
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sissy Browser Betrayal

Caged, Diapered, and Broken by His Wife and Her Domme


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Fatal Click

Ethan stepped through the front door, the familiar click of the latch echoing in the quiet house. He loosened his tie with a tired sigh, briefcase thumping against his leg. "Lauren? I'm home."

No answer. No clatter of pans from the kitchen, no footsteps hurrying to greet him. The air felt thicker, charged. His gaze drifted to the kitchen table and his stomach dropped.

His laptop sat open, screen still lit. A stack of printed pages lay beside it, edges crisp.

Lauren sat at the head of the table, arms crossed, her dark hair pulled back in a severe ponytail. She wore the same fitted blouse and pencil skirt from her morning meeting - professional, unyielding. Her eyes locked on him like steel.

"Ethan." Her voice was calm. Too calm. "Sit."

He froze for a second, heart hammering. What the fuck? Did I leave something open? The thought skittered across his mind, but his feet moved anyway. He dropped into the chair opposite her, palms already damp.

Lauren slid the top sheet across the table. A screenshot. Bold red text at the top: Sissy Hypno Training - Become Her Permanent Slut. Below it, the video thumbnail - some feminized figure on knees, mouth open, eyes glazed.

His breath caught. Blood roared in his ears.

"You jerked off to this last night," she said flatly. "And the night before. And the one before that. Hundreds of them, Ethan. Every single night while I slept."

Another page. Browser history printed in neat columns. Sissy chastity cage tutorial. Forced diaper sissy regression. Hypno for broken beta boys.

His cock twitched traitorously in his slacks, a hot pulse against the fabric. No. Not now. This is bad. This is ruin. Shame flooded his cheeks, burning hot, yet the shame only made the twitch worse. A secret thrill coiled low in his belly, uninvited.

"I... Lauren, it's not - " The words died. He couldn't lie. Not with the evidence staring back at him.

She leaned forward, elbows on the table. "Not what? Not you edging your pathetic cock for hours to fantasies of being dressed like a whore? Locked? Diapered? Used?" Her tone stayed clinical, dissecting him. "I counted forty-three sessions this month alone."

Ethan's mouth went dry. He shifted in the chair, the growing hardness impossible to ignore. She knows everything. My secret. My filth. Why does her knowing make me so fucking hard? Resistance flared - Delete it, deny it, run - but the thrill drowned it fast. His secret was out. Exposed. And part of him, the dark part, loved the burn.

Lauren stood slowly, circling the table. Her heels clicked sharp on the tile. She stopped behind him, one hand resting on his shoulder. Fingers dug in just enough.

"Look at you," she murmured, voice low. "Already getting hard in your work pants. Pathetic."

He swallowed hard. The scent of her perfume - sharp citrus and something darker - filled his nose. His cock strained now, a wet spot forming where pre-cum leaked. Shame twisted deeper, hotter. I'm disgusting. She's going to leave me. But fuck... don't stop talking.

"I printed them all," she continued, clinical as ever. "Every search. Every video you watched while stroking. You want to be a sissy, Ethan? A broken little toy?"

Another page slapped down. This one showed captions: Good girls leak in their diapers. Good girls never cum again.

His hips jerked involuntarily. A soft groan escaped before he could choke it back.

Lauren's fingers tightened. "Answer me."

"Yes," he whispered, voice cracking. The admission tore out of him. Shame crashed over him like cold water, but the arousal surged higher, cock throbbing painfully now. I can't believe I'm saying it. To her. Like this. New layer of betrayal hit him - she wasn't screaming, wasn't crying. She was studying him. And it made everything ten times filthier.

She walked back to her seat, picked up her phone. "Good. Because we're not pretending anymore."

Ethan's pulse spiked. "What do you mean?"

Lauren dialed without looking away from him. The ringtone filled the kitchen. On the second ring, a smooth, confident voice answered. "Hey, Lauren. Everything okay?"

"Vanessa," Lauren said, eyes locked on Ethan's. "I need you to come over. Right now. It's about Ethan. Turns out my husband has been a secret sissy slut this whole time."

Silence on the line for a beat, then a low, amused laugh. "No shit. Be there in twenty. Don't start without me."

Lauren hung up. She set the phone down with deliberate care.

Ethan's mind reeled. Vanessa - Lauren's dominant best friend, the tall athletic one with the piercing stare and commanding walk. Oh god. Both of them? Resistance screamed inside him - End this now, apologize, beg - but the thrill roared louder. His cock ached, trapped in his damp boxers. Shame mixed with addictive heat. He pictured Vanessa's knowing smirk, her taking charge. The image made him leak more.

"Twenty minutes," Lauren said. "Plenty of time for you to tell me exactly how long this has been going on. Every detail."

She slid another screenshot forward. This one showed a hypno spiral captioned Surrender your orgasms. Good sissies stay denied.

Ethan stared at it, breath shallow. His hand moved unconsciously toward his lap before he caught himself. I should be terrified. I am terrified. But fuck... I want them to see all of it.

"Start talking," Lauren ordered, leaning back. Her skirt rode up slightly, revealing the smooth line of her thigh. "And keep your hands where I can see them. No touching that desperate little cock."

He obeyed, palms flat on the table. Words spilled out in halting bursts - how it started as curiosity, how it became nightly, how the hypno made him edge for hours imagining lace and cages and total loss of control. Each confession burned. Each one made his arousal sharper.

Lauren listened without interruption, occasionally nodding. Clinical. Assessing. Like he was a project that needed fixing.

By the time headlights swept across the front windows, Ethan was rock hard, leaking steadily, face flushed with humiliation that only fed the fire. They're both going to see me like this. Broken open. And part of me... craves it.

The doorbell rang.

Lauren stood, smoothing her skirt. "That'll be Vanessa. Stay right there, sissy."

She walked to the door, heels clicking with purpose. Ethan remained seated, heart slamming, cock straining, mind a whirlwind of shame and dark, electric want.

The front door opened. Low voices murmured. Footsteps approached - two pairs now.

Vanessa stepped into the kitchen first, tall and commanding in a tailored blazer and slacks that hugged her athletic frame. Her long auburn hair fell loose over one shoulder, green eyes sweeping over Ethan like he was already property. A slow smile curved her lips.

"Well, well," she drawled, setting a small black bag on the counter. "Look what we have here. A naughty little browser historian."

Lauren closed the door behind her. "He's confessed everything. Hard as a rock the whole time."

Vanessa circled the table once, stopping beside Ethan. She reached down and tilted his chin up with two fingers. Her touch was firm, unhurried. "Eyes on me, boy. This is going to be fun."

Ethan's breath hitched. The new presence amplified everything - the shame, the thrill, the helpless leak in his pants. Two of them now. No escape. No hiding. His mind fractured between stop this and please don't ever stop.

Vanessa's smile widened, clinical and predatory. "Strip. Let's see what we're working with."

His hands moved before his brain caught up, fingers fumbling with buttons. The betrayal loop spun faster - arousal at being commanded, shame at obeying so quickly, fresh heat flooding his veins.

The first layer of his shirt came off. Then the next.

Whatever came after this moment, Ethan already knew one thing deep in his gut.

He wasn't going to fight it. Not really.

Not when it felt this good to finally be seen.


Chapter 2: The Domme Arrives

Ethan's fingers trembled on the next button, the fabric of his dress shirt whispering down his arms as it fell open completely. Cool kitchen air kissed his bare chest, raising goosebumps. His nipples tightened under the women's combined stares.

Lauren leaned against the counter, arms crossed over her fitted blouse, pencil skirt hugging her hips. Vanessa stood closer, blazer still buttoned, green eyes tracing every inch of exposed skin.

"Keep going," Vanessa said, voice smooth and unhurried. "Everything off. We need to see the full package we're dealing with."

Ethan's cock throbbed harder in his slacks, a fresh bead of pre-cum soaking through his boxers. This is insane. My wife's best friend is here, ordering me naked in our kitchen. Shame burned his face, hot and deep, but his hands obeyed anyway, belt buckle clinking open. The secret thrill coiled tighter - being seen, commanded, exposed like this. New layer hit him: not just Lauren knowing, but another woman witnessing his weakness. It made his balls ache.

Pants dropped to his ankles. He stepped out, kicking them aside. Only his damp boxers remained, tented obscenely, dark wet spot spreading at the front.

Vanessa's lips curved. "Look at that. Already leaking like a desperate slut. How long have you been hiding this side, Ethan?"

He swallowed, voice rough. "Years. It... it started as curiosity. Then it took over." I shouldn't be telling her this. But her eyes on me... fuck. His cock jerked visibly, another pulse of shame feeding straight into raw arousal.

Lauren moved beside Vanessa, her heels clicking once. "He confessed everything while you were driving over. Hundreds of hypno videos. Chastity fantasies. Diaper shit." She reached out and palmed the front of his boxers, squeezing his hard length through the wet cotton. Firm. Clinical.

Ethan gasped. Her fingers stroked slow, base to tip, spreading the slickness. Pre-cum oozed freely now, coating her palm. Her hand on me while Vanessa watches. I'm going to lose it. Resistance flickered - push her away, end this madness - but the craving drowned it. He thrust weakly into her grip, hips betraying him.

Vanessa chuckled low. "Pathetic. But useful. Let's plan this properly." She pulled out a notebook from her bag, flipping it open on the table beside the printed screenshots. "First, total control. No more secret jerking. We're locking that cock down."

Lauren kept stroking, thumb circling the sensitive head through the fabric. Wet sounds filled the kitchen - schlick, schlick - his pre-cum making everything slippery. Ethan's knees weakened. He gripped the table edge, breath ragged.

"Strip the rest," Vanessa ordered without looking up. "Then kneel."

He shoved the boxers down. His cock sprang free, average length but rock-hard, veins pulsing, head glistening. Balls tight and heavy. Cool air hit them, making him shiver. Naked now in his own kitchen, cock bobbing obscenely while two dressed women discussed his future.

He dropped to his knees on the tile. The hard floor bit into his skin. Naked. On my knees. For them. Shame twisted in his gut, sharp and addictive. A new psychological hook sank deeper: the thrill of surrender wasn't just fantasy anymore. It was real, immediate, and it felt like freedom wrapped in chains.

Vanessa glanced down, pen tapping the page. "Chastity first. Steel cage. Permanent denial. Then diapers for the humiliation factor. Double pegging to break that last male resistance." She reached down and flicked his cockhead lightly. It bobbed, a string of pre-cum dripping to the floor.

Ethan moaned softly. The casual touch sent electricity up his spine. They're planning to ruin me. Lock me. Use me. And my cock is dripping like it agrees.

Lauren crouched in front of him, skirt riding up her thighs. She gripped his shaft bare now, skin on skin. Hot. Firm strokes, twisting at the head. "You like this, don't you? Your wife and her friend deciding how to turn you into a sissy toy."

She pumped faster, fist slick with his leaking fluids. Up and down, thumb pressing the underside. Ethan's hips bucked. Pleasure built fast, balls drawing tighter. I'm going to cum. Right here on the kitchen floor like a dog.

Vanessa watched, clinical. "Edge him. Don't let him finish."

Lauren slowed, squeezing the base hard. The orgasm retreated, leaving him throbbing, aching. Frustration mixed with the shame. He whimpered.

"Good boy," Lauren murmured. She stood, wiping her hand on his shoulder. A smear of his own pre-cum marked his skin.

Vanessa added notes. "We'll start the training tonight. Inspection first. Then the cage arrives tomorrow. But for now..." She unzipped her slacks, pushing them down with her panties. Her pussy came into view - neatly trimmed, already glistening with arousal. Strong thighs framed it. "Come here. Use that mouth for something useful."

Ethan crawled forward on all fours, tile cold under palms and knees. The scent hit him first - musky, feminine, aroused. Eating her out while Lauren watches. This is my life now. Shame flooded him, cheeks burning, but his tongue darted out eagerly.

Vanessa grabbed his hair, guiding him. "Lick."

He pressed his face in, tongue sliding along her wet folds. Salty-sweet taste exploded on his tongue. He lapped deeper, circling her clit, sucking gently. Vanessa's thighs clenched around his ears, muffling sounds. Her hips rocked, grinding against his mouth.

Lauren knelt beside them, hand returning to Ethan's denied cock. She stroked in time with his licking. Long, firm pulls. "Deeper. Make her cum, sissy."

Ethan plunged his tongue inside Vanessa's pussy, fucking it in and out. Wet sounds - his slurping, her soft moans - filled the kitchen. Her juices coated his chin. Tasting another woman while my wife jerks me. Betrayed and used. The new layer deepened: shared dominance, his mouth serving while his cock remained property.

Vanessa's grip tightened. "That's it. Right there - fuck." Her pussy clenched around his tongue, pulsing. Hot cum flooded his mouth, tangy and slick. She rode his face through it, thighs trembling.

Ethan kept licking, cleaning her. Lauren's hand never stopped, edging him mercilessly. Bring him close, then squeeze. Close again. Deny.

Finally Vanessa stepped back, pulling up her slacks. She patted his wet cheek. "Not bad for a beginner. But you'll get plenty of practice."

Ethan knelt there, face shiny with her cum, cock purple and leaking in Lauren's slowing fist. His mind spun. I came here expecting dinner. Now I'm naked, tasting pussy, edged stupid. Resistance had faded to a whisper. Craving roared louder - this exposure, this control. He wanted more.

Lauren released him. His cock slapped wetly against his stomach. "Living room. On all fours. We have more planning to do."

He crawled after them, ass up, balls swinging, cock dripping a trail on the floor. Every movement sent fresh shame-arousal through him. The women's heels clicked ahead, unhurried.

In the living room, Vanessa sat on the couch, legs spread. Lauren joined her, skirt hiked. "Bring that mouth over here next, sissy. We've got hours before bedtime."

Ethan positioned himself between Lauren's thighs. Her familiar pussy waited, already wet. He dove in, tongue sliding deep. She moaned, hand in his hair. Vanessa watched, occasionally reaching down to flick or tug his aching cock.

Hours blurred in a haze of licking, edging, and planning. Detailed discussions of cages, diapers, contracts. Each word sank into him like hooks. His tongue worked pussy after pussy - Lauren's clenching around it, flooding his mouth with her cum; then back to Vanessa for seconds, her stronger flavor mixing.

They used his face relentlessly. No mercy for his denied cock. Strokes, squeezes, slaps that kept him on the edge until he sobbed against their wet folds.

By the time the clock showed late evening, Ethan's jaw ached, face glazed, body trembling with unspent need. I'm theirs. Already. The browser history didn't just expose me - it doomed me. The thought brought a fresh wave of shame... and a helpless throb of pure, addictive bliss.

Vanessa stood, adjusting her blazer. "Tomorrow we lock him. Tonight he sleeps denied and dripping. Good start."

Lauren smiled down at him, wiping her thighs. "Crawl to bed, sissy. Dream of what's coming."

Ethan crawled behind them toward the bedroom, naked, leaking, broken open in the best worst way possible. His mind whispered one final, surrendering truth.

He couldn't wait.


Chapter 3: Naked Sissy Inspection

Ethan crawled across the bedroom threshold, knees raw from the hardwood, his leaking cock swinging heavy between his thighs. A thin trail of pre-cum glistened behind him on the floor. Lauren and Vanessa walked ahead, heels clicking in unison.

The bedroom lights were low, casting long shadows. Lauren's pencil skirt still hugged her hips, blouse slightly untucked from earlier use. Vanessa's blazer remained buttoned, slacks smooth over her strong thighs.

"Up on the bed," Vanessa commanded. "On your back. Legs spread wide. Inspection time."

Ethan climbed onto the mattress, heart slamming. Naked. Exposed. His cock stood rigid, purple-headed and slick, balls drawn tight. Crawling like an animal into our bed while they stay dressed. This is my reality now. Shame clawed deeper than before - a new layer, the slow erosion of his adult self, reduced to object for their clinical gaze. Yet his cock throbbed harder at the thought.

He lay back, knees falling open. Cool air kissed his asshole, his leaking slit. Both women stood at the foot of the bed, looking down.

Lauren picked up her phone, snapping photos. Flash bright. "Documenting the before. Pathetic cock. Soft office body. No muscle worth mentioning." Click. Click.

Vanessa leaned in, fingers tracing his inner thighs. Firm pressure. She cupped his balls, rolling them, tugging until he gasped. "Small. Tight. These won't be needed much longer." Her thumb pressed behind them, massaging his prostate from outside.

Pleasure spiked. Ethan's hips bucked. They're measuring me like livestock. Cataloging every flaw. Resistance whispered fight this, but the craving roared - being handled, judged, found wanting. It made fresh pre-cum bubble from his tip.

"Turn over. Ass up," Lauren ordered.

He rolled, face in the pillow, ass presented high. Cheeks spread naturally. Vanessa's fingers traced his crack, circling the tight pucker. One digit pressed in dry, stretching the ring. Burn. Fullness.

"Fuck," Ethan hissed. The intrusion slid deeper, knuckle-deep, curling against his prostate. Pleasure-pain exploded. His cock dripped onto the sheets.

Vanessa pumped slowly, in and out. "Tight little hole. Virgin for real cocks, I bet. But not for long." She added a second finger, scissoring, stretching. Wet sounds filled the room - schlick of her fingers in his ass, his muffled moans into the pillow.

Lauren reached under him, gripping his cock. She stroked in rhythm with the fingering. Tight fist sliding over slick skin. Base to tip. Twist at the head. "Leaking so much. Sissy prostate responding already. Good girl."

Ethan's body shook. Fingers fucked him deeper, hitting that spot relentlessly. Prostate throbbed, sending waves through his denied cock. Fingered in my own bed while my wife jerks me. Reduced to holes. Shame burned his cheeks, tears pricking. The new psychological hook dug in - he was starting to love the erasure. Manhood dissolving under their touch.

Vanessa pulled her fingers free with a wet pop. "On your back again. Spread."

He flipped, legs wide. Vanessa straddled his face without warning, slacks pushed down just enough. Her wet pussy lowered onto his mouth. Musky heat enveloped him. "Lick. Deep."

His tongue plunged inside her, fucking the slick channel. She ground down, clit rubbing his nose. Juices coated his lips, chin. He sucked, swallowed, desperate. Lauren mounted his cock reverse, sinking down in one smooth glide.

Her pussy clenched hot and tight around him. Wet velvet gripping every inch. She rode slow at first, rising until only the head stretched her, then slamming down. Balls-deep. Flesh slapped flesh.

Ethan groaned into Vanessa's pussy. Fucked by my wife while eating her friend. Full penetration. No protection. Just raw use. The sensation overwhelmed - Lauren's walls rippling along his shaft, squeezing, milking. Vanessa's juices flooding his throat.

Lauren bounced harder. "Take it, sissy. This is the last time this cock feels pussy without a cage." Up. Down. Grind. Her ass clapped against his hips. Wet squelch with every thrust.

Pleasure built fast. His balls tightened. Vanessa rode his face faster, smothering him in wet heat. "Don't you dare cum. Edge only."

Lauren lifted off just as he neared the brink. His cock slapped wet against his stomach, denied again. Cool air tortured the slick shaft. Vanessa kept grinding, cumming hard on his tongue. Hot flood filled his mouth. He drank it, gasping.

They switched. Vanessa took his cock, sinking down. Tighter. Stronger grip. She rode with athletic precision, thighs flexing. Long strokes, clenching on the upstroke. "Feel that? This pussy owns you now."

Lauren sat on his face, skirt bunched at her waist. Her familiar taste mixed with Vanessa's. He licked frantically, tongue deep in her channel. Nose buried in her ass. She rocked, using his face for friction.

Double use. Cock buried in Vanessa's clenching heat. Tongue fucking Lauren's dripping pussy. Ethan’s body trembled on the edge, denied over and over. Strokes. Grinds. Squeezes at the base.

Two women using every hole. My cock sliding in and out of another woman's cunt while my wife smothers me. Shame mixed with bliss. The erosion felt intoxicating now - his identity as husband cracking, sissy slut emerging underneath. He craved the loss.

Vanessa rode faster. Her pussy fluttered, then clamped down in orgasm. Hot cream coated his shaft. She lifted off, strings of cum connecting them. Lauren took her place, slamming down, riding the slick mess.

"Fuck her," Vanessa ordered, slapping his balls lightly. "Thrust up."

He bucked, driving deep into Lauren. Wet slap. Clench. Slide. Her walls milked him. She leaned forward, biting his nipple while grinding her clit on his pubic bone.

Orgasm threatened again. Vanessa squeezed his base hard. "No. Hold it."

They used him for what felt like hours. Switching. Facesitting. Riding. Fingers back in his ass, milking his prostate while cocks slid in and out of warm, gripping pussies. Cum from both women coated his face, his cock, his thighs. Sticky. Messy. Claimed.

Verbal shaming never stopped.

"Look at this soft belly. Perfect for corsets."

"Small cock. Barely fills us. Good thing we have toys."

"Prostate so responsive. You're going to squirt like a girl soon."

Each word carved deeper. Ethan’s mind fractured further. I'm not a man to them. Just holes and leaks. The new layer settled: addictive joy in the humiliation. He started anticipating the next insult, cock jumping at every one.

Finally, they climbed off. Ethan lay spent, body glazed in sweat and cum, cock purple and untouched for release. Balls aching heavy.

Vanessa wiped her thighs with his discarded shirt. "Inspection complete. Weak. Leaky. Perfect sissy material."

Lauren snapped one last photo of his ruined state. "Tomorrow the cage. Sleep denied, sissy. Dream of your new life."

Ethan curled on the bed, naked and sticky, mind reeling with fresh surrender. The erosion felt complete. And terrifyingly good.

He closed his eyes, cock still twitching, already craving the next layer of his fall.


Chapter 4: Cold Steel Introduction

Ethan lay curled on the sticky sheets, body glazed in drying cum and sweat, his denied cock still twitching against his thigh. The bedroom air felt heavy, thick with the scent of sex. Late night shadows stretched across the walls.

Lauren stood beside the bed, pencil skirt rumpled but still in place, blouse half-unbuttoned. Vanessa adjusted her blazer, slacks smoothed back into position after the long session.

"Up," Vanessa said. "On your knees in the center of the bed. Time to meet your new best friend."

Ethan pushed himself up, limbs shaky. Cum flaked off his skin as he moved. His cock hung heavy, semi-hard and glistening. Still naked. Still leaking. After everything they did to me. The new psychological layer sank in deeper - this wasn't just play anymore. The inspection had measured him, used him, and now they were preparing to take away the last piece of his control. Fear mixed with a dark, pulsing hunger.

Vanessa reached into her bag and pulled out a small, gleaming steel device. The chastity cage. Heavy-looking. Unforgiving. A short tube with a curved base ring, lock already attached. She held it up, turning it so the metal caught the lamplight.

"Steel. Custom fitted from your measurements last night," she said clinically. "Once this clicks shut, your orgasms belong to us. No more sneaky hypno sessions. No more jerking that pathetic cock."

Ethan's breath caught. His shaft twitched visibly, fresh pre-cum beading at the tip. Locked. Denied. Forever? Shame flooded him, stomach dropping, but his cock betrayed him completely, rising to full hardness at the sight.

Lauren knelt on the bed, taking the cage from Vanessa. She cupped his balls first, rolling them firmly. "These stay accessible for teasing. But this..." She gripped his shaft, stroking slow and slick from root to leaking head. "This gets locked away."

She worked lube from a small bottle over his cock, coating every inch. Cold gel made him gasp. Then she pressed the base ring behind his balls, stretching the skin. Tight. Pinching. His balls bulged forward, trapped.

"Deep breath," Lauren murmured. She pushed the tube over his hard cock. The cold steel kissed his sensitive skin, sliding down. Tight. Constricting. His erection fought it, throbbing against the unyielding metal.

Vanessa helped, pressing the tube firmly while Lauren worked the ring into place. Metal clicked against metal. The cage enclosed him completely, head trapped, shaft compressed. Only a small slit at the end for draining.

"Look at that," Vanessa said, flicking the cage. It swung heavy between his legs. "All caged up like a good sissy."

The weight pulled. Constant pressure. Cold at first, warming slowly to body heat. Ethan's hips jerked. No give. No stroke possible. Trapped. My cock... gone. Just steel now. The denial hit like a drug - panic and arousal twisting together into something addictive. He was losing himself, piece by piece, and part of him begged for more.

Lauren pushed him onto his back. "Test it." She straddled his face again, skirt riding up, sinking her wet pussy onto his mouth. "Lick while we lock it properly."

His tongue dove in immediately, sliding between her slick folds, circling her clit. She tasted of earlier orgasms, tangy and warm. Vanessa positioned herself between his spread thighs. She took his caged cock in her hand, teasing the exposed balls, tugging the ring.

Lauren ground down harder. Her juices flooded his tongue. He sucked her clit, tongue-fucking her hole. She moaned, riding his face with wet slaps.

Vanessa lowered herself onto his caged shaft, rubbing her pussy lips along the steel. The hard metal pressed against her clit as she rocked. "Feel that? No more real cock for you. Just this useless lump."

She slid forward, taking the cage inside her somehow - no, grinding the length against her entrance, letting the cold steel part her folds. Friction on his trapped shaft sent frustrating sparks through him. Denied pleasure. Aching fullness with nowhere to go.

Ethan licked faster, desperate. Lauren's thighs clenched around his head. "Good sissy. Make me cum on your face while your cock stays locked."

Her pussy spasmed. Hot cum squirted across his tongue, filling his mouth. He swallowed greedily, choking on it. Vanessa kept grinding, her own moans building as the cage rubbed her perfectly. She came hard, soaking the steel, juices dripping down onto his balls.

They switched. Vanessa on his face now, stronger flavor, riding rough. Lauren took the cage, fucking herself on the hard metal tube while fingering her clit. Wet sounds everywhere - his slurping, their grinding, the faint clink of steel.

Hours passed in a blur of denied edging. They used his mouth and the cage relentlessly. Full penetrative rides on the unyielding steel, pussies clenching around it while he licked deep. Fingers in his ass again, milking his prostate until he leaked constantly through the cage slit. Clear fluid dripping endlessly.

"No cumming," Vanessa reminded him each time he neared. "Not ever again without permission."

The psychological weight crushed and aroused him in equal measure. Caged on night one. My wife and her friend fucking steel instead of me. The loss felt permanent already. His old life as a man with control faded further. Only sissy cravings remained, stronger, filthier.

Finally, they collapsed beside him, bodies glistening. The cage hung heavy between his legs, slick with their cum, completely inescapable. Cold steel warmed to his skin, a constant reminder.

Lauren traced the locked tube with one finger. "First night denied. How does it feel, sissy?"

"Aching," he whispered. "Heavy. Trapped." And I love it. God help me, I love it.

Vanessa smiled, patting the cage. "Good. Tomorrow we add the diaper. Sleep with it on. Get used to the weight."

Ethan lay between them, caged cock throbbing uselessly, mind spinning with deeper surrender. The steel embraced him like a promise.

He closed his eyes, the new constant pressure lulling him into dark, denied dreams.


Chapter 5: First Night Locked

Ethan lay between them on the rumpled bed, caged cock heavy and throbbing between his thighs, the steel already warm from his body heat. Late night silence wrapped the bedroom except for their breathing. Lauren and Vanessa stayed in their rumpled clothes, blazer and blouse still on, skirts and slacks pushed aside from earlier use.

Vanessa traced one finger along the steel tube, flicking the tiny lock. "First night locked. How's it feel, sissy? That constant pressure. No escape."

The cage tugged with every breath. Unyielding. His cock strained inside, flesh compressed, head pressed against the slit. Pre-cum already leaked steadily through the opening, slicking his balls. Trapped. Really trapped. No stroking. No relief. The new layer hit harder tonight - true helplessness. Not fantasy. Permanent denial sinking into his bones, and the terror only made him leak more.

Lauren rolled closer, her hand cupping the cage. She shook it gently. Metal rattled softly against skin. "We're sleeping like this. You between us. Denied."

She pushed him onto his back and straddled his face without warning. Her pussy, still slick from before, lowered onto his mouth. Warm. Wet. Familiar. Ethan licked immediately, tongue sliding deep into her channel. She tasted of sex and power.

Vanessa mounted his hips, grinding her bare pussy along the steel cage. The hard tube parted her folds, rubbing her clit with every rock. Cold metal warmed fast. She moaned low, sliding up and down the length. "No real cock for you ever again. Just this useless lump fucking us."

Ethan's tongue worked faster inside Lauren. He sucked her clit, nose buried in her mound. Her juices coated his face, dripping down his chin. Lauren rode him harder, grinding, using his tongue like a toy. Her walls clenched around it, fluttering.

Vanessa kept grinding, faster now. The cage pressed deep against her entrance, not penetrating but stimulating perfectly. Wet sounds mixed - his slurping, her slick grinding on steel. She came first, thighs shaking, hot cream coating the cage and his balls.

Lauren followed, flooding his mouth with tangy cum. He swallowed every drop, gasping for air as she lifted slightly.

They switched. Vanessa on his face, stronger musk, riding rougher. Lauren took the cage, sinking down onto it reverse cowgirl. Her pussy stretched around the hard steel, clenching visibly. She rode with long strokes, ass bouncing, taking the entire tube deep.

"Fuck, it's cold at first," she gasped. "Then so hard. Perfect for my clit."

Ethan licked Vanessa desperately, tongue fucking her hole while Lauren used the cage like a dildo. His own cock screamed inside the steel, pulsing uselessly. No friction. No release. Just aching pressure building higher. They're fucking my cage while I eat pussy. I'm not even needed as a man anymore. The denial burned deliciously now, turning into craving. He wanted to stay locked. Needed it.

Hours dragged in a cycle of switching, riding, licking. They brought toys out - vibrators pressed against the cage base while they took turns on his face. Lauren came three more times, squirting across his tongue. Vanessa face-fucked him until his jaw ached, her cum thick and plentiful.

No mercy for his denied cock. They teased the balls, sucked them, slapped the cage lightly. Each jolt sent frustrating sparks. Pre-cum flowed nonstop, pooling on his stomach, dripping down his sides.

Near dawn, Vanessa straddled his cage again, sinking low so the steel pressed deep inside her. She rocked slow, deliberate. Lauren sat on his chest, fingering herself inches from his face.

"Watch," Lauren ordered. "Watch her use your locked cock."

Vanessa's pussy gripped the steel, sliding up and down. Wet schlicking sounds. Her clit rubbed the base ring. She came hard, walls fluttering visibly around the metal, juices squirting out around it.

Ethan whimpered, hips bucking uselessly. The cage rattled. Painful need consumed him. Hours of this. All night. No end. The psychological shift deepened - he started to associate denial with pleasure. His orgasms didn't matter. Theirs did.

They finally collapsed beside him as faint light crept through the curtains. Bodies entwined with his, hands occasionally flicking or tugging the cage in their sleep.

Ethan lay awake longest, steel tube a constant, heavy presence. Aching. Leaking. Owned.

The first night of true denial stretched on, breaking him slowly, deliciously. He drifted off at last, cock still straining, mind whispering surrender with every throb.


Chapter 6: First Diapered Shame

Ethan drifted off between them, caged cock still throbbing uselessly, the steel a constant heavy reminder against his skin. Early morning light filtered through the curtains now, soft and unforgiving. Lauren and Vanessa stirred beside him, their rumpled clothes from yesterday still on, blouses untucked and skirts askew.

Vanessa's hand shook his shoulder. "Wake up, sissy. Time for your first diaper."

Ethan blinked awake, body sticky from the long night. The cage tugged with every movement, pulling at his trapped cock. No relief. Only aching need. Diaper. Now. The word sent fresh shame spiraling through him, deeper than the cage alone. A new layer - regression, babying, total loss of adult dignity. And his caged cock twitched hard at the humiliation.

He stayed naked as they pulled him from the bed. Lauren spread a thick changing mat on the mattress. Vanessa retrieved a large package from her bag - adult diapers, printed with cartoon prints. Thick. Crinkly plastic.

"On your back," Lauren ordered. "Legs up."

Ethan obeyed, lifting his hips. Cool air hit his caged cock and balls. Vanessa slid the diaper underneath him, the plastic cool and slick against his ass. Powder scent filled the air as Lauren shook sweet talc over his groin. Cooling dust settled on his skin, cloying baby smell rising.

"Such a good little baby," Vanessa cooed, clinical edge still there. She pulled the front up between his legs, taping it snug around the steel cage. Thick padding enveloped him, crinkling loudly with every adjustment. The bulk pushed his thighs apart. Heavy. Humiliating.

The diaper hugged the cage tight, plastic rustling with every shift. His cock strained inside both layers now - steel and padding. Pre-cum already soaking the inner lining.

Lauren patted the front firmly. "Look at that bulge. Locked and diapered. No more big boy pants for you."

Ethan's face burned. The crinkle echoed with every breath. Diapered like an infant while my wife and her friend watch. Shame crashed over him, stomach-dropping and addictive. His hips rocked involuntarily, plastic symphony loud in the quiet room.

Vanessa straddled his padded crotch, grinding down. The thick diaper compressed between them, crinkling wildly. She rode the bulge, pussy lips visible as she pushed her slacks aside. Wet heat soaked through the plastic onto the padding.

"Fuck, feel that crinkle," she moaned. "Your little locked cock can't do anything but leak in there."

She ground harder, clit rubbing the padded mound. The diaper squished under her weight. Ethan felt the pressure on his cage, frustrating and intense. No penetration for him. Just padded denial.

Lauren mounted his face, sinking her pussy onto his mouth. "Lick, baby. While your friend uses your diaper."

His tongue plunged deep, sliding into her slick channel. She tasted stronger after the long night, tangy and warm. He sucked greedily, tongue-fucking her while Vanessa rode the crinkling padding faster. Plastic rustled loud, a constant humiliating soundtrack.

Lauren rode his face with rolling hips, grinding her clit on his nose. Juices flooded his mouth. He swallowed, gasping, licking deeper. Vanessa came first, soaking the diaper front with her cum. The padding grew warm and heavy between his legs.

They switched. Vanessa on his face now, stronger flavor, riding rough. Lauren took the diapered crotch, grinding and then fingering herself while pressing a vibrator against the padded bulge. Buzzing vibrations traveled through the thick layers straight to his caged cock.

Ethan licked desperately, tongue deep in Vanessa's pussy. She clenched around it, flooding his mouth again. Lauren's fingers worked her own clit furiously, vibrator humming loud against the crinkling plastic.

The sensations overwhelmed. Crinkle. Wetness building inside the diaper. Cage throbbing. Tongues and pussies using him while his manhood stayed trapped and padded.

Hours of babying followed. They fed him a bottle of warm milk while he lay diapered, sucking obediently. Changed him once when the first diaper grew too wet with his leaks and their cum - wiping him clean with cool cloths, repowdering, taping on a fresh one. Each change brought fresh crinkling shame.

During the second diapering, Vanessa pegged him. She strapped on a thick dildo, pulled the diaper aside just enough, and thrust deep into his ass while he lay on his back. Full slide. Stretching burn. Prostate hammered.

The dildo plunged in and out, balls-deep. Ethan moaned around Lauren's pussy on his face. Vanessa fucked him hard, hips slapping the padding. "Take it, diaper boy. Your ass belongs to us now."

Pleasure exploded from his prostate. The cage leaked constantly, soaking the fresh diaper. No orgasm. Just building, aching pressure. Lauren came on his tongue. Vanessa filled his ass with lube and relentless thrusts until he sobbed with need.

They kept him diapered the entire morning. Public-style humiliation even in private - making him crawl crinkling across the floor to fetch drinks, ass swaying, padding sagging slightly from use. Verbal shaming nonstop.

"Listen to that crinkle. Everyone will hear what a baby you are."

"Wet already? Leaking like a true sissy."

"Smell that powder. That's your new scent."

By midday, Ethan waddled slightly, thick diaper forcing his gait. The psychological layer rooted deep - he started craving the shame. The bulk between his legs felt right. Safe. Owned.

Lauren and Vanessa finally stood over him, smiling down at his padded, caged, broken form.

"First diaper day done," Vanessa said, patting the sagging front. "And you're only getting wetter from now on."

Ethan lay there, crinkling with every breath, mind lost in humiliating bliss. The shame had become his new addiction.


Chapter 7: Double Pegged in Diapers

Ethan lay there, crinkling with every shallow breath, the thick diaper sagging heavily between his thighs from multiple changes and leaks. Midday light filled the bedroom, exposing every humiliating detail. Lauren and Vanessa stood over him, their yesterday's outfits still rumpled - blouses untucked, skirts and slacks pushed aside from earlier play.

Vanessa patted the bulging front of his diaper. "Time to test how well it holds up during real use. Double pegging, diaper boy."

Ethan's caged cock throbbed inside the padding. The plastic rustled loudly as he shifted. Double. While diapered. New psychological layer sank in - total helplessness, body transformed into a padded fucktoy for their pleasure. Shame twisted with craving so intense it hurt. He wanted to be ruined like this.

They rolled him onto all fours on the bed. The diaper crinkled with every movement, loud plastic symphony. Vanessa pulled the back panel aside just enough, exposing his hole. Cool lube dripped down his crack. She pressed the thick strap-on dildo against him - realistic veins, girthy.

"Relax that sissy hole." She thrust forward. The head popped inside, stretching him wide. Burn. Fullness. She slid deeper, inch by inch, until her hips pressed the diaper padding against his ass.

Ethan moaned, face in the sheets. The dildo filled him completely, pressing his prostate. Cage leaked fresh into the diaper. Crinkle amplified with every tiny shift.

Lauren strapped on her own dildo beside the bed. She positioned herself under him, pulling the front of the diaper down just enough to free his caged cock. She guided the second dildo to his mouth first. "Suck it. Get it wet."

He opened wide. The silicone slid over his tongue, deep into his throat. Gagging. Saliva dripping. Lauren fucked his face with steady thrusts while Vanessa pounded his ass from behind.

Double filled. Mouth and ass. Diaper crinkling wildly between them. Plastic muffled slaps mixed with wet sucking sounds. Vanessa's dildo hammered his prostate with every deep thrust. Pleasure built in waves, trapped by the cage.

"Take both cocks, baby," Vanessa growled, hips slapping the padding. The diaper rustled louder, sagging heavier. "Your holes are ours."

Lauren pulled out of his mouth, strings of spit connecting. She slid beneath him fully, aligning her dildo with his caged front. She didn't penetrate him there - couldn't - but rubbed the hard silicone against the cage and diaper front while reaching around to grind her wet pussy on his thigh.

They repositioned. Vanessa stayed in his ass, fucking harder. Lauren took his mouth again, then switched. Full double penetration intensified. One dildo in his ass, stretching and pounding. The other in his mouth, sliding deep, fucking his throat.

Ethan's body shook. Prostate milked relentlessly. Cage leaked nonstop, soaking the diaper interior into a warm, squelching mess. Crinkle turned wet, muffled. Padded and double stuffed. Reduced to a leaking fucktoy. The shame peaked, then flipped into pure bliss. He pushed back onto the dildo in his ass, craving more.

Vanessa reached around, rubbing the front of his diaper in circles. The wet padding squished under her palm. "Feel that? Soaking yourself while we fuck you. Pathetic."

Lauren came first, flooding his mouth with her cum while her dildo rested deep in his throat. He swallowed, choking, tears streaming. Vanessa followed, burying deep in his ass and grinding the prostate until he nearly blacked out from denied pleasure.

They didn't stop. Hours of relentless double pegging. Switching positions. On his back, legs held high, both women taking turns in his ass while the other face-fucked him. Diaper pulled aside then retaped between rounds, growing heavier, warmer, squelchier.

One long scene had them both penetrating his ass together - double anal stretch. Two thick dildos forcing inside, stretching him to the limit. Burn. Overfull. Sliding against each other inside him. Ethan screamed around the gag of fingers in his mouth, body convulsing.

The diaper crinkled and sagged between his spread legs the whole time. Plastic wet and clinging. Cage trapped and leaking. Pussy juices from both women smeared across his face, his thighs, the padding.

"Again," Vanessa demanded, thrusting deep. Slide. Thrust. Clench of his abused hole around both cocks. "Cum from your ass like the diapered slut you are."

Prostate milking produced only weak spurts of clear fluid into the diaper. No real orgasm. Just endless building frustration and ecstasy. Lauren rode his face through it, pussy clenching on his tongue, flooding him again.

By late afternoon the diaper was destroyed - sagging, discolored, crinkling wetly with every brutal thrust. They changed him mid-session, wiping his messy ass and caged cock with cool cloths, powdering fresh, taping on an even thicker diaper before continuing the pegging.

New diaper crinkled louder. Bulkier. They fucked him through it, pulling panels aside, pounding while the plastic rustled nonstop.

Ethan broke further with every thrust. This is me now. Diapered. Pegged. Leaking. The psychological surrender felt complete. He begged incoherently around the dildos for more, pushing back, craving the double stretch and the humiliating bulk.

Finally, as evening light faded, they pulled out. Both women glistening with sweat, dildos slick. Ethan's ass gaped, twitching. Diaper sagged heavily between his legs, soaked through.

Vanessa patted the front. "Good girl. Double pegged and diapered like you deserve."

Lauren smiled down. "Contract tomorrow. Then full sissy maid life begins."

Ethan lay in the ruined, crinkling mess, body trembling, mind utterly owned. The double use while padded had sealed it.

He was theirs completely.


Chapter 8: The Surrender Contract

Ethan lay in the ruined, crinkling mess, thick diaper sagging heavily between his spread thighs, ass still twitching from the endless double pegging. Evening shadows lengthened across the bedroom. Lauren and Vanessa stood over him, their rumpled outfits from the long day still clinging to their bodies.

Vanessa patted the soaked front of his diaper. "Contract time. Your orgasms end tonight. Permanently."

The words landed like a hammer. Ethan's caged cock pulsed inside the warm, squelching padding. Permanent. No more cum. Ever. New psychological layer crashed over him - irrevocable surrender, his pleasure signed away like property. Terror and euphoric relief twisted together. He craved the finality.

They helped him to the kitchen table, diaper crinkling loudly with every waddling step. The heavy, wet bulk forced his legs apart. Lauren spread the papers out. Multiple pages. Legal language. Ironclad.

"Sit," Vanessa ordered. "Read every word while we prepare you."

Ethan lowered himself onto the chair. The diaper compressed, squishing audibly. Warm wetness spread. He started reading, hands trembling. Clauses about total orgasm denial. Body ownership. Sissy transformation. Permanent chastity and diapering.

His voice cracked as he read aloud under their watch. "I surrender all future orgasms to Lauren and Vanessa..."

Vanessa pulled the back of his diaper aside while he read. Cool lube dripped down his crack. She pressed two fingers inside his still-gaping ass, pumping slowly. Prostate massage while he signed his life away.

"Keep reading," Lauren said. She knelt under the table, pulling the front panel down just enough. Her mouth engulfed his caged cock through the slit, sucking the exposed head. Wet heat. Tongue swirling. Suction on his trapped flesh.

Ethan moaned, hips jerking. The diaper crinkled with the movement. Vanessa's fingers curled inside him, hitting the spot relentlessly. Pleasure built fast, trapped by steel. Lauren sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks around the cage tip.

He kept reading, voice breaking. "I consent to permanent denial... no appeals... full submission..."

Vanessa added a third finger, stretching him. Slide. Thrust. Wet sounds mixed with his crinkling diaper and Lauren's slurping. Pre-cum flowed freely into her mouth. She swallowed, humming around the steel.

"Sign here," Vanessa commanded, guiding his hand to the first line. Pen scratched paper. His first signature. Binding.

Lauren released his cage with a pop, strings of saliva connecting. She stood and straddled his lap, pushing her slacks aside. Her wet pussy sank onto the caged bulge, grinding hard. The steel pressed deep against her clit through the padding. She rode the diapered cage, crinkling loud and rhythmic.

"Fuck, sign the next one," she gasped, bouncing. Wet heat soaked through to the padding.

Ethan scrawled his name, moaning. Vanessa took over fingering his ass from behind the chair, four fingers now. Brutal stretch. Prostate hammered. His hand shook on the pen.

Page after page. Each signature punctuated by their use. Lauren riding the cage until she came, flooding the diaper front with her juices. Vanessa switching to a thick dildo, fucking his ass deep while he signed the core surrender clause.

"I hereby surrender all rights to orgasm, ejaculation, or sexual release without explicit permission from my owners."

The pen hovered. Vanessa thrust the dildo balls-deep, twisting. Prostate explosion of denied pleasure. Ethan cried out, signing with a shaky flourish.

Lauren took the dildo from Vanessa, sliding it into his mouth while taking over the ass fucking. Double again - dildo in ass, dildo in mouth. Diaper crinkling wildly. Wet squelches. He signed through it, gagging, ass clenching around the thrusting silicone.

More clauses. Maid service. Public risk. Full feminization. Each one sealed with their cum on his face or the padding.

Hours passed at the table. Ethan signed everything. His hand cramped. Body used relentlessly. Ass pounded. Mouth fucked. Cage ridden and sucked. Diaper changed once mid-contract when it grew too heavy - fresh powder, fresh tapes, new crinkle.

Final page. The ultimate surrender.

Vanessa held the pen to his fingers while double-penetrating him again on the table edge. One dildo in ass, Lauren's fingers in his mouth. "Sign it, sissy. Make it real."

He scrawled the last signature. Date. Witnesses.

The contract was done.

Both women came one final time - Lauren on his caged front, Vanessa deep in his ass with the dildo. They collapsed against him, breathing hard.

Vanessa folded the papers carefully. "It's official. No more orgasms. Ever."

Ethan sat in the fresh diaper, body trembling, ass gaping and leaking lube, mind shattered by the binding words. The permanence settled like warm chains. No escape. No turning back.

He smiled weakly through the mess on his face, cock straining uselessly in its steel prison.

The surrender felt like freedom.


Chapter 9: Sissy Maid Transformation

Ethan sat in the fresh diaper at the kitchen table, body still trembling from the contract signing and relentless use, the wet crinkle a constant reminder between his thighs. Night had fully claimed the house. Lauren and Vanessa remained in their rumpled day clothes, blouses loose and skirts hiked from earlier.

Vanessa folded the signed contract with deliberate care. "Time for the outside to match the inside. Full sissy maid makeover."

Ethan's caged cock twitched hard inside the padding. Maid. Feminine. Publicly theirs. New psychological layer bloomed - identity death and rebirth. The man he was dissolving under layers of lace and shame. The thrill of becoming her made his hole clench emptily.

They led him to the bedroom. Lauren laid out the outfit on the bed - frilly black maid dress with white apron, petticoats, stockings, heels, wig, makeup kit. Vanessa started with the wig, long dark curls cascading over his shoulders. Synthetic hair tickled his neck, foreign and erotic.

"Sit still." Lauren applied foundation, smoothing it over his stubble. Powder puff dusted his cheeks. Blush. Eyeliner dragged slow, making his eyes pop. Lipstick - bright red - slid across his lips with sensual drag. He tasted cherry. Saw himself transforming in the mirror.

The silk stockings came next. Vanessa rolled them up his legs, cool smooth fabric whispering against skin. Garter clips snapped. The sensation raised goosebumps. His caged cock leaked fresh into the diaper.

Petticoats rustled as they dropped the dress over his head. Layers of tulle and lace settled around him. Tight corset cinched his waist. Breasts forms inserted, creating cleavage. The skirt flared short, barely covering the diaper bulge. White apron tied. Heels strapped on - clicking with every shift.

"Look at yourself," Lauren commanded, turning him to the full-length mirror.

Ethan stared. A maid stared back. Curled hair. Made-up face. Frilly dress. Diaper peeking below the hem. That's me. Not Ethan anymore. Shame burned hot, but the reflection made his trapped cock strain desperately. Identity shift complete. He was their sissy now.

Vanessa pushed him onto the bed on all fours. "Time to christen the new outfit."

She pulled the diaper back, exposing his hole. Strap-on thrust in deep. Full slide. Stretching his well-used ass. The petticoats rustled around them, skirt flipping up. Lauren slid beneath him, pulling the front diaper panel aside. Her mouth took his caged cock, sucking hard while Vanessa fucked him from behind.

Silk stockings rubbed his knees. Lace tickled his thighs. Heels dug into the mattress. Vanessa pounded deep, hips slapping the diaper padding. Crinkle mixed with wet thrusts. Lauren's tongue swirled the cage slit, swallowing every leak.

"Such a pretty maid," Vanessa growled, thrusting harder. Dildo hammered his prostate. Pleasure built trapped and denied.

Lauren released the cage and positioned herself, sinking her pussy onto his face under the flared skirt. Wet folds smothered him. He licked deep, tongue sliding into her channel while the dildo reamed his ass. Petticoats muffled sounds. Frills everywhere.

They switched. Lauren pegged him now, dress riding up her own hips. Vanessa took his mouth, pussy grinding on his painted lips. Makeup smeared. Lipstick transferred to her thighs. Ethan thrust back onto the dildo, skirt bouncing, stockings whispering.

Hours of use in the full maid outfit. They fucked him in every position. On his back, legs in heels held high, dildos alternating in ass and mouth. Doggy style, skirt flipped, petticoats crushed. Riding his face while the other rode the cage bulge.

Cum soaked the outfit - pussy juices on the apron, lube on the stockings. Diaper changed twice, fresh crinkling each time, always retaped before continuing.

In one peak moment, both women double-penetrated his ass again while he knelt in full maid regalia. Two thick dildos stretching him wide. Slide. Thrust. Clench. He came dry in the cage, body convulsing, skirt rustling wildly.

"Look in the mirror while we ruin you," Lauren ordered.

He did. Maid face flushed. Lips swollen. Dress disheveled. Diaper sagging. The reflection broke the last resistance. I'm her. Their sissy maid. Forever.

They finished with him on his knees, servicing both pussies under the frilly skirt. Tongue deep in one, then the other. They came hard, flooding his makeup-smeared face.

Finally, they stepped back. Ethan knelt in the ruined but still frilly maid outfit, diaper heavy, cage aching, body marked.

Vanessa adjusted his wig. "Perfect. Tomorrow your first workday as our maid."

Lauren smiled at his reflection. "Welcome to your new life, sissy."

Ethan stared at the pretty broken maid in the mirror, heart pounding with irreversible joy. The transformation was complete.


Chapter 10: First Day as Sissy Maid

Ethan knelt in the ruined but still frilly maid outfit, diaper heavy and sagging between his thighs, makeup smeared across his face. Night had deepened into early morning. Lauren and Vanessa remained in their rumpled day clothes, blouses loose and skirts askew.

"Bed now," Lauren said. "Tomorrow is your first workday as our maid. Full uniform. No excuses."

They tucked him in still dressed, frills crushed around him, diaper crinkling with every shift. Sleep came in fits, cage aching, identity as sissy maid solidifying in dreams.

Morning light woke him. The outfit felt even more real in daylight. Vanessa helped him freshen the makeup - new lipstick, fresh blush. Clean diaper taped on, thick and crinkling. Fresh stockings. Heels clicked as he waddled to his home office.

"Work as normal," Lauren instructed. "But serve us between calls. Skirt up. Diaper visible."

Ethan sat at his desk, laptop open for the accounting meeting. Petticoats bunched under him. Diaper bulge obvious under the short skirt. First video call connected. He angled the camera carefully, upper body professional. Lower half frilly shame.

Mid-call, Vanessa crawled under the desk. She pulled the diaper front aside and sucked his caged cock while he discussed quarterly reports. Wet mouth on steel. Tongue swirling the slit. He stammered through numbers, voice cracking as pre-cum leaked down her throat.

"Everything okay?" his boss asked on screen.

"Yes... sir," Ethan managed. Vanessa sucked harder. Cage rattled softly. Diaper crinkled.

Call ended. Vanessa emerged, lips shiny. "Good girl. Now clean the kitchen. On all fours."

He crawled, heels clicking, skirt riding up. Lauren followed, strap-on ready. In the kitchen she mounted him from behind, dildo sliding deep into his ass while he scrubbed the floor. Thrust. Slide. Petticoats rustled. Diaper pulled aside. Crinkle with every powerful hip slap.

"Faster scrubbing," she ordered, pounding his prostate. Dildo stretched him wide, hitting deep. His cage leaked onto the tile. He moaned, pushing back, ass clenching around the silicone.

Lauren came grinding against him, then switched with Vanessa. Double duty - pegged while dusting, while fetching coffee, while folding laundry. Each task punctuated by full penetration. Pussy on his face under the skirt while he worked one-handed.

Mid-morning conference call. Ethan knelt under his own desk this time, face buried in Lauren's pussy. Tongue deep inside her as he muted his mic for "technical issues." She rode his face silently, juices smearing his fresh makeup. Vanessa pegged his ass from behind, dildo thrusting in rhythm with his muffled licks.

Boss droned on about spreadsheets. Ethan licked faster, sucking clit. Lauren came hard, flooding his mouth. He swallowed quietly, ass taking every inch of Vanessa's cock.

Call after call. Service after service. The exposure risk heightened everything. Door deliveries almost caught him. Neighbors mowing lawns while he vacuumed in full maid regalia, heels clicking audibly if anyone listened close.

Lunch brought the filthiest scene. They bent him over the dining table, skirt flipped. Vanessa in his ass. Lauren in his mouth. Double stuffed again while he "ate" their pussies and cocks. Dildos sliding deep. Crinkle constant. He came dry in the diaper, body shaking as another delivery knocked.

They answered the door in normal clothes while he hid under the table, diapered and leaking, dildo still buried in his ass.

Afternoon dragged filthier. They made him answer work emails while riding the cage, pussy grinding the padded bulge. One boss video call had him standing, skirt hiked just out of frame, Vanessa fingering his ass behind him. Fingers thrusting. Prostate milked. Voice steady only through sheer will.

By evening, the diaper was destroyed multiple times - changed with full tongue cleaning each time, fresh powder, fresh tapes. His work output suffered from constant service, but the women praised his "dedication."

Final meeting of the day. Ethan on all fours under the desk again, both women using him. Lauren's pussy on his face. Vanessa's dildo in his ass. Skirt bunched. Stockings torn slightly at the knees. Heels digging into carpet.

He licked through the entire call, bringing Lauren to two quiet orgasms. Vanessa fucked him slow and deep, dildo sliding in and out with wet sounds muffled by the diaper.

Call ended. They pulled him out, bent him over the desk.

"Last service of the workday," Vanessa said.

Both strap-ons entered him. Double anal again in full maid uniform. Stretch. Burn. Deep slide. Petticoats crushed. Diaper crinkling loud with every brutal thrust. They fucked him senseless, prostate hammered until he sobbed dry orgasms into the padding.

Cum from their earlier rides coated his face. Makeup ruined. Outfit disheveled. Diaper sagging and soaked.

Lauren patted his head. "Good maid. First day complete."

Ethan knelt in the afterglow, frills torn, body owned, professional life now laced with constant sissy risk. The exposure had broken something beautiful inside him.

He craved tomorrow already.


Chapter 11: Daily Diaper Change and Fuck

Ethan knelt in the disheveled maid outfit, frills torn and cum-stained, heavy diaper sagging between his thighs after the long workday. Evening light softened the living room. Lauren and Vanessa stood over him, their rumpled day clothes still on, blouses open and skirts hiked.

"Daily routine starts now," Vanessa announced. "Diaper change. Then fuck. Every evening without fail."

Ethan's caged cock throbbed in the ruined padding. The new psychological layer settled deep - routine ownership. This cycle of change and use would define his days forever. No escape. Only addictive surrender to the rhythm.

They led him to the nursery corner they had prepared. Changing table. Supplies. He climbed up, skirt flipped, heels dangling. Vanessa untaped the soaked diaper. Loud rip of tapes. Wet plastic peeled away. The smell of powder, cum, and his leaks filled the air.

Cool wipes cleaned his ass and caged cock. Gentle but thorough. Powder dusted thick, sweet talc cloud rising. Fresh diaper slid under him. Taped snug. New crinkle louder, thicker.

"Perfect," Lauren said, patting the front. "Now bend over the table."

Vanessa strapped on first. She thrust the dildo deep into his freshly changed ass in one smooth slide. Full stretch. Burn giving way to pleasure. The new diaper crinkled with every powerful thrust, plastic rubbing his thighs.

Ethan moaned, gripping the table edge. Petticoats bunched. Stockings tight. Vanessa pounded his prostate, dildo sliding in and out with wet schlick. "Take your evening fuck, maid."

Lauren positioned in front, pussy on his face. He licked deep, tongue fucking her while Vanessa reamed him. Juices flooded his mouth. Diaper crinkled louder as his body rocked.

They switched. Lauren pegged him now, hips slapping the padding. Vanessa took his mouth, grinding her wet folds on his smeared lipstick. Double use during the change aftermath. Dildos thrusting. Pussies riding. Crinkle constant.

Hours of the new routine. Maid duties interspersed. He vacuumed in heels while plugged with a thick toy, diaper crinkling. Changed again when the first fresh one grew wet from leaks and their cum. Wipe. Powder. Tape. Fuck.

One change happened mid-fuck. Vanessa kept the dildo buried in his ass while they untaped, cleaned around it, powdered, and retaped a new diaper. The dildo stayed inside through the whole process. Thrusting resumed immediately, new crinkle amplifying every movement.

Dinner service brought face-sitting. He ate from the floor under the table while they dined, tongue buried in alternating pussies. Diaper pulled aside for pegging between courses. Full thrusts while he balanced plates.

Evening wound down with the most intense session yet. Both women double-penetrated his ass on the changing table. Two thick dildos forcing in together. Stretch. Slide. Deep burn. His diaper crinkled wildly with every coordinated thrust. Petticoats crushed. Heels kicking.

Prostate milked mercilessly. Cage leaked constantly into fresh padding. Ethan came dry again, body convulsing, screaming into Lauren's pussy.

They changed him one final time for bed. Thorough cleaning. Generous powder. Thick overnight diaper taped on. Plug inserted before the final tape - thick bulb stretching him, locked inside the padding.

"Daily routine locked in," Vanessa said, patting the bulky front. "Change. Fuck. Serve. Sleep denied."

Ethan lay in bed between them, fresh diaper crinkling with every breath, plug shifting deep, cage aching. The routine felt like home now. Humiliating. Perfect.

He drifted off to the sound of plastic rustle and the promise of tomorrow's cycle.


Chapter 12: Breaking Point

Ethan lay in bed between them, fresh overnight diaper crinkling softly with every breath, thick plug stretching his ass deep inside the padding. Night wrapped the bedroom in quiet darkness. Lauren and Vanessa slept on either side, their rumpled day clothes finally shed for loose nightwear but the day's scent still clinging.

Morning came with the routine. Diaper change on the table. Wipe. Powder. Fresh tape. Plug removed only to be replaced by a larger one before sealing. Then immediate fucking. Vanessa pegged him slow and deep on all fours while Lauren rode his face. Dildo sliding. Pussy grinding. Crinkle constant.

But today felt different. Ethan pushed back harder, moaning louder. More. Please more. The craving had overtaken everything. No resistance left. Only need for the diaper, the cage, the use.

They noticed. Vanessa thrust deeper. "Beg for it, sissy."

"Please," he gasped around Lauren's clit. "Fuck me harder. Change me again. Use your maid."

The words spilled freely. Psychological break complete. Blissful ownership flooded him. He was theirs. The sissy maid life was his true self. Shame transformed into pure joy.

They rewarded him. Double pegging on the changing table. Two dildos forcing into his plugged ass, stretching around the bulb. Intense burn. Full slide. He came dry instantly, body convulsing in the fresh diaper. Crinkle turned wet as he leaked.

They changed him mid-orgasm, pulling the dildos out only long enough to clean, powder generously, and retape a new one. Plug back in. Fucking resumed immediately. Wetter. Filthier. His hole gaped and clenched around the silicone while the padding squelched.

Work calls became opportunities for deeper breaking. During a client meeting he knelt under the desk, diapered ass presented. Vanessa pegged him steadily while he tried to sound professional. Dildo thrusting with every word. He begged silently with his eyes for more.

Lauren sat on his face between calls, grinding until she flooded his mouth. "Tell me you love it."

"I love being your diapered maid," he whispered, voice broken and happy. "Never let me go back."

The day blurred into endless cycles. Change. Fuck. Serve. Each time he begged filthier. "Piss in my diaper." They did. Warm rush flooding the padding while they pegged him. Squish. Squelch. Heavy sag.

Another change. His ass cleaned with tongues this time. Then double penetration again, both women fucking his hole while he licked their feet in heels. Sensory overload. Plug. Dildos. Pussy. Powder scent. Crinkle. Cum.

By afternoon he crawled after them openly, begging. "Please fuck your sissy harder. Fill my diaper with your cum."

They obliged in the living room. Full double anal on the floor. Skirt flipped. Diaper aside. Two thick cocks stretching him beyond limits. Slide. Thrust. Clench. He sobbed with joy, dry cumming repeatedly, mind blank except for ownership.

They changed him on the floor. Tongues cleaning. Powder. Tape. New plug. Immediate fucking in the fresh diaper.

Evening brought the deepest break. They made him recite his new life while triple-stimulated - plug in ass, cage sucked, pussy on face. "I am your permanent diapered sissy maid. I crave denial. I crave the crinkle. I crave your cocks."

Orgasm after denied orgasm. Bliss. Surrender.

Final change of the day. They kept him plugged and diapered for bed, bodies entwined.

Ethan lay between them, crinkling softly, plug shifting with every happy breath. The breaking was complete. He smiled in the dark, completely owned.

This was everything he never knew he needed. Forever.


Chapter 13: Permanently Broken Sissy

Ethan lay in bed between them, crinkling diaper warm and heavy, thick plug shifting deep with every content breath. Morning light filtered through the curtains. Lauren and Vanessa stirred, their nightwear soft against his frilly maid remnants from yesterday.

The routine began as it would every day forever. Diaper change on the table. Tapes ripped open. Wet mess exposed. Thorough tongue cleaning from both women, licking his caged cock and plugged ass until he whimpered with joy. Fresh powder dusted thick. New overnight diaper taped snug. Plug replaced with larger for the day.

Work from home in full maid uniform. Heels clicking. Petticoats rustling. Diaper bulge prominent under the short skirt. First call of the day had him bent over the desk, Vanessa pegging him slow and deep while he presented numbers. Dildo sliding full length. Prostate hammered. He kept his voice steady, begging silently with his eyes for harder thrusts.

Lauren sat on the edge, pussy on his face between segments. He licked deep, tongue sliding into her wet channel while the dildo reamed his ass. Cum from her flooded his mouth mid-sentence. He swallowed, thanked her, continued the call.

Multiple changes throughout the workday. Each one filthier. One involved Lauren pissing into the open diaper before powdering and taping. Warm rush soaking his cage. Then immediate double pegging on the changing table. Two dildos stretching his plugged hole around the bulb. Intense slide. Clench. He came dry, sobbing thanks.

Afternoon brought public risk peak. Delivery at the door while he knelt in the entry, skirt up, diaper visible, plug buzzing inside. Vanessa answered while Lauren fucked him quietly from behind with a strap-on. Dildo thrusting. Crinkle muffled. He bit his lip to stay silent as the delivery man chatted.

Back to work. Emails answered while riding Vanessa's face under the desk. His diapered crotch grinding her mouth. Cage leaking. Then bent over for Lauren's turn in his ass.

Evening routine locked in harder. Full diaper change in the living room. Cleaning. Powder cloud. Fresh tape. Then hours of use. Double penetration on the couch. Dildos in ass and mouth. Pussies grinding the cage. He begged constantly now. "Please own me forever. Keep me broken and diapered."

They did. Nightly fuck session stretched long. Both women taking turns and together. Full penetrative rides on his face and the cage. Deep anal poundings that left him gaping and happy. Diaper changed twice more, each time with tongues and fingers exploring.

Months blurred into this perfect cycle. Ethan worked from home daily in evolving maid outfits - frillier, shorter, more exposing. Diaper always thick and visible. Changed multiple times by loving dominant hands. Fucked senseless each time. Cage permanent. Plug routine. Denial absolute.

He smiled through every crinkle, every thrust, every powder dusting. The man he was had vanished completely. Only the broken sissy maid remained.

One evening, after a particularly intense double anal session in a fresh diaper, he knelt between them, face glazed, padding soaked.

"Thank you," he whispered, voice full of blissful ownership. "This is my life now. Permanently yours."

Lauren and Vanessa smiled down, patting his head and the heavy diaper front.

"Good girl," they said together. "Forever."

Ethan leaned into their touch, crinkling softly, heart full. The browser history betrayal had given him everything he never knew he craved.

He was home. Broken. Diapered. Theirs.


Still craving more? 
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