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Chapter 1: Lace Threshold

Ryan stepped through the unmarked bronze door on the thirtieth floor of the discreet Midtown tower, the city noise dying behind him like a severed artery. The air inside smelled of warm vanilla, faint baby powder, and expensive perfume. His heart slammed against his ribs. He was still in his street clothes—dark jeans, black button-down, leather jacket—every inch the vice detective who had run dozens of stings. But this one felt different. This one already felt like sinking.

A tall attendant in a crisp white uniform approached, her smile professional and unreadable. “Mr. Ryan? Mommy Vivienne is expecting you. This way.”

He followed her down a hushed corridor lined with frosted glass and soft lighting. His palms were damp. The assignment briefing had been clear: seventy-two hours undercover as a client. Live it. Breathe it. Get the evidence on the prostitution ring. Extract clean. Simple.

Then the double doors opened and Vivienne was there.

She stood at the center of the softly lit dressing suite like a sculpture carved from ice and silk. Raven hair swept into a flawless chignon, ivory pencil dress hugging every curve, sapphire pendant glowing against her collarbone. Fifty years old and radiating the kind of authority that made powerful men kneel. Her gray eyes flicked over him once, slow and knowing.

“Welcome, Ryan,” she said, voice low and velvet. “Strip.”

He hesitated half a second. Two more attendants entered—both women, both calm and efficient. Before he could speak, they moved. Jacket peeled off. Shirt unbuttoned. Jeans shoved down. His cock, already half-hard from nerves and something darker, sprang free as the cool air hit it. Ryan’s face burned.

“Arms up,” one attendant murmured.

They worked quickly, clinically. First came the stockings—sheer black lace that whispered up his muscular calves and thighs. The soft rustle of lace filled the room as they smoothed the material over his skin. Cool silk slid against the sensitive flesh of his inner thighs, making his balls tighten. Then the panties. Delicate black lace, high-cut, barely containing his thickening cock. The front panel cupped him, the back nestled between his firm ass cheeks. Every tiny movement produced that maddening soft rustle.

Vivienne watched without blinking.

They added a matching lace bralette that pinched his nipples into tight peaks. Ryan’s breath came faster. His mind screamed this was just the job, just the costume. But his body was already betraying him—cock now fully hard, straining against the delicate lace, a wet spot forming where the tip leaked.

Vivienne stepped closer. The scent of baby powder and her signature perfume—jasmine and something darker—wrapped around him. She lifted a small brush. “Let’s see how pretty you can become for Mommy.”

The first stroke of glossy lipstick across his lower lip felt obscene. Cool, slick, cherry-red. He tasted artificial sweetness. The weight of it changed the shape of his mouth. Another stroke. Upper lip. He stared at his reflection in the mirrored wall and barely recognized the man looking back—square jaw now framed by feminine color, gray-blue eyes wide with shock and unwanted heat.

One attendant produced mascara. The wand brushed his lashes, heavy and lengthening. Each blink felt weighted. The soft rustle of lace accompanied every tiny shift of his weight.

Ryan’s cock throbbed visibly in the lace panties, the head pushing against the fabric, smearing clear fluid. He tried to will it down. Failed.

Vivienne’s fingers traced the waistband of the panties. “Look at you. Already dripping for me and we’ve barely begun.”

Her touch was light, maddening. She ran one manicured nail along the underside of his trapped cock through the lace. Ryan groaned, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

“Please…” The word slipped out before he could stop it.

“Please what, detective?” Her smile was slow and predatory. She knew. Of course she knew.

The attendants stepped back at her subtle nod, leaving him alone with Vivienne in the center of the suite. She pushed him gently backward until his thighs hit the edge of a padded velvet chaise. He sat. She knelt between his spread legs with predatory grace, never breaking eye contact.

“Spread them wider.”

He obeyed, lace stockings whispering. Vivienne hooked two fingers into the waistband and pulled the front of the panties down just enough to free his aching cock. It sprang up, thick and veined, the head flushed dark and glistening. She wrapped her elegant hand around the shaft—warm, firm, perfect pressure.

“Such a needy boy already,” she murmured. Her thumb swirled over the leaking slit, spreading his precum in slow circles. Ryan’s head fell back, a guttural sound escaping his painted lips.

She stroked him with expert precision—long, tight pulls from base to tip, twisting slightly at the head. The contrast of her cool authority and the wet sounds of her hand working his cock filled the room. Lace rustled against his balls with every pump. The baby powder scent mixed with the musk of his own arousal.

Ryan’s thighs trembled. “I—I’m supposed to be undercover… this is just—”

“This is real,” Vivienne cut in softly. She leaned in and dragged her tongue along the underside of his cock, from balls to tip, before swallowing the head into her hot, wet mouth.

He cried out. The suction was immediate and devastating. She took him deeper, throat relaxing, until her lips kissed the lace at his base. Then she bobbed—slow, deliberate, obscene. Spit coated his shaft, dripping down to soak the lace panties still cupping his balls. The mascara on his lashes grew heavier as tears of overwhelming pleasure pricked his eyes.

Her free hand reached between his legs and pressed two fingers firmly against his taint, massaging the sensitive spot just behind his balls. Ryan’s hips bucked, fucking her mouth in short, desperate thrusts. The stockings slid against the velvet chaise. Every rustle of lace reminded him exactly what he was wearing.

Vivienne pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his pulsing cock. “You’re going to come for Mommy like a good girl. Right now.”

She dove back down, sucking harder, faster. Her hand pumped the base in perfect rhythm. Ryan’s abs clenched, toes curling inside the stockings. The pressure built like a freight train—hot, unstoppable.

“Fuck—Vivienne—I’m—”

He came with a broken shout. Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock, flooding her mouth. She swallowed greedily, milking every spurt with her throat. When he finally stopped pulsing, she pulled back, lips shiny, a single strand of his cum dripping from the corner of her mouth. She wiped it with her thumb and pressed it between his painted lips.

“Taste what you are,” she whispered.

Ryan sucked her thumb clean, shame and raw pleasure twisting inside his chest. His cock twitched again in the aftershocks, still leaking onto the lace.

Vivienne stood, smoothing her pencil dress. The attendants returned silently and finished dressing him—more layers, a sheer robe that did nothing to hide the soaked lace panties or the red lipstick. They added a delicate pearl choker and stepped back.

Ryan sat there, chest heaving, cum still faintly coating his tongue, body buzzing in the afterglow of the most intense orgasm of his life. The man who had walked in here forty minutes ago felt like a stranger. This new creature—painted, laced, stockings whispering with every breath—felt terrifyingly right.

Vivienne leaned down, lips brushing his ear. Her sapphire pendant brushed his collarbone.

“The real test begins at midnight.”

His pulse roared in his ears, forbidden anticipation flooding every vein as the heavy door clicked shut behind her, leaving him alone with his racing heart and the soft, constant rustle of lace against freshly spent skin.


Chapter 2: Crinkle Confession

Ryan stood in the center of the dressing suite, flushed and trembling, still wearing nothing but the sheer black lace stockings and the delicate panties from earlier. His cock strained hard against the soaked front panel, the cherry-red lipstick on his mouth feeling obscene every time he licked his lips. Heart hammering, he could still taste Vivienne’s mouth and his own cum from the threshold crossing. The soft rustle of lace accompanied every tiny shift of his thighs. He was supposed to be a detective. Instead he felt like prey already caught.

The door opened with a soft click. Vivienne entered alone this time, carrying a large, thick rectangular garment folded in her manicured hands. Ivory silk dress hugged her body, sapphire pendant swaying between her breasts. Her eyes raked over him slowly, drinking in his obvious arousal.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Already leaking through your pretty panties like a desperate little sissy. Time to put you in something more appropriate.”

She set the diaper on the padded table and crooked a finger. Ryan’s legs moved before his brain caught up. He lay back on the cool leather surface, the stockings whispering against it. Vivienne peeled the ruined lace panties down his thighs, freeing his thick, veined cock. It slapped heavily against his abs, the head shiny with fresh precum. She didn’t comment on it—just smiled that knowing, velvet smile.

“Lift.”

He raised his hips. The thick diaper slid beneath him—soft, plush, incredibly bulky. The scent of fresh baby powder filled the air as she sprinkled a generous cloud over his cock, balls, and ass. The fine powder settled cool against his heated skin. Vivienne folded the front up between his legs with deliberate slowness. The padding pressed firmly against his throbbing erection, squishing it downward in a heavy, cushioned trap. She pulled the sides snug and taped it shut—first the right, then the left—with strong, audible rips that echoed in the quiet room.

The warmth of the thick padding enveloped him instantly. Bulky cushion forced his thighs apart. Every tiny movement produced a loud, unmistakable crinkle. Ryan’s face burned crimson as the reality hit: he was diapered. Properly, heavily padded like the sissies he’d come here to bust.

Vivienne ran her palms over the front, pressing the thick material against his trapped cock. “How does it feel, Ryan?”

“Too… too much,” he rasped, voice hoarse. “I can’t walk like this. Everyone will hear—”

“Good.” She leaned down, lips brushing his ear. “Good girls stay padded and obedient.”

Her hand stayed on the front of the diaper, rubbing slow circles over the bulky mound. The padding compressed and released with wet, crinkling sounds. Ryan’s hips rolled involuntarily, grinding his aching cock into the soft, powder-scented cushion. Shame flooded him, hot and thick, but his body betrayed him completely—leaking steadily into the diaper’s inner lining.

Vivienne kissed him then—deep, possessive, her tongue claiming his painted mouth while her hand worked the front of his diaper faster. The contrast of her elegant dress against his padded, stockinged body made his head spin. She broke the kiss and stood, hiking her pencil skirt up her thighs. No panties underneath. Her pussy was smooth, already glistening with arousal, lips swollen and slick.

“On your knees, sissy.”

Ryan slid off the table, the thick diaper forcing his legs wide. The loud crinkle with every shift made his cock twitch harder inside the padding. He knelt. Vivienne stepped forward, lifting one leg over his shoulder, and pulled his face into her cunt.

The taste of her—hot, musky, feminine—exploded across his tongue. He licked desperately, sucking her clit, plunging his tongue inside her dripping hole. Vivienne moaned softly, fingers tightening in his sandy-blonde hair, grinding against his red lips and chin. The sounds of his eager eating mixed with the constant loud crinkle of his diaper as he shifted for balance.

“That’s it… worship Mommy’s pussy like the padded whore you’re becoming.”

Ryan devoured her. He sucked her clit hard, flicked it rapidly, then fucked her with his tongue in deep strokes. Her juices coated his chin, dripped onto his chest. The heavy diaper swayed and crinkled between his spread thighs, the warmth and bulk only heightening every sensation. His own cock throbbed painfully, trapped and leaking copiously into the padding.

Vivienne’s thighs began to tremble. She rode his face harder, breath coming in sharp gasps. “Don’t you dare stop—fuck—right there—”

She came with a low, throaty cry, flooding his mouth with her slick release. Ryan swallowed greedily, licking her through every shudder until she finally pushed his head back, eyes dark with satisfaction.

She pulled him up by the choker and guided him back onto the chaise. “Now it’s your turn.”

Vivienne straddled his padded waist, the front of her dress bunched around her hips. She reached down and tore open the tapes of his diaper just enough to free his raging cock. It sprang out, veined and purple, dripping strings of precum. Without warning she sank down onto him in one smooth, wet motion—her tight, soaked pussy swallowing every thick inch.

Ryan groaned loudly, head falling back. The heat of her cunt was devastating. She rode him hard, hips slamming down, ass rippling with every impact. The open diaper crinkled obscenely beneath them, the bulky padding squishing against his balls with every bounce. Her juices ran down his shaft, soaking into the diaper material.

“Feel that?” she panted, riding faster. “This is what padded sissies get when they’re good.”

Ryan’s hands gripped her silk-covered hips, thrusting up into her slick heat. The contrast—his muscular body in stockings and a half-open diaper, her elegant dominance riding him like a toy—pushed him to the edge embarrassingly fast. The loud crinkle of the padding filled the room with every frantic movement.

Vivienne leaned forward, sapphire pendant brushing his chest, and whispered against his painted lips. “Come inside Mommy. Fill me while you’re wearing your first diaper.”

The words broke him. Pleasure detonated low in his spine. Ryan cried out, cock pulsing violently inside her clenching pussy. Thick, heavy ropes of cum erupted from him—spurt after powerful spurt flooding her depths. He kept thrusting through it, pumping every drop deep into her as his balls emptied completely. Vivienne moaned in approval, grinding down to milk him until the last weak twitch.

When she finally lifted off, a thick glob of his white cum leaked from her well-fucked cunt and dripped onto the front of the open diaper. She taped him back up snugly, trapping the mess against his spent cock.

“Perfect,” she purred, smoothing her dress. “Now you’re properly marked.”

Ryan lay there panting, body buzzing, mind reeling. The warm, heavy diaper clung to him, soaked with powder, his own cum, and her juices. Every breath made it crinkle. The psychological weight crushed him— he had just fucked the target of his investigation and come harder than he ever had in his life.

Vivienne helped him stand. The bulk between his legs was overwhelming. Thick cushion forced his thighs apart. Gentle press of the tapes held everything tight. The first step produced a loud, unmistakable crinkle that echoed off the walls. Heat flooded his face.

“Come along.”

She led him out of the suite and into the main parlor. Soft lighting, leather couches, several other sissies in various states of padding and lingerie attending well-dressed executive clients. Every step Ryan took broadcast loud crinkles. The warmth of the thick padding shifted heavily against his freshly fucked cock, squishing the cum inside. Heads turned. A few clients smirked. One sissy in a pink babydoll gave him a sympathetic, knowing glance while slowly stroking her client’s cock.

Ryan’s pulse thundered. Shame burned through him, but so did fresh arousal. His cock tried to harden again inside the messy diaper, creating even more obscene crinkling.

Vivienne paraded him slowly through the room, hand on the small of his back. “Let them see what a good girl you’re becoming.”

A tall, powerful-looking client in an expensive suit—silver hair, sharp eyes—watched Ryan with open hunger. His gaze dropped to the obvious bulky diaper, lingered on the lace stockings, then rose to Ryan’s painted lips. The man leaned forward, interest unmistakable.

Ryan’s stomach flipped. How long could he pretend this was just an act? The crinkle with every step, the warm, cum-soaked padding hugging his cock, the taste of Vivienne still on his tongue—all of it screamed that the line had already been crossed.

The powerful client raised his glass in a silent toast, eyes promising more.

Vivienne leaned close, voice low and satisfied. “Good girls stay padded and obedient.”

Ryan’s pulse raced as the client’s hungry stare followed him, forcing the question deeper with every loud, betraying crinkle: how long could he pretend he still wanted out?


Chapter 3: Pacifier Promise

Ryan shifted uncomfortably on the velvet bench in the private training parlor, the thick diaper crinkling loudly with every small movement. The bulky padding pressed heavily between his thighs, warm and swollen from the earlier mess Vivienne had sealed inside it. His lace stockings whispered against the upholstery as he tried to close his legs, but the cushion forced them apart in a permanent, humiliating spread. Every adjustment sent fresh waves of awareness through his body—the gentle press of the tapes at his hips, the soft squish of his spent cock nestled in the cum-dampened interior. His heart hammered. This was only hour six of the seventy-two, and already the detective felt himself slipping.

Vivienne entered carrying a long pearl chain with a thick, adult-sized silicone pacifier dangling from the end. Her ivory pencil dress clung to her curves, sapphire pendant catching the low light. She stopped in front of him and simply looked down, one perfect eyebrow raised.

“Still squirming, Ryan? Stand up. Let Mommy see how well that diaper is settling.”

He rose. The loud crinkle echoed. Heat flooded his face as Vivienne’s hand smoothed over the front of the padded mound, pressing firmly against his cock. The warmth of the thick padding made his spent dick twitch despite himself.

“Come with me.”

She led him into an adjacent mirrored suite designed like a luxurious finishing room—soft lighting, a wide leather ottoman in the center, and walls that reflected every angle. Ryan caught his reflection: muscular frame in black lace stockings, glossy red lips, and the obscene white bulk of the diaper pushing his thighs wide. The sight made his stomach tighten with shame and something far darker.

Vivienne sat gracefully on a high-backed chair and patted her lap. “Over my knees first. Posture correction.”

Ryan hesitated only a second before draping himself across her silk-covered thighs. The diaper crinkled loudly as his padded crotch pressed against her leg. Vivienne’s hand stroked down his back, then gripped the back of his neck firmly.

“Chest up. Shoulders back. Chin slightly lifted. Good girls present themselves beautifully.”

Her fingers traced his spine, correcting every line until his body arched obediently. Then she brought the pacifier to his painted lips.

“Open.”

The thick silicone bulb pushed past his lips. It was large, filling his mouth completely. The taste—clean, slightly sweet silicone—flooded his tongue. Vivienne clipped the pearl chain around the back of his neck so the strand rested cool and heavy against his bare chest, the beads sliding over his nipples with every breath.

“Suckle.”

Ryan began the rhythmic motion. Soft, steady pulls. The soothing repetitive motion calmed his racing mind even as humiliation burned hotter. The pearl chain swayed against his chest, each tug sending tiny sensations through his nipples. Vivienne’s hand stayed on the back of his head, guiding the pace.

“Suck like you mean it, sissy.”

Her voice was velvet command. Ryan obeyed, sucking harder, the wet sounds filling the quiet room. His eyes fluttered half-closed in the mirror opposite. He looked obscene—powerful detective reduced to a padded, stockinged man nursing a pacifier on a pearl leash.

“While you suck, you will repeat after me. Clearly. No mumbling.”

She began the affirmations.

“I am a sissy.”

Ryan pulled on the pacifier, voice muffled around the silicone. “I am a sissy.”

“I belong in diapers.”

“I belong in diapers.”

“My cock belongs locked and padded.”

Each repetition sank deeper. Vivienne’s free hand slid under him, rubbing slow, firm circles over the front of his diaper. The padding compressed and crinkled, pressing his cock against the warm, sticky interior. He was hardening again. The taste of silicone, the steady suckling rhythm, the gentle press of tapes, the pearl chain teasing his chest—all of it wove together into a dangerous haze.

After twenty minutes his jaw ached sweetly and his affirmations grew breathier, more genuine. Vivienne praised him softly, her hand never stopping its maddening rub.

“Such a quick learner. Now stand up and show Mommy how hard you are inside that diaper.”

Ryan rose on shaky legs. The front of the diaper bulged obscenely, his thick cock fully erect again and trapped against the soggy padding. A visible wet spot had formed where he was leaking fresh precum.

Vivienne stood and circled him slowly, admiring. Then she pushed him gently onto the wide leather ottoman on his back. His padded ass sank into the cushion, legs splayed wide by the bulk. She hiked up her pencil skirt once more, revealing her smooth, glistening pussy.

“Keep sucking that pacifier while I use you.”

She climbed over him, facing away, and lowered her wet cunt onto his face. Ryan moaned into the pacifier as her slick folds smothered him. He sucked harder on the silicone, the rhythm matching the way he licked and devoured her dripping hole. Vivienne ground down, riding his tongue with elegant rolls of her hips while her hand reached back to tear open the tapes of his diaper.

His cock sprang free, thick and veined, flushed dark red and drooling. Vivienne wrapped her elegant fingers around the shaft and began stroking him in time with his frantic suckling.

The taste of her pussy on his tongue, the silicone bulb stretching his lips, the pearl chain swaying against his chest with every desperate breath—it was overwhelming. Ryan’s hips bucked up into her fist, fucking her hand while he tongue-fucked her cunt.

Vivienne’s strokes grew faster, tighter, twisting at the head on every upstroke. “Don’t stop sucking, sissy. Mommy wants to feel you come while you nurse like a good girl.”

Pleasure coiled tight and vicious in Ryan’s core. The soothing repetitive motion of the pacifier, the humiliating fullness in his mouth, the slick sounds of her pussy against his face, the relentless handjob on his exposed cock—all of it pushed him right to the edge.

Vivienne moaned, grinding harder, her thighs trembling. “Now. Come for me.”

Ryan exploded.

His cock pulsed violently in her grip. Thick, ropey jets of cum shot from his tip in powerful arcs, splattering across his own abs, his chest, even reaching the pearl chain dangling between his pecs. Spurt after hot spurt erupted while he moaned loudly around the pacifier, body shuddering, toes curling in the lace stockings. Vivienne milked him through every contraction, squeezing every last drop until his cock twitched dry and his abs were painted white with his own load.

Only then did she lift off his face, glistening with his saliva, and turn to admire the mess. She scooped a thick glob of his cum from his chest with two fingers and pushed it past the pacifier into his mouth.

“Taste how honest your body is.”

Ryan sucked the salty cum off her fingers while still nursing the silicone, eyes glassy with overwhelmed pleasure and deepening shame.

Vivienne taped the heavy, cum-soaked diaper back up snugly, sealing the warm mess against his softening cock. The bulk felt even heavier now, squishing obscenely. She adjusted the pearl chain so it lay beautifully across his chest, then pulled him into a sitting position on the ottoman.

“Again. Louder this time. I want every affirmation while you suckle.”

For the next twenty minutes she drilled him. Ryan sat with the pacifier locked between his red lips, sucking in that steady, soothing rhythm, repeating every degrading line while the taste of silicone and his own cum coated his tongue. His body stayed flushed, the diaper constantly crinkling as he shifted. The pearl chain brushed his sensitive nipples with every breath, keeping him in a low, constant state of arousal.

By the end his voice was hoarse but obedient.

Vivienne finally removed the pacifier, a long string of saliva connecting it to his lips before it broke. She wiped his chin tenderly.

“You’re doing so well, Ryan. Better than most fight it this long.”

She kissed him deeply, tasting herself and his cum on his tongue. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with promise.

Ryan sat there in the heavy, crinkling diaper, body still buzzing from the intense orgasm, mind reeling from the affirmations still echoing in his head. Then he felt it—an unwelcome, insistent throb of arousal inside the warm, cum-filled padding. His cock twitched again, trying to harden despite having just emptied so thoroughly.

Horror washed through him. His body was responding honestly, eagerly, to everything she was doing. The detective inside him screamed in protest, but the sissy awakening beneath the padding only crinkled louder with fresh, shameful need.


Chapter 4: First Client Shadow

Ryan sat on the low velvet chaise in the private reception lounge, thick diaper crinkling with every anxious shift of his hips. Shame burned hot in his chest even as his cock throbbed traitorously inside the warm, cum-stained padding. The heavy bulk forced his lace-stockinged thighs apart, the gentle press of the tapes a constant reminder of how thoroughly Vivienne had already broken him. His painted lips still tasted of silicone and affirmations. He was supposed to be gathering evidence, staying detached. Instead his body ached for more, leaking fresh precum into the soggy interior while his mind screamed in denial.

The door opened. Vivienne entered first, ivory silk dress impeccable, followed by a tall, silver-haired client in a tailored charcoal suit. Expensive cologne—woody, smoky, masculine—rolled over Ryan like a wave. The man’s sharp blue eyes locked onto him immediately, lingering on the obvious padded bulge between his spread legs.

“This is our newest boy, Ryan,” Vivienne said smoothly. “He’s still learning, but very eager. Supervised session only tonight.”

The client—Marcus—smiled with predatory satisfaction. “He’ll do nicely.”

Vivienne took a seat in the shadowed corner, legs crossed elegantly, ready to watch and direct. Marcus sat on the wide leather armchair and crooked a finger. “Come here, pretty one. On my lap.”

Ryan’s heart hammered. He stood, the loud crinkle of his diaper echoing obscenely in the quiet room. Every step made the thick padding squish against his hardening cock, the scent of baby powder mixing with Marcus’s cologne. He lowered himself sideways onto the client’s lap, the bulky diaper pressing firmly against the man’s thigh. Marcus’s large hand immediately settled on Ryan’s padded ass, squeezing the cushioned cheek.

“Fuck, that’s thick,” Marcus murmured, voice deep with approval. His fingers traced the tapes, then slid between Ryan’s thighs to cup the heavy front mound. Pressure against Ryan’s padded crotch made him gasp. His cock strained harder, trapped and leaking.

Vivienne’s voice came calm from the corner. “Show him what a well-padded boy can do, Ryan. Be a good hostess.”

Ryan swallowed hard. He began to rock slowly on Marcus’s lap, grinding the bulky diaper against the client’s growing erection. The crinkle was loud and humiliating with every roll of his hips. Marcus groaned, hands roaming—squeezing Ryan’s thighs, tracing the lace tops of his stockings, then sliding up to pinch his nipples through the sheer bralette.

“You’re blushing like a virgin,” Marcus chuckled. “First time serving a real man in your diaper?”

“Yes, sir,” Ryan whispered, voice tight with conflict. Inside, the detective raged—this was the job, just play along, gather intel. But his body was on fire, cock throbbing painfully in the warm, squishing padding, balls drawn tight.

Marcus pulled Ryan closer, mouth claiming his painted lips in a deep, demanding kiss. His tongue invaded while his hand rubbed firm circles over the front of the diaper, pressing the soggy material against Ryan’s aching dick. The pressure built deliciously. Ryan moaned into the kiss, hips grinding faster, the loud crinkle filling the room.

Vivienne watched with dark satisfaction. “Good. Now open his diaper for him, Marcus. Let’s see how excited our sissy is.”

Marcus tore the tapes open with strong hands. The front of the diaper folded down, releasing Ryan’s thick, veined cock—rock-hard, flushed dark, strings of precum dripping onto the padding. Marcus wrapped a firm hand around the shaft and stroked slowly, spreading the slickness.

“Beautiful cock on a padded slut,” he growled.

Ryan’s head spun. Shame and raw lust warred inside him. He was a vice detective, yet here he was leaking on a client’s hand while Vivienne directed every move.

Marcus pushed Ryan off his lap and stood, shedding his jacket. “On your knees first. Show me that mouth.”

Ryan dropped, padded ass high, diaper hanging open around his thighs. Marcus freed his own cock—long, thick, cut, already rock hard. The head nudged Ryan’s red lips.

“Suck.”

Ryan opened. The taste of clean skin and salt filled his mouth as Marcus pushed inside. He took him deep, sucking obediently while Vivienne coached softly.

“Deeper, Ryan. Use your tongue. Make him nice and wet for what comes next.”

Ryan bobbed, hollowing his cheeks, tongue swirling around the thick shaft. Saliva dripped down his chin onto his chest. Marcus groaned, hand in Ryan’s sandy hair, fucking his mouth with shallow thrusts. The scent of expensive cologne mixed with the musk of aroused cock.

After several minutes Marcus pulled out, glistening with spit. “On the chaise. Ass up.”

Ryan’s pulse roared. This was it—the penetration line. He climbed onto the chaise on all fours, knees spread wide by the open diaper. His hole twitched in the cool air. Marcus retrieved a bottle of lube from the side table and poured a generous amount over Ryan’s exposed asshole, working two thick fingers inside to stretch him.

“Relax, boy. You’re going to take every inch.”

Vivienne rose and came closer, standing beside them. “He can handle it. Fuck him properly for me.”

Marcus lined up his cock and pushed. The fat head breached Ryan’s tight ring, stretching him open. Ryan moaned loudly as inch after thick inch sank inside—slow at first, then deeper. The burn gave way to intense fullness. Marcus bottomed out, balls pressed against Ryan’s taint, cock buried to the hilt in his ass.

“Fuck… so tight,” Marcus groaned.

Then he started thrusting. Hard, deep strokes that made Ryan’s body jolt forward. The sound of skin slapping skin mixed with the crinkle of the open diaper hanging beneath him. Marcus railed him, pounding deep, bottoming out with every thrust. Ryan’s prostate sang with every drag, pleasure exploding through his core.

“Oh god—” Ryan cried, hands fisting the cushions.

Vivienne leaned down, voice velvet in his ear. “Take it like the padded whore you are. Come on his cock for Mommy.”

Marcus fucked him harder, gripping Ryan’s hips, slamming in with wet, obscene sounds. The thick cock split him open again and again, stretching his hole wide. Ryan’s own dick swung heavy and leaking beneath him, untouched.

The pressure built fast—devastating, unstoppable. Ryan’s balls tightened, prostate hammered relentlessly.

“I’m—fuck—I’m coming—”

He exploded hands-free. His cock pulsed violently, thick ropes of cum shooting onto the chaise below in powerful spurts. Spurt after spurt erupted while Marcus continued pounding through the orgasm, drawing it out until Ryan was shaking and whimpering.

Marcus growled, thrusts turning erratic. “Gonna fill you.”

He buried himself deep and came with a low roar, flooding Ryan’s ass with hot, thick cum. Pulse after pulse pumped deep inside, so much it leaked out around his cock as he gave a few final shallow thrusts.

When Marcus finally pulled out, a rush of warm cum dripped from Ryan’s gaping, well-fucked hole onto the open diaper beneath him. The client tucked himself away, breathing hard, and peeled several hundred-dollar bills from his wallet.

“Exceptional,” he told Vivienne, handing her the cash plus a generous tip. “I want him again tomorrow. Same room, longer session.”

Vivienne smiled, smoothing Ryan’s hair as he lay spent and leaking on the chaise. “Of course. He’ll be ready for you.”

The client left with one last hungry look. Ryan stayed there, ass throbbing, cum dripping from his stretched hole into the ruined diaper, body buzzing with aftershocks and deepening horror at how intensely he had come.

The temporary fate was sealing tighter with every client who wanted more of him. How much longer could the detective pretend he wasn’t already falling?


Chapter 5: Locked Overnight

Ryan lay sprawled on the wide changing table, body heavy with exhaustion yet buzzing like a live wire from the day’s degradations. His ass still throbbed from Marcus’s ruthless pounding, cum slowly leaking into the ruined daytime diaper. The thick padding squished warmly with every tiny shift, a constant, humiliating reminder. Lace stockings clung to his sweat-damp thighs. His mind spun—vice detective reduced to a cum-dump for clients while his cock refused to soften. Shame and unwanted arousal twisted together until he couldn’t tell which was which.

Vivienne entered the dimly lit overnight suite, ivory dress swapped for a sheer black silk robe that whispered against her skin. The sapphire pendant rested between her breasts like a promise. Two attendants followed silently, pushing a large crib-like bed with high barred sides and a plastic-covered mattress.

“Time to put my tired sissy to bed,” Vivienne said, voice low and intimate. She ran cool fingers down Ryan’s chest. “You took that client so well today. Now you’ll sleep exactly as you should—locked, padded, and conditioned.”

Ryan’s voice came out hoarse. “I’m… I’m supposed to report in. The assignment—”

Vivienne pressed a finger to his painted lips. “The only assignment tonight is learning your place. Lift.”

The attendants removed the messy daytime diaper. Ryan’s cock sprang free, half-hard and sticky. They cleaned him thoroughly with warm cloths, then lifted his hips as Vivienne slid an extra-thick overnight diaper beneath him. This one was massive—plush, ultra-absorbent, with a prominent wetness indicator strip. She dusted his cock, balls, and ass liberally with baby powder, the sweet scent filling the air. The front was folded up and taped snugly, the bulk enormous, forcing his legs wide apart. The constant padded bulk pressed heavily against his groin, warm and secure.

“Perfect,” Vivienne murmured, smoothing her hands over the swollen front. “Now for the rest.”

They fitted soft padded mittens over his hands, locking them at the wrists so he couldn’t grip anything. Then they guided him into the crib. Ryan climbed in on shaky legs. The plastic mattress crinkled loudly under his weight. Vivienne fastened wide immobilizing straps across his chest, waist, and thighs, pinning him securely on his back. He could barely wiggle. The thick diaper forced his legs into a permanent frog position, the heavy bulk dominating every sensation.

“Comfortable?” she asked with a knowing smile.

Ryan tested the straps, heart racing. “This is too much. I can’t move—”

“That’s the point.” Vivienne leaned over the bars, robe slipping open to reveal her full breasts. “Sleep tight in your proper place.”

She reached down and pressed a small remote. Hidden speakers in the crib began playing soft, hypnotic audio—her recorded voice layered with gentle music and subliminal suggestions. “You are a sissy… You crave the diaper… Submission feels safe… Your cock belongs locked and leaking…”

The words sank into his exhausted mind like warm oil.

Vivienne climbed into the crib with him, straddling his strapped-down body. She shed the robe completely, revealing a thick, realistic strap-on cock already glistening with lube. The harness hugged her hips perfectly. “One last lesson before you drift off.”

She tore open the front tapes of the overnight diaper just enough to expose Ryan’s ass and let his cock spring free against the padding. Positioning the thick silicone head against his still-slick, cum-leaking hole, she pushed forward.

Ryan gasped as the fat strap-on stretched him open again. The burn was immediate and intense, but his body—already used once today—accepted the invasion with humiliating ease. Inch after thick inch sank deep until the harness pressed against his padded crotch.

“Fuck… it’s so big,” he groaned, mittened hands twitching uselessly against the straps.

Vivienne began to thrust. Slow at first, then deeper, harder. The crib rocked gently with each drive, the plastic mattress crinkling rhythmically beneath them. The immobilizing straps held Ryan completely helpless as she fucked him—long, powerful strokes that bottomed out against his prostate with wet, filthy sounds. His thick overnight diaper crinkled loudly every time her hips slammed forward, the constant padded bulk squishing against his trapped balls.

“Feel that?” Vivienne panted, leaning down so her breasts brushed his chest. “This is what your nights will be. Padded. Strapped. Fucked open and full.”

She picked up speed, railing him hard. The strap-on pounded deep, splitting his ass with relentless strokes. Ryan’s cock throbbed untouched against the open diaper front, leaking steadily onto the absorbent material. Every thrust dragged across his prostate, sending electric jolts of pleasure through his exhausted body.

The hypnotic audio continued in the background: “You love being used… You need the diaper… Good sissies leak for Mommy…”

Ryan’s head thrashed. “Vivienne—fuck—I can’t—”

“You can. And you will come like this—hands-free, strapped down, ass full of Mommy’s cock.”

She angled her hips and drove into him even harder, short, brutal thrusts that hammered his prostate mercilessly. The pressure built fast—devastating, unstoppable. Ryan’s balls drew up tight, his cock pulsing wildly.

“I’m—oh god—I’m coming—”

He exploded. Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cock in powerful spurts, splattering across his own abs, chest, and the open diaper. Spurt after hot spurt shot out while Vivienne continued pounding through the orgasm, milking every contraction from his prostate. Ryan cried out, body convulsing against the immobilizing straps, ass clenching rhythmically around the thick strap-on buried inside him.

Vivienne moaned in satisfaction, grinding deep as she watched him fall apart. Only when his cock stopped twitching and the last weak dribble of cum leaked onto the padding did she slowly withdraw the glistening strap-on. She tucked his spent cock back inside the overnight diaper and taped it closed with firm, final rips. The heavy bulk settled over his sensitive, messy groin, sealing the fresh cum against his skin.

She kissed his forehead tenderly. “Sleep tight in your proper place.”

Vivienne climbed out, raised the high barred sides of the crib, and locked them with a heavy click. The lights dimmed to a soft glow. Ryan lay there completely immobilized—strapped down, thickly padded, mittened hands useless, ass still tingling and leaking lube and earlier cum into the diaper. The hypnotic audio looped endlessly in his ears, Vivienne’s voice sinking deeper with every repetition.

Hours passed in the dark. The plastic mattress crinkled with every tiny involuntary twitch. The constant padded bulk grew warmer, heavier. Sometime deep in the night Ryan felt the first uncontrollable leak—warmth spreading through the front of the diaper as his bladder gave way without permission. The wetness indicator strip darkened. Shame flooded him, but so did a strange, soothing acceptance. The audio whispered: “Good boys wet their diapers… This is where you belong…”

By morning the overnight diaper was swollen and heavy, sagging between his spread thighs, thoroughly soaked. Uncontrollable leaks had turned the thick padding into a warm, squishy mess that clung to his cock and balls. His body buzzed with fresh, humiliating arousal despite the exhaustion. The craving hit him like a drug—the need for more padding, more straps, more of Vivienne’s control. The detective inside him screamed in protest, but the sissy awakening only pressed harder against the soaked, crinkling bulk, desperate for the next layer of surrender.


Chapter 6: Porcelain Doll

Ryan woke to the heavy, swollen heat between his legs, the overnight diaper sagging and warm against his skin. Thick padding clung to his ass and cock, soaked through from the hypnotic suggestions that had played on loop through the crib speakers. His body had betrayed him again—twitching, leaking, humping uselessly against the unyielding bulk while the voice in his ears whispered surrender. Mittened hands flexed helplessly at his sides. The crib bars felt like iron judgment.

Vivienne’s heels clicked across the nursery floor, sharp and deliberate. She unlocked the side rail with a soft metallic clack and leaned over him, her sapphire pendant brushing his chest. Ivory silk stretched across her full breasts, the scent of her perfume—jasmine and something darker, like leather—flooding his senses.

“Such a wet little mess already,” she murmured, sliding one manicured hand between his thighs to press firmly against the sodden crotch. The squish was obscene. Ryan’s breath hitched, cock twitching inside its warm prison. “But good girls get rewards for obedience. Today we make you beautiful.”

She released the tapes with practiced efficiency, peeling the heavy diaper open. Cool air kissed his damp, shaved skin. His cock stood half-hard, glistening with residual piss and precum. Shame burned in his chest even as his hips lifted instinctively toward her touch.

“I—I can’t keep doing this,” Ryan whispered, voice hoarse from the night’s conditioning. But his eyes tracked the sway of her hips as she cleaned him with warm wipes, slow strokes that lingered over his balls and the sensitive underside of his shaft.

Vivienne smiled, cool and knowing. “You already are, darling. Your body knows what your mind still fights. Come. The salon is waiting.”

She dressed him in a simple silk robe that whispered against his thighs, then led him down the corridor. Each step made the plug she’d slipped inside him earlier shift, a constant reminder of fullness. His hole clenched around the smooth silicon, sending sparks up his spine. By the time they reached the private salon wing, Ryan’s cheeks were flushed and his breathing shallow.

The room smelled of vanilla candles, hairspray, and warm wax. Soft lighting glowed over padded chairs and mirrored stations. A wide, reclining chair waited at the center like a throne of transformation. Two assistants—elegant women in fitted black uniforms—stood ready, but Vivienne waved them back for now. This part was hers.

“Sit,” she commanded.

Ryan obeyed, the robe parting as he lowered himself. The plug pressed deeper. He bit back a moan.

Scene One: Arrival and Setup

Vivienne’s fingers traced his jaw, tilting his face up to the lights. “Look at you. Still trying to be the big strong detective under all that padding and need.” She produced a sleek black corset, laced with steel boning. “Arms up.”

The fabric wrapped around his torso. She pulled the laces tight—inch by inch—until his waist cinched dramatically and his breath came in short, controlled gasps. The constriction was immediate, deliciously cruel. Ribbons dug into his skin, forcing his posture straight, chest out, ass presented. Every inhale reminded him of her control.

Ryan’s mind reeled. This is temporary. Undercover. I can still pull out. But his cock throbbed visibly beneath the robe, leaking onto his thigh. The corset squeezed his diaphragm, making every heartbeat feel amplified. Vulnerability flooded him—wet, open, craving the next command like oxygen.

“Does it feel good, being shaped?” Vivienne asked, knotting the laces with a final decisive tug. Her breath was warm against his ear. “Tell Mommy how it feels.”

“It… it’s tight,” he managed, voice cracking. “I can barely breathe. It’s pushing everything… out.”

“Good. That’s exactly how a pretty doll should feel. Restricted. Presented.” She ran her hands down his newly narrowed waist, then cupped his ass cheeks, spreading them slightly so the plug’s base winked in the light. “Now the rest.”

The assistants moved in. One began rolling sheer stockings up his legs, the nylon whispering like a thousand teasing fingers. The other fitted towering patent heels—five inches, with delicate ankle straps. The clip of the buckles sounded final. When Ryan stood, the heels forced his calves tight, his ass higher, his gait mincing. Each step made the plug grind against his prostate and the corset bite deeper.

Vivienne watched with hooded eyes. “Walk for me.”

He took three steps. The heels clicked sharply on the marble. His hips swayed involuntarily. Heat crawled up his neck.

“Pathetic,” she purred, but her smile was pleased. “And perfect. Now the face.”

They reclined the chair. Ryan’s heart hammered as warm towels wrapped his skin. Wax strips ripped across his brows, shaping them into elegant arches. His cock stayed hard the entire time, untouched but leaking steadily onto the robe.

Scene Two: Escalation — The Makeover

Heavy false lashes were glued one by one. Each application made his eyes feel heavier, more dramatic. The technician worked with clinical precision while Vivienne fed him sips of water and soft praise. “Blink slowly, darling. Feel how they weigh on you. Like you’re always looking up at someone stronger.”

Permanent makeup followed—microblading for the brows, liner that would never smudge, lips tinted a soft rose that made them look perpetually bee-stung and fuckable. Ryan stared at the ceiling, mind fracturing between resistance and the slow, insidious pleasure of being remade.

Then came the wig. Long, platinum waves with subtle pink undertones. The brush moved through the synthetic hair in long, rhythmic strokes. Each pass sent shivers down his scalp. The weight settled around his shoulders, brushing sensitive skin. Vivienne took over, running her fingers through it, tugging gently to arch his neck.

“Such pretty hair for my pretty girl,” she whispered. “Say it.”

“I… I have pretty hair,” Ryan breathed, voice trembling. The words felt like surrender.

Voice training came next. Vivienne fitted a small device against his throat and played soft tones. “Higher. Breathier. Like a needy little whore who lives for cock and approval.”

He repeated phrases—Yes, Mommy. Please fuck me. I’m just a padded sissy—until his natural baritone cracked and lifted into a soft, feminine lilt. Every repetition made his asshole clench around the plug and his caged thoughts spiral lower.

By the time they finished the makeup, Ryan’s reflection in the hand mirror showed someone else: wide doe eyes, flushed cheeks, glossy lips parted in unconscious invitation. The corset created an hourglass that screamed availability. His cock strained, untouched for hours now.

Vivienne dismissed the assistants. The door clicked shut.

She stepped between his spread thighs, hiking up her pencil dress to reveal a thick, realistic strap-on already glistening with lube. The cock was veined, heavy, bigger than anything Ryan had taken before. “You’ve been such a good doll today. Time for your reward.”

Ryan’s breath caught. “Vivienne—Mommy—I—”

“Shh.” She pulled the plug free with a wet pop, leaving his hole gaping and twitching. Cold lube dripped down his crack. She lined up the fat head and pushed.

The stretch burned beautifully. Inch after thick inch sank into him, splitting him open. Ryan’s mouth fell open in a breathy moan, the new voice making it sound obscene. The corset kept him arched, unable to escape. Vivienne bottomed out, hips flush against his ass, balls-deep in his clutching heat.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” she growled, voice low with lust. She drew back slowly, then slammed in hard. The pounding began—deep, relentless strokes that nailed his prostate on every thrust. The chair creaked. His heels kicked uselessly in the air.

Sensory overload consumed him: the tight corset crushing his waist, heavy lashes fluttering, synthetic hair sticking to his damp neck, the wet slap of her hips against his padded ass. His cock bounced untouched, leaking strings of precum.

“Please—harder,” he whimpered in that new breathy tone.

Vivienne obliged. She gripped his cinched waist and railed him, long powerful strokes that bottomed out with bruising force. “This is what you need. To be fucked open like the sissy you are.” Her own breathing grew ragged; the base of the strap-on ground against her clit with every thrust.

Ryan’s orgasm built from deep inside, prostate hammered mercilessly. No hands on his cock—just the relentless pounding and the crushing corset and the weight of lashes on his cheeks. “I’m—I’m gonna—”

“Come for Mommy,” she ordered, slamming deep and grinding.

He shattered. Cum erupted from his untouched dick in thick ropes, splattering his corseted stomach, his chin, even the underside of his breasts. Pulse after pulse, his asshole spasming wildly around her strap-on. He cried out in that high, feminine voice, body convulsing.

Vivienne didn’t stop. She fucked him through it, drawing out every shudder until he was a sobbing, oversensitive mess. Then she pulled free, leaving his ruined hole gaping and leaking lube. She unbuckled the harness, revealing her own swollen, dripping pussy. Straddling his face, she rode his tongue until she came hard, flooding his glossy lips with her juices.

Ryan licked desperately, swallowing every drop while aftershocks twitched through his spent cock.

Scene Three: Deepening and Hook

They moved him to the full-length mirror afterward. Vivienne stood behind him, hands on his corseted hips, chin on his shoulder. The reflection was devastating. Platinum waves framed a porcelain-doll face—flawless skin, dramatic eyes, cock-sucking lips. The corset carved an impossible figure. Stockings gleamed on long legs. Heels made him sway. Between his thighs, his cock hung soft but glistening, a final masculine remnant on an otherwise perfect sissy.

He barely recognized himself. The vice detective was gone. Only the aching, well-fucked doll remained.

Vivienne brushed through the synthetic hair again, long slow strokes that sent fresh tingles across his scalp. The clip of her own heels as she shifted made his hole clench emptily.

“This is who you were always meant to be,” she said softly, voice velvet and steel.

Ryan stared, lips parted, chest heaving against the corset’s grip. Fresh desire stirred despite the recent orgasm. His new reflection blinked back at him with heavy lashes, already craving the next layer of surrender.

The brush continued its hypnotic rhythm. Click. Brush. Click.

And deep down, the last walls cracked wider.


Chapter 7: Padded Parade

Ryan stepped into the grand salon on trembling five-inch heels, every nerve alight. The platinum wig swayed against his bare shoulders, heavy false lashes framing his wide, permanently lined eyes. The corset from yesterday dug into his cinched waist, forcing his padded ass to jut out invitingly beneath the short, sheer black lace dress. Thick, crinkling diapers—extra bulky for the occasion—swelled between his thighs, powder-scented and already slightly damp from anxious leaks. His caged cock strained against the padded front, a constant throb of humiliation and need.

Dozens of eyes turned toward him. Executives in tailored suits lounged on leather couches, sipping whiskey. Other sissies moved among them in frilled outfits, their own diapers rustling audibly with every mincing step. The collective crinkle filled the air like a filthy symphony. Mingled scents of baby powder, expensive cologne, sweat, and rising lust hung thick.

Ryan’s breath came in short, breathy gasps through glossy rose-tinted lips. They’re all staring. They know what I am now. Not a detective anymore—just another padded whore on display. His cheeks burned beneath the permanent blush of his makeup. Body betrayal hit hard; his hole clenched emptily around the fresh plug Vivienne had inserted, prostate already tingling.

Vivienne appeared at his side, her ivory silk dress hugging every curve, sapphire pendant gleaming. She placed a possessive hand on his lower back, fingers pressing the diaper seam.

“Display yourself properly for our guests,” she murmured, voice velvet command.

Ryan swallowed, the new breathy tone automatic. “Yes, Mommy.”

He turned slowly, hands lifting the hem of his dress to show the swollen, crinkling diaper to the room. Whistles and low chuckles rose. His cock leaked inside the cage, wetting the padding further.

Scene One: Arrival and Setup

The salon lights cast a warm, golden glow over the crowd. Sissies in various states of undress knelt or bent over laps, their frilled outfits riding up to expose padded crotches and plugged asses. The collective crinkling intensified as bodies shifted—plastic rustling against lace, against skin, against eager hands. Powder and musk thickened the air, sweet and filthy, coating Ryan’s tongue with every inhale.

His own diaper felt massive, heavy between his thighs, forcing a wide stance that made his heels click louder. The corset compressed his ribs, pushing his chest forward and making every breath a conscious effort. False lashes weighed on his eyelids, forcing slow, seductive blinks. Synthetic hair tickled his neck with every head turn. Public exposure burned through him like fire—every executive’s gaze stripping him further, reducing the once-masculine vice detective to trembling eye candy.

This is too far. I’m supposed to be gathering evidence, not parading my padded ass for these men. Yet his body responded with shameful eagerness. Nipples hardened against the lace top. His plugged hole fluttered, sending jolts to his caged dick. Shame twisted into dark arousal, the psychological walls crumbling faster with every shared glance and knowing smirk.

Vivienne guided him deeper into the room. “Gentlemen, meet our newest doll. Ryan—though she prefers to be called by whatever name makes your cock hardest tonight.” She squeezed his ass, pressing the diaper firmly so it crinkled loud enough for nearby guests to hear.

A silver-haired executive in his late forties, broad-shouldered and commanding, leaned forward. “She looks exquisite, Vivienne. That waist… those lips. Has she been broken in properly?”

“Fully transformed yesterday,” Vivienne replied smoothly. “Voice, face, posture—all remade. And her holes are eager. Watch.”

She pushed Ryan toward a low ottoman. He knelt automatically, knees spreading on the carpet, diaper crinkling as it compressed. Two other sissies nearby serviced cocks with wet, slurping sounds, their own padding rustling in rhythm.

“Beautiful,” the executive—Marcus—said, unzipping. His thick cock sprang free, veined and heavy. “Suck.”

Ryan hesitated only a second. Vivienne’s hand tangled in his platinum wig, guiding his glossy lips forward. The head pushed past his tongue, salty and hot, stretching his mouth. He bobbed, lashes fluttering, the public thrill making his own cock drip steadily into the diaper.

Marcus groaned. “Good girl. Deeper.”

The room watched. Crinkles and moans surrounded them. Ryan’s mind spun—Everyone sees me sucking cock like a whore—but he hollowed his cheeks and took more, gagging softly as it hit his throat.

Scene Two: Escalation — Group Service

The evening blurred into heat and motion. Ryan was passed from lap to lap. Hands roamed his corseted body, slapping his padded ass until the crinkling turned rhythmic and loud. One client fingered his hole around the plug while another fed him cock. Scents of powder and fresh cum mingled heavily now, sticky on his skin and wig.

A younger executive, lean and tattooed, bent Ryan over a velvet chaise. He yanked the diaper tapes open with a loud rip, exposing Ryan’s plugged ass. The plug came out with a wet pop, hole winking and glistening with lube. Without warning, the man slicked his rigid dick and thrust in hard.

Ryan cried out in his breathy voice, the stretch intense and sudden. “Ah—fuck!”

The pounding started immediately—deep, brutal strokes that slammed his prostate. The man gripped the corset laces like reins, railing him in full view of the room. Ryan’s caged cock swung, leaking, balls tight. The diaper hung around one thigh, crinkling with every impact. Other sissies moaned nearby, one getting double-penetrated on a couch, their collective sounds fueling the voyeuristic frenzy.

They’re all watching me get fucked like a bitch. Ryan’s thoughts fractured under the onslaught. Pleasure-pain ripped through him. His prostate swelled with every bottoming-out thrust, the man’s balls slapping his own. Public humiliation amplified everything—lashes wet with involuntary tears, lips parted in constant moans, platinum hair sticking to sweat-damp cheeks.

“Harder,” Ryan begged despite himself, voice high and needy. “Please—fuck my hole deeper.”

The executive laughed and obliged, plowing faster, splitting him open. Sweat and lube dripped down Ryan’s thighs. His orgasm built relentlessly, hands-free, prostate hammered mercilessly.

Vivienne watched from across the room, eyes dark with approval. “Come for them, doll. Show our guests how a proper padded sissy cums.”

Ryan shattered. His cock pulsed wildly in its cage, shooting thick ropes of cum onto the chaise and floor beneath him. Spurts jetted out visibly, splattering as his asshole clenched rhythmically around the pounding dick. He wailed, body convulsing, the orgasm ripping through him in long, shuddering waves. Cum kept leaking, pooling under his knees while the man continued railing him through it.

The executive groaned and buried deep, flooding Ryan’s guts with hot cum. He pulled out slowly, leaving the ruined hole gaping and leaking white seed down onto the sagging diaper.

Before Ryan could recover, another client claimed his mouth, fucking his throat while a third teased his sensitive, cum-dripping hole with fingers. The group service continued—bodies in frills pressing close, crinkling diapers rubbing together, scents of lust and powder overwhelming. Ryan lost count of loads swallowed and spilled, his body a vessel for their pleasure, mind drowning in submissive bliss.

Scene Three: Climax and Hook

Hours later, the crowd thinned. Ryan knelt in the center, dress ruined, diaper retaped but swollen with fresh cum and his own leaks. His makeup stayed flawless—permanent and smudge-proof—though his lips were puffy and glossy with spit and semen. Vivienne stood beside him, stroking his hair.

Marcus approached again, the dominant silver-haired executive. He had watched Ryan’s every orgasm with hungry eyes.

“This one,” Marcus said, voice deep. “I want exclusive time tomorrow night. Private suite. Full night. I’ll pay triple.”

Vivienne smiled. “She’s yours. Ryan will be prepared—freshly padded, plugged, and desperate.”

Ryan looked up, chest heaving. Cum still leaked from his used asshole, the diaper warm and heavy. His body ached, satisfied yet already stirring again at the promise of more. Tomorrow… alone with him. The thought terrified and thrilled in equal measure. The last fragments of his old identity flickered, nearly extinguished under layers of lace, padding, and public fucking.

Marcus tilted Ryan’s chin up with one finger. “You’ll call me Sir. And you’ll beg beautifully.”

“Yes, Sir,” Ryan whispered breathily, lashes fluttering.

Vivienne leaned down, lips brushing his ear. “You performed perfectly tonight. This is only the beginning.”

As the remaining guests filed out, their eyes lingering on his disheveled, cum-marked form, Ryan stared at the floor. The collective crinkle of the other sissies faded, but the scent of powder and lust clung to his skin like a brand. His hole twitched, already craving the next violation.

Tomorrow night, a dominant client would claim him completely. And deep down, the aching sissy inside wondered if he would even try to resist.


Chapter 8: Punishment Cradle

Ryan sat strapped into the padded punishment cradle, rebellious fire still flickering in his gray-blue eyes despite the permanent makeup and glossy rose lips. The thick overnight diaper from the previous night’s group service clung heavily between his thighs, swollen with dried cum and his own leaks. Platinum wig slightly disheveled, corset still cinched tight from the parade, he tested the wrist restraints with a subtle flex of his athletic arms. I’m still a detective. This is just an assignment. I don’t need this. Yet his caged cock twitched at the memory of being railed in front of strangers, and fresh precum dampened the padding.

Vivienne entered the private punishment suite, ivory silk dress whispering, sapphire pendant catching the low lamplight. Her raven chignon was flawless. She carried a wide wooden paddle and a jar of soothing cream, heels clicking with deliberate authority.

“You refused a direct order last night, doll. Spreading your legs wider when Marcus wanted to inspect you. A spark of defiance.” She set the items down and cupped his chin, forcing his made-up eyes to meet hers. “Bad sissies get corrected until they love it.”

Ryan’s breath hitched in the higher, breathy register they had trained. “I’m not your fucking toy, Vivienne. This has gone far enough.”

Her smile was cold velvet. “We’ll see.”

Scene One: Arrival and Setup

The punishment cradle was a specialized piece—padded leather, adjustable to force the occupant into a diapered, ass-up position with legs spread wide and locked. Thick straps held Ryan’s wrists above his head and his ankles apart, the bulky diaper fully exposed and presented. The room smelled of leather, baby powder, and the faint musk of yesterday’s cum still clinging to his skin. Soft lighting highlighted every humiliating detail: the crinkled plastic, the lace trim of his sheer dress pushed up around his waist, the way the corset forced his ass higher.

Each small shift made the diaper rustle loudly. The sting from last night’s rough handling lingered beneath the padding—a deep, warm ache in his well-fucked hole. Vivienne’s fingers traced the tapes, pressing firmly so the swollen bulk squished against his caged cock and sensitive balls. The pressure sent conflicting sparks through him: shame, arousal, the growing addiction he hated admitting.

Fight it. You’re Ryan, vice-squad. Not some padded slut who gets wet for punishment. But his body betrayed him again. Nipples tightened against the lace top. His plugged hole clenched, pushing the silicon deeper against his prostate. The rebellious spark warred with the dark craving for her control, for the release only she could grant.

“Such a pretty, defiant face,” Vivienne said, running the paddle’s flat side over his diapered ass. The plastic crinkled sharply. “But Mommy knows what you really need.”

Ryan glared up at her. “You think this breaks me? I’ve taken worse in the field.”

She laughed softly, a rich, dominant sound. “Field work never made your little clitty leak like this.” She pressed two fingers against the front of the diaper, right over his cage. The squish was obscene. “Let’s begin.”

She untaped one side of the diaper slowly, folding it back to expose his plugged ass and caged cock. Cool air kissed damp skin. The paddle rose.

Scene Two: Escalation — Punishment

The first smack landed hard on his bare ass cheek—sharp, stinging pain that bloomed hot beneath the skin. Ryan gasped, body jerking against the restraints. The paddle struck again and again, alternating cheeks, building a fierce burn. Each impact made his plugged hole clench and his caged dick strain. Vivienne paused to rub the sore flesh, then resumed, harder.

The sting layered beautifully. Heat radiated outward, mixing with the deep ache in his prostate. False lashes fluttered as involuntary tears pricked his eyes. The collective sounds—paddle on skin, his breathy whimpers, the crinkle of the half-taped diaper—filled the room. Powder scent rose stronger as she worked.

It hurts… but fuck, it feels good. Too good. Ryan’s mind fractured. The rebellious part screamed to resist, to remember his badge. The addicted part arched higher, silently begging for more. Every strike pushed him deeper into surrender, body flooding with endorphins that blurred pain into dark ecstasy. His cock leaked steadily, the cage preventing full hardness but not the desperate need.

“Count them, doll,” Vivienne commanded, landing another firm smack.

“F-five,” Ryan moaned in his trained feminine tone. “Six… ah!”

“Good girl. Feel how your hole twitches for me?” She pulled the plug free with a wet pop, leaving him open and glistening. Two slick fingers pushed inside immediately, stretching him while the paddle continued on his upper thighs. The dual sensation—burning sting outside, invasive pleasure inside—drove him wild.

“Please—Vivienne—Mommy,” he gasped, words tumbling out. “It’s too much… I can’t—”

“You can and you will.” She added a third finger, scissoring deep, grazing his prostate on every thrust. Edging began in earnest. She brought him to the brink with skilled strokes, his caged cock pulsing uselessly, then withdrew just as the crest approached. Over and over. Precum drooled in long strings.

Ryan’s interior monologue screamed conflict: Don’t break. Don’t beg. Yet his hips pushed back greedily. “I need… I need to come. Please let me come.”

“Not yet.” She retaped the diaper snugly over his throbbing, denied cock and resumed spanking the padded bottom. The sting transmitted through the thick layers—muffled but deep, vibrating into his balls and prostate. Each heavy smack made the diaper crinkle loudly and pressed the wet padding against his leaking dick.

Scene Three: Reward and Overwhelming Pleasure

After twenty minutes of relentless edging and spanking, Vivienne removed the restraints and flipped him onto his back in the cradle, legs still spread wide. She stripped off her ivory dress, revealing full breasts and a shaved, glistening pussy. The strap-on she selected was thick, veined, and curved perfectly for prostate destruction—larger than previous ones.

“You’ve taken your correction beautifully,” she purred, slicking the massive cock with lube. “Now Mommy rewards good little sissies who learn their place.”

She climbed between his thighs, pushed the diaper aside again, and lined up. The fat head breached his sore, spanked-warm hole in one smooth push. Ryan cried out as she sank deep, bottoming out with her hips flush against his padded ass. The stretch was intense, perfect, splitting him open exactly how his body now craved.

She fucked him hard. Deep, pounding strokes that slammed her pelvis against the crinkling diaper with every thrust. The curved tip hammered his prostate relentlessly. Ryan’s breathy moans filled the room, higher and needier with each plunge.

“Fuck—Mommy—your cock is so deep,” he whimpered, hands clutching the cradle edges. The sting from the spanking mixed with the pounding pleasure, creating a storm of sensation. Heavy lashes fluttered. Platinum hair stuck to his sweaty neck. The corset kept him arched, presented perfectly for her ruthless fucking.

Vivienne leaned over him, breasts brushing his chest, sapphire pendant swinging. She railed him faster, the wet slap of lube and flesh loud against the diaper crinkles. “Bad sissies get corrected until they love it. Say it.”

“Bad sissies… get corrected until they love it,” Ryan moaned, voice breaking. His orgasm built like a tidal wave, unstoppable now.

She reached down and popped the front of the cage open for the first time in days. His cock sprang free, rock-hard and dripping. She stroked him in time with her thrusts.

“Come for me, doll. Show Mommy how much you need this.”

Ryan shattered. His prostate convulsed around the thick strap-on as thick ropes of cum erupted from his dick. The first spurt shot high, landing across his corseted chest and chin. Then another, and another—powerful jets that painted his skin white while his asshole spasmed wildly. He wailed in ecstasy, body shuddering violently, toes curling in the heels still strapped to his feet. Cum kept pulsing out, dripping down his shaft onto the diaper as Vivienne fucked him through every wave.

She ground deep, chasing her own climax, the base of the strap-on rubbing her clit until she came with a low, throaty moan, hips jerking against him.

Afterward, she pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking lube. She untaped the ruined diaper completely and applied the soothing cream with gentle, massaging fingers—cool relief over the stinging red skin and tender hole. The cream smelled sweet, her touch tender now, contrasting the earlier punishment.

Ryan lay spent, chest heaving, cum cooling on his skin. The rebellious spark had dimmed further, drowned in overwhelming pleasure. I shouldn’t want this… but I do. More than anything.

Vivienne kissed his forehead, fingers still rubbing cream into his spanked ass. “Tell Mommy what you need.”

Despite the shame burning in his chest, the words tumbled out in a desperate whisper. “More… please. I need more. Correct me again. Fuck me again. I’ll be good—I’ll be whatever you want.”

A dark, satisfied smile curved her lips as she continued the soothing application, knowing another boundary had crumbled.

Ryan begged openly now, the last resistance fracturing under the weight of addictive surrender. Tomorrow’s private session with Marcus loomed, but in this moment, all he craved was Vivienne’s cruel, loving control.


Chapter 9: Mirror Decoys

Ryan stood in the dimly lit observation room, heart hammering against the tight corset that still shaped his body from the previous night’s punishment. The thick diaper crinkled softly with every shift of his weight, warm and heavy between his thighs, a constant reminder of the cum and cream Vivienne had left on his skin. Platinum waves framed his made-up face, heavy lashes casting shadows over his gray-blue eyes that now looked too wide, too vulnerable. The one-way mirror stretched before him, revealing a luxurious lounge where former undercover agents—men he vaguely recognized from old briefings—had been completely remade.

Emotionally raw, Ryan pressed one manicured hand to the glass. This was supposed to be my mission. Gather intel, bring the ring down. Not… become this. Yet his caged cock twitched inside the swollen padding as he watched the blissful expressions on those once-familiar faces.

Distant crinkles echoed through hidden speakers—thick diapers shifting as padded sissies moved gracefully among their owners. Soft, feminine moans drifted in, layered and content.

Scene One: Arrival and Setup

The observation room smelled of polished wood, faint jasmine from Vivienne’s lingering perfume, and the sterile chill of hidden vents. Dim amber lighting bathed the space in intimacy, turning the large mirror into a private cinema of surrender. Ryan’s five-inch heels sank into thick carpet, forcing his padded ass to jut out. The corset bit into his waist with every breath, while the permanent makeup made his flushed cheeks look permanently aroused. Distant crinkles grew louder as the lounge sissies shifted on their knees or across laps—plastic rustling in rhythmic waves, mingling with the wet sounds of mouths and holes being used.

His own body felt hypersensitive: the sting beneath the diaper where Vivienne had spanked him raw, now soothed by cream but still tender; the plug nestled deep, pressing his prostate with every tiny movement. Synthetic hair brushed his bare shoulders like teasing fingers. Shame twisted in his gut alongside a growing, terrifying hunger.

These men were like me—detectives, agents. They had missions too. Now they look… happy. Broken and glowing. Ryan’s mind reeled. The rebellious spark from yesterday flickered weakly. His hole clenched around the plug, leaking fresh slick into the diaper. Body betrayal hit harder than ever; he was questioning everything while his cock strained desperately in its cage.

A soft click sounded behind him. He wasn’t alone.

But for now, the mirror held him captive. On the other side, a broad-shouldered former DEA agent—once known for busting trafficking rings—knelt in a sheer emerald gown, thick diaper prominently displayed. His face, softened by similar permanent makeup, shone with pure bliss as his owner fed him a thick cock. The man’s moans echoed clearly: high, breathy, grateful.

Ryan’s breath fogged the glass.

Scene Two: Escalation — Witnessing the Broken

The scene unfolded in vivid detail. Another former resister, a tall ex-FBI man with a jaw like Ryan’s used to be, was bent over a padded bench. His massive diaper had been pulled aside, hole already gaping and slick. A powerful client plowed into him with long, wet strokes—deep anal pounding that made the sissy’s whole body rock. The crinkling of the displaced diaper mixed with the slap of skin and echoing moans that filled the observation room’s speakers.

“Fuck me harder, Sir,” the broken man begged in a perfected feminine voice, pushing back eagerly. “I live for your cock now.”

Ryan watched, transfixed. The client gripped the sissy’s cinched waist and railed him mercilessly, the thick dick disappearing completely on every thrust, bottoming out with audible wet smacks. The sissy’s caged cock swung freely, dripping steadily onto the floor. His face—visible in profile—was ecstatic, eyes rolled back, glossy lips parted in constant moans. No resistance. Only joy.

They fought once. I know their files. They had families, badges, lives. Ryan’s interior world cracked wider. If they can be this happy… what does that make my fight? His own plug felt insufficient. His hole fluttered with jealous need. The distant crinkles and moans wrapped around him like a siren song, pulling at the addiction Vivienne had cultivated. Shame burned, but so did arousal—his diaper front growing wetter as precum flowed freely.

Another sissy joined, straddling her owner’s lap in reverse cowgirl. She rode the man’s thick cock with practiced rolls of her padded hips, the diaper crinkling loudly as it rubbed against his balls. Her breasts bounced, nipples hard, while she cried out in orgasm after orgasm, hands-free spurts shooting from her caged dick onto her own frilled dress. The bliss on her face was undeniable—former undercover, now permanently collared and content.

Ryan’s hand drifted unconsciously to press against his own diaper front, squeezing the cage through the padding. Guilt and desire warred violently inside him.

Scene Three: Private Reward and Hook

The door opened fully. Vivienne stepped in, ivory silk hugging her curves, sapphire pendant resting between her breasts. She closed the distance in three measured clicks of her heels, standing behind Ryan and wrapping one arm around his corseted waist.

“Enjoying the show, doll?” Her voice was low, intimate. She pressed her body against his back, feeling the tremble in his frame.

Ryan swallowed, voice breathy. “They… they were operatives. Like me. How can they look so… fulfilled?”

Vivienne’s hand slid down to cup his padded crotch, squeezing firmly. The crinkle was loud in the small room. “They all fight at first. Then they thank me.” She nipped his ear. “Watch closely.”

On the other side of the glass, the ex-FBI sissy came again—loud, shuddering—while being plowed. Thick ropes of cum erupted from his cage, splattering the bench as his owner flooded his guts with a deep groan.

Ryan moaned softly, hips pushing back against Vivienne instinctively.

She turned him around, eyes dark with possession. “You need reminding of your place.”

Vivienne pushed him against the mirrored wall, facing the lounge so he could still see the blissful sissies. She yanked his diaper tapes open with sharp rips, letting the heavy front sag. The plug came out with a wet pop. Lube dripped down his crack as she freed her thick strap-on from beneath her dress—already glistening.

“Eyes on them,” she ordered, lining up.

She thrust in hard, splitting his sore hole open in one powerful stroke. Ryan cried out, palms flat on the glass as she began pounding him from behind—deep, ruthless anal strokes that hammered his prostate mercilessly. The wet slap of her hips against his ass echoed alongside the distant crinkles and moans from the lounge.

“Fuck—Mommy—yes,” he whimpered, lashes fluttering against the mirror. Every brutal thrust pushed his caged cock against the cool glass, leaving smears of precum. The sight of the broken agents only intensified everything: their bliss mirroring the building ecstasy in his own body.

Vivienne railed him harder, one hand fisting his platinum hair, the other reaching around to stroke his freed cock in time with her pounding. “This is what you’re becoming. Happy. Owned. Mine.”

The orgasm crashed over him without warning. Ryan’s prostate convulsed violently around her thick shaft as his dick exploded. Thick jets of cum spurted powerfully against the mirror, running down in visible white streaks while he wailed in his high, feminine voice. His asshole clamped and milked her strap-on through every shuddering pulse, more cum shooting out in long, messy ropes that painted the glass and dripped onto the carpet. He kept coming, body shaking, until his balls emptied completely.

Vivienne ground deep and came against the base of the strap-on, moaning low and satisfied.

She stayed buried inside him as he panted, cum still leaking from his spent cock. Pulling out slowly, she left his hole gaping and dripping.

Vivienne turned him gently, wiping a streak of his own cum from his chin with her thumb. “They all fight at first. Then they thank me.”

Ryan stared at her, chest heaving, mind reeling from the raw exposure and the devastating orgasm. His resistance lay in shattered pieces on the floor with his cum.

“Would you like a private audience with one of them tomorrow?” she asked softly, offering her hand. “To see how complete their happiness truly is?”

Ryan’s lips parted. The word “yes” trembled on his tongue, another boundary crumbling as the distant crinkles and moans continued to echo through the room.


Chapter 10: Ownership Seal

Ryan arrived at Vivienne’s private residence after midnight, the heavy diaper between his thighs already damp with anxious leaks. The platinum wig framed his porcelain-doll face, permanent makeup flawless under the low lights of the marble foyer. His corset cinched him mercilessly, pushing his padded ass out while five-inch heels clicked with every mincing step. Terror and desperate need warred inside him—freedom felt like a void he no longer wanted, while Vivienne’s control felt like the only safety left.

She waited in the candlelit master suite, ivory silk dress clinging to her mature curves, sapphire pendant glowing against her collarbone. The room smelled of warm vanilla, leather, and her signature jasmine. A wide, padded altar-like bed dominated the center, restraints dangling, a gleaming metal collar resting on black velvet beside it.

Ryan’s breath caught, higher and breathier. I should run. This is the moment to end it. Instead he stepped closer, craving her validation like oxygen.

Vivienne’s eyes softened with dark hunger. “Come to Mommy, doll.”

Scene One: Arrival and Setup

The suite breathed luxury and control—thick carpets swallowing most sound, heavy velvet drapes, mirrors positioned to reflect every angle of surrender. Candle flames danced, casting golden flickers across Ryan’s stockinged legs and the swollen, crinkling diaper visible beneath his sheer lace hem. The cold air kissed his exposed shoulders while the corset compressed his ribs, forcing shallow, feminine breaths. Vivienne’s sapphire pendant swayed as she moved, brushing his skin when she drew him close.

Her fingers traced the front of his diaper, pressing intimately through the thick padding right over his caged cock. The squish was loud and humiliating, warm wetness spreading as fresh precum joined his leaks. The cold metal collar waited nearby, heavy and final, its inner surface etched with her initials.

Ryan’s mind spun in raw conflict. This is permanent. Once that collar locks, the mission dies. But God… I need her to claim me. I’m terrified of going back to who I was. His hole fluttered around the plug, prostate aching for more than teasing. Body betrayal flooded him—nipples hard, lashes fluttering, glossy lips parted in unconscious invitation. The desperate hunger for her approval drowned the fear, leaving him trembling with need.

“Such a desperate girl tonight,” Vivienne murmured, still stroking his padded crotch in slow, possessive circles. “Tell me what you’re afraid of.”

“I’m afraid of freedom,” Ryan whispered, voice cracking high. “Afraid I’ll never feel this again.”

She smiled, eyes locking with his in deep, unblinking contact. “Good. Then let’s make it official.”

She guided him onto the altar bed, positioning him on all fours. The diaper crinkled loudly as she spread his knees wider. Her pendant brushed his spine, cool metal and warm skin sending shivers through him.

Scene Two: Escalation — The Ritual

Vivienne removed the diaper with deliberate slowness, tapes ripping one by one. Cool air hit his damp, shaved skin and leaking caged cock. She left the plug in for now, twisting it gently so it ground against his prostate. The cold metal collar clicked around his throat—heavy, unyielding, locking with a final, resonant snap. The weight pressed on his Adam’s apple, a constant reminder of ownership.

She ran her hands over his body, intimate and claiming. Fingers teased his nipples, rolled his balls through the cage, traced the red marks from previous spankings. Deep eye contact never broke as she circled him, sapphire pendant swinging low to drag across his back, his ass, his dripping cockhead.

Ryan’s interior world fractured further. I’m hers. The detective is gone. This collar… it feels right. Too right. Shame burned hot, but so did relief. Every touch through the remnants of padding or directly on skin deepened the surrender. His plugged hole clenched greedily, body arching into her hands like a cat in heat.

“Does the collar feel good, doll?” Vivienne asked, voice velvet.

“Yes, Mommy,” he moaned. “It feels like home.”

She kissed his shoulder, then fetched a small branding pen—temporary but symbolic, heated ink that would mark his lower back for days. “You belong to Mommy now,” she said as she pressed the warm tip to his skin, writing her elegant script just above his ass.

The sting bloomed beautifully. Ryan gasped, pushing back. The collar shifted with every breath, cold and perfect.

She finally removed the plug with a wet pop and slicked her thickest strap-on. The veined monster glistened. Positioning herself behind him, she rubbed the fat head up and down his crack, teasing his winking hole while maintaining eye contact in the mirrored wall.

“Please,” Ryan begged. “Fuck me. Claim me completely.”

Scene Three: Total Surrender and Climax

Vivienne thrust forward, sinking the massive strap-on deep into his ass in one long, relentless stroke. Ryan cried out, the stretch burning deliciously as she split him open. She bottomed out, hips flush against his cheeks, the collar’s weight pulling as he arched. Then she began to pound him—hard, deep, possessive strokes that hammered his prostate with merciless precision.

The wet slap of her pelvis against his ass filled the room, mixed with the distant crinkle of the discarded diaper nearby. Her sapphire pendant swung rhythmically, brushing his spine with every thrust. Ryan’s caged cock dripped steadily onto the sheets, untouched but throbbing.

“Harder—Mommy—please,” he whimpered, voice fully feminine and broken. The collar constricted beautifully when he moaned, a constant seal of ownership. Eye contact in the mirror locked them together—his heavy lashes wet with overwhelmed tears, her gaze dominant and loving.

She railed him faster, reaching under to pop the cage open. His cock sprang free, rock-hard and leaking. She stroked him firmly while plowing his hole, the dual sensation overwhelming. The build was ferocious—prostate battered, shaft pumped, collar claiming his throat.

Ryan’s orgasm exploded without warning. “I’m coming—fuck!” Thick ropes of cum erupted violently from his dick, splattering the sheets in powerful jets. The first spurt shot nearly a foot, then another, and another, painting dark wet streaks while his asshole spasmed wildly around her pounding strap-on. He wailed, body convulsing, balls tightening as pulse after pulse drained him completely. Cum kept spurting, dripping down his shaft, pooling beneath him as she fucked him through every shuddering wave.

Vivienne ground deep, chasing her own climax against the base of the toy. She came with a low, throaty moan, hips jerking against his ass, pendant pressed firmly between his shoulder blades.

She stayed buried inside him afterward, stroking his spent cock gently, milking the last drops. The collar felt heavier now, warm from his skin. She kissed the back of his neck, eyes still locked on his in the mirror.

“You belong to Mommy now,” she whispered.

Ryan panted, cum cooling on his stomach and the sheets, hole still full of her strap-on. The pleasure left him raw and open. In a trembling, breathy voice he whispered the desires he once denied: “I want to stay like this forever… padded, collared, fucked. No more mission. Just your sissy. Please keep me.”

Vivienne smiled against his skin, twisting the strap-on gently inside him, sealing the final boundary he had crossed. The night was far from over, and Ryan no longer wanted it to end.


Chapter 11: High-Roller Night

Ryan stepped into the penthouse suite without hesitation, platinum wig swaying, collar gleaming around his throat. The thick, fresh diaper crinkled loudly with each mincing step in his five-inch heels. Corset cinched tight, sheer black lace dress barely covering the swollen padding, he moved with practiced grace. No second thoughts. Only the deep, immersive need to perform.

The ultra-wealthy client—Victor, silver-haired, broad, and commanding—waited on the leather couch overlooking the city skyline. Champagne chilled in a silver bucket. Vivienne’s voice would monitor remotely through hidden cameras, her presence felt even from afar.

Ryan dropped to his knees immediately, glossy lips parting. “I’m here to earn my keep, Sir.”

Victor smiled, eyes dark with anticipation. “Good girl.”

Scene One: Arrival and Setup

The penthouse smelled of expensive leather, aged whiskey, and crisp champagne. Soft lighting glowed over marble floors and floor-to-ceiling windows. Luxury restraints—padded leather cuffs lined with silk—hung from a discreet frame beside the massive bed. Ryan’s collar felt heavier in this opulent space, a constant cool pressure against his throat. The diaper, extra thick for overnight use, pressed heavily between his thighs, already slightly warm from the ride over. Champagne bubbles tickled his lips as Victor pressed a flute to his mouth, sweet liquid spilling slightly down his chin onto his lace dress.

His body was fully immersed: false lashes heavy, permanent makeup flawless, plugged hole clenching in eager anticipation. The sapphire pendant’s memory from Vivienne’s touch lingered on his skin. No resistance remained—only the addictive thrill of being used.

This is me now. No more pretending. I need to be perfect for him. The old mission felt distant, blurred by months of conditioning and pleasure. Yet a tiny, buried spark of the detective whispered about the extraction signal due soon. Ryan shoved it down, focusing on the heavy sway of his padded crotch and the taste of champagne on his tongue.

“Vivienne says you’re her finest,” Victor said, voice deep. He traced a finger along Ryan’s collar. “Show me.”

Ryan arched, lifting the hem of his dress. “I’m Mommy’s perfect padded whore, Sir. Use me however you want.”

Victor chuckled. “Earn your keep like the perfect padded whore.” Vivienne’s key line played through the hidden speaker in her remote tone—approving, commanding. Ryan shivered with pleasure at hearing her.

Victor clicked the luxury restraints around Ryan’s wrists, securing them behind his back, then fastened ankle cuffs that forced his knees apart. The position thrust his diapered ass out prominently. A fresh bottle of champagne was poured; Victor sipped, then fed Ryan directly from his mouth, the bubbly liquid mixing with spit in a messy, humiliating kiss.

Scene Two: Escalation — Heavy Use

Victor wasted no time. He bent Ryan over the wide ottoman, face pressed into soft velvet. The first diaper change came quickly—tapes ripped open, exposing Ryan’s plugged hole and caged cock. Victor removed the plug with a wet pop and replaced it with his thick, bare cock in one brutal thrust.

Ryan moaned loudly, breathy and feminine, as the massive dick split him open. No lube beyond what remained—raw, stretching friction that burned beautifully into pleasure. Victor pounded deep, hips slapping against the crinkling remains of the open diaper. Each thrust bottomed out, balls smacking Ryan’s own, prostate hammered mercilessly.

“Fuck—Sir—your cock is so big,” Ryan gasped, champagne still sweet on his lips. The restraints held him helpless, luxury leather soft against his wrists while his hole was used hard. Distant crinkles from the discarded diaper mixed with wet flesh sounds and Ryan’s whimpers.

Victor gripped the collar from behind, using it as leverage to rail harder. “Take it, whore. Soak that padding for me.”

The fucking intensified. Ryan’s caged cock leaked steadily, dripping onto the ottoman. His mind floated in submissive bliss—This is what I am. A hole for rich men. Mommy’s property. Body betrayal was complete; every deep stroke drew louder moans, his padded ass rippling with impact.

After Victor’s first load flooded Ryan’s guts—hot, thick pulses that leaked out immediately—Ryan was changed again. Fresh ultra-thick diaper taped on, but not before Victor made him push the cum out onto the padding. The warm, soiled mess spread against his skin, humiliating and arousing. Champagne was poured over his lips again, spilling down as Victor ground against the fresh diaper front.

A second round followed on the bed. Ryan on his back, legs restrained high and wide. Victor fucked him missionary, deep and slow at first, then pounding with savage force. The diaper crinkled rhythmically, now warming further with fresh leaks and cum. Ryan’s prostate swelled under the assault, orgasm building fast.

“Please—Sir—I’m going to come,” he begged.

“Come hands-free like the sissy you are,” Victor growled, slamming home.

Ryan shattered. His cock pulsed wildly inside the cage, thick ropes of cum erupting through the diaper material in visible wet spots, soaking the front. Spurts kept coming as Victor continued plowing, the orgasm ripping through him in long, shuddering waves. Cum leaked out the leg bands, mixing with the mess already inside. Ryan wailed, collar shifting, lashes wet with overwhelmed tears.

Victor pulled out and added his second load across Ryan’s face and chest, marking him.

Scene Three: Multiple Changes and Hook

The night blurred into more changes—three more diapers ruined with cum, piss, and heavy use. Each time Victor cleaned him roughly with wipes, only to refill him with cock or fingers. In one intense sequence, Ryan was face-down, ass up, while Victor alternated between fucking his hole and making him hump the soiled padding until another prostate orgasm soaked the fresh diaper.

Champagne flowed freely. Ryan’s lips stayed wet and sticky, the taste mixing with cum and lube as he sucked Victor clean between rounds. The luxury restraints kept him in constant presentation, body aching beautifully from overuse. Soiled diaper humiliation peaked with every warm, heavy squish—scent of powder, musk, and sex thick in the air.

Vivienne’s voice came through the speaker occasionally: soft praise that made Ryan clench and leak more. “Beautiful work, doll. Earn every penny.”

As dawn approached, Victor finally collapsed beside him, sated. Ryan lay in the latest heavily soiled diaper, body trembling with aftershocks, collar warm against his throat. Multiple loads leaked from his gaping hole into the padding, creating a warm, squelching mess that pressed against his spent cock.

His mind drifted to the extraction team signal—due any day now. The burner phone hidden in his belongings would vibrate soon with the code to pull him out. I should want that. Freedom. My old life. But dread coiled tight in his chest. Leaving meant losing the diapers, the collar, the constant use, Vivienne’s control. The thought of returning to cold sheets and an empty badge terrified him more than any client.

Ryan whispered into the pillow, voice raw. “I don’t want to go back…”

Victor stirred, hand possessively on the swollen, filthy diaper. “Good. Because I’m booking you for next month too.”

Through the camera, Ryan could almost feel Vivienne smiling. The hook tightened: extraction loomed, but the padded whore he had become dreaded freedom more than anything. The soiled warmth between his legs felt like home now, and he craved many more nights exactly like this.


Chapter 12: Badge or Bow

Ryan sat on the edge of the velvet chaise in the private preparation room, heart hammering against the steel-boned corset. Sweat beaded under his permanent makeup, making the heavy false lashes stick slightly with every blink. The ultra-thick diaper—freshly taped after the long night with Victor—crinkled loudly as he shifted, warm and heavy between his thighs, still carrying the faint musk of multiple loads. Platinum wig cascaded over bare shoulders, collar locked tight around his throat. The hidden earpiece crackled to life in his right ear.

“Ryan? Agent Ryan? This is Handler Kane. Extraction window opens in forty-eight hours. Confirm status.”

Ryan’s breath caught, higher and breathier. Duty. Badge. The life I was supposed to return to. But his caged cock twitched inside the soiled-warm padding, and his plugged hole clenched with needy anticipation. Devastating need warred with the last fragments of his old self.

Scene One: Arrival and Setup

The preparation room smelled of fresh powder, warm leather, and the faint champagne residue still on his glossy lips. Dim golden lights reflected off the full-length mirrors, showing every humiliating detail: the cinched waist, the jutting padded ass, the way the sheer lace dress rode up to expose diaper tapes. The corset squeezed his racing heart into tight, fluttering beats. Sweat trickled down his spine, pooling at the small of his back where Vivienne’s ownership mark still lingered. The earpiece static buzzed again, distant and official, clashing with the constant soft crinkle of his padding every time he breathed.

This is it. The moment I’ve been waiting for since the beginning. Say the code phrase. End it. Yet his body betrayed him completely. Nipples hardened against lace. His prostate throbbed around the plug. The thought of leaving the diapers, the collar, the constant surrender made his stomach twist with genuine dread. Freedom felt cold. This felt like home.

“Agent Ryan, respond. Are you compromised?” Kane’s voice was sharp in his ear.

Ryan swallowed, voice trembling in its trained feminine register. “I’m… still in position. Gathering final intel.”

Static crackled. “Good. We have a team ready. You’ve been under too long. Remember who you are.”

He pressed a hand to the front of his diaper, feeling the heavy squish. The crinkle filled the quiet room like a confession. “I remember.”

Kane continued briefing the extraction plan—safe house, debrief, return to badge and gun. Each word landed like a weight on Ryan’s chest, tighter than the corset. His mind fractured: flashes of his old squad room, the gym, the life of a vice detective. Then stronger images—Vivienne’s strap-on pounding him into ecstasy, the blissful faces of the broken agents in the mirror room, the warm, filthy comfort of a used diaper.

Sweat slicked his thighs under the stockings. His racing heart made the collar shift with every pulse.

Scene Two: Escalation — The Call

Ryan stood and paced, each step forcing loud crinkles from the bulky padding. The earpiece grew hotter in his ear as Kane pushed for details.

“Give me your location coordinates. We extract at 0300 tomorrow.”

“I… I can’t,” Ryan whispered. The words slipped out before he could stop them. “I think I’m too deep.”

Kane’s tone sharpened. “That’s the conditioning talking. Fight it. You’re a detective, not their whore.”

The insult should have stung. Instead it sent a shameful thrill through Ryan’s core. His caged cock leaked steadily, wetting the diaper front. He leaned against the mirror, forehead pressed to cool glass, ass pushed out so the padding compressed obscenely. The crinkling grew louder with his shallow, panicked breaths.

He’s right. I was Ryan. I had a badge. But that man couldn’t make me feel like this. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, threatening the permanent liner. Sweat ran in rivulets under the makeup, streaking lightly down his temples. The conflict tore him apart—duty screaming to answer, need begging to stay silent and sink deeper.

“Ryan, confirm you are still operational,” Kane demanded.

“I’m operational,” Ryan moaned softly, hips rocking so the plug ground against his prostate. “But I don’t… I don’t know if I want out.”

Static burst. “What the fuck did they do to you? Say the safe word. Now.”

Before Ryan could respond, the door clicked open. Vivienne entered, ivory silk dress hugging her body, sapphire pendant gleaming. She took in the scene—her collared sissy flushed and sweating, hand pressed to a visibly wet diaper front, earpiece obvious.

Her smile was slow and knowing. She crossed the room in three measured clicks of her heels and gently removed the earpiece, holding it up. Kane’s voice still crackled faintly: “Ryan? Ryan!”

Vivienne set it on the table, then cupped Ryan’s chin, forcing deep eye contact. “Choose, sissy. The door or my arms.”

Scene Three: Confrontation, Surrender, and Climax

Ryan’s knees buckled. He dropped to them on the thick carpet, diaper crinkling loudly as he pressed his face to Vivienne’s thigh. The earpiece lay forgotten, Kane’s voice now distant and powerless. Sweat soaked his neck under the collar. His racing heart felt ready to burst from the corset’s grip.

Vivienne stroked his platinum hair, then pulled him up and guided him to the wide chaise. She pushed him onto his back, hiking the lace dress up and ripping the diaper tapes open with sharp, decisive sounds. The heavy padding fell away, revealing his plugged hole, dripping caged cock, and trembling thighs.

“You’ve come so far,” she murmured, removing the plug and replacing it with two slick fingers, then three. “Tell Mommy what you want while your handler listens.”

She didn’t wait. She freed her thick strap-on from beneath her dress, slicked it, and mounted him in one smooth motion. The fat cock split his asshole open, sinking deep until her hips pressed against his bare skin. Ryan cried out, breathy and broken, as she began to fuck him hard—deep, pounding strokes that bottomed out with wet, obscene slaps.

“Fuck—Mommy—yes,” he moaned, legs wrapping around her waist. The corset squeezed every breath into desperate gasps. Sweat flew from his skin with every brutal thrust. His prostate swelled under the relentless hammering, pleasure building like fire.

Vivienne railed him mercilessly, sapphire pendant swinging between them and brushing his chest. “Say it for your old life to hear.”

“I don’t want rescue,” Ryan gasped between thrusts, voice loud and feminine. “I want this. I want diapers. I want your cock. I want to be your permanent padded whore.”

She reached down and unlocked his cage. His dick sprang free, rock-hard and leaking. She stroked him in time with her savage anal pounding, the wet squelch of lube and flesh filling the room alongside the distant, fading static from the earpiece.

The orgasm hit Ryan like a freight train. His prostate convulsed hard around her thick shaft as thick ropes of cum exploded from his cock. The first powerful spurt shot across his corseted chest and chin, then another, and another—long, visible jets that painted his skin white while his asshole milked her strap-on in rhythmic spasms. He wailed, body shuddering violently, toes curling as pulse after pulse drained his balls completely. Cum kept spurting, dripping down his sides and pooling on the chaise as Vivienne fucked him through every wave, drawing out the ecstasy until he was a sobbing, oversensitive mess.

She ground deep and came against the base of the toy, moaning low and satisfied, hips jerking against his well-fucked hole.

Afterward, she stayed buried inside him, stroking his spent, cum-smeared cock gently. The earpiece had gone silent.

Vivienne leaned down, lips brushing his ear, sapphire pendant resting between his heaving breasts. “Choose, sissy. The door or my arms.”

Ryan looked up at her, makeup streaked with sweat and tears, body still twitching around her cock, cum cooling on his skin. His voice was a raw, devoted whisper.

“Your arms, Mommy. Always your arms.”

The extraction window loomed, but Ryan had made his choice. The badge was gone. Only the bow—and the cradle—remained. Vivienne smiled, twisting slowly inside him, sealing the final surrender as the chapter of his old life ended forever.


Chapter 13: Retainer Eternity

Ryan knelt in the center of Vivienne’s private sanctuary, completely broken and blissfully surrendered. The thick collar around his throat felt like a second skin, warm from his body heat. His platinum wig cascaded softly over bare shoulders, permanent makeup flawless despite the faint sheen of happy tears. The corset hugged his cinched waist, pushing his chest forward and his ass out in permanent presentation. Between his thighs rested the heaviest diaper yet—pristine, ultra-thick, waiting to be used and sealed as part of the final ritual. His mind floated in perfect calm. The vice detective was gone. Only the sissy remained, aching with joyful need.

Vivienne stood before him in an elegant ivory silk gown, sapphire pendant resting against her collarbone like a seal of ownership. A polished mahogany table held the retainer contract, a fountain pen, and a stack of the thickest diapers. Candles flickered, casting golden light across her raven chignon and the padded altar bed.

“Come, my love,” she said softly. “It’s time to make it eternal.”

Scene One: Arrival and Setup

The sanctuary smelled of warm vanilla, fresh baby powder, and the faint leather of restraints. Heavy velvet drapes blocked the outside world, creating an intimate cocoon. Ryan’s knees pressed into plush carpet as he crawled forward, each movement sending loud, deliberate crinkles through the waiting diaper. The fabric was impossibly thick, designed for permanent wear—extra absorbent layers that would swell massively when soaked, crinkling with every breath. Ink waited in the fountain pen, glossy and permanent on heavy cream paper. The corset compressed his ribs, making every inhale a conscious act of submission. Sweat from anticipation gathered under his makeup, but it felt purifying now, not shameful.

No conflict remained. Only pure, devastating bliss. This is everything I was always meant for. No more badge, no more lies. Just Mommy’s perfect padded decoy. His hole clenched emptily around nothing, already missing the plug he had begged to wear all morning. His freed cock—allowed out for the ritual—hung heavy and leaking between his thighs, brushing the front of the open diaper with every crawl. Eternal padded security called to him like a lullaby. The thought of signing away his old life sent warm waves of arousal through his core.

Vivienne helped him rise and sit at the table, her hands gentle yet commanding on his shoulders. “Read every word, doll. Then sign with your new name.”

Ryan’s breathy voice trembled with devotion. “Yes, Mommy. I’ve never been more ready.”

She leaned over him, sapphire pendant brushing the back of his neck as she pointed to the clauses. “You renounce all former identity. You belong to me as my personal retainer sissy. Twenty-four-hour padding. No limits on use. Lifetime service.”

Ryan’s hand shook with eager joy, not fear, as he picked up the pen. The cool metal felt final against his manicured fingers.

Scene Two: Escalation — The Signing and Ritual

The pen scratched across the heavy paper with a soft, intimate sound—ink flowing dark and permanent. Ryan signed with his new legal name in elegant, feminine script: “Sissy Ryanne, Property of Vivienne.” Each letter dried slowly under the candlelight, glossy and unchangeable. The act sent a deep shudder through him. His cock throbbed visibly, dripping a clear string onto the open diaper beneath the table.

Vivienne watched with dark satisfaction, one hand stroking through his platinum hair. “Such a good girl. Feel how right this is?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Ryan whispered, voice cracking with emotion. “I’m yours. Completely. The detective died the first time you fucked me. This… this is life.”

She kissed the top of his head, then guided him to the padded altar. The final thick diapering began. She laid him on his back, legs spread wide in the stirrups. The fresh diaper crinkled loudly as she slid it beneath his ass, the plastic cool and pristine against his skin. Powder dusted his shaved crotch and hole in thick clouds, sweet and comforting. She worked lube into his eager asshole with three fingers, then four, stretching him slowly while he moaned.

“Tell me again,” she commanded softly.

“I want to be padded forever,” Ryan breathed, hips rolling. “I want you to fuck me, use me, change me every day. No more freedom. Just your perfect decoy.”

The pen lay forgotten on the signed contract, ink now fully dry.

Vivienne removed her gown, revealing her full breasts and the thick, veined strap-on already harnessed and glistening. She climbed between his spread thighs, lined up, and pushed forward. The massive cockhead breached his hole, stretching him wide in one long, relentless thrust. Ryan gasped as she sank to the hilt, bottoming out with her hips pressed firmly against the rising edges of the open diaper.

She fucked him hard and deep. Long, powerful strokes that slammed her pelvis against his ass, the wet slap of flesh echoing alongside the crinkle of the diaper beneath him. Each thrust hammered his prostate perfectly, sending sparks of ecstasy up his spine. The corset kept him arched, presented, helpless to do anything but take her.

“Mommy—your cock feels so good,” Ryan moaned, lashes fluttering. Sweat beaded on his skin as she railed him faster, the strap-on splitting him open again and again. His own cock bounced untouched, leaking steadily onto his stomach.

Vivienne leaned over him, sapphire pendant brushing his chest with every pounding thrust. “You signed it. You’re mine now. Say it while I fuck you full.”

“I’m yours!” he cried, voice high and feminine. “Forever padded. Forever fucked. Forever your sissy!”

The orgasm built like a tidal wave. His prostate swelled under the merciless pounding, balls tightening. Vivienne reached down and stroked his cock in firm, perfect rhythm with her thrusts.

“Come for Mommy. Seal it with your cum.”

Ryan shattered. His asshole clamped down hard around the thick strap-on as his cock erupted in powerful, visible jets. The first thick rope shot high, splattering across his corset and chin. Then another, and another—long, forceful spurts that painted his chest white while his body convulsed in rhythmic ecstasy. He wailed, thighs trembling in the stirrups, prostate milking every drop as Vivienne continued to plow him through the orgasm. Cum kept pulsing out, dripping down his sides and onto the open diaper, soaking the front in warm, sticky evidence of his surrender. The climax rolled on, wave after wave, until his balls were drained and his hole fluttered weakly around her cock.

Vivienne ground deep and came against the base of the toy, moaning low and possessive, hips jerking against his well-fucked ass.

Scene Three: Final Diapering and Eternal Resolution

She stayed buried inside him for long moments, stroking his spent cock and kissing his glossy lips. Then she pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and leaking lube. With tender care, she folded the front of the massive diaper up and over his cum-smeared cock and balls. The tapes ripped loudly as she sealed them one by one—tight, secure, eternal. The padding swelled immediately around his sensitive, spent genitals, creating a heavy, warm bulk that pressed firmly against his well-fucked hole. The crinkle was loud and constant now, a permanent soundtrack to his new life.

Ryan lay there in total bliss, the thick diaper a comforting fortress between his thighs. Ink-dried contract on the table. Body marked, collared, owned. No more dread. No more questions. Only deep, peaceful surrender.

Vivienne climbed beside him on the altar, pulling him into her arms. She stroked the swollen front of his diaper, pressing the warm cum and powder against his skin. “Welcome home forever, my perfect decoy.”

Ryan nuzzled into her neck, sapphire pendant cool against his cheek. “Thank you, Mommy. This is everything.”

They lay together as the candles burned lower. Ryan’s hand rested possessively on his own padded crotch, feeling the eternal security. His mind drifted in perfect contentment—images of daily changes, nightly poundings, a lifetime of blissful service. The heavy diaper crinkled softly with every breath, a constant reminder of his choice. The vice squad, the badge, the old world—all faded into nothing.

Here, in Vivienne’s arms, padded and collared and thoroughly fucked, Ryan had found his true self. The decoy had become the prize. And he would never, ever leave.

The retainer was signed. The ritual complete. Eternity stretched before him in thick, crinkling, blissful padding.
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