushed the silk, smooth and cool, a stark contrast to the thick, plastic-backed diaper taped around his hips. His cock pulsed again, leaking more into the padding. Pathetic.

He stepped into the panties, pulling them up over the diaper. The silk stretched tight, lace tickling his thighs, the diaper’s bulk making them fit awkwardly. Crinkle. Crinkle. Every move was amplified.

The camera caught it all—the pink flash of lace peeking out from under the onesie, the waddle forced by the diaper’s thickness. His cheeks flamed, eyes darting away from the monitor. He couldn’t face himself.

The chat was relentless. “Turn around!” “Show the lace!” “$200 for a twirl!” Donations hit $2,100.

Kira’s voice was a soft command. “Give them a spin, baby girl. Show off your pretty panties.”

Spin. His legs moved before his brain caught up, a slow turn in front of the camera. The diaper crinkled with every step, the silk panties sliding against the plastic backing, a humiliating friction.

His cock was rock hard now, trapped in the warm, wet padding. Each leak spread further, the bulk sagging slightly between his thighs. He hated how good it felt.

Viewer count: 9,000. The chat’s voyeurism fed on his shame. “He’s leaking!” “Sissy’s turned on!” “$250 to see him wet more!”

Kira laughed, the sound curling around him like a leash. “Oh, Lili, they know. Your little cock can’t lie, can it?”

Little cock. The words stung, even as his body betrayed him further. Another warm trickle escaped, soaking into the diaper’s core.

He stood there, frozen mid-turn, silk panties hugging the diaper, wig curls tickling his neck, lip gloss sticky on his mouth. A perfect sissy baby girl. Their toy.

Donations ticked to $2,400. Numbers he’d never dreamed of before this nightmare. But at what cost?

Kira’s voice returned, dripping with promise. “You’re doing so well, darling. Such a good sissy for Mommy.”

Mommy. The word sent a shiver down his spine, equal parts shame and need. His cock throbbed harder, leaking again.

He opened his mouth to protest, but only a whimper came out. The chat pounced: “She called her Mommy!” “$100 for more babytalk!” Viewer count: 9,200.

Kira seized the moment. “Say it, Lili. Tell Mommy thank you for your pretty new look.”

His throat tightened. He couldn’t. He shouldn’t.

But the numbers glared at him. The donations. The rent.

“T-thank you, Mommy,” he whispered, voice barely audible. The mic caught it anyway. The chat erupted.

“Good girl,” Kira purred, the praise hitting deeper than it should. Warmth bloomed in his chest, even as his face burned. Pathetic. So pathetic.

His cock pulsed again, the diaper’s warmth spreading further. He shifted, the silk panties sliding over the plastic, crinkling louder. Every sensation was a reminder of what he’d become.

Viewer count: 9,500. Donations: $2,700. The chat wasn’t slowing down.

A new message flashed. Domina Kira: “They’re hungry for more, baby girl. Let’s see if you’ve been a good sissy.”

His heart stopped. More. What now?

Her voice was a quiet threat. “Lift your onesie, Lili. Show them how full that diaper is.”

Full. The word sank like lead. His hands shook, gripping the hem of the pink onesie.

The chat chanted. “Show it!” “Diaper check!” “$300 if it’s wet!” Donations spiked again.

He pulled the fabric up, exposing the thick, sagging diaper beneath, silk panties stretched tight over it. The tapes strained, the bulk obvious even through the lace. Crinkle. Crinkle.

The camera zoomed in, merciless. His leaks had darkened the padding, a faint yellow tinge visible under the panties. Proof of his shame.

The chat went wild. “He wet it!” “Sissy baby!” “$400 for a change!” Viewer count: 9,800.

Kira’s tone was pure delight. “Oh, Lili, you’ve made such a mess. Should Mommy change you live on stream?”

Change. Live. His breath caught, panic and arousal warring inside him.

His cock throbbed, leaking more into the soggy padding. The warmth spread, heavy between his thighs. He couldn’t hide it.

Donations hit $3,000. A number that silenced every protest in his head. Rent. Debt. Survival.

But at this cost? Blonde wig, pink lips, silk over a wet diaper. A sissy baby girl for the world to see.

Kira’s voice was a velvet promise. “Don’t worry, darling. We’ll save the change for later—if the chat pays enough.”

Later. The word hung heavy, a threat wrapped in care. His gut twisted.

The chat was already demanding. “$500 for a change now!” “Make her beg for it!” “Wet it more!” Viewer count: 10,000.

10,000. A milestone he’d once dreamed of, now tied to his degradation. His cock pulsed again, trapped in the wet heat of the diaper.

Kira’s final whisper sealed his fate. “Smile for them, Lili. Tomorrow, the chat’s demands grow bolder—and I’ll make sure you’re ready.”

Tomorrow. Bolder. His chest tightened, dread and shameful anticipation mixing in a toxic brew.

He forced a smile, lips sticky with gloss, wig curls framing his burning face. The camera caught every second. The stream rolled on.

Crinkle. Crinkle. The diaper sagged heavier now, silk panties mocking him with every shift.

Donations ticked to $3,200. Viewer count: 10,200. Numbers he couldn’t ignore.

But the chat’s hunger was insatiable. Their demands echoed in his head, each one a step deeper into Kira’s trap. What would they want next?

He didn’t turn off the camera. Not yet. The stream—and his shame—continued.


Chapter 5: Wet Shame Broadcast

Liam slouched in his gaming chair, the pink onesie stretched tight across his chest, wig curls brushing his neck with every twitch. The camera’s red light blinked, unyielding, capturing every inch of his shame for the 30,000 viewers now glued to his stream. Day 8, and the chat was already a storm of mockery and demands before he’d even said a word.

His thighs shifted. Crinkle. The diaper beneath the silk panties sagged slightly, a reminder of last night’s leaks—small, humiliating stains he couldn’t hide.

The chat noticed. “Sissy Lili’s already wet?” “$50 to show us!” Donations ticked up, the number glaring from the corner of his screen: $4,100.

His cheeks burned hotter than the ring light scorching his face. He tugged at the onesie’s hem, trying to cover the bulk between his legs. Useless. The plastic backing caught the light anyway, mocking him.

Kira’s voice purred through his earpiece, smooth as velvet, sharp as a blade. “Good morning, baby girl. Ready to entertain Mommy’s audience?”

His stomach twisted. Mommy. The word hit like a punch, stirring something he hated to name.

His cock twitched in the diaper, traitorously hard against the damp padding. Pathetic. So fucking pathetic.

“Answer me, Lili,” Kira pressed, her tone calm but unyielding. “Tell Mommy you’re ready.”

He swallowed, throat dry despite the oversized sippy cup of ‘hydrating tea’ Kira had sent in yesterday’s care package. “I’m ready, Mommy,” he mumbled, voice cracking. The mic caught it, amplifying his surrender.

The chat exploded. “Good sissy!” “$100 for more babytalk!” Viewer count: 30,200.

Kira’s chuckle was low, intimate, curling through his ear like a caress. “Perfect. Let’s start with a little Q&A, shall we? The fans have questions for their favorite baby girl.”

Questions. His gut churned. He’d seen the chat’s ideas of ‘questions’—every one a trap designed to strip him bare.

He sipped the tea again, the bitter taste lingering on his tongue. Kira had insisted he drink it all morning—‘for your health, darling.’ It sloshed in his stomach, pressure already building.

“First question,” Kira read, amusement threading her words. “From user BabyBottle69: ‘Does Lili like her pretty diapers?’”

His face flamed. He stared at the keyboard, avoiding the camera, avoiding the truth. The chat pulsed: “Answer, sissy!” “$75 if she blushes harder!”

“Answer, baby girl,” Kira prompted, her voice a quiet command. “Be honest for Mommy.”

“I…” He bit his lip, gloss sticky against his teeth. “I don’t… hate them.” A lie. Or was it?

His cock throbbed again, the diaper’s warmth pressing against him. The silk panties slid over the plastic with every squirm. Crinkle. Crinkle. A confession he couldn’t mute.

The chat roared. “She loves it!” “$200 for proof!” Donations: $4,400.

Kira’s approval hummed through the earpiece. “Good girl, Lili. See how much they adore you?”

Adore. The word twisted in his chest, mixing with the growing pressure in his bladder. That damn tea—he’d had three cups already, and the urge was creeping up fast.

“Next question,” Kira continued, relentless. “From DiaperDaddyX: ‘Has Lili wet herself on stream yet?’”

His breath caught. Not yet. But the pressure was mounting, a dull ache he couldn’t ignore.

He shifted in the chair. Crinkle. The sound was deafening in the quiet room, a taunt echoing through the mic.

“I… no,” he stammered, voice small. The chat didn’t buy it. “$150 to make her wet!” “Prove it, sissy!”

Kira’s tone dipped, teasing. “Oh, Lili, don’t lie to Mommy. We can all hear that diaper begging for a mess.”

Begging. His thighs clenched, fighting the inevitable. His cock pulsed harder, the padding rubbing against him with every desperate squeeze.

Viewer count: 30,500. Donations: $4,600. The numbers climbed with his shame.

Another sip of tea. He didn’t want to, but Kira’s earlier command echoed in his head: “Finish it all, baby girl. Mommy insists.”

The pressure spiked. Sharp now, urgent. He gripped the armrests, trying to focus on the chat, on anything but the need.

“Last question for now,” Kira purred. “From SissyLover88: ‘Will Lili let Mommy check her diaper live if she wets it?’”

His heart stopped. Check. Live. In front of 30,000 strangers.

The chat went feral. “$300 for a diaper check!” “Make her beg for it!” Donations: $5,000.

He couldn’t answer. Couldn’t think. The pressure was a knife now, cutting through his control.

“I… I don’t…” His voice broke. His hands trembled on the desk. He couldn’t hold it much longer.

Kira’s voice was a soothing threat. “Don’t hide it, Lili. Let them see everything.”

See everything. The words shattered him. His bladder gave, just a trickle at first—warmth seeping into the padding, slow and unstoppable.

He froze. No. No, no, no.

The warmth spread, a hot stream flooding the diaper, soaking through the inner layers. The plastic backing trapped it, the bulk swelling between his thighs. Crinkle. Crinkle. Obscenely loud.

His face crumbled, eyes wide in the camera’s glare. Tears pricked, shame burning hotter than the wet heat pooling around his cock. Hard. So fucking hard, even now.

The chat saw it all. “She’s wetting!” “Look at her face!” “$500 for a close-up!” Viewer count: 31,000.

Kira’s laughter was soft, delighted, cutting through his haze. “Oh, baby girl. You couldn’t hold it, could you?”

He shook his head, a sob catching in his throat. The diaper sagged heavier now, the silk panties stretched tight over the swollen padding. Every movement amplified the wet, sloppy sound.

Donations: $5,800. The number mocked him. His rent, his debt—paid for by this.

“Stay still, Lili,” Kira instructed, her voice suddenly closer, no longer just in his ear. The stream’s audio picked up a new sound—heels clicking on hardwood. She was here.

His breath hitched. Here. On camera. For the first time.

She stepped into frame, and the chat lost its mind. “Domina Kira!” “Holy shit, she’s hot!” “$1,000 for Mommy to change her!”

Kira was a vision—tall, statuesque, black leather corset hugging her curves, boots gleaming under the ring light. Her dark hair cascaded over one shoulder, lips painted a cruel red. Every inch of her screamed control.

Liam couldn’t look away. His cock throbbed in the soggy diaper, leaking more than just urine now. Pathetic. Utterly pathetic.

She stood over him, one gloved hand resting on the back of his chair. Her scent—lavender and something sharp—hit him like a wave. The chat’s donations spiked again: $7,000.

“Poor little Lili,” she cooed, loud enough for the mic to catch every word. “Made such a mess for Mommy, didn’t you?”

He whimpered. The warmth in the diaper was unbearable now, heavy and clinging, forcing his thighs apart. His waddle would be obvious if he stood.

Kira leaned down, her face inches from his. Her eyes—cold, calculating, amused—pinned him in place. “Let’s see how bad it is, baby girl.”

His stomach dropped. See. Live. In front of everyone.

Her gloved hand slid down his chest, over the pink onesie, lingering at the hem. The chat screamed for more. “$500 for a full check!” “Make her cry!”

She pulled the fabric up, exposing the diaper beneath. The silk panties were damp, clinging to the bloated padding, tapes strained to their limit. The camera zoomed in, merciless.

Crinkle. Crinkle. The sound filled the room as she pressed her palm against the front, feeling the warmth, the weight.

His cock twitched under her touch, a fresh spurt of precum mixing with the mess. He bit his lip, gloss smearing, a tear slipping down his cheek. The shame was a living thing, clawing at him.

“Soaked,” Kira announced, her voice dripping with mock pity. “My little sissy couldn’t control herself at all.”

The chat ate it up. “$800 for a change!” “Make her beg Mommy!” Viewer count: 32,000.

She slid her fingers under the diaper’s waistband, the latex of her glove cool against his overheated skin. Checking. Confirming. Owning.

He gasped, hips jerking despite himself. The diaper crinkled louder, the wet padding shifting around his aching cock. He was so close—too close.

“Not yet, baby girl,” Kira warned, pulling her hand back just as his body tensed. Denial. Cruel, perfect denial.

His whine was pitiful, caught on mic for the world to hear. The chat reveled in it. “$1,000 to edge her!” Donations: $9,000.

Kira straightened, towering over him again. Her gloved hand glistened faintly, proof of his mess, and she held it up for the camera with a smirk. “Look at this, everyone. My Lili’s such a pathetic little thing.”

Pathetic. The word sliced through him, yet his cock pulsed harder, trapped in the soggy heat. He hated how much he craved her praise, even now.

She leaned closer, lips brushing his ear, voice a whisper just for him—but the mic still caught it. “Don’t worry, darling. Mommy’s going to change you soon… but only if the chat pays for the privilege.”

His chest tightened. Change. Live. The thought alone nearly pushed him over the edge.

Viewer count: 32,500. Donations: $10,200. Numbers he’d never dreamed of, tied to a humiliation he’d never imagined.

Kira stepped back, her heels clicking as she moved just out of frame. Her presence lingered, heavy as the wet diaper sagging between his legs. The chat was insatiable, already demanding the change, the next degradation.

“Good girl, Lili,” she purred, her voice a promise of more to come. “Smile for them. Let them see how much you need this.”

Need. The word burrowed deep, twisting with the ache in his body, the warmth in the padding, the itch of the wig against his neck. He forced a smile, lips trembling, gloss sticky, as the camera drank in his broken surrender.

Crinkle. Crinkle. The diaper shifted with every breath, a constant reminder of what he’d become.

But Kira wasn’t done. Her final whisper slithered through the earpiece, chilling and inevitable. “Tomorrow, baby girl, we’ll see how far the chat wants to push you—and I’ll be right here to make sure you give them everything.”

Tomorrow. Further. His heart raced, dread and shameful anticipation knotting in his gut.

The stream rolled on. Donations ticked higher. Viewer count: 33,000.

He didn’t turn off the camera. Not yet. Kira’s touch lingered in his mind, her laughter echoing in his ears, and he knew—deep down—there was no escape now.


Chapter 6: Nursery Trap Set

Liam slumped on the edge of his bed, the pink onesie still clinging to his skin from last night’s stream. The apartment smelled of baby powder and shame, a lingering cloud from the diaper change Kira had orchestrated live for 33,000 viewers. His reflection in the cracked mirror across the room taunted him—he didn’t dare look.

The wig itched against his neck, synthetic curls still pinned in place with tiny pink ribbons. His lips, smeared with gloss, tasted of artificial cherry. Every inch of him screamed wrong, yet his body buzzed with the aftershock of Kira’s voice, her gloved hand, her control.

A sharp knock at the door snapped him out of it. His heart lurched. Deliveries from Kira always meant escalation.

He shuffled to the door, the diaper between his legs crinkling with every step. The bulk forced a waddle, thighs splayed awkwardly, the plastic backing rubbing against his skin. Humiliation prickled hot at the back of his neck.

The package was massive, a cardboard beast waiting on the threshold. No return address, just a pastel sticker with “For Baby Lili” scrawled in Kira’s elegant cursive. His stomach twisted—Lili, not Liam, the name seeping deeper into his bones.

He dragged it inside, the box scraping against the cheap linoleum. Inside, a folded note sat atop layers of pastel horror. Kira’s handwriting again, precise and mocking: “Day 10, little girl. Time to make your home match who you are.”

He unfolded the contents with trembling hands. A crib—disassembled, but unmistakably infantile with pink bars and cartoon decals. A changing table, complete with straps and a padded top, stared back at him like a threat.

There was more. A high chair with a locking tray, pastel straps dangling. Bottles, pacifiers, stacks of thicker diapers with humiliating prints—unicorns, princess crowns, ruffles. His chest tightened at the sight.

His phone buzzed, the stream app lighting up with Kira’s voice in his earpiece. “Good morning, Baby Lili. Did you get Mommy’s gift?”

Her tone was warm, maternal, cutting. He swallowed hard, the gloss on his lips sticking as he spoke. “Y-yes, Mommy.”

“Perfect.” Her amusement hummed through the line. “Set it all up on stream. Let the chat see their little sissy’s new nursery.”

His cheeks burned at the thought. Live. Again. With 33,000 strangers watching him assemble his own cage.

He hesitated, fingers hovering over the crib pieces. But the chat notifications already pinged—donations tied to commands, viewers hungry for the next show. He had no choice, not with the $50K dangling just out of reach.

The camera flicked on, red light blinking like an accusation. Viewer count: 15,000 and climbing. The chat exploded: “Build it, Lili!” “Show us your crib, baby girl!”

His hands shook as he dragged the crib frame into frame. The diaper crinkled louder with every bend, the plastic slick against his inner thighs. His cock twitched inside the padding, a traitor to his shrinking pride.

“Tell them what you’re doing, Lili,” Kira purred through the earpiece. Her voice was a leash, pulling him deeper. “Use your baby voice.”

He bit down on nothing, shame flooding his face. “I’m… I’m building my cwib, evwyone,” he lisped, the words tasting like ash. “Baby Lili needs a pwace to sweep.”

The chat roared with laughter and donations. “$200 for faster waddling!” “So pathetic, love it!” Viewer count: 20,000.

Sweat beaded on his forehead as he fumbled with the crib bars. The bulk of the diaper forced his legs apart, every movement a reminder of what he’d become. The plastic crinkled incessantly, echoing through the mic.

Kira’s voice cut in again, soft but unyielding. “Good girl. Keep going. Show them how much you love your new home.”

Love. The word sliced through him, yet his cock throbbed harder, trapped in the padding. He hated how her praise twisted him up, made him ache for more.

The crib came together slowly, pink and humiliating, a prison of his own making. He dragged the changing table next, its padded surface gleaming under the camera light. Straps dangled, promising restraint.

His body betrayed him again, a slow warmth spreading in the diaper as he bent over. Not much, just a trickle, but enough to make the padding swell. His breath hitched, shame and arousal knotting tight in his gut.

The chat caught it. “$300 for a diaper check!” “Did she wet herself already?” Viewer count: 25,000.

Kira chuckled in his ear, low and delighted. “Did my little sissy have an accident? Tell Mommy.”

His voice cracked, barely a whisper. “Y-yes, Mommy. I… I wet a wittle.”

“Pathetic,” she cooed, the word dripping with affection. “Don’t worry, baby girl. We’ll change you soon—if the chat pays for it.”

His face burned hotter, the warmth in the diaper spreading further. His cock pulsed against the soggy padding, leaking precum into the mess. He couldn’t stop it, couldn’t hide it.

The high chair was last, its pastel frame mocking him as he locked it into place. He imagined himself strapped in, bottle in mouth, Kira looming over him. The thought made his knees weak.

Viewer count: 28,000. Donations: $5,000. The numbers climbed with every crinkle, every lisp, every piece of the nursery snapping together.

Kira’s voice returned, smooth as silk. “Sit in your high chair, Lili. Let’s test it out for your fans.”

His stomach dropped. Sit. Live. With the diaper sagging and his shame on full display.

He waddled over, the bulk between his legs forcing that humiliating gait. The plastic backing slid against his skin, sticky with sweat and worse. His cock ached, hard and desperate, trapped in the wet heat.

He lowered himself into the chair, the crinkle deafening as the padding compressed. The chat cheered, donations spiking. “$400 to lock her in!” “Feed the baby girl!”

Kira’s amusement was palpable. “Lock the tray, Lili. Show them you’re Mommy’s helpless little thing.”

His fingers trembled as he clicked the tray into place. Trapped. The straps dangled, unused for now, but their presence was a promise.

The camera zoomed in, capturing the pink onesie stretched over the bloated diaper, the ribbons in his wig, the gloss on his lips. He looked every inch the sissy baby girl Kira had crafted. Liam was fading, dissolving under the weight of Lili.

A viewer typed in chat: “Hey Liam, you still in there?” The name—his real name—hit like a punch. He flinched, then typed back without thinking: “I’m not Liam. I’m Baby Lili.”

The chat erupted. “$500 for owning it!” “Lili’s gone full sissy!” Viewer count: 30,000.

Kira’s laughter filled his ear, warm and triumphant. “That’s right, baby girl. No more Liam. Just my sweet little Lili.”

His chest tightened, a tear slipping down his cheek. He wiped it away, smearing the gloss, but the camera caught it anyway. Shame burned, yet his cock leaked more, throbbing against the soggy padding.

She wasn’t done. “Time for a bottle, Lili. Grab one from the box and show everyone how a good sissy drinks.”

His hands shook as he reached for the pastel bottle, its nipple mocking him. He settled it against his lips, the rubber clicking against his teeth. The camera drank it in, relentless.

“Suck, baby girl,” Kira commanded, her voice a velvet blade. “Let them hear it.”

He obeyed, the sound obscene as he sucked on the nipple. Warm formula trickled down his throat, sweet and humiliating. His cock pulsed harder, the diaper crinkling with every tiny shift.

The chat was ravenous. “$600 for a diaper change after!” “Make her wet more first!” Donations: $7,000.

Kira hummed approvingly. “Look at you, Lili. So perfect in your high chair, drinking for Mommy like a good little sissy.”

Her praise hit deeper than it should have. Warmth bloomed in his chest, mixing with the ache in his body. He hated how much he craved it, how much he needed her words.

The bottle emptied slowly, each suck a reminder of his regression. The diaper sagged heavier now, the warmth spreading further as his body gave in again. His cock was a throbbing mess, leaking into the padding, desperate for release.

Kira’s voice softened, but the edge remained. “You’re almost there, baby girl. But no cumming yet—not until the chat decides you’ve earned it.”

Denial. Sharp, cruel, perfect. His whine was pitiful, caught on mic for the world to hear.

Viewer count: 32,000. Donations: $8,500. Numbers he’d never dreamed of, tied to a degradation he’d never imagined.

The nursery loomed around him, fully assembled—crib, changing table, high chair. His apartment was gone, replaced by this pastel prison. Liam’s life felt like a distant memory, buried under layers of crinkling plastic and pink ruffles.

Kira’s final line came through the earpiece, a promise wrapped in threat. “This is your home now, Lili. Settle in.”

His heart raced, dread and anticipation knotting in his gut. Settle in. Further still, with the chat watching, Kira guiding, and Lili taking over completely.

The stream rolled on. Viewer count ticked higher. He didn’t turn off the camera—not yet.

Her voice lingered, a tether he couldn’t break. The diaper crinkled with every breath, the bulk forcing his legs apart, the plastic slick against his skin. His cock ached inside the soggy heat, a constant reminder of what he’d become.

Tomorrow, he knew, would be worse. The chat would demand more, Kira would deliver, and Lili—pathetic, broken Lili—would obey. He trembled at the thought, tears pricking his eyes, but deep down, a shameful part of him couldn’t wait.

He sucked the bottle again, the nipple clicking against his teeth. The camera zoomed closer, capturing every detail of his surrender. Viewer count: 33,000.

Kira’s laughter echoed in his ear, soft and merciless. “Good girl, Lili. Let’s see how much more you can give them.”

More. Always more. His body tensed, the warmth in the diaper spreading further, his cock leaking helplessly.

The nursery walls closed in, a pastel cage built by his own hands. Liam was gone—or nearly so. Baby Lili stared back from the monitor, and he couldn’t look away.

Donations ticked higher. The chat demanded a change, a punishment, a new humiliation. He waddled in his high chair, trapped by the tray, the diaper, the name.

Kira’s presence loomed, even unseen. Her voice, her rules, her world. He was hers now, and the stream would never let him forget it.

The crib waited across the room, pink bars gleaming under the camera light. Sleep there tonight, on display. His stomach churned at the thought.

Yet his cock pulsed harder, betraying him again. Shame and need twisted tighter, an endless loop. He couldn’t escape—not from Kira, not from the chat, not from Lili.

Viewer count: 33,500. Donations: $9,000. The numbers climbed, and so did his dread.

Tomorrow. Further. Always further.

He didn’t turn off the camera. Not yet. The stream rolled on, and Baby Lili settled into her new home.


Chapter 7: No Way Out

Liam stared at the monitor, the live feed reflecting a stranger. Baby Lili, pink ribbons tangled in his wig, cheeks flushed under smeared blush. Viewer count: 80,000.

Day 14. Halfway through the contract. His apartment—now a full nursery—trapped him in pastel walls and crinkling shame.

The crib loomed in the corner, bars painted bubblegum pink. A changing table sat beside it, stocked with thick diapers, baby powder, and wipes. His old gaming setup was buried under ruffles and plushies, the camera angled to catch every pathetic detail.

He shifted in the high chair, the diaper sagging between his thighs. The plastic backing stuck to his skin, slick with sweat and the lingering warmth of his last accident. His cock twitched inside the padding, traitorously hard.

The chat exploded with messages. “Make Lili cry today!” “$200 for a bottle feed!” Donations ticked up: $12,000.

Kira’s voice purred through the earpiece. “Good morning, baby girl. Ready to play for Mommy?”

His stomach knotted. Play. Another word for ruin.

He sucked on the pacifier instinctively, the rubber clicking against his teeth. The sound echoed in the quiet room, obscene and infantile. Shame burned his neck, creeping up to his ears.

“Answer Mommy, Lili,” Kira pressed, her tone calm but unyielding. “Use your words, sissy.”

“Yeth, Mommy,” he mumbled around the pacifier, voice thick and small. The chat roared with laughter, comments flooding in. “Such a pathetic little thing!”

His fingers gripped the high chair tray, knuckles white. He wanted to rip the pacifier out, to scream at the camera, to end this. But the numbers—80,000 viewers, $12,500 now—kept him frozen.

Kira hummed, amused. “That’s my good girl. Let’s talk about today.”

Talk. Always a trap. His heart raced.

“It’s the halfway mark, Lili,” she continued, her voice a velvet blade. “I’m feeling generous. You can quit now—walk away with $10,000, no penalty.”

His breath caught. Quit. Freedom.

The chat went silent for a split second, then erupted. “Don’t let her go!” “$500 to keep her diapered!” “Make her stay, Mommy!” Donations surged: $14,000.

He stared at the camera, the red light blinking like a predator’s eye. Ten grand could pay rent, buy time, let him rebuild. Liam could come back.

But Lili stared back from the monitor—pink onesie, ruffled diaper cover, pacifier glistening with spit. His cock throbbed harder inside the soggy padding, leaking into the warmth. His body betrayed him, again.

“Or,” Kira’s voice cut through, slow and deliberate, “you stay. Finish the challenge. Earn it all.”

All. Fifty thousand. A number that could erase his debt, his failures, his eviction notice.

He swallowed, the pacifier bobbing in his mouth. The plastic crinkled as he shifted, the bulk forcing his legs apart. Every movement screamed his regression.

“What’s it gonna be, baby girl?” Kira asked, her tone dripping with maternal mockery. “Speak up for Mommy and the chat.”

His lips trembled around the pacifier. Quit. The word sat heavy in his throat, but it wouldn’t come.

Instead, he shook his head. Slow. Deliberate.

The chat detonated. “YES LILI!” “$1,000 for staying!” “Mommy’s perfect sissy!” Donations: $16,000.

Kira’s laughter was soft, triumphant. “Good decision, baby girl. Mommy’s proud of you.”

Pride. It shouldn’t have hit so deep. But it did.

His chest warmed, even as his cheeks burned hotter. He’d chosen this—chosen Lili, chosen the diaper, chosen the cage. No way out now.

The pacifier clicked louder as he sucked harder, a reflex he couldn’t stop. The pink ruffles of his onesie rustled against the high chair, the fabric soft but suffocating. He was drowning in it.

Kira’s voice returned, all business now. “Since you’re staying, let’s celebrate. Time for a change, sissy.”

Change. His stomach dropped. Live, on stream, for 80,000 strangers.

“Waddle over to the table, Lili,” she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Show everyone how much you need Mommy’s help.”

His legs shook as he slid off the high chair. The diaper sagged heavier, the warmth inside spreading with every step. Crinkle. Crinkle. Crinkle.

The sound filled the room, amplified by the mic clipped to his onesie. His cock pulsed with each humiliating step, hard and leaking into the padding. He hated how much it turned him on.

He reached the changing table, the pink vinyl gleaming under the camera lights. A stack of fresh diapers waited, thick and white, alongside a bottle of baby powder. The scent hit him—sweet, powdery, infantilizing.

“Up you go, baby girl,” Kira cooed through the earpiece. “Lie down for Mommy.”

His hands trembled as he hoisted himself onto the table. The vinyl was cold against his back, a sharp contrast to the soggy heat between his legs. Viewer count: 82,000.

“Lift your hips,” she commanded. He obeyed, the ruffled diaper cover sliding up as he did. The chat cheered.

Kira’s voice narrated for the audience. “Look at that soggy little diaper. Lili’s been such a messy sissy, hasn’t she?”

Messy. The word stung. Tears pricked his eyes.

He felt the tapes rip free, one by one, the sound loud in the quiet room. The diaper peeled away, exposing him to the cool air. His cock sprang free, hard and glistening, a shameful confession.

The chat went wild. “$300 to make her wet again!” “Look at that tiny thing!” Donations: $17,500.

“Shh, baby girl,” Kira soothed, her voice a mocking lullaby. “Mommy’s got you. Let’s get you all clean.”

A wipe touched his skin, cold and wet, sliding over his sensitive flesh. He bit down on the pacifier, a whimper escaping. His cock twitched under the touch, desperate and pathetic.

“Such a needy little sissy,” Kira murmured, her amusement clear. “Look at that, chat. She’s leaking already.”

Leaking. He was. Pre-cum dripped onto his stomach, his body screaming for more.

The wipe moved lower, clinical but intimate, cleaning every inch. His hips bucked involuntarily, chasing the sensation. Shame coiled tighter in his gut.

“Hold still, Lili,” Kira warned, her tone firm. “Mommy’s not done.”

A cloud of baby powder followed, the scent overwhelming. It dusted over him, soft and silky, settling into every crevice. His skin prickled under the attention, his cock throbbing harder.

“Time for a fresh diaper,” she announced. The crinkle of new plastic unfolded, loud and deliberate. The chat buzzed with excitement.

She slid the thick padding under him, the bulk forcing his legs apart even more. The plastic backing was cool at first, then warmed against his skin. His cock nestled into the plush interior, already leaking into the fresh dryness.

Tapes secured, one by one. Snug. Tight. Trapped.

“There we go,” Kira purred. “All snug for Mommy’s baby girl. Doesn’t that feel better?”

“Yeth, Mommy,” he whispered, voice breaking around the pacifier. The chat ate it up. Donations: $18,000.

But she wasn’t done. “Let’s make you extra pretty now, Lili. Can’t have my sissy looking plain for the stream.”

Pretty. His heart sank. Another layer of humiliation.

“Sit up,” she ordered. He did, the diaper crinkling obnoxiously with the movement. His cock pulsed inside, the bulk a constant reminder.

A makeup kit appeared in frame, delivered by an unseen hand—Kira’s, maybe, or a proxy. Pink lipstick, glittery eyeshadow, blush. Tools of his feminization.

“Pucker up, baby girl,” Kira instructed, her voice laced with delight. “Let’s give the chat a real show.”

His hands shook as he took the lipstick, the camera zooming in. The waxy taste coated his lips, the scent cloying. Pink smeared across his mouth, messy and garish.

“Good sissy,” she praised. “Now the eyes. Make them sparkle for Mommy.”

Sparkle. He wanted to disappear. But he obeyed.

The eyeshadow brush trembled in his grip, dusting glitter over his lids. It tickled, irritating, a constant itch he couldn’t scratch. Viewer count: 83,000.

“Blush now,” Kira directed. “Make those cheeks nice and rosy, just like a little doll.”

Doll. The word hit like a slap. He dragged the brush over his cheeks, the powder caking on thick.

“Look at that,” Kira mused for the audience. “Lili’s turning into such a pretty baby girl. Isn’t she, chat?”

The responses flooded in. “So cute!” “$400 for pigtails next!” “Mommy’s perfect toy!” Donations: $19,000.

His reflection stared back from the monitor—overdone makeup, pink ruffles, pacifier still in his mouth. Baby Lili, fully formed. His cock ached inside the diaper, leaking more, the warmth spreading again.

“Almost done,” Kira said, her voice hinting at something darker. “One last touch for my sissy.”

Last touch. Dread curled in his chest. What now?

“Check the box by the table,” she instructed. He leaned over, the diaper crinkling loudly, and found it—a small package, wrapped in pink tissue. His fingers fumbled as he opened it.

Inside: a pair of silky pink panties, lace-trimmed, ridiculously small. A note read, “Over the diaper, sissy. Show the chat.”

His breath hitched. Panties. Over the diaper.

“Put them on, Lili,” Kira urged, her tone warm but relentless. “Let everyone see how much of a girl you are.”

His hands shook harder as he slid the panties up his legs. The silk dragged over the plastic backing, rustling against the diaper’s bulk. The lace scratched lightly, a humiliating contrast to the padding underneath.

“Turn around,” she commanded. “Show Mommy and the chat.”

He turned, waddling awkwardly, the diaper forcing his thighs apart. The panties stretched tight over the padding, the lace framing his shame. Viewer count: 84,000.

“Perfect,” Kira breathed, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Look at that, chat. My little sissy baby girl, all dolled up.”

Dolled up. Tears welled again, but his cock throbbed harder, leaking into the fresh diaper. The warmth spread, slow and hot, a secret he couldn’t hide.

“Feel that, Lili?” Kira asked, her tone knowing. “Your body loves this. Doesn’t it?”

“Yeth, Mommy,” he admitted, voice barely audible. The chat screamed with delight. Donations: $20,000.

She didn’t let him cum. Not yet. Denial was her favorite game.

“You’ve earned a break, baby girl,” she said, her voice softening. “But don’t think we’re done. The second half is going to be so much more fun.”

Fun. His stomach churned. More.

He sat back on the changing table, the diaper crinkling, the panties rustling over it. His cock ached inside the padding, desperate for release, but Kira’s rules held him captive. No cumming without permission.

The camera zoomed in, capturing the glitter on his eyes, the pink smear on his lips, the lace over his diaper. Baby Lili, on display for 84,000 strangers. His shame was a live commodity now.

“Rest up, sissy,” Kira murmured, her tone a mix of tenderness and threat. “Mommy’s got bigger plans for tomorrow. The chat’s already voting on your next punishment.”

Punishment. His heart raced. Tomorrow.

The chat buzzed with ideas—bottles, spankings, public outings. Donations ticked higher: $21,000. Viewer count: 85,000.

He sucked on the pacifier, the click loud in his ears, the pink ruffles rustling with every breath. The nursery walls closed tighter, a pastel prison he’d chosen to stay in. No way out.

Kira’s presence lingered, unseen but inescapable. Her voice, her rules, her world. Lili was hers now—completely.

The stream rolled on, the red light blinking. Tomorrow loomed, darker and deeper. He couldn’t turn off the camera—not anymore.


Chapter 8: Public Baby Display

Liam woke to the pastel glow of the nursery, the crib bars looming like a pastel cage. The diaper clung heavy between his thighs, sagging from last night’s shame. His cock twitched inside the padding, a traitor already awake.

The silk panties over the diaper rustled as he shifted. Pink, lace-trimmed, a humiliating frame for the bulk underneath. Viewer count on the monitor: 92,000—climbing even before he’d spoken a word.

Kira’s voice crackled through the speaker, smooth and inevitable. “Good morning, Baby Lili. Did my little sissy sleep well?”

He sucked on the pacifier, the click loud against his teeth. “Yeth, Mommy,” he mumbled, cheeks burning as the chat exploded with laughter. Donations: $1,200 already.

“Today’s a big day, sweetheart.” Her tone was warm, but the edge beneath it cut deep. “Mommy’s taking you out to meet some friends.”

Out. The word slammed into him. His stomach twisted.

Out where? He couldn’t ask—not with the camera rolling, not with 93,000 pairs of eyes dissecting every flinch. The diaper crinkled as he sat up, the silk panties dragging over the plastic backing.

“Check the chair, Lili. I’ve left you something pretty to wear.” Kira’s amusement seeped through every syllable.

He waddled to the high chair, thighs forced apart by the diaper’s bulk. A frilly pink dress lay folded there, short enough to scream exposure. A note pinned to it: “For my star sissy. Show the world.”

His hands shook as he held it up. The fabric was soft, ruffled, a mockery of innocence. Viewer count: 94,000.

“Put it on, baby girl,” Kira urged. “Let the chat see how cute you look.”

He hesitated. Just a second. But the chat didn’t miss it—donations poured in, $1,500, with comments like “Make her twirl!” and “Punish the sissy!”

No choice. He pulled the dress over his head, the ruffles brushing his neck. The hem barely covered the diaper, the bulge obscene under the pink fabric.

“Look at that,” Kira purred for the audience. “My little Lili, all dressed up for her big day. Isn’t she precious?”

Precious. His face burned hotter. His cock throbbed inside the padding, leaking a pathetic drop into the already-damp diaper.

“Turn around, sissy. Show Mommy and the chat.” Her voice was a command wrapped in honey.

He turned, waddling awkwardly. The diaper crinkled with every step, the silk panties rustling over it. Viewer count: 95,000.

“Perfect,” she said, satisfaction dripping. “Now, let’s get you ready. Can’t have my baby girl looking messy.”

Messy. His heart raced. He knew what that meant.

“Lie down on the changing table, Lili.” Her tone left no room for argument. “Mommy needs to check your diaper.”

He shuffled over, the dress ruffling as he climbed up. The plastic table was cold against his back, the diaper crinkling louder as he lay still. His cock ached harder, betraying him already.

Kira’s footsteps approached—real, not just a voice this time. The camera caught her silhouette first, tall and flawless, before she stepped into frame. Charcoal blazer, tailored skirt, heels clicking with purpose.

She loomed over him, her gaze clinical yet amused. “Let’s see how soggy my sissy is,” she said, her voice low for the stream. Viewer count: 96,000.

Her hands moved with precision, peeling back the dress hem. The silk panties stretched tight over the diaper, lace framing the tapes. She pressed a palm against the front, the warmth of her touch seeping through the padding.

“Wet already,” she noted, her lips curling into a smirk. “What a pathetic little baby girl. Couldn’t hold it, could you?”

He whimpered around the pacifier. “No, Mommy.” The chat roared with delight—donations: $2,000.

She tugged the panties down just enough to access the tapes. The ripping sound echoed, obscene in the quiet nursery. The diaper opened, cool air hitting his skin, his hard cock exposed under her gaze.

“Look at that,” she mused, loud enough for the stream. “Hard and leaking already. Such a desperate sissy.”

Shame burned through him. His cock twitched, leaking more, a bead of precum glistening for 97,000 viewers. He couldn’t hide it—not from her, not from them.

She grabbed a wipe, the cold shock making him flinch. Her movements were slow, deliberate, dragging the cloth over his skin. Every touch was a humiliation, every second stretched for the camera.

“Gotta clean my baby girl up,” she said, her tone maternal yet mocking. She powdered him next, the scent of baby powder clouding the air, the silky dust settling on his shame. Viewer count: 98,000.

A fresh diaper unfolded with a loud crinkle. She lifted his hips, sliding the padding under him, the plastic backing slick against his skin. Her fingers worked the tapes, sealing him in tight.

“Much better,” she said, pulling the silk panties back up over the diaper. The lace scratched lightly, a cruel contrast to the thick padding. “Now you’re ready for your big outing, Lili.”

Outing. Dread clawed at him again. Where was she taking him?

She adjusted the dress, smoothing the ruffles over the diaper bulge. “Walk tall, Lili. Everyone wants to meet my star.”

His legs trembled as he stood. The diaper forced a waddle, the crinkle deafening with every step. The silk panties rustled over it, the dress swishing too short to hide anything.

Kira attached a small bodycam to his chest, the red light blinking. “For the chat,” she explained, her smile sharp. “They don’t want to miss a second of Baby Lili’s debut.”

Debut. His stomach dropped. Viewer count: 99,000.

She took his hand, her grip firm but gentle. “Come on, sissy. Time to show the world what you’ve become.”

They stepped outside, the cool air a shock after the nursery’s warmth. The diaper crinkled louder in the open space, every movement a confession. His cock throbbed inside the padding, leaking again, the warmth spreading slow and hot.

Kira led him to a car, the bodycam capturing every second. The chat buzzed with excitement—donations: $3,000. Viewer count: 100,000.

“Get in, baby girl,” she said, opening the door. The dress ruffled as he climbed in, the diaper forcing him to sit awkwardly. The plastic backing stuck to his thighs, the bulk undeniable.

The drive was short but agonizing. Every bump made the diaper crinkle, the silk panties shifting over it. His face burned as he imagined where they were headed.

They pulled up to a nondescript building, a small sign reading “Private Event.” Kira’s smile widened as she parked. “This is it, Lili. Your first playdate.”

Playdate. His heart pounded. What did that mean?

She led him out, her hand firm on his. The bodycam blinked, streaming every step to 100,000 strangers. The diaper crinkled with each waddle, the dress barely covering the bulge.

Inside, the room was a pastel explosion—pink and blue decorations, soft music, a crowd of adults in babyish outfits. Men and women, all dressed as little girls and boys, sipping from bottles or sucking pacifiers. An ABDL meetup, live and real.

Heads turned as they entered. Eyes locked on him—on the frilly dress, the obvious diaper bulge, the pacifier in his mouth. His cheeks burned hotter than ever before.

“Aw, who’s this cutie?” a woman cooed, her voice high and babyish. She wore a yellow onesie, her own diaper visible beneath it. “Is this Kira’s new baby girl?”

“Yes,” Kira answered for him, her tone proud. “This is Lili, my little sissy star. Say hi, sweetheart.”

“Hi,” he mumbled around the pacifier, voice barely audible. The chat exploded with laughter—donations: $4,000. Viewer count: 101,000.

Another woman approached, ribbons in her hair, a bottle in her hand. “She’s adorable! Can I play with her, Kira?”

“Of course,” Kira said, releasing his hand. “Lili, be a good girl and play with your new friends.”

Play. His mind reeled. But his body moved, the diaper crinkling as he shuffled forward.

They led him to a playmat, scattered with toys and blocks. He sat, the diaper sagging under him, the silk panties rustling. His cock ached inside the padding, leaking more, the warmth spreading again.

“Look at her diaper!” one of the baby girls giggled, pointing. “It’s so thick! Does she wet a lot?”

Humiliation seared through him. He nodded, unable to speak, the pacifier clicking in his mouth. Viewer count: 102,000.

Kira watched from the sidelines, her gaze never leaving him. “Isn’t she perfect, chat?” she said, her voice carrying through the bodycam. “My little Lili, making friends already.”

Perfect. The word twisted in his chest. His cock throbbed harder, betraying him in front of everyone.

They handed him a toy, a pink rattle, and urged him to shake it. The noise was childish, ridiculous, but he did it. The diaper crinkled with every movement, the dress ruffling over it.

“Such a good sissy,” one of the baby girls cooed, patting his head. Her tone was kind, but it burned all the same. Donations: $5,000.

He glanced at Kira, her expression one of pure satisfaction. She knew this was breaking him in a new way—real people, real eyes, real voices. Not just a screen anymore.

“Time for a snack, Lili,” Kira called, beckoning him over. She held a bottle of warm formula, the nipple gleaming under the lights. Viewer count: 103,000.

He waddled to her, the diaper forcing his thighs apart, the crinkle echoing in the room. Everyone watched—live attendees and online strangers alike. His shame was a public spectacle now.

“Sit on Mommy’s lap,” she instructed, patting her knee. Her skirt was smooth, her posture flawless as always. He obeyed, the diaper crinkling louder as he settled.

She tilted the bottle to his lips, the nipple pressing past the pacifier. “Drink up, baby girl,” she said, her voice soft but firm. The sweet formula hit his tongue, warm and humiliating.

He sucked, the sound loud and infantile. The diaper shifted under him, the silk panties rustling against her lap. His cock leaked again, the warmth spreading hot inside the padding.

“Look at that,” Kira murmured, loud enough for the bodycam. “My sissy loves her bottle. Don’t you, Lili?”

“Yeth, Mommy,” he whispered, tears pricking his eyes. The chat cheered—donations: $6,000. Viewer count: 104,000.

She didn’t let him cum. Not here, not now. Denial was her weapon, sharper in front of an audience.

The bottle emptied, and she wiped his chin with a bib. “Such a good girl,” she praised, her tone warm yet cutting. The words hit deeper than they should have.

He squirmed on her lap, the diaper sagging more, the warmth inside a constant reminder of his regression. The other baby girls watched, some giggling, others cooing. He was one of them now—whether he wanted to be or not.

Kira adjusted his dress, smoothing the ruffles over the diaper bulge. “You’ve done so well, Lili,” she said, her voice a mix of tenderness and threat. “But don’t relax yet. The world outside sees Baby Lili, and there’s no hiding anymore.”

No hiding. The words lingered, heavy and final. Viewer count: 105,000.


Chapter 9: Full Regression Achieved

Liam woke to the soft hum of the nursery fan, the pastel walls glowing under the nightlight’s pink haze. The crib bars loomed above him, a reminder of how far he’d fallen. His diaper, heavy and sagging, pressed against his thighs, the plastic backing sticking to his skin.

He didn’t flinch at the weight anymore. Day 20, and the warmth inside the padding felt... normal. His mind recoiled at the thought, but his body didn’t care.

The silk panties beneath the diaper shifted as he stirred, the lace trim tickling his hips. A pink onesie hugged his chest, ruffles flaring at the bottom, barely covering the bulky padding. His reflection in the crib’s mobile—spinning unicorns and stars—showed a mockery of the man he’d been.

Lili. That’s who he was now. Baby Lili, the internet’s darling.

The bodycam blinked red in the corner, always watching. Viewer count: 87,000, even at 3 a.m. The night stream never stopped, capturing every squirm, every sigh.

He sucked his thumb without thinking, the gesture automatic. A faint crinkle echoed as he shifted, the diaper protesting under his weight. His cock twitched inside the padding, traitorously hard, leaking into the already damp layers.

Shame used to burn him alive. Now, it was a dull ache, barely there. He didn’t fight it anymore.

The viral clip from last night played in his head—thumb in mouth, drooling in his sleep, diaper visibly swollen under the onesie. Posted to every corner of the web, racking up millions of views. Baby Lili, trending worldwide.

He didn’t care. Not really. Lili didn’t care about things like that.

The nursery door creaked open, and Kira’s silhouette filled the frame. Even in the dim light, her presence was commanding—tall, poised, her silk robe clinging to her curves. She moved with that deliberate grace, never hurried, always in control.

“Morning, my little sissy,” she purred, her voice a velvet blade. The bodycam mic picked up every word, broadcasting to the masses. Viewer count: 89,000.

He pulled his thumb from his mouth, a faint pop sounding in the quiet. “M-morning, Mommy,” he mumbled, the babytalk second nature now.

Her lips curved into a smile, amused and predatory. “Did my baby girl sleep well? Or did she make a mess again?”

His cheeks warmed, but only for a moment. He nodded, eyes dropping to the crib mattress. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the evidence undeniable.

“Good girl,” she cooed, stepping closer. Her hand reached through the bars, tilting his chin up. “Let’s check how soggy my Lili is.”

Her fingers pressed against the front of the diaper, the plastic crinkling loudly under her touch. The warmth inside spread further as she squeezed, assessing. His cock throbbed against the padding, leaking more, the humiliation a quiet hum in his veins.

“Soaked,” she announced, her tone a mix of maternal pride and mockery. “You don’t even try to hold it anymore, do you, baby girl?”

He shook his head, unable to meet her gaze. “No, Mommy.”

She chuckled, the sound rich and cutting. “Of course not. My little Lili is too far gone for big boy things.”

Viewer count: 91,000. The chat buzzed with comments, donations ticking up—$1,200 already. They loved this, his total surrender.

Kira unlocked the crib gate, lowering it with a soft click. “Time for a change, sweetheart. The world wants to see their favorite sissy baby all clean and pretty.”

He didn’t resist as she lifted him under the arms, her strength effortless. The diaper sagged heavily as she carried him to the changing table, the crinkle echoing with every step. His onesie snapped open at the crotch, revealing the soaked padding beneath.

She laid him down, the table’s plush surface cool against his back. Her hands moved with clinical precision, peeling the diaper tapes with a loud rip. The wet padding unfolded, exposing him—his cock hard and glistening, precum mixing with the mess.

“Look at this,” she murmured, loud enough for the stream. “My baby girl’s so excited for her change. Pathetic, isn’t it, chat?”

His face burned, but his hips twitched toward her touch. Betrayal, again and always. Viewer count: 93,000.

She wiped him down with slow, deliberate strokes, the baby wipes cold against his skin. The scent of powder filled the air as she shook the bottle, a white cloud settling over him. Her fingers smoothed it across his skin, lingering just long enough to tease.

His cock jerked under her touch, desperate and useless inside the fresh diaper she slid beneath him. The silk panties went back on first, pink and frilly, the lace brushing his sensitive skin. Then the new diaper—thick, overnight padding, the plastic backing crinkling as she taped it snug.

“There we go,” she said, patting the front. “All safe and secure for my little sissy. Can’t have accidents during storytime, can we?”

Storytime. His stomach fluttered, a mix of dread and something softer. Viewer count: 95,000.

She dressed him in a fresh onesie, baby blue with bunny appliques, the ruffles flaring over the diaper’s bulk. A matching bonnet went on next, pink ribbons tied under his chin. His reflection in the nearby mirror was absurd—feminine, infantile, utterly broken.

“Perfect,” she declared, stepping back to admire her work. “Chat, isn’t she the cutest baby girl you’ve ever seen?”

Donations: $2,500. The comments rolled in, mocking and praising in equal measure. He didn’t read them anymore.

Kira lifted him again, settling into the rocking chair with him on her lap. The diaper crinkled as he adjusted, the bulk forcing his thighs apart. His cock ached inside the padding, the silk panties rubbing with every shift.

She pulled a storybook from the shelf, its cover bright with cartoon animals. “Time for your bedtime story, Lili,” she said, her voice soft but commanding. “Even if it’s morning, babies need their stories.”

Viewer count: 97,000. The chat cheered, more donations pouring in. They loved the routine, the ritual of his regression.

She opened the book, her tone shifting to a sing-song cadence. “Once upon a time, there was a little bunny who didn’t want to be a bunny at all...” Her words washed over him, infantilizing and hypnotic. He leaned into her chest, the diaper crinkling softly.

His thumb found its way back to his mouth. He didn’t stop it. Lili didn’t care.

Halfway through the story, the pressure built low in his belly. He squirmed on her lap, the diaper shifting under him. He didn’t fight it—couldn’t anymore.

Warmth spread through the padding, slow and hot, the plastic backing trapping it against his skin. The crinkle grew louder as the diaper absorbed, sagging under him. His cock throbbed harder, leaking into the mess, the silk panties soaked now too.

Kira didn’t pause her reading, but her lips twitched with amusement. “Oh, my baby girl couldn’t wait, could she?” she whispered, just for the mic. “Making a mess during storytime. So naughty.”

His cheeks flushed, but the shame was fleeting. He pressed closer to her, the warmth in the diaper a strange comfort. Viewer count: 99,000.

She finished the story, closing the book with a soft thud. Her hand rested on the front of his diaper, pressing gently, feeling the new weight. “Such a good sissy, even when you’re naughty,” she praised, her tone dripping with mock affection.

His body reacted before his mind could, hips twitching under her touch. His cock strained inside the soaked padding, desperate for more, for release. But she pulled her hand away, leaving him aching.

“Not yet, sweetheart,” she teased, her voice a cruel lullaby. “Babies don’t get to decide when they feel good. Mommy does.”

Denial stabbed through him, sharper now with an audience. Viewer count: 100,000. Donations: $3,800.

She adjusted the bonnet, smoothing the ribbons over his shoulders. A pacifier appeared in her hand, pink and glittery, and she pressed it to his lips. “Suck, Lili. Be a good girl for the camera.”

He obeyed, the silicone nipple clicking against his teeth. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the warmth inside a constant reminder of what he’d become. His cock leaked more, the padding swollen and heavy now.

Kira rocked the chair slowly, her presence a suffocating comfort. “You don’t even remember the old you, do you?” she murmured, her words cutting deep. “Liam’s gone. There’s only Baby Lili now.”

He nodded around the pacifier, tears pricking his eyes—not from shame, but from something softer, something like relief. Resistance was a memory, a ghost he didn’t chase anymore. Lili didn’t need to fight.

Viewer count: 102,000. The night cam clip—thumb-sucking, wetting during storytime—would go viral by noon. He knew it, and it didn’t matter.

She tilted his chin up, her gaze piercing even in the dim light. “Sleep tight, my little one. The world is watching.”

Her words hung in the air, a promise and a threat. The stream didn’t stop, the red light blinking as always. And Baby Lili, cradled in her lap, drifted toward sleep, the diaper’s warmth and her laughter the last things he felt.

But it wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. Tomorrow, the chat would demand more, and Kira would deliver.

He didn’t dread it. Lili didn’t dread anything anymore. The world outside saw her, owned her, and she was theirs.

The crib waited, the nursery walls a pastel prison. His cock twitched one last time inside the soaked padding, a silent plea for a release he wouldn’t get. Not yet.

Kira stood, lifting him effortlessly, her robe brushing his cheek. She laid him back in the crib, the bars clicking shut behind her. The diaper crinkled as he settled, the weight a familiar anchor.

She leaned down, her lips brushing his forehead through the bars. “Dream of being my perfect sissy, Lili,” she whispered, her voice a dark lullaby. “Because that’s all you’ll ever be.”

Viewer count: 103,000. Donations: $4,200. The chat buzzed with anticipation for what came next.

He closed his eyes, the pacifier clicking softly. The warmth in the diaper spread a little more, unprompted, as sleep took him. Baby Lili didn’t care who saw.

Tomorrow, there’d be new games, new humiliations. Maybe a public outing, maybe more friends to play with. Kira always had plans.

But for now, he drifted, the nursery fan humming above. The world watched, and he let them. Shame was gone, and only surrender remained.

His last conscious thought wasn’t of escape or resistance. It was of her voice, her touch, the crinkle of the diaper that defined him now. Baby Lili, forever.

And the stream rolled on, capturing every second. The internet’s favorite sissy baby girl, fully regressed, with no way back. Kira’s masterpiece, complete—at least for tonight.

But morning would come. And with it, new rungs to climb. Or fall.


Chapter 10: Playdate with Peers

Liam woke to the soft hum of the nursery fan, the bars of the crib casting thin shadows across his vision. Thumb in mouth, pacifier forgotten on the pillow, he stirred. The diaper crinkled, heavy and warm, a reminder of last night’s surrender.

He blinked at the blinking red light of the camera in the corner. Viewer count: 98,000. Always watching, always waiting for more.

The bulk between his legs forced a waddle even as he shifted to sit. Pink ruffles of the onesie rustled against his thighs, the lace trim tickling his skin. His wig—long, curly, and baby pink—tickled his neck, a constant feminized weight.

His cock twitched inside the soaked padding. Traitorous, always. Heat bloomed low, humiliating him before he even fully woke.

Kira’s voice purred through the speaker, smooth and inescapable. “Good morning, Baby Lili. Did my sissy sleep well?”

He nodded, thumb still in mouth, cheeks burning. The babytalk rule kicked in instinctively. “Yeth, Mommy.”

Her chuckle was a velvet blade. “Such a good girl. We’ve got a big day, sweetheart—playdate time.”

Playdate? His stomach twisted. The chat exploded—donations ticking up, comments flooding with excitement.

Viewer count: 100,000. He didn’t want to know what they were saying. But he couldn’t stop himself from caring.

The nursery door clicked open, and there she was. Kira, in the flesh, a vision in a tailored black dress, heels clicking with purpose. Her presence filled the room, towering and flawless.

She leaned over the crib bars, her smile calculating. “Let’s get you changed, Lili. Can’t have my star looking messy for her friends.”

Friends. The word hit like a punch. His mind raced—more eyes, more judgment, more shame.

She lifted him effortlessly, her hands firm under his padded bottom. The diaper crinkled louder, the warmth inside shifting with every movement. His cock strained harder, leaking into the padding, a silent betrayal.

Onto the changing table he went, the cold vinyl sticking to his back. Pink ruffles bunched up as she unbuttoned the onesie, exposing the swollen diaper beneath. Her fingers worked the tapes with clinical precision—rip, rip, rip.

“Look at this,” she cooed, peeling the front down. “My Baby Lili made such a mess overnight. What a pathetic little sissy.”

His cheeks flamed, eyes darting away. The camera caught every angle—he knew it. Viewer count: 102,000.

Cool wipes touched his skin, wiping away the evidence of his regression. The scent of baby powder clouded the air as she sprinkled it over him, her touch lingering just long enough to make him squirm. His cock throbbed, hard and desperate, under her amused gaze.

“Such a needy little thing,” she murmured, her voice warm with mockery. She slid a fresh diaper under him, the plastic backing rustling against the table. “Mommy’s best girl can’t help it, can she?”

He shook his head, trembling. “N-no, Mommy.” The words burned, but they came anyway.

The new diaper taped shut, snug and thick, forcing his thighs apart. She pulled the onesie back down, the pink ruffles framing the bulk perfectly. A fresh bonnet tied under his chin, ribbons brushing his flushed cheeks.

She stepped back, admiring her work. “There we go. Pretty as a picture for your playdate.”

His heart pounded. Playdate. Who—what—was waiting for him?

Kira lifted him again, setting him on the nursery floor. The bulk made him waddle, each step a crinkling humiliation. His cock pressed against the padding, the friction a torment he couldn’t escape.

“Follow Mommy, Lili,” she commanded, her heels clicking toward the door. The camera followed, a silent voyeur. Viewer count: 105,000.

Down the hall they went, into a larger room set up with pastel mats, stuffed animals, and a row of high chairs. Three figures waited there, each a mirror of his own degradation. Men—adults, like him—dressed as sissy babies, each in frilly dresses and thick diapers.

One wore a lavender onesie, ribbons in his short wig, pacifier dangling from a clip. Another, in yellow ruffles, sucked on a bottle, eyes downcast. The third, in mint green, crawled toward a pile of blocks, the crinkle of his diaper echoing in the quiet.

Liam—Lili—froze. Comparison hit hard. They were regressed, yes, but he was deeper, more broken, more… hers.

Kira’s hand rested on his shoulder, guiding him forward. “Meet your new friends, Lili. They’ve been watching your stream, and they’re so jealous of my perfect baby girl.”

Jealous. The word twisted in his gut. His eyes met the lavender one’s—envy there, raw and real.

“Sit, sweetheart,” Kira said, easing him onto the mat. The diaper crinkled, the bulk making him clumsy. His cock leaked more, the padding absorbing every shameful drop.

The others watched, their own padded bottoms shifting. The yellow one mumbled around his bottle, “She’s… so pretty.” A flush of pride—wrong, warped—bloomed in Lili’s chest.

Kira knelt beside him, her presence a shield and a cage. “Lili’s the best, isn’t she? Show them how a real sissy baby plays.”

His hands trembled as he reached for a stuffed bunny, the pink ruffles of his onesie rustling with every move. The diaper forced his legs apart, the waddle humiliatingly obvious. Viewer count: 108,000.

The chat must be loving this. He didn’t look at the screen. Couldn’t.

Kira’s hand brushed his wig, adjusting a curl. “That’s it, baby girl. So sweet for Mommy.”

Sweet. The praise hit deeper than it should. His cock throbbed, pressing against the padding, desperate for more of her words.

The lavender one crawled closer, diaper crinkling, his eyes wide. “Can… can I play too, Miss Kira?” His voice was small, regressed, but not as far as Lili’s.

“Of course, darling,” Kira replied, her tone maternal but sharp. “But Lili leads. She’s my best girl.”

Best girl. The words sank into him, warm and owning. Tears pricked his eyes—not shame, not anymore, but something softer.

He clutched the bunny tighter, waddling toward a pile of blocks. The bulk between his legs made every step a spectacle, the plastic backing loud in the quiet room. His cock ached, the friction unbearable.

The mint green one looked up, envy flashing again. “She’s so… good at this.” His words stung with truth—Lili was the star, the most obedient, the most broken.

Kira’s laughter was a melody of control. “That’s right. My Lili knows her place, don’t you, baby girl?”

“Yeth, Mommy,” he lisped, the pacifier rule forgotten in the moment. His cheeks burned, but the tears weren’t from humiliation. They were from belonging.

She sat on a low chair, pulling him closer. He crawled without thinking, resting his head against her leg, the wig tickling his neck. Her hand stroked his curls, slow and possessive.

“My perfect baby girl,” she whispered, her voice a balm and a chain. “Show them how it’s done.”

The tears spilled over, hot on his cheeks. Happy tears. Relief, surrender, a twisted kind of home.

The others watched, their diapers crinkling as they shifted. The lavender one reached for a toy, mimicking Lili’s movements. But none of them had what he did—Kira’s touch, her approval, her ownership.

Viewer count: 110,000. Donations: $5,000. The chat roared, but he didn’t care.

His cock leaked more, the warmth spreading in the diaper unprompted. He didn’t fight it. Baby Lili didn’t fight anything anymore.

Kira’s fingers lingered in his wig, her presence a gravitational pull. “Look at you, crying for Mommy. So pathetic, so mine.”

Pathetic. The word was a caress, not a cut. He pressed closer to her leg, the diaper crinkling with every tiny movement.

The yellow one dropped his bottle, staring openly. “I… I want that,” he mumbled, voice thick with longing. Envy again, sharper now.

“You’ll get there,” Kira said to him, her tone patient but firm. Then, to Lili, softer, “But no one’s as good as my Lili. No one.”

The praise broke something loose inside him. He sobbed quietly, head against her thigh, the pink ruffles trembling with each breath. His cock throbbed harder, the padding a prison of his own arousal.

She tilted his chin up, forcing eye contact. Her gaze was a weapon, piercing and warm. “Don’t cry, baby girl. You’ve got Mommy.”

Mommy. The word anchored him, deeper than the crib, deeper than the stream. He nodded, tears slowing, pacifier forgotten.

The playdate continued, toys scattered, diapers crinkling in unison. The others played, but their eyes kept darting to him—to Kira’s hand in his wig, to the way he melted under her touch. He was the standard, the ideal, the sissy baby they all wanted to be.

Viewer count: 112,000. The camera caught every tear, every tremble. He let it.

Kira stood, pulling him up with her. The bulk forced the waddle again, the diaper sagging slightly with new warmth. His cock strained, leaking steadily now, a constant humiliation he craved.

“Let’s show them a real baby game,” she said, her voice a dark promise. She guided him to a high chair, the pink straps clicking shut around him. The others watched, rapt, as she tied a bib around his neck—pink, frilly, humiliating.

“Open wide, Lili,” she cooed, producing a bottle of warm formula. The nipple pressed to his lips, and he sucked without hesitation. The sweet taste flooded his mouth, a regression he didn’t resist.

The lavender one whimpered, crawling closer. “Can I… have some too?” Envy again, desperate now.

Kira’s smile was a blade. “Only if Lili shares. She’s the best girl, after all.”

He nodded around the nipple, the diaper crinkling as he shifted in the chair. His cock ached, the warmth in the padding spreading more. He didn’t care who saw—didn’t care about anything but her.

She fed him slowly, her hand steady, her presence everything. The others got their bottles eventually, but it wasn’t the same. They didn’t have her eyes on them, her voice in their ear, her claim on their soul.

Viewer count: 115,000. Donations: $6,200. The chat buzzed with demands, but Kira controlled the pace.

The bottle emptied, and she wiped his chin with the bib. “Such a messy sissy,” she teased, her tone warm with mockery. His cock twitched, hard and desperate, the padding a torment he loved.

She unstrapped him, lifting him down. The bulk forced the waddle again, the pink ruffles rustling with every step. He clung to her side, head against her hip, the wig tickling his neck.

The playdate dragged on, toys and bottles and crinkling diapers filling the hours. The others tried to match him—crawling, lisping, playing—but they couldn’t. Lili was Kira’s, fully, and they all knew it.

His tears had dried, but the relief lingered. Belonging, twisted and dark, but real. Among these peers, he was the star—the most regressed, the most obedient, the most loved.

Kira’s hand rested on his shoulder, a quiet claim. “You’ve done so well, Lili. But we’re not done showing the world just how perfect you are.”

Not done. The promise hung heavy, a threat and a gift. Tomorrow, the stream would demand more, and Kira would deliver—with him as her masterpiece.


Chapter 11: Permanent Baby Look

Liam—or Lili, as the world now knew him—sat cross-legged on the pastel playmat, the thick diaper crinkling with every tiny shift. The pink onesie clung to his chest, ruffles tickling his skin, a mockery of the gamer tees he’d worn just weeks ago. Viewer count: 120,000, a number that no longer shocked him.

The camera hummed in the corner, red light blinking, capturing every blush, every waddle. His messy hair was hidden under a curly blonde wig, the strands brushing his neck, a constant reminder of who he’d become. His cock twitched inside the padding, a traitor to the man he’d been, already leaking into the bulk between his thighs.

Kira’s voice came through the headset, smooth and unrelenting. “Good morning, Baby Lili. Ready to make Mommy proud today?”

His lips parted, the pacifier dangling from its clip. “Yeth, Mommy,” he lisped, the words automatic now, trained into him over weeks of relentless streams. Shame burned in his chest, but it was duller now—familiar, almost warm.

Footsteps clicked off-camera, deliberate and slow. Kira stepped into frame for the first time that day, her presence a physical weight. Black heels, tailored skirt, blouse unbuttoned just enough to command attention—she was flawless, always.

“Stand up, sweetheart.” Her tone was honey over steel. “Let’s show them my perfect girl.”

Lili struggled to his feet, the diaper forcing a clumsy waddle. The plastic backing rustled louder, the sagging weight a reminder of the warmth he’d released just an hour ago. His cock strained harder, the padding rubbing against him with every step.

Kira’s eyes flicked to the chat, a smirk curling her lips. “Oh, they’ve been voting all night, Lili. They’ve decided on your permanent look.”

Permanent. The word sliced through the haze in his mind. His hands trembled at his sides.

She held up a tablet, the poll results glowing on the screen. “Full makeup. French braids. Matching diaper cover and bonnet—all in baby pink, of course.”

His throat tightened. Makeup wasn’t new—blush and gloss had been staples for weeks—but permanent meant something else. Something final.

“Don’t look so scared, baby girl.” Kira’s voice dipped, amused. “Mommy’s going to make you so pretty.”

She gestured to a high chair in the center of the frame, pink straps dangling like a trap. “Sit. Now.”

Lili shuffled forward, the diaper crinkling with every step. He climbed into the chair, the bulk between his thighs making it awkward, humiliating. His cock throbbed, leaking more, the warmth spreading in the padding as Kira buckled him in.

Her fingers lingered on the straps, brushing his chest through the onesie. “Good sissy,” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear. The chat exploded—donations pinging, comments flooding: Make her cry, Domina! Paint that face!

Kira pulled a vanity case from off-camera, the contents clinking ominously. She set it down, unzipping it with deliberate slowness. Foundation, brushes, mascara, lipstick—all laid out like tools of his destruction.

“Hold still, sweetheart.” Her command was soft, maternal, merciless. “Mommy’s making you perfect.”

She started with foundation, her fingers cool against his heated cheeks. The sponge dabbed gently, smoothing over the last traces of Liam’s stubble, erased weeks ago by her insistence on waxing. Every touch was clinical, intimate, a violation he craved.

“Look at that,” she cooed, tilting his chin up for the camera. “Already so soft. Such a pretty baby face.”

His cock pulsed inside the diaper, the padding a constant torment. He squirmed, the crinkle deafening in the quiet room. Viewer count: 125,000.

Next came the blush, pink powder dusting his cheeks. Kira wielded the brush like an artist, each stroke a mark of ownership. “Rosy little sissy,” she teased, her laughter a blade in his gut.

His eyes darted to the monitor showing the stream. The chat cheered, emojis of hearts and laughing faces scrolling endlessly. He hated how much he needed their approval now.

Eyeshadow followed, pale pink to match the onesie. Kira’s fingers were steady, her focus absolute, as if crafting a doll from nothing. “Close your eyes, Lili. Let Mommy work.”

He obeyed. The brush tickled his lids, a sensation so foreign, so wrong. Yet his cock leaked more, the warmth in the diaper spreading further, a confession he couldn’t hide.

Mascara now, the wand cold against his lashes. “Open,” she ordered, and he did, staring into her calculating gaze. “Long, fluttery lashes for my baby girl. The audience will love this.”

His cheeks burned under the blush. The diaper sagged heavier, the bulk forcing his thighs apart in the high chair. He was trapped, exposed, and horrifyingly hard.

Lipstick was last, a glossy pink she uncapped with a smirk. “Pout for me, sweetheart.” Her voice was a purr, deadly and warm.

He pouted, lips trembling. The stick glided over them, slick and sweet, the taste lingering as she painted him into someone else. “Perfect,” she whispered, stepping back to admire her work.

She unbuckled him, lifting him down from the chair. The diaper crinkled louder, the warmth inside it a constant shame. His cock ached, desperate, as she guided him to a mirror just off-camera.

“Look, Lili.” Her hand rested on his shoulder, a claim. “See who you are now.”

He looked. Liam was gone. In his place stood Baby Lili—pink-cheeked, lashes thick, lips glistening, a caricature of femininity and regression.

His breath caught. The wig framed his face, soon to be braided, and the onesie hugged the diaper’s bulk, ruffles peeking out. He didn’t recognize himself at all.

“Say it,” Kira prompted, her voice low in his ear. “Tell Mommy who you are.”

“I’m… I’m Baby Lili,” he whispered, the lisp enforced by weeks of pacifiers. His cock throbbed harder, leaking into the padding as the words sank in. “Mommy’s perfect girl.”

“Good sissy.” Her praise was a drug, flooding his veins. The chat pinged with more donations—$8,000 now.

She sat him back on the playmat, pulling out silk ribbons and a comb. “Time for those braids, baby girl. Sit still.”

Her fingers worked through the wig, sectioning the blonde curls with precision. The tug on his scalp was grounding, humiliating, a reminder of her control. His diaper crinkled as he shifted, the bulk rubbing against his leaking cock.

She braided slowly, weaving pink ribbons into each plait. “French braids for my little princess,” she narrated for the camera, her tone dripping with amusement. “Every detail matters, doesn’t it, chat?”

Viewer count: 130,000. The comments were relentless: She’s so cute! Break her more! Diaper check now! Lili’s cheeks burned hotter under the makeup, the lipstick smearing slightly as he bit his lip.

Kira tied off the second braid, the ribbons dangling like flags of his surrender. “Almost done, sweetheart. Just the bonnet and cover left.”

She produced the items from a pastel bag—baby pink, lace-trimmed, matching perfectly. The diaper cover was silk, slippery against his skin as she lifted his onesie to slide it over the padding. The extra layer made the crinkle softer but no less humiliating.

Her hands smoothed the cover down, pressing against the front of the diaper. “So wet already, Lili,” she teased, her fingers lingering. “Such a pathetic little thing.”

His cock jumped at the word, leaking more, the warmth spreading in the padding. He whimpered, the sound caught by the mic, broadcast to thousands. Shame and arousal twisted tighter, inseparable now.

The bonnet came next, lace framing his painted face as she tied it under his chin. “There we are,” she said, stepping back to survey him. “My perfect Baby Lili, ready for the world to see.”

She adjusted the camera, zooming in on his face, then panning down to the ruffled diaper cover. “What do you think, chat? Is this her permanent look?”

Donations soared—$10,000. Comments screamed approval: She’s adorable! Keep her like this forever! Make her wet again! Lili’s eyes dropped, unable to face the monitor.

Kira’s hand tilted his chin up, forcing him to look at the camera. “Smile for them, baby girl. Show them how much you love being Mommy’s sissy.”

He forced a smile, lips trembling, the lipstick taste bitter on his tongue. His cock ached inside the diaper, the silk cover and plastic padding a torment he couldn’t escape. Viewer count: 135,000.

“Now,” Kira said, her voice shifting to a darker edge, “let’s give them a real show. Time for a bottle, Lili.”

She fetched a baby bottle from off-camera, the nipple already glistening with formula. “Open wide, sweetheart,” she cooed, pressing it to his lips. The lipstick smeared on the rubber, a humiliating mark of his regression.

He sucked, the sweet liquid flooding his mouth, a taste he’d come to associate with surrender. The diaper crinkled as he shifted on the mat, the bulk sagging more with fresh warmth. His cock leaked steadily, hard and desperate, trapped in its padded prison.

Kira held the bottle steady, her other hand stroking his braided hair. “Good girl,” she murmured, her praise a hook in his soul. “Drink it all for Mommy.”

The chat cheered, donations hitting $12,000. Comments demanded more: Make her crawl! Change her on stream! More ruffles! Lili’s eyes fluttered shut, the humiliation a wave he couldn’t fight.

The bottle emptied, and Kira pulled it away, wiping his chin with a lace hanky. “Such a messy sissy,” she teased, her laughter soft but cutting. His cock throbbed harder, the warmth in the diaper unbearable now.

She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear, off-mic but still a jolt. “You’re almost complete, Lili. But there’s one more thing the audience wants.”

His eyes snapped open. One more thing. Dread and need coiled in his gut.

She stood, pulling him up with her. The diaper forced the waddle again, the silk cover rustling over the padding, the bonnet’s lace tickling his neck. His cock ached, leaking more, a constant betrayal.

“Time for a diaper check,” she announced to the camera, her tone bright with mockery. “Let’s see how wet my baby girl is, shall we?”

His breath hitched. The chat exploded again, viewer count spiking to 140,000. He wanted to hide, to vanish, but there was nowhere to go.

Kira’s hands moved to the onesie, unsnapping the crotch with a loud pop. The diaper cover slid down next, exposing the thick white padding underneath, tapes strained from the weight inside. “Oh, Lili,” she said, pressing a palm against the front, “you’ve soaked this, haven’t you?”

He nodded, tears pricking his eyes. The warmth was undeniable, the padding swollen between his thighs. His cock pulsed under her touch, hard and pathetic, a secret the camera couldn’t see but she knew.

“Such a good sissy,” she said, her voice warm with approval. “Let’s get you changed, right here, for everyone to watch.”

She laid a changing mat on the floor, pink and infantile, and guided him down onto it. The diaper crinkled as he lay back, the bonnet shifting slightly, the braids splayed out like a doll’s. Viewer count: 145,000.

Her hands worked with precision, peeling the tapes off one by one, the ripping sound obscene in the quiet room. The cool air hit his skin as she lifted the front of the diaper away, exposing him—hard, leaking, utterly humiliated. His cock twitched under her gaze, a reaction he couldn’t control.

“Poor baby,” she teased, grabbing wipes from the vanity case. “So messy, so needy.”

The wipes were cold, dragging over his skin, clinical and intimate. She cleaned him slowly, narrating for the camera. “See how I take care of my Lili? Only Mommy knows how to make her feel right.”

His hips bucked slightly, the sensation too much. Shame burned hotter, tears slipping down his painted cheeks. The chat loved it—donations at $15,000 now.

She sprinkled baby powder next, the scent clouding around him, sweet and infantilizing. Her hands smoothed it over his skin, lingering just enough to make him squirm. His cock leaked more, a bead of precum glistening at the tip, caught by the camera’s zoom.

“Almost done, sweetheart,” she said, unfolding a fresh diaper, pink with cartoon bunnies this time. She slid it under him, lifting his hips with ease, the plastic backing crinkling as she taped it shut. The bulk was back, forcing his thighs apart, a prison he’d learned to need.

She pulled the silk cover back up, snapping the onesie closed over it. “There we are,” she said, patting the front of the diaper. “My perfect Baby Lili, all clean and pretty for the world.”

His cock throbbed inside the new padding, already leaking again, the cycle of shame and arousal endless. He looked up at her, braids and bonnet framing his vision, lipstick smeared from the bottle. Liam was a ghost now, a role he’d played once, buried under layers of pink and regression.

Kira’s hand rested on his cheek, her thumb brushing a tear away. “You’ve done so well, baby girl. But we’re not done showing the world just how permanent this is.”


Chapter 12: Challenge Ends, Begging Begins

Liam—or Lili, as the world now knew him—sat curled in the crib, the pink bars looming like a cage he no longer wanted to escape. The pacifier clicked against his teeth with every nervous suck, the silicone nipple a constant anchor in his mouth. His thighs pressed against the thick diaper, the plastic backing crinkling with even the slightest shift, a reminder of how far he’d fallen.

The nursery, once a temporary set for the stream, had become his reality. Pink walls, stuffed animals, a changing table stocked with powders and wipes—all of it mocked the man he used to be. The camera in the corner blinked red, always watching, 150,000 viewers waiting for the final day of the challenge.

Day 30. The end.

Kira’s voice had been absent all morning, a silence that gnawed at Lili worse than any command. He glanced at the monitor showing the chat, messages scrolling too fast to read, but the tone was clear—anticipation, mockery, hunger. His cheeks burned under the layers of blush and foundation, the wig’s synthetic curls tickling his neck as he hunched lower in the crib.

A sound at the door. Footsteps.

Kira entered, flawless as ever, her black blazer and pencil skirt a stark contrast to the pastel prison around them. Her heels clicked on the hardwood, each step deliberate, her dark hair pulled back in a sleek bun that screamed control. She carried a tablet, her crimson lips curling into a faint, knowing smile as she met his gaze.

“Morning, Baby Lili,” she said, her voice smooth as silk, maternal and merciless. “Did you sleep well in your crib?”

He nodded, the pacifier bobbing awkwardly. Words felt impossible, his throat tight with something he couldn’t name.

She stepped closer, setting the tablet on the changing table. Her eyes raked over him—pink onesie snapped tight over the diaper, ruffled socks on his feet, the bonnet tied under his chin with a satin bow. “You look perfect, sweetheart. My little sissy girl, ready for her big day.”

Big day. His stomach twisted.

She tapped the tablet screen, pulling up a banking app. “I’ve just transferred the fifty thousand to your account, Lili. The challenge is over. You’ve earned it.”

Over. The word hit like a punch.

His eyes widened, the pacifier slipping from his lips with a wet pop. He stared at her, mind racing, the weight of freedom crashing into him. Freedom—but to what? Back to debt, eviction, a life of ramen and obscurity?

Kira tilted her head, studying him. “You can go back to being Liam now. No more diapers, no more bonnets, no more Mommy.”

No more Mommy. His chest tightened.

She moved to the crib, lowering the side with a soft click, and gestured for him to climb out. “Come on, baby girl. Let’s start taking this nursery down. You’re a big boy again… if that’s what you want.”

He didn’t move. Couldn’t.

His fingers clutched the crib’s bars, knuckles white under the pastel mittens she’d forced on him days ago. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the bulk between his thighs a humiliating comfort he couldn’t ignore. His cock twitched inside the padding, already hard, already leaking, betraying him at the worst possible moment.

Kira noticed. She always did.

“Oh, Lili,” she said, her voice dripping with amused pity. “Look at you, getting all worked up over leaving. Does my baby girl not want to go?”

Tears pricked his eyes. He shook his head, a tiny, desperate motion.

She stepped closer, her hand resting on his cheek, thumb brushing away a tear before it could fall. “Use your words, sweetheart. Tell Mommy what’s wrong.”

His lips trembled. The chat on the monitor buzzed, viewer count ticking up to 152,000, strangers waiting for his collapse. “P-please don’t,” he whispered, voice cracking, barely audible.

Kira’s smile widened, but she didn’t push. Not yet. “Don’t what, Lili? Be clear for Mommy and all your fans watching.”

He swallowed, shame burning hotter than ever. The pacifier dangled from its clip on the onesie, tempting him to hide behind it again. But her eyes held him, unyielding, demanding.

“Please don’t… stop,” he mumbled, tears spilling now, streaking the makeup down his cheeks. “I… I don’t wanna go back.”

Her expression softened, but the amusement lingered, sharp and cutting. “Say it properly, baby girl. Mommy’s listening.”

He broke then, the weight of it all crashing down—thirty days of regression, of feminization, of livestreamed humiliation. “Please don’t stop, Mommy,” he sobbed, voice high and pitiful, the sissy tone she’d trained into him. “I wanna stay. I wanna be your Baby Lili.”

The chat exploded. Donations poured in, the counter spiking past $20,000 in seconds. Viewer count: 155,000.

Kira’s hand moved to his hair, stroking through the wig’s curls with a tenderness that made his chest ache. “That’s my good girl,” she murmured, her voice a balm over the raw wound of his surrender. “You’ve just told the whole world what you really are.”

He cried harder, thumb slipping into his mouth instinctively, replacing the pacifier. The click of his teeth against it echoed in his ears, a pathetic little sound that grounded him. The diaper crinkled as he curled tighter in the crib, warmth spreading in the padding, slow and hot, as his body gave in completely.

Kira noticed that too. “Oh, sweetheart, did you just wet yourself for Mommy?” She pressed a hand against the front of the diaper, feeling the swollen bulk, her touch sending a jolt through him. “Such a helpless little thing, aren’t you?”

His cock throbbed inside the wet padding, leaking more, the shame and arousal a vicious loop he couldn’t escape. He nodded, tears soaking the bonnet’s lace, his whole body trembling under her gaze. The camera caught every second, broadcasting his breakdown to the masses.

“Let’s get you changed, baby girl,” she said, her tone all maternal warmth now, but the mockery lingered in her eyes. “We can’t have my Lili sitting in a soggy diaper, can we?”

She lifted him from the crib with ease, her strength a stark reminder of his diminished state. His legs wobbled as she set him on the changing table, the diaper sagging under him, heavy with warmth. The onesie’s snaps popped open one by one, the sound obscene in the quiet room.

The silk diaper cover slid down next, revealing the soaked padding underneath. Tapes strained, plastic backing slick with moisture, the cartoon bunnies on the design mocking him as much as the chat did. His cock stood hard beneath it all, a humiliating secret she exposed with every move.

Kira peeled the tapes back, the ripping sound loud and deliberate, echoing for the camera. Cool air hit his skin as she lifted the front away, his arousal on full display, precum glistening at the tip. “Look at this, everyone,” she said, narrating for the stream, her voice bright with amusement. “My Baby Lili can’t help herself, even now.”

His hips bucked slightly, involuntary, shame searing through him. Tears streamed faster, but he couldn’t look away from her face—calm, controlled, beautiful. The chat loved it, messages scrolling with laughter and demands for more.

She grabbed wipes from the stack, cold against his skin as she cleaned him with slow, deliberate strokes. “Shh, sweetheart,” she cooed, her touch clinical yet intimate, dragging over every inch of him. “Mommy’s got you.”

The wipes were torture, each pass making his cock twitch harder, leaking more, the humiliation a physical weight. He whimpered behind his thumb, the sound muffled but pitiful, his painted nails digging into the changing mat. Viewer count: 158,000.

Baby powder came next, a cloud of sweet scent settling over him as she sprinkled it generously. Her hands smoothed it across his skin, lingering just enough to make him squirm, fingers brushing the base of his cock with a teasing cruelty. “There we go, all fresh for Mommy,” she said, her smile sharp as a blade.

He couldn’t stop the moan that slipped out, high and desperate, a sissy sound that matched the role he’d begged to keep. His cock pulsed under her touch, so close to the edge, but she pulled back before he could tip over. Denial. Always denial.

She unfolded a new diaper, pink with little hearts this time, the plastic backing crinkling as she slid it under him. Lifting his hips with one hand, she taped it shut with the other, the bulk forcing his thighs apart again, a prison he craved now. “Perfect,” she said, patting the front, her palm pressing just hard enough to make him gasp.

The silk cover went back on, ruffled and humiliating, followed by the onesie snapping closed over it all. She adjusted the bonnet, tying the bow tighter under his chin, her fingers brushing his tear-streaked face. “My beautiful Baby Lili,” she said, her voice warm but laced with power. “You’ve chosen this, haven’t you?”

He nodded, thumb still in his mouth, the pacifier dangling forgotten. His cock ached inside the fresh padding, already leaking again, the cycle unending. Shame burned, but beneath it, something else—relief, need, surrender.

Kira stepped back, crossing her arms, her gaze heavy with satisfaction. She glanced at the camera, addressing the audience directly. “You heard her, everyone. My baby girl begged to stay. Should we keep the nursery up for her?”

The chat roared, votes pouring in, donations hitting $25,000 in minutes. Viewer count: 160,000. Lili watched through blurry eyes, the weight of his words sinking in—he’d begged for this, live, for the world to see.

Kira turned back to him, her smile a mix of triumph and tenderness. She leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead, her lipstick leaving a faint mark. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. Mommy’s not going anywhere.”

His heart stuttered, a mix of dread and comfort twisting inside him. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, warmth spreading again, his body betraying him even now. He was hers—fully, publicly, permanently.

She straightened, picking up a bottle from the table, the nipple glistening with warm formula. “Time for a feeding, baby girl,” she said, sitting on the rocking chair and patting her lap. “Come to Mommy.”

He crawled off the changing table, waddling awkwardly, the bulk of the diaper forcing the humiliating gait. His cock throbbed with every step, the padding rubbing against him, a constant reminder of his state. He climbed into her lap, curling against her chest, the scent of her perfume mixing with the baby powder still clinging to his skin.

She slipped the bottle’s nipple into his mouth, replacing his thumb, the warm liquid hitting his tongue. “Drink up, Lili,” she murmured, rocking slowly, her hand cradling his head through the wig. “You’re mine now, and everyone knows it.”

He sucked obediently, eyes half-closed, tears drying on his cheeks. The chat buzzed in the background, the camera capturing every angle of his regression, but it didn’t matter anymore. He’d chosen this, begged for it, and the nursery wasn’t coming down.

Kira’s hand moved to the front of his diaper, pressing lightly, feeling the warmth he couldn’t hide. “Such a good sissy,” she whispered, her voice a promise and a threat. “We’re just getting started, baby girl. Wait until you see what Mommy has planned next.”


Chapter 13: Forever Baby Lili

Liam—or rather, Baby Lili—lay in the crib, the pastel pink bars looming over him like a sugary prison. The thick diaper hugged his hips, crinkling with every tiny shift, the plastic backing slick against his skin. His heart thumped hard, a drumbeat of dread and something sweeter, something he couldn’t name anymore.

The onesie stretched tight over his chest, pale pink with little bunnies dancing across it, the snaps at his crotch digging into the padding beneath. A bonnet framed his face, tied tight under his chin, the lace tickling his neck. His wig—long, blond curls—spilled over the tiny pillow, a mockery of the messy brown hair he’d once had.

Kira stood at the edge of the room, her silhouette sharp against the soft glow of the nursery lights. She held a screwdriver in one hand, the dismantled pieces of the crib’s railing in the other. She paused, her lips curling into that slow, knowing smile.

“Having second thoughts, baby girl?” Her voice was honey over steel, every word a deliberate cut. She tilted her head, watching him squirm.

He opened his mouth, but nothing came out. His thumb hovered near his lips, a reflex now, the pacifier dangling from a ribbon on his chest. Shame burned his throat, hotter than ever, because he wasn’t sure he wanted her to stop.

She set the screwdriver down, stepping closer. Her heels clicked on the hardwood, a sound that made his cock twitch traitorously inside the diaper. She loomed over the crib, her tailored black blazer a stark contrast to the pastel hell she’d built around him.

“Look at you, Lili.” She reached through the bars, brushing a curl from his face. “All tucked in, safe and sound, just like a good sissy baby should be.”

His cheeks flamed. He wanted to look away, but her gaze pinned him there, helpless. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the bulk forcing his thighs apart, a constant reminder of what he’d become.

She straightened, her hand trailing down to pat the front of his diaper. The pressure sent a jolt through him, his cock hardening instantly, trapped in the soft, humiliating prison. “Still dry, hmm? Let’s see how long that lasts.”

He whimpered, the sound high and pathetic. His body betrayed him again, heat pooling low, the familiar ache building. He hated how much he needed her to keep going.

Kira turned to the camera mounted in the corner, the red light blinking steadily. “Well, chat, you heard her beg to stay last night. Should we make this nursery permanent for our little star?”

The monitor beside her lit up, notifications flooding in, the viewer count ticking past 180,000. Donations poured, each chime a nail in the coffin of Liam’s old life. The chat exploded with messages—“Keep her forever!” “More pink!” “Make her wet for us!”—each one twisting the knife deeper.

He stared at the screen, eyes wide. His stomach churned, but beneath it, a sick thrill pulsed. They wanted this as much as he… did he?

Kira chuckled, low and amused, the sound vibrating through him. “Looks like your fans have spoken, Baby Lili. You’re not going anywhere.”

She turned back to him, her expression softening just enough to make his chest ache. “Mommy’s going to make this official, sweetheart. No more playing at being a big boy.”

His breath hitched. The words landed like a punch, stealing what little fight he had left. His cock throbbed harder, leaking into the padding, a secret he couldn’t hide from her.

She leaned down, unlocking the crib’s side with a smooth click. “Come on, baby girl. Time for your morning change before we set up for today’s stream.”

He crawled out, the diaper sagging slightly, forcing that humiliating waddle he couldn’t escape. The plastic backing rubbed against his inner thighs, the crinkle obscenely loud in the quiet room. His onesie rode up, the ruffles of the silk diaper cover peeking out, pink and shameful.

Kira led him to the changing table, her hand firm on his back. She lifted him with ease, settling him onto the padded surface, her strength a quiet reminder of his helplessness. The scent of baby powder lingered in the air, a cloud of nostalgia he couldn’t shake.

“Lie back, Lili,” she cooed, snapping on a pair of latex gloves. The sound sent a shiver down his spine, his cock twitching again, already anticipating her touch. She unsnapped the onesie, pulling it up to expose the diaper beneath.

“Look at this pretty padding,” she said, her tone dripping with amusement. She ran a gloved finger along the taped edge, the pressure teasing, making him squirm. “All for my sissy baby girl.”

He bit his lip, a tear slipping free. The shame was a living thing now, clawing at him, but so was the need. He wanted her to keep talking, to keep humiliating him.

She peeled the tapes back, the ripping sound echoing in his ears. The cool air hit his skin, a sharp contrast to the warmth trapped inside, and he gasped. His cock stood hard, glistening with pre-cum, utterly exposed under her gaze.

“Oh, my,” she purred, her laughter soft but merciless. “Look at this, chat. Our little Lili can’t help herself, can she?”

His face burned, eyes squeezing shut. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t face the camera, couldn’t handle the thousands watching his cock betray him live. But the crinkle of the diaper being pulled away only made it worse, the sound a siren call to his arousal.

Kira wiped him down with slow, deliberate strokes, the cool wipes a torment against his overheated skin. “Such a messy girl,” she said, her voice a mix of mock disapproval and delight. “Mommy has to clean you up every day now, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Mommy,” he stammered, the words forced out, babytalk slurring his tongue. His cock pulsed with every wipe, the humiliation feeding his need, making him leak more. He hated how much he loved this.

She sprinkled powder over him, the scent enveloping him, soft and suffocating. Her hands smoothed it across his skin, fingers brushing the base of his cock with cruel precision, drawing a whine from his throat. “There, there, baby girl,” she said, her tone maternal, mocking.

He trembled under her touch. His body screamed for release, but he knew she wouldn’t give it—not yet. She always made him wait, made him beg.

She unfolded a fresh diaper, this one even thicker, white with pastel unicorns scattered across it. The plastic backing crinkled as she slid it under him, lifting his hips with one hand like he weighed nothing. “Up we go, Lili,” she said, taping it shut with expert ease.

The bulk forced his thighs apart wider, the padding a constant pressure against his cock. He groaned, the sound muffled by the pacifier she slipped into his mouth. The nipple clicked against his teeth, silencing him, another layer of control.

“Now for your pretty outfit,” Kira said, pulling a new onesie from the shelf. This one was bubblegum pink, with lace trim and a giant bow on the chest, the word “Princess” embroidered in glittery letters. She snapped it over the diaper, the fabric stretching tight, emphasizing the bulge beneath.

He looked down, tears pricking again. The mirror across the room showed a stranger—Baby Lili, pink and frilly, a sissy doll with no trace of Liam left. His cock ached inside the diaper, the betrayal complete.

Kira adjusted the bonnet, tying the ribbon tighter, her fingers brushing his flushed cheeks. “My perfect little streamer,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “You’re going to break records today, baby girl.”

She turned to the camera again, her voice shifting to that commanding tone the chat adored. “Alright, everyone, let’s get Lili ready for her makeup. Vote now—cherry lipstick or bubblegum gloss?”

The chat lit up, votes pouring in, each one a reminder of how many eyes were on him. His stomach twisted, but his cock didn’t care, throbbing harder, leaking into the fresh padding. He sucked on the pacifier, helpless, as Kira wheeled over the high chair.

“Up you go,” she said, lifting him again, settling him into the seat. The diaper crinkled loudly, the bulk making him sit awkwardly, thighs splayed. She strapped him in, her hands lingering on the buckles, her smile never wavering.

She opened a makeup bag, pulling out brushes and palettes, the tools of his feminization. “Let’s make you extra pretty for your fans, Lili,” she said, dipping a brush into blush. She dusted it over his cheeks, the tickle making him flinch, but the straps held him still.

“Hold still, baby girl,” she warned, her tone firm but amused. She painted his lips next, the cherry lipstick winning the vote, the taste waxy and strange on his tongue. Each stroke was a claim, another piece of Liam erased.

His eyes darted to the monitor, the live feed showing his transformation in real time. Viewer count: 200,000. A new record, just like she’d promised.

His chest tightened. So many people, watching him become this, watching him wet himself, watching him beg. And yet, the heat in his diaper only grew, his cock a traitor that loved every second.

Kira finished with a dusting of shimmer on his eyelids, stepping back to admire her work. “There’s my beautiful sissy,” she said, her voice warm with possession. “Say thank you to Mommy, Lili.”

“T-thank you, Mommy,” he mumbled around the pacifier, the words slurred, infantile. His face burned, but the praise hit deeper than the shame, a warmth spreading through him. He was hers, and he didn’t want to be anything else.

She unstrapped him, lifting him from the high chair with that effortless strength. “Time for your morning bottle, baby girl,” she said, settling into the rocking chair and patting her lap. “Come to Mommy.”

He waddled over, the diaper forcing that humiliating gait, the crinkle a soundtrack to his regression. Climbing into her lap, he curled against her chest, the scent of her perfume mixing with the baby powder on his skin. His cock pressed against the padding, aching, as she slipped the bottle’s nipple into his mouth.

“Drink up, Lili,” she murmured, rocking slowly, her hand cradling his head. The warm formula hit his tongue, sweet and thick, and he sucked obediently, eyes half-closing. The chat buzzed in the background, but it faded to static under her touch.

Her free hand moved to the front of his diaper, pressing lightly, feeling the warmth he couldn’t hide. “Such a good girl,” she whispered, her voice a velvet threat. “You’ve made Mommy so proud today.”

He moaned around the nipple, the pressure building, his cock so close to the edge. But she pulled her hand away, denying him again, her laughter soft above him. “Not yet, baby girl. We’ve got a whole day of streaming ahead.”

His eyes fluttered open, a whine escaping him. The denial was torture, but it was hers to give, hers to take. He was Baby Lili now, forever, and the nursery wasn’t coming down.

Kira rocked him a little longer, the rhythm soothing, her presence a cage he no longer wanted to escape. The camera captured it all—the sissy baby in her lap, the diaper’s bulge, the lipstick-smeared lips around the bottle. Viewer count: 205,000, climbing every second.

She glanced at the monitor, her smile widening. “Look at that, Lili. Two hundred thousand people watching you be my perfect little doll. You’re the biggest star on the platform now.”

His heart stuttered. The weight of it—millions of eyes, millions of dollars, a life he’d never imagined—pressed down on him. But in her lap, under her gaze, it felt… right.

She set the empty bottle aside, lifting him with ease and carrying him back to the crib. The diaper crinkled with every step, the plastic backing slick against his skin, a reminder of his place. She laid him down, tucking a soft blanket over him, the pastel bars closing him in.

“Nap time, baby girl,” she said, adjusting the bonnet one last time. Her fingers brushed his cheek, leaving a trail of warmth. “Mommy’s got some plans to finalize for your permanent setup.”

He blinked up at her, the pacifier back in his mouth, his cock still aching inside the diaper. Permanent. The word echoed, heavy and final, but it didn’t scare him anymore.

Kira stepped back, her silhouette framed by the nursery lights, a goddess in control. She turned to the camera one last time, her voice a promise to the masses. “Stay tuned, everyone. Baby Lili’s new life is just beginning.”

His eyes drifted shut, the crinkle of the diaper a lullaby, the warmth of her presence lingering even as she stepped out of frame. The chat hummed, the viewer count ticked higher, but Lili didn’t care. He—she—was home.

Kira’s voice came through the baby monitor, soft but commanding, the last thing he heard before sleep claimed him. “Goodnight, my precious girl. You’re home forever now.”
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