
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sissy Pansy Executive

A Dark Forced Feminization Erotica Story of Corporate Control, Diaper Humiliation, and Total Surrender


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 Gaze

Kael Voss leaned back in the buttery leather of his corner office chair, the city skyline glittering behind him like a conquered kingdom. At twenty-eight, he still carried the sharp, athletic edge of the college lacrosse captain he’d once been - broad shoulders filling out a bespoke charcoal Tom Ford suit, jawline carved from ice, cold blue eyes that had made more than one board member flinch during earnings calls. The quarterly reports glowed on his triple monitors, red ink bleeding across the bottom line, but Kael didn’t sweat it. He never did. Numbers could be massaged. Competitors crushed. Employees fired. That was how empires were built.

His phone buzzed once. A single line from his assistant: Boardroom. Now. New owner.

Kael snorted, tossing the device aside. New owner. Some faceless hedge-fund bitch who thought she could waltz in and play savior. He’d seen her type before - sharp suits, sharper tongues, all flash and no claws. He straightened his silk tie, checked the mirror to ensure the arrogant tilt of his chin was perfect, and strode out like he still owned the fucking building.

The boardroom smelled of polished mahogany and fresh fear. The long table gleamed under recessed lights. Only one person sat at the far end.

Liora Kane.

She didn’t stand when he entered. She simply watched.

Amber eyes, bright and unblinking, tracked him from the moment the door clicked shut. She was thirty-six, statuesque, bronze skin glowing against a fitted ivory silk blouse that hugged full breasts and a narrow waist before disappearing into a charcoal pencil skirt. Her legs were crossed, one patent Louboutin heel dangling lazily. High cheekbones, full lips painted a deep blood red, and hair pinned in a sleek chignon that exposed the elegant column of her neck. She moved with deliberate, predatory grace even while sitting perfectly still.

Kael felt the weight of that gaze like a physical slap.

“Mr. Voss,” she said. Her voice was low, velvet over steel. It never rose. It didn’t need to. “Sit.”

He didn’t want to obey. His body moved anyway, sliding into the chair directly opposite her. The distance between them felt obscene - too intimate for a business meeting, too public for the way her eyes stripped him layer by layer.

“You’ve been busy,” Liora continued, sliding a thick folder across the glossy table. It stopped precisely in front of him. “Embezzlement. Creative accounting. Offshore shells. I have it all. Every wire transfer. Every falsified invoice. Every pretty little lie you told the board while you lined your own pockets.”

Kael’s stomach tightened, but he forced a smirk. “Bold claims. You’ll need more than a pretty folder to make them stick in court.”

Her lips curved, slow and knowing. “Court?” She leaned forward slightly, the silk of her blouse whispering against her skin. “Oh, Kael. I don’t need court. I have you.”

She tapped the folder with one perfectly manicured nail. “Inside are two paths. Path one: federal investigators, asset seizure, orange jumpsuit, and a very public trial where every dirty secret you’ve buried comes screaming into the light. Path two…” Her amber eyes bored into his, unblinking. “My private Executive Reform Program. Sixteen stages. Full corporate retraining. You sign, you belong to me. Body, mind, and whatever scraps of pride you still cling to. No prison. No scandal. Just… surrender.”

Kael laughed, but the sound came out thinner than he liked. “You’re insane. I’m not signing shit.”

Liora didn’t blink. She simply opened the folder and turned it toward him.

The first page was a high-resolution photo of him at a Cayman Islands bank two years ago, shaking hands with a man whose name Kael had paid heavily to forget. The second page: bank statements. The third: timestamps matching his private jet logs. Page after page of ironclad proof. His signature stared back at him from forged documents he’d thought were buried forever.

His cock twitched traitorously in his tailored trousers.

He hated that it did.

Liora noticed. Of course she did. Those amber eyes dropped for half a second to the slight shift in his lap, then rose again, gleaming with quiet satisfaction.

“Choice is simple, Mr. Voss. Prison… or me.” She slid a sleek black Montblanc pen across the table. It rolled to a stop against his knuckles. “Sign, and tomorrow the real work begins. Refuse, and by this time next week you’ll be someone’s bitch in a federal holding cell. I hear they don’t appreciate pretty executives with attitudes.”

Kael’s jaw clenched. The room felt smaller. Her gaze felt heavier, peeling away the armor of his suit, the arrogance in his posture, the cold certainty that had ruled his life. Beneath it all, something dark and squirming stirred - something he’d buried since college, since the first time a dominant woman had looked at him like she already owned every inch of his soul.

He picked up the pen.

His hand trembled once.

Liora watched, lips parted just enough to show the wet pink tip of her tongue. She was aroused. He could see it in the faint flush across her bronze collarbones, the way her nipples pressed against the silk. Stripping powerful men bare got her wet. And right now, she was soaking for him.

Kael flipped to the signature page.

The contract was brutal in its simplicity. Full authority. No limits. Sixteen rungs of reform. Total surrender of autonomy. Medical, psychological, physical - every clause dripped with clinical precision and sexual threat.

He signed.

The pen felt warm in his grip, the ink dark and final.

Liora exhaled softly, a sound almost like a moan. She took the contract back, her fingers brushing his. The contact sent electricity straight to his traitor cock.

“Good boy,” she murmured, voice dripping honey and venom. “You just chose the path that ends with you in lace and tears and crinkling shame. But deep down, that’s what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it? To stop pretending you’re the untouchable alpha. To let someone peel you open and remake you into the soft, obedient little pansy you were born to be.”

Kael’s face burned. He opened his mouth to deny it, but the words wouldn’t come. His cock was half-hard now, straining against fine wool, betraying him before she’d even touched him.

Liora stood slowly, towering over the table in her heels. She circled it with that deliberate grace, coming to stand behind his chair. One hand rested lightly on his shoulder, nails digging in just enough to promise pain and pleasure in equal measure.

“Tonight you sleep in your own bed for the last time as Kael Voss, arrogant CEO.” Her breath ghosted against his ear. “Tomorrow morning, you report to the executive suite on the top floor. No suit. No excuses. Just your naked, trembling body and whatever dignity you think you still have left.”

She squeezed his shoulder once, then stepped back.

“Pen still warm from your signature, Kael.” Her voice was a silken promise. “Tomorrow the real training begins.”

She turned and walked out, the sharp click of her Louboutins echoing like a countdown.

Kael sat alone in the silent boardroom, heart hammering, cock throbbing, the taste of his own surrender already thick on his tongue.

He was fucked.

And some buried, shameful part of him couldn’t wait.


Chapter 2: Razor's Edge

Kael stood naked under the harsh fluorescent lights of the private executive suite on the top floor, the city skyline mocking him through floor-to-ceiling windows. The contract he had signed the day before still burned in his mind like a brand - sixteen stages, total surrender, no escape. His bespoke suit lay folded neatly on a chair across the room, a relic of the man he no longer was allowed to be. His athletic body, once a source of arrogant pride, now felt exposed and vulnerable. The sharp jawline, cold blue eyes, and toned muscles that had commanded boardrooms now trembled under Liora's unblinking amber gaze.

She sat in a sleek leather chair, legs crossed, still in her fitted silk blouse and pencil skirt, looking every bit the statuesque conqueror. A small table beside her held a tray of supplies: razors, shaving cream, bowls of warm water, towels, and a bottle of unscented lotion. No words were needed. Her silence was command enough.

"Begin," she said simply, her voice low and velvet-rough. "Every inch. Smooth as a baby's skin. I want to see the arrogant CEO stripped of every trace of masculinity."

Kael's hands shook as he picked up the first razor. The private suite was soundproofed, isolated, a sterile playground for her games. He lathered his chest first, the cool foam contrasting with the heat rising in his cheeks. The razor scraped steadily, revealing pale, hairless skin beneath. Each stroke felt like surrender. His nipples hardened in the cool air, betraying him already. Liora watched impassively, amber eyes missing nothing, her full lips slightly parted as if savoring the sight of his slow dismantling.

He moved lower, shaving his arms, his underarms, the flat planes of his stomach. The hair fell in dark clumps onto the white tiles. His cock, half-hard despite his humiliation, bobbed as he worked. He tried to ignore it, but Liora didn't. Her gaze lingered there, a faint smile touching her mouth when it twitched under her scrutiny.

"Legs next," she instructed when he hesitated. "Spread them. I want to see you bend for me."

Kael obeyed, cheeks burning. He lathered his thighs, the powerful muscles that had once powered him through aggressive takeovers now quivering. The razor glided over calves, ankles, even the tops of his feet. He felt ridiculous, exposed, the fluorescent lights casting every newly smooth inch in clinical brightness. His balls tightened as he approached them, the most intimate area. The razor required careful, delicate strokes. One slip and he'd nick himself, but Liora's stare demanded perfection.

He shaved his scrotum slowly, pulling the skin taut, feeling the cool metal scrape away the last symbols of his manhood. His cock stiffened fully now, traitorously aroused by the vulnerability, the exposure, the way her eyes devoured him. Pre-cum beaded at the tip.

"Turn around," Liora commanded. "Ass and crack. Everything."

Kael's face flamed. He bent slightly, spreading his cheeks with one hand while the other wielded the razor. The position was degrading - bent over like a whore in inspection, smooth cheeks parting to reveal his tight hole. The razor whispered over the sensitive skin, leaving him completely hairless, baby-smooth from neck to toes. Even the small of his back, the backs of his thighs. Nothing escaped.

When he finally straightened, every inch of his once-athletic body gleamed pale and smooth under the lights. He felt lighter, exposed, strangely sensitive. The air itself seemed to caress his skin like a lover's touch. His cock stood rigid, veins pulsing, the head flushed dark with unwanted need.

Liora rose gracefully, her heels clicking on the tile. She circled him slowly, appraising. "Much better. Look at you. No more pretending to be the big bad CEO. Just a smooth, trembling boy."

She stopped in front of him, close enough that he could smell her perfume - something expensive, musky, feminine. Her amber eyes raked over his body, from the sharp (now softer-looking) jawline to his hairless chest, down to his throbbing erection and smooth balls.

"Hands behind your head," she ordered.

Kael complied, lacing his fingers at the nape of his neck. The position thrust his chest out, arched his back slightly, displayed his cock like an offering. He was shaking now, the cool air raising goosebumps on his newly bare skin.

Liora snapped on a pair of black latex gloves with deliberate slowness, the sharp sound echoing in the suite. The gloves stretched over her long fingers, clinical and ominous. She dipped her gloved hand into a bowl of warm water, then began the inspection.

Her touch was methodical at first. Fingers traced his jaw, checking for any stubble. "Smooth," she murmured approvingly. Down his neck, over his shoulders, across his pectorals. She pinched each nipple lightly, rolling them between thumb and forefinger until they peaked hard. Kael gasped, hips jerking involuntarily. His cock leaked a thin string of pre-cum that dangled before breaking.

"Responsive already," she noted, voice thick with pleasure. She was enjoying this - her bronze cheeks had a faint flush, nipples visible against her silk blouse.

She moved lower, palms gliding over his smooth stomach, tracing the faint lines of his abs that now looked softer without the dark trail of hair leading downward. Her gloved hand cupped his balls, weighing them, rolling them gently. Kael moaned despite himself, knees weakening. The latex was cool, slick from the water, sending electric jolts through him.

"Such heavy balls for a boy who's about to lose control of them," Liora purred. She squeezed just enough to make him whimper, then released. Her fingers traced the smooth shaft of his cock, from base to leaking tip, spreading the pre-cum around the head in slow circles. "Look how hard you are. Shaving your body bare turns you on, doesn't it? Stripping away the last of your fake manhood."

Kael bit his lip, refusing to answer, but his body betrayed him. His hips rocked forward, seeking more friction. Liora chuckled softly and withdrew her hand, leaving him aching.

She continued the inspection, turning him around. Gloved hands spread his ass cheeks wide, exposing his hole. One finger circled the tight pucker, pressing lightly without entering. "Completely smooth here too. Good. This little hole is going to learn its place very soon."

Kael shuddered, face burning with shame and arousal. Her finger tapped once, then moved on, tracing down his smooth thighs, calves, even between his toes. Nothing escaped her clinical touch.

When she finally stepped back, Kael was panting, cock throbbing painfully, pre-cum dripping onto the tile floor. His smooth skin felt hypersensitive, every nerve ending alive under the fluorescent glare.

Liora peeled off one glove with a snap, then the other, but her eyes never left his body. She discarded them and picked up a fresh pair from the tray.

She snapped on the new latex gloves with a sharp, final sound.

"The panties come next."

Her voice was a promise of deeper humiliation, amber eyes gleaming with dark hunger as she stared at his smooth, exposed, trembling form.


Chapter 3: Lace Lockup

Kael stood completely naked in the center of the private executive suite, his newly shaved skin still tingling from the razor’s edge and Liora’s gloved inspection. Every inch of him felt raw, hypersensitive, the cool air of the top-floor room brushing over smooth chest, hairless balls, and the rigid shaft of his traitor cock like a constant, teasing caress. The fluorescent lights overhead cast clinical shadows, highlighting the faint goosebumps rising on his pale, baby-soft flesh. His athletic body, once armored in bespoke suits and arrogance, now looked strangely delicate - sharp jawline softened, cold blue eyes wide with a mix of dread and shameful heat. His cock stood shamelessly erect, the head flushed dark and glistening with a steady bead of pre-cum that threatened to drip.

Liora circled him slowly, her statuesque form flawless in the fitted ivory silk blouse and charcoal pencil skirt. The fabric hugged her powerful curves - full breasts straining the buttons, narrow waist flaring into hips that swayed with deliberate grace. Her amber eyes drank in his vulnerability, lips curved in quiet satisfaction. She held a small black satin bag in one hand, the contents rustling softly.

“Skin like silk,” she murmured, voice low and velvet-rough. “No more coarse hair hiding what you really are. Look at you, Kael. Trembling already, and we’ve barely begun.”

She stopped in front of him, close enough that he could smell her expensive musk - something feminine and commanding. Her free hand reached out, fingertips tracing a line down his smooth chest, circling one nipple until it pebbled hard. Kael sucked in a breath, hips twitching forward involuntarily.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered.

He obeyed, lacing his fingers at the base of his spine. The position thrust his chest out and pushed his throbbing cock forward like an offering. Liora smiled, pleased.

From the satin bag she drew the first piece: delicate lace panties, pale pink with intricate floral patterns, the fabric sheer enough to reveal everything beneath. The waistband was trimmed in soft satin ribbon, the leg openings edged in tiny ruffles. They looked absurdly feminine against his masculine frame.

“Step in,” she commanded, holding them open at his feet.

Kael’s face burned crimson. His smooth legs trembled as he lifted one foot, then the other, sliding into the panties. Liora drew them up slowly, inch by inch, letting the lace whisper over his calves, knees, thighs. The fabric was cool and impossibly soft against his freshly shaved skin, sending shivers racing straight to his cock. When the panties reached his hips, she paused, deliberately brushing the lace against his heavy balls and the underside of his shaft.

Kael moaned softly, unable to stop the sound. The delicate material cupped him gently, the front panel stretching taut over his erection. His cock strained against the lace, the head pushing obscenely against the sheer fabric, a wet spot already forming where pre-cum soaked through.

“Beautiful,” Liora purred, adjusting the waistband so it sat high on his hips, the ruffles framing his ass cheeks. She ran her palms over the lace-covered curves, squeezing lightly. “Such a pretty little sissy already. Feel how the lace teases your smooth skin? Every movement will remind you what you’re becoming.”

She stepped back to admire her work. Kael stood there in nothing but the pink lace panties, his muscular frame made ridiculous and erotic by the feminine garment. His cock tented the front shamelessly, balls cradled in soft lace, ass framed by delicate ruffles. The sensation was maddening - constant, whispering friction against every newly sensitive inch.

Next came the bra.

Liora produced a matching piece: a sheer pink lace bra with delicate straps and underwire that would push and shape. She circled behind him, draping the straps over his shoulders. Her breasts brushed against his back as she reached around, fastening the hooks at his spine with practiced ease. The cups settled over his pectorals, the lace scraping lightly over his nipples.

“Too small for real tits yet,” she whispered against his ear, “but we’ll fix that. For now, it reminds you that your chest belongs to me too.”

She adjusted the straps, tightening them until the bra hugged him snugly. Then her hands cupped the lace-covered mounds, thumbs flicking over his nipples through the fabric. Kael gasped, arching into her touch. His cock jerked hard inside the panties, leaking more pre-cum that darkened the lace in a growing patch.

Liora chuckled softly, the sound rich with arousal. Her own nipples were hard points against her silk blouse; she was clearly enjoying every second of his transformation.

“Now for the rules,” she said, stepping back in front of him. Her amber eyes locked onto his, piercing and merciless. “From this moment forward, you no longer touch your cock without permission. You do not cum without permission. You do not remove the panties or bra. They stay on until I decide otherwise. Every time you feel the lace against your smooth skin, you will remember that Kael Voss, the cutthroat CEO, is gone. In his place is a soft, obedient sissy who exists for my pleasure and control.”

She reached into the bag again and withdrew the steel cock cage.

It was small, unforgiving - polished stainless steel with a curved tube and a tight ring. The lock clicked ominously as she held it up for him to see. A tiny key dangled from a delicate chain around her neck, nestling between her full breasts.

Kael’s breath hitched. “Please…”

“Please what?” Liora tilted her head, smiling. “Please lock away the last symbol of your worthless manhood? Yes, I think so.”

She knelt gracefully in front of him, her pencil skirt tightening over powerful thighs. The position put her face level with his lace-covered crotch. She could smell his arousal - musky, desperate. With careful fingers she pulled the front of the panties down just enough to free his throbbing cock and balls. The shaft bobbed heavily, veins pulsing, the head slick and angry red.

Liora cupped his balls, rolling them gently before sliding the steel ring behind them. The metal was cool against his smooth, sensitive skin. She worked efficiently, tucking his sac through the ring, then guiding the curved tube over his erection. The fit was tight - deliberately restrictive. His cock fought the confinement, but inch by inch she forced it down until the head nestled into the end of the tube. The ring locked behind his balls with a decisive click.

The final padlock snapped shut.

The sound echoed in Kael’s ears like a prison door slamming.

Immediately the pressure built. His cock strained against the unyielding steel, unable to fully harden, the ring biting into the base. Pre-cum oozed from the slit at the end of the cage, dripping onto the lace panties still bunched beneath. The denial was instant and cruel.

Liora stood, admiring her work. The pink lace panties were back in place, the steel cage now clearly outlined beneath the sheer fabric - a constant, humiliating bulge that screamed his new status. The matching bra completed the picture: a smooth, hairless executive reduced to delicate lingerie and locked denial.

“Look at yourself,” she commanded, gesturing to the full-length mirror on the far wall.

Kael turned, legs shaky. The reflection was devastating. A once-arrogant CEO stared back - broad shoulders, toned body, sharp features - all wrapped in pink lace. The bra cupped his chest uselessly, the panties hugged his ass and framed the steel cage that trapped his desperate cock. His face was flushed, blue eyes glassy with humiliated arousal. He looked pathetic. He looked… right.

“Every morning you will report here for inspection,” Liora continued, her voice thick with satisfaction. She stepped close again, one hand sliding down to cup the caged bulge through the lace. She squeezed gently, feeling the steel and the futile throbbing beneath. “You will keep your skin smooth. You will wear whatever I choose. And you will thank me for every layer of control I wrap around you. Because deep down, this is what your body has always craved. The proof is right here - leaking and straining and begging for more humiliation.”

Kael whimpered as she stroked the cage, the lace rubbing maddeningly against his trapped shaft. His balls ached already, heavy and full.

Liora leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “Tomorrow morning, I’ve booked you for full makeup and wig. We’ll make that pretty face match the rest of your sissy body. Until then, sleep in the lingerie. Feel the lace against your smooth skin all night. Dream of how much further you’re going to fall.”

She gave the cage one last teasing squeeze, then stepped back toward the door, hips swaying.

She paused at the threshold, turning to fix him with those piercing amber eyes.

“Sleep well, little pansy. And remember - do not touch the cage.”

With that, she left, the door clicking shut behind her, leaving Kael alone in the suite - trembling in pink lace and steel, cock locked and leaking, the first three rungs of his surrender already burning into his soul.


Chapter 4: Mirror Monster

Kael stood trembling in the center of the private executive suite, the morning light filtering through the floor-to-ceiling windows and casting long shadows across the polished floor. The pink lace panties and matching bra still clung to his freshly shaved skin, the delicate fabric a constant, whispering torment against every hypersensitive inch. Beneath the sheer lace, the steel cock cage gripped him mercilessly - his erection from the previous night’s humiliation had never fully subsided, leaving him in a state of aching, leaking denial. Every subtle shift of his hips made the lace rustle softly and the cold steel bite into his trapped shaft, a humiliating reminder of Liora’s control.

He had slept little, the lingerie rubbing against his smooth body with every restless turn, the cage preventing any relief. Now, dressed only in the feminine underthings, he waited for her.

The door opened with a soft click. Liora entered, statuesque and impeccable in a tailored emerald silk blouse that accentuated her full breasts and bronze skin, paired with a tight black pencil skirt and towering heels. Her amber eyes immediately locked onto him, drinking in the sight of his lace-clad form with visible hunger. A faint flush already colored her high cheekbones; her nipples pressed visibly against the silk.

“Good morning, sissy,” she purred, voice low and velvet-smooth. “Did the lace keep you hard and desperate all night?”

Kael’s face burned. He nodded mutely, unable to deny the evidence tenting the front of his panties - the steel cage outlined clearly beneath the sheer pink fabric, a dark wet spot of pre-cum staining the lace.

Liora smiled, setting a large black case on the vanity table. “Today we finish the face. Sit.”

He obeyed, lowering himself onto the padded stool in front of the large, well-lit mirror. The movement made the lace panties ride up between his smooth ass cheeks, the cage shifting uncomfortably against his balls. Liora stood behind him, her reflection towering over his. She opened the case, revealing an array of cosmetics - foundations, concealers, eyeshadows, lipsticks, brushes in every size.

“Eyes forward,” she commanded. “Watch every step. I want you to see exactly what I’m turning you into.”

She began with primer, her fingers cool and confident as they smoothed it over his sharp jawline and cheekbones. The touch was intimate, almost tender, yet clinical in its precision. Then came foundation, blended meticulously to create a flawless, porcelain canvas. Kael watched in the mirror as his masculine features began to blur - his cold blue eyes suddenly framed by smoother, softer skin.

“Such a pretty base,” Liora murmured, her breath warm against his ear. She was close now, her breasts brushing his shoulder blades as she worked. “No more harsh CEO scowl. Just soft, fuckable innocence.”

Next came contouring. She shaded and highlighted with expert strokes, softening his jaw, accentuating his cheekbones into something delicate and feminine. Blush followed, a rosy pink dusted high on his cheeks that made him look flushed and embarrassed - exactly as he felt. Kael’s cock strained harder inside the cage, the steel tube filled with futile throbs as he watched himself disappear.

Liora’s own arousal was becoming obvious. Her breathing had deepened, the flush on her bronze skin spreading down her neck. She shifted her weight, thighs pressing together beneath the pencil skirt as she selected a palette of eyeshadows.

“Keep those pretty blue eyes open,” she whispered.

She applied a soft pink base, then darker shades in the crease, blending them into a sultry smokey look that made his eyes pop - wide, vulnerable, seductive. Eyeliner next, winged sharply at the corners. Mascara thickened his lashes until they looked long and fluttering. Each stroke of the brush sent little jolts through him; the transformation was relentless, undeniable.

Kael’s reflection stared back, no longer the arrogant executive. A soft, feminized face looked out - lips still bare but already looking plumper, eyes dramatically highlighted, cheeks glowing with humiliated blush.

Liora stepped back for a moment to admire her work, one hand absently brushing over her own breast, pinching a hard nipple through the silk. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her. “Fuck… look at you. Already so much closer to what you were meant to be.”

She moved to his lips. First a liner to define them, then a creamy matte lipstick in a deep, glossy rose pink. She had him purse and smack his lips, coating them thoroughly until they shone wetly, plump and inviting. The taste was sweet and artificial, another layer of surrender.

“Almost done,” she breathed, voice husky now. Her free hand had slipped down to press against the front of her skirt, subtly grinding against her palm as she worked.

Finally, the wig.

Liora selected a long, silky platinum blonde wig with soft waves and a full fringe. She fitted it carefully over his head, adjusting the cap until it sat perfectly. The hair cascaded over his shoulders, framing the made-up face in feminine glory. She brushed it out with slow, sensual strokes, her fingers occasionally grazing his neck and sending shivers down his spine.

“Stand up,” she ordered, voice thick with lust.

Kael rose on shaky legs. The full reflection in the mirror was devastating.

A sissy stared back at him.

The delicate pink lace bra and panties hugged his smooth, hairless body. The steel cage bulged obscenely at the front, leaking pre-cum into the lace. Long platinum hair framed a perfectly feminized face - dramatic eyes, rosy cheeks, glossy pink lips parted in shock. His athletic build was still there, but softened, ridiculous, and undeniably erotic in its contrast.

Liora stepped beside him, her taller form in professional power attire contrasting sharply with his lingerie-clad vulnerability. She ran her hands over his body possessively - cupping the lace-covered ass, tracing the bra straps, flicking a nipple through the fabric until he whimpered. Her amber eyes were dark with arousal, nipples diamond-hard against her blouse, thighs clenched.

“Look at her,” Liora whispered hotly against his ear, one hand sliding down to squeeze the caged cock through the panties. “My pretty little mirror monster. So smooth, so locked, so ready to break. Every time you see this reflection, you’ll remember who owns you now.”

Kael moaned, hips bucking uselessly against her grip. The cage prevented any real friction, leaving him desperate and aching. Pre-cum dripped steadily now, soaking the lace.

Liora’s breathing was ragged. She pressed her body against his side, letting him feel the heat radiating from her. One hand slipped under her own skirt for a moment, rubbing herself openly as she stared at their reflection. “God, this gets me so wet… watching powerful men like you crumble into pretty little pansies.”

She reluctantly pulled her hand away, straightening her skirt with a satisfied sigh.

But the transformation wasn’t over.

Liora moved to a nearby cabinet and returned with a crisp white dress shirt, tailored trousers, and a suit jacket - his old corporate armor, freshly pressed. “Dress. We have appearances to maintain… for now.”

Kael obeyed, sliding the shirt over the lace bra. The fabric felt wrong against the delicate lingerie, the bra straps visible if one looked closely. The trousers went on next, the steel cage and lace panties creating a constant, crinkling-free but still humiliating pressure between his legs. Every step made the lace whisper against his smooth thighs and the cage shift, sending jolts of denied arousal through him. The suit jacket completed the illusion - he looked like the CEO again from the outside, but underneath was pure sissy: pink lace, makeup, wig, and locked cock.

Liora adjusted his tie herself, standing close enough that her breasts brushed his chest. “Walk for me.”

He took a few steps. The sensation was maddening - lace panties riding up, cage bouncing lightly with each movement, long blonde hair swaying against his shoulders, glossy lips catching the light. Every reminder layered on top of the other, building a constant thrum of humiliation and unwanted excitement.

Liora watched, visibly aroused, her thighs pressing together as she enjoyed his discomfort.

Finally, she turned to the same cabinet and pulled out something new - a thick, folded white garment that rustled softly when she handled it.

She unfolded the first diaper with deliberate slowness, the plastic backing crinkling loudly in the quiet suite. The thick padding, the tapes, the faint baby-powder scent - all of it promised the next layer of his descent.

She held it up, her amber eyes gleaming with dark promise as she looked at his feminized, suited form.

“Real executives wear crinkles now.”


Chapter 5: First Crinkle

Kael stood frozen in the center of the private executive suite, his reflection in the full-length mirror a grotesque and intoxicating betrayal. The platinum blonde wig framed a face painted with flawless feminine makeup - rosy cheeks, dramatic smoky eyes, glossy rose-pink lips parted in humiliated shock. Beneath the crisp white dress shirt, tailored trousers, and suit jacket, the pink lace bra and panties hugged his smooth, shaved body like a second skin. The steel cock cage trapped his throbbing erection in merciless denial, the metal tube filled with futile pulses and a steady leak of pre-cum that had already soaked through the delicate lace.

Liora stood before him, statuesque and commanding in her emerald silk blouse and black pencil skirt, her amber eyes dark with lust as she held the unfolded disposable diaper in her hands. The thick garment rustled softly, its plastic backing gleaming under the lights, the padding plush and white with faint blue wetness indicators along the front. A faint, powdery scent already wafted from it, promising the next layer of his systematic emasculation.

“Strip the suit off,” she ordered, voice low and velvet-rough. “Slowly. I want to watch every inch of my pretty sissy emerge again.”

Kael’s manicured hands - nails now painted a matching soft pink - trembled as he loosened his tie and shrugged off the jacket. The shirt followed, revealing the sheer lace bra cupping his flat chest, nipples stiff and visible through the fabric. Then the trousers, sliding down his smooth legs to pool at his ankles. He stepped out of them, standing once more in nothing but the pink lace panties, bra, wig, and full makeup. The steel cage bulged obscenely at the front of the panties, his trapped cock straining desperately against the unyielding metal, the head flushed and slick.

Liora’s lips parted in a soft, aroused exhale. She could see the way his smooth thighs quivered, the way the lace clung to his leaking cage. “Good girl. Now lie down on the changing table.”

A padded medical-style table had been positioned near the mirror, complete with stirrups and restraint points. Kael climbed onto it, the paper liner crinkling beneath his weight. He lay back, heart hammering, glossy pink lips pressed together as Liora guided his legs up into the stirrups. The position spread him wide, exposing the lace-covered cage and the smooth, hairless cleft of his ass. His face burned with shame, the mirror reflecting every humiliating angle back at him - the feminized executive splayed open like an infant ready for diapering.

Liora moved with deliberate grace, snapping on a fresh pair of black latex gloves. The sharp snap echoed in the room, making Kael’s caged cock twitch. She picked up a large container of baby powder, the scent sweet and infantile as she shook a generous cloud over his lower body. The fine white dust settled on his smooth thighs, his lace panties, and the steel cage.

“Lift your hips,” she commanded.

He obeyed, arching up as best he could in the stirrups. Liora tugged the soaked pink lace panties down his legs and off completely, leaving him fully exposed. His caged cock bobbed heavily in the air, the ring biting into his smooth balls, pre-cum stringing from the slit at the end of the tube.

She shook more powder directly onto his genitals, the cool talc coating his trapped shaft and heavy sac. Then her gloved hands began to rub it in - thorough, sensual strokes that massaged the powder into every crease and fold. Fingers worked between his legs, powdering the smooth skin behind his balls, then sliding back to dust his tight, virgin hole. Kael whimpered, the sensation maddeningly gentle yet deeply humiliating. His cock strained harder inside the cage, the steel preventing any real erection while his body flooded with unwanted arousal.

“Such a smooth little sissy,” Liora murmured, her own nipples hard points against her silk blouse. She was visibly wet; the scent of her arousal mixed with the baby powder as she continued the thorough powdering. Her gloved palms glided over his inner thighs, up to his hips, then back down, ensuring every inch of skin that would touch the diaper was silky and protected. She even dusted his ass cheeks liberally, spreading them to powder the cleft thoroughly.

When she was satisfied, Liora slid the thick diaper beneath his raised hips. The padding was plush and bulky, the plastic outer layer crinkling loudly with every adjustment. She lowered his hips onto it, the material compressing slightly under his weight. The front panel rose high, designed to contain even the most desperate accidents.

She folded the front up between his legs, pressing the thick padding firmly against his caged cock and powdered balls. The bulk was immediate and overwhelming - warm, soft, and inescapably infantile. Kael gasped as the diaper molded around his denied manhood, the padding compressing the steel cage and forcing his legs slightly apart.

Liora’s breathing had grown heavier. She aligned the tapes with practiced precision - first the bottom two, pulling them snug across his hips with firm, satisfying rips. Then the top tapes, cinching the waistband tight so the diaper sat high and secure, the leg gathers snug around his smooth thighs. Each tape made a loud, final sound that echoed in Kael’s ears.

When she finished, she stepped back to admire her work.

The thick disposable diaper hugged his hips and ass in a bulky, padded embrace. The white plastic shell shone under the lights, faint blue indicators visible at the front. It forced his legs into a slight waddle, the padding thick enough between his thighs that he could already feel the constant, intimate pressure against his caged cock. The baby powder scent filled the air, mixing with the faint musk of his leaking pre-cum now trapped inside the diaper.

“Stand up,” Liora ordered, helping him down from the table.

Kael’s legs shook as he rose. The diaper crinkled loudly with the movement - loud, unmistakable plastic rustling that filled the quiet suite. Every tiny shift of his hips produced a fresh wave of crinkling, the bulky padding swaying heavily between his legs. His feminized face in the mirror looked mortified: glossy pink lips trembling, dramatic eyes wide, platinum hair cascading over bare shoulders. The thick diaper contrasted obscenely with the delicate lace bra still cupping his chest and the full makeup that made him look like a whore ready for use.

Liora circled him slowly, her heels clicking. One hand trailed over the smooth plastic front of the diaper, pressing firmly against the bulge where his caged cock strained uselessly. “Listen to that crinkle. So loud. So obvious. Every step you take from now on will announce what you really are - a diapered sissy pansy who can’t even control her own cock.”

She gave his padded ass a firm smack. The sound was muffled by the thick padding, but the crinkle that followed was sharp and humiliating. Kael whimpered, the impact sending vibrations through the diaper straight to his trapped shaft.

“Walk for me,” she commanded, stepping back. “Across the room and back. I want to hear every crinkle.”

Kael took a hesitant step. The diaper rustled loudly - crinkle-crinkle-crinkle - with each movement. The bulk forced his thighs apart, making his gait awkward and infantile. The padding rubbed constantly against his smooth skin and the steel cage, teasing his denied cock without mercy. Pre-cum continued to leak, soaking into the inner padding and creating a warm, squishy sensation. His glossy lips parted in a soft moan as he walked, the crinkling growing louder with each step. In the mirror, he watched himself: a made-up, bra-wearing sissy waddling in a thick, noisy diaper, every movement broadcasting his total loss of control.

Liora watched with open arousal, one hand pressed between her thighs, rubbing slowly through her skirt as she enjoyed the sight and sound. Her amber eyes were half-lidded, bronze cheeks flushed. “Perfect. That crinkle is going to be your new soundtrack. No more confident CEO stride. Just soft, padded, crinkling submission.”

She let him walk back and forth several times, each pass growing more humiliating as the powder and padding worked together to heighten every sensation. The diaper grew warmer, the bulk more noticeable, the constant rustling impossible to ignore.

Finally, she stopped him in front of the mirror again, standing close behind his trembling form. Her hands rested on his padded hips, squeezing the thick plastic.

She reached into a nearby drawer and produced a new item: a sleek, black silicone plug, medium-sized but with a flared base shaped like a heart. It glistened with lubricant, the word “Sissy Trainer” etched subtly along the side.

Liora held it up so Kael could see it clearly in the mirror, her voice dripping with dark promise as she pressed the cool tip lightly against the back of his diaper, right over his powdered hole.

She produced the Sissy Trainer plug and told him his hole needs preparation.


Chapter 6: Trainer Plugged

Kael stood trembling in the center of the private executive suite, the thick disposable diaper crinkling loudly with every tiny shift of his weight. The bulky padding forced his smooth, shaved thighs apart in a permanent, infantile waddle. Beneath the plush white shell, his steel cock cage throbbed uselessly, trapped and leaking into the powder-dusted interior. The pink lace bra still hugged his chest, and the platinum blonde wig framed a face heavy with full makeup - glossy rose-pink lips, smoky eyes now slightly widened with fresh panic, and rosy cheeks that burned hotter than ever.

Liora stood behind him, statuesque and commanding, her emerald silk blouse stretched tight over full breasts, nipples visibly hard. In one gloved hand she held the sleek black Sissy Trainer plug, its silicone surface glistening with thick, clear lubricant. The flared heart-shaped base caught the light, promising both invasion and ownership.

“Bend over the desk,” she ordered, voice low and velvet-rough with arousal. “Ass out. Legs spread.”

Kael’s glossy lips parted in a shaky breath. He shuffled forward, the diaper rustling obscenely - crinkle-crinkle-crinkle - with every awkward step. The padding compressed and shifted between his legs, rubbing constantly against the steel cage and his smooth balls. He reached the wide mahogany desk, placed his manicured hands on the cool surface, and bent at the waist. The position pushed his padded ass out toward her, the thick diaper stretching tight across his cheeks. His platinum hair fell forward, brushing the desk, and a few strands stuck to his slightly damp forehead where nerves had begun to smudge his perfect makeup.

Liora stepped close, one hand resting possessively on the crinkling plastic of his lower back. She used the other to tug the diaper’s rear waistband downward just enough to expose the smooth, powdered cleft of his ass. Cool air kissed his virgin hole, making it twitch involuntarily.

“Look at that pretty little pucker,” she murmured, tracing one latex-covered finger through the baby powder. “So smooth. So untouched. But not for long.”

She squeezed a fresh dollop of lube directly onto his hole, the cool gel making Kael gasp. Her finger circled the tight ring slowly, spreading the slickness, pressing lightly without entering yet. The sensation was maddening - gentle pressure mixed with the constant loud crinkling of the diaper every time his hips twitched.

“Relax, sissy,” she cooed, though her voice dripped with dark delight. “This plug is going to train your hole to stay open and ready for me. Every minute it’s inside you, you’ll remember who owns this body now.”

She pressed the tip of the Sissy Trainer plug against his entrance. The blunt, lubed head felt enormous against his virgin tightness. Kael whimpered, fingers curling against the desk as she began to push. The plug stretched him slowly, inexorably, the silicone sliding in inch by careful inch. His ring burned with the intrusion, muscles clenching instinctively around the invading girth.

“Push back against it,” Liora instructed, her free hand stroking the back of his diaper in soothing circles that only made the plastic rustle louder. “Let it in. Good girls take their trainers.”

Kael moaned, the sound high and feminine thanks to the wig and makeup. He tried to obey, bearing down as the plug advanced. The thickest part stretched him wide, forcing his hole to open obscenely. The diaper crinkled furiously with every involuntary clench and shift of his hips. Pre-cum pulsed from his caged cock, soaking deeper into the padding. His glossy pink lips were smudged where he had bitten them, mascara faintly blurred at the corners of his eyes from the strain and humiliated tears that threatened to fall.

Deeper. The plug sank further, the pressure building until the widest section finally popped past his resisting ring. Kael cried out, a broken, needy sound that echoed in the suite. His knees buckled slightly, the diaper rustling loudly as his legs trembled.

“Almost there,” Liora breathed, clearly aroused. Her own thighs pressed together beneath her pencil skirt, the scent of her wetness faint but unmistakable beneath the baby powder. She twisted the plug gently, working it in the final inch until the flared heart-shaped base nestled snugly between his cheeks, flush against the diaper’s interior.

The fullness was immediate and overwhelming. The plug pressed relentlessly against his prostate, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through his denied cock. Every tiny movement caused the silicone to shift inside him, rubbing that sensitive spot while the bulky diaper compressed everything into one constant, crinkling prison.

Liora pulled the diaper’s waistband back up, taping it even tighter than before so the padding molded firmly around the base of the plug. The heart shape created a slight, obscene bulge at the seat of the diaper - visible only if someone looked closely, but unmistakable to Kael with every crinkle.

“Stand up straight,” she commanded.

Kael pushed himself upright on shaky legs. The plug shifted deep inside him with the movement, pressing hard against his prostate and forcing a fresh spurt of pre-cum into the already damp padding. The diaper crinkled loudly - sharp, rhythmic plastic sounds that filled the room as he tried to find his balance. His feminized reflection in the nearby mirror showed a pathetic sight: platinum hair tousled, makeup slightly smudged around the eyes and lips, lace bra still in place, and a massively thick, noisy diaper hugging his hips. The plug made his stance even more awkward, forcing a wider waddle.

Liora circled him slowly, admiring her work. One hand cupped the front of the diaper, pressing the padding firmly against the steel cage while her other hand reached behind to tap the base of the plug through the plastic. Each tap sent jolts through Kael’s body, making him moan and crinkle.

“Feel that?” she purred, leaning in close so her breasts brushed his back. “That constant fullness? That’s your new normal. The plug stays seated deep in your sissy hole, training you to stay open and eager. Every crinkle, every step, every time you sit or bend - you’ll feel it pressing against your prostate, reminding you what a helpless, diapered pansy you’ve become.”

She gave the plug another firm push through the diaper, grinding it deeper. Kael’s knees nearly gave out, a high-pitched whimper escaping his glossy lips as fresh pre-cum flooded the diaper.

Liora’s breathing was ragged with arousal. She stepped back, smoothing her skirt, though her hardened nipples and flushed bronze skin betrayed how much she was enjoying his descent.

“Tomorrow morning you have an important meeting with the senior team,” she said calmly, as if discussing ordinary business. “You will attend in your suit, fully made-up, diapered, caged, and plugged. The crinkle will be your constant companion. No one else will know - yet - but you will feel every humiliating detail with every breath.”

She leaned in one last time, her lips brushing the shell of his ear.

She set a meeting for tomorrow and warned him the plug stays in.


Chapter 7: Warmth Spreads

Kael sat rigidly in the leather chair of the private executive conference room, the thick disposable diaper crinkling softly beneath his tailored charcoal suit with every tiny shift of his weight. The platinum blonde wig had been carefully pinned and styled into a sleek, professional updo that still framed his fully made-up face - smoky eyes, rosy cheeks, and glossy rose-pink lips that trembled with barely contained panic. Beneath the crisp white shirt and suit jacket, the pink lace bra hugged his smooth chest, nipples stiff against the delicate fabric. The steel cock cage bit relentlessly into his throbbing, denied shaft, while the Sissy Trainer plug nestled deep inside him, its flared base pressing firmly against the padded seat of his diaper.

He had barely slept the night before. Every movement in bed had produced a constant symphony of crinkling plastic, the bulky padding shifting and rustling around his plugged hole and caged cock. The plug had pressed mercilessly against his prostate with every breath, keeping him in a state of aching, leaking arousal without release. By morning the inner padding was already damp with pre-cum, and now, hours later, the pressure in his bladder had grown unbearable.

The strategy session was supposed to be routine - reviewing the latest acquisition targets with three senior managers seated around the long mahogany table. Liora presided at the head, statuesque and flawless in a fitted crimson silk blouse and black pencil skirt, her amber eyes occasionally flicking toward Kael with quiet, knowing amusement. She looked every bit the powerful new owner, while he fought to maintain the illusion of the competent executive.

“...and the Q3 projections show a potential twelve percent uplift if we streamline the supply chain,” one manager was saying, gesturing at the projected spreadsheets on the screen.

Kael nodded mechanically, trying to focus on the numbers. But the plug shifted inside him as he leaned forward slightly, grinding against his prostate and sending a fresh jolt of unwanted pleasure through his body. His bladder ached, full and heavy after the large coffee he had desperately downed earlier to stay alert. The diaper felt warm and bulky between his thighs, the baby powder scent faint but ever-present beneath his suit. Every small movement caused the plastic to rustle - soft, telltale crinkles that he prayed no one else could hear.

Liora’s gaze lingered on him a moment too long, her full lips curving into the faintest smile. She knew. Of course she knew.

The pressure built relentlessly. Kael squeezed his thighs together, the thick padding compressing around his caged cock and the plug. A sharp twinge shot through his bladder. He tried to clench, to hold it, but the plug made every muscle contraction feel different - deeper, more intimate, more humiliating. His smooth, shaved skin was slick with nervous sweat beneath the diaper.

Another wave hit him, stronger this time. His cock twitched uselessly in its steel prison as the need became desperate, urgent. He shifted again in his chair, and the diaper crinkled louder - crinkle-crinkle - drawing a quick glance from one of the managers before the man looked away, puzzled.

Liora leaned back in her chair, crossing her long legs with deliberate grace. “Kael, your thoughts on the European expansion?”

Her voice was calm, professional, but her amber eyes burned with dark hunger as she watched him struggle.

Kael opened his mouth to speak, but at that exact moment the pressure crested. A hot, uncontrollable spurt escaped him. Warm urine flooded into the diaper, soaking the front padding in a sudden, gushing rush. The wetness spread rapidly, the absorbent core swelling and growing heavier between his legs. He froze, eyes widening, glossy pink lips parting in a silent gasp as the warmth continued to flow. He couldn’t stop it. The stream strengthened, soaking the diaper thoroughly, the plastic shell growing warm and squishy against his smooth thighs and caged cock.

The sensation was devastatingly intimate. The thick padding swelled, sagging slightly under the weight of his accident, the wetness indicators beginning to change color beneath the plastic. Every tiny movement now produced a louder, wetter crinkle mixed with the unmistakable squish of a soaked diaper. His plugged hole clenched around the Sissy Trainer, the fullness intensifying the humiliation as warm piss continued to trickle out in smaller, helpless spurts.

Kael’s face burned beneath the makeup, a deep crimson flush visible even through the foundation. His mascaraed eyes glistened with humiliated tears as he fought to keep his voice steady. “I… I think the European markets are… viable with the right… adjustments.”

The words came out breathy and slightly high-pitched. The managers nodded, oblivious, but Liora’s smile deepened. She knew exactly what had just happened. Her thighs pressed together beneath the table, nipples tightening visibly against her crimson blouse as she watched her once-arrogant CEO helplessly wet himself like a toddler in the middle of a board meeting.

The warmth spread everywhere - around his caged cock, under his balls, up toward the small of his back. The diaper grew heavier, bulkier, the soggy padding pressing the plug even deeper against his prostate with every subtle shift. Each breath caused a soft, squelching crinkle that only he could fully hear, but the knowledge that Liora was aware made it infinitely worse. His cock strained desperately in its steel tube, leaking fresh pre-cum that mixed with the warm piss, creating a sticky, degrading mess inside the diaper.

Liora let the meeting continue for several more minutes, occasionally asking Kael direct questions just to watch him squirm. Every time he answered, the soaked diaper squished audibly beneath him, the wetness warm and constant against his smooth skin. The plug kept up its relentless pressure, turning the humiliation into a twisted, throbbing arousal that left him dizzy and ashamed.

When the session finally wrapped, the managers filed out, leaving Kael alone with Liora in the conference room.

She rose slowly, circling the table with predatory grace until she stood behind his chair. One hand rested on his shoulder while the other slid down to press firmly against the front of his suit trousers, right over the bulky, soaked diaper beneath.

“Mmm,” she purred, voice thick with arousal. “Someone had a little accident during the meeting, didn’t she? Feel how warm and heavy that diaper is now. All that hot piss soaking into your pretty padding while you tried so hard to pretend you were still in control.”

Kael whimpered, the sound soft and feminine. The pressure of her hand made the soggy diaper squish loudly, pushing the warm mess against his caged cock and the base of the plug. Fresh tears threatened to spill, smudging his eyeliner further.

Liora leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “Good girl for holding it as long as you could. But from now on, you don’t hold it. You use your diaper like the helpless sissy you are. And tomorrow…”

She straightened, her amber eyes gleaming with dark promise as she smoothed her skirt.

She schedules a public board meeting and mentions a new toy for it.


Chapter 8: Boardroom Buzz

Kael stood at the head of the long mahogany boardroom table, heart hammering against his ribs as twenty senior executives and department heads stared back at him. The platinum blonde wig was styled into a sleek, professional bun, but beneath the carefully applied makeup - smoky eyes now slightly glassy, glossy rose-pink lips trembling - his face burned with humiliated heat. His tailored navy suit looked impeccable from the outside, but underneath was pure degradation.

A fresh, extra-thick disposable diaper hugged his hips, even bulkier than yesterday’s soaked one. The padding was obscenely plush, forcing his smooth thighs apart in a noticeable waddle. Taped on extra tight after Liora had changed him that morning, the new diaper crinkled loudly with every tiny movement, its reinforced core ready for whatever fresh humiliation she had planned. The steel cock cage remained locked tight around his throbbing, denied shaft, while the Sissy Trainer plug had been removed only to be replaced by something far more insidious: a smooth, egg-shaped remote vibrator now nestled deep inside his lubed hole, pressing firmly against his prostate.

Liora sat at the far end of the table, statuesque and flawless in a tailored charcoal silk blouse and tight pencil skirt, her amber eyes fixed on him with predatory delight. Her phone rested casually on the table beside her notepad, thumb hovering near the screen.

“Begin, Kael,” she said smoothly, voice never rising. “Present the Q4 restructuring plan. We’re all very interested in your… insights.”

Kael swallowed hard, the taste of his glossy lipstick faint on his tongue. He clicked the remote for the presentation slides, the first chart glowing on the large screen behind him.

“As you can see, the proposed cost reductions in operations will yield - ”

A low, powerful buzz erupted deep inside him.

The vibrating egg came alive at the lowest setting, pulsing steadily against his prostate. Kael’s voice cracked mid-sentence, his knees nearly buckling. The thick diaper crinkled sharply as his hips jerked involuntarily. The sensation was immediate and devastating - intense vibrations radiating through his core, milking his prostate while the steel cage kept his cock brutally trapped and unable to harden fully.

He gripped the edge of the table, manicured nails digging into the wood. “ - will yield approximately… ah… fifteen percent savings in the first quarter.”

Liora’s thumb tapped her phone. The vibrations intensified, shifting from steady pulses to a rapid, fluttering pattern that made his plugged hole clench helplessly around the buzzing toy. Warm pre-cum leaked steadily from his caged cock, soaking into the front of the thick diaper. The padding grew damp and warm, the heavy bulk shifting and rustling with every tremor of his body.

The board members shifted in their seats, a few exchanging puzzled glances at his sudden breathiness, but no one dared interrupt the new owner’s favorite.

Kael tried to continue, voice growing higher and shakier. “The… the supply chain optimization will require… nnngh… reallocating resources from - ”

Another tap from Liora. The egg surged to full power.

The vibrations became a relentless, throbbing assault. Kael’s eyes widened, glossy lips parting in a silent gasp as the toy buzzed furiously against his prostate. Pleasure slammed through him in waves, forcing his caged cock to strain painfully against the steel tube. His balls drew tight, heavy and aching inside the soaked front of the diaper. The thick padding compressed around his denied manhood, the constant crinkling now mixed with wet squishing sounds as more pre-cum flooded the absorbent core.

He was going to cum. Right here. In front of the entire board.

His thighs trembled, the bulky diaper forcing them apart as he fought the rising orgasm. Sweat beaded on his forehead, threatening to smear his foundation. His voice cracked again, coming out in a breathy, feminine whimper.

“Reallocating… from marketing… to… oh god… to production…”

Liora watched him with open arousal, her bronze cheeks flushed, nipples hard points against her silk blouse. She kept one hand beneath the table, subtly pressing her thighs together as she controlled the remote with the other. Every time Kael’s presentation faltered, she increased the intensity, then dialed it back just enough to keep him teetering on the edge without tipping over.

The egg buzzed mercilessly, sending electric shocks of unwanted ecstasy through his plugged ass and straight to his locked cock. The thick diaper amplified every sensation - the warm, squishy padding rubbing against his cage, the constant loud crinkling announcing his shame with every involuntary hip twitch. He could feel the wetness spreading, the diaper growing heavier as his body leaked helplessly.

One of the executives cleared his throat. “Kael, are you feeling alright? You seem… flushed.”

Kael forced a smile, lips glossy and trembling. “Just… a touch of nerves with the new ownership structure. Continuing - ”

Liora tapped again. The vibrations switched to a brutal, patterned rhythm - long, deep pulses followed by rapid flutters that targeted his prostate with ruthless precision. Kael’s knees buckled slightly. He gripped the table harder, a soft, high-pitched moan escaping before he could choke it back. The sound was unmistakably feminine, thanks to the wig and makeup.

The orgasm built like a tidal wave. His caged cock pulsed violently inside the steel prison, the ring biting into his smooth balls. Pre-cum poured out in thick strands, completely soaking the front of the diaper. The vibrations pushed him right to the brink, muscles clenching around the buzzing egg as his body screamed for release.

He was so close. So humiliatingly close.

Liora’s amber eyes locked onto his, dark with lust. She held him there, teetering, for what felt like an eternity - letting the entire board watch their once-arrogant CEO struggle and whimper through his presentation while secretly buzzing on the edge of a ruined, diapered orgasm.

Just as Kael felt the first uncontrollable spasms begin deep in his core, Liora dialed the remote down to the lowest setting. The vibrations softened to a teasing hum, keeping him aching and desperate but denying the final push.

Kael gasped, nearly collapsing against the table. His legs shook violently, the thick, soaked diaper squishing and crinkling loudly in the sudden quiet. A few board members frowned, but Liora smoothly took over.

“Thank you, Kael. Excellent overview. We’ll discuss the details further in private.”

The meeting ended in a murmur of confusion and polite applause. As the executives filed out, Liora remained seated, watching Kael with predatory satisfaction. His makeup was slightly smudged, lips bitten glossy and swollen, eyes glassy with unshed tears and denied need. The heavy, piss-and-pre-cum-soaked diaper sagged between his thighs, the constant wet crinkling impossible to hide as he tried to stand straight.

When the last person left and the door clicked shut, Liora rose gracefully.

She crossed the room in three slow strides, grabbed Kael firmly by the wrist, and dragged him toward the private executive office adjacent to the boardroom.

After the meeting she drags him to her office for the next level of restraint.


Chapter 9: Cuffed Service

Kael stumbled into Liora’s private executive office, dragged by a firm grip on his wrist. The thick, swollen diaper sagged heavily between his thighs, the plastic shell visibly bulging beneath the tailored navy suit trousers that no longer hid the infantile shame. Every hurried step produced a loud, wet crinkle and squish - warm piss and thick ropes of pre-cum from the boardroom buzzing still soaking the absorbent core. The remote vibrating egg continued its low, teasing hum deep inside his hole, pressed mercilessly against his prostate by the heavy padding. His steel cock cage strained painfully, the trapped shaft pulsing uselessly, leaking without end.

His makeup was a mess. Smoky eyes smudged with nervous tears, glossy rose-pink lips swollen and bitten, platinum blonde wig slightly askew from the tension of the meeting. Beneath the suit, the pink lace bra still cupped his smooth chest, nipples hard and aching.

Liora shut the heavy door behind them with a decisive click and locked it. She turned, statuesque and radiating raw sexual power in her charcoal silk blouse and pencil skirt. Her bronze skin glowed with arousal, amber eyes dark and hungry, full breasts rising and falling with each controlled breath. A visible wet spot had formed on the front of her skirt where she had been grinding against her own hand during the meeting.

“On your knees, sissy,” she ordered, voice low and velvet-rough.

Kael dropped instantly, the thick diaper compressing with a loud, soggy crinkle as his padded ass met his heels. The vibrating egg surged slightly deeper with the impact, forcing a whimper from his glossy lips. Fresh pre-cum spurted into the already ruined diaper.

Liora stepped close, towering over him. She reached into her desk drawer and produced a pair of sleek stainless steel handcuffs. The metal clicked coldly as she circled behind him.

“Wrists together. Behind your back.”

He obeyed, lacing his manicured fingers at the small of his back. The click of the cuffs was final and chilling, locking his arms tightly behind him. The position thrust his lace-covered chest forward and pushed his padded crotch out obscenely. With his hands immobilized, he was completely helpless - mouth, face, and body offered up for her use.

Liora unzipped her pencil skirt and let it slide down her powerful legs, revealing black lace panties already soaked through. She peeled them aside, exposing her smooth, glistening pussy. The scent of her arousal was strong - musky, feminine, intoxicating. Her clit was swollen, lips puffy and wet.

She grabbed a fistful of his platinum blonde hair and yanked his face forward.

“Open that pretty painted mouth.”

Kael parted his glossy lips. Liora wasted no time. She pulled his head between her thighs and ground her dripping cunt against his face. The taste of her flooded his mouth - hot, tangy, slick. She used him roughly, hips rocking as she smeared her juices across his ruined makeup.

“Good girl,” she moaned, voice thick with pleasure. “That’s it. Use that sissy tongue. Lick me properly.”

Kael obeyed as best he could with his hands cuffed behind him. His tongue lapped desperately at her folds, circling her clit, plunging into her tight heat. The vibrating egg continued its relentless buzz inside him, milking his prostate with every movement of his head. His caged cock throbbed violently, leaking in thick, helpless pulses that soaked further into the swollen diaper. The heavy padding sagged and squished between his spread knees, the loud wet crinkling mixing with the obscene sounds of his mouth servicing her.

Liora’s grip tightened in his hair, guiding him exactly where she wanted. She rode his face harder, her powerful thighs squeezing his cheeks. Juices ran down his chin, smearing his foundation and lipstick into a glossy, humiliating mess. Her moans grew louder, low and throaty, as she watched the once-arrogant CEO reduced to a handcuffed, diapered fucktoy.

“Look at you,” she gasped between thrusts of her hips. “Leaking like a desperate little whore in your thick, pissy diaper while you eat my cunt. That egg is still buzzing away, isn’t it? Keeping you right on the edge, cock locked and useless.”

Kael could only whimper into her pussy, the vibrations driving him mad. His trapped shaft strained against the steel cage, the ring biting into his smooth balls. Every lap of his tongue sent fresh waves of pre-cum flooding the diaper, the warm, heavy mess shifting and squelching with every rock of his body. The crinkling was constant and loud in the quiet office - wet, degrading proof of his total loss of control.

Liora’s pleasure built rapidly. She ground her clit against his tongue, using his nose for additional pressure. Her free hand reached down to pinch one of her own nipples through the silk blouse, moaning louder as she approached the edge.

“Yes… just like that… don’t you dare stop, pansy.”

Her orgasm hit hard. Her thighs clamped around his head, body shuddering as she flooded his mouth with hot, slick release. She cried out, a deep, satisfied groan that echoed off the walls while she rode his face through every pulsing wave. Kael swallowed frantically, choking on her cum, his own denied cock twitching wildly in its prison.

When she finally released his hair, Kael gasped for air, face glistening with her juices, makeup completely destroyed - lipstick smeared across his cheeks, mascara running in black streaks, foundation streaked and patchy. The platinum wig was disheveled, strands sticking to his wet skin.

Liora stepped back, breathing heavily, a satisfied smile on her flushed face. She looked down at the pathetic sight before her: a handcuffed sissy on her knees, thick swollen diaper sagging obscenely between spread thighs, face painted with her cum and ruined cosmetics, the faint buzz of the vibrating egg still audible in the quiet room.

She reached down and patted the front of his diaper firmly, feeling the heavy, warm, squishy mess inside.

“Soaked again,” she purred. “Leaking helplessly while you serviced me. Such a perfect little diaper slut.”

Kael whimpered, hips twitching uselessly. The cuffs kept his hands trapped behind him, preventing any relief. The vibrating egg continued its torment, keeping him aching and desperate.

Liora crouched slightly, tilting his chin up with one finger so their eyes met. Her amber gaze was dark with promise.

She promises leg restraints and a proper change tomorrow.


Chapter 10: Legs Spread

Kael lay on his back on the padded changing table in Liora’s private executive suite, wrists still faintly bruised from the previous day’s handcuffs. The marks were fading to soft purple shadows against his smooth, shaved skin, a lingering reminder of how completely helpless he had been while servicing her. His platinum blonde wig was slightly tousled, makeup mostly cleaned but with faint streaks of yesterday’s mascara still visible beneath his eyes. The pink lace bra remained on his chest, nipples stiff and sensitive from constant teasing.

Between his spread thighs rested the aftermath of the previous night: a massively swollen, heavy overnight diaper. The thick plastic shell was warm and sagging, the front heavily yellowed from multiple uncontrolled wettings during his sleepless, plugged hours. The padding had swollen to nearly twice its original thickness, squishing wetly with every shallow breath. The remote vibrating egg had finally been removed, but the constant pressure and denial had left his steel-caged cock leaking steadily into the mess.

Liora stood beside the table, statuesque and commanding in a fitted black silk blouse and pencil skirt, her amber eyes gleaming with clinical hunger. She snapped on a fresh pair of black latex gloves with a sharp, deliberate sound that made Kael’s caged cock twitch inside its warm, pissy prison.

“Legs up and open,” she ordered softly.

Kael obeyed, lifting his hips as best he could. The soaked diaper crinkled and squelched loudly. Liora slid a thick spreader bar beneath his knees, securing the padded leather cuffs around each thigh just above the knee. She adjusted the bar to its widest setting, forcing his smooth, hairless legs wide apart in an obscene, vulnerable V. His padded ass lifted slightly off the table, the heavy, warm diaper fully exposed and sagging between his spread cheeks. The position left him completely open - no way to close his legs, no way to hide the disgusting, swollen state of his diaper.

The spreader bar clicked into its final lock with a metallic finality. Kael’s breath hitched, glossy lips parting as the cool air kissed the exposed skin around the leg gathers of the diaper.

Liora’s gloved hands moved with slow, intimate precision. She untaped the soaked diaper one side at a time, the loud rips echoing in the quiet suite. The front panel peeled away heavily, releasing a strong wave of warm, ammoniac baby-powder-and-piss scent. The inner padding was dark yellow and sodden, clinging to his steel cage and smooth balls in a sticky, humiliating mess. Long strings of cooled pre-cum mixed with the urine stretched between his caged cock and the diaper as she pulled it fully open.

“Look at this disgusting mess,” she murmured, voice thick with arousal. “My pretty sissy soaked herself all night like a helpless infant. That heavy overnight diaper did its job, didn’t it?”

She used warm wipes to clean him thoroughly, starting at his smooth inner thighs and working inward. The wipes were clinical yet teasing - slow circles around the base of the steel cage, gentle strokes along the underside of his trapped shaft, careful attention to the sensitive skin behind his balls. Each pass made Kael whimper and twitch, the spreader bar keeping him splayed wide and unable to escape her touch.

When his skin was clean and glistening, she powdered him generously. Thick clouds of sweet baby powder rained down over his caged cock, heavy balls, and smooth ass. Her gloved fingers rubbed it in deeply, massaging the talc into every crease, between his cheeks, and around the base of his cage until his entire groin was silky and fragrant. The cool powder contrasted sharply with the lingering warmth of the used diaper, making his skin tingle.

Liora slid a fresh, even thicker overnight diaper beneath his raised hips. This one was bulkier than the last - extra-high waist, reinforced padding, and extra-wide tapes. The plastic backing crinkled loudly as she positioned it. She brought the front up between his spread legs, pressing the plush padding firmly against his steel cage and powdered balls. The bulk was immediate and overwhelming, forcing his thighs even wider against the spreader bar.

She taped it with slow, deliberate pulls - first the bottom tapes, cinching them tight so the leg gathers sealed snugly around his smooth thighs, then the top tapes, pulling the waistband high and secure around his hips. The finished diaper was massive, a thick, white, crinkling pillow between his legs that made any movement impossible without loud, obvious noise. The spreader bar kept everything perfectly displayed.

But Liora wasn’t finished.

She reached for a bottle of clear lube and a pair of thin latex gloves. “Time to edge my locked little pansy.”

Her gloved fingers wrapped around the steel tube of the cock cage. She stroked slowly, teasing the exposed head where it protruded from the end of the tube. Pre-cum oozed freely, slicking her fingers as she worked the sensitive glans in slow, deliberate circles. The spreader bar held him open, forcing him to feel every touch with maximum vulnerability.

Kael moaned loudly, hips trying to buck but restricted by the bar and the heavy diaper. The thick padding compressed and rustled with every desperate twitch. Liora kept her pace torturously slow, edging him mercilessly - bringing him right to the brink of orgasm inside the unforgiving steel, then stopping completely until the desperate throbbing subsided, only to start again.

Over and over she repeated the cycle. Her free hand occasionally pressed on the front of the fresh diaper, squishing the thick padding against his caged cock while her fingers continued their cruel work on the exposed head. The combination of the heavy, warm diaper, the spreader bar holding him obscenely open, and her skilled edging left Kael a whimpering, babbling mess.

“Please… please, Liora… I can’t… I need - ”

“You need nothing except what I allow,” she purred, eyes dark with lust. Her own nipples were diamond-hard against her blouse, thighs clenched as she watched him suffer so beautifully. “Feel how full that heavy diaper is already? How it cradles your useless locked cock while I play with you? This is your life now - edged, denied, and padded.”

She brought him to the edge five more times, each one more intense than the last. By the final edge, Kael was crying softly, tears cutting fresh tracks through what remained of his makeup, body trembling violently against the spreader bar. His caged cock pulsed wildly, leaking in thick, continuous streams that were quickly absorbed by the fresh overnight diaper, turning the front warm and slightly damp once more.

Finally, Liora stepped back, peeling off her gloves with a satisfied snap. She left the spreader bar locked in place, keeping his legs wide and the massive diaper fully on display.

She moved to a nearby cabinet and returned holding a large, realistic strap-on cock - thick, veined, and already glistening with lube. The harness was black leather, designed to sit comfortably around her powerful hips. She stepped into it slowly, adjusting the straps with deliberate grace until the thick silicone shaft jutted obscenely from her pelvis, bobbing heavily with every movement.

Liora looked down at her spread, diapered, trembling sissy with dark, possessive hunger.

She straps on her cock and tells him his real fucking starts now.


Chapter 11: Strapped Deep

Kael lay helplessly on the padded changing table, legs forced wide apart by the rigid spreader bar locked around his thighs. The fresh, extra-thick overnight diaper crinkled loudly beneath him, its plush padding already warm and slightly damp from the merciless edging session. His smooth, powdered groin was sealed tightly inside the bulky white shell, the steel cock cage pressing firmly against the absorbent core. Platinum blonde wig askew, makeup streaked with tears and remnants of yesterday’s service, pink lace bra still hugging his chest - every inch of him screamed total surrender.

Liora stood between his spread legs, the thick, veined strap-on cock jutting aggressively from her harness. The realistic silicone shaft glistened with fresh lube, easily eight inches long and girthy enough to stretch him open. Her statuesque body radiated raw power - bronze skin flushed with arousal, full breasts straining the black silk blouse, amber eyes burning with dark lust as she looked down at her diapered, cuffed, spread sissy.

“Time to fuck my pretty little pansy properly,” she purred, voice low and thick with hunger.

She reached down and untaped the front of the heavy diaper just enough to peel the waistband downward, exposing his smooth, powdered ass and the tight pucker of his hole. The spreader bar kept everything perfectly accessible. Liora squeezed a generous amount of thick lube directly onto his entrance, then coated the strap-on liberally, stroking the shaft slowly as if it were real.

Kael whimpered, hips twitching uselessly against the bar. The thick diaper rustled and squished with every small movement, the warm padding cradling his locked cock while leaving his hole vulnerable.

Liora pressed the blunt head of the strap-on against his powdered hole and pushed.

The stretch was immediate and intense. Kael gasped sharply as the thick head breached his ring, forcing him open wider than the plug ever had. The spreader bar prevented him from closing his legs or shifting away. Inch by slow, relentless inch, Liora fed the silicone cock into his body, the veined shaft dragging against his inner walls and pressing hard against his prostate.

“Nngh… oh fuck… it’s too big…” Kael moaned, glossy lips parted, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes.

“It’s exactly what you need,” Liora growled, gripping his powdered hips as she sank deeper. “Take every inch like the sissy whore you are.”

She didn’t stop until the harness pressed flush against the back of the thick diaper, the entire length buried inside him. The fullness was overwhelming - his hole stretched obscenely around the girthy shaft, prostate crushed under constant pressure. The heavy diaper crinkled loudly as his body adjusted, the plastic shell shifting with every shallow breath.

Liora began to thrust.

Slow at first, deep, grinding strokes that made the strap-on drag along his prostate with every withdrawal and slam home again. The spreader bar rattled with each powerful movement, the thick diaper squishing and rustling in a constant, humiliating symphony. Kael’s caged cock leaked helplessly into the padding, the steel tube filling with pre-cum as the relentless prostate pounding sent sparks of unwanted pleasure through his denied body.

Liora’s pace quickened. Her powerful hips snapped forward, fucking him with long, thorough strokes that bottomed out every time. The wet, obscene sounds of lubed silicone pounding into his ass mixed with the loud crinkling of the diaper and Kael’s broken, feminine moans.

“Yes… take it,” she groaned, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. The base of the strap-on rubbed perfectly against her clit with every thrust, her own arousal building rapidly. “Feel how deep I’m fucking you? This is what your hole was made for - my cock, your thick diaper, and total surrender.”

She reached down and pressed firmly on the front of the diaper, squishing the warm padding against his steel cage while she continued pounding into him. The dual sensation - external pressure on his locked cock and the deep, rhythmic hammering against his prostate - drove Kael wild. He thrashed against the spreader bar, crying out in high, desperate whimpers as she railed him mercilessly.

Liora’s breathing grew ragged. Her thrusts became harder, faster, more erratic as she chased her own climax. The strap-on pistoned in and out of his stretched hole, the flared base of the harness slapping wetly against the back of the diaper with every brutal stroke. Her full breasts bounced inside the silk blouse, nipples diamond-hard.

“I’m going to cum inside you, sissy,” she gasped, voice breaking with pleasure. “While your pathetic locked cock leaks into its diaper like a good girl.”

Her orgasm hit like a storm. Liora cried out loudly, a raw, triumphant moan that echoed through the suite as she slammed deep and ground the strap-on against his prostate. Her hips shuddered, thighs clenching as waves of intense pleasure ripped through her. She rode the orgasm hard, grinding and thrusting through every pulsing contraction, using Kael’s helpless body to prolong her ecstasy.

Kael sobbed with need, the constant pounding on his prostate pushing him right to the razor’s edge of orgasm. His caged cock strained violently inside the steel tube, pre-cum flooding the diaper in thick, desperate spurts, but the cage denied him any real release. The spreader bar kept him spread and open, forced to feel every second of her climax while his own was cruelly withheld.

Only when Liora’s shudders finally subsided did she reach down and unlock the front of the steel cock cage with the tiny key from around her neck. She didn’t remove the ring - just freed the tube.

“Cum for me,” she ordered, voice husky and commanding. “Now. While I’m still inside you.”

She resumed thrusting - short, brutal strokes aimed directly at his prostate. Kael screamed as the orgasm finally crashed over him. His freed cock erupted in powerful, hands-free spurts, painting the inside of the thick diaper with rope after rope of hot, pent-up cum. The heavy padding absorbed it all, growing even warmer and squishier as he came helplessly, hole clenching rhythmically around the thick strap-on buried deep inside him.

Liora kept fucking him through every spasm, milking every drop until he was a sobbing, twitching wreck on the table.

When it was finally over, she slowly withdrew the glistening strap-on, leaving his hole gaping and twitching. She retaped the heavy, cum-and-piss-soaked diaper tightly around his hips, sealing the massive, warm mess inside.

Kael lay there panting, legs still spread wide by the bar, body limp and spent.

Liora removed the spreader bar at last, but left the thick, ruined diaper in place. She cleaned the strap-on calmly, then turned to a nearby wardrobe.

She pulled out a frilly black-and-white sissy maid uniform - short, poofy skirt with layers of petticoats, white apron, lace-trimmed headpiece, and matching stockings.

She dresses him in the sissy maid uniform for office hours tomorrow.


Chapter 12: Maid In Public

Kael stood trembling in the center of Liora’s private executive suite, the short, frilly black-and-white sissy maid uniform hugging his feminized body like a humiliating second skin. The poofy skirt barely reached mid-thigh, layered with layers of stiff white petticoats that made it flare out obscenely, constantly threatening to flip up and expose what lay beneath. A crisp white apron tied in a large bow at his lower back, lace-trimmed cuffs adorned his wrists, and a matching lace headpiece sat atop his platinum blonde wig, which had been styled into soft curls that framed his heavily made-up face - dramatic smoky eyes, rosy blush, and glossy cherry-red lips. Sheer black stockings clung to his smooth, shaved legs, ending in towering black patent leather heels that forced him into an exaggerated, mincing sway.

Beneath the ridiculous outfit, the thick overnight diaper remained, now warm and heavy from another uncontrolled wetting during the night. The bulky padding was clearly visible whenever he moved, the white plastic shell peeking out from under the short skirt with every step. The steel cock cage had been relocked after his denied orgasm, pressing firmly into the soggy mess. His hole still ached faintly from yesterday’s thorough strapon fucking, a constant reminder of Liora’s ownership.

Liora circled him slowly, amber eyes dark with satisfaction. She wore her usual power attire - a fitted deep burgundy silk blouse and tight pencil skirt - but her nipples were already hard against the fabric, clearly aroused by the sight of her once-arrogant CEO reduced to a frilly maid.

“Perfect,” she purred, adjusting the bow at his back so the skirt flared even more. “Today you clean the entire executive floor. Every office, every hallway, every conference room. In these heels. While the staff watches. And you will do it with a smile on those pretty painted lips.”

Kael’s face burned crimson beneath the makeup. “Please… they’ll see - ”

“They’ll see exactly what you are now,” Liora interrupted, voice velvet-rough. “A diapered sissy maid who exists to serve. Now pick up the cleaning cart and get to work.”

She handed him a pink feather duster and a small cart loaded with supplies. The heels made every step a challenge - click-clack on the polished floors, ankles wobbling, hips swaying involuntarily. The short skirt bounced with each movement, the petticoats rustling loudly and frequently flashing the thick, crinkling diaper underneath. The heavy padding forced his thighs apart, creating an unmistakable infantile waddle that made the plastic shell rustle and squish with every mincing step.

The executive floor was bustling with mid-morning activity. Employees moved between offices, carrying tablets and coffee cups. The moment Kael stepped out of Liora’s suite pushing the cart, heads turned.

Whispers started immediately.

“Is that… Mr. Voss?”

“No way… look at the outfit.”

“Oh my god, is that a diaper?”

Kael’s glossy red lips trembled as he tried to keep his head down, focusing on dusting the first set of glass partitions. The heels forced him onto his toes, making his ass stick out and the short skirt ride up dangerously. Every time he bent over to wipe a lower surface, the petticoats flipped upward, fully exposing the bulky white diaper sagging between his smooth thighs. The plastic crinkled loudly in the quiet hallway, drawing more stares and muffled giggles.

A group of three female analysts paused near the water cooler, eyes wide.

“Fuck, she really broke him,” one whispered, not quietly enough.

“Look how thick it is… he must have wet it already.”

Kael’s caged cock twitched uselessly inside the warm, damp padding as humiliation flooded through him. The constant crinkling seemed deafening to his own ears, every step announcing his shame to the entire floor. His stockings whispered against each other, the heels clicking in humiliating rhythm as he moved from office to office, dusting shelves, wiping desks, vacuuming carpets - all while the short maid skirt bounced and flashed the diaper again and again.

Liora followed at a leisurely distance, occasionally correcting his posture with a firm hand on his lower back or a light smack to his padded ass that made the diaper squish audibly.

“Bend deeper, maid,” she commanded in one office. “I want that diaper on full display while you clean under the desk.”

Kael obeyed, cheeks burning, bending at the waist so the skirt rode completely up. The thick, yellowed front of the diaper was clearly visible to anyone passing the open door. Two male executives stopped in the hallway, staring openly before hurrying away with shocked laughter.

The whispers grew bolder as the morning wore on.

“He used to fire people for breathing wrong.”

“Now he’s cleaning in a diaper and heels.”

“God, the crinkling is so loud…”

By the time he reached the main open-plan area, Kael’s legs ached from the heels, his makeup was slightly smudged from nervous sweat, and the diaper had grown even warmer and heavier from another small, uncontrollable leak triggered by the overwhelming humiliation. The padding squished wetly between his thighs with every waddle, the petticoats doing nothing to hide the obvious bulk.

Liora finally called him back to her private suite after three grueling hours of public cleaning.

“Corner time,” she announced, pointing to the empty corner of her office. “Nose to the wall, hands on your head, skirt lifted. Let that diaper breathe while you reflect on how far you’ve fallen.”

Kael shuffled to the corner, heels clicking pathetically. He lifted the short frilly skirt and petticoats with both hands, holding them high to fully expose the sagging, soaked diaper. The plastic backing gleamed under the office lights, the yellowed front and slightly browned rear impossible to miss. He pressed his nose to the cool wall, arms raised, the position making the diaper jut out obscenely behind him.

Liora sat at her desk, watching with visible arousal. She occasionally walked over to pat or squeeze the heavy, warm padding, making it squish loudly and drawing fresh whimpers from Kael.

“Such a good little maid,” she murmured, fingers tracing the leg gathers. “All those employees whispering about you. Seeing their former CEO waddling around in a wet diaper and frilly skirt. Does it make your locked cock leak even more?”

Kael could only nod miserably, tears threatening to spill and ruin his mascara further. The corner time stretched on for nearly an hour, every minute filled with the constant awareness of the crinkling, squishing diaper on display and the memory of all those staring eyes.

When she finally allowed him to lower his arms, Liora stepped close behind him, her body pressing against his back.

She announces a full staff presentation of his progress next week.


Chapter 13: Staff Show

Kael stood trembling in the center of the glass-walled executive conference room, the most humiliating version of the sissy maid uniform clinging to his feminized body like a cruel joke. The skirt was even shorter than before - barely covering the top of his thick, crinkling diaper - made of shiny black satin with layers of stiff, white ruffled petticoats that flared out dramatically and flipped up at the slightest movement. A frilly white apron tied in an enormous bow at his lower back did nothing to hide the bulk between his legs. Sheer black stockings with little white bows at the tops hugged his smooth thighs, ending in six-inch black patent stilettos that forced his ass out and made every step a mincing, wobbling embarrassment. The lace headpiece sat atop his platinum blonde wig, styled into bouncy pigtails with pink ribbons. His makeup was deliberately overdone: heavy black eyeliner, long false lashes, bright pink blush, and glossy, cock-sucking red lips that shone wetly under the bright lights.

Beneath the ridiculous outfit, a fresh, extra-thick disposable diaper hugged his hips, its white plastic shell clearly visible whenever the short skirt bounced. The steel cock cage was locked tight once more, and deep inside his powdered hole rested the Sissy Trainer plug - now upgraded with a remote-controlled vibrator that hummed at a low, teasing setting, pressing relentlessly against his prostate. Every tiny shift sent fresh crinkles through the diaper and soft vibrations through his core, keeping him leaking and desperate.

The entire executive floor had been invited to watch. Twenty carefully selected staff members - managers, analysts, and assistants who had once feared or envied Kael Voss - now stood in a semicircle outside the glass walls, eyes wide with shock, amusement, and open curiosity. The room’s glass panels made the humiliation total; there was nowhere to hide.

Liora stood behind the long mahogany desk, statuesque and commanding in a crisp white silk blouse and charcoal pencil skirt. In her right hand she held a long, thin rattan cane, flexing it slowly between her fingers. Her amber eyes gleamed with dark sexual pleasure as she looked at her broken sissy.

“Bend over the desk, maid,” she ordered, voice carrying clearly through the open glass doors. “Skirt up, diaper down. Present that padded ass to your former colleagues.”

Kael’s glossy red lips quivered. Tears already threatened to spill and ruin his heavy mascara. He shuffled forward in the towering heels, the petticoats rustling loudly and flashing the thick diaper with every step. The plug vibrated softly inside him, making his caged cock twitch and leak into the padding. He bent over the cool desktop, stretching his arms out in front of him, then reached back with shaking hands to lift the short skirt and petticoats high, fully exposing the bulky white diaper. The plastic shell gleamed under the lights, the heavy padding sagging slightly from a fresh morning wetting.

Liora stepped behind him and untaped the rear of the diaper with slow, deliberate pulls. The loud rips echoed in the silent room. She peeled the back panel downward, baring his smooth, powdered ass cheeks and the base of the vibrating plug nestled between them. The heart-shaped base glistened with lube and a hint of his own juices. She tapped the plug once, making it buzz louder for a moment and drawing a high, feminine whimper from Kael.

“Twenty strokes,” she announced to the watching staff. “For every arrogant decision he once made that hurt this company. Count them aloud, maid. Loud enough for everyone to hear.”

The first strike landed with a sharp thwack.

Kael cried out, body jerking forward on the desk. A bright red line bloomed across both cheeks. “One!”

The cane whistled again. Thwack. The second stroke landed just below the first, perfectly parallel. “Two!”

Each impact made the vibrating plug jolt deeper, grinding against his prostate. The thick diaper rustled and crinkled around his thighs as his legs trembled in the heels. His caged cock leaked steadily, soaking the front padding while the staff outside whispered and pointed.

Thwack. “Three!”

By the fifth stroke Kael was sobbing openly, tears cutting black mascara tracks down his rosy cheeks. His glossy red lips gasped and whimpered with every blow. The plug’s vibrations increased slightly - Liora controlling the remote with her free hand - turning the pain into a twisted, throbbing mix of agony and unwanted arousal. His ass burned bright red, crisscrossed with neat, angry welts that would bruise beautifully.

Thwack. “Ten!”

The watching staff had grown bolder. Some smirked, others filmed discreetly on their phones. A few women whispered behind their hands, eyes fixed on the exposed, plugged, diapered ass being caned so publicly.

Liora paused after the tenth stroke, running her palm over the hot, striped flesh. She pressed the vibrating plug deeper, grinding it against his prostate until Kael moaned loudly, hips twitching despite the pain.

“Listen to those pretty sounds,” she told the audience. “This is what happens when an arrogant CEO learns his proper place.”

She resumed the caning with renewed vigor. Each strike was harder, more precise. Kael’s voice grew hoarse and broken as he counted through sobs.

“Fifteen… ahh! Sixteen!”

By the final stroke his ass was a lattice of bright red welts, throbbing hotly. The plug buzzed steadily on a higher setting, forcing his caged cock to strain and leak in rhythm with the pain. The thick diaper hung open at the back, plastic crinkling with every shuddering breath.

Liora set the cane down and gently retaped the heavy diaper, sealing the burning stripes and vibrating plug inside the warm, crinkling padding. She helped Kael stand on shaky heels, his short skirt falling back into place but doing nothing to hide the obvious bulk or the way he winced with every movement.

“Now thank them,” she commanded softly, turning him to face the glass wall and the watching staff. “Thank every single person for witnessing your correction.”

Kael’s voice was small, tear-choked, and utterly feminine. “Thank you… for watching me get caned… Thank you for seeing what a pathetic sissy maid I’ve become… Thank you for knowing I deserve the diaper and the plug…”

The staff murmured in response - some clapping lightly, others laughing openly. Liora stood beside him, one hand resting possessively on his padded ass, squeezing the thick plastic so it crinkled loudly.

When the last thank-you left his glossy lips, Liora dismissed the audience with a graceful wave. The staff slowly dispersed, still whispering excitedly about the show they had just witnessed.

Alone with her again, Liora pulled Kael close, her body pressing against his back. She reached under the short skirt and patted the heavy, vibrating diaper firmly, feeling the heat of the welts through the padding.

“You did so well today, my little pansy,” she murmured against his ear, voice thick with lingering arousal. “Everyone saw exactly what you are now. And next week… the entire company will see even more.”

She kissed the side of his tear-streaked cheek, then guided him toward the door with a firm hand on his lower back.

She tells him tonight he sleeps in the nursery crib with the heaviest diaper yet.


Chapter 14: Heavy Night

Kael lay on his back in the oversized nursery crib that now dominated one corner of Liora’s private executive suite, the thick wooden bars rising high around him like a cage for an oversized infant. The room had been transformed overnight into a humiliating nursery - soft pastel walls, a mobile of little pink rattles turning slowly above him, and shelves lined with stacks of the thickest diapers imaginable. His body still burned from the public caning earlier that day. Bright red welts crisscrossed his smooth, powdered ass cheeks, throbbing hotly with every tiny shift.

The overnight diaper Liora had taped him into was monstrous - easily the thickest yet. Multiple layers of ultra-absorbent padding puffed out between his thighs, forcing his smooth legs wide apart in a permanent, helpless spread. The white plastic shell was reinforced with extra tapes and high waistbands that reached almost to his navel, the bulky front panel already slightly warm from a fresh, uncontrollable wetting he’d had while being locked in. The steel cock cage pressed firmly into the soggy core, his denied shaft leaking steadily into the plush padding. Deep inside his sore, striped hole, the vibrating Sissy Trainer plug hummed at a low, teasing setting, its heart-shaped base nestled snugly beneath the thick diaper.

His sissy maid uniform had been removed, replaced only by the pink lace bra and the massive diaper. The platinum blonde wig remained, curls slightly tousled, and his makeup - though smudged from tears - was still heavy: glossy red lips, long lashes, and rosy blush that made him look like a broken doll.

Liora approached the crib wearing only a sheer black silk robe that hung open, exposing her full, heavy breasts and the smooth, glistening folds of her pussy. Her bronze skin glowed under the soft nursery lights, amber eyes dark with possessive hunger. She lowered the side rail of the crib with a metallic click and climbed in beside him, the mattress dipping under her weight.

“Come here, baby,” she cooed, voice velvet-rough and dripping with maternal cruelty. She gathered him into her arms, guiding his head to her bare breast. “Time for your night feeding.”

Kael’s glossy lips parted instinctively as she pressed a stiff, dark nipple into his mouth. He latched on, sucking gently at first, then more desperately as warm, sweet milk - somehow provided for this exact ritual - began to flow across his tongue. The act was profoundly humiliating, his feminized face nuzzling against her soft breast while the thick diaper crinkled loudly between his forced-spread legs.

Liora sighed with pleasure, one hand cradling the back of his head while the other slipped down to the remote control for the plug. She tapped the screen.

The vibrations deepened.

The plug buzzed stronger against his sore, caned prostate, sending rhythmic pulses of unwanted pleasure through his body. Kael moaned around her nipple, the sound muffled and infantile. His caged cock throbbed painfully inside the massive, warm diaper, leaking fresh spurts of pre-cum that soaked deeper into the padding. The thick plastic shell rustled and squished with every tiny suckle and squirm.

“Good girl,” Liora murmured, stroking his platinum curls. “Suckle nicely while Mommy takes her pleasure.”

She increased the vibrations again, the plug now pulsing in strong, steady waves that made his striped ass clench around the silicone. The welts burned hotter with every contraction, mixing sharp pain with deep, prostate-driven ecstasy. Kael’s hips twitched uselessly against the bulky diaper, unable to close his legs, unable to gain any real friction. The heavy padding compressed and shifted, the constant loud crinkling filling the nursery.

Liora’s free hand slid between her own thighs. She began to rub slow circles over her swollen clit, her breathing growing heavier as she watched him nurse. Her nipple stiffened further in his mouth, milk flowing faster as her arousal built.

“Mmm… that’s it, baby. Feel the plug buzzing in your sore little hole while you drink from Mommy. Your pretty striped ass must be so tender. Every vibration makes those cane marks throb, doesn’t it?”

Kael whimpered around her breast, nodding weakly. Tears slipped from the corners of his eyes, smudging his mascara further. The plug’s relentless buzzing pushed him closer and closer to the edge, his locked cock straining desperately inside the steel tube and the thick, warm diaper. The massive padding forced his thighs so far apart that every movement felt exposed and infantile.

Liora’s fingers moved faster on her clit. She arched slightly, pressing her breast deeper into his mouth as her own pleasure mounted. The vibrations inside Kael intensified again, now a rapid, fluttering pattern that targeted his prostate mercilessly.

He was so close. The combination of nursing, the vibrating plug grinding against his sore insides, and the heavy, squishy diaper cradling his denied cock was driving him insane. Pre-cum poured from him in a steady leak, turning the front of the overnight diaper warm and heavy.

“Please…” he mumbled around her nipple, voice high and broken. “Please, Liora… let me cum… I need it…”

Liora laughed softly, a low, throaty sound full of cruel delight. She kept rubbing herself, hips rocking gently as she edged closer to her own orgasm.

“Not yet, baby. Mommy cums first. You only get to cum when you beg like the pathetic diapered sissy you are.”

She tapped the remote once more. The plug surged to its maximum setting, buzzing furiously inside him. Kael cried out, the sound vibrating against her breast as his body jerked in the crib. The thick diaper crinkled and squelched loudly with every helpless thrust of his hips. His welts burned, his prostate throbbed, and his caged cock pulsed violently without release.

Liora’s fingers flew over her clit. Her moans grew louder, breasts heaving as she rode her hand. She pressed Kael’s face tighter against her chest, smothering him in soft flesh and warm milk while she chased her climax.

“Yes… fuck… watch Mommy cum while you suffer in your thick diaper…”

Her orgasm hit hard. Liora cried out sharply, body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her pussy clenched visibly, juices coating her fingers as she ground against her hand. She kept the plug at full power the entire time, forcing Kael to feel every second of her ecstasy while his own release remained cruelly locked away.

When her shudders finally slowed, she eased the vibrations down to a low, teasing hum once more. Kael was sobbing openly now, face wet with milk and tears, body trembling in the massive diaper.

“Please… please, Liora… I’m begging you… let me cum… I’ll do anything… I’m your sissy… your pansy… just please let me cum in my diaper…”

Liora smiled down at him, satisfied and glowing. She finally reached down and unlocked the front of the steel cock cage, freeing his throbbing, leaking shaft while leaving the ring tight around his balls.

“Cum for Mommy, baby,” she whispered. “Make a big mess in that heavy overnight diaper while you nurse.”

She turned the plug back to full power.

Kael screamed around her nipple as the orgasm exploded through him. His cock erupted in powerful, hands-free spurts, flooding the thick padding with rope after rope of hot cum. The massive diaper swelled even more, growing warm and squishy as it absorbed everything. His striped ass clenched rhythmically around the buzzing plug, the welts flaring with fresh pain and pleasure. He kept suckling desperately through every pulsing wave, body convulsing in the crib, legs forced wide by the enormous diaper.

Liora held him close through the entire orgasm, stroking his hair and murmuring soft, degrading praise until the last weak spurts had soaked into the padding.

When he finally went limp, spent and sobbing, she gently removed her breast from his mouth and locked the cage back on. She retaped the now massively swollen, cum-and-piss-soaked diaper even tighter around his hips, sealing the warm, heavy mess against his skin.

Kael lay exhausted in the crib, legs spread wide by the bulk, body trembling with aftershocks.

Liora raised the side rail with a final, decisive click, locking him safely inside for the night. She leaned over the bars, looking down at her thoroughly broken sissy with dark, possessive affection.

She promises the final two days will break what little resistance remains.


Chapter 15: Overloaded

Kael lay exhausted and emotionally raw in the oversized nursery crib, the side rails locked high around him like prison bars for an overgrown infant. The monstrous overnight diaper was now massively swollen and warm between his forcibly spread thighs, heavy with layers of his own piss and the thick load of cum he had helplessly pumped into it during the nursing session. The welts from yesterday’s public caning still burned hot across his smooth ass cheeks, throbbing in time with his heartbeat. His platinum blonde wig was tousled, makeup streaked with dried tears, milk, and mascara. The pink lace bra remained on his chest, nipples already sore and sensitive from constant attention.

The vibrating Sissy Trainer plug was still buried deep inside him, humming at a low, teasing setting that kept constant pressure on his abused prostate. Every tiny shift of his hips produced a loud, wet crinkle and squish from the overloaded diaper.

Liora stood beside the crib, still wearing only the open black silk robe that framed her statuesque bronze body. Her amber eyes glowed with dark, insatiable hunger as she looked down at her creation. In her hands she held several new items: a pair of cruel metal nipple clamps connected by a delicate silver chain, a thick black blindfold, and the remote for the plug.

“Time to overload my pretty little pansy,” she murmured, lowering the crib rail once more. “We’re going to strip away whatever scraps of resistance are still left in that pretty head.”

She climbed in beside him, the mattress dipping under her weight. First came the blindfold. She slipped the thick black fabric over his eyes, tying it securely behind his head. The world went dark. Kael’s breathing immediately quickened, every other sense sharpening in the sudden absence of sight. The crinkling of the heavy diaper, the low buzz of the plug, and the scent of baby powder mixed with piss and cum became overwhelming.

Next, the nipple clamps.

Liora peeled down the cups of the pink lace bra, exposing his smooth, hairless chest. His nipples were already pebbled and tender. She licked each one slowly, teasing them with her tongue until they stood stiff and aching. Then she attached the first clamp.

The bite was sharp and immediate. Kael gasped loudly as the metal teeth sank into his sensitive nipple. The second clamp followed, sending a fresh jolt of pain straight to his caged cock. Liora gave the connecting chain a gentle tug, making both clamps pull at once. A high, feminine whimper escaped his glossy lips.

“Beautiful,” she purred. “Now the real fun begins.”

She turned the vibrating plug up to a medium setting. The buzzing intensified, grinding relentlessly against his sore, striped prostate. The combination of the clamps biting into his nipples and the plug vibrating deep inside him made Kael’s body arch in the crib, the thick diaper squishing and crinkling loudly.

“Repeat after me, sissy,” Liora commanded, her voice close to his ear. “I am no longer Kael Voss. I am Polly’s pretty diapered sissy pansy.”

Kael’s voice trembled. “I… I am no longer Kael Voss. I am Polly’s pretty diapered sissy pansy.”

The plug surged higher. The nipple clamps tugged as he squirmed. Liora’s hand slid down to the front of the massive, swollen diaper and began to rub slow, firm circles over the bulging plastic, pressing the warm, squishy padding against his steel cage.

“Again,” she ordered.

“I am Polly’s pretty diapered sissy pansy,” he repeated, voice already breathier.

She edged him mercilessly.

Her hand worked the front of the diaper in slow, teasing strokes while the plug buzzed in varying patterns - long deep pulses followed by rapid flutters that targeted his prostate without mercy. Every time his breathing quickened and his hips tried to buck, she would stop completely, leaving him whimpering and denied. The nipple clamps were tugged in rhythm, sending sharp sparks of pain that mixed cruelly with the pleasure building in his core.

“Say it louder, baby. Tell me what you really are.”

“I am Polly’s pretty diapered sissy pansy!” Kael cried out, tears soaking into the blindfold. The heavy diaper crinkled and squelched with every desperate twitch of his spread legs. The warm mess inside shifted wetly around his caged cock, amplifying every sensation.

Liora kept him on the edge for what felt like hours. She would bring him right to the brink - plug buzzing furiously, hand pressing and rubbing the soaked padding, chain tugging sharply on the nipple clamps - then pull everything back just enough to let the orgasm recede. Each cycle left him more broken, more desperate, more emotionally raw.

Between edges she forced him to repeat his new identity in increasingly humiliating variations.

“I am a pathetic, diaper-wetting sissy pansy who exists only for Liora’s pleasure.”

“I am a locked, plugged, caned little girl who leaks in her thick crinkly diapers.”

“I was never a real man. I was always meant to be Polly’s obedient, feminized, pissy little toy.”

Each repetition grew more broken and tearful as the sensory overload continued. The blindfold heightened everything - the constant loud crinkling of the overloaded diaper, the wet squishing sounds, the sharp bite of the clamps, the relentless buzzing in his sore hole. His nipples throbbed painfully, his prostate ached from the endless vibration, and his caged cock leaked in a steady, hopeless stream that kept the front of the diaper warm and heavy.

Liora’s own arousal was obvious in her voice. She was breathing harder, occasionally rubbing herself against his thigh while she tormented him. The scent of her wetness mixed with the nursery smells of powder and piss.

“Again,” she demanded, turning the plug to its highest setting and tugging hard on the chain. “Tell me who you belong to. Tell me what you are.”

“I belong to you!” Kael sobbed, voice cracking. “I am your pretty diapered sissy pansy! I wet my diapers and beg for your cock and your mercy! Please… please let me cum… I can’t take any more…”

Liora laughed softly, a rich, satisfied sound. She kept him teetering on the edge for several more agonizing minutes, the plug buzzing at maximum, clamps biting, hand rubbing the swollen diaper until Kael was a babbling, crying mess - repeating his new identity between broken pleas and sobs.

Only when his voice had grown hoarse and his resistance had completely crumbled did she finally grant mercy.

She unlocked the front of the cock cage and stroked the exposed, hypersensitive head through the open diaper while the plug continued its brutal assault.

“Cum for me, my perfect little pansy,” she whispered. “Make another big, messy puddle in your already ruined diaper while you say your name.”

Kael screamed as the orgasm finally tore through him. His cock erupted in powerful, hands-free jets, flooding the massively swollen diaper with fresh, hot cum. The thick padding absorbed it all, growing even heavier and squishier as he convulsed in the crib, legs spread wide, nipples clamped, eyes blindfolded, repeating between sobs:

“I am Polly’s pretty diapered sissy pansy… I am Polly’s pretty diapered sissy pansy…”

When the last weak spurts had soaked into the padding, Liora gently removed the nipple clamps, the sudden rush of blood making him whimper again. She eased the plug down to a low hum but left it inside him. Finally, she removed the blindfold.

Kael’s eyes were red and glassy, face a complete wreck of smeared makeup and tears. He looked utterly destroyed and perfectly submissive.

Liora leaned over him, reaching outside the crib to retrieve something from the nearby table. She held it up so he could see clearly in the soft nursery light.

A permanent collar - thick, elegant black leather lined with soft pink satin, featuring a small silver ring at the front and a tiny engraved plate that read “Polly’s Sissy Pansy” in delicate script.

She held the permanent collar above him and asked if he’s ready to beg for it.


Chapter 16: Owned Forever

Kael lay utterly destroyed in the oversized nursery crib, his body a trembling, sweat-slicked testament to sixteen stages of systematic surrender. The monstrous overnight diaper was swollen to grotesque proportions between his forcibly spread thighs, warm and heavy with layers of piss, cum, and helpless leaks. His ass still burned from the cane welts, his nipples throbbed from the clamps, and his hole ached around the low, teasing hum of the Sissy Trainer plug. Platinum blonde curls framed a face that was no longer recognizable as the once-arrogant CEO - smeared mascara, tear-streaked blush, glossy red lips parted in exhausted, broken whimpers. The pink lace bra clung damply to his smooth chest. Every inch of his shaved, powdered, feminized body screamed total defeat.

Liora knelt beside the crib, her statuesque bronze form radiant with possessive triumph. The open black silk robe framed her full breasts and powerful curves as she held the permanent collar in both hands. The thick black leather gleamed softly, the pink satin lining promising comfort even in eternal ownership. The small silver ring at the front caught the nursery light, and the engraved plate read “Polly’s Sissy Pansy” in delicate, permanent script.

She leaned over the bars, amber eyes locking onto his glassy, defeated blue ones.

“Are you ready to beg for it, baby?” she asked, voice low and velvet-rough with dark satisfaction. “Beg to wear my permanent collar like the broken little sissy you were always meant to be.”

Kael’s lips trembled. Fresh tears spilled down his cheeks, cutting clean tracks through the ruined makeup. His voice came out small, high, and utterly feminine - stripped of every last trace of the cutthroat executive he had once been.

“Please… collar me, Liora. Please make me yours forever. I’m not Kael anymore. I’m your pretty diapered sissy pansy. I need the collar. I need to belong to you completely. Please… I’m begging you.”

Liora’s full lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. She reached into the crib and gently lifted his head, sliding the thick leather collar around his smooth neck. The pink satin lining felt cool and soft against his skin as she buckled it snugly - not too tight, but impossible to ignore. The final click of the lock echoed in the quiet nursery like a prison door sealing shut forever.

The moment the collar locked, something deep inside Kael shattered completely.

Liora turned the vibrating plug to its maximum setting. The silicone heart buzzed furiously against his battered prostate, sending brutal waves of pleasure through his exhausted body. She reached down and unlocked the steel cock cage for the final time, freeing his throbbing, hypersensitive shaft while leaving the ring tight around his smooth balls.

“Cum for me, my owned little pansy,” she whispered hotly against his ear. “Cum while you declare your total, permanent surrender. Loud enough for both of us to hear.”

Kael’s hips bucked helplessly in the crib, the massively swollen diaper crinkling and squishing loudly with every desperate thrust. The plug assaulted his prostate without mercy as Liora’s strong hand wrapped around his freed cock, stroking him with firm, relentless rhythm.

“I surrender!” he cried out, voice breaking into sobs of pure, shattering release. “I’m your sissy pansy forever! I’m Polly’s pretty diapered whore! I was never a man - I was always meant to be your smooth, locked, plugged, crinkling little girl! I belong to you completely - body, mind, and soul! Please - please own me!”

The orgasm that tore through him was cataclysmic. His cock erupted in powerful, endless ropes of cum, painting the inside of the already ruined diaper in thick, hot jets. The heavy padding swelled even further, growing warm and squishy as it absorbed every drop of his final masculine release. Kael screamed through the climax, body convulsing violently in the crib, legs forced wide by the monstrous diaper, collar tight around his neck, plug buzzing deep inside him. Wave after wave crashed over him until he was a sobbing, twitching wreck, completely emptied and broken beyond repair.

Liora stroked him through every pulsing spurt, milking him dry while murmuring soft, degrading praise. “That’s it, baby. Give it all to Mommy. Every last drop belongs in your diaper now.”

When the last weak dribble had soaked into the padding, she gently removed the plug, leaving his hole gaping and twitching. She cleaned him with warm wipes, her touch clinical yet intimate, powdering his smooth groin and sore ass with generous clouds of sweet baby powder. The scent filled the nursery as she slid the final diaper beneath his hips.

This one was the heaviest yet - thicker, bulkier, with extra-high waistbands and reinforced padding designed for permanent, twenty-four-hour use. The plastic backing crinkled loudly as she brought the front up between his spread legs and taped it into place with slow, deliberate pulls. The finished diaper was obscene: a massive, pillow-like bulge that forced his thighs even wider apart, the white shell gleaming under the soft lights. It sealed his spent, caged-again cock and powdered hole into a warm, crinkling prison he would never escape.

Kael lay there completely broken - smooth from head to toe, feminized beyond recognition, collared, thickly diapered, and utterly owned. No trace remained of the arrogant CEO who had once ruled from the corner office. Only Polly’s pretty sissy pansy remained.

Liora raised the crib rail with a final, decisive click, then lowered it again so she could climb in beside him. She gathered his trembling, collared body into her strong arms, cradling him against her bare breasts. One hand gently rocked the crib with a slow, soothing rhythm while the other stroked his platinum curls and patted the heavy, swollen front of his diaper.

She rocked him gently and whispered that the real program begins tomorrow morning.
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