
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sissy Pansy Brother

A Dark Sissy Erotica Story of Sister In Law Control, Coming Of Gender, and Forced Feminization


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

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

Silas leaned back in the butter-soft leather of his penthouse chair, the city lights of Manhattan glittering like scattered diamonds thirty floors below. The merger papers lay spread across the wide oak desk, red lines already slashed through the final clauses. Another victory. Another rival crushed. His cock still twitched faintly from the memory of the blonde paralegal he'd bent over the conference table that afternoon, her muffled moans mixing with the scent of fresh ink and expensive cologne.

The divorce from Zara's sister was finally done. Messy, expensive, but behind him. He poured another finger of Macallan, savoring the burn. Life was good. He owned every room he walked into.

The soft chime of the private elevator made him frown. No one had the code except - The doors slid open without a sound.

Zara stepped into the penthouse like she already owned it.

Statuesque. Raven hair pulled into a flawless chignon that caught the low light. Emerald eyes sharp enough to cut glass. A tailored silk dress in deep emerald hugged every curve, whispering against her thighs as she moved with slow, deliberate grace. She carried a thick manila envelope under one arm, heels clicking once, twice, before she stopped in the center of the room.

Silas set his glass down harder than he meant to. "Zara. What the fuck are you doing here? It's past ten."

She didn't answer immediately. Just let her gaze travel over him - expensive suit still crisp from the boardroom, sharp jaw clenched, athletic frame tense in the chair. Those green eyes missed nothing. They pinned him in place.

"I thought we'd celebrate your little victory," she said, voice low and velvet-smooth. Never raised. Never needed to. "And the end of your marriage to my pathetic sister."

He laughed, short and sharp. "It's done. Papers signed. Assets divided. You can tell her to go fuck herself with whatever's left of my alimony."

Zara's lips curved, just a fraction. She stepped closer, laying the thick envelope on the desk with deliberate care. It landed with a heavy thud.

"Not quite done, Silas."

He reached for it, flipping it open. Pages and pages of dense legal text. His name printed in bold at the top. Hers below. And clauses that made his stomach twist.

"What the hell is this?"

"A contract," she said simply. "Transferring full ownership of your body, your identity, your future. Everything. Signed and witnessed. Ironclad. My lawyers are very thorough."

Silas shoved the papers away, standing up fast. His chair rolled back with a squeak. "You're insane. Get out before I call security."

Zara didn't move. She simply tilted her head, those emerald eyes locking onto his. Calculating. Patient. Something darker flickered behind them - arousal, maybe. Or hunger.

"Read page seven, darling. The evidence section."

He snatched the contract back, flipping pages. Photos. Dates. Names. Transcripts of texts. Video stills. Every affair. Every mistress. Every hotel room and whispered promise. Even the paralegal from this afternoon, timestamped hours ago. His cock buried deep while he laughed about his soon-to-be ex.

His blood ran cold.

"How - "

"Does it matter?" Zara stepped around the desk, slow and graceful. Close enough that he caught the faint scent of her perfume - jasmine and something sharper, like steel. "My sister may have been blind. I'm not. You've been a very bad boy, Silas. And bad boys pay."

He swallowed hard. The arrogance that usually filled every room suddenly felt paper-thin. "Blackmail? That's your play? I'll fight this. I'll - "

"You'll sign," she interrupted softly. Her fingers brushed the edge of the contract, nails perfectly manicured. "Or these files go to every board member, every investor, every regulatory body by morning. Your career dies. Your reputation. Your freedom. Everything you built on lies and cocky little conquests."

Silas stared at the papers. The city lights blurred for a second. His heart hammered against his ribs.

Zara leaned in closer. Her breath warm against his ear. "Or... you sign. You surrender. And I take ownership. Body and soul. No more pretending you're the shark. Just my property."

His cock - traitorous fucking thing - twitched inside his tailored pants. He hated it. Hated how her calm voice sent heat crawling down his spine.

"I'm not signing shit."

She smiled then. Small. Predatory. "Sit down, Silas."

He didn't want to. His legs moved anyway. The chair creaked as he dropped back into it.

Zara circled behind him. One hand rested lightly on his shoulder. The weight of it felt heavier than it should. Her other hand slid the contract closer, along with a sleek black pen.

"Read it all if you like. Every clause. Every consequence. But you already know the choice."

He scanned the pages faster than he should have. Total power of attorney. Body modification rights. Behavioral conditioning. Identity reassignment. Permanent. Irrevocable. His signature would make it legal. Binding. His life - his body - no longer his.

His hands shook slightly as he gripped the pen.

Zara's fingers traced the back of his neck, light as a feather. "Think of it this way. No more messy divorces. No more hiding. Just... surrender. Deep, complete surrender."

His cock was half-hard now. Pressing against the fabric. Betraying him already.

"Fuck you," he whispered.

"Eventually," she murmured. "But first, the signature."

Silas stared at the line. His name waiting in cold print.

The penthouse was silent except for the distant hum of the city and the soft rhythm of Zara's breathing behind him.

He pressed the pen to the paper.

The first stroke was shaky. The second firmer. Page after page. Initial here. Sign there. Witness lines already filled by ghosts he never saw.

Zara watched every movement. Her emerald eyes gleaming with quiet triumph. A faint flush crept up her elegant neck - visible arousal at his slow breaking.

He signed the final page.

Ink dried under the desk lamp.

Zara picked up the contract, tapping the edges neatly into place. She slipped it back into the envelope with deliberate care.

Then she smiled. Like a predator who had just closed its jaws.

"Good. Phase Two starts tomorrow, pansy."

Silas sat frozen in his chair, the weight of what he'd done sinking into his bones. His cock throbbed painfully against his zipper, aching for something he didn't want to name.

Zara turned toward the elevator, silk dress whispering promises of everything to come.

She paused at the doors.

"Sleep well tonight. It's the last night you'll spend as Silas."

The doors closed behind her with a soft, final chime.

The penthouse felt suddenly smaller. Emptier.

And somewhere deep inside, beneath the shame and the fear, a dark little spark flickered to life.

He hated how wet the tip of his cock already felt.


Chapter 2: Smooth

Silas stood naked in Zara’s private bathroom, the marble tiles cold beneath his feet. Bright, clinical lights glared down from every angle, reflecting off mirrors that showed him from every side. His athletic body - once a weapon in boardrooms and bedrooms - felt exposed, vulnerable. The contract clauses still rang in his ears like a death sentence.

Zara moved with slow, deliberate grace. She had changed into a crisp white silk blouse and tailored black skirt, hair still in that flawless chignon. No rush. No raised voice. Just quiet command.

“Arms up,” she said softly.

He hesitated. His cock hung heavy between his legs, already half-hard from the humiliation of stripping in front of her.

Zara’s emerald eyes flicked down, then back up. “Now, pansy.”

His arms rose. Muscles flexed involuntarily.

She stepped closer, a stainless steel bowl of warm water in one hand, a fresh razor in the other. Scent of shaving cream filled the air - clean, clinical, feminine.

“Every inch,” she murmured. “From your arrogant jawline to the soles of your feet. Nothing left. Smooth as a doll.”

Silas swallowed hard. “This is insane. I signed the contract, but - ”

“But nothing.” Her voice stayed velvet. One finger traced his sharp jaw. “You belong to me now. Body. Skin. Pride. All of it.”

She lathered his chest first. Thick, creamy foam spread across his pecs, down his abs, over the V of his hips. Her hands were efficient, professional, yet every stroke sent unwanted heat racing through him.

The razor glided. Slow. Steady. Scraping away dark hair in long, clean strokes. His powerful chest became pale, smooth, almost delicate under the lights.

Silas watched in the mirror. His reflection changed with every pass. The arrogant executive fading. Something softer, weaker, emerging.

Zara rinsed the blade, then moved to his armpits. Arms still raised, he felt the cool steel scrape sensitive skin. Hair fell in wet clumps to the floor.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “All that masculine armor peeling away.”

His cock twitched. Betrayed him again. Thickening visibly as she worked.

She noticed. Of course she did. A tiny smile curved her lips.

“Legs next. Spread them.”

He obeyed. Feet apart on the cold tile. Zara knelt gracefully, skirt riding up just enough to tease the lace edge of her stockings. She lathered his calves, then thighs - strong, athletic thighs that once pinned mistresses down.

Razor strokes were merciless. Up and down. Left side. Right side. Every hair removed until his legs gleamed smooth and hairless.

Silas’s breathing grew ragged. The sensation was too intimate. Too exposing.

Zara stood again. “Turn around.”

He faced the mirror fully now. Back to her.

Her hands spread foam over his shoulders, down his back, over the firm globes of his ass. The razor followed. Scraping. Cleaning. Leaving pale, sensitive skin behind.

When she reached the cleft of his ass, she didn’t hesitate. One hand spread his cheeks firmly.

“Hold still.”

Cold cream. Then the razor, careful, precise, removing every trace around his hole. Silas gasped. His cock jerked hard, leaking a clear bead at the tip.

“Embarrassing, isn’t it?” Zara’s voice stayed calm. “Your body already knows what you are.”

She finished his back, then turned him again.

Now the front. Lower.

Foam covered his groin. His heavy balls. The thick shaft that had ruled so many women.

Zara’s fingers lifted his cock gently, almost tenderly, as she shaved the base. Long strokes. Careful around the sensitive skin. Hair fell away until only smooth, bare flesh remained.

His balls received the same treatment. She cupped them, stretched the skin, razor gliding until they hung pink and hairless.

Silas’s knees trembled. “Fuck… Zara…”

“Shhh.” She wiped him clean with a warm cloth. “Almost done.”

She made him lift one foot, then the other. Toes. Soles. Even the tops of his feet. Every last hair gone.

Finally, his face.

Zara had him sit on the edge of the marble counter. She lathered his sharp jawline, his cheeks, his neck. The razor scraped away the stubble that made him look powerful. Stroke after stroke. His face grew softer. Younger. Prettier.

When she finished, she stepped back.

Silas stared at the stranger in the mirror.

Completely smooth. Every inch of his once-masculine body now pale, hairless, exposed. The athletic build remained, but without hair it looked delicate. Vulnerable. Feminine.

His cock stood fully hard now, throbbing against his smooth lower belly. Pre-cum glistened at the tip.

Zara’s eyes drank him in. A faint flush colored her cheeks. She was visibly aroused - nipples tight against her silk blouse, breathing just a fraction deeper.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “My smooth little toy.”

She ran her palms over his chest, down his abs, over his bare thighs. The sensation was electric. Skin so sensitive now. Every touch felt ten times stronger.

Silas shivered violently.

Zara leaned in. Her lips brushed his ear.

“Feel how weak you are already? How ready to submit?”

His voice cracked. “I… I didn’t think it would feel like this.”

She smiled. Slow. Satisfied.

Her hand wrapped around his smooth, hairless cock. One slow stroke. He moaned.

But she released him immediately.

“Not yet.”

Zara stepped back, wiping her hands on a crisp towel.

Completely hairless and shaking, he knew the cage was next.


Chapter 3: Caged

Silas stood completely hairless under the harsh bathroom lights, skin still tingling and hypersensitive from the razor. Every breath made his smooth chest rise and fall. Every shift of weight sent cool air kissing places that had never felt so exposed. His cock - traitorous, throbbing - stood rigid against his flat, bare belly, the head glistening with a thick bead of pre-cum that refused to stop leaking.

Zara watched him with those emerald eyes, calm and hungry. She reached into a small black velvet box on the marble counter and lifted out the device. Cold steel. Small. Unyielding. A tight chastity cage with a curved tube and a heavy ring.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered softly.

He obeyed before his brain could protest. The contract burned in his memory. The signature. The surrender. His smooth balls tightened at the sight of the metal.

Zara stepped close. Her silk blouse brushed his bare chest, sending a jolt through his hypersensitive skin. She smelled of jasmine and quiet power.

“Such a pretty, smooth cock,” she murmured, voice like velvet over steel. “But it doesn’t belong to you anymore.”

Her fingers wrapped around his shaft. Warm. Firm. She stroked once, twice - slow, deliberate - spreading the leaking pre-cum along the length. Silas groaned, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

“Already dripping for me. Pathetic.”

She squeezed the base hard enough to make him gasp, then pressed the heavy steel ring behind his smooth balls. The metal was ice-cold against his freshly shaved skin. It forced his sack forward, making everything tighter, more vulnerable.

Silas’s breath hitched. “Zara… it’s too small. It won’t - ”

“It will.” No argument. Just fact.

She worked the ring into place, stretching his smooth scrotum until it locked behind. His balls bulged obscenely through the gap, pink and hairless.

Next came the tube.

Zara pressed the curved steel cage against his cockhead. The opening was narrow. Cruelly narrow. She had to squeeze his throbbing shaft to force it inside. The metal was unforgiving, cold, relentless.

Silas hissed through gritted teeth. The pressure built as inch after inch disappeared into the tight confines. His erection fought it - pulsing, leaking - but the cage won. The head of his cock compressed, trapped, denied any real thickness.

Click.

The lock snapped shut at the base.

The sound echoed in the marble bathroom like a gunshot.

Silas looked down. His once-proud cock was gone. Replaced by a small, shiny steel prison. His smooth balls hung heavy below it, framed by the ring. The entire device looked ridiculous on his athletic frame. Feminine. Helpless.

He tried to get hard. The cage bit back immediately. Sharp, unforgiving pressure. Pain mixed with aching need. A desperate whimper escaped his throat.

Zara dangled the tiny keys in front of his face. Two small silver keys on a delicate chain.

“Mine now,” she said.

She opened the top button of her silk blouse. Pale, perfect cleavage revealed. She slipped the chain between her full breasts, letting the keys nestle warmly against her skin. The cool metal disappeared into soft, warm flesh.

Silas stared, mesmerized. His caged cock twitched uselessly, trying and failing to swell.

Zara’s nipples were visibly hard beneath the silk. A faint flush colored her elegant neck. She was aroused - deeply, visibly - by his breaking.

“Feel it, pansy,” she whispered, stepping closer. One manicured nail traced the steel cage. “No more fucking. No more stroking. No more using this worthless thing without my permission. Ever.”

She cupped his trapped balls, rolling them gently. The hypersensitivity from the shave made every touch electric. Silas’s knees buckled. He grabbed the counter for support.

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

“Please what?” Zara’s voice stayed soft. Dangerous. “Please let you cum? Please take it off? Or please lock you tighter?”

She squeezed his balls just enough to make him moan.

His caged cock leaked steadily now. Clear fluid dripped from the small slit at the end of the tube, running down the steel and onto his smooth thighs.

Zara collected a drop on her fingertip and brought it to his lips.

“Taste how desperate you are.”

He hesitated only a second. Then his tongue darted out, licking his own pre-cum from her finger. Salty. Humiliating. His face burned.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

The words hit like a slap. His trapped cock surged again, pain blooming instantly.

Zara smiled, slow and satisfied. She ran both hands over his smooth chest, thumbs brushing his nipples. They hardened instantly under her touch - sensitive, exposed, feminine.

“Look at yourself,” she commanded, turning him toward the full-length mirror.

Silas stared. The reflection was devastating.

Athletic body now completely hairless. Smooth as porcelain. Steel cage locked tight between his legs, keys nestled between Zara’s breasts. His sharp jaw looked softer without stubble. His cock - his pride - reduced to a shiny little nub.

He looked… pretty.

Weak.

Owned.

Zara pressed against his back. Her silk-covered breasts molded to his shoulder blades. One hand slid down his smooth stomach, stopping just above the cage. The other reached around to flick his left nipple.

“Feel how sensitive you are now?” she breathed against his ear. “Every inch of skin screaming for touch. But this - ” she tapped the cage sharply “ - stays locked. Until I decide otherwise.”

Silas whimpered. His hips rocked forward on instinct, grinding the steel against nothing. The motion only made the cage bite harder.

Zara laughed softly. A low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine.

She stepped around to face him. Her emerald eyes gleamed with dark pleasure. She traced a single finger along the steel tube, following the curve of his trapped erection.

“So small now. So useless. My perfect little sissy toy.”

Another bead of pre-cum forced its way out. Zara wiped it away with her thumb, then smeared it across his smooth lower lip.

“Open.”

He opened. She pushed her thumb inside. He sucked instinctively, tasting himself again.

Zara’s breathing deepened. Her free hand slipped between her own thighs for the briefest moment, pressing against her skirt. She was wet. He could see the faint outline of her arousal.

The power she held over him clearly turned her on.

She withdrew her thumb with a wet pop.

“On your knees.”

Silas dropped without thinking. The cold tile bit into his smooth skin. His caged cock dangled heavily between his spread thighs.

Zara stood over him like a goddess. She lifted one foot, resting the sole of her heel against his chest.

“Kiss it.”

He leaned forward. Lips pressed to the expensive leather. Then higher, along her ankle, up her calf. The silk stockings whispered under his mouth.

Zara watched with hooded eyes. One hand rested lightly on his smooth head.

“Such a fast learner. Already dropping so easily.”

She stepped back after a moment, leaving him kneeling, trembling, leaking.

The keys between her breasts caught the light as she moved. A constant, dangling reminder.

Silas’s mind spun. Shame burned hot in his chest. But beneath it - deeper, darker - his body throbbed with unwanted arousal. The cage made every pulse of need sharper. More desperate.

Zara tilted his chin up with one finger.

“You signed for this, remember? Every clause. Every right to my property.”

Her voice dropped to a whisper.

“And my property is going to look so pretty in lace.”

She let the silence stretch. His caged cock dripped another long string of pre-cum onto the tile.

Zara’s lips curved into that predator smile.

She stepped back, eyes gleaming. 'Lace is next. Then something much thicker.'


Chapter 4: First Lace

Silas knelt on the cold marble, steel cage locked tight around his smooth, aching cock. The keys nestled warm between Zara’s breasts, swaying gently with every breath she took. His hairless skin still tingled from the shave, every nerve screaming for touch he couldn’t have.

Zara’s emerald eyes drank him in. A faint, satisfied flush colored her elegant cheeks. She reached into a sleek drawer and pulled out the first piece - delicate black silk panties edged with intricate lace.

“Stand up, pansy.”

He rose on shaky legs. The cage swung heavily between his thighs, a constant reminder of his new helplessness. Pre-cum still leaked from the tiny slit, leaving shiny trails down the steel.

Zara stepped behind him. Soft fabric whispered against his bare ass as she held the panties open.

“Step in.”

Silas lifted one smooth foot, then the other. The silk slid up his calves, cool and slippery. Higher. Over his knees. Up his sensitive thighs. The lace trim kissed his skin like a lover’s tongue.

When the panties reached his cage, Zara paused. She tucked his trapped cock and heavy balls carefully inside the silky pouch. The fabric cradled him gently - too gently - making the steel feel even more cruel by comparison.

The panties hugged his smooth ass perfectly, the lace framing his cheeks like a gift wrapped for her amusement. A tiny bow sat right above the cleft.

Silas looked down. The black silk against his pale, hairless skin looked obscene. Feminine. Whorish.

His caged cock throbbed harder inside the delicate material.

Zara ran her palms over the silk-covered cheeks, squeezing lightly. “Already so pretty. Feel how the lace teases your smooth skin?”

She spun him to face the mirror.

The reflection hit like a punch. Athletic body now wrapped in slutty black panties. Steel cage bulging obscenely beneath the thin silk. Smooth legs trembling.

Zara produced a length of soft black ribbon from the drawer. “Wrists together. Behind your back.”

He obeyed without thinking. The ribbon looped around his wrists, tying them loosely but firmly. Not painful. Just enough to remind him he had no control.

Bound. Caged. Pantied.

Zara moved to his front again. Next came the bra - matching black lace, delicate cups with thin straps. She held it up, letting the lace brush his sensitive nipples.

“Arms up as much as you can.”

With his wrists bound, he could only lift them slightly. Zara slipped the bra over his smooth shoulders, fastening it behind his back with practiced ease. The cups sat empty against his chest, but the lace framed his pectorals, making them look softer, rounder.

She adjusted the straps, then stepped back to admire.

“Such nice little titties already,” she murmured. Her fingers traced the lace edges, then flicked both nipples through the fabric.

Silas gasped. The sensation shot straight to his caged cock. He arched involuntarily.

Zara smiled. “Sensitive, aren’t they? Good girls love having their nipples played with.”

She pinched lightly. Rolled them between thumb and forefinger. Silas moaned, knees buckling. The panties grew damp at the front from fresh leaks.

Next, the stockings.

Zara knelt gracefully in front of him, sheer black stockings in her hands. The lace tops were wide and delicate.

“Lift your foot.”

One smooth foot at a time. She rolled the first stocking up his calf, over his knee, up his thigh. The sheer fabric whispered against every hypersensitive inch. It clung perfectly, making his leg look long, slender, elegant.

She fastened the lace top with tiny clips she produced from nowhere - garter straps that snapped against his skin with sharp little sounds.

The second stocking followed. Slow. Sensual. Her fingers lingered on his inner thighs, brushing the edge of the panties.

When both were on, she stood and circled him slowly.

Silas trembled in the mirror. Black lace bra. Silk panties bulging with steel. Sheer stockings gleaming on his smooth legs. Wrists lightly bound behind him. He looked like a high-end whore ready to be used.

His face burned with shame. His cock strained desperately inside the cage, leaking steadily into the silk.

Zara’s breathing had grown heavier. Her nipples pressed hard against her silk blouse. She was clearly wet - aroused by the systematic stripping of his masculinity.

She pressed close behind him again. Her hands roamed freely now. Cupping the lace bra. Sliding down to squeeze his pantied ass. One finger traced the steel cage through the silk, pressing it back against his body.

“Feel how pretty you are?” she whispered hot against his ear. “No more arrogant executive. Just my lace-wrapped toy.”

She reached around and stroked the front of the panties. The silk slid wetly over the steel. Silas whimpered, hips jerking.

“Please… Zara…”

“Please what, little girl?” Her voice stayed soft. Cruel. “Please let you cum? Please take the cage off? Or please dress you even sluttier?”

She squeezed his caged cock through the silk until he moaned loudly.

Then she released him.

Zara untied his wrists, only to guide his arms through the bra straps again, adjusting everything perfectly. She made him turn slowly for her inspection.

Every step made the stockings whisper. The lace bra teased his nipples. The panties cradled his denied cock like a cruel tease.

She stepped back, tilting her head.

Silas stood there shaking. Smooth. Caged. Dressed in the first layer of lace. His reflection screamed sissy. Pansy. Owned.

Zara’s emerald eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction. A visible damp spot had formed at the front of her own skirt - she hadn’t even touched herself, yet his humiliation had soaked her.

She ran one final hand down his stockinged thigh, then up to cup his lace-covered ass.

She admired her work. 'Almost ready for your first diaper, little pansy.'


Chapter 5: Crinkle

Silas stood trembling in the bright bathroom light, lace bra cupping his smooth chest, black silk panties hugging his steel-caged cock, sheer stockings clinging to his hairless legs. The delicate fabrics whispered with every shallow breath. His heart hammered so hard he could feel it in his trapped balls.

Zara’s emerald eyes never left him as she opened a wide cabinet beneath the marble counter. She lifted out a thick, crinkling package. The sound alone made his stomach drop.

A diaper. Adult. Heavy. White with pastel prints barely visible through the plastic.

“On the changing table,” she said softly.

There was no changing table. Not until she pointed to the wide, padded bench she had clearly prepared earlier. Low. Covered in soft vinyl. Restraints dangling at the corners.

Silas hesitated, lace-clad legs shaking.

Zara simply tilted her head. One raised eyebrow. That was enough.

He climbed onto the bench, lying back. The vinyl was cool against his smooth back. The lace bra shifted as he settled. His stockinged feet dangled off the end.

Zara moved with deliberate grace. She unfolded the thick diaper with a loud, humiliating crinkle. Plastic rustled sharply in the quiet room. The scent of baby powder and lotion filled the air.

“Lift your hips, little pansy.”

He obeyed. The silk panties were peeled down slowly, dragging over his caged cock and smooth balls. The steel swung free, still leaking, still aching.

Zara folded the used panties neatly and set them aside.

The thick diaper slid beneath him. Cool plastic against his freshly shaved ass. The bulk was already noticeable - puffy, absorbent, waiting.

She reached for the lotion first. White. Creamy. Scented lightly with talc and something sweet.

“Legs apart.”

Silas spread his smooth thighs. The stockings stretched. His caged cock lay exposed, small and shiny between them.

Zara squeezed a generous amount of lotion into her palm. Warm now from her skin. She started at his inner thighs, rubbing in slow circles. The lotion made his hypersensitive skin sing. Every stroke left him glistening, smooth, baby-soft.

She worked higher. Cupping his heavy, hairless balls. Rolling them gently, coating every inch. Silas moaned, hips twitching. The cage bit down hard as his cock tried desperately to swell.

“Such a needy little clitty,” Zara murmured. Her voice stayed velvet. “Leaking already and we’ve barely started.”

Lotion next on his shaft. She stroked the steel tube, spreading the cream around the base, under the ring. Her fingers teased the exposed skin between the bars. Silas whimpered, back arching off the bench.

Then the powder.

She shook the bottle liberally. White clouds of talcum drifted down. The sweet scent grew stronger. Powder dusted his balls, his smooth pubic mound, the crease of his ass. Zara’s hand rubbed it in thoroughly. The combination of lotion and powder turned his skin silky, protected, infantile.

Every pat and rub made the powder puff up in little clouds. The smell screamed baby. Sissy. Controlled.

Zara pulled the front of the thick diaper up between his legs.

The bulk was enormous. Puffy. Crinkling loudly with every movement. It pressed the cage flat against his belly, forcing his smooth balls into the soft padding. The plastic outer layer rustled obscenely as she adjusted the fit.

“Hold still.”

She taped the first wing. Rrrrip. The loud sound echoed. Strong adhesive sealed tight against his smooth hip.

Second tape. Rrrrip. Even louder.

Third. Fourth.

Each rip sealed his fate tighter. The diaper locked between his thighs like a fat, noisy pillow. The bulk spread his legs apart. He couldn’t close them fully. Every tiny shift produced a loud, humiliating crinkle.

Zara smoothed her hands over the front. Pressing the padding firmly against his caged cock. The thick material muffled nothing - the crinkle was constant, loud, impossible to ignore.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Lace bra still on. Stockings framing that fat, crinkly diaper. My perfect little baby girl.”

Silas’s face burned crimson. Shame flooded him. But his trapped cock throbbed violently inside the steel, leaking fresh pre-cum into the soft inner lining of the diaper. The padding grew slightly warm and damp at the front.

Zara noticed. Of course she did.

She pressed two fingers right over the bulge of the cage. Rubbed in slow circles. The crinkle intensified. The padding compressed and released with wet, noisy sounds.

“Already wetting your diaper with excitement? Pathetic.”

Silas moaned loudly. His hips rocked despite himself, grinding the bulky diaper against the bench. Every movement made the plastic sing.

Zara kept rubbing. Firm. Teasing. Never enough to let him cum. The cage and the thick padding made real friction impossible.

She leaned down, lips brushing his ear.

“Feel how thick it is? How it forces your legs open? This is your new underwear now, pansy. Whenever I decide. However thick I want.”

Her free hand traced the lace edge of his bra, then flicked a nipple through the fabric. Silas gasped, the dual sensation overwhelming.

She continued the ritual. More powder dusted over the top of the diaper for good measure. She rubbed it in until the front was baby-soft and sweetly scented.

Then she reached for a pair of clear plastic pants. Heavy. Waterproof. She worked them up his stockinged legs, over the bulky diaper. Another loud crinkle as the plastic locked everything in place. The plastic pants had little ruffles at the legs, making him look even more ridiculous.

Zara stepped back to admire her work.

Silas lay there - lace bra on his smooth chest, sheer stockings on his legs, massive crinkling diaper taped thick between his thighs, plastic pants shining under the lights. His caged cock pulsed uselessly inside the padding. His face was flushed. Breathing ragged.

The crinkle followed every tiny movement. Loud. Constant. Humiliating.

Zara’s own arousal was obvious now. Her nipples strained against her blouse. A visible damp patch darkened the front of her skirt. Breaking him this way clearly soaked her.

She ran her hands possessively over the bulky front of the diaper. Squeezed. Crinkle after crinkle filled the room.

“So perfect,” she breathed. “My diapered little sissy.”

Silas whimpered. The thick padding made him feel small. Weak. Owned. And the worst part - his body loved it. The constant crinkle, the bulk, the helplessness - it all fed the dark spark inside him.

Zara leaned over him. Her raven hair perfect. Emerald eyes glowing with quiet triumph.

She kissed his forehead gently, almost tenderly.

'Tomorrow you wear it under your suit in public.'


Chapter 6: Painted

Silas sat perched on the edge of Zara’s vanity stool, the thick diaper crinkling loudly with every tiny shift of his weight. The bulky padding forced his smooth, stockinged thighs apart, the plastic pants rustling beneath the black lace panties she had pulled back up over the massive bulk. His lace bra still cupped his hairless chest, nipples stiff and sensitive against the delicate fabric. The steel cage pressed firmly into the warm, powdery interior of the diaper, every futile throb answered by a humiliating crinkle.

Zara stood behind him like a sculptor with her doll. The vanity lights blazed bright and merciless, illuminating every inch of his smooth face. Bottles, tubes, palettes, and brushes lay spread across the glass surface like instruments of transformation.

“Sit still, little pansy,” she murmured, voice low and velvet. “Time to paint my pretty toy.”

She tilted his chin up with one cool finger. Foundation first. A creamy beige pumped onto the back of her hand. She dabbed it across his forehead, cheeks, jawline - once sharp and masculine, now softened by the shave. Her fingers blended with firm, practiced strokes, smoothing away every trace of shadow, every hint of stubble shadow. The scent was powdery, feminine, expensive.

Silas’s breath hitched. The diaper crinkled sharply as he swallowed.

Zara worked in silence, her emerald eyes focused. Concealer under his eyes. Highlighter along his cheekbones to create delicate contours. His face grew paler, smoother, almost porcelain.

“Such a blank canvas,” she whispered. “No more arrogant executive. Just soft, empty skin waiting for me.”

Blush next. A soft pink powder dusted high on his cheeks. She blended it until a delicate flush bloomed, making him look shy, innocent, girlish.

Silas watched in the smaller side mirror, heart pounding. Each stroke stripped another layer of Silas away.

Eyeliner came next. Zara leaned close, her jasmine scent enveloping him. Black liquid pen in hand. She pulled his eyelid taut.

“Eyes open. Look up.”

The pen dragged along his lash line. Sharp. Precise. Winged dramatically at the outer corner. His eyes instantly looked larger, more doe-like. Vulnerable.

Mascara followed. Thick coats on his lashes, making them long and fluttery. Every blink felt heavier, more feminine.

Silas’s caged cock leaked steadily into the diaper padding. The constant crinkle betrayed every twitch.

Zara stepped back for a moment, admiring the emerging face. Her nipples were hard points beneath her silk blouse. The damp spot on her skirt had grown.

“Almost there, baby girl.”

Eyeshadow. Deep smoky tones blended into soft pinks and shimmers. She layered it carefully, turning his gaze sultry, seductive, broken.

Brows shaped with pencil. Arched perfectly. Delicate and feminine.

Then the lips.

Zara selected a glossy, cherry-red lipstick. She traced the outline first with a lip pencil, fuller than his natural mouth. Then the glossy color. Rich. Wet-looking. She painted slowly, coating every millimeter until his lips shone obscenely, pouty and cock-hungry.

Silas moaned softly. The taste of the lipstick was sweet, artificial, slutty.

Zara capped the tube and reached for the final piece - the wig.

Long, platinum blonde waves with soft curls. She fitted it carefully over his smooth head, adjusting the lace front until it sat perfectly. The hair cascaded over his shoulders, framing the painted face like a halo of pure sissy sluttiness.

She stepped back, hands on her hips.

Silas sat there at the vanity - lace bra, thick crinkling diaper hidden under silk panties and plastic pants, sheer stockings, full dramatic makeup, glossy red lips, blonde wig tumbling down. The diaper rustled loudly as he breathed.

Zara circled him slowly. Her fingers trailed through the blonde curls, then down to adjust the lace bra strap.

“Perfect doll,” she breathed. Her voice had that husky edge now. Arousal thick in every syllable.

She made him stand. The diaper crinkled and bulged between his thighs, impossible to hide. The stockings whispered. The wig swayed with every movement.

Zara guided him back to the full-length mirror, positioning him directly in front.

His reflection stared back.

Not Silas.

A painted sissy. Glossy lips parted in shock. Smoky eyes wide and wet. Blonde hair framing a delicate, feminine face. Lace bra on a smooth chest. Thick, noisy diaper forcing his legs apart under the panties. Stockings gleaming.

A whore. A toy. A pansy.

The shame burned hot. His trapped cock strained violently inside the steel and padding, leaking in heavy pulses. The diaper grew warmer, soggier at the front.

Zara stood behind him, hands resting lightly on his shoulders. Her emerald eyes met his in the mirror, gleaming with dark triumph.

She turned him toward the mirror. 'Now see what you really are.'


Chapter 7: Mirror

Silas stood frozen before the full-length mirror, the bright vanity lights still glowing behind him. Platinum blonde wig cascading in soft waves over his shoulders. Smoky eyes wide and glistening with fresh mascara. Glossy cherry-red lips parted in a silent, shocked O. The lace bra hugged his smooth, hairless chest, nipples stiff and aching against the delicate fabric. Beneath the black silk panties, the thick diaper bulged obscenely, plastic pants crinkling with every shallow, trembling breath. Sheer black stockings clung to his smooth legs, the lace tops biting gently into his thighs.

He looked like a cheap whore. A painted doll. A broken pansy.

Zara stood directly behind him, her statuesque body pressed close enough that the heat of her radiated through her silk blouse. Her raven chignon was still flawless. Emerald eyes locked on his reflection, drinking in every detail of his humiliation.

“Look at her,” Zara whispered, voice low and velvet-smooth. One manicured hand rested on his lace-covered shoulder. “Really look.”

Silas tried to turn away. Zara’s fingers tightened, forcing his gaze back to the mirror.

“No escaping this time, little girl. Eyes open. Watch what you’ve become.”

Her other hand slid slowly down his side, over the curve of the wig, then lower. It settled on the front of his silk panties, right over the massive, crinkling bulk of the diaper. The padding compressed under her palm with a loud, humiliating crinkle.

Silas gasped. The sound was high, feminine, nothing like his old confident growl.

Zara smiled against his ear. “That’s it. Listen to your diaper sing for me.”

She rubbed in slow, firm circles. The thick absorbent core squished audibly. Plastic rustled. The steel cage trapped inside shifted, pressing his leaking cockhead against the warm, powdery lining. Every stroke forced more pre-cum out in helpless spurts.

“Such a pretty sissy,” she murmured. Her breath was warm on his neck. “Look at those glossy lips. Made for sucking. Those smoky eyes begging to be ruined. And this - ” she pressed harder on the diaper “ - this fat, baby diaper between your smooth thighs. My perfect pansy.”

Silas whimpered. His hips rocked forward on instinct, grinding the bulky padding against her hand. The crinkle grew louder, faster. Shame burned across his painted cheeks, but his caged cock throbbed violently, desperate for any friction the thick layers denied him.

Zara’s free hand moved to his lace bra. She pinched one nipple through the fabric, rolling it slowly. Sharp pleasure shot straight to his trapped clit.

“Tell me what you see,” she commanded softly.

“I… I see…” His voice cracked, coming out breathy and high thanks to the wig and makeup. “A slut. A diapered whore.”

“Good girl,” Zara praised, voice warm with genuine approval. The words hit harder than any insult. His knees weakened. The diaper crinkled wildly as he shuddered.

She kept rubbing. Steady. Teasing. Never enough. The padding grew damper, warmer, soggier at the front from his constant leaking. The sweet scent of baby powder mixed with the musk of his arousal.

“Look how your legs shake in those stockings,” she continued, lips brushing his ear. “How the lace frames that ridiculous bulge. You’re not Silas anymore. You’re my painted pansy. My crinkly little toy. And you’re dripping like a desperate girl.”

Another firm squeeze on the diaper. Another loud crinkle. Silas moaned loudly, glossy red lips trembling in the mirror.

Zara’s own breathing had grown heavier. Her nipples strained visibly against her blouse. A fresh damp patch darkened the crotch of her skirt. Breaking him this way clearly made her soaked.

She slid her hand inside the waistband of his silk panties, fingers pressing directly against the plastic pants. She traced the outline of the steel cage through the thick padding.

“Feel that? Your worthless little clitty locked away while I play with my new doll. So helpless. So pretty.”

She flicked the cage sharply. The vibration traveled through the layers, teasing without mercy. Silas cried out, high and needy. His made-up eyes watered, mascara threatening to run.

Zara kissed the side of his neck, just below the wig. Soft. Almost tender.

“You’re doing so well, baby girl. Taking every step so beautifully. I’m proud of my sissy.”

The genuine praise made something inside him crack open. Tears welled in his smoky eyes. His caged cock pulsed painfully, leaking in heavy, useless bursts that soaked deeper into the diaper. The crinkle never stopped.

Zara kept teasing. Rubbing. Pinching. Whispering soft praises between filthy observations.

“Such pretty lips. They’ll look even better wrapped around my strap-on soon.”

Crinkle. Squish.

“Those long lashes fluttering while you beg.”

Crinkle. Moan.

“My good little diapered pansy.”

Silas was shaking now. Legs spread by the bulky diaper. Stockings whispering. Wig bouncing. Painted face flushed and desperate in the mirror.

Zara’s hand never stopped its slow, tormenting massage over the front of his diaper. She pressed the cage rhythmically, forcing the steel to grind against his swollen, denied cockhead.

“You love this, don’t you?” she whispered. “Deep down, your body knows exactly what it is. My property. My toy. My pretty, painted sissy.”

He couldn’t deny it. Not with the way his hips kept chasing her hand. Not with the way fresh tears of humiliated pleasure rolled down his blushed cheeks, cutting tracks through the flawless makeup.

Zara turned his face slightly so he could see both their reflections - her elegant, powerful form behind his frilly, diapered, made-up ruin.

Her eyes sparkled with arousal. 'Bondage and vibration tomorrow.'


Chapter 8: Spread

Silas stood trembling before the full-length mirror, platinum blonde wig framing his painted face, glossy red lips still parted from the last desperate moan. The thick diaper crinkled loudly between his stockinged thighs, the plastic pants shiny and tight over the bulging padding. His lace bra hugged his smooth chest, nipples raw and aching from Zara’s earlier teasing. Smoky eyes stared back at him - wide, mascaraed, broken.

Zara moved with slow, deliberate grace. She retrieved a heavy metal spreader bar from the drawer, the steel gleaming coldly under the lights. Leather cuffs dangled from each end.

“Legs apart, little pansy.”

The command was soft. Irresistible.

Silas spread his stockinged feet. The diaper forced his thighs wide already, but the spreader made it obscene. Zara knelt gracefully, fastening the first cuff around his left ankle. The leather was snug, unyielding. Then the right. Click. Click.

The bar locked his legs wide open. He couldn’t close them. Couldn’t hide the massive, crinkling diaper. Couldn’t hide the wet spot growing darker at the front where his caged cock continued to leak helplessly.

Zara stood, running her hands up his smooth, stockinged legs. “Perfect. Completely exposed for me.”

His wrists were already tingling with anticipation. She hadn’t bound them yet, but the memory of the ribbon from earlier made his painted mouth dry.

She produced the plug next.

Thick. Black silicone. Curved. With a flared base and a remote control in her other hand. A thin wire connected to a powerful bullet vibrator embedded deep inside.

Silas’s breath hitched. The diaper crinkled sharply as he shifted.

Zara smiled, emerald eyes gleaming. “Time to fill that pretty hole, baby girl.”

She guided him forward until his bound ankles forced him to bend slightly at the waist, hands bracing on the vanity for balance. The mirror reflected everything - his made-up face flushed, blonde wig falling forward, thick diapered ass presented like an offering.

Zara peeled the plastic pants down just enough. Then the silk panties. The tapes of the diaper stayed sealed, but she pulled the back panel open with a loud rip of Velcro. Cool air kissed his smooth, powdered hole.

Lube first. Cold. Generous. She squeezed a thick stream directly onto his tight pucker. Silas gasped, the sensation shocking against his hypersensitive skin.

Then her finger. Slow. Circling. Pressing.

“Relax for me,” she murmured. “Good girls take what they’re given.”

One finger slipped inside. Then two. Scissoring gently, stretching him open while the diaper crinkled around his waist. His caged cock throbbed uselessly, leaking fresh pre-cum into the already soggy padding.

Zara coated the plug liberally with lube. The thick head pressed against his hole.

“Deep breath.”

She pushed.

The plug stretched him wide. Slow. Inexorable. Silas moaned loudly, glossy lips trembling in the mirror. The burn was intense, delicious, humiliating. Inch after thick inch disappeared into his smooth ass until the flared base nestled snugly between his diapered cheeks.

Zara taped the diaper back shut with fresh strips. Rrrrip. Rrrrip. The plug was locked inside, pressed deep by the thick padding. The crinkle returned louder than ever.

She pulled the plastic pants and silk panties back up, sealing everything in place.

“Now the fun begins.”

Zara stepped back, remote in hand. She clicked it on.

Low setting.

The plug buzzed to life inside him. Deep, powerful vibrations rippling through his prostate. Silas cried out, knees buckling against the spreader bar. The diaper crinkled wildly as his hips jerked forward.

The vibrations traveled straight to his caged cock. The steel tube pulsed with every throb. Pre-cum flowed freely, soaking the front of the diaper in warm, sticky patches.

Zara watched his reflection. Her own arousal was obvious - nipples diamond-hard, skirt visibly damp.

She increased the speed.

Medium.

The buzzing intensified. Silas’s painted eyes rolled back. Moans spilled from his glossy red lips in high, broken waves. The spreader bar kept his legs splayed, forcing him to feel every crinkle, every vibration, every helpless leak.

“Edge for me, pansy,” Zara commanded softly. “Get close. But don’t you dare cum.”

She kept the remote, adjusting the intensity with precise flicks of her thumb. Up. Down. Teasing. Tormenting.

Silas climbed fast. The plug hammered his prostate relentlessly. The thick diaper squished and crinkled with every desperate rock of his hips. His lace bra shifted, nipples dragging against lace. The blonde wig bounced.

He was right there - balls tightening, cock straining painfully against steel - when Zara dropped the setting back to low.

Denial.

Silas whimpered pathetically. “Please… please…”

“Please what, little girl?” Zara stepped closer, one hand cupping his lace-covered chest, pinching a nipple hard. “Please let you cum in your diaper like a sissy? Not yet.”

She brought him to the edge three more times. Each climb higher, more desperate. Each denial crueler. Sweat beaded on his made-up forehead, threatening to ruin the foundation. Mascara ran in faint streaks down his blushed cheeks. Glossy lips trembled with every denied moan.

The diaper was soaked now. Heavy. Sagging slightly between his spread thighs. The constant crinkle mixed with wet, squelching sounds from the saturated padding.

Zara’s breathing was ragged with her own arousal. She pressed against his back, grinding once against the spreader bar, letting him feel how wet she was through her skirt.

“Such a good girl,” she praised, voice husky. “Taking your vibrations so beautifully. Leaking like a desperate little slut.”

Another edge. Another cruel drop.

Silas was sobbing now. Painted face wrecked. Body shaking violently in the restraints. The plug buzzed mercilessly on low again, keeping him right on the brink without mercy.

Sweat dripping down his temples, denied and leaking into the heavy, crinkling diaper, he heard her say the public toy came next.


Chapter 9: Public Buzz

Silas stood in the penthouse foyer, heart slamming against his ribs. The heavy diaper sagged warmly between his smooth thighs, already slightly damp from the constant leaking of his caged cock. Over it, Zara had dressed him in a modest black cocktail dress - knee-length, with long sleeves and a high neckline that hid the lace bra beneath. The platinum blonde wig was styled into soft waves that brushed his shoulders. Full makeup still flawless: smoky eyes, blushed cheeks, glossy red lips now touched up with a fresh coat. Sheer stockings whispered under the dress, and modest black heels made his stockinged feet ache delicately.

From the outside, he looked like an elegant woman. From the inside, he was a crinkling, diapered pansy.

Zara circled him once, emerald eyes gleaming with satisfaction. She wore a sleek emerald silk dress that clung to every curve, raven hair in its perfect chignon.

“Almost ready for your first night out, little girl.”

She held up the vibrating egg. Sleek. Silver. Slightly larger than the plug from last night. Wireless. Remote-controlled. Cruel.

“Lift your dress.”

Silas obeyed, cheeks burning under the makeup. The dress rose, revealing the thick, bulky diaper and shiny plastic pants. Zara pulled the back of the diaper open with a loud rip of tapes.

Cold lube against his still-sensitive hole. Then the egg, slick and insistent. She worked it in slowly, deeper than the plug, pressing firmly until it nestled right against his prostate. The diaper tapes sealed shut again with fresh rips. The egg was locked inside, hidden beneath layers of padding and plastic.

Zara slipped the tiny remote into her clutch purse.

“Walk for me.”

Every step made the diaper crinkle loudly. The egg shifted inside him. The dress swished over the bulk, but the crinkle was unmistakable to his own ears. His caged cock throbbed uselessly, leaking fresh warmth into the already soggy padding.

Zara smiled. “Perfect. No one will know… until I decide they do.”

The upscale restaurant was dimly lit, crystal chandeliers sparkling overhead. Soft jazz played. Waiters in crisp uniforms moved silently between white-clothed tables. Zara had reserved a private corner booth.

Silas walked beside her on shaky heels, the heavy diaper forcing his thighs apart in an awkward, feminine waddle. Every step produced a soft, constant crinkle beneath the modest dress. He prayed no one could hear it over the music.

They were seated. Zara ordered for both - wine for her, water for him. Her emerald eyes never left his painted face.

“Smile, pansy. You’re on a date with your owner.”

The waiter left. Zara’s hand disappeared beneath the table. A soft click.

The egg buzzed to life on low.

Silas gasped, glossy lips parting. The vibrations hit his prostate instantly, deep and relentless. His caged cock surged inside the steel, leaking heavily into the thick diaper. The padding grew warmer, squishier.

“Quiet,” Zara warned softly. “Good girls don’t make scenes.”

She increased the intensity.

Medium.

The buzzing grew stronger. Silas gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white under the long sleeves. His stockinged thighs pressed together as much as the bulky diaper allowed. The crinkle was louder now, mixing with the wet squelch of the saturated padding.

A bead of sweat trickled down his temple, threatening his foundation.

Zara sipped her wine calmly, watching him over the rim of the glass. Her free hand rested on the table, but the thumb on the remote kept moving.

Up.

The vibrations intensified to a brutal pulse. Silas’s painted eyes fluttered. A soft, high whimper escaped his glossy lips. The egg hammered his prostate mercilessly. His trapped cock strained, the cage biting hard. Pre-cum flowed in steady pulses, soaking the front of the diaper until it sagged heavily between his thighs.

People were eating nearby. Laughing. Clinking glasses. No one noticed the elegant woman across from him slowly breaking.

Zara leaned forward slightly. “Feel that, little sissy? Everyone thinks you’re just a pretty date. But you’re sitting here in a soaking wet diaper, vibrating like a desperate whore.”

She edged him relentlessly.

The buzzing climbed. Higher. Faster. His balls tightened. The orgasm built fast - dangerously fast. His glossy lips trembled. He was right there, about to spill uselessly into the steel cage and the heavy diaper - Zara clicked it off.

Denial.

Silas slumped forward, breathing ragged. The sudden absence left him aching, desperate, humiliated. The diaper felt even heavier now, warm and squishy against his smooth skin.

She brought him to the edge four more times during the appetizer. Each denial crueler. Each time the vibrations returned stronger. His makeup began to smudge slightly at the corners of his eyes. Sweat glistened on his neck.

During the main course, Zara pushed harder.

High setting.

The egg buzzed violently inside him. Silas’s thighs shook under the table. The diaper crinkled and squelched loudly with every tiny rock of his hips. He bit his glossy lower lip to keep from moaning out loud.

A waiter passed close by. Silas froze, eyes wide with panic. The vibrations never stopped. His caged cock leaked in heavy, uncontrollable spurts. The front of the diaper was drenched, the warm wetness spreading.

He was losing control.

The pressure built - not just the denied orgasm, but something deeper. The relentless prostate massage combined with the thick, swollen diaper made his bladder ache. The need to piss grew urgent, terrifying.

Zara noticed. Her eyes sparkled with dark delight.

“Hold it, pansy. Good girls don’t have accidents in public.”

She kept the remote on high.

Silas whimpered softly, thighs trembling. The diaper was so thick, so absorbent… but the urge was overwhelming. His painted face flushed deep red beneath the blush. Tears threatened to ruin his mascara.

Zara reached across the table and gently stroked his cheek.

“Almost there. Just a little longer.”

The vibrations pushed him right to the brink again. His hole clenched around the egg. His caged cock pulsed. The need to release - both cum and piss - blurred into one desperate, humiliating wave.

Zara clicked the remote off at the last possible second.

Silas sagged in the booth, breathing in shallow, desperate gasps. The heavy diaper sagged between his legs, warm, soaked, and still crinkling softly with every twitch.

The meal ended. Zara paid calmly, leaving a generous tip.

On the ride home in the private car, the egg stayed off. But the damage was done. Silas sat in his soaked, heavy diaper, painted face wrecked, body trembling with denied need and public terror.

Back home in the penthouse, Zara led him inside by the hand. She closed the door with a soft click and turned to him, emerald eyes still sparkling with arousal.

She promised the maid uniform would hide nothing.


Chapter 10: Maid

Silas stood in the center of the living room, freshly changed and utterly exposed. The thick, warm diaper from the restaurant had been peeled away with loud rips, revealing his soaked, pruned skin and the still-buzzing egg nestled deep inside his hole. Zara had cleaned him thoroughly, powdered him heavily, and taped him into an even thicker nighttime diaper - plush, ultra-absorbent, with extra padding in the crotch that forced his caged cock flat and made his thighs spread wide.

Over it, she dressed him in the frilly maid uniform.

Black satin dress with a short, flared skirt that barely covered the top of the diaper. White lace apron tied in a huge bow at the back. Puffy sleeves. A lacy maid headpiece perched atop the platinum blonde wig. White thigh-high stockings with ruffled garters clipped to the dress. Patent leather Mary Jane heels that clicked with every step. The makeup stayed - glossy red lips, smoky eyes now slightly smudged from the public ordeal.

The vibrating egg remained locked inside him, remote in Zara’s elegant hand.

“Curtsy for your Mistress, little maid.”

Silas’s painted cheeks burned. He gathered the short skirt with trembling fingers and bent his knees in a deep, awkward curtsy. The thick diaper crinkled loudly between his thighs, the plastic core squishing wetly. The short skirt flipped up, flashing the ruffled plastic pants and the massive white bulk to the room.

Zara lounged on the leather sofa, emerald silk dress riding up her long legs, a glass of red wine in one hand. Her eyes darkened with pleasure at the sound.

“Louder, pansy. I want to hear every crinkle of that fat baby diaper.”

He curtsied again. Deeper. The crinkle exploded - sharp, humiliating, impossible to ignore. The egg shifted inside him, pressing firmly against his prostate. A fresh leak pulsed from his steel cage into the fresh powder.

“Wine,” Zara commanded softly.

Silas minced forward on the Mary Janes, heels clicking, diaper singing with every tiny step. The short skirt swished, constantly threatening to reveal the diaper. He poured the wine with shaking hands, the bottle clinking against the glass.

As he handed it over, Zara’s free hand slipped under his skirt and squeezed the front of the diaper. Loud crinkle. Wet squish.

“Good girl. Serving your owner while soaked and plugged. How does it feel knowing anyone could hear what a pathetic little sissy you are?”

Silas whimpered, glossy lips trembling. “It… it’s humiliating, Mistress.”

Zara smiled, slow and predatory. She clicked the remote.

The egg buzzed to life on medium.

Silas gasped, knees buckling slightly. The vibrations shot straight through his prostate, making his caged cock strain painfully. He gripped the edge of the sofa for balance as another curtsy was demanded.

“Serve the hors d’oeuvres.”

He turned toward the kitchen, each step a symphony of crinkle and click. The short maid skirt bounced, flashing the diaper again and again. The egg buzzed relentlessly, forcing soft, high moans from his painted mouth.

Zara watched every movement, thighs pressed together, clearly aroused by his degradation.

He returned with a silver tray, curtsying low as he offered it. The crinkle was deafening in the quiet penthouse. The vibrations increased.

High.

Silas nearly dropped the tray. His thighs shook. The thick diaper grew warmer as fresh pre-cum flooded the padding. He was right on the edge again, prostate hammered mercilessly, denied orgasm from the restaurant still burning in his balls.

“Hold it,” Zara ordered calmly, sipping her wine. “Maids don’t cum without permission.”

He served her - refilling the glass, adjusting the cushions, kneeling to massage her feet while the egg buzzed on high. Every curtsy, every bend, every reach made the diaper crinkle and the short skirt flip up, exposing the ruffled plastic pants and the sagging, padded bulk.

Zara’s hand frequently wandered under the skirt, patting, squeezing, pressing the vibrating egg deeper through the thick layers. Each pat produced wet, noisy squelches.

“Soaked again already,” she murmured approvingly. “My diapered maid can’t even serve without leaking like a desperate slut.”

Silas was sweating under the wig, makeup threatening to run. His glossy red lips stayed parted in constant soft whimpers. The Mary Janes pinched his stockinged toes. The frilly apron bounced with every humiliated movement.

Zara made him dust the shelves - reaching high so the skirt rode up completely, diaper fully on display. Made him bend over to pick up imaginary lint, ass presented, crinkling loudly while the egg buzzed without mercy.

Twice more she brought him right to the edge - vibrations maxed, prostate pulsing - then clicked it off, leaving him denied and trembling.

By the time she finished her wine, Silas was a wreck. Painted face flushed and damp. Maid uniform disheveled. Diaper heavy, warm, and loudly crinkling with every exhausted curtsy. The egg still hummed on low, keeping him desperate and leaking.

Zara set the empty glass on the side table.

She set down her wine. 'Tomorrow the cane marks your new skin.'


Chapter 11: Cane

Silas stood trembling in the center of the penthouse living room, still dressed in the frilly black maid uniform. The short satin skirt barely covered the top of his thick, crinkling diaper. White lace apron tied in a ridiculous bow at his back. Platinum blonde wig slightly askew from the night’s service. Glossy red lips parted, smoky eyes wide with fear and unwanted arousal. The heavy diaper sagged warmly between his smooth thighs, already damp from hours of leaking into the padding.

Zara circled him slowly, a long, thin rattan cane flexing in her elegant hands. She had changed into a severe black corset that pushed her breasts high and a tight pencil skirt, raven hair still in its flawless chignon. Emerald eyes burned with dark hunger.

“Bend over the back of the sofa, little maid. Skirt up. Diaper down. Present that smooth sissy bottom for your Mistress.”

Silas’s painted cheeks flushed deep crimson. He shuffled forward on the Mary Jane heels, the diaper crinkling loudly with every step. Leaning over the leather sofa, he reached back with shaking fingers and lifted the short skirt, tucking it into the apron straps so it stayed up. Then he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of the plastic pants and the thick diaper, peeling both down to mid-thigh.

Cool air kissed his smooth, hairless ass. The heavy diaper hung between his spread legs like a shameful weight, the front visibly darkened from constant leaks. His caged cock dangled uselessly in the open air, steel glinting, tip dripping.

Zara stepped close. One cool hand stroked his bare cheeks, tracing the pale, unmarked skin.

“So smooth now. No more coarse hair. No more masculine armor. Just soft, delicate sissy flesh ready to be marked as mine.”

She tapped the cane lightly against his left cheek. Silas flinched.

“Twenty strokes tonight, pansy. And with every single one, I want you to hear what you’re becoming.”

Swish.

Crack!

The first stroke landed perfectly across both cheeks. A bright line of fire exploded across his skin. Silas cried out, high and feminine, glossy lips forming a perfect O.

“One,” Zara counted calmly. “Your broad shoulders are still there, but they’ll look so much prettier once we add breasts. Soft, bouncy little tits that jiggle when you curtsy.”

Swish-crack!

“Two. That sharp jawline is already softening under the makeup. Soon it will be delicate, feminine, made for lipstick and cock.”

Silas whimpered, hips twitching. The cane left a second vivid red stripe right below the first. Heat bloomed instantly.

“Three.” Crack! “Your cock - once so proud and arrogant - is locked away forever. A useless little clitty that only leaks when I allow it. Soon it will shrink even smaller from denial and hormones.”

Crack! “Four. Your balls, heavy and full, will slowly empty and soften until they’re just pretty decorations beneath your new pussy.”

The cane fell again and again. Precise. Controlled. Each stroke perfectly spaced, painting bright red lines across his smooth ass. Zara never raised her voice. She spoke in that velvet tone, describing his future in filthy, explicit detail while the cane whistled and landed.

“Five. Your hips will widen. Your waist will cinch. That athletic male body is being reshaped into a soft, curvy fucktoy.”

Crack! “Six. No more deep voice barking orders in boardrooms. Just soft, breathy moans and ‘Yes, Mistress’ while you’re on your knees.”

Silas was sobbing by the tenth stroke. Tears cut tracks through his blush and mascara. His painted face pressed into the leather cushion. The diaper crinkled between his spread thighs with every involuntary jerk. His caged cock leaked steadily onto the floor in long, shameful strings.

“Eleven. That tight little hole I plugged last night? It’s going to become your main source of pleasure. Trained to cum from being fucked like a girl.”

Crack! “Twelve. Your smooth chest will swell into sensitive breasts that ache for clamps and sucking. Nipples turned into permanent little slut-buttons.”

The pain was intense, burning deeper with every stripe. But beneath it, his traitorous body responded. The cage bit hard as his denied cock tried desperately to harden. Fresh pre-cum dripped freely.

Zara paused after fifteen, running her cool fingers over the throbbing red welts. Silas hissed at the touch.

“Look at these pretty stripes forming on your new skin,” she murmured. “Evidence of your coming of gender. Every mark reminds you that Silas is dying and my perfect sissy pansy is being born.”

Swish-crack! “Sixteen. You’ll beg to wear heels every day. Beg for tighter corsets. Beg to be fucked harder.”

Crack! “Seventeen. Your arrogant stride is gone. Replaced by a mincing, diapered waddle that makes your fat ass jiggle.”

“Eighteen.” The cane bit lower, right where ass met thigh. Silas screamed into the cushion, legs shaking violently.

“Nineteen. Soon you’ll wake up every morning already wet and aching to serve. Conditioning complete.”

Final stroke. Harder. Dead center across both cheeks.

“Twenty.”

Silas collapsed against the sofa, sobbing openly. His ass was a canvas of bright red, perfectly parallel stripes. Throbbing. Burning. Every heartbeat sent fresh fire through the welts.

Zara set the cane aside and gently pulled his diaper and plastic pants back up, taping them securely over the punished flesh. The thick padding pressed the welts, making every throb sharper. The short maid skirt was flipped back down, but it did nothing to hide the obvious bulk or the way he now stood with legs slightly spread.

She stroked his blonde wig tenderly.

“You took your caning so beautifully, little girl. Such a good sissy.”

Silas could only whimper, body trembling, ass on fire, diaper crinkling with every shaky breath.

Zara stepped back. She reached into a drawer and produced a thick, realistic strap-on - veined, flesh-colored, intimidatingly large. She stepped into the harness with deliberate grace, tightening the straps around her hips. The dildo bobbed heavily in front of her.

Stripes throbbing, she lubed her strap-on. 'Time I took my pleasure.'


Chapter 12: Claimed

Silas lay strapped face-down on Zara’s massive bed, wrists and ankles cuffed to the four corners, body stretched tight. The thick diaper had been pulled down to his knees, leaving his freshly caned ass fully exposed - twenty vivid red stripes throbbing hot across the smooth, pale skin. The platinum blonde wig spilled across the sheets. His makeup was wrecked: mascara running in dark streaks, glossy red lips swollen from biting them during the caning. The steel cage dangled between his spread thighs, dripping steadily onto the bed.

Zara stood beside the bed, towering in her black corset, the thick strap-on harnessed tightly to her hips. The veined silicone cock glistened with fresh lube, heavy and obscene. Her emerald eyes burned with raw hunger as she climbed onto the mattress between his spread legs.

“Such a pretty striped bottom,” she murmured, voice low and velvet. One hand stroked the burning welts, making him hiss. “All marked for me. Ready to be claimed.”

She pressed the blunt head of the strap-on against his smooth, powdered hole. The pressure was immediate. Insistent.

“Relax, little pansy. Mistress is going to fuck you now.”

She pushed.

The thick head breached him in one slow, relentless thrust. Silas cried out, high and broken, the sound muffled against the sheets. The burn was intense - wider and deeper than the plug or egg. Inch after thick inch sank into his striped ass, stretching him open until the harness pressed flush against his punished cheeks.

Zara moaned softly as she bottomed out. “Fuck… so tight. So hot around my cock.”

She stayed buried for a long moment, letting him feel every inch. Then she began to move - slow, deep strokes that dragged the thick shaft across his prostate with cruel precision.

Silas’s caged cock leaked in heavy pulses. The diaper bunched around his knees crinkled with every thrust. His striped ass jiggled slightly each time her hips slapped against the welts.

Zara’s breathing quickened. Her hands gripped his hips, nails digging into the smooth skin.

“That’s it… take every inch, sissy. Feel how I’m claiming what’s mine.”

Her thrusts grew firmer. Deeper. The wet, obscene sounds of lube and flesh filled the room, mixing with the constant crinkle of the diaper and Silas’s desperate whimpers.

“God, you’re so fucking pretty like this,” she gasped, voice growing huskier. “Blonde wig bouncing… makeup ruined… striped ass taking my cock like a good little whore.”

She angled her hips, driving the strap-on directly into his prostate again and again. Silas’s moans turned into high, continuous cries. His trapped cock strained violently against the steel, pre-cum pouring out in a steady stream.

Zara’s own pleasure built visibly. Her cheeks flushed. Nipples strained hard against the corset. A sheen of sweat glistened on her elegant neck.

“Every thrust… makes me wetter,” she panted. “Your submission is soaking my cunt. Feel how hard I’m fucking you? This is what your breaking does to me.”

She slammed in harder, hips snapping. The bed creaked. Silas’s body rocked forward with each powerful stroke, the cuffs rattling.

“Yes… fuck… your tight little hole is gripping me so perfectly. Milking my cock like a desperate girl.”

Her pace turned brutal. Deep, punishing thrusts that made the welts on his ass flare with fresh fire. Zara’s moans grew louder, rawer.

“I’m getting close… so close from ruining you.”

She reached under him and squeezed the front of the bunched diaper, pressing the cage through the padding. The dual sensation - strap-on hammering his prostate, hand tormenting his denied clit - pushed Silas right to the edge of his own ruined orgasm.

But Zara was focused on hers.

Her thrusts became short, frantic, grinding hard against his ass with every plunge. The base of the strap-on rubbed her clit relentlessly.

“Oh fuck… I’m going to cum… cum from fucking my sissy pansy…”

Her voice cracked. Her hips stuttered.

Then she came.

Hard.

Zara cried out, a long, throaty sound of pure triumph. Her body shuddered violently as the orgasm ripped through her. She ground deep, hips rolling, riding every pulse of pleasure from his broken moans and striped, quivering ass. Her cunt clenched and flooded, soaking the harness and her own thighs.

She kept thrusting through it, drawing out her climax until she was gasping, trembling, glowing with satisfaction.

Silas lay beneath her, wrecked - ass full, striped cheeks burning, body shaking with denied need. Tears and mascara stained the sheets.

Zara stayed buried inside him for a long moment, catching her breath. Then she slowly withdrew the thick strap-on with a wet pop, leaving his hole gaping and twitching.

She withdrew, glowing. 'The gathering is in three days. You'll be displayed.'


Chapter 13: Exposed

Silas stood in the private elevator descending to the underground venue, heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his caged clit. The sheer black dress Zara had chosen for him clung to every curve of his feminized body like a second skin. It was nearly transparent under the right light - delicate lace panels over the lace bra, the hem stopping mid-thigh, barely covering the top of the thick, crinkling diaper beneath. Platinum blonde wig styled in soft curls that brushed his bare shoulders. Makeup dramatic and flawless once more: heavy smoky eyes, blushed cheeks, glossy cock-sucking red lips. White thigh-high stockings with visible garter clips. Delicate strappy heels that forced a mincing sissy walk.

The heavy diaper was extra thick tonight - extra padding front and back, taped tight so the bulk forced his smooth thighs apart. Plastic pants underneath for extra protection. The vibrating egg was buried deep inside his hole again, remote resting in Zara’s clutch.

Zara stood beside him in a stunning crimson gown that screamed dominance. Raven hair perfect. Emerald eyes glowing with anticipation.

“Remember, little girl,” she murmured as the doors opened. “You exist for their eyes tonight. And for my pleasure.”

The private kink gathering was held in an elegant converted warehouse - dim lighting, velvet drapes, soft murmurs of conversation mixed with occasional moans and the clink of chains. Twenty or so guests, all impeccably dressed, turned as Zara led her sissy in by a delicate silver leash clipped to a thin collar around his neck.

Whispers rippled through the crowd immediately.

“Look at that one…” “So pretty…” “Already diapered? Adorable.”

Silas’s painted face burned crimson. Every step made the thick diaper crinkle loudly under the sheer dress. The short hem rode up slightly with each mincing movement, flashing the white padded bulk and the ruffled plastic pants to anyone who glanced down.

Zara paraded him slowly through the room. Guests stepped closer, eyes roaming over his exposed form. A tall woman in leather traced a finger along his lace-covered chest. A man in a suit openly stared at the obvious diaper bulge.

“Such a well-trained little pansy,” someone commented.

Zara smiled proudly and clicked the remote.

The egg buzzed to life on low.

Silas gasped, knees buckling for a second. The vibrations hit his prostate instantly. His caged cock leaked hard into the thick padding. The diaper crinkled louder as his hips twitched involuntarily.

Zara kept walking him through the crowd, leash taut. More eyes followed. More whispers. A small group gathered to watch as she made him stop in the center of the main play area.

“Curtsy for our hosts, baby girl.”

Silas gathered the sheer hem of the dress and performed a deep, trembling curtsy. The short skirt lifted completely, exposing the massive, crinkling diaper to the entire crowd. Plastic pants shining. Thick padding sagging slightly from the constant leaks.

Laughter and appreciative murmurs rose.

Zara increased the vibrations to medium.

The egg hammered his prostate. Silas whimpered loudly, glossy lips trembling. His thighs shook. The diaper grew warmer, wetter. Pre-cum flooded the front in heavy pulses while strangers watched.

“Look how she leaks,” a woman nearby observed. “Already soaking her diaper in public.”

Zara circled him slowly, letting everyone see. She reached under the dress and patted the front of the diaper firmly. Loud crinkle. Wet squish.

“Such a desperate little sissy,” she announced calmly to the crowd. “Locked, diapered, and edged for my amusement.”

She turned the remote higher.

High.

Silas moaned openly now, unable to stay quiet. The vibrations were brutal, relentless. His striped ass still throbbed faintly beneath the padding. The cage bit hard as his denied cock tried to swell. He was right there - right on the edge - prostate pulsing, balls tightening - Zara dropped it back to low.

Denial.

A collective chuckle rose from the onlookers.

She repeated the cycle mercilessly. Parading him from group to group. Making him curtsy. Making him bend over to display the diapered ass. All while the remote toyed with him - bringing him to the brink again and again in front of strangers who commented openly on his humiliation.

“So pretty when she’s desperate.” “Listen to that diaper crinkle.” “Bet she’s going to lose control soon.”

Silas was sweating, makeup starting to run again. His glossy red lips stayed parted in constant soft, needy sounds. The sheer dress clung to his damp skin. The diaper was visibly heavier now, sagging between his spread thighs, the front darkened with leaks.

Zara finally led him to a raised platform in the center of the room. She made him stand there under a spotlight while guests circled like sharks.

“Show them how close you are, pansy.”

She maxed the remote.

The egg buzzed violently. Silas’s whole body shook. His knees knocked together. The thick diaper crinkled and squelched with every desperate rock of his hips. He was seconds from a ruined orgasm - right there in front of everyone - Zara clicked it off completely.

He sagged, whimpering pathetically, denied once more while the crowd applauded softly.

The rest of the evening blurred into more parading, more exposure, more teasing. By the time Zara finally clipped the leash and led him back to the car, Silas was a wreck - painted face streaked, sheer dress wrinkled and damp, heavy diaper sagging heavily and loudly crinkling with every exhausted step.

Back in the penthouse, Zara guided him straight to the bedroom.

She set him on the changing table, lifted the sheer dress, and peeled the soaked diaper down. The cool air hit his pruned, leaking skin.

Then she unfolded the thickest diaper yet. 'No control left.'


Chapter 14: Flood

Silas lay strapped to the changing table in the softly lit bedroom, thick overnight diaper already taped snugly around his waist. The padding was enormous - extra thick, ultra-absorbent, with extra layers in the crotch and rear that forced his smooth thighs wide apart and created a massive, puffy bulge between his legs. Plastic pants locked over it with tight elastic leg cuffs. The platinum blonde wig framed his painted face, makeup still slightly smudged from the public exposure earlier. His lace bra remained on under a sheer babydoll nightie that did nothing to hide the diaper. The steel cage pressed his leaking clit flat against the warm, powdery interior.

His bladder already ached. The relentless prostate teasing from the vibrating egg at the gathering, combined with the heavy fluid intake Zara had forced on him during the car ride home, had left him desperate. The need to piss had been building for hours, a constant, throbbing pressure low in his belly.

Zara sat beside the table in a silk robe, emerald eyes watching him with calm, predatory patience. One hand rested lightly on the front of the massive diaper, occasionally patting it with soft crinkles.

“How does it feel, little girl?” she murmured. “That full, heavy ache in your bladder? Knowing you’re locked in the thickest padding I own and there’s nowhere to go but right here?”

Silas whimpered, hips shifting. The diaper crinkled loudly. The pressure was intense. His smooth, shaved skin felt hypersensitive under the thick layers. Every tiny movement made the padding squish against his caged cock and swollen balls.

“Please… Mistress… I need to - ”

“Shhh.” Zara pressed two fingers firmly against the front of the diaper, right over the cage. “Good girls hold it. Or they don’t. Either way, you’re going to flood that diaper for me tonight.”

She kept him there for what felt like an eternity. Talking softly. Describing how pretty he looked taped into his nighttime padding. How his body was learning to surrender. How the warm wetness would soon spread and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

The ache grew worse. Sharp. Urgent. His bladder felt like it was going to burst. Silas’s glossy red lips trembled. Tears welled in his smoky eyes.

Zara increased the pressure, rubbing slow circles over the bulky front. The crinkle mixed with wet sounds from the already slightly damp padding.

“Feel it building? That warm flood getting closer? Your sissy body knows it belongs in diapers now. No more toilets for you. Just thick, crinkly padding soaking up every drop.”

Silas moaned, legs twitching against the restraints. The need was unbearable. His hole still tingled from the earlier egg. His caged clit leaked steadily, adding to the warmth.

“I… I can’t hold it…”

“Yes you can,” Zara said softly, almost tenderly. “Until I say otherwise.”

She made him wait longer. Minutes stretched into what felt like hours. The pressure became agony. His painted face flushed deep red. Sweat beaded on his forehead. The thick diaper crinkled with every desperate squirm.

Zara leaned close, lips brushing his ear.

“Let go, pansy. Flood your diaper for Mistress. Show me how completely you’ve lost control.”

The words broke him.

The first hot spurt escaped despite his desperate clenching. Then another. Then the dam burst.

Warm piss flooded out in a powerful, uncontrollable gush. It soaked instantly into the thick padding, spreading rapidly through the absorbent core. The diaper grew heavier, warmer, soggier between his thighs. The plastic pants contained it all, the wetness trapped and squishing audibly with every pulse.

Silas cried out in humiliated relief, high and broken. Tears rolled down his blushed cheeks as the flood continued - long, steady streams that filled the diaper to capacity. The padding swelled, sagging heavily. The front bulged outward, darkened and glistening under the plastic.

Zara watched every second, eyes gleaming with arousal. Her free hand slipped between her own thighs, rubbing slowly as she observed his loss of control.

“That’s it… good girl. Flooding your thick overnight diaper like a helpless baby. Feel how warm and heavy it’s getting? All that piss soaking right against your locked little clitty.”

She pressed firmly on the sodden front, squishing the wet padding against his cage. The sound was loud, wet, mortifying. More piss trickled out in response, the diaper unable to absorb it all fast enough.

Silas sobbed openly now, body shaking with the humiliating release. The warm flood seemed endless. The diaper grew massive and heavy, the plastic pants stretching to contain the swelling bulk.

Zara’s breathing deepened. Her nipples were hard points beneath the silk robe. Watching him wet himself so completely clearly turned her on.

“So beautiful,” she praised softly. “My perfect diapered sissy losing all control. No more holding it. No more pride. Just warm, wet padding and my approval.”

When the flood finally slowed to a trickle, Zara kept her hand on the swollen, dripping diaper, gently rubbing the soggy mass.

“Feel that? Completely soaked. Heavy and warm between your pretty legs. This is your new normal, little girl.”

Silas lay there panting, face streaked with tears and ruined mascara, the massive, piss-filled diaper squishing loudly with every tiny movement. Shame burned through him, but his caged cock throbbed harder than ever inside the wet warmth.

Zara finally unstrapped him and helped him sit up. The heavy, sagging diaper hung low between his thighs, the plastic crinkling wetly.

She changed him slowly, peeling the tapes open one by one with deliberate care. The smell of warm piss and baby powder filled the air. She wiped him clean with cool cloths, powdered him generously, then unfolded a fresh overnight diaper - equally thick, equally humiliating.

She changed him slowly. 'Two more nights of this and you'll beg for the collar.'


Chapter 15: Broken Release

Silas lay spread-eagled on Zara’s bed, wrists and ankles bound tightly with soft black ropes to the four posts. The thick overnight diaper crinkled beneath him, still slightly damp from the earlier flood, its heavy padding forcing his smooth thighs apart. Fresh red cane stripes glowed across his ass, visible where the diaper had been pulled down just enough to expose his punished cheeks. The platinum blonde wig framed his tear-streaked, painted face - mascara running in dark rivers, glossy red lips swollen and trembling. Nipple clamps with delicate silver chains bit into his sensitive, hairless nipples, sending sharp sparks of pain-pleasure straight to his steel-caged clit with every shallow breath.

Zara stood over him in nothing but a sheer black negligee, raven hair loose for once, cascading over her shoulders. Her emerald eyes glowed with dark triumph as she held the remote in one hand and a small bottle of lube in the other.

“Weeks of conditioning, little pansy,” she murmured, voice velvet and steel. “Shaved smooth. Locked tight. Diapered. Painted. Caned. Publicly exposed. And still your worthless clitty leaks for me. Tonight I’m going to break you completely.”

She clicked the remote.

The vibrating egg buried deep in his ass buzzed to life on low, pressing firmly against his prostate. Silas moaned instantly, hips twitching against the ropes. The thick diaper rustled loudly.

Zara climbed onto the bed, straddling his waist. She leaned down and tugged gently on the nipple clamp chains. Sharp pain flared. His caged cock surged inside the steel, leaking fresh pre-cum into the powdery padding.

“Feel that? Your body already knows what it is. Not Silas anymore. Never again. Just my diapered sissy toy. My pretty, broken pansy.”

She turned the vibrations higher.

Medium.

The egg hammered his prostate with steady pulses. Silas’s painted eyes rolled back. High, desperate whimpers spilled from his glossy lips. The ropes creaked as he pulled against them. The nipple clamps tugged with every jerk, sending electric jolts through his chest.

Zara reached down and pressed her palm firmly over the front of the thick diaper, rubbing in slow, firm circles. The crinkle mixed with wet squishing sounds from the saturated core.

“Look at you. Tied down like a slut. Clamps on your pretty nipples. Thick baby diaper soaking up every leak. This is your real body now. Soft. Smooth. Owned.”

She increased the speed again.

High.

The vibrations became brutal. Silas cried out, back arching off the bed as much as the ropes allowed. The egg assaulted his prostate relentlessly. His caged clit strained painfully against the steel, the head swollen and dripping nonstop. The diaper grew warmer, wetter at the front.

Zara’s own breathing grew heavier. Her nipples were hard points beneath the negligee. She ground herself slowly against the bulky diaper, using his helplessness to rub her clit through the thin fabric.

“Beg for it, sissy. Beg your Mistress to let you cum like the girl you are.”

“Please…” Silas’s voice cracked, high and feminine from weeks of conditioning. “Please, Mistress… let me cum… I can’t take it…”

Zara smiled, slow and satisfied. She tugged the nipple chains harder while maxing the remote.

The orgasm hit him like a freight train.

His whole body convulsed. A shattering, ruined sissy climax ripped through him. No spurts from his locked cock - just intense, prostate-driven waves that made his caged clit pulse uselessly inside the steel. Clear fluid leaked in heavy, continuous streams into the diaper, soaking the padding even further. The thick absorbent core squished loudly as he came, hips bucking wildly against the ropes.

Zara watched every second, eyes gleaming.

“Good girl. First one. Feel how your body cums now? No more male orgasms. Just pathetic, leaking sissy releases while your diaper drinks it all.”

She didn’t stop the vibrations. Kept them on high.

Silas was still shaking from the first when the second built almost immediately. The nipple clamps, the ropes, the relentless prostate massage, the heavy wet diaper pressing against him - it was too much.

Zara leaned down, lips brushing his ear.

“You’re mine now. My permanent sissy. My diapered fucktoy. Say it.”

“I’m… I’m your sissy…” he gasped, voice breaking.

“Louder.”

“I’m your diapered sissy pansy!”

The second orgasm crashed over him even harder. Longer. His painted face contorted in ecstasy and shame. More fluid flooded the already soaked diaper. The crinkle turned into wet, obscene squelches with every helpless spasm.

Zara moaned softly, grinding harder against the bulging padding, clearly aroused by his shattering releases.

She brought him to a third. Then a fourth. Each one weaker, more ruined, more intense in its helplessness. By the fifth, Silas was sobbing openly, body limp in the ropes, every muscle trembling. The diaper was massively swollen and heavy, sagging between his spread thighs, warm piss and sissy cum mixed together in the saturated core.

Zara finally clicked the remote off. She removed the nipple clamps slowly, one by one, kissing the reddened buds as blood rushed back in sharp, stinging waves.

Silas lay there wrecked - bound, caned, diapered, completely broken. Weeks of systematic feminization had stripped away every last piece of the arrogant executive. Only the sissy remained.

Zara untied the ropes with gentle fingers, then pulled him into her arms, cradling his trembling body against her chest. She stroked the blonde wig, whispering soft praises.

“My perfect girl. So beautifully broken.”

She reached into the nightstand drawer and lifted out a sleek, permanent collar - black leather with a small silver lock and a delicate engraved plate that read “Zara’s Pansy.”

She held the permanent collar. 'One last night to decide. But we both know your answer.'


Chapter 16: Permanent

Silas knelt in the center of Zara’s bedroom, full sissy regalia clinging to his transformed body. The platinum blonde wig cascaded in soft curls down his back. Heavy makeup - smoky eyes now streaked with happy tears, glossy cherry-red lips parted in soft gasps. Black lace bra cupping his smooth chest, nipples still tender from the clamps. The frilliest maid skirt flipped up and pinned to the apron, exposing the massive, heavily used overnight diaper sagging obscenely between his smooth thighs. Plastic pants stretched tight over the swollen, warm padding, dark stains visible from hours of leaks, piss, and multiple ruined sissy orgasms. White ruffled garters held up sheer stockings. Mary Jane heels locked on his feet. The steel cage remained, pressing his spent, hypersensitive clit into the soggy mess.

His mind felt quiet for the first time in weeks. No more fighting. No more shame battling arousal. Only deep, aching surrender.

Zara stood before him, towering and elegant in a sheer black robe that did nothing to hide her arousal. The permanent collar rested in her open palm - thick black leather, polished silver buckle, a small engraved plate that read “Property of Zara - Pansy Forever.”

She held it just out of reach, emerald eyes soft yet commanding.

“Last chance, little girl. Beg for it. Beg me to lock this collar around your pretty neck and make the change permanent. No more Silas. No more pretending. Only my diapered sissy pansy brother from now on.”

Silas looked up at her through tear-filled lashes. His voice came out high, breathy, completely feminine.

“Please, Mistress… collar me. I don’t want to be him anymore. I want to be your pansy. Your crinkly, diapered toy. Please lock it on me forever.”

Zara’s lips curved into a slow, satisfied smile. She stepped closer, the robe parting to reveal her glistening wetness.

“Show me how much you mean it. Worship while you beg.”

Silas leaned forward on his knees, the heavy diaper squishing loudly between his legs. He pressed his glossy red lips to the tops of her bare feet, kissing reverently, then higher along her ankles and calves. The thick padding forced his thighs wide, making every shift produce wet, humiliating crinkles.

“I belong in diapers,” he whispered between kisses. “I belong locked and leaking. I belong painted and pretty for you. Please… make me yours completely.”

Zara reached down and tugged the front of his diaper down just enough to free the steel cage. She produced a small key from between her breasts and unlocked it with a soft click. The cage fell away. His clit - now shrunken and sensitive from weeks of denial - sprang free, already twitching and leaking again.

She didn’t let him touch it. Instead, she slid two fingers into her own wet folds, coating them, then smeared her arousal along his exposed shaft.

“Stroke for me, sissy. Slow. While you finish begging.”

Silas wrapped his trembling hand around his clit and began to stroke - gentle, desperate circles. The sensation after so long in steel was overwhelming. His hips rocked, making the sagging diaper crinkle and squish loudly.

“I’m not Silas anymore,” he gasped, voice cracking with need. “I’m your sissy pansy brother. Your diapered whore. Your permanent toy. Please collar me… I need it… I need to be owned forever…”

Zara watched him with hooded eyes, visibly aroused by his total surrender. She slowly lowered the collar around his neck. The cool leather settled against his smooth skin. She buckled it snugly, then clicked the small silver lock shut with a final, decisive sound.

The collar was on.

Permanent.

Silas moaned loudly, stroking faster. The weight of the leather around his throat sent fresh waves of submission crashing through him.

Zara took the remote and clicked the vibrating egg back on - high.

The brutal buzzing slammed into his prostate. Combined with his hand on his clit and the heavy, used diaper squishing between his thighs, the orgasm built instantly.

“Come for me, my collared sissy,” Zara commanded, voice thick with pleasure. “Come while you accept who you are now.”

It hit him harder than any before.

A shattering, full-body sissy orgasm tore through Silas - through the girl he had become. His clit pulsed in his hand, leaking clear fluid in weak, ruined spurts that splattered onto the front of the sagging diaper. His hole clenched rhythmically around the buzzing egg. His striped ass clenched. His whole body convulsed, knees sliding on the floor as the heavy diaper crinkled and squelched with every spasm.

He cried out her name - high, broken, ecstatic.

Zara dropped to her knees in front of him, pulling his painted face into her lap as the orgasm rolled on and on. She stroked his blonde wig with tender fingers while he sobbed happy tears into the silk of her robe.

“That’s my good girl,” she whispered. “My perfect, permanent pansy. No more fighting. No more old life. Just diapers, lace, and serving me forever.”

Silas nodded weakly against her thigh, tears soaking the fabric, the new collar snug and comforting around his neck. The heavy diaper continued to crinkle softly with his aftershocks. His mind floated in quiet, blissful surrender.

She stroked his hair as he cried happy tears into her lap. The sissy pansy brother was home forever.
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