
        
            
                
            
        

    
Snow Bunny Sissy Baby


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

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

Parker stepped out of the rental SUV into the crisp mountain air, snowflakes drifting lazily around the secluded chalet. The warm golden light spilling from the windows promised exactly the nostalgic ski trip he’d craved - old sorority stories, cheap wine, and zero responsibilities for a week. His boots crunched on the fresh powder as he hauled his bag toward the door, hazel eyes already scanning for familiar faces.

Inside, the heat hit him like a wave. Four women lounged around the massive stone fireplace, wine glasses in hand, laughter echoing off the timber beams. Brianna rose first - statuesque blonde in a tight black turtleneck and leggings that hugged her athletic curves. At thirty-six she still moved like the sorority president who ruled every room.

“Parker! Our token male finally made it,” she purred, pulling him into a hug that pressed her full breasts against his chest. Her green eyes sparkled with something sharper than nostalgia.

The others - Tara, Megan, and Lauren - cheered and poured him a generous glass of dark red. Soon the coffee table was littered with shot glasses and a deck of cards. The game started innocently enough: truth or dare with escalating penalties. Parker laughed along, the alcohol spreading warm fire through his veins.

He lost the first round. Then the second. By the fifth hand his head swam pleasantly and his shirt was already off, tossed into a corner.

“Strip poker variant,” Tara announced with a wicked grin. “Loser keeps losing until he’s properly dressed for our ski bunny weekend.”

Parker’s cheeks burned as he lost again. His jeans came off. Then his boxers. He stood there naked in front of the roaring fire, cock twitching despite the embarrassment, the heat licking at his bare skin while four pairs of eyes drank him in.

Brianna circled him slowly. “Look at that. Our little alumni boy is already getting hard for us.”

Her hand brushed his thigh, then wrapped around his shaft without warning. Parker gasped. Her grip was firm, confident, stroking him in long, lazy pulls right there in the middle of the room. Pre-cum beaded at his tip almost instantly.

“Such a eager little cock,” she murmured, thumb swirling over the head. The other women watched, sipping wine, murmuring encouragement.

His mind reeled. This isn’t what I came for… but fuck, her hand feels so good. Shame twisted with heat low in his belly. His hips jerked forward involuntarily.

Brianna pumped faster. The slick sound of her fist filled the pauses between crackling logs. Parker’s balls tightened. He tried to hold back, but the alcohol and the sheer humiliation pushed him over.

He came hard. Thick ropes of cum splattered across Brianna’s fingers and onto the hardwood floor. His knees buckled. A broken moan tore from his throat while the women clapped and laughed.

“Good girl,” Brianna cooed, wiping her cum-covered hand across his chest. “First load of the trip and you didn’t even need panties yet.”

They didn’t let him clean up. Instead Megan handed him a pair of silky pink panties trimmed with white lace. “Put them on, sissy. Loser’s penalty.”

Parker’s hands shook as he stepped into the delicate fabric. The silk slid up his legs, cradling his spent cock and still-sensitive balls. The back nestled between his cheeks. Every movement made the material whisper against his skin.

The crinkle of plastic caught his ear. Tara held up something thicker. But Brianna shook her head. “Not yet. We build slowly with our new toy.”

They made him parade. The panties hugged him obscenely, the front already showing a growing wet spot where fresh pre-cum leaked. His cock hardened again inside the silk, tenting it forward for their amusement.

Brianna stepped close, her breath warm against his ear. She slipped one hand inside the waistband and wrapped her fingers around his shaft once more. “Feel that? That’s what happens when you lose to us.”

She stroked him slowly while the fire roared. The other women commented on how pretty he looked, how his ass filled the panties, how his nipples had stiffened in the warm air. Parker’s head spun - alcohol, shame, and raw lust twisting together.

Her grip tightened. She edged him mercilessly, bringing him right to the brink before slowing down. His hips bucked. A whimper escaped.

“Please…” he breathed.

“Please what?” Brianna asked sweetly.

“Please let me cum again.”

She laughed softly and pumped him faster. This time she didn’t stop. Parker cried out as the second orgasm ripped through him, weaker but no less intense. Cum flooded the front of the pink panties, soaking the silk, turning it translucent and sticky against his skin.

He stood there panting, chest heaving, cum dripping down his thigh. The women toasted.

Brianna smiled, slow and predatory, as she reached behind the couch and lifted a large garment bag. She unzipped it with deliberate care, revealing layers of soft pink fabric, white faux-fur trim, and a short pleated skirt.

“Tonight, the token male becomes our token sissy.”

Parker’s spent cock twitched again inside the ruined panties. The snow fell heavier outside the tall windows, but inside the chalet the real storm had just begun.


Chapter 2: Ski Bunny Transformation

Parker stood there in the middle of the chalet living room, cum cooling and sticky inside the ruined pink panties. The sheer silk clung obscenely to his softening cock, the front translucent and heavy with his own load. Brianna’s green eyes locked onto his as she held the garment bag open, the fire crackling behind her.

“Tonight, the token male becomes our token sissy,” she repeated, voice low and amused.

The other women - Tara, Megan, and Lauren - leaned forward on the couches, wine glasses dangling from their fingers. Parker’s cheeks burned hotter than the flames. This is insane. I should stop this right now. Yet his spent cock gave a weak twitch inside the soaked fabric, betraying him already.

Brianna pulled out the first piece: a soft pink ski jacket with white faux-fur trim and a matching pleated micro-skirt. “Arms up, baby.”

He obeyed before his brain caught up. The jacket slid over his bare chest, the silky lining cool against his skin. Brianna zipped it slowly, her fingers brushing his nipples until they hardened into tight peaks. The skirt came next. She knelt in front of him, holding it open like a lady helping her doll.

Parker stepped in. The short pleated hem barely covered the top of his cum-stained panties. Every shift made the fabric swish against his thighs. Brianna’s hand slipped under the skirt and cupped his sticky bulge.

“Look at you leaking like a little slut already,” she murmured. Her palm pressed firmly, rubbing the mess into his skin. Parker gasped. Fresh blood rushed south, thickening his cock again inside the filthy panties.

She stroked him through the silk and skirt while the others watched. Long, deliberate strokes that made the pleats bounce. Pre-cum mixed with the previous load, creating a warm, slick mess that squelched softly under her hand.

“Such a pretty snow bunny,” Megan cooed.

Brianna stood and turned him toward the large mirror beside the fireplace. Parker stared at his reflection - pink jacket hugging his slim torso, short skirt flaring over smooth legs, hazel eyes wide with shock and unwanted heat. His cock tented the front obscenely.

Brianna pressed against his back, her breasts soft through her black turtleneck. One hand stayed under the skirt, fingers wrapping fully around his shaft now. She pumped him slowly while her other hand produced a makeup bag.

“Time to make that face match the outfit.”

She started with lipstick. Bright cherry pink. Each swipe across his lips came with a firm stroke of his cock. Parker’s knees trembled. The taste of cosmetic wax filled his mouth as she coated him carefully.

“Pout for Mommy.”

He pouted. She rewarded him by squeezing the head of his cock, smearing pre-cum over her fingers. Next came blush on his cheeks, then thick mascara that made his lashes look doll-like. Every brush stroke synced with her hand working under the skirt.

His breathing turned ragged. The feminine scent of powder and lipstick mixed with the musk of his own cum. I look ridiculous… why the fuck am I so hard?

Brianna spun him again to face the mirror. Full face now - glossy pink lips, rosy cheeks, smoky eyes. The ski-bunny sissy stared back at him. Her hand never stopped stroking.

“Tell them what you are,” she whispered hotly against his ear.

“I… I’m your sissy,” Parker managed, voice cracking.

“Good girl.”

She dropped to her knees in front of the mirror, lifted the pleated skirt, and yanked the cum-soaked panties down just enough to free his throbbing cock. Her mouth engulfed him without warning. Wet heat. Tight suction. Her tongue swirled around the messy head, tasting everything he’d already spilled.

Parker moaned loudly. The other women laughed and cheered. Brianna bobbed deep, throat relaxing around him while her hands gripped his skirted hips. The pleats brushed against her blonde hair with every movement.

He couldn’t hold back. The sight of his made-up face in the mirror, the pink outfit, the dominant woman sucking him in front of everyone - it shattered him.

Parker came with a strangled cry. Thick spurts flooded Brianna’s mouth. She swallowed greedily, not missing a drop, then pulled off with a wet pop and licked her shiny lips.

“Delicious,” she said, standing up. She tucked his softening, lipstick-smeared cock back into the sticky panties and smoothed the skirt down.

Parker wobbled on his feet, head spinning from the orgasm and the relentless feminization. The heavy, warm mess in his panties squished with every tiny shift. His reflection showed a perfect slutty ski bunny - flushed, painted, and utterly owned.

Brianna zipped the jacket higher and adjusted the fur-trimmed hood around his face. She stepped back to admire her work, green eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

The women murmured approval. Tara swirled her wine. “She looks fuckable. But something’s still missing for our little snow bunny.”

Brianna’s smile turned sharper. She glanced toward a large pink duffel bag in the corner.

They mention something about 'padding' next.


Chapter 3: The Crinkling Secret

Parker stood frozen in the chalet living room, cheeks burning under layers of makeup, the pleated pink ski skirt barely covering his cum-soaked panties. Brianna’s green eyes gleamed as she reached for the large pink duffel bag in the corner. The other women leaned in closer, wine forgotten, hungry for the next step.

Brianna pulled out a thick, crinkly adult diaper - pure white with pastel baby prints and loud plastic backing. She held it up, letting it rustle loudly in the firelight.

“Padding,” she announced with a maternal smile. “Our pretty snow bunny needs protection.”

Parker’s stomach dropped. No. Not that. I’m not a fucking baby. But his cock stirred again inside the sticky silk, already half-hard from the humiliation. The scent of baby powder drifted from the open bag, sweet and cloying.

“Skirt up, panties down,” Brianna ordered.

He hesitated only a second. Tara and Megan helped lift the short pleated skirt while Lauren tugged the ruined pink panties down his legs. Cool air kissed his messy cock and balls, still smeared with dried cum and fresh pre-cum. Parker stood exposed in just the pink jacket and makeup, legs trembling.

Brianna spread a thick changing mat on the rug in front of the fireplace. “On your back, baby girl.”

Parker lowered himself. The plastic mat crinkled loudly under him. Brianna knelt between his spread legs, her black leggings tight against her athletic thighs. She lifted his hips effortlessly and slid the thick diaper underneath.

Her fingers lingered. She wrapped one hand around his growing cock, stroking slowly while her other hand wiped the mess from his skin with a cool baby wipe. Parker gasped. The contrast of cold wipe and warm hand made his hips buck.

“Look at this pathetic little clitty leaking for its diaper,” Brianna cooed. She pumped him with long, firm strokes, thumb swirling over the sensitive head. Pre-cum oozed over her fingers. The fire crackled beside them, casting flickering shadows across his feminized face.

The other women watched, commenting on how cute his painted lips looked parted in pleasure. Parker’s mind spun. Shame burned through him, hot and addictive. I’m twenty-eight years old. This is insane. Yet he couldn’t stop his cock from throbbing in her grip.

Brianna sprinkled generous clouds of baby powder over his groin. The sweet talc settled on his shaft and balls, cooling and tickling. She rubbed it in thoroughly, her palm pressing flat against his erection, grinding the powder into his skin until he whimpered.

“Babies need to be smooth and protected,” she whispered.

She folded the thick diaper up between his legs. The bulky padding compressed his cock against his belly. Brianna took her time taping it snug - three loud tapes on each side - making sure the plastic shell hugged him tightly. Every crinkle sent fresh shame through him. The bulk forced his thighs apart in an unmistakable waddle.

But she wasn’t done. Her hand slipped inside the waistband of the fresh diaper. Warm fingers wrapped around his powder-dusted cock and started stroking again, this time inside the crinkling prison.

Parker moaned. The plastic backing rustled with every pump of her fist. The thick padding muffled the sound but amplified the sensation - tight, crinkly heat surrounding him. Brianna leaned over him, her breasts pressing against his pink jacket as she worked him faster.

“Come for Mommy in your first diaper,” she commanded.

He couldn’t hold back. The orgasm slammed into him hard. His cock pulsed and spurted inside the fresh padding, thick ropes of cum soaking into the absorbent core right where Brianna’s hand milked him dry. Wave after wave. Warmth spread through the front of the diaper, turning the soft interior sticky and wet against his skin.

Brianna kept stroking through the aftershocks until he was whimpering and oversensitive. She finally pulled her hand free, showing the other women the glistening cum on her fingers before wiping it on his inner thigh.

“Good girl. Such a big mess already.”

She smoothed the skirt back down over the bulky diaper. The hem barely covered the thick padding. Every tiny movement made loud crinkles echo through the room. Parker sat up, face flushed beneath the makeup, the heavy diaper sagging warmly between his legs.

The women clapped and laughed. The crinkle followed him as he shifted, impossible to ignore. His spent cock nestled in the wet, powdery mess he’d just made.

Brianna leaned close, lips brushing his ear, her voice a soft, merciless whisper.

“It’s time for your first lesson.”


Chapter 4: Private Sissy Training

Parker felt Brianna’s warm breath against his ear as she whispered, “It’s time for your first lesson.”

The words sent a shiver down his spine. His thick diaper crinkled loudly as he shifted on the rug, the warm sticky mess from his earlier orgasm clinging to his cock. The other women watched with amused smiles, but Brianna took his hand and pulled him up.

“Come with me, baby girl. The others can wait their turn.”

She led him down the short hallway to a cozy side room off the main living area. A large bed dominated the space, covered in soft white blankets. A single lamp cast a warm glow. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in private. Snow continued falling heavily outside the small window.

Brianna turned him to face her. “On the bed. On all fours.”

Parker climbed up, the bulky diaper forcing his knees apart. The pleated skirt rode up, exposing the white plastic shell. His heart hammered. This is really happening. I’m alone with her like this.

She retrieved a bottle of lube and a thick black strap-on harness from a drawer. The dildo attached was realistic - veined, seven inches, with a slight upward curve. Brianna stepped into the harness, tightening the straps over her black leggings. The fake cock jutted obscenely from her hips.

“Such a pretty padded ass,” she murmured, running her hands over the diaper. She peeled the tapes open one by one, the loud rip filling the quiet room. Cool air hit his skin as she lowered the front, revealing his half-hard, cum-smeared cock.

Her fingers immediately wrapped around it. She stroked him firmly while squeezing more lube onto her other hand. Parker moaned as two slick fingers circled his tight hole, pressing, teasing.

“Relax for Mommy.”

One finger pushed inside. The stretch burned sweetly. Brianna worked it in and out slowly while her other hand pumped his cock in perfect rhythm. Pre-cum dripped onto the blanket. The diaper lay open beneath him like a crinkly reminder.

A second finger joined the first. She scissored them, stretching him open. Parker’s arms trembled. The dual sensation - her hand jerking his shaft and her fingers fucking his ass - made his head spin with shame and raw need.

“You’re getting so hard for this,” Brianna said, amusement thick in her voice. “My little sissy loves having her boy-pussy played with.”

She added a third finger. The fullness made him whimper. She curled them, pressing directly against his prostate. Electric pleasure shot through him. His cock leaked steadily over her fist.

After several long minutes of relentless fingering, Brianna withdrew. She wiped her hand, then positioned the thick strap-on at his entrance. The blunt head nudged his lubed hole.

“Breathe, baby.”

She pushed forward. The head popped inside. Parker gasped sharply. The stretch was intense, burning, overwhelming. Inch by inch the veined shaft sank deeper, filling him completely until her hips pressed against the open diaper.

“Fuck… it’s so big,” he whimpered.

Brianna gripped his hips and started thrusting. Slow at first, then deeper, harder. The slap of her body against his padded ass mixed with the wet sounds of lube. Every thrust nudged his prostate, sending jolts straight to his cock.

She reached underneath and grabbed his throbbing shaft again, stroking him in time with her thrusts. The diaper rustled beneath them with every movement. Parker’s mind fractured - humiliation at being fucked like a girl, pleasure at being so thoroughly used.

“Take Mommy’s cock,” she growled, pounding faster. The bed creaked. Parker’s painted lips fell open in moans. His eyes watered from the intensity.

Brianna’s hand flew over his cock. She milked him mercilessly while railing his ass. The pressure built unbearably.

“I’m gonna - fuck - I’m cumming!” Parker cried.

His orgasm exploded. Thick ropes of cum shot across the open diaper and onto the blanket as his hole clenched hard around the strap-on. Wave after wave pulsed out while Brianna kept thrusting through it, drawing out every spasm.

He collapsed forward, panting, the dildo still buried deep. Brianna leaned over his back, her breasts pressing against his pink jacket.

“Good girl. That was just the beginning of your training.”

She slowly pulled out, leaving him gaping and empty. With gentle but firm hands she wiped him clean, powdered his groin generously, and taped the thick diaper back on snugly over his spent, sensitive cock. The fresh padding hugged the mess tightly.

Brianna helped him off the bed and smoothed his skirt down. His legs felt weak, the waddle even more pronounced now.

The other sisters want their turn by the fire.


Chapter 5: Fireplace Gangbang

Parker stood on shaky legs in the side room, freshly diapered and powdered, the pleated pink skirt smoothed down over the bulky padding. His hole still throbbed from Brianna’s thorough training, a pleasant ache deep inside. The warm, sticky reminder of his orgasm clung to the front of the diaper with every tiny shift.

“The other sisters want their turn by the fire,” Brianna said, taking his hand.

She led him back down the hallway. Each step made the thick diaper crinkle loudly between his thighs, forcing an obvious waddle. The short skirt swished uselessly, barely hiding the white plastic shell. They entered the main living room where Tara, Megan, and Lauren waited, all three now wearing thick strap-on harnesses over their clothes, realistic cocks jutting forward.

The fire roared high in the stone fireplace. Snow fell heavily outside the tall windows, thick flakes swirling in the darkness. Parker’s painted face flushed deeper as four pairs of hungry eyes devoured him.

“Bring our little snow bunny here,” Megan ordered.

They positioned him on all fours on the thick rug directly in front of the fire. The heat licked at his skin while the cold glass showed the blizzard outside. Brianna knelt beside him and flipped up the pleated skirt, exposing the diaper.

“Time to share our new toy.”

Tara moved first. She ripped open the diaper tapes with quick, loud sounds. Cool air hit his spent cock and still-slick hole. She pressed the thick head of her strap-on against his entrance and pushed in with one steady thrust. Parker gasped as she filled him completely, stretching his already-used hole.

“Fuck, she’s still tight,” Tara groaned, gripping his hips and starting to pound.

Brianna reached underneath and wrapped her fingers around his cock, stroking him firmly while Tara fucked him. The rhythmic slap of hips against his padded ass mixed with the crackle of the fire. Parker moaned shamelessly, eyes fluttering.

Megan took her turn next. She slid in deeper, angling to hit his prostate with every thrust. The pleasure bordered on too much. Brianna kept pumping his shaft, occasionally squeezing his balls. Pre-cum dripped steadily onto the open diaper beneath him.

Lauren wanted his mouth. She knelt in front and fed him her strap-on, sliding the thick silicone between his glossy pink lips. Parker sucked obediently, cheeks hollowing, mascara running as his eyes watered. All three women used him at once - mouth, ass, and hand on his cock.

The sensations overwhelmed him. The wet sounds of thrusting, the crinkle of the half-open diaper, the heat of the fire on his skin, the cold draft from the window. I’m being gang-fucked like a cheap whore in front of the fire… and I’m harder than I’ve ever been.

Brianna stroked him faster. “Look at our diapered slut taking cock from every hole.”

Tara switched places with Megan, pounding harder. Parker’s moans vibrated around Lauren’s dildo. His cock throbbed violently in Brianna’s grip.

“Come for us, sissy,” Brianna commanded.

The orgasm hit like an avalanche. Parker cried out around the cock in his mouth as his own shaft pulsed, shooting thick ropes of cum across the open diaper and onto Brianna’s hand. His hole clenched rhythmically around the strap-on buried inside him. The women laughed and kept thrusting through his climax, drawing it out until he was shaking and whimpering.

They didn’t stop. Positions rotated again. Megan took his ass while Tara used his mouth. Brianna kept playing with his sensitive, cum-smeared cock, edging the oversensitive head until fresh pre-cum leaked again. The snow outside fell thicker, blanketing the world in silence while inside the chalet the wet, filthy sounds continued.

Hours seemed to blur. Each woman took multiple turns, using his mouth and ass in every combination. They made him ride them reverse cowgirl on the couch, skirt flipped up, diaper open, bouncing on their cocks while the fire warmed his back. Brianna finally took the last turn, fucking him slow and deep while the others watched and stroked themselves.

Parker came a second time, weaker but no less humiliating, his load mixing with the first in the ruined diaper. His mind floated in a haze of shame, exhaustion, and dark pleasure.

They finally let him collapse onto the rug, chest heaving, makeup smeared, body glistening with sweat. The women removed their harnesses, breathing hard, satisfied smiles on their faces.

Brianna gently wiped him, powdered his red, used hole and cock, then taped a fresh thick diaper snugly into place. The heavy padding hugged his well-fucked body, warm and secure.

They decide he needs to experience the diaper fully.


Chapter 6: Wetting His Diaper

Parker lay sprawled on the thick rug in front of the roaring fireplace, freshly powdered and taped into a new thick diaper. The bulky padding hugged his well-fucked ass and spent cock, warm and secure after the intense gangbang. Snow swirled thicker outside the tall windows, the blizzard sealing them in.

Brianna knelt beside him, her hand resting possessively on the front of his diaper. “They decide he needs to experience the diaper fully,” she said, voice low and amused. The other women nodded, eyes gleaming.

“Time to use that padding like a proper baby girl.”

Parker’s stomach twisted with fresh shame. I just got fucked senseless and now they want me to piss myself? Yet his cock twitched inside the soft, dry core, already responding to their words. The crinkle of the plastic filled the room as Brianna pressed down firmly on the front.

“On your back, legs up.”

They positioned him with his skirted legs held high, exposing the white diaper completely. Tara and Megan held his ankles while Lauren watched. Brianna slipped her hand inside the waistband, fingers wrapping around his half-hard cock. She stroked slowly, coaxing him back to full hardness.

“Babies don’t hold it. They let go.”

Parker clenched desperately. The pressure in his bladder grew from the long night of drinking and fucking. Brianna’s hand pumped him with slick, steady strokes, thumb circling the head. Pre-cum leaked over her fingers, mixing with the powder.

The need to piss intensified. Every stroke made it harder to hold. His painted lips parted in a whimper.

“Please… I can’t…”

“You can and you will,” Brianna cooed. She leaned down and pulled his pink jacket open, exposing his chest. She pressed one full breast against his mouth, nipple hard through her black turtleneck. “Suck while you wet your diaper for Mommy.”

Parker latched on instinctively, sucking through the fabric. The maternal humiliation burned deep. Brianna stroked him faster, her grip tight and perfect. The other women murmured encouragement, patting the crinkling padding.

The urge became unbearable. A hot spurt escaped. Then another. Warmth flooded the front of the diaper as he lost control, piss streaming out in a powerful rush while Brianna jerked him.

“Good girl. Flood it. Soak your pretty diaper.”

The wetness spread rapidly, turning the padding heavy and squishy. The heat soaked through to his balls and ass. Parker moaned around her breast, shame and pleasure twisting together into something addictive. His bladder emptied completely, the diaper sagging heavily between his thighs with a loud, wet squelch.

Brianna didn’t stop stroking. Her hand moved through the warm, soaked padding, fingers squeezing his piss-wet cock. The squishing sounds grew filthier with every pump.

“Come in your wet diaper like the pathetic baby you are.”

Parker’s hips bucked. The combination of her hand, the heavy soaked bulk, and the taste of her breast pushed him over. His orgasm exploded violently. Thick ropes of cum mixed with the piss in the front of the diaper, pulsing out in heavy spurts as his hole clenched from the earlier fucking. Wave after wave soaked the already drenched padding.

He whimpered helplessly, body shaking through the aftershocks. Brianna milked every drop, then slowly withdrew her hand, showing the glistening mix of cum and piss on her fingers.

“Look what a messy baby girl you are.”

She pressed her wet fingers to his lips. Parker sucked them clean without thinking, tasting his own shame. The heavy, warm sag of the flooded diaper pressed against him with every breath. The scent of piss, powder, and cum filled the air around the fire.

The women praised him softly, patting the bulging, soaked front. Parker’s mind floated in a haze - deep, humiliating surrender mixing with dark, growing need. Part of him already craved the next degradation.

Brianna smiled down at him, green eyes full of ownership.

“Time for babying to begin in earnest.”


Chapter 7: Bottled and Pacified

Parker lay on the rug in front of the roaring fireplace, the heavy, piss-and-cum-soaked diaper sagging warmly between his thighs. The thick padding squelched with every tiny shift, the smell of his shame mixing with baby powder in the warm air. Brianna smiled down at him, green eyes full of ownership.

“Time for babying to begin in earnest.”

She scooped him up like a real infant, cradling his padded bottom in her strong arms. The soaked diaper pressed heavily against her black leggings as she carried him to the oversized armchair by the fire. The other women gathered close, watching with soft, predatory smiles.

Brianna settled him on her lap, his skirted legs dangling. She popped open the top of her black turtleneck and pulled one full, heavy breast free. The pink nipple stood hard in the firelight.

“Open wide for Mommy.”

Parker hesitated only a second before latching on. Warm, sweet milk filled his mouth as he suckled. The taste flooded his senses - rich and creamy. Brianna moaned softly, stroking his hair while her other hand slipped under the waistband of his flooded diaper.

Her fingers found his messy, softening cock and wrapped around it. She stroked slowly through the warm, sticky mush while he nursed. The dual sensation made his head spin. Sucking hard on her nipple, he felt his cock thicken again despite the recent orgasms.

“Such a good baby girl,” she cooed. “Suck Mommy’s titty while I play with your clitty.”

The other women murmured approval. Tara brought over a large baby bottle filled with warm milk and a pink pacifier. Brianna switched him to the bottle, pressing the rubber nipple between his glossy lips.

“Drink every drop, baby.”

Parker sucked obediently. Warm milk flowed down his throat while Brianna’s hand worked faster inside the soaked diaper. The squelching sounds of piss and cum mixed with his sucking noises. His cheeks burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t stop drinking or stop his hips from twitching into her grip.

“Use your words like a big girl,” Brianna teased, squeezing the head of his cock. “Tell Mommy what you are.”

Parker pulled off the bottle with a wet pop. “I… I’m your baby girl,” he whispered, voice small and trembling.

“Louder, sissy.”

“I’m your baby girl!” he repeated, shame twisting hot in his belly. Fresh pre-cum leaked over her fingers.

Brianna rewarded him by pushing the thick pacifier between his lips. The rubber bulb filled his mouth perfectly. He sucked instinctively, the click of the shield against his teeth echoing his submission. She rocked him gently while continuing to stroke his cock with long, firm pulls.

The pacifier bobbed in time with her hand. Milk dribbled from the corners of his mouth onto his pink jacket. Parker’s mind melted deeper - every suck on the pacifier, every tug on his shaft dragging him further into helpless baby space.

Brianna pulled her breast out again and guided his face back to it while keeping the pacifier dangling from his lips. He alternated between sucking her nipple and the rubber teat, lost in the rhythm. Her hand never left his cock, edging him mercilessly, bringing him right to the brink and then slowing down.

“Not yet, baby. Babies ask permission.”

Parker whimpered around her nipple. “Pwease… Mommy… wet me cum,” he lisped, the pacifier making his words babyish and broken.

Brianna smiled triumphantly. She pumped him faster, her palm slick with his mess. The heavy, squishing diaper amplified every sensation. His hole still ached from the earlier gangbang, adding another layer of filthy fullness.

“Come for Mommy while you nurse.”

The orgasm crashed over him. Parker cried out around her breast as his cock erupted inside the flooded diaper. Thick, hot spurts mixed with the piss, swelling the padding even more. His body convulsed in her lap, sucking desperately on her nipple while wave after wave pulsed out. Brianna milked him through every contraction, draining him completely.

He finally went limp, pacifier still bobbing between his painted lips, face buried against her soft breast. The women praised him softly, patting his massively swollen diaper.

Brianna gently removed the pacifier and wiped his chin. She rocked him for long minutes, humming a soft lullaby while the fire crackled and snow fell outside.

They assign him baby maid duties starting tomorrow.


Chapter 8: Sissy Maid in Diapers

Parker lay limp in Brianna’s lap by the roaring fireplace, face buried against her exposed breast, the massive piss-and-cum-soaked diaper squishing heavily under his short pink skirt. The pacifier still bobbed gently between his glossy lips as she rocked him. Warm milk and shame coated his tongue.

“They assign him baby maid duties starting tomorrow,” Brianna announced softly to the room, stroking his hair. The other women murmured approval, already planning his new routine.

Morning light filtered through the tall windows, the blizzard having eased into steady snowfall. Parker woke in a makeshift nursery corner, still wearing the pink ski-bunny jacket and pleated skirt over a fresh but already warm diaper. Brianna stood over him in her black turtleneck and leggings, holding a frilly white maid apron with pink ruffles.

“Up, baby girl. Time to earn your keep.”

She tied the apron around his waist, the ruffles fluttering over the bulky diaper. The outfit made him look absurdly infantile and slutty. Parker’s cheeks burned as she clipped a pink pacifier to his collar and popped it into his mouth.

“Start with the kitchen. Every surface spotless. And keep that diaper crinkling so we can hear what a good maid you are.”

Parker waddled to the kitchen, the thick padding forcing his legs wide. Every step produced loud plastic rustles that echoed off the wooden beams. He filled the sink with soapy water, the pacifier clicking as he sucked. His cock stirred inside the diaper at the sheer humiliation of doing housework dressed like this.

Brianna followed, sipping coffee, watching him. She pressed against his back while he scrubbed the counters, her hand sliding under the apron and skirt to cup the front of his diaper.

“Hard already? Cleaning makes baby girl horny?”

Her fingers slipped inside the waistband and wrapped around his stiffening cock. Parker whimpered around the pacifier as she stroked him slowly, her athletic body pinning him against the counter. Soap suds dripped from his gloved hands while she pumped his shaft with firm, deliberate strokes.

“Keep working,” she ordered.

He tried. Plates clattered as he washed them, hips twitching into her grip. The crinkle of the diaper mixed with the wet sounds of her hand. Pre-cum leaked steadily, slicking her palm. Brianna edged him mercilessly, bringing him close then slowing down until he moaned in frustration.

Tara entered and laughed. “Look at our diapered maid. Such dedication.”

Brianna pulled her hand free and slapped his padded ass. “Finish the counters, then vacuum the living room.”

Parker obeyed, waddling through the chalet with the vacuum. The machine’s roar couldn’t drown out his constant crinkling. Megan and Lauren sat on the couch, legs crossed, commenting on his swaying padded bottom and the way the short skirt flipped up with every bend.

Brianna called him over during the living room dusting. She sat in the armchair and pulled him across her lap, flipping up the skirt and apron. She ripped the tapes open with two quick sounds, exposing his hard, leaking cock.

“Time for maid inspection.”

She poured baby oil into her palm and wrapped her slick hand around him. Long, gliding strokes while he dangled over her knees, duster still clutched in one hand. The oil made filthy wet noises as she jerked him. Parker’s toes curled inside his fuzzy pink booties.

“Ask permission like a good baby maid.”

“Pwease Mommy… wet me cum,” he lisped around the pacifier.

“Not yet.” She edged him three more agonizing times, stopping each time his cock started pulsing. Tears of frustration pricked his eyes. The need to serve and the need to cum warred inside him.

Finally she relented. Brianna pumped him hard and fast, her other hand reaching under to press a finger against his still-sensitive hole. Parker cried out as the orgasm ripped through him. Thick ropes of cum shot across the changing mat she’d placed on the floor, splattering messily while his body jerked over her lap. She milked every drop, squeezing until he was empty and whimpering.

“Good maid,” she praised, wiping him clean with cool wipes before powdering him generously. She taped a fresh diaper on snugly, the new padding hugging his spent cock. The apron and skirt went back into place.

Parker spent the rest of the morning on hands and knees scrubbing floors, diaper crinkling loudly with every movement. The women took turns patting his padded ass or reaching under to tease his cock through the plastic whenever he passed.

By afternoon his arms ached and his mind had sunk deeper into submission. The constant crinkle, the ruffled apron, the taste of the pacifier - they all felt strangely right now. I’m their sissy maid. Their diapered baby girl. And it’s making me leak again.

Brianna inspected his work as he finished polishing the fireplace tools. She ran a hand over the mantel, then smiled.

“The women plan an outdoor adventure.”


Chapter 9: Snow Bunny Exposure

Parker stood in the center of the chalet living room, still wearing the frilly white maid apron tied over his pink ski-bunny jacket and pleated skirt. The thick diaper crinkled softly with every shift of his weight, fresh and powdered from his last change. His pacifier dangled from its clip, lips still glossy pink.

“The women plan an outdoor adventure,” Brianna announced, standing up from the armchair. Her black turtleneck clung to her curves as she smiled.

“Bundle the baby. We’re taking our snow bunny outside to play.”

They dressed him further but made no effort to hide anything. A white faux-fur hooded cape went over the jacket, but the short pleated skirt stayed exposed below it. Fuzzy pink booties and mittens completed the look. The bulky diaper forced a pronounced waddle as they led him to the door.

Cold mountain air slapped Parker’s face the moment they stepped onto the porch. Snow crunched under his booties. The chalet sat at the edge of a gentle slope, trees heavy with fresh powder, no other people in sight. Yet the open exposure made his stomach drop.

Anyone could see. I’m dressed like a fucking baby girl in public.

Brianna clipped a pink leash to the back of his apron and gave it a gentle tug. “Walk, sissy. Show Mommy how pretty you look in the snow.”

Parker waddled forward, the diaper rustling loudly with every step. The cold wind snuck under his skirt, brushing the plastic shell. His cheeks burned hotter than the fire inside. The women followed, laughing and taking photos with their phones.

They stopped in a small clearing twenty yards from the chalet, surrounded by tall pines. Brianna pushed him gently onto his back in the snow. The cold seeped through his cape but the thick diaper kept his ass warm and protected.

“Legs up, baby girl. Time for a snow check.”

She flipped up the skirt and apron right there in the open. Cold air kissed his exposed thighs. Brianna slipped her bare hand inside the diaper waistband, fingers wrapping around his rapidly hardening cock. The contrast of freezing air and her warm palm made him gasp.

“Already leaking for the great outdoors,” she murmured.

She stroked him slowly while the other women watched, forming snowballs and giggling. Parker’s pacifier was pushed back between his lips. He sucked hard as Brianna pumped his shaft with long, deliberate strokes, her thumb smearing pre-cum over the head.

Megan knelt beside them and tugged the diaper lower, exposing his balls to the cold. Tara held his mittened hands above his head. Parker whimpered around the pacifier, hips twitching upward into Brianna’s grip.

The humiliation of being jerked off in the snow, fully visible in his sissy outfit, pushed him deeper. I’m outside. Dressed like this. And I’m going to cum for them.

Brianna freed one of her breasts again, leaning over him so the soft warmth pressed against his painted face. “Suck while you leak for Mommy.”

He latched on, sucking greedily while she stroked faster. Her hand flew over his cock, slick sounds mixing with the wind through the pines. Snowflakes landed on his exposed skin and melted instantly.

“Come in your diaper right here in the snow, snow bunny.”

Parker’s body tensed. The orgasm slammed into him hard. Thick ropes of cum erupted inside the padding as his cock pulsed wildly in her fist. He moaned loudly around her nipple, body jerking in the snow while wave after wave soaked the front of his diaper. Brianna milked him through every contraction, squeezing until he was empty and trembling.

She kept her breast in his mouth as she taped the messy diaper back snugly. The fresh load mixed with powder, turning warm and sticky against his skin. Parker lay there panting, pacifier replaced, staring up at the gray sky and falling snow.

The women made him stand and pose for more pictures - bending over, waving, even attempting a clumsy snow angel that left his skirt flipped up and diaper on full display. Every movement reminded him of the heavy, cum-filled padding between his legs.

By the time they led him back toward the chalet, his mind felt fractured. The constant control, the exposure, the way his body betrayed him with every new humiliation - it was breaking something deep inside.

His mind begins to crack under constant control.


Chapter 10: Mind Broken Baby

Parker trudged back into the warm chalet, snow clinging to his fuzzy pink booties, the heavy cum-soaked diaper squishing between his thighs with every waddling step. His mind spun in fractured loops - outdoor exposure, the leash, the orgasm in the snow while sucking Brianna’s breast. Something deep inside him was cracking, splintering under the relentless control.

His mind begins to crack under constant control.

Brianna closed the heavy wooden door behind them, shutting out the cold. Snowflakes melted on her black turtleneck as she turned to him with a soft, knowing smile. The other women gathered in the living room, the fire roaring high once more.

“Poor baby. All that fresh air made you quiet. Time to fill that pretty head with better thoughts.”

They stripped away the wet cape and booties but left the pink jacket, short pleated skirt, and bulging diaper in place. Brianna guided him to the large armchair and pulled him into her lap again, facing her. She freed both breasts, the heavy globes warm and inviting.

“Repeat after Mommy. ‘I am a diapered sissy baby girl.’”

Parker latched onto her left nipple, sucking greedily as warm milk flowed. His voice came out muffled and broken. “I… am a diapered sissy baby girl.”

Brianna’s hand slipped under his skirt and into the waistband of the messy diaper. Her fingers found his cum-smeared cock and wrapped around it, stroking slowly through the thick, sticky padding. The squelch was loud and obscene.

“Louder, baby. Say it while you nurse.”

“I am a diapered sissy baby girl,” he repeated, voice clearer, hips twitching into her grip. The taste of her milk mixed with the lingering shame from outside. Each repetition made the words feel heavier, truer.

Megan knelt beside them and produced a small vibrating prostate plug. She tugged the diaper tapes open just enough at the back, slicked the toy with lube, and pushed it slowly into his still-sensitive hole. The stretch made Parker moan around Brianna’s nipple. The plug buzzed to life on low, pressing firmly against his prostate.

“Good girls say it until they believe it,” Lauren added from the couch.

The mantra continued. Parker sucked harder on her breast while Brianna stroked his cock inside the warm, filthy diaper. The vibrations in his ass sent constant waves of pleasure through his core. Pre-cum leaked steadily over her fingers, mixing with the earlier load.

“I am a diapered sissy baby girl. I have no cock. I have a clitty. I belong to Mommy Brianna.”

His voice grew softer, more natural with every repetition. The plug buzzed higher. Brianna’s hand pumped faster, slick and relentless. His mind emptied of everything except the milk on his tongue, the vibrations in his ass, and the humiliating truth spilling from his painted lips.

Tara took over the mantra prompts. “I was never a real man. I was always meant to be a chalet baby.”

Parker echoed it, eyes glazing over. The identity he had carried for twenty-eight years felt distant, blurry. Brianna edged him mercilessly, bringing him to the brink again and again while forcing him to repeat deeper confessions.

“I crave diapers. I crave cock. I crave being a helpless baby girl.”

The plug buzzed on high. His hole clenched around it rhythmically. Brianna pulled his face between both breasts, smothering him in soft warmth while her hand flew over his throbbing clitty.

“Cum for Mommy while you forget who you used to be.”

Parker shattered. The orgasm tore through him like lightning. Thick spurts of cum flooded the already-soiled diaper as his prostate pulsed against the buzzing toy. He cried out into her cleavage, body convulsing, milk dribbling down his chin. Wave after wave pulsed out while Brianna milked him dry and the women chanted the mantras for him.

He went limp against her chest, plug still buzzing softly, mind floating in pink, padded bliss. The old Parker felt farther away than ever. Only the baby girl remained.

Brianna rocked him gently, stroking his hair, whispering more affirmations into his ear. Hours passed in a haze of repetition, nursing, and gentle teasing. His resistance melted completely.

By evening he could only whisper the words with total conviction. The chalet felt like the only world that had ever existed.

He must decide about his return flight.


Chapter 11: No Way Home

Parker sat curled in Brianna’s lap by the roaring fireplace, the thick messy diaper squishing warmly beneath his short pink skirt. The vibrating plug still buzzed softly in his ass, keeping his prostate humming. His mind floated in a pink haze of repeated mantras, milk still sweet on his tongue.

He must decide about his return flight.

Brianna held his phone in front of his face, the screen glowing with the flight confirmation for tomorrow morning. “Time to choose, baby girl. Tap cancel… or tap confirm and leave us forever.”

Parker stared at the screen, hazel eyes glassy. The old life - his apartment, his job, his dignity - felt like a distant dream. The plug buzzed higher. Brianna’s hand slipped under his skirt and into the front of his diaper, fingers wrapping around his stiff clitty.

“Say the words while you decide.”

“I am a diapered sissy baby girl,” he whispered, voice soft and broken. “I belong here.”

Her grip tightened. She stroked him slowly through the warm, cum-stained padding while rocking him gently. The other women watched from the couch, smiling. Snow fell steadily outside the tall windows, sealing the mountain in white silence.

Brianna freed her breast again and guided his mouth to the nipple. Parker latched on immediately, sucking with needy little noises. Her hand pumped his cock faster inside the bulky diaper, the squelching sounds loud and filthy.

“Cancel it, baby. Stay with Mommy forever.”

Parker’s thumb hovered over the screen. Pleasure clouded his thoughts. The plug pressed relentlessly against his prostate while Brianna edged him with perfect strokes. Pre-cum leaked heavily over her fingers, mixing with the earlier mess.

He tapped cancel.

The confirmation popped up: Flight cancelled. No changes possible.

A broken moan escaped around Brianna’s nipple. Tears of surrender slipped down his painted cheeks. The last thread to his old life snapped.

“Good girl,” Brianna purred, pumping him harder. “You’re ours now. Permanently.”

She pulled him tighter against her breast and stroked him without mercy. The plug buzzed on maximum. Parker’s hips jerked wildly in her lap, the heavy diaper crinkling and squishing with every thrust into her fist.

“Come for Mommy. Celebrate your new forever.”

The orgasm ripped through him like fire. Parker cried out into her soft flesh as thick ropes of cum erupted inside the already-soiled diaper. His hole clenched hard around the buzzing plug, milking wave after wave of pleasure from his prostate. Cum flooded the front padding in heavy spurts while Brianna kept stroking, drawing out every last contraction until he was shaking and whimpering.

She milked him completely dry, then slowly withdrew her hand, showing the glistening mix on her fingers. Parker licked it clean without being told, eyes glazed with total submission.

The women cheered softly. Brianna kissed his forehead and rocked him for long minutes, whispering ownership into his ear. “No more flights. No more escape. Just diapers, cock, and Mommy forever.”

Parker nodded weakly, pacifier pushed back between his lips. The reality settled deep in his bones - he had chosen this. Chosen the crinkle, the humiliation, the endless surrender. And it felt right.

Brianna finally stood, lifting him in her strong arms. The soaked, cum-heavy diaper sagged between his legs as she carried him toward the door.

The celebration involves a special outdoor activity.


Chapter 12: Diapered in the Snow

Parker felt Brianna’s strong arms carrying him toward the chalet door, his soaked, cum-heavy diaper sagging heavily between his legs. The vibrating plug still hummed softly in his ass with every step she took. His mind was blank except for the mantras and the warm, sticky mess pressing against his skin.

The celebration involves a special outdoor activity.

Cold night air rushed over him as Brianna carried him outside into the fresh snow. The other women followed, flashlights cutting through the darkness. Snowflakes drifted down around them, the world silent except for the crunch of boots and the loud crinkle of his diaper.

Brianna set him down on his back in a soft drift a short distance from the chalet. The freezing snow stung his exposed thighs as they flipped up his short pink skirt. His breath came in quick, foggy clouds.

“Babies get changed wherever Mommy says,” Brianna declared, kneeling between his spread legs.

She ripped the tapes open one by one. The loud rips echoed in the quiet night. Cold air hit his messy cock and balls, the plug still buried deep. Cum and piss from earlier leaked out onto the white snow as she lowered the front of the ruined diaper.

Tara and Megan held his mittened hands above his head. Lauren shone a light on his exposed, shrinking clitty. Brianna’s bare hand wrapped around his cold, cum-smeared shaft, stroking him firmly back to hardness despite the freezing temperature.

“Look at this pathetic little thing trying to hide,” she cooed. Her warm palm contrasted sharply with the icy air, sending shivers through him. She pumped steadily, thumb swirling over the sensitive head while snowflakes landed on his painted face.

Parker whimpered, hips twitching upward. The plug buzzed stronger. Brianna pulled it out slowly, making him moan as his hole clenched around nothing. She replaced it with two slick fingers, thrusting them deep while continuing to jerk his cock.

“Such a good permanent chalet baby,” she whispered. “No more running away. Ever.”

The other women watched, murmuring praise. Brianna added a third finger, stretching him open in the snow. Her hand flew faster on his shaft, slick sounds mixing with the wind. Parker’s mind drowned in pure submission - cold on his skin, heat in his groin, total ownership in their eyes.

“Come for your Mommies right here in the snow.”

The orgasm hit him like a storm. Parker cried out into the night as thick ropes of cum shot across his pink jacket and onto the white snow. His hole spasmed hard around her thrusting fingers, milking wave after wave while Brianna kept pumping him through every pulse. Cum splattered messily, melting tiny holes in the fresh powder.

He lay there panting, body trembling, completely spent. Brianna wiped him thoroughly with cold wipes, the shock making him gasp. She powdered him generously, the sweet scent mixing with the crisp mountain air. Then she taped a fresh, extra-thick diaper snugly around his waist, the plastic loud in the silence.

The bulky padding hugged him tight, warm and secure against the freezing night. They helped him to his feet. His legs shook, the new diaper forcing an even wider waddle as they led him back toward the glowing chalet.

He is now fully theirs.


Chapter 13: Permanent Chalet Baby

Parker shuffled back into the warm glow of the chalet, freshly diapered and powdered, the extra-thick padding forcing a wide, helpless waddle. Snow melted from his pink booties onto the wooden floor. The women closed the heavy door behind him, sealing him inside his new forever.

He is now fully theirs.

Brianna took his leash and led him straight to the center of the living room rug in front of the roaring fireplace. The flames danced high, casting flickering light across his pink ski-bunny outfit and the obvious bulge of his diaper. The other three women stripped off their outer layers, revealing strap-ons already harnessed and ready.

“Tonight we celebrate our permanent chalet baby,” Brianna announced, voice rich with satisfaction. “No more games. No more flight. Just you, your diapers, and our cocks every single night.”

They lowered him onto all fours. Tara flipped up his short skirt and ripped open the fresh diaper tapes with deliberate slowness. Cool air kissed his newly powdered skin. Brianna knelt in front of him and fed him her breast while Megan positioned herself behind, pressing the thick head of her strap-on against his willing hole.

Parker latched on and sucked hard as Megan pushed inside in one smooth thrust. The fullness stretched him perfectly, the veined silicone gliding deep until her hips pressed against his bare ass. She started fucking him with long, powerful strokes while Brianna stroked his hardening clitty with her free hand.

“Take it, baby girl,” Megan growled, pounding steadily. “This is your life now.”

Lauren slid beneath him on her back and guided his mouth from Brianna’s nipple to her own thick strap-on. Parker sucked it eagerly, cheeks hollowing, mascara already running. Brianna kept pumping his cock with slick, oily strokes while Tara took turns fucking his mouth and feeding him her tits.

The rhythm built. Cock in his ass. Cock in his mouth. Hand on his clitty. Breasts in his face. The wet slap of hips, the loud crinkle of the open diaper beneath him, the crackling fire, and his own muffled moans filled the chalet.

Brianna leaned close. “You cancelled your flight for this. Say it.”

“I cancelled… for this,” Parker gasped around the dildo, voice broken and high. “I want to be your permanent baby.”

Megan railed his prostate harder. The pleasure bordered on painful. Brianna’s hand flew over his leaking cock, squeezing and twisting perfectly. Parker’s eyes rolled back. His hole clenched rhythmically around the thick strap-on.

“Come for your owners, snow bunny.”

The orgasm exploded through him. Parker screamed around Lauren’s cock as thick ropes of cum shot across the open diaper and onto the rug. His ass spasmed violently, milking Megan’s strap-on while wave after wave pulsed from his clitty. Brianna milked him through every contraction, draining him completely.

They didn’t stop.

Positions rotated. Tara took his ass while Brianna rode his face, grinding her wet pussy against his tongue. Megan and Lauren used his hands and mouth. They fucked him for what felt like hours - slow and deep, then hard and fast, always keeping one hand or mouth on his sensitive cock.

Parker came twice more. Once while nursing all four breasts in turn, once while bouncing on Brianna’s strap-on in reverse cowgirl, skirt flipped up, diaper open beneath him like a crinkly flag of surrender. Each orgasm left him weaker, deeper in blissful submission.

Finally they laid him on his back. All four women took turns sliding their strap-ons into him one last time, slow and possessive, while they kissed his painted lips and whispered ownership.

Brianna was last. She thrust deep, grinding her hips against him, her green eyes locked on his.

“This is your home now, our little diapered snow bunny.”

Parker came one final time with a broken sob, a weak but intense spurt that leaked down over his balls as Brianna finished inside him. She stayed buried deep while the others gently wiped him, powdered him heavily, and taped a brand-new, extra-thick nighttime diaper around his spent body.

They dressed him in a soft onesie with snap-crotch access and tucked him into the oversized crib they had prepared in the nursery corner. The fire crackled low. Snow fell silently outside the windows.

Parker suckled on his pacifier, thickly padded and thoroughly used, staring up at the four women who now owned him completely. His old life was gone. Only the padded sissy remained.
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