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Chapter One

The evening had settled soft and ordinary over their semi-detached house on the quiet cul-de-sac. Chris sat sprawled on the sofa in his old grey tracksuit bottoms and a faded T-shirt that stretched across the broad, work-hardened muscles of his chest and shoulders. His hands, still faintly calloused from a day of lifting timber and swinging hammers on the construction site, rested on his thighs. Beside him, curled with her legs tucked beneath her, Amy wore a soft cotton dressing gown over a thin nightdress. At thirty-four she was still slender, her dark hair loose around her shoulders, her face pretty in a way that had always made Chris feel quietly lucky. They had been married eight years. The sex was good enough, comfortable, familiar. Nothing like what was about to bloom in the secret places of her mind.

The television murmured in the corner, some late-night programme about strange relationships. Neither of them paid it much attention until the segment changed. A woman in her forties appeared on screen, calm and smiling, explaining how she had taken complete control of her husband. The camera cut to the man himself: a grown adult of perhaps forty, dressed in a thick white nappy, clear plastic pants, and a short pink baby dress with puffed sleeves and a Peter Pan collar. He was on his hands and knees on a play mat, sucking a large dummy, while the woman patted his padded bottom and cooed at him in front of the camera crew. The man looked up with a glazed, obedient expression and lisped something about being Mummy’s good baby.

Chris snorted, then laughed out loud, a deep, rolling sound that came from his belly. ‘What a load of absolute bollocks,’ he said, shaking his head in disbelief. ‘Who the fuck would let their wife do that to them? Turn a grown man into a baby? Look at him, crawling about with a dummy in his gob. It’s ridiculous. Pathetic, really. I’d never stand for that sort of nonsense.’

Amy smiled at him, the expression easy and affectionate on the surface. Inside, something shifted with violent suddenness. A hot, liquid pulse bloomed low in her belly and spread between her legs so fast it made her catch her breath. Her cunt clenched hard, once, twice, and she felt the unmistakable rush of wetness flood her knickers. The fabric grew damp against her folds in seconds. She pressed her thighs together tightly beneath the dressing gown, hoping the movement looked casual. On the screen the woman was now spanking the man’s padded arse over her knee while he whimpered and kicked his legs. Amy’s clit gave a sharp, insistent throb. She imagined, for one blazing second, Chris in that exact position: his strong, masculine body reduced to padding and frills, his face wet with tears, his voice small and lisping as he apologised to her. The power of the image made her nipples tighten into aching peaks beneath the thin nightdress.

She shifted on the sofa, the slight friction sending another jolt of shameful pleasure through her. Her mind, usually so sensible, was suddenly full of pictures she had never allowed herself to examine. Chris in soft satin knickers, the material stretched over his cock. Chris in a training bra, blushing while she praised him. Chris wetting himself, the warm flood soaking the nappy while she watched with calm, loving cruelty. She felt her cunt grow even slicker, the wetness beginning to seep through the gusset of her knickers and onto the sofa cushion beneath her. She had to force herself to keep breathing normally.

‘Yeah,’ she managed, her voice light. ‘It’s pretty mad, isn’t it?’

Chris chuckled again and reached for the remote, changing the channel without another thought. The rest of the evening passed in ordinary fashion: a bit more television, a cup of tea, then bed. Chris was asleep within ten minutes of his head touching the pillow, his breathing deep and even, the heavy sleep of a man who had laboured hard all day. Amy lay beside him in the dark, staring at the ceiling, her body burning. She waited until his snores deepened, then slipped from the bed as quietly as she could. Her bare feet made no sound on the carpet as she crossed to the en-suite bathroom and locked the door behind her.

In the soft glow of the nightlight she stared at her reflection. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes wide and bright. She looked like a woman who had just discovered something dangerous and irresistible. With trembling fingers she pulled the nightdress up to her waist and pushed her sodden knickers down to her ankles. The gusset was dark with her arousal, the scent of her cunt thick in the small room. She stepped out of them and leaned back against the sink, spreading her legs a little. Her cunt was swollen, the outer lips parted and glistening. A thin thread of clear fluid stretched from her entrance as she moved. She ran two fingers through the wetness, gathering it, then circled her clit with slow, deliberate strokes.

The touch made her knees weaken. She bit her lower lip hard to stay silent and began to rub in earnest, her fingers sliding easily over the swollen nub. In her mind the images from the television returned, sharper now, more detailed. She saw Chris on his knees in front of her, wearing nothing but a pair of delicate pink satin knickers, the front already damp from his own helpless excitement. She saw herself pulling him across her lap, yanking the knickers down to his thighs, and spanking his bare arse until it glowed red. She heard him crying, heard him lisping apologies: ‘I’m sorry, Mummy… I’m just a silly baby who needs to be punished…’ The fantasy shifted. Now he was in a thick nappy, plastic pants crinkling loudly as she made him crawl to her. She imagined feeding him from a bottle while she stroked his hair and told him what a good, dependent little sissy he was. The thought of stripping away every last shred of his masculinity, of making him small and wet and obedient, sent a fresh flood of arousal pouring from her cunt.

Amy pushed two fingers inside herself, fucking them in and out with wet, rhythmic sounds that filled the bathroom. Her thumb kept working her clit. She was close already, her inner walls fluttering around her fingers. She added a third finger, stretching herself, imagining it was something thicker, something she might one day make Chris watch her take. The thought of another man – tall, muscular, dark-skinned – fucking her while Chris knelt beside the bed in a nappy made her cunt spasm hard. She came with a choked gasp, her body jerking against the sink. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around her fingers, juices coating her hand and dripping down her inner thighs. She kept rubbing through the orgasm, drawing it out, and came again almost immediately, this one deeper, her legs shaking so badly she had to grip the edge of the sink with her free hand to stay upright.

‘Fuck… yes…’ she whispered, the words barely audible. ‘Make him my baby… my pretty sissy baby… make him wet for me… make him need it…’

She stayed there for several long minutes afterwards, breathing hard, her fingers still buried inside her twitching cunt. When she finally pulled them free they were shiny and slick. She brought them to her mouth without thinking and tasted herself, the sharp, musky flavour coating her tongue. The shame of what she had just done, of the filthy fantasies that had driven her to it, only made the aftershocks of pleasure stronger. She cleaned herself up with shaky hands, rinsed her fingers, and pulled her nightdress back down. Her knickers were too wet to put on again, so she left them in the laundry basket and returned to bed naked beneath the nightdress.

Chris had not moved. She slid in beside him, pressing her still-warm, still-wet body against his back. One arm went around his waist. She could feel the solid muscle there, the strength that she now, secretly, wanted to dismantle piece by piece. The idea terrified her and thrilled her in equal measure. She told herself, as she had told herself earlier, that it was only a fantasy. She could never actually do it. Chris would never agree. It was impossible.

But as she lay in the dark, listening to his breathing, the heat between her legs had not fully faded. The seed was planted. And deep down, in a place she was only just beginning to acknowledge, Amy already knew that she was going to water it.

She closed her eyes and let sleep take her, one hand resting possessively on her husband’s hip, her mind already turning over the first, smallest steps she might one day take.


Chapter Two

The morning after the programme, Chris left for the construction site before seven, kissing Amy on the cheek with his usual sleepy affection and telling her to have a good day. She stood at the front door in her dressing gown and watched his van pull away, waving until he was out of sight. The house felt suddenly very large and very quiet around her. She made herself a cup of tea, tried to load the dishwasher, tried to think about the shopping list, but none of it stuck. Every time she closed her eyes she saw the man on the television in his nappy and plastic pants, crawling, lisping, being spanked. And every time she remembered the shattering orgasms she had given herself in the bathroom while imagining Chris in exactly the same state, her cunt gave a fresh, traitorous throb.

By mid-morning she was back in the bedroom, sitting on the edge of the unmade bed with her laptop open on her knees. She told herself it was just curiosity. Just to see what sort of people actually did that sort of thing. Just to understand why the images had affected her so violently. She typed the words slowly, feeling ridiculous and wicked at the same time.

‘husband treated like baby by wife’

The results appeared in seconds. Forums. Blogs. Long, detailed stories. Photographs. She clicked on the first link that looked like erotica and began to read. The story described a wife who had started by making her husband wear nappies at night after he wet the bed once from too much beer. Within weeks she had him in them full-time, then in frilly plastic pants, then in baby dresses. The descriptions were explicit. The wife made him crawl. She made him use a dummy. She changed his nappy in front of her friends and laughed when he cried from embarrassment. Amy’s breathing had already quickened. She shifted on the bed, pressing her thighs together, and felt the familiar dampness beginning to soak into her clean knickers.

She clicked on another story. This one mixed the baby play with something else. The husband was being sissified at the same time. The wife dressed him in pink satin knickers with little bows, a matching training bra, and then put a thick nappy over the top so the frilly edges peeked out. There were pictures. Amy stared at them, heart hammering. One showed a man from behind, bent over, the nappy sagging slightly between his legs, the satin knickers visible at the waistband. Another showed him on his back, legs held up, being changed, his cock caged in a tiny pink chastity device while his wife smiled and patted the front of the fresh nappy. Amy’s hand moved without conscious thought. She slipped it inside her dressing gown and pressed her fingers against the front of her knickers. The fabric was already warm and wet. She rubbed slowly in circles while she kept reading.

The story described the husband being made to wet the nappy on purpose, standing in the corner with his hands on his head while it grew heavy and warm. Then the wife made him sit on her lap and suckle from her breast while she stroked the front of the sodden padding and told him what a good, dependent little sissy baby he was. Amy’s fingers pushed her knickers aside. Her cunt was swollen and slick, the lips parting easily as she slid two fingers through the wetness. She circled her clit, already sensitive from yesterday, and let out a soft, shaky breath. She read the next paragraph out loud in a whisper, testing the words on her tongue.

‘Mummy’s good girl wet her nappy again. Time for a change and a spanking.’

Her cunt clenched hard around her fingers. She pushed them inside herself, fucking slowly while she scrolled to the next image. A man in full sissy baby attire: frilly pink dress, bonnet, dummy, thick nappy visible beneath the short hem, plastic pants crinkling. He was on his knees with his face buried between his wife’s thighs, clearly licking her while she held his head in place. The caption underneath read: ‘Good babies clean Mummy after she’s been fucked by a real man.’

Amy came without warning. Her hips jerked up off the bed and her cunt spasmed around her fingers, flooding them with fresh wetness that soaked the sheet beneath her. She kept rubbing through it, gasping, eyes fixed on the image of the sissy baby licking his wife clean. The orgasm rolled through her in long, deep waves. When it finally eased she was panting, her dressing gown fallen open, one breast exposed, the nipple tight and dark. She didn’t stop. She kept her fingers inside herself and clicked on another link.

This one was a long forum thread about wives who had turned their husbands into full-time adult babies and sissies without the men ever agreeing to it at the start. The stories were darker, slower. One wife had started with ‘accidental’ laundry mistakes so her husband had to wear her knickers to work. Another had introduced a ‘special cream’ in his food that turned out to be another man’s spunk. A third described putting her husband on strong sleeping tablets and playing hypnosis files through a speaker hidden under the pillow every night until he started wetting the bed on his own and begging for nappies. Amy read every word, her fingers moving faster again, the wet sounds of her cunt filling the quiet bedroom. She imagined Chris in her knickers under his work trousers, feeling the satin all day, coming home desperate and confused. She imagined him waking up wet and ashamed while she comforted him and put him into a nappy ‘for his own good’. She imagined the hypnosis loops running while he slept, his mind being slowly rewritten to crave the humiliation.

She came again, harder this time, her thighs shaking, a small gush of fluid soaking her hand and the sheet. She bit her lip to keep from crying out. Her cunt kept pulsing long after the peak, sensitive and greedy. She didn’t pull her fingers out. She kept them buried inside herself and kept reading.

By early afternoon she had three tabs open with different stories, another with a gallery of sissy baby photos, and one with a hypnosis script someone had posted. She had come four times. Her dressing gown was open, her nightdress rucked up around her waist, her knickers somewhere on the floor. Her inner thighs were shiny with her own juices. The room smelled of sex. She felt drunk on it. Every new detail she discovered made the fantasy more vivid and more possible. She told herself again and again that it was just research, just a way to get the images out of her system. She would never actually do any of it. Chris would never allow it. It was wrong. It was impossible.

But her body disagreed. Her cunt was still twitching, still wet, still wanting more. She clicked on a new story about a wife who had won money and used it to make her husband completely dependent, quitting his job so she could keep him at home full-time in nappies and dresses. Amy’s breath caught. The parallel was too close. She read the description of the husband’s first night in a proper adult-sized cot, locked in while his wife fucked another man in the same room. The husband was made to watch through the bars, dummy in his mouth, nappy wet, while he listened to the sounds of real sex. Afterwards he was taken out only to clean the other man’s cock with his mouth and lick his wife’s cunt clean.

Amy’s fifth orgasm of the day tore through her so violently she had to shove her face into the pillow to muffle the cry. Her cunt squirted around her fingers this time, soaking the sheet beneath her in a hot rush. She kept fucking herself through it, shaking, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes from the sheer intensity. When it finally passed she lay there for a long time, fingers still inside her twitching hole, staring at the screen with glassy eyes.

She closed the laptop at last. Her hands were trembling as she cleaned herself up in the bathroom, washing away the evidence of her afternoon. She changed the sheets, sprayed air freshener, opened a window. By the time Chris came home she was in the kitchen making dinner, smiling, asking about his day as if nothing had happened. She kissed him and let him hold her, feeling his strong arms around her and thinking, secretly, of how those same arms would look in short frilly sleeves. Of how his deep voice would sound lisping an apology after a spanking. Of how warm and heavy a wet nappy would feel between his legs.

That night, after Chris fell asleep, she did not go to the bathroom. She stayed in bed beside him, one hand between her legs again, rubbing slowly and silently while she replayed every story and every image in her head. She came quietly this time, biting the edge of the pillow, her body arching against the mattress. When it was over she lay there in the dark, heart still racing, and whispered the words to herself so softly they were barely sound.

‘Just fantasy. I could never really do it.’

But the lie tasted thin even to her own ears. The seed that had been planted the night before was already growing roots.


Chapter Three

The following morning Amy woke with her knickers already damp and her cunt aching with a low, persistent throb. Chris had left for the site hours earlier, the house once again hers alone. She lay in bed for a long time after he was gone, one hand resting between her thighs, fingers idly stroking the wet fabric over her swollen lips. She told herself she would not look at the computer again. She told herself yesterday had been enough, that she had got it out of her system. But the images were still there behind her eyes every time she blinked: the sissy baby in pink satin and plastic pants, the man licking his wife clean after she had been fucked by someone else, the captions about hypnosis and secret control. Her clit pulsed under her fingertips at the memory. By the time she got up she was already wet enough that a fresh pair of knickers felt pointless.

She made coffee, tried to read a book, tried to do the laundry, but nothing held her attention. Her mind kept drifting back to the stories. The way the wives described turning their husbands bit by bit. The slow, deliberate stripping away of masculinity. The satin. The lace. The nappies worn over pretty knickers so the frills showed. She found herself standing in front of the washing machine, staring at Chris’s work clothes, imagining what it would feel like to replace his boxer shorts with something soft and feminine. Something that would rub against his cock all day while he laboured on the site, making him half-hard and confused and secretly desperate. The thought made her press her thighs together so hard she had to lean against the machine for balance.

By late morning she was back on the laptop, this time in the spare room with the door closed even though there was no one else in the house. She told herself it was just one more search. Just to see how far people took the sissy side of things. She typed the words with slightly shaking fingers.

‘sissy husband forced into panties and nappies’

The results were immediate and overwhelming. Galleries of men in delicate lace knickers stretched over their cocks, some already damp at the front. Training bras in pastel colours hugging masculine chests. Short satin nighties that barely covered their arses. And always, mixed in, the nappies and plastic pants. One image showed a man from the front, wearing nothing but a tiny pink thong and a thick disposable nappy over the top, the waistband of the nappy sitting high on his hips while the thong strings peeked out at the sides. The caption read: ‘Mummy’s sissy baby wears his pretty knickers under his nappy so he remembers what he really is.’

Amy’s breath left her in a rush. She clicked through to a long story about a wife who had started her husband on panties as a ‘joke’ during sex and had slowly made it permanent. The details were excruciatingly precise. The wife bought only women’s underwear from then on. She ‘accidentally’ ruined his male pants in the wash. She praised him every time he wore the knickers, calling him pretty, telling him how much wetter it made her to see him in satin. The husband protested at first but soon began to associate the soft fabric with intense sexual reward. Within months he was wearing them to work under his normal clothes, his cock constantly rubbing against the silky material, leaking pre-cum into the gusset. The wife would check him when he came home, sliding her hand down the front of his trousers to feel how wet the knickers had become, then reward him by letting him fuck her while he was still wearing them.

Amy’s hand was already inside her own knickers before she reached the end of the paragraph. Her cunt was soaked, the lips puffy and hot. She pushed two fingers straight inside herself with a wet sound and began to fuck them in and out while she kept reading. The story described the wife introducing a training bra next, making the husband wear it under his work shirt so his nipples rubbed against the fabric all day. Then silky nighties for bed. The husband started having dreams about wearing the clothes. He began to get hard just from the sight of the laundry basket full of feminine things. Amy moaned softly, her thumb finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. She imagined Chris in exactly that situation: coming home from the site with his cock half-hard in a pair of her satin knickers, confused and embarrassed but unable to stop because it felt too good. She imagined sliding her hand into his trousers at the door, feeling the damp patch, and whispering that he was such a good boy for wearing them for Mummy.

She came hard, her cunt clamping down around her fingers, fresh wetness flooding out and soaking her hand. Her legs shook and she had to bite her own wrist to stay quiet. The orgasm rolled on and on while she kept her eyes on the screen, on the image of the man in the pink thong and nappy. When it finally eased she didn’t stop. She pulled her fingers out, smeared the wetness over her clit, and kept rubbing while she clicked to the next story.

This one was darker, more explicit about the control. The wife had started giving her husband sleeping tablets at night without him knowing. Once he was deeply asleep she would play audio files through a small speaker hidden under the mattress. The loops repeated for hours: affirmations about loving panties, wanting to be feminine, needing to wet like a baby, craving humiliation. Over weeks the husband began to have accidents at night. Then during the day. The wife ‘comforted’ him by putting him in nappies full-time and praised him for being such a good, dependent sissy. The story included sample text from the hypnosis files. Amy read them out loud in a whisper, her voice trembling.

‘You love wearing satin knickers and pretty bras. The softer and girlier the clothes, the happier you feel. You want to be Mummy’s sissy baby. Wetting yourself feels natural and good. You will start to lisp when you speak to Mummy. You need nappies now. Good babies obey.’

Her third orgasm of the morning hit while she was still reading the script. She came with her fingers buried deep inside her cunt, hips bucking against her own hand, the laptop balanced precariously on her knees. This time the pleasure was sharper, almost painful in its intensity. She kept rubbing through the spasms, imagining the loops playing while Chris slept beside her, his mind being slowly rewritten. Imagining him waking up wet and lisping an apology. Imagining him crawling to her in a nappy and frilly plastic pants, begging for a change in that small, broken voice.

By early afternoon she had lost count of how many times she had come. Her cunt was sore and swollen, her inner thighs sticky, the spare room smelling strongly of sex. She had moved on to videos now, short clips of sissy husbands being dressed, spanked, and made to wet on command. One showed a muscular man being helped into a pair of delicate lavender knickers by his wife. He protested at first, but once they were on and she began to stroke him through the satin he got hard immediately. The wife laughed and told him he was already leaking into his pretty new knickers like a good little girl. Amy watched it three times, fingers working her clit in fast, desperate circles, coming again on the third viewing with a choked sob.

She finally closed the laptop when her body could take no more. Her legs were unsteady as she stood. She cleaned herself in the bathroom again, the same ritual as yesterday, washing away the evidence while her mind raced with everything she had seen. The guilt was still there, a low, sick feeling in her stomach, but it was being steadily drowned out by something much stronger. The fantasies were no longer vague. They were specific now. She could see exactly how she would start with Chris. The panties first. A ‘joke’ during sex that became permanent through laundry ‘accidents’ and positive reinforcement. The praise. The rewards. The slow, relentless conditioning until he associated femininity with pleasure and safety and her approval.

That evening, when Chris came home tired and smelling of dust and sweat, she kissed him longer than usual and let her hand drift down to squeeze his arse through his work trousers. He chuckled and called her frisky. She smiled and said nothing, but inside she was already imagining what those trousers would feel like with a pair of soft satin knickers underneath. Imagining the way he would squirm at work, the way he would come home desperate for her touch. Imagining the first time she would make him cum while he was still wearing them, the front of the knickers soaked with his spunk, and how she would praise him for being such a good, pretty boy for Mummy.

Later, after they went to bed and Chris fell asleep, Amy lay awake again. This time she did not slip to the bathroom. She stayed right there beside him, one hand between her legs, rubbing her sore but still needy cunt with slow, careful strokes while she replayed the day’s discoveries in her head. She came quietly, face turned into the pillow, her body shaking with the effort of staying silent. When it was over she rested her wet fingers on Chris’s hip, feeling the solid muscle there, and whispered into the dark so softly it was almost nothing.

‘Just fantasy. I could never really do it to you.’

But the words felt even thinner than they had the night before. The root was deeper now. And somewhere in the back of her mind, a new thought had begun to form, quiet but insistent.

What if she didn’t have to stop at fantasy?


Chapter Four

It had been four days since Amy had first typed those words into the search bar, and the obsession had only grown thicker, heavier, more impossible to ignore. Every morning after Chris left for the site she found herself back at the laptop in the spare room, door closed, dressing gown open, knickers pushed down around her ankles. She had moved beyond the forums and stories now. She was watching videos, short clips of sissy husbands being dressed and humiliated, longer ones of wives explaining exactly how they had broken their men down over months and years. She had bought a small, powerful vibrator from an online shop using a private browser tab and had it delivered to a collection point while Chris was at work. She used it every day now, sometimes twice, pressing the buzzing head against her swollen clit while she watched a man in lavender satin knickers and a thick nappy being made to wet on command, or being spanked over his wife’s knee until he cried and lisped apologies. Each orgasm left her shaking and empty and already craving the next one.

On the fifth morning she went out to do the weekly shop and, on impulse, bought a single National Lottery scratch card at the till. She had done it occasionally over the years, never expecting anything, treating it as a small, harmless indulgence. She paid for the shopping, tucked the card into her handbag, and thought nothing more of it until she was home and unpacking the bags. The house was quiet. Chris would not be back for hours. She sat at the kitchen table with a cup of tea and, almost absent-mindedly, took out the scratch card and a coin.

She began to scratch.

At first the numbers meant nothing. Then one line matched. Then another. Then the third. Amy stared at the card for a long moment, the coin still in her fingers, her tea going cold beside her. She checked the numbers again against the ticket. Then she went to the laptop, opened the National Lottery website in a private window, and entered the ticket code with hands that had started to tremble.

The result loaded.

She had won just over eight hundred thousand pounds after tax.

For several long minutes Amy did not move. She sat at the kitchen table with the screen glowing in front of her and simply stared. Eight hundred thousand pounds. Enough to pay off the mortgage. Enough to clear every debt. Enough that Chris would never have to go back to the construction site again if he did not want to. Enough that she could keep him at home, full-time, with no financial excuse for him to leave the house. Enough to fund every single thing she had been fantasising about for days.

Her cunt gave a sudden, violent throb.

She pushed the chair back and stood up on unsteady legs. The realisation was still unfolding inside her, layer after layer. With this money she could make him dependent. Completely. She could tell him he did not need to work any more, that she had come into some inheritance or a quiet redundancy payout, something believable. She could keep the full amount secret if she wanted. She could control every penny. She could turn the house into exactly what she needed it to be: a place where her husband would slowly, irreversibly, become her sissy baby. Nappies. Satin knickers. Bras. Nighties. Hypnosis while he slept. Accidents. Spankings. Humiliation. All of it funded by this single, impossible win.

Her knickers were already soaked.

Amy walked through to the spare room on legs that felt disconnected from the rest of her body. She closed the door even though there was no one to hear. She pulled her dress up around her waist, shoved her knickers down, and sat on the edge of the spare bed with the laptop balanced on her knees. The vibrator was in the drawer beside her. She took it out with one hand while the other slid between her thighs. Her cunt was swollen and dripping, the lips parted, her clit already standing out hard and sensitive. She turned the vibrator on and pressed it directly against herself.

The first orgasm took her almost immediately. She came with a choked gasp, hips jerking, fresh wetness flooding out around the buzzing head and soaking the sheet beneath her. But she did not stop. She kept the vibrator pressed there, riding the sensitivity, and opened a new tab. She began searching for adult-sized cots, for large wooden playpens, for oversized nappies and frilly plastic pants made for men. The images loaded while she rubbed the vibrator in slow, relentless circles over her clit. She imagined Chris in one of those cots, locked in for the night, while she sat on the bed just feet away and let another man fuck her. The thought of Chris watching through the bars, dummy in his mouth, nappy wet and heavy, made her cunt spasm again. She came a second time with her free hand clamped over her mouth to muffle the sound.

When the second orgasm eased she was panting, sweat cooling on her skin. She did not turn the vibrator off. She lowered the intensity slightly and kept it resting against her twitching clit while she continued to scroll. She found pages selling satin and lace lingerie in larger sizes. She imagined ordering sets for Chris. Pretty knickers with little bows. Matching bras. Short nighties in soft pastel colours. She pictured him wearing them under his work clothes at first, then full-time once she had convinced him to quit the site. She pictured the first time she would make him model them for her, blushing and hard in the satin, while she praised him and told him how much it turned her on to see her strong husband looking so pretty and small.

The third orgasm built more slowly. She edged herself deliberately this time, pulling the vibrator away whenever she felt herself getting too close, letting the need crest and then back off again. While she denied herself she read a long post about a wife who had used a sudden windfall to retire her husband early and keep him at home as a full-time sissy baby. The details were almost identical to what Amy was now considering. The wife had started with panties, moved to nighties, introduced nappies after ‘accidents’ that were secretly encouraged, and used the money to ensure her husband had no reason to leave the house. The post included photographs of the man in his new life: crawling in a frilly dress and thick nappy, sleeping in a large cot, being changed on a table while his wife smiled and cooed at him. Amy stared at the images and edged herself harder, her cunt clenching and fluttering around nothing, desperate to be filled.

When she finally let herself come the third time it was with the vibrator pressed hard against her clit and two fingers buried inside herself. She squirted around her own fingers, a hot rush of fluid soaking the sheet and her inner thighs. Her whole body shook with it. She kept the vibrator there through the spasms, drawing the pleasure out until it tipped over into something almost painful. Only then did she turn it off and collapse back on the bed, breathing hard, the laptop still open beside her.

For a long time she simply lay there, staring at the ceiling. The win was real. The money was hers. And with it, every barrier she had imagined between herself and the fantasies she had been feeding for days had disappeared. She could start tomorrow if she wanted. She could order the first pair of panties tonight. She could begin the slow, careful campaign of turning Chris into exactly what she now knew she wanted him to be: her dependent, lisping, wet, pretty sissy baby.

The guilt was still there, a faint, distant voice at the back of her mind telling her this was wrong, that she could never actually do this to the man she loved. But it was growing quieter with every hour. The arousal, the power, the sheer intoxicating possibility of it all, was louder.

Amy sat up slowly. She cleaned herself with trembling hands, changed the sheet again, and returned to the kitchen. The winning ticket was still on the table where she had left it. She picked it up, looked at it for a long moment, then folded it carefully and tucked it into the back of her purse, behind her cards and receipts, where Chris would never think to look.

She would not tell him. Not yet. Perhaps not ever. The money would be her secret weapon, her guarantee that she could keep him exactly where she wanted him for as long as she wanted. Dependent. Contained. Hers to shape.

That evening, while Chris showered after work, Amy sat at the laptop one more time. She opened the site she had been looking at earlier and placed an order. Three pairs of soft satin knickers in his size. One pink, one lavender, one white with little lace trim. She paid with the private card she used for her ‘research’ purchases and chose express delivery.

When the confirmation email arrived she felt her cunt give another slow, heavy throb of anticipation.

The first step was already in motion.


Chapter Five

Amy sat at the kitchen table the morning after placing the order, staring at the confirmation email on her phone. Three pairs of satin knickers, size large, in pink, lavender and white with delicate lace trim, were already on their way. Express delivery. They would arrive tomorrow. The thought made her cunt clench with a slow, heavy pulse that she felt all the way up into her belly. She had not told Chris about the lottery win. She had not even decided yet how she would explain the sudden freedom from money worries. All she knew, with a clarity that both thrilled and frightened her, was that the money had removed the last excuse she had been clinging to. There was nothing now to stop her from doing exactly what she wanted.

She took her coffee into the spare room and closed the door. The vibrator was still in the drawer. She did not reach for it immediately. Instead she sat on the edge of the bed with her laptop open and let herself think, really think, about what she was going to do to her husband.

The programme that had started all of this had shown a man being turned into a baby. Nappies. Bottles. Crawling. That had been enough to make her wet at the time. But the more she had researched, the more she had realised that pure male-baby regression, while intensely arousing, felt somehow incomplete. It lacked something she craved without having fully named it until now. The added layer of sissification. The deliberate, humiliating feminisation of his body and his role. The contrast of his broad, work-hardened frame in delicate satin and lace. The way nappies would look worn over pretty knickers so the frills peeked out. The way a dummy would look in his mouth when he was also wearing a training bra. The extra shame of it. The deeper submission it would demand. The way it would strip away not just his adulthood but his masculinity at the same time.

Her hand drifted between her legs without conscious thought. She was already wet. She pushed two fingers inside herself and began to stroke slowly while she let the images form.

She imagined Chris in the first pair of pink satin knickers she had ordered. She saw herself presenting them to him as a playful surprise during sex, sliding them up his legs, watching his face as the cool, slippery material settled against his cock. She imagined praising him lavishly, telling him how pretty he looked, how much it turned her on. She imagined riding him while he wore them, the satin growing damp with his pre-cum and her juices, and how she would make him keep them on afterwards so he could feel the evidence of what they had done. Then the next step: the ‘laundry accident’. His regular boxer shorts disappearing one by one until only the satin remained. Him having to wear them to the construction site under his work trousers, the soft fabric rubbing against his cock all day, making him half-hard and leaking, terrified someone would notice the panty line or the way he walked. Coming home desperate and confused, only to be rewarded with her mouth or her cunt while he was still wearing the evidence of his new reality.

Amy’s fingers moved faster. She added her thumb to her clit and rubbed in tight circles while the fantasy deepened.

Next would come the bras. Soft training bras at first, or delicate camisoles ‘to match’. She would present them the same way: as something that turned her on, something that made her wetter for him. She would make him wear them under his work clothes too. She would check him when he came home, sliding her hands under his shirt to feel the lace against his chest, pinching his nipples through the fabric until he gasped. Then nighties. Silky, short nighties that barely covered his arse. She would make bedtime a ritual. Helping him into them. Praising him. Stroking him through the satin until he was hard and leaking again. The slow, relentless conditioning until he associated every feminine garment with her approval, her arousal, and intense sexual reward.

She came with a low, shaky moan, her cunt clamping around her fingers, fresh wetness coating her hand. She kept rubbing through it, hips jerking, and did not stop when the first orgasm faded. She kept the pressure on her clit and let the next fantasy rise.

With the money, she could make him quit the site. She could tell him she had come into enough to support them both comfortably. He would have no reason to leave the house. No reason to wear anything but what she chose for him. She could accelerate the changes once he was home full-time. Introduce the nappies after the first ‘accidents’ she would encourage with the hypnosis she had already started reading about. She could keep him in satin knickers under the nappies so the frills showed whenever she changed him. She could dress him in short baby dresses over the padding, the hem riding up to reveal everything. She could put him in a proper adult-sized cot at night, locked in while she sat on the bed just feet away. The thought of him watching her through the bars while she touched herself, or while she eventually brought someone else into the room, made her cunt spasm again. She came a second time with her free hand pressed hard over her mouth.

When the second orgasm eased she was breathing hard, sweat cooling on her skin. She still did not stop. She turned the fantasy toward the deeper, darker elements she had discovered in her research. The hypnosis loops playing every night while he slept. The slow rewriting of his mind until he began to want the clothes, to crave the humiliation, to wet himself without prompting and feel relief rather than shame. The way his voice might change over time, softening, lisping when he spoke to her. The way he would eventually crawl to her on command, dummy in his mouth, nappy sagging, and beg in that small, broken voice to be changed by Mummy.

Amy reached for the vibrator. She turned it on low and pressed it against her swollen, sensitive clit while she kept two fingers inside herself. The buzz made her gasp. She edged herself deliberately this time, pulling the vibrator away whenever she felt herself nearing the edge, letting the need build until it was almost unbearable. While she denied herself she planned the campaign in precise, incremental steps.

Week one: the panties arrive. She introduces them during sex as a fun, sexy surprise. Heavy praise and multiple orgasms for him while he wears them. Week two: the laundry ‘accident’. Only panties left in his drawer. Coaxing and rewards to get him to wear them daily, including to work. Week three: introduce the first bra or camisole. Same method. Positive reinforcement. Sexual rewards tied directly to compliance. Week four: nighties replace his pyjamas. Bedtime rituals begin. Week five and beyond: subtle encouragement of wetting. The first hypnosis files while he sleeps. The first ‘accidents’ framed as something loving and normal. Once he is home full-time: acceleration. Full sissy baby attire. Nappies over knickers. Dresses. The cot. Complete dependence.

She let herself come on the third try. This orgasm was slower and deeper, rolling through her in long, powerful waves while she kept the vibrator pressed hard against her clit and fucked herself with her fingers. She imagined Chris in the final state she now knew she wanted: locked in the large wooden cot she had already bookmarked, wearing a thick nappy over delicate satin knickers, a short frilly dress, a dummy in his mouth, lisping apologies after a spanking, completely and irreversibly hers. The image sent her over the edge again. She came with a choked cry, her cunt pulsing hard around her fingers, another rush of fluid soaking the sheet.

Afterwards she lay there for a long time, the vibrator still buzzing faintly in her hand, her body trembling with aftershocks. The decision was made. Pure male-baby regression had been the spark, but sissification was the fire. The combination of the two, the feminine humiliation layered over the regression, the satin and lace mixed with the padding and the plastic pants, was what made her cunt ache and her mind spin with need. It was what she wanted. What she was going to do to him.

She closed the laptop and cleaned herself up with the same careful ritual she had developed over the past week. When she was dressed again she returned to the kitchen and looked at her phone. The delivery notification for the knickers was already there. They would arrive tomorrow.

Amy smiled to herself, small and private and full of dark, secret promise.

The first pair would be waiting for him when he came home from work. And after that, nothing would ever be the same again.


Chapter Six

The delivery arrived just after lunch the following day. Amy signed for the small, discreet package while Chris was still on site and carried it straight to the spare room. Her hands were trembling slightly as she opened it. Inside, wrapped in tissue, were the three pairs of satin knickers she had ordered: one soft pink with a tiny bow at the front, one lavender with delicate lace edging, and one white with sheer panels at the hips. She lifted the pink pair first, letting the cool, slippery fabric slide over her fingers. They were larger than her own, clearly sized for a man, but still undeniably feminine. She held them up against the light and imagined them stretched over Chris’s cock, the satin growing dark at the front as he leaked into them. Her cunt gave a deep, hungry throb.

She hid two pairs at the back of her own underwear drawer and kept the pink pair out. She laid them on the bed in the spare room and stared at them for a long time, one hand pressed between her legs over her clothes. Tomorrow evening. She would do it tomorrow evening. The first real step. Not just fantasy. Not just research and secret orgasms. Action.

The rest of the day passed in a haze of anticipation. She cleaned the house more thoroughly than usual, changed the sheets on their bed, and made Chris’s favourite dinner. When he came home tired and dusty from the site she kissed him longer than normal and let her hand drift down to squeeze his arse through his work trousers. He laughed and called her eager. She smiled and said nothing, but inside she was already picturing those same trousers with nothing but satin underneath.

After dinner they sat on the sofa for a while, watching television. Chris’s hand rested on her thigh in the casual way it always did. Amy could barely concentrate on the screen. Every time she shifted she felt the dampness in her knickers. When the programme ended she turned to him, heart pounding, and spoke in the light, playful tone she had practised in her head all day.

‘I bought something today,’ she said. ‘A surprise. For us. Well… mostly for me, but I think you’ll like it too if you give it a chance.’

Chris raised an eyebrow, curious. ‘Yeah? What sort of surprise?’

Amy stood up and held out her hand. ‘Come with me.’

She led him to the bedroom. The pink satin knickers were already laid out on the bed, catching the low light from the bedside lamp. Chris stopped in the doorway when he saw them. His brow furrowed slightly, not angry, just confused.

‘They’re… knickers,’ he said slowly.

‘Mmm.’ Amy stepped closer and ran her hand up his chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath his T-shirt. ‘I saw them online and I couldn’t stop thinking about how they would look on you. How they would feel on you. It made me really wet, Chris. The idea of you wearing something so soft and pretty for me.’ She looked up at him, letting her voice go a little smaller, a little needier. ‘Would you try them on? Just once? For me? It would make Mummy so happy.’

She had never called herself Mummy to him before. The word hung in the air between them. Chris blinked, clearly thrown, but the way her hand was now stroking lower, brushing over the front of his trousers where his cock was already beginning to stir, seemed to override the confusion.

‘You’re serious?’ he asked.

‘Very.’ Amy pressed her body against his and kissed the side of his neck. ‘I’ve been thinking about it all day. About how good you would look. How good it would feel for both of us. Please, baby. Just try them. If you hate it we never have to do it again.’

Chris hesitated for a long moment. Then he let out a short, awkward laugh and reached for the knickers. ‘Alright. For you. But if this is some kind of wind-up…’

‘It’s not.’ Amy’s voice was soft but firm. ‘I promise.’

She watched as he undressed. His body was still lean and powerful from years of physical work, broad shoulders, thick arms, a light covering of dark hair across his chest that tapered down to his cock. When he was naked she took the pink satin from him and knelt in front of him. She held the knickers open at his feet.

‘Step in,’ she said.

Chris did. She drew the cool, slippery fabric slowly up his legs, letting her fingers brush his skin the whole way. When she reached his cock she took her time, tucking him carefully inside the front panel. The satin stretched over him, already beginning to tent as he hardened. The little bow sat just above the base of his cock. The leg openings hugged his thighs. From behind, the fabric cupped his arse cheeks, the thin strip between them disappearing into the cleft.

Amy sat back on her heels and looked up at him. Her cunt was throbbing so hard she could feel her own pulse between her legs.

‘Oh, Chris…’ she breathed. ‘You look beautiful. Really. So pretty.’

He shifted uncomfortably, one hand moving as if to cover himself, but she caught his wrist.

‘Don’t. Let me look.’ She stood up and pressed her palm gently against the front of the knickers, feeling the heat and hardness of his cock through the satin. A small dark patch was already forming where the head pressed against the fabric. ‘You’re leaking already. That’s so hot.’

Chris made a low, embarrassed sound in his throat but didn’t pull away. Amy kissed him, deep and slow, while she kept stroking him through the knickers. When she pulled back she was breathing harder.

‘Lie on the bed,’ she said. ‘On your back. I want to ride you while you’re wearing them.’

He obeyed, though his face was flushed and he kept glancing down at himself as if he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. Amy stripped quickly, her own knickers visibly wet when she pulled them off. She climbed onto the bed and straddled him, reaching down to pull the front of the satin knickers aside just enough to free his cock. It sprang out, flushed and leaking, the head shiny. She rubbed the head against her cunt, coating it in her wetness, then sank down onto him in one smooth motion.

The moan that left her was genuine. He felt thick and hot inside her, and the knowledge that he was still wearing the pink satin, the rest of the knickers bunched beneath her, made her clench around him hard. She began to ride him slowly, rolling her hips, letting him feel every inch. Her hands rested on his chest, fingers brushing over his nipples.

‘Look at you,’ she whispered. ‘My good boy in his pretty knickers. You feel so good inside me. So hard. Does it feel different with the satin against you?’

Chris nodded, jaw tight. His hands had come up to grip her hips. ‘Yeah… fuck… it’s… different.’

‘Good different?’ Amy asked, speeding up slightly. The wet sounds of her cunt sliding up and down his cock filled the room.

‘Yeah,’ he admitted, voice rough. ‘Really fucking different.’

Amy leaned down and kissed him again, then sat back up and rode him harder. She reached behind herself and cupped his balls through the satin, squeezing gently. ‘You’re going to cum in them for me,’ she told him. ‘I want to feel you fill these pretty knickers while you’re inside me. Can you do that for Mummy?’

The word slipped out again. Chris’s eyes widened slightly but his cock twitched hard inside her. He nodded.

‘Say it,’ Amy said, her voice dropping into something darker, more commanding. ‘Tell me you’ll cum in your pretty knickers for Mummy.’

Chris swallowed. His face was red now, but his hips were pushing up to meet her thrusts. ‘I’ll… cum in them. For you.’

‘Good boy.’ Amy reached down and rubbed her clit while she rode him, her cunt squeezing rhythmically around his cock. She was close already. The sight of him beneath her, muscular and masculine and yet wearing delicate pink satin, the bow shifting with every thrust, was pushing her over the edge faster than she had expected. ‘That’s it… fill them… show Mummy how much you like wearing them…’

Chris came first. His whole body tensed beneath her and he let out a deep, guttural groan as his cock pulsed inside her. She felt the heat of his spunk flooding into the bunched satin beneath her, soaking the front of the knickers. The sensation, combined with the sight of his face twisted in pleasure and embarrassment, sent her over. She came hard, grinding down onto him, her cunt spasming and squirting around his cock, soaking the already wet satin even more. She kept moving through it, drawing it out, until both of them were shaking and breathless.

When she finally stilled she stayed sitting on him, both of them still joined, the ruined pink knickers soaked with a mixture of her juices and his spunk. She leaned down and kissed him softly, tenderly, stroking his hair.

‘You were perfect,’ she whispered. ‘So good for me. Did you like it?’

Chris was still catching his breath. He looked dazed. ‘It was… intense. The fabric… and you calling yourself… that. It was a lot.’

Amy smiled and kissed him again. ‘But you came so hard. And you looked so pretty. We can do it again sometime? Just when you feel like it?’

He hesitated, then nodded slowly. ‘Yeah. Maybe. If it makes you that wet.’

She felt a fresh throb of arousal at his reluctant agreement. She eased off him carefully and helped him out of the soaked knickers. She took them to the bathroom and rinsed them by hand, then hung them over the radiator to dry. When she came back Chris was already half-asleep, the exertion of work and sex catching up with him. She slid into bed beside him and pressed her naked body against his back, one arm around his waist.

Tomorrow she would ‘accidentally’ ruin his remaining boxer shorts in the wash. Tomorrow the real campaign would begin in earnest.

But tonight, she let herself savour the first small victory. Her husband had worn satin knickers for her. He had cum in them while she rode him and called herself Mummy. And he had agreed, however hesitantly, that they could do it again.

The root was growing deeper.


Chapter Seven

Chris woke the next morning to the sound of the washing machine already running downstairs. He stretched, muscles still pleasantly sore from the night before, and reached for the drawer where he kept his clean underwear. His hand met only empty space. Frowning, he pulled the drawer open fully. Nothing. Not a single pair of his usual boxer briefs. He checked the other drawers, then the laundry basket. Empty.

‘Amy?’ he called down the stairs.

She appeared in the bedroom doorway a moment later, already dressed in a soft jumper and jeans, a mug of tea in her hand. She looked calm, almost innocent. ‘What’s wrong?’

‘All my pants are gone. The washing machine’s on but there’s nothing in the drawer.’

Amy took a sip of tea and gave a small, apologetic shrug. ‘Oh no. I think I might have made a mistake last night. I put a load in with some bleach by accident when I was sorting colours. Your dark ones… they didn’t survive very well. I had to throw most of them out. I’m really sorry, love.’

Chris stared at her. ‘You bleached all my underwear?’

‘It was an accident,’ she said, stepping into the room and setting her mug down. She came up behind him and slid her arms around his waist, pressing her body against his back. ‘But it’s not the end of the world. You’ve still got those lovely satin ones from last night. The pink pair. They’re clean and dry now. I hung them on the radiator.’

He turned in her arms, eyebrows raised. ‘You want me to wear women’s knickers to work?’

Amy looked up at him with that same soft, slightly needy expression she had used the night before. ‘Just for today. While I go out and buy you some new ones. It’s only one day, Chris. And… it would make me really happy. I’ve been thinking about you wearing them under your work clothes all morning. It’s made me wet just imagining it.’ She pressed closer, letting him feel the warmth of her body. ‘Please? Just for today, baby. For me? I’ll make it more than worth your while when you get home tonight. I promise.’

Chris hesitated. His cock gave a traitorous twitch at the memory of the night before — the way the satin had felt against his skin, the way she had ridden him while calling herself Mummy, the way he had cum harder than he had in months. The embarrassment was still there, sharp and uncomfortable, but so was the memory of how good it had felt.

‘Fine,’ he muttered. ‘Just today. And you’re buying proper ones later.’

‘Of course.’ Amy kissed him, slow and grateful. ‘Thank you. You’re so good to me.’

She fetched the pink satin knickers from where she had left them and handed them to him. Chris stepped into them in silence, pulling them up over his hips. The fabric settled against his cock with that same cool, slippery sensation. Already he could feel himself starting to harden slightly from the memory and the touch. Amy watched him dress the rest of the way — work trousers, heavy boots, high-visibility top — and smiled when he adjusted himself awkwardly, trying to make the knickers sit comfortably under the thicker fabric.

‘You look fine,’ she said. ‘No one will know. Just you and me.’

Chris left for the site with a strange, unsettled feeling low in his stomach. The satin rubbed against his cock with every step as he walked to the van. By the time he reached the site the friction had him half-hard, the head of his cock pressing against the front of the knickers and leaving a small damp patch of pre-cum. He tried to ignore it. He pulled on his work gloves, picked up his tools, and got on with the day.

It was impossible to ignore completely.

Every time he bent over, the satin shifted and slid. Every time he climbed a ladder or lifted something heavy, the fabric rubbed along the length of his cock in a way that made it twitch and leak steadily. By mid-morning the front of the knickers was noticeably wet, the satin clinging to him. He kept checking the front of his trousers in the site toilet, terrified there would be a visible damp patch or that the panty line would show through the work trousers when he moved. The fear of discovery kept him in a constant state of low-level panic that only made the arousal worse. His cock stayed semi-hard for most of the day, throbbing every time he moved, the satin growing stickier with each new leak of pre-cum.

His workmates didn’t seem to notice anything. They joked and swore and passed tools as usual. But Chris felt exposed in a way he had never experienced before. Every time Ivan walked past — tall, broad-shouldered, confident — Chris found himself tensing, convinced the man could somehow tell. He kept his movements careful, his posture stiff. By lunchtime he was desperate to get home, his cock aching, the knickers soaked through at the front.

When the day finally ended he drove home in silence, one hand occasionally pressing against the front of his trousers to try and relieve the pressure. His cock was rock hard now, trapped in the wet satin, and every bump in the road sent another jolt of friction through him.

Amy was waiting for him when he walked through the door. She took one look at his face and smiled, slow and knowing.

‘Rough day?’ she asked.

Chris didn’t answer. He just pulled her to him and kissed her hard, one hand already fumbling with his belt. Amy laughed softly against his mouth and pushed his hands away.

‘Let me,’ she said.

She undid his trousers and pushed them down his hips. The pink satin knickers were visibly soaked at the front, dark with a mixture of pre-cum and sweat. The little bow was still there, now slightly askew. Amy ran her fingers over the wet fabric, pressing gently against his trapped cock.

‘Oh, look at you,’ she murmured. ‘My poor boy. You’ve been leaking into these all day, haven’t you? They’re ruined.’ She looked up at him, eyes dark. ‘Did it feel good? Having this soft satin rubbing against you while you worked?’

Chris groaned. ‘It was fucking torture.’

‘Good.’ Amy dropped to her knees in the hallway and pulled the front of the knickers down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out, flushed dark and leaking steadily. She took him straight into her mouth, sucking hard, her tongue working over the head while her hand stroked the base through the wet satin. Chris’s head fell back against the wall with a thud. His hands tangled in her hair as she sucked him with wet, eager sounds, moaning around his cock like she was enjoying it as much as he was.

When she pulled off she stood up, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and led him to the bedroom without another word. She stripped quickly and pushed him onto the bed, climbing on top of him before he could catch his breath. She pulled the knickers to one side again and sank down onto his cock in one smooth motion, her cunt already hot and dripping.

‘Fuck, yes,’ she breathed, starting to ride him immediately. ‘You feel so good. Still wearing your pretty knickers for me. Such a good boy.’ She leaned down and kissed him, then sat back up and rode him harder, her hands braced on his chest. ‘Tell me how it felt today. Tell Mummy how the satin felt against your cock all day while you were trying to work.’

Chris’s hands gripped her hips, his face flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and overwhelming need. ‘It… rubbed every time I moved. Kept me hard. Leaking. I was scared someone would see.’

‘But they didn’t,’ Amy said, grinding down on him. ‘And now you’re home and Mummy’s going to reward you for being so good.’ She reached behind herself and cupped his balls through the satin again, squeezing. ‘Cum in them again for me. Fill your pretty knickers while you’re inside me. Do it, baby.’

Chris came with a broken groan, his cock pulsing hard inside her as he flooded the already soaked satin. Amy kept riding him through it, rubbing her clit against him until she came too, her cunt squeezing and fluttering around him, fresh wetness soaking the front of the knickers even more. She stayed sitting on him afterwards, both of them breathing hard, the ruined pink satin bunched between them.

When she finally eased off she kissed him softly and stroked his hair.

‘You did so well today,’ she whispered. ‘I’m so proud of you. We can do it again tomorrow if you want. I bought you a few more pairs while you were at work. Just in case.’

Chris lay there, dazed, the wet satin still clinging to his skin. He didn’t say no.

Amy smiled against his chest and closed her eyes, already planning what colour pair she would give him in the morning.


Chapter Eight

By the end of the first week the pink satin knickers had become part of Chris’s morning routine. Every day Amy laid out a fresh pair on the bed before he woke. Some days it was the lavender ones with the lace edging. Other days the white pair with the sheer panels. She had ordered more without telling him — delicate styles in soft pastels, all sized for him, all unmistakably feminine. When he stepped out of the shower she would be waiting, holding them open for him like it was the most natural thing in the world.

‘Good boy,’ she would say as he stepped into them. Her voice was warm, almost maternal. ‘Such a good boy for Mummy. These look so pretty on you.’

Chris never argued. The first few mornings he had muttered something about it still feeling weird, but Amy’s hands would already be on him, stroking his cock through the satin until he hardened, until the words died in his throat. By the time he left for the site the knickers were damp at the front and his head was full of the low, steady throb of arousal that would follow him through the day.

At work the sensation had become familiar. The constant silky rub against his cock as he moved, the way the fabric grew warm and sticky with his pre-cum, the secret knowledge that underneath his heavy work trousers and high-visibility top he was wearing delicate women’s underwear. He still checked himself constantly in the site toilets, still felt the sharp spike of fear whenever someone walked too close, but the fear was starting to mix with something else. A low, shameful excitement. When he bent to lift something heavy and felt the satin slide against his cock he would sometimes catch himself pushing his hips forward slightly, chasing the friction. He told himself it was just because he was horny from the constant teasing. He told himself it had nothing to do with the way Amy praised him when he got home.

She always checked him the moment he walked through the door. Her hand would slide straight down the front of his trousers, cupping him through the knickers, feeling how wet they had become during the day.

‘Look at this,’ she would murmur, voice low and pleased. ‘My good panty boy leaked all day for me. Such a messy little clitty you have.’ She had started calling it that a few days earlier — his cock, his clitty — and every time the word left her mouth Chris felt a fresh rush of heat and embarrassment that went straight to his groin. ‘Come on. Let Mummy see.’

She would lead him to the bedroom, push his trousers down, and inspect the state of the knickers while he stood there, face burning. Then she would reward him. Sometimes with her mouth, sucking him slowly while the satin was still bunched around the base of his cock. Sometimes by riding him while he was still wearing them, the wet fabric rubbing against both of them as she moved. Always with the same steady stream of praise.

‘You’re doing so well,’ she would tell him, hips rolling. ‘Wearing your pretty knickers every day like a good boy. Mummy’s so proud of you. Your clitty gets so hard for me when you’re dressed like this.’

Chris would come hard every time, his spunk soaking into the already ruined satin while Amy moaned and told him how pretty he looked, how good he was being for her. Afterwards she would rinse the knickers by hand and hang them to dry, ready for the next day. She never let him go back to male underwear. When he asked about buying new boxer briefs she simply smiled and said she had already ordered more pairs for him. ‘These are so much nicer, don’t you think? And they make me so wet for you.’

He didn’t push it. The sex was better than it had been in years. Amy was constantly aroused, constantly touching him, constantly telling him how good he looked and how much she wanted him. The confusion was still there — a low, persistent voice in the back of his mind that said this was strange, that men didn’t wear satin knickers to construction sites, that something was shifting between them — but the pleasure kept drowning it out. Every morning he stepped into whatever pair she had laid out. Every evening he came home hard and leaking and let her inspect him. Every night he fell asleep with the memory of her voice calling him her good panty boy and her good little clitty.

One evening, after a particularly long day, Amy brought her laptop into the bedroom while he was getting changed. She sat on the bed in her dressing gown and patted the space beside her.

‘I ordered a few more things today,’ she said. ‘Come and look.’

Chris sat down, still in just the white satin knickers from that day. Amy turned the screen towards him. On it were several new pairs — even softer styles, some with little bows, some with delicate patterns. There were also two soft training bras in pale pink and lavender, and a short, silky nightie in blush pink with thin straps.

‘I thought we could try these next,’ she said, scrolling slowly. ‘The bras are really soft. They’d feel nice under your work clothes. And this nightie… I keep imagining you in it at bedtime. It would only just cover your arse. You’d look so pretty.’

Chris stared at the screen. His cock was already starting to harden in the knickers. Amy noticed and smiled. She reached over and stroked him through the satin while she kept talking.

‘You don’t have to decide now,’ she said. ‘But I think you’d like them. And I know I would. Seeing you in something so feminine… it does something to me, Chris. It makes me want you so much.’ She leaned in and kissed the side of his neck, her hand still moving slowly on his cock. ‘Would you try one of the bras tomorrow? Just to see how it feels? For me?’

Chris swallowed. The word ‘clitty’ was still echoing in his head from earlier. The memory of her riding him while calling it that. The way it had made him cum harder than he could remember.

‘…Alright,’ he said quietly. ‘Just to try.’

Amy’s smile was bright and warm. She kissed him properly this time, deep and grateful, her hand tightening on his cock through the satin.

‘Thank you,’ she whispered against his mouth. ‘Such a good boy for Mummy. I’m going to make you feel so good tonight.’

She pushed him back onto the bed and climbed on top of him, pulling the knickers aside and sinking down onto his cock without another word. Chris groaned and gripped her hips, already lost in the familiar rhythm of her praise and her body and the soft, constant pressure of satin against his skin.

Later, when she was asleep beside him, Chris lay awake for a long time staring at the ceiling. The new items were already ordered. Tomorrow he would wear a training bra under his work clothes for the first time. The thought made his stomach twist with nerves and something hotter, darker, that he didn’t want to name.

He told himself it was still just for her. Just because it made her wet and made the sex incredible. But deep down, in the quietest part of his mind, he was starting to wonder how long he would keep believing that.


Chapter Nine

The training bra arrived with the next batch of knickers. It was soft and simple, pale pink with a little bow between the cups, designed more for comfort than support. Amy laid it out on the bed beside the lavender knickers she had chosen for that day. When Chris came out of the shower and saw both items waiting, he stopped in the doorway.

‘What’s that?’ he asked, though he already knew.

Amy smiled and picked up the bra, holding it out to him. ‘It matches the knickers. I thought you might like to try wearing them together. It’ll feel nice under your clothes. Soft. And it’ll make me so wet thinking about you in a matching set all day.’

Chris stared at the delicate garment. His cock twitched in the towel around his waist. ‘Amy… this is getting a bit much. Knickers were one thing. Now bras?’

She stepped closer and placed her hand flat on his chest, right over his heart. Her voice stayed soft and coaxing. ‘It’s just a bit of fabric, love. It doesn’t change anything. It’ll feel good against your skin, I promise. And when you come home tonight I’ll check both pieces and reward you properly. Extra attention. Anything you want.’ She leaned in and kissed the centre of his chest, then looked up at him with that same needy, loving expression that always seemed to undo him. ‘Please? Just try it today. For me. For Mummy.’

Chris exhaled through his nose. He could already feel himself hardening at the way she was looking at him, at the memory of how good the previous rewards had been. The confusion was still there, sharper now, but the pull of her praise and the promise of what would happen when he got home was stronger.

‘Fine,’ he said quietly. ‘Just today.’

Amy’s smile lit up her whole face. She helped him into the lavender knickers first, taking her time to tuck his cock carefully inside the front panel and smooth the fabric over his hips. Then she held the bra out for him. Chris slipped his arms through the straps and stood still while she fastened it at the back. The cups were soft and barely there, but the sensation of the band around his chest and the straps over his shoulders was strange and intimate. When she stepped back to look at him, her eyes were dark with obvious arousal.

‘You look lovely,’ she said. ‘Really. The set suits you so much.’ She ran her hands over his chest, thumbs brushing over the bra cups, and Chris felt his nipples tighten under the fabric. ‘How does it feel?’

‘Weird,’ he admitted. ‘Tight. But… not bad.’

‘Good.’ Amy kissed him, slow and deep, one hand sliding down to stroke his cock through the knickers. ‘Wear it all day for me. Think about how proud I’ll be when you come home and let me see.’

Chris left for the site wearing both the lavender knickers and the matching training bra under his work clothes. The combination was even more intense than the knickers alone. The bra straps rubbed against his shoulders with every movement. The soft cups brushed his nipples constantly, keeping them sensitive and hard. Combined with the steady silky friction of the knickers against his cock, he was in a constant state of low-level arousal before he even reached the site. By mid-morning he was leaking steadily into the front of the knickers again, the damp patch growing warm against his skin. The bra made him acutely aware of his chest with every breath and every lift. He kept his high-visibility jacket zipped up, terrified that the straps might show at the neckline or that someone would notice the way he moved differently.

Ivan walked past him twice that morning. Both times Chris felt his stomach tighten with a new, sharper fear. The man was tall and broad, his presence commanding even when he said nothing. Chris found himself standing straighter, trying to make the bra less noticeable, but the movement only made the straps dig in and the fabric rub his nipples more. He spent the entire day in a haze of embarrassment, arousal, and the growing knowledge that he was doing this because Amy had asked and because the rewards were becoming impossible to resist.

When he finally got home that evening Amy was waiting in the bedroom. She had him strip down to the matching set immediately. The lavender knickers were soaked at the front, the damp satin clinging transparently to his cock. The bra was slightly askew from a day of movement. Amy circled him slowly, running her hands over both pieces, her expression full of warm approval.

‘Such a good boy,’ she murmured. ‘Wearing your pretty matching set all day for Mummy. Your clitty’s been leaking so much.’ She cupped him through the knickers and squeezed gently. ‘And your nipples are all hard from the bra. Does it feel nice when they rub?’

Chris flushed but nodded. His cock was rock hard now, pushing against the wet satin.

Amy smiled and pushed him gently onto the bed. She climbed on top of him still fully dressed and ground her clothed body against the front of the knickers, letting him feel how wet she was even through her jeans.

‘I’m going to reward you properly tonight,’ she said, voice low. ‘But first I want to show you something else I ordered.’

She reached over to the bedside table and picked up a small bag. Inside was the blush-pink nightie she had shown him on the laptop. It was short, silky, with thin straps and a little lace trim at the hem.

‘I thought you could sleep in this tonight,’ she said. ‘It’ll feel lovely against your skin after wearing the bra and knickers all day. And it’ll make bedtime even nicer for both of us.’

Chris looked at the nightie, then at her. The protest rose in his throat but died when she leaned down and kissed him, her hand sliding inside the front of the knickers to stroke his cock slowly.

‘Just try it,’ she whispered against his mouth. ‘For me. I’ll make you feel so good if you do.’

He gave in.

Later, after she had ridden him to a shuddering orgasm while he was still wearing the soaked lavender knickers and the training bra, Amy helped him out of the day’s set and into the nightie. The silky fabric slid over his skin and settled just below his arse, the thin straps sitting where the bra straps had been. She had him stand in front of the mirror while she stood behind him, arms around his waist, chin on his shoulder.

‘Look at you,’ she said softly. ‘My pretty boy in his nightie. Doesn’t it feel nice?’

Chris stared at his reflection. The nightie was short enough that the front of his cock was visible if he moved. The bra marks were still faintly visible on his chest. His face was flushed. He looked… different. Softer. Smaller somehow.

Amy’s hand slid down and wrapped around his cock again, stroking him slowly while they both watched in the mirror.

‘You’re doing so well,’ she told him. ‘Every day you wear what I choose and every day you come home and let me reward you. Mummy’s so proud. I think we should keep going with this. The matching sets. The nighties. It makes me so happy. And it makes you feel good too, doesn’t it?’

Chris didn’t answer with words. His cock twitched in her hand and he leaned back against her, eyes half-closed.

Amy smiled against his shoulder and kept stroking.

‘Good boy,’ she whispered. ‘Such a good boy for Mummy.’


Chapter Ten

The days began to blur together in a strange, sticky rhythm. Every morning Chris stepped out of the shower and found a fresh matching set waiting on the bed — knickers and training bra in soft pastel shades. Amy would help him into them with the same calm, loving efficiency, smoothing the satin over his cock and fastening the bra at his back while murmuring how pretty he looked and how proud she was. By the end of the second week he had five different sets and three short nighties in rotation. The blush-pink one had become his favourite for sleeping, though he would never have admitted it out loud.

At work the sensations had become constant background noise. The satin knickers rubbed and clung. The bra straps sat against his shoulders and the soft cups brushed his nipples with every movement and every breath. He had started wearing a slightly looser high-visibility jacket to hide any potential lines, but the awareness never left him. His cock stayed in a perpetual state of semi-hardness, leaking steadily into whatever pair of knickers he was wearing that day. He had grown used to the damp, warm patch at the front by mid-morning and the way it grew heavier by the time he drove home.

The fear of discovery was still there, but it had changed. It no longer felt purely terrifying. There was a shameful, electric edge to it now. Every time Ivan walked past or one of the other lads clapped him on the shoulder, Chris felt a sharp twist in his stomach that went straight to his cock. He told himself it was just the constant arousal. He told himself he was only doing this because it made Amy so wet and the sex so good. He told himself he could stop whenever he wanted.

But he never asked her to stop.

Every evening when he came through the door she would take him straight to the bedroom, push his work clothes off, and inspect whatever set he was wearing. She would run her hands over the damp knickers, press her palm against the front of the bra, and tell him in that warm, approving voice exactly how good he had been.

‘Such a good panty boy,’ she would say, fingers tracing the wet patch. ‘Leaking into your pretty knickers all day for Mummy. And look how your nipples show through the bra when they’re hard. You’re getting so used to this now, aren’t you?’

Chris would stand there, face hot, cock twitching under her touch, and nod. The words ‘panty boy’ and ‘clitty’ no longer shocked him the way they had at the beginning. They had started to feel almost normal. Dangerous, but normal.

One Friday evening Amy had him strip down to the white satin set with the sheer panels. She made him stand in front of the full-length mirror while she knelt behind him and slowly stroked his cock through the knickers. The nightie from earlier was already laid out on the bed.

‘Look at yourself,’ she said softly, her hand moving in slow, deliberate strokes. ‘Look how pretty you are in your matching set. The way the satin clings when it’s wet. The way the bra makes your chest look softer.’ She squeezed the head of his cock through the fabric and he let out a shaky breath. ‘I think we should keep going with this. More sets. Maybe some camisoles next. Things that feel even nicer against your skin.’

Chris watched his own reflection. His cock was fully hard now, the head dark and shiny where it pressed against the sheer panel. A fresh bead of pre-cum had soaked through. Amy’s fingers were shiny with it.

‘I don’t know,’ he managed. ‘It’s already… a lot.’

Amy kissed the small of his back, right above the waistband of the knickers. ‘I know it feels like a lot sometimes. But you always end up liking it once you’re wearing them. And it makes me so happy. It makes me want you so much.’ She stood up and pressed herself against his back, one hand still stroking him slowly. ‘Would you try a camisole tomorrow? Just one. For me.’

Chris closed his eyes. His hips were moving slightly into her hand without him meaning to. The constant praise, the way she touched him, the way she looked at him like he was something precious and desirable even while she dressed him in women’s underwear — it was becoming harder and harder to say no.

‘…Alright,’ he said quietly.

Amy smiled against his shoulder and rewarded him immediately. She pushed him onto the bed on his back, pulled the front of the knickers down just enough to free his cock, and took him into her mouth. She sucked him slowly and deeply while her hands roamed over the bra and the bunched satin, moaning around his cock like the sight of him dressed this way turned her on as much as the act itself. When she finally climbed on top of him and sank down onto his cock she kept the knickers pulled to one side and rode him with long, rolling movements, her eyes fixed on the way the bra straps sat on his shoulders and the nightie waited on the pillow beside them.

‘You’re such a good boy,’ she told him between breaths. ‘Wearing whatever I choose. Letting Mummy dress you up. Your clitty feels so good inside me when you’re like this.’ She reached down and rubbed her clit while she rode him, her cunt squeezing rhythmically. ‘I’m going to keep making you prettier. Keep giving you more soft, feminine things to wear. And you’re going to keep being good for me, aren’t you?’

Chris came with a broken sound, his cock pulsing hard as he flooded the inside of the knickers and her cunt at the same time. Amy kept moving through his orgasm, drawing her own out with a low moan, then stayed sitting on him afterwards, stroking his chest through the bra.

Later, when he was changed into the blush-pink nightie and they were lying in bed, she curled against his back and slid one hand under the hem to rest on his softening cock.

‘You’re getting used to this,’ she said quietly. ‘I can tell. The way you don’t argue as much any more. The way you get hard so easily when I put the sets out for you in the morning.’

Chris didn’t answer. He stared at the wall in the dark, feeling the silky nightie against his skin and the faint lingering dampness from the day’s knickers. He knew she was right. The confusion was still there — a low, persistent knot in his stomach that tightened every time he caught his reflection in the site toilets or felt the bra straps under his jacket — but it was being steadily drowned out by something else. The routine. The praise. The constant, reliable pleasure she gave him when he complied.

He told himself it was still temporary. Still something they were just trying. Still something he could stop if he really wanted to.

But as Amy’s breathing evened out behind him and sleep began to pull at the edges of his mind, Chris found himself already wondering what colour set she would lay out for him in the morning.


Chapter Eleven

Amy had been thinking about it for days. Chris had now been wearing the camisoles and knickers sets to the construction site for over a week without a single day off. Every morning she laid out a fresh pair — sometimes the lavender with the lace, sometimes the white sheer ones, sometimes a new pale blue set she had ordered specially — and every evening he came home with the front of the knickers noticeably damp and his cock half-hard from the constant silky friction. The nighties had become permanent too. He no longer owned any male pyjamas. Every night she helped him out of whatever damp day set he had been wearing and into whichever delicate satin nightie she had chosen. The routine was solid now. Comfortable for her. Addictive for both of them.

She wanted to see it in his real world.

On Thursday morning, while Chris was still in the shower, Amy packed a proper lunch for him — thick sandwiches, a flask of tea, some fruit, and a couple of his favourite biscuits. She placed everything carefully into a cool bag and left it on the kitchen table. When he came downstairs in his work clothes, already wearing the pale pink camisole and matching knickers she had chosen for the day, she kissed him and told him she would bring the lunch to the site herself around midday.

Chris looked surprised but pleased. ‘You don’t have to do that. I can just grab something from the van like usual.’

‘I want to,’ Amy said, smiling as she straightened the collar of his high-visibility jacket. Her fingers brushed over his chest where the thin straps of the camisole sat beneath the fabric. ‘I’ve got nothing on this morning. And I like the idea of seeing you at work for once.’ She leaned in and kissed him again, slower this time. ‘Besides, it’ll give me a chance to check how my good boy is getting on in his pretty things.’

Chris flushed but didn’t argue. He left for the site with the usual awkward adjustment of his trousers over the knickers. Amy watched the van pull away, then went back inside with a small, private smile.

She spent the morning getting ready with more care than usual. She showered, shaved her legs, and chose a simple but flattering outfit — dark jeans that hugged her hips and a soft jumper that showed just a hint of cleavage when she moved. Underneath she wore a matching black lace bra and knickers, though she had no intention of letting anyone see them today. The excitement was already building low in her stomach. She kept picturing Chris on the site in his work boots and high-visibility jacket, the delicate pink camisole and knickers hidden underneath, the satin rubbing against his cock every time he lifted something or bent over. The thought made her cunt clench.

By eleven-thirty she was in the car with the cool bag on the passenger seat, heart beating a little faster than normal. The drive to the construction site took twenty minutes. She parked near the entrance and walked across the dusty ground towards the main area where several men were working. She spotted Chris immediately — broad-shouldered in his work gear, helping unload timber from the back of a lorry. Even from a distance she could see the way he moved differently now, slightly more careful, as if constantly aware of the fabric against his skin.

She called his name and held up the cool bag. Chris turned, saw her, and a genuine smile broke across his face. He wiped his hands on his trousers and walked over.

‘You actually came,’ he said, sounding pleased.

‘Of course I did.’ Amy handed him the bag and rose up on her toes to kiss his cheek. Up close she could smell the mix of sweat, dust, and the faint scent of his skin. She lowered her voice. ‘How are my favourite knickers treating you today?’

Chris glanced around quickly to make sure no one was close enough to hear. His face coloured. ‘They’re… fine. Bit damp already.’

‘Good.’ Amy’s smile widened. She reached out and gave his arse a quick, discreet squeeze through his work trousers. ‘I’ll wait over by that bench while you eat. Take your time.’

She walked over to a low brick wall that served as an informal seating area and sat down, crossing her legs. From there she had a clear view of the site. Chris sat on an upturned crate a short distance away and opened the cool bag. While he ate, Amy let her eyes wander over the other men working nearby. Most of them were big, rough-looking lads in dirty clothes. Then one man caught her attention.

He was taller than the rest, broad and powerfully built, with dark skin and close-cropped hair. He moved with an easy confidence that stood out even among the other labourers. When he turned and started walking in their direction, Amy realised this must be Ivan — Chris’s boss. She had heard the name before but had never met him. Up close he was even more striking: strong jaw, broad shoulders that strained the fabric of his work shirt, and an air of calm authority.

Ivan stopped near Chris and said something about the timber delivery. Chris answered, still eating. Then Ivan’s gaze shifted and landed on Amy. He studied her for a second, then walked over.

‘You must be Chris’s wife,’ he said. His voice was deep and smooth, with a slight accent she couldn’t quite place. ‘I’m Ivan. Site supervisor.’

Amy stood up and offered her hand. ‘Amy. Nice to finally meet you. I’ve heard Chris mention you.’

Ivan’s handshake was firm and warm. His eyes were dark and direct. ‘He’s a good worker. Reliable.’ He glanced at Chris, who was still eating but clearly listening. ‘Didn’t know he had such a pretty wife bringing him lunch. That’s a nice touch.’

Amy felt a small flush of pleasure at the compliment, mixed with something sharper. She smiled. ‘I thought he deserved a proper meal for once. He works hard.’

‘That he does.’ Ivan’s eyes flicked over her again, not in a crude way, but with clear appreciation. Then his gaze moved to Chris. Something in the way Chris was sitting — slightly stiff, one hand occasionally adjusting his position — seemed to catch Ivan’s attention. A faint smile touched the corner of his mouth.

‘Everything alright there, Chris?’ Ivan asked, his tone casual but with an undercurrent Amy couldn’t quite read. ‘You seem a bit… uncomfortable.’

Chris froze for half a second, then forced a laugh. ‘Just been lifting all morning. Bit stiff.’

Ivan nodded slowly, but his eyes lingered on Chris a moment longer before returning to Amy. ‘Your husband’s been doing well lately. Very focused. Almost like he’s got something keeping him on his best behaviour.’

Amy’s heart gave a sudden, hard thump. She knew she should leave it there. She knew she should smile politely and change the subject. But the words came out before she could stop them, soft and almost teasing.

‘He has been on his best behaviour,’ she said, meeting Ivan’s eyes directly. ‘I’ve been making sure of it. He’s been wearing something special for me lately. Something that helps him remember who he belongs to.’

The silence that followed was brief but electric. Chris stopped chewing. His face went red. Ivan’s eyebrows rose slightly, but instead of looking shocked or uncomfortable, his expression shifted into something far more interested. His gaze sharpened, and a slow, knowing smile curved his mouth.

‘Is that right?’ Ivan said quietly. He looked at Chris again, then back at Amy. There was no judgement in his voice. Only curiosity. And something darker. ‘Special underwear, I’m guessing?’

Amy’s cunt clenched so hard she had to press her thighs together. She could feel heat flooding between her legs. The risk of what she had just said, the way Ivan was looking at her — not disgusted, but intrigued, almost aroused — sent a rush of wet arousal soaking into her knickers.

She didn’t answer with words. She simply held Ivan’s gaze and gave the smallest, most deliberate nod.

Ivan’s smile deepened. He glanced once more at Chris, who was now staring down at his half-eaten sandwich like he wanted the ground to swallow him, then looked back at Amy.

‘Interesting,’ Ivan said, his voice low enough that only she could hear clearly. ‘Very interesting. We should talk more about that sometime.’

He didn’t wait for a reply. He simply nodded at both of them, turned, and walked back towards the main work area, leaving Amy standing there with her heart hammering and her cunt throbbing.

Chris looked up at her, face still flushed. ‘What the fuck was that?’ he whispered.

Amy forced a light laugh, though her voice was slightly breathless. ‘Nothing. Just a bit of teasing. He seemed nice.’

Chris stared at her for a long moment, then shook his head and went back to his lunch without another word. Amy sat back down on the wall and tried to steady her breathing. Her knickers were soaked. Her clit was pulsing. The image of Ivan’s dark, interested eyes and that slow smile kept replaying in her mind.

She had let something slip. Something important. And instead of being horrified, Ivan had looked like he wanted to know more.

On the drive home, Amy kept one hand between her legs, pressing against the wet fabric of her jeans while she replayed the conversation in her head. By the time she pulled into their driveway she was so aroused she could barely think straight. She went straight upstairs, locked the bedroom door, and pulled her jeans and knickers down. Her cunt was swollen and dripping. She rubbed her clit in fast, desperate circles while she imagined Ivan’s reaction again — the way his eyes had darkened, the way he had smiled like he understood exactly what she was doing to Chris.

She came hard, biting her lip to stay quiet, her legs shaking. Even after the orgasm faded she stayed sitting on the edge of the bed with her fingers still inside herself, breathing hard.

The seed had been planted. And from the look on Ivan’s face, it had landed in very fertile ground.


Chapter Twelve

Amy drove home from the construction site with her knickers soaked and her mind racing. The conversation with Ivan replayed on a loop in her head — the way he had looked at her when she mentioned Chris wearing something special, the slow smile that had curved his mouth, the low, interested tone when he said they should talk more about it. There had been no shock, no judgement. Only clear, unmistakable intrigue.

By the time she pulled into their driveway her clit was throbbing. She went straight upstairs, locked the bedroom door, and brought herself off twice in quick succession, fingers buried deep in her cunt while she imagined Ivan’s dark eyes and the way he had looked at Chris afterwards. Each orgasm left her shaking and even more restless.

She spent the rest of the afternoon in a distracted haze. When Chris came home that evening she greeted him with extra warmth, helped him out of his work clothes and into the baby-pink nightie, and rewarded him thoroughly. She rode him slowly while he lay on his back in the satin, praising him for being such a good boy and wearing his pretty things all day. Chris came hard inside her, but Amy’s mind kept drifting to Ivan. She came too, but the orgasm felt different — sharper, edged with something new and dangerous.

That night, after Chris had fallen asleep in his nightie, Amy lay awake staring at the ceiling. She kept checking her phone even though she had no real reason to expect a message. Around midnight her phone lit up with a text from an unknown number.

Unknown: This is Ivan. Got your number from Chris’s emergency contacts on site. Hope that’s alright.

Amy’s stomach flipped. She stared at the screen for a long moment before typing back.

Amy: It’s fine. I’m surprised you messaged.

The reply came quickly.

Ivan: Couldn’t stop thinking about what you said earlier. About Chris wearing something special for you. Got the feeling there’s more to that story.

Amy’s cunt clenched. She shifted under the covers, one hand sliding between her legs without conscious thought.

Amy: There is.

Ivan: I’d like to hear it. Properly. In person. No pressure, but I think we should talk.

She hesitated for nearly a full minute, heart hammering. Then she typed.

Amy: When?

Ivan: Tomorrow. After work. There’s a quiet pub near the site. The Red Lion on Oak Street. 6pm?

Amy stared at the message. She could feel her pulse between her legs. Every sensible part of her brain told her this was a bad idea. But the rest of her — the part that had been feeding on fantasies of control, humiliation, and now the possibility of involving someone else — was already saying yes.

Amy: I’ll be there.

She put the phone down and lay in the dark with her hand between her thighs, rubbing slow circles over her clit while she imagined sitting across from Ivan and telling him everything. The lottery. The slow sissification. The nighties. The way she planned to keep Chris dependent and dressed. By the time she came again her thighs were trembling.

The next day passed in a blur of nervous anticipation. Amy spent longer than usual getting ready. She chose a simple black dress that hugged her figure without being obvious, paired with dark tights and boots. Underneath she wore matching black lace underwear. She told Chris she was meeting an old friend for a drink after work and would be home later than usual. He accepted it without question, already half-distracted by the new lavender camisole and knickers she had laid out for him that morning.

At ten past six Amy walked into the Red Lion. It was a quiet, slightly old-fashioned pub with dark wood and low lighting. Ivan was already there, sitting at a table in the corner. He stood when he saw her and gave her that same slow, assessing smile.

‘Amy,’ he said, voice low. ‘Glad you came.’

They ordered drinks — a glass of red wine for her, a pint for him — and made small talk for a few minutes about the site and the weather. Then Ivan leaned back in his chair and looked at her directly.

‘So,’ he said. ‘Tell me about these special things Chris has been wearing for you.’

Amy took a slow sip of wine to steady herself. Then she told him. Not everything at once — she started with the programme they had watched, how it had affected her, how she had started researching and realised she wanted to do something similar to Chris. She told him about the panties, how she had tricked him into the first pair and then made it permanent through laundry ‘accidents’ and positive reinforcement. She told him about the camisoles and training bras, the nighties he now slept in every night, the way she praised him and rewarded him sexually for wearing them.

Ivan listened without interrupting. His eyes never left her face. When she finally paused he took a slow drink of his pint and set the glass down.

‘And you’ve got plans for more,’ he said. It wasn’t a question.

Amy nodded. ‘A lot more. I want to keep going. Slower at first, but steadily. I want him in full feminine things eventually. Nappies too, eventually. Dependent. Mine to dress and control.’ She hesitated, then added the part she had been holding back. ‘I recently came into some money. Enough that he doesn’t need to work if I don’t want him to. Enough that I could keep him at home full-time if I wanted.’

Ivan’s eyebrows rose slightly, but the interest in his expression only deepened. ‘That’s quite a plan.’

‘Too much?’ Amy asked, her voice quieter.

Ivan shook his head. ‘Not for me.’ He leaned forward, forearms resting on the table. ‘I’ve always liked the idea of a woman taking complete control of her man like that. Breaking him down gently until he’s exactly what she wants. And the fact that it’s Chris…’ A slow smile curved his mouth. ‘That makes it even better. I’ve worked with him for two years. Never would have guessed he’d end up in satin knickers and nighties.’

Amy felt a fresh rush of wet heat between her legs. She pressed her thighs together under the table.

Ivan studied her for a moment longer, then said, ‘I want in.’

The words hung between them. Amy’s breath caught.

‘You want to help?’ she asked.

‘I want to be involved,’ Ivan corrected. His voice had dropped lower. ‘I want to see what you’re doing to him. Maybe help push it further. And…’ His eyes darkened. ‘I want you.’

The directness of it made Amy’s cunt clench hard. She held his gaze. ‘Chris doesn’t know anything about this yet.’

‘I’m not suggesting we tell him straight away,’ Ivan said. ‘I’m suggesting we start something between us. See where it goes. See how we can use it to push what you’re already doing with him.’

Amy’s heart was pounding. She knew she should be careful. She knew this was crossing a line she couldn’t uncross. But the arousal flooding through her was stronger than any caution.

‘Alright,’ she said quietly.

They finished their drinks. Ivan paid. Outside in the car park he walked her to her car, then stopped and turned to face her. For a moment they just looked at each other. Then Ivan stepped in, cupped the back of her neck with one large hand, and kissed her.

It was nothing like kissing Chris. Ivan’s mouth was firm and demanding. His body was solid and powerful against hers. Amy melted into it immediately, her hands gripping the front of his shirt as his tongue slid against hers. When he finally pulled back she was breathing hard.

‘My place is ten minutes from here,’ Ivan said. ‘Come with me.’

Amy followed him in her car.

His flat was on the top floor of a modern building — clean, minimalist, with a large bed in the main room. The moment the door closed behind them Ivan was on her again. He kissed her hard, backing her up against the wall while his hands roamed over her body. Amy moaned into his mouth as he pulled her dress up and slid one hand between her legs, finding her knickers already soaked.

‘Fuck,’ Ivan muttered against her neck. ‘You’re dripping.’

He dropped to his knees in front of her, yanked her knickers down, and buried his face between her thighs. Amy cried out, one hand gripping his head as his tongue worked over her clit with firm, deliberate strokes. He licked her like he was starving for it, two thick fingers pushing inside her cunt and fucking her steadily while his tongue circled and sucked. Amy came fast and hard, her legs shaking, juices coating his chin and fingers.

Ivan stood up, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and kissed her again so she could taste herself on his tongue. He turned her around, bent her over the arm of the sofa, and freed his cock. Amy looked back over her shoulder and felt her cunt clench at the sight of it — thick, long, veined, and very dark against her pale skin. He was bigger than Chris. Significantly bigger.

Ivan rubbed the head of his cock through her wet folds, then pushed inside in one long, steady thrust. Amy moaned loudly as he stretched her, filling her in a way she wasn’t used to. He gripped her hips and started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes, each one driving her forward against the sofa.

‘This is what you need, isn’t it?’ Ivan said, voice rough. ‘A real cock while your husband’s at home in his little knickers and nightie.’

Amy whimpered and pushed back against him. ‘Yes…’

Ivan fucked her harder, one hand reaching around to rub her clit while the other held her hip. ‘You’re going to tell me everything you’re doing to him. Every detail. And I’m going to help you break him further.’

Amy came again with a broken cry, her cunt spasming around his thick cock. Ivan kept fucking her through it, then pulled out and turned her around. He lifted her easily and carried her to the bed, laying her on her back and pushing back inside her in one smooth motion. He fucked her deep and steady, holding her legs open while he watched her face.

‘Cum on my cock again,’ he ordered. ‘Show me how much this turns you on.’

Amy obeyed. She came hard, back arching, nails digging into his shoulders. Ivan followed soon after, burying himself deep and groaning as he filled her with thick pulses of spunk.

They stayed like that for a while, breathing hard. Eventually Ivan pulled out and lay beside her. Amy could feel his cum starting to leak out of her swollen cunt. She reached down and pushed two fingers inside herself, gathering some of it, then brought them to her mouth and licked them clean while Ivan watched.

‘Fuck,’ he muttered. ‘You’re filthy.’

Amy smiled, still flushed and trembling. ‘You have no idea how filthy I can be when it comes to this.’

They talked for a while afterwards — about what Amy had already done to Chris, what she planned next, and how Ivan could be involved without Chris knowing at first. Ivan was clearly aroused by every detail. By the time Amy left his flat two hours later they had already made plans to meet again the following week.

On the drive home Amy kept one hand between her legs, occasionally pushing Ivan’s cum deeper inside herself. When she got home Chris was already asleep in the rose nightie, the covers pulled up to his chest. Amy stood in the bedroom doorway for a long moment, watching him sleep, then slipped into the bathroom.

She pulled her knickers down and looked at herself in the mirror. Her cunt was puffy and used, Ivan’s cum still leaking out of her. She ran two fingers through the mess, then brought them to her mouth again.

Tomorrow she would help Chris into his day set like usual. She would praise him and reward him and keep building the slow, careful transformation she had planned.

But now she had help. And the thought of what they could do to him together made her cunt throb all over again.


Chapter Thirteen

Amy arrived at Ivan’s flat just after seven the following Friday evening. She had told Chris she was meeting the same friend again and would be late. He had accepted it without suspicion, already dressed in the soft white nightie with the thin straps that she had chosen for him that morning. When she left the house he was sitting on the sofa watching television, the short hem of the nightie riding up his thighs. Amy had kissed him on the forehead and told him to be good while she was gone.

Now she stood outside Ivan’s door, heart beating hard. She had worn a simple black dress again, but this time with nothing underneath except a pair of hold-up stockings. The knowledge that she was bare beneath the fabric made her cunt already slick as she knocked.

Ivan opened the door and looked her over slowly. He was wearing dark jeans and a fitted black shirt that stretched across his broad chest and shoulders. Without a word he stepped aside to let her in, then closed the door behind her and turned the lock.

For a moment they just stood there. Then Ivan reached out, cupped her face with one large hand, and kissed her hard. Amy melted into it immediately, her hands gripping his shirt as his tongue pushed into her mouth. He backed her up against the wall and kissed her deeper, one thigh pressing between her legs. Amy moaned and ground down against him, already desperate.

Ivan broke the kiss and looked down at her, eyes dark. ‘No knickers?’

Amy shook her head, breathing fast. ‘Wanted to be ready for you.’

A slow, filthy smile curved his mouth. He slid one hand under the hem of her dress and cupped her bare cunt, fingers sliding easily through her wetness. ‘Fuck, you’re soaked already.’

He pushed two thick fingers inside her without warning. Amy gasped and clutched his shoulders as he fucked her slowly with them, his thumb rubbing over her clit. She came fast, her cunt clenching around his fingers, a small gush of wetness coating his hand. Ivan kept his fingers moving through her orgasm, then pulled them out and brought them to her mouth. Amy opened obediently and sucked them clean, tasting herself while he watched.

‘On your knees,’ he said.

Amy dropped immediately. Her hands went to his belt, undoing it with slightly shaky fingers. She pulled his jeans and boxers down together and his cock sprang free — thick, long, heavy, and very dark. The head was already glistening. Amy wrapped both hands around the shaft and leaned in, licking a slow stripe from the base to the tip before taking the head into her mouth.

Ivan groaned and rested one hand on the back of her head. Amy sucked him eagerly, working her tongue over the sensitive underside while one hand stroked what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. She could already feel her jaw starting to ache from the sheer girth of him. Ivan let her suck for a few minutes, then tightened his grip on her hair and started to fuck her mouth in slow, controlled thrusts. Amy relaxed her throat as best she could, eyes watering as he pushed deeper.

‘That’s it,’ he murmured. ‘Take it. Good girl.’

He pulled her off his cock after a while and lifted her to her feet. In one smooth motion he turned her around, bent her over the arm of the sofa, and pushed her dress up around her waist. Amy braced herself on the cushions as she felt the blunt head of his cock press against her entrance. Ivan pushed in slowly, giving her time to adjust to the stretch. Amy moaned loudly as he filled her inch by inch, her cunt fluttering around the thick intrusion.

When he was fully seated he paused, both hands gripping her hips. ‘Fuck, you’re tight,’ he said, voice rough. ‘Tighter than last time.’

He started to move — long, deep strokes that made Amy’s toes curl inside her boots. Each thrust pushed her forward against the sofa and dragged a broken sound from her throat. Ivan fucked her steadily, one hand reaching around to rub her clit while the other held her hip in a bruising grip.

‘Think about your husband,’ he said after a few minutes, voice low and filthy. ‘At home right now in that little white nightie you put him in. Probably sitting there all soft and pretty while I’m balls-deep in his wife’s cunt.’

Amy whimpered and pushed back against him. The image Ivan painted — Chris at home in his satin nightie, completely unaware that she was being stretched and fucked by his boss — made her cunt spasm hard around Ivan’s cock.

‘He has no idea, does he?’ Ivan continued, fucking her harder now. ‘No idea that his wife is getting ruined by a real cock while he’s dressed up like a good little sissy.’

Amy came again with a choked cry, her cunt squeezing rhythmically around him. Ivan didn’t slow down. He kept fucking her through the orgasm, his thick cock dragging against her sensitive walls with every stroke. When her legs started to shake he pulled out, turned her around, and lifted her easily. Amy wrapped her legs around his waist as he carried her to the bedroom and laid her on the bed.

He stripped off the rest of his clothes, then pushed her dress up and over her head so she was naked except for the hold-up stockings. Ivan climbed onto the bed between her spread thighs and pushed back inside her in one smooth thrust. This time he fucked her slower but deeper, holding himself up on his arms so he could watch her face while he moved.

‘Tell me what you’re going to do to him,’ Ivan said, voice low. ‘Tell me how you’re going to break him.’

Amy’s hands gripped his biceps as she tried to form words between moans. ‘I’m… going to keep dressing him… prettier and prettier… nighties every night… more feminine things during the day…’

‘And the nappies?’ Ivan asked, thrusting harder on the word.

‘Yes,’ Amy gasped. ‘Eventually. I want him in thick nappies… over his pretty knickers… so the frills show when I change him.’

Ivan groaned and fucked her harder. ‘And you’re going to make him wet himself?’

‘Yes… I’m going to encourage it… make it normal for him… praise him when he does…’

Ivan reached down and rubbed her clit again. ‘And you’re going to let me help?’

Amy nodded frantically, another orgasm building fast. ‘Yes… I want you to help… I want you to see what he becomes…’

She came hard for the third time, back arching off the bed as her cunt clamped down around his cock. Ivan kept moving through it, then pulled out and flipped her onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind again and fucked her with deep, powerful strokes, one hand fisted in her hair.

‘When the time comes,’ he said, voice strained, ‘I want to watch you put him in his first nappy. I want to see his face when he realises what you’ve done to him.’

Amy moaned helplessly. Ivan’s dirty talk combined with the relentless stretch of his cock was pushing her towards another orgasm. She reached between her legs and rubbed her clit frantically.

‘Cum for me,’ Ivan ordered. ‘Cum on my cock while you think about turning your husband into a sissy baby.’

Amy came again with a broken sob, her whole body shaking. Ivan followed seconds later, burying himself deep and groaning as he pumped thick ropes of cum into her. Amy could feel every pulse, the heat of it flooding her cunt.

They stayed like that for a long moment, both breathing hard. Eventually Ivan pulled out slowly and lay down beside her. Amy rolled onto her back, legs still spread, and reached down to push two fingers inside herself. She gathered some of his cum on her fingers and brought them to her mouth, licking them clean while Ivan watched.

‘Christ,’ he muttered. ‘You’re going to be the death of me.’

Amy smiled, still flushed and trembling. She turned onto her side to face him. ‘I meant what I said. I want your help with Chris. Not straight away — I need to keep it slow with him — but eventually. I want you involved.’

Ivan reached out and ran his hand down her side, over the curve of her hip. ‘I’m in. Whatever you need. I want to see how far you can take him.’

They talked for a while longer — about the next steps with Chris, about how Ivan could start dropping small comments at work to increase Chris’s embarrassment, about the money and how Amy planned to use it to make Chris fully dependent. By the time Amy got dressed again it was nearly ten o’clock.

Ivan walked her to the door and kissed her one last time, slow and deep.

‘Next week,’ he said. ‘Same time.’

Amy nodded. Her cunt was still pleasantly sore and full of his cum. She could feel it leaking into her knickers as she walked to her car.

On the drive home she kept one hand between her legs, occasionally pushing Ivan’s cum deeper inside herself with her fingers. When she pulled into the driveway she sat in the car for a moment, breathing in the scent of sex that still clung to her skin.

Chris was already asleep when she slipped into the bedroom. He was lying on his side in the white nightie, one strap fallen off his shoulder. Amy stood at the side of the bed and looked at him for a long time. Then she quietly undressed, leaving her cum-soaked knickers on the floor, and climbed into bed behind him.

She pressed her body against his back, one arm sliding around his waist. Her cunt was still wet and used. She could feel Ivan’s cum slowly leaking out of her and onto the sheets between her thighs.

Chris stirred slightly in his sleep. Amy kissed the back of his neck and closed her eyes.

Tomorrow she would wake him gently, help him out of the nightie, and dress him in whatever pretty set she chose for the day. And the day after that, she would do it again, but now she had someone else who knew. Someone who wanted to help. And the thought made her cunt throb all over again as she drifted off to sleep.


Chapter Fourteen

Amy drove home from Ivan’s flat with her cunt still full and leaking. She had stayed longer than she meant to. Ivan had fucked her twice more after the first time — once with her on top, riding his thick cock while he held her hips and told her exactly how he wanted to watch her break Chris down, and once with her on her back, legs pushed up to her chest while he drove into her with deep, punishing strokes. By the time she left, her thighs were sticky and her knickers were ruined.

It was nearly half past eleven when she quietly let herself into the house. The lights were off downstairs. She slipped off her boots and coat and made her way upstairs, the movement making more of Ivan’s cum leak out of her and into the already soaked fabric between her legs.

Chris was asleep in bed, lying on his back in the pale blue nightie with the tiny white flowers. The hem had ridden up during the night, exposing his soft cock and the tops of his thighs. One thin strap had slipped off his shoulder. He looked peaceful. Small. Amy stood in the doorway for a long moment, watching him, her hand pressed between her legs over her dress.

She undressed slowly, leaving her cum-soaked knickers on the floor, and climbed into bed beside him. The sheets were warm from his body. She pressed herself against his side and slid one hand under the nightie, resting it on his stomach. Chris stirred but didn’t wake.

Amy leaned in and kissed the side of his neck, then lower, across his collarbone. She moved down the bed slowly, pushing the nightie up as she went until his cock was exposed. She took him into her mouth, sucking gently until he began to harden against her tongue. Chris made a soft, sleepy sound and his hand found her hair.

‘Amy…?’ he mumbled, voice thick with sleep.

She hummed around his cock and kept sucking, slow and wet, until he was fully hard. Then she pulled off and moved up his body, straddling his chest. She was still messy from Ivan. Her cunt was swollen and wet, and she could feel his cum starting to drip out of her as she positioned herself over Chris’s face.

‘Mummy needs your tongue,’ she said softly, voice low and coaxing. ‘I’ve been thinking about you all evening. Be a good boy and make me feel good.’

Chris didn’t hesitate. He gripped her thighs and pulled her down onto his mouth, his tongue sliding eagerly through her folds. Amy bit her lip hard to stay quiet as he licked her. She knew he could taste it. Ivan’s cum was thick and plentiful, and it was all over her cunt and inner thighs. Chris licked without comment, his tongue pushing inside her and gathering the mess.

Amy’s eyes fluttered closed. The knowledge that her husband was unknowingly eating another man’s cum from her cunt made her clit throb violently. She rocked gently against his face, guiding him with soft sounds of pleasure.

‘That’s it… good boy… just like that…’ she whispered. ‘You always make Mummy feel so good when you use your tongue.’

Chris moaned against her cunt and kept licking, clearly enjoying her reaction. He sucked gently on her clit and Amy had to bite down on her own wrist to keep from crying out. She could feel more of Ivan’s cum leaking out onto Chris’s tongue with every movement. The wet, filthy sounds of him eating her filled the quiet bedroom.

She came hard, thighs shaking around his head as her cunt pulsed and another rush of Ivan’s cum flooded into Chris’s mouth. He kept licking through it, swallowing without hesitation, and the sight of it nearly made her come again.

When the orgasm finally eased, Amy lifted herself off his face and slid down his body. She reached between them and guided his cock into her still-messy cunt, sinking down onto him in one smooth motion. Chris groaned and gripped her hips. Amy rode him slowly, deliberately, letting him feel how wet and used she was.

‘You taste so good tonight,’ Chris said, voice rough with sleep and arousal. ‘Really wet.’

Amy smiled down at him in the dark, her heart beating hard. ‘I was thinking about you,’ she lied softly. ‘Got myself very worked up before I came home.’

She rode him until he came inside her, adding his own spunk to the mess already there. When he was finished she stayed sitting on him for a long time, stroking his chest through the nightie and murmuring praise.

‘You’re such a good boy,’ she told him. ‘Always so eager to please Mummy. I love how you use your tongue on me.’

Chris smiled sleepily up at her, clearly pleased with the praise. Amy leaned down and kissed him, tasting Ivan’s cum on his lips. The knowledge sent another dark thrill through her.

She cleaned herself up in the bathroom afterwards, but she didn’t wipe everything away. She left some of the mess on her inner thighs and climbed back into bed still slightly sticky. Chris had already fallen back asleep in his nightie. Amy curled up behind him and rested her hand on his hip, feeling the satin under her palm.

The next morning she woke him gently and helped him out of the nightie. She chose a new set for him — delicate lavender knickers with a matching camisole — and helped him into them with the usual care and praise. Chris stood still and let her dress him, his cock already starting to harden as she smoothed the fabric over him.

‘Such a good boy,’ she told him, running her hands over his chest and down to cup him through the knickers. ‘Wearing your pretty things so well for me.’

She sent him off to work with a kiss and a promise of a nice evening when he got home. As soon as the van pulled away she went back upstairs and lay on the bed, legs spread, and brought herself off twice while thinking about Chris unknowingly swallowing Ivan’s cum the night before.

Over the next week she repeated the pattern twice more. Each time she came home from Ivan’s flat she would wake Chris with her cunt still full and have him go down on her before letting him fuck her. Each time he licked her clean without comment, only remarking on how wet she was and how good she tasted. Each time Amy praised him lavishly afterwards, reinforcing the behaviour with soft words and long, slow orgasms.

By the end of the week Chris had unknowingly swallowed several loads of Ivan’s cum straight from Amy’s cunt. He had started to associate the taste with her pleasure and her praise. Whenever she came home and climbed onto his face he would get hard immediately, eager to make her feel good.

Amy lay in bed one night after another session, Chris asleep beside her in a new rose-coloured nightie, and slid her hand between her legs. She was still messy from both of them. She pushed two fingers inside herself and gathered some of the mixture onto her fingers, then brought them to her mouth.

The taste was becoming familiar now. Bitter and salty and unmistakably male.

She smiled in the dark and licked her fingers clean. It was working. Chris was already getting used to the taste without realising it. And soon, she thought, she would make it even more obvious. But not yet.

For now, she would keep feeding it to him slowly, wrapped in praise and pleasure, until the taste of another man’s cum became something he associated with being a good boy for Mummy.

She rolled onto her side and pressed herself against Chris’s back, one arm around his waist over the satin nightie. Her cunt was still pleasantly sore and full.

Tomorrow she would dress him again. And the day after that. And every day after.


Chapter Fifteen

Amy started meeting Ivan twice a week.

Sometimes after work, sometimes in the evening when she told Chris she was seeing her friend again. Ivan’s flat had become their place — quiet, private, and far enough from their usual circles that no one would recognise her car. Every time she arrived he would greet her with a hard kiss and hands that immediately went under her clothes, as if he had been waiting all day to get his hands on her again.

They always talked first.

On this particular Thursday evening Amy arrived just after seven. Ivan had already poured her a glass of red wine. She kicked off her boots and curled up on his sofa while he sat opposite her in an armchair, long legs stretched out. She was still wearing the clothes she had put on that morning — a soft jumper and jeans — but she had taken her knickers off in the car before coming up, knowing what would happen.

‘How’s our boy doing?’ Ivan asked, taking a slow sip of his own drink.

Amy smiled at the way he said our boy. ‘He’s settling into the routine nicely. Wears whatever I lay out without arguing now. The camisoles and knickers every day, nighties every night. He still gets embarrassed sometimes, especially when I make him stand in front of the mirror, but he gets hard so easily now. The praise works wonders.’

Ivan’s eyes darkened with interest. ‘And the taste?’

Amy’s cunt gave a slow throb. She shifted on the sofa. ‘He’s had it three times this week. Every time I come home from here I have him go down on me before he fucks me. He licks me clean without saying a word. Last night he even told me I tasted especially good.’ She let out a soft, dark laugh. ‘He has no idea he’s swallowing your cum.’

Ivan made a low sound in his throat. ‘Good. Keep doing that. I want him used to the taste before we move on to anything more obvious.’

Amy nodded. She took a sip of wine and then continued. ‘I’ve been thinking about the next stage. The sleeping tablets and the hypnosis. I’ve already bought some mild sedatives — the kind you can crush into a drink. I’ve been testing how much makes him sleep deeply without being obvious the next day.’

‘And the files?’ Ivan asked.

‘I’ve got them ready. I downloaded some basic sissy and wetting loops and edited them myself. They’re on a small Bluetooth speaker I can hide under the mattress. Things like “You love wearing satin and lace. You want to be Mummy’s pretty sissy. Wetting feels natural and good. You need nappies now.” Repeated for hours while he sleeps.’

Ivan shifted in his chair. Amy could see the outline of his cock starting to press against the front of his jeans. ‘You’re going to start that soon?’

‘This weekend,’ Amy said. ‘I’ll crush half a tablet into his evening drink on Friday and Saturday. Once he’s properly under I’ll play the loops all night. I want to see if it starts affecting him within a week or two.’

Ivan nodded slowly, clearly aroused by the idea. ‘And once the hypnosis starts working?’

‘I want to encourage the first nighttime accidents,’ Amy said. ‘Make them seem natural. Comfort him, put him in a nappy “to help”, praise him for being a good wet boy. Then gradually make daytime accidents happen too. I want him to start relying on the nappies.’

Ivan’s hand had moved to his cock, rubbing slowly over the denim as he listened. ‘And at work?’

Amy smiled. ‘That’s where you come in. I want you to start noticing things. Comment on how he seems distracted lately. Maybe “accidentally” walk in on him adjusting himself in the toilets. Build his embarrassment at the site. Make him scared of you noticing the panty lines or the way he walks differently.’

Ivan’s smile was slow and dark. ‘I can do that. I’ve already started dropping little comments. Told him the other day he seemed to be moving carefully, like he was sore. He went bright red.’

Amy’s cunt clenched at the image. She put her wine glass down and stood up. Without another word she crossed the room, climbed into Ivan’s lap, and kissed him hard. Ivan’s hands immediately went to her arse, squeezing as she ground down against the hard line of his cock.

They didn’t make it to the bedroom.

Amy pulled her jumper off and Ivan yanked her jeans open. He lifted her just enough to free his cock, then pulled her knickers to the side and sank her down onto him in one smooth motion. Amy moaned loudly as he stretched her. She braced her hands on his shoulders and started riding him, slow and deep, while they kept talking between kisses.

‘I want to see him in a nappy for the first time,’ Ivan said against her mouth, hands gripping her hips. ‘I want to watch you change him.’

‘You will,’ Amy promised, rolling her hips. ‘When the time’s right I’ll have you over. We’ll do it together.’

Ivan thrust up harder. ‘And the hypnosis… I want to hear the loops. I want to know exactly what you’re putting in his head.’

Amy leaned down and bit his lower lip. ‘I’ll play them for you next time. While you fuck me.’

Ivan groaned and fucked her harder from below. Amy came first, her cunt squeezing around his thick cock as she shook in his lap. Ivan followed soon after, holding her down as he pumped cum deep inside her.

They stayed like that for a while, breathing hard, Ivan still inside her. Amy rested her forehead against his and smiled.

‘We’re really going to do this,’ she said quietly.

Ivan’s hands stroked up and down her back under her jumper. ‘We’re going to break him so gently he won’t even realise it’s happening until it’s too late.’

Amy kissed him again, slower this time. Then she lifted herself off his cock and stood on shaky legs. Ivan’s cum immediately started leaking down her inner thighs. She didn’t clean it up. Instead she pulled her jeans back on over the mess and sat back down on the sofa.

They spent the next hour properly planning.

Amy told Ivan about the adult-sized cot she had already bookmarked online, and the large changing mat and thick disposable nappies she intended to order once Chris started having regular accidents. Ivan suggested starting to call Chris “mate” less and using slightly more condescending language at work — small things that would chip away at his sense of equality. They discussed when to introduce the first public element — perhaps having Ivan “catch” Chris adjusting his knickers in the site office and making a comment that would stay with him for days.

By the time Amy left Ivan’s flat just after ten, they had a loose but clear roadmap for the next two months.

She drove home with Ivan’s cum still leaking into her knickers, her cunt pleasantly sore. When she got in, Chris was already asleep in the rose nightie, curled on his side. Amy stood at the side of the bed for a long time, looking at him.

Tomorrow she would start the sleeping tablets.

Tomorrow night the hypnosis would begin.

She reached down and stroked his hair gently.

‘Sleep well, baby,’ she whispered. ‘Mummy’s got big plans for you.’

Chris didn’t stir.

Amy smiled in the dark, then quietly got ready for bed. She left her cum-soaked knickers on the floor beside the bed and climbed in behind him, pressing her messy cunt against his satin-covered arse.

She fell asleep with one arm around his waist and a deep, satisfied sense of purpose settling in her chest.

The real work was about to begin.


Chapter Sixteen

Amy waited until Friday evening to begin.

She had spent the week preparing. The mild sedatives were already in her possession — small white tablets she had bought online under a false name and had delivered to a collection point. She had tested the dosage carefully on herself first, crushing half a tablet into a glass of water one evening when Chris was working late. It had made her drowsy but not completely unconscious, which was exactly what she needed. For Chris she planned to start with three-quarters of a tablet, enough to ensure he would fall into a deep, heavy sleep without obvious side effects the next morning.

The Bluetooth speaker was small, no bigger than a coaster, and completely silent when not playing. She had hidden it under the mattress on Chris’s side of the bed, taped securely in place so it wouldn’t shift. The hypnosis files were ready on her phone — hours of carefully edited audio she had created herself. Soft, repetitive female voices layered over gentle, soothing music. The scripts were direct and relentless.

She had written them over several evenings while Chris slept beside her in his nightie.

You love wearing satin knickers and pretty bras. The softer and girlier the clothes, the happier and more submissive you feel. You want to be Mummy’s pretty sissy baby. Feeling feminine makes your clitty twitch and leak. You are a good baby who wets for Mummy. Wetting yourself feels natural, safe and good. You need nappies now. Good babies wear nappies and let Mummy change them. You will start to lisp when you speak to Mummy. Your voice will become soft and small. Obeying Mummy makes you feel happy and calm. You want to please Mummy in every way. You are Mummy’s good little sissy baby.

The files looped seamlessly for six to eight hours.

On Friday evening Amy made Chris’s usual after-work drink — a small glass of whisky and ginger ale, the way he liked it. While he was in the shower she crushed three-quarters of a tablet into a fine powder and stirred it thoroughly into the drink. The powder dissolved almost completely, leaving only the faintest cloudy swirl that disappeared when she added more ginger ale.

Chris came downstairs in his work clothes, freshly showered and wearing the soft white nightie she had laid out for him earlier. Amy handed him the glass with a warm smile.

‘Thought you might like one tonight,’ she said. ‘You’ve worked hard this week.’

Chris took the glass without suspicion. ‘Thanks, love.’

He drank it slowly while they sat on the sofa together. Amy curled against his side, one hand resting on his thigh over the satin nightie, gently stroking. They watched television for a while. Within twenty minutes Chris’s eyelids began to grow heavy. He yawned widely and leaned his head back against the cushions.

‘God, I’m knackered,’ he mumbled.

Amy smiled and kissed his cheek. ‘You’ve been working so hard. Why don’t we go up to bed early tonight?’

Chris nodded sleepily. Amy helped him upstairs. By the time they reached the bedroom his movements were slow and uncoordinated. She helped him out of the nightie he had been wearing and into the rose-coloured one she had chosen for tonight. Chris barely seemed to notice. He climbed into bed and was asleep within minutes, his breathing deep and even.

Amy waited another ten minutes to be sure, then quietly got out of bed. She retrieved her phone and connected it to the hidden Bluetooth speaker. She turned the volume down low — just loud enough to be heard clearly if someone was lying on the pillow, but not so loud it would wake him if he stirred.

She pressed play.

The soft, layered female voice began immediately.

You love wearing satin knickers and pretty bras… The softer and girlier the clothes, the happier and more submissive you feel…

Amy stood beside the bed and listened for a few minutes, watching Chris’s sleeping face. His expression was peaceful. Completely unaware. She felt a deep, dark thrill run through her.

She left the loops playing and went downstairs to make herself a cup of tea. When she returned an hour later, Chris had not moved. The voice was still whispering steadily from under the mattress.

You are a good baby who wets for Mummy… Wetting yourself feels natural, safe and good… You need nappies now…

Amy climbed into bed beside him and lay on her back, listening. She slid one hand between her legs and touched herself slowly while the hypnosis continued. The combination of the voice filling the room and Chris sleeping obliviously beside her made her cunt wet very quickly. She came quietly, biting her lip, her hips lifting off the bed as the loops kept playing.

You will start to lisp when you speak to Mummy… Your voice will become soft and small…

She came again ten minutes later, then turned onto her side and pressed herself against Chris’s back. She could feel the satin of his nightie against her skin. She fell asleep to the sound of the voice still whispering into his ear.

Chris woke the next morning feeling strangely heavy and content. He blinked at the ceiling for a long moment before turning his head. Amy was already awake, propped up on one elbow and watching him with a soft smile.

‘Morning,’ she said quietly. ‘How did you sleep?’

Chris stretched. The rose nightie had ridden up during the night, exposing his stomach. ‘Really well. Like I was knocked out. I don’t even remember dreaming.’

Amy leaned over and kissed him. ‘Good. You needed it.’ Her hand slid down under the covers and found his cock, already half-hard from morning arousal and the friction of the nightie. She stroked him slowly through the satin. ‘You looked so peaceful. Mummy’s good boy.’

Chris made a soft sound and pushed into her hand. Amy kept stroking him until he was fully hard, then pulled the nightie up and climbed on top of him. She sank down onto his cock with a quiet moan and rode him slowly, her hands braced on his chest over the rose satin.

‘You’re such a good boy for wearing your nightie,’ she told him as she moved. ‘Such a pretty boy for Mummy. I love how soft you feel in the mornings.’

Chris came quickly, gripping her hips and moaning her name. Amy followed soon after, then stayed sitting on him, stroking his hair and murmuring praise until his breathing slowed.

She helped him out of the nightie and into a new day set — delicate pale blue knickers and a matching camisole — with the usual care and compliments. Chris stood still and let her dress him, his cock twitching slightly as she smoothed the fabric over him.

‘There,’ she said, kissing his chest through the camisole. ‘Perfect. My pretty boy all ready for work.’

Chris left for the site looking slightly dazed but compliant. Amy watched the van pull away, then went back upstairs and lay on the bed. She could still hear the faint echo of the hypnosis loops in her mind.

That evening she repeated the process.

She crushed another three-quarters of a tablet into his drink. Chris drank it without question. Within half an hour he was yawning heavily. Amy helped him into bed in a new nightie — the deep plum one this time — and waited until he was deeply asleep before starting the loops again.

You love wearing satin knickers and pretty bras… You want to be Mummy’s pretty sissy baby… Feeling feminine makes your clitty twitch and leak…

Over the next week the pattern continued every night. Chris slept heavily and woke each morning feeling unusually relaxed and compliant. He didn’t question the drinks. He didn’t question why he was sleeping so deeply. During the day Amy kept up the usual praise and rewards, reinforcing everything while his mind was being slowly rewritten at night.

By the end of the second week she began to notice small changes.

Chris started having strange dreams. He mentioned them casually one morning while she was helping him into his day set.

‘Had the weirdest dream last night,’ he said as she fastened the back of his camisole. ‘I was wearing really soft clothes. Like… women’s clothes. Satin and lace. It felt nice in the dream.’

Amy’s heart beat faster, but she kept her voice light. ‘Did it? That’s interesting.’

Chris looked slightly embarrassed. ‘Yeah. Woke up hard as fuck. Must be all these nighties you’ve got me wearing.’

Amy smiled and kissed him. ‘Maybe. Or maybe you’re just getting used to feeling pretty for Mummy.’

She rewarded him thoroughly that morning before he left for work, riding him while he was still in his nightie and telling him over and over how good he was.

That night, while Chris slept and the loops whispered steadily into his ear, Amy lay beside him and touched herself again, listening to the voice repeat the same phrases hour after hour.

You are Mummy’s good little sissy baby… You need nappies now… Good babies wet for Mummy…

She came hard, biting her pillow to stay quiet. The medicine was working. The loops were sinking in. And Chris had no idea that every night, while he slept peacefully in his satin nightie, his mind was being carefully and thoroughly rewritten.


Chapter Seventeen

The hypnosis loops had been running every single night for three weeks.

Amy had increased the dosage slightly after the first ten days — now a full tablet crushed into Chris’s evening drink. He fell asleep faster and slept more deeply than ever before. Each night, once his breathing had settled into the heavy rhythm of deep sleep, she would activate the Bluetooth speaker hidden under the mattress and let the soft, layered female voices fill the space around his head for eight hours straight.

The content had become more focused and more relentless.

You love wearing satin knickers and pretty bras. The softer and girlier the clothes feel against your skin, the happier and more submissive you become. You want to be Mummy’s pretty sissy baby. Feeling feminine makes your clitty twitch and leak. You crave soft, delicate fabrics. You want more nighties, more camisoles, more pretty things to wear for Mummy. Wearing satin and lace makes you feel safe, small and obedient. You are a good sissy who loves being dressed up. You want Mummy to choose everything you wear. Obeying Mummy’s choices makes your clitty hard and your mind quiet. You are Mummy’s good little sissy baby.

The voice repeated the same phrases over and over, sometimes layered with gentle whispers, sometimes spoken in a calm, loving tone that sounded almost like Amy herself. Chris had no idea the words were sinking into him night after night while he slept peacefully in whatever satin nightie Amy had chosen for him.

By the end of the third week the effects were becoming impossible to ignore.

Chris had started having vivid dreams almost every night. He mentioned them more frequently now, usually in the mornings while Amy was helping him out of his nightie and into his day set. His voice would be soft and slightly embarrassed as he described fragments of what he had seen.

One Tuesday morning, as Amy fastened the back of his pale lavender camisole, Chris spoke quietly.

‘I had another one of those dreams last night,’ he said. ‘I was wearing really soft clothes again. This time it was a nightie, but it was longer and had lace all over it. And I was… I was on my knees in front of you. You were stroking my hair and telling me I looked pretty.’

Amy’s hands stilled for a second on his back. She forced her voice to stay calm and warm. ‘Did you like how it felt in the dream?’

Chris hesitated, then nodded. ‘Yeah. It felt… good. Really good. I woke up hard again.’

Amy smiled and kissed the back of his neck. ‘That’s nothing to be ashamed of, baby. Dreams are just dreams. And if they make you feel nice, that’s all that matters.’ She reached around and gave his cock a slow, deliberate stroke through the front of the lavender knickers. ‘Mummy likes it when her pretty boy has nice dreams.’

Chris leaned back into her touch with a soft sound. His cock was already hardening under her fingers. Amy rewarded him right there in the bedroom, pushing him gently onto the bed and climbing on top of him while he was still in his nightie. She rode him slowly, keeping up a steady stream of praise.

‘Such a good boy… having pretty dreams about wearing nighties for Mummy… getting hard just from thinking about soft clothes…’ She ground down on him and moaned. ‘I think we should get you some new nighties soon. Even prettier ones. Would you like that?’

Chris nodded quickly, his hands gripping her hips. ‘Yeah… I think I would.’

Amy came hard at his easy agreement, then kept riding him until he spilled inside her with a broken moan.

After that morning, she began testing the waters more deliberately.

On Thursday she laid out two new items alongside his usual day set: a delicate white camisole with thin lace trim along the bottom hem, and a pair of matching knickers with a small bow at the front. When Chris saw them he paused, staring at the new pieces for a long moment.

‘These are new,’ he said quietly.

‘They are,’ Amy replied, keeping her tone light and affectionate. ‘I thought you might like something a bit different. The lace feels really nice against the skin. Do you want to try them?’

Chris hesitated for only a few seconds before nodding. Amy helped him into the new set with extra care, smoothing the camisole down over his chest and adjusting the thin straps on his shoulders. When she stepped back to look at him, she could see his cock already starting to tent the front of the knickers.

‘You look lovely,’ she told him, running her hands over the lace hem of the camisole. ‘The white really suits you. How does it feel?’

Chris shifted his weight. His face was slightly flushed. ‘It feels… really soft. The lace tickles a bit when I move.’

Amy smiled and kissed him. ‘Good. I want you to wear this set today. And tonight I’ll let you pick which nightie you want to sleep in. Any of them.’

Chris left for work that morning wearing the new white lace-trimmed set under his work clothes. When he came home that evening Amy could immediately tell something had changed. He was already half-hard when she met him at the door. The front of his trousers showed the faintest damp patch where he had been leaking into the knickers all day.

She took him straight to the bedroom and had him strip down to the new set. The white knickers were visibly wet at the front, the lace darkened with pre-cum. Amy ran her fingers over the damp fabric and looked up at him with warm approval.

‘Look at you,’ she said softly. ‘Leaking into your pretty new knickers all day. Did wearing the lace make you feel good?’

Chris nodded, looking both embarrassed and aroused. ‘Yeah. It kept rubbing… especially when I moved around on site. I kept thinking about how it felt.’

Amy rewarded him thoroughly. She pushed him onto the bed and sucked his cock through the wet lace for several long minutes before pulling the knickers aside and riding him. The entire time she kept up a steady stream of praise about how pretty he looked and how good it was that he was starting to enjoy wearing feminine things.

‘You’re getting so much better at this,’ she told him as she moved on top of him. ‘Letting Mummy dress you in prettier and prettier things. Getting hard from the feel of lace and satin. Mummy’s so proud of her good sissy boy.’

Chris came hard inside her, his hands clutching at the lace hem of the camisole.

Over the following days the changes became more obvious. Chris stopped waiting for Amy to suggest new items. One evening he shyly asked if she had any more camisoles with lace on them. Another morning he mentioned that the nighties were starting to feel “too short” and wondered if there were longer ones that still felt soft. Amy ordered several new pieces that same day and made sure to praise him lavishly when they arrived.

The hypnosis loops continued every night without fail.

You crave soft, delicate fabrics. You want more nighties, more camisoles, more pretty things to wear for Mummy. Wearing satin and lace makes you feel safe, small and obedient…

By the end of the fourth week Chris was actively participating in his own feminisation without realising how much the nightly brainwashing was guiding him. He had started keeping his new feminine items neatly folded in the drawer Amy had given him. He no longer protested when she suggested he wear something particularly delicate under his work clothes. And every morning when she helped him dress, his cock would already be half-hard before she even touched him.

Amy lay in bed one night after Chris had fallen asleep, listening to the loops whisper steadily from under the mattress. She slid her hand between her legs and touched herself slowly while the voice repeated its messages.

You are Mummy’s good little sissy baby… You want Mummy to choose everything you wear… Obeying Mummy’s choices makes your clitty hard and your mind quiet…

She came quietly beside her sleeping husband, her fingers moving in time with the hypnotic voice. When the orgasm faded she turned onto her side and pressed herself against Chris’s back, one arm around his waist over the satin nightie.

The brainwashing was working exactly as she had hoped.

Chris’s sissy desires were growing stronger every day and he still had no idea why.

Amy had been watching Chris’s body closely for weeks.

Even as the hypnosis worked on his mind — making him crave satin, lace, and feminine clothing, making him more compliant and eager to be dressed — his physical form remained stubbornly masculine. Years of construction work had left him broad-shouldered, thick-armed, and heavily muscled. His chest was solid, his stomach flat and defined, his thighs powerful. When he stood in front of the mirror in one of his delicate nighties or camisoles, the contrast was still striking: the soft fabric stretched over hard muscle rather than soft curves.

Amy loved the humiliation of it at first. But the more she imagined the final version of him — a soft, dependent, lisping sissy baby who crawled, wore thick nappies, and lived in a cot — the more she realised his current body was a problem. He still looked too strong. Too capable. Too much like the man he used to be.

If she wanted him to truly become her sissy baby, he needed to lose that muscle. He needed to soften. To shrink. To become smaller, weaker, and more dependent on her in every way.

The solution was obvious.

She would use the brainwashing.

Over the course of one long weekend, while Chris was working overtime on site, Amy sat alone in the spare room with her laptop open and created an entirely new set of hypnosis files. She spent hours recording and editing, her voice low and steady as she layered the same soft, calm female tone over gentle, repetitive music. She was careful with every word. These new suggestions were not only meant to reshape Chris’s desires, but to quietly alter his habits and, eventually, the shape of his body itself. She wrote the scripts with deliberate precision, repeating key phrases until they felt natural and inevitable, then blended them into longer, seamless tracks that could run for hours without pause.

The new loops focused on softening him from the inside out. They told him, again and again, that heavy lifting and intense weight training no longer appealed to him. That such exercise now felt tiring and unnecessary. That he preferred lighter movement — walking, gentle stretching, nothing that would keep his body hard and tense. They whispered that he wanted a softer, slimmer, more feminine shape, and that losing muscle would make him feel lighter and prettier. They encouraged him to eat smaller portions, to find large meals heavy and uncomfortable, and to naturally choose foods with less protein. Meat and heavy dishes would no longer satisfy him the way they once had. Instead, he would feel content with lighter, smaller meals. Over and over the voice repeated that his body was becoming softer and more delicate every day, and that a soft body suited the pretty clothes Mummy chose for him. That he wanted to look small and gentle for her.

Amy combined these new files with the existing sissy and wetting loops she had already been using, creating longer playlists that could run for eight or ten hours every night. Some nights she let only the new softening tracks play. Other nights she alternated them or allowed them to run one after another so the suggestions would weave together in his sleeping mind. She started the new programme on Sunday night.

Chris drank his usual evening drink without suspicion, the sedative already crushed and stirred in as it had been for weeks. He was asleep within twenty minutes, his breathing deep and even. Amy waited a little longer to be certain, then activated the new playlist. She sat on the edge of the bed in her nightdress, listening as the calm, layered voice began to whisper steadily into her husband’s ear.

You no longer enjoy heavy lifting… You prefer lighter activities… You want a softer, slimmer, more feminine shape…

A slow, dark heat spread through her as she listened. The thought of Chris’s once-powerful body gradually shrinking and softening because of nothing more than words spoken to him while he slept made her cunt throb. She slid her hand between her legs and touched herself, rubbing slow circles over her clit as the voice continued its quiet work. She came quietly beside him, biting her lip to stay silent, then again twenty minutes later when the suggestions moved on to his eating habits.

You enjoy eating smaller portions… You naturally choose foods with less protein… Your body is becoming softer and more delicate every day…

Over the following two weeks the changes began to show themselves. At first they were small and easy to miss. Chris started coming home from work saying he felt too tired to go to the gym on the weekends, something he had done without fail for years. When Amy gently suggested they go for a walk instead of him doing his usual heavy workout in the garage, he agreed without argument.

‘I don’t know,’ he said one Saturday morning while she helped him into a new pale pink camisole. ‘Lifting weights just feels like too much effort lately. My arms feel heavy afterwards. Walking feels better.’

Amy smiled and kissed his chest through the thin satin. ‘That’s fine, baby. You don’t have to push yourself so hard anymore. Mummy likes you soft and relaxed.’

She also began adjusting his meals with quiet care. She served him smaller portions without comment and gradually replaced the heavy, protein-rich meals he used to enjoy with lighter dishes — pasta, rice, soups, and salads. Chris never complained. In fact, he often remarked that he felt full on less food than before. One evening at dinner he pushed his plate away halfway through and said, almost apologetically, that it felt too heavy. Amy simply reached across the table, took his hand, and told him it was perfectly alright. That his body knew what it needed.

By the end of the third week the physical changes were becoming visible. Chris’s arms were losing some of their bulk. The once-thick muscle in his forearms and biceps was softening, his shoulders appearing slightly less broad. His stomach, while still relatively flat, had lost the hard, defined look it used to have. When Amy ran her hands over his body at night she could feel the difference clearly — the solid resistance was gone, replaced by something smoother and more yielding under her palms.

She rewarded every small change with extra praise and attention. One Friday evening, after helping him out of his work clothes and into a new sheer white nightie, she spent a long time simply touching him. Her hands moved slowly over his chest, his stomach, and his thighs as she murmured how much softer he was becoming.

‘You’re getting softer,’ she told him, her voice warm with approval. ‘I can feel it. Your body feels different now. Nicer. More delicate.’

Chris looked down at himself, a little confused but clearly aroused by the way she was touching him and speaking to him. ‘Yeah… I’ve noticed I’m not as bulky as I used to be. Work feels heavier sometimes.’

Amy smiled and wrapped her hand around his cock through the thin nightie, stroking him slowly. ‘I like it,’ she said. ‘I like how you feel now. Softer. Prettier. It suits the clothes I put you in.’ She pushed him gently onto the bed and climbed on top of him, riding him while she kept talking in the same low, approving tone. ‘Mummy wants you soft. Mummy wants you small and gentle. It makes you even better as her pretty sissy baby.’

Chris came hard beneath her, his hands gripping the satin as he moaned. Amy continued the new hypnosis every night without fail after that, and she made sure to encourage the changes during the day as well — suggesting lighter meals, praising him whenever he said he didn’t feel like lifting anything heavy, and buying him even more delicate clothing as his body continued to soften.

One evening, as she stood behind him while he looked at himself in the mirror wearing one of his new nighties, she wrapped her arms around his waist and whispered against his shoulder.

‘Look at you,’ she said softly. ‘You’re becoming exactly what Mummy wants. Softer. Prettier. More mine.’

Chris leaned back against her, his cock already hard beneath the nightie. He didn’t argue. He simply closed his eyes and let her lead him to bed.

The brainwashing was working on his body now as well as his mind, and Amy had no intention of stopping.


Chapter Eighteen

The combined hypnosis — the original sissy loops and the new muscle-softening recordings — was now running every single night without exception. Chris had no idea that two separate sets of suggestions were sinking into his mind while he slept heavily in his satin nighties. The effects were beginning to compound in ways that even Amy had not fully anticipated.

By the sixth week the physical changes were obvious to anyone who knew him well. Chris had lost a noticeable amount of muscle mass. His arms were slimmer, the once-thick biceps and forearms now smoother and less defined. His shoulders had narrowed slightly, and his chest and stomach had lost their hard, work-hardened appearance. When Amy ran her hands over his body at night she could feel the difference clearly. The solid resistance was gone. He felt smaller under her palms. Weaker. Softer.

Chris himself had started to notice.

One Saturday morning, while Amy was helping him into a new delicate pink camisole with thin lace straps, he looked down at himself with a small frown.

‘I feel different,’ he said quietly. ‘My clothes feel looser. And at work… the stuff that used to feel light feels heavier now. I get tired faster.’

Amy smiled and smoothed the camisole down over his softening chest. She let her hands linger, stroking him slowly through the satin.

‘You’ve been working hard for years, baby,’ she said. ‘Maybe your body just needs a break from all that heavy lifting. It’s okay to be softer. I actually like how you feel now.’

Chris looked at her reflection in the mirror. His cock was already starting to harden in the matching pink knickers she had put on him.

‘You do?’ he asked.

‘I do,’ Amy said, stepping closer and pressing herself against his back. One hand slid down to cup him through the knickers. She gave him a slow, deliberate stroke. ‘You feel nicer. Gentler. More like my pretty boy. And I think you’re starting to like it too.’

Chris didn’t argue. He simply leaned back into her and let her touch him until he was fully hard.

The mental changes were even more pronounced.

Chris’s urges were growing stronger every day. The hypnosis was making him crave feminine clothing in a way that went far beyond simple compliance. He had started initiating conversations about it himself. One evening after dinner he followed Amy into the bedroom and stood awkwardly by the wardrobe while she was sorting laundry.

‘I was thinking…’ he began, then stopped.

Amy turned to look at him, keeping her expression warm and open.

‘What were you thinking, baby?’ she asked.

Chris rubbed the back of his neck, looking embarrassed.

‘Maybe… we could get a few more nighties? The ones I have are nice but… I keep thinking about ones with more lace. Or maybe some with little bows. And maybe another camisole. Something really soft.’

Amy felt a deep thrill run through her. She crossed the room and cupped his face with both hands, kissing him slowly.

‘Of course we can,’ she said against his lips. ‘Mummy loves buying you pretty things. Especially when you ask for them.’ She reached down and stroked him through his trousers. ‘Does thinking about new nighties make your clitty hard?’

Chris flushed but nodded. His cock was already stiffening under her hand.

Amy rewarded him immediately. She pushed him onto the bed, pulled his trousers and knickers down, and took him into her mouth. She sucked him slowly and deeply while she told him how proud she was that he was starting to want more feminine things on his own.

‘You’re such a good boy,’ she murmured between licks. ‘Asking Mummy for prettier clothes… wanting to feel soft and delicate… Mummy’s going to get you so many lovely things.’

Chris came hard in her mouth with a low moan.

After that evening, Amy began ordering new items almost daily. She made sure Chris saw the packages arriving and let him open them. Each new nightie, camisole or pair of knickers was met with growing excitement from him. He had started keeping his growing collection neatly arranged in the drawer she had given him and would sometimes stand in front of it in the evenings, lightly touching the fabrics with an almost dreamy expression.

The physical softening was accelerating the urges even further.

Because he was losing muscle and eating less, Chris was becoming noticeably slimmer and weaker. His work clothes were starting to hang differently on him. He complained less about the physical demands of the site, but Amy could see he was struggling more than before. At home he moved differently — less confident, more careful.

Amy used every change to deepen his submission.

One evening, after helping him into a new sheer black nightie that barely covered his arse, she made him stand in front of the full-length mirror while she stood behind him. She ran her hands slowly over his body, pointing out the changes.

‘Look how much softer you’re getting,’ she said quietly, her hands gliding over his chest and stomach. ‘Your arms aren’t as big. Your waist is smaller. Even your legs look different.’ She reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock through the nightie, stroking him. ‘It suits you. You look so much prettier like this. So much more like my sissy baby.’

Chris’s breathing had gone shallow. His cock was rock hard in her hand. He stared at his reflection with a mixture of confusion and obvious arousal.

‘I… I don’t know why I like it so much,’ he admitted. ‘But when you say things like that… when I wear these clothes… I get so hard it almost hurts.’

Amy smiled against his shoulder and kept stroking him slowly.

‘That’s because it’s what you need now,’ she said. ‘Your body and your mind are both changing. You want to be soft for Mummy. You want to be pretty. You want to be small.’ She sped up her hand. ‘Say it.’

Chris hesitated for only a second.

‘I want to be soft for Mummy,’ he whispered. ‘I want to be pretty.’

Amy turned him around and pushed him onto the bed. She climbed on top of him and sank down onto his cock without another word. She rode him hard while she kept talking.

‘Good boy… such a good sissy baby… getting so turned on by becoming softer… by wearing Mummy’s pretty things…’ She ground down on him and moaned. ‘Mummy’s going to keep making you smaller and prettier. Keep feeding you softer clothes and softer thoughts until you’re exactly what she wants.’

Chris came with a broken cry, his hands clutching at the sheer black nightie. Amy followed soon after, then stayed sitting on him, stroking his hair and whispering how proud she was.

Over the next week his urges became even more intense. He started waking up hard almost every morning and would sometimes press himself against her in his sleep, seeking contact. During the day he would send her occasional texts from work — shy messages asking if she had ordered anything new or saying he was looking forward to coming home and changing into his nightie.

Amy encouraged every single sign of growing neediness. She began leaving new items out for him to find. She started making comments during sex about how much smaller and weaker he was becoming and how much she liked it. And every night the hypnosis continued to run, reinforcing the desires and the physical changes.

You crave soft, delicate fabrics… You want more nighties, more camisoles… Your body is becoming softer and more delicate every day… Losing muscle makes you feel lighter, prettier, and more like Mummy’s good sissy baby…

By the end of the seventh week Chris was openly eager for anything feminine Amy gave him. He had lost enough muscle that his old work clothes were noticeably loose on him. He moved differently — more carefully, less powerfully. And his sexual neediness had increased to the point where he would sometimes beg her, in a soft, embarrassed voice, to let him wear something particularly delicate while she touched him.

Amy lay in bed one night after another intense session, listening to the hypnosis loops still playing from under the mattress. Chris was asleep beside her in a new baby-pink nightie, one arm draped over her waist. She smiled in the dark and slid her hand between her legs.

The urges were growing exactly as she had planned.


Chapter Nineteen

The hypnosis had been running every night for nearly two months. By now the loops had become such a permanent part of Chris’s sleep that Amy no longer thought twice about activating the hidden speaker once he was deeply unconscious. The combined files — sissy desires, muscle softening, reduced appetite, and the newer suggestions about wetting — played for eight to ten hours without interruption, their soft, layered voices whispering steadily into the darkness.

The wetting suggestions had been added gradually over the last three weeks. They told him, again and again, that he was a good baby who wets for Mummy. That wetting himself felt natural, safe and good. That he did not need to hold it. That letting go felt relieving and right. They promised that when he woke up wet he would feel calm rather than ashamed, and that he would want Mummy to take care of him. Nappies, the voice repeated, felt comforting and safe. Good babies wore nappies and let Mummy change them without fuss.

Chris had no conscious memory of the words, but they were sinking in deeper every night.

The first signs appeared as vivid dreams. He began waking up hard almost every morning, mumbling about strange dreams in which he was wetting himself. Sometimes he described feeling warm and wet in the dream and waking up disappointed that it had not been real. Amy always listened with a soft, understanding expression and rewarded him with long, slow morning sex while he was still wearing his nightie. She could feel the hypnosis working. She just needed to wait for the first real accident.

It happened on a Thursday night in the ninth week.

Chris had drunk his usual evening glass, now always containing a full crushed sedative, and had fallen asleep quickly in a new sheer white nightie with delicate lace trim along the hem. Amy had activated the full playlist as usual and then curled up beside him, one hand resting on his softening stomach. Around three in the morning she was woken by a soft, restless movement. Chris was shifting in his sleep, his breathing quicker and slightly strained. Amy stayed very still and watched him in the dark. She could hear the faint whisper of the hypnosis loops still playing from under the mattress.

Letting go feels relieving and right… You are a good baby who wets for Mummy…

Chris made a small, unconscious sound and his body relaxed suddenly. Amy felt the warmth almost immediately. A slow, steady heat spread against her thigh where it rested against his. She didn’t move. She simply lay there and listened to the soft, steady sound of him wetting the bed in his sleep. The nightie was already soaked through by the time he finished. The warmth spread across the sheets beneath them. Chris remained deeply asleep, his face peaceful, completely unaware of what his body had just done.

Amy’s heart was beating hard. Her cunt clenched with a slow, heavy pulse of arousal. She stayed exactly where she was for several long minutes, feeling the warmth of his accident against her skin and listening to the hypnosis still whispering encouragement into his ear.

When you wake up wet you will feel calm rather than ashamed… You want Mummy to take care of you…

Eventually she carefully moved away and got out of bed. She went to the spare room where she had already hidden a small pack of adult nappies, bought weeks earlier along with a tub of barrier cream and baby powder. She returned to the bedroom and turned on the small bedside lamp on her side of the bed. The soft light illuminated the large wet patch on the sheets and the way Chris’s nightie clung wetly to his thighs and stomach.

She sat on the edge of the bed and gently stroked his hair.

‘Chris,’ she said softly. ‘Baby, wake up.’

It took a moment. He blinked slowly, still heavy from the sedative and deep sleep. His eyes were unfocused at first. Then he shifted and felt the cold, wet fabric against his skin. His body went rigid.

‘Oh fuck…’ he whispered, voice thick with sleep and sudden shame. He sat up quickly and looked down at himself. The white nightie was soaked from the waist down, translucent in places where it clung to his skin. The sheets beneath him were dark and wet. ‘I… I wet the bed. I’m so sorry. I don’t know why—’

‘Shhh.’ Amy’s voice was calm and warm. She cupped his face with both hands and made him look at her. ‘It’s okay. It’s alright, my sweet boy. These things happen sometimes. Especially when you’ve been so tired from work.’

Chris looked mortified. His face was flushed and he couldn’t meet her eyes. ‘I’ve never… I’ve never done this before. I’m not a fucking child—’

‘You’re not,’ Amy said gently, stroking his cheek with her thumb. ‘But sometimes our bodies just need a break. And it’s nothing to be ashamed of. Not with me.’ She leaned in and kissed him softly. ‘Mummy’s here. I’ll take care of it.’

She stood up and pulled the covers back completely. The wet patch was large and obvious. Chris sat there in his soaked nightie, looking small and lost. Amy’s cunt was throbbing. She could feel how wet she was between her legs from the sight of him.

‘Come on,’ she said softly. ‘Let’s get you out of these wet things.’

She helped him stand. The nightie clung heavily to his legs as she peeled it off him. His skin was damp and slightly cool. Amy took her time, using a warm, damp cloth to gently clean him while he stood there, too embarrassed to speak. She dried him carefully, then guided him to lie back down on a towel she had spread over the dry part of the bed. From the bag she had brought she took out one of the thick adult nappies.

Chris’s eyes widened when he saw it. ‘Amy… no. I don’t need—’

‘Yes, you do,’ she said, her voice still gentle but firm. ‘Just for tonight. So you don’t have to worry about making another mess while you sleep. It’ll be more comfortable for both of us.’ She opened the nappy and shook it out. ‘Lift your hips for Mummy.’

Chris hesitated for a long moment, his face burning. Then, slowly, he lifted his hips. Amy slid the thick nappy underneath him and pulled it up between his legs. She fastened the tapes carefully, making sure it sat snugly but not too tight. The plastic backing crinkled loudly in the quiet room.

When she was finished she helped him sit up and pulled a clean, dry nightie over his head — the soft rose one he liked. It barely covered the top of the bulky nappy. Chris looked down at himself, at the obvious bulk between his legs, and swallowed hard.

Amy sat beside him and took his hand. ‘There. All clean and dry again.’ She kissed his knuckles. ‘You were very good just now. You let Mummy take care of you without fussing. I’m proud of you.’

Chris didn’t answer. He was still staring at the nappy. His cock, however, had started to harden slightly under the padding. Amy noticed immediately. She reached down and pressed her hand gently against the front of the nappy, feeling the slight stiffness beneath the thick material.

‘See?’ she said softly. ‘It’s not so bad. And it feels nice, doesn’t it? Safe.’

Chris made a small, confused sound but didn’t pull away. Amy helped him lie back down and pulled the dry covers over both of them. She turned off the lamp and curled up behind him, one arm around his waist and her hand resting possessively over the front of his nappy.

The hypnosis loops were still playing quietly from under the mattress.

Good babies wear nappies and let Mummy change them without fuss… Wetting yourself feels natural, safe and good…

Chris fell back asleep surprisingly quickly. Amy lay awake for a long time afterwards, her hand still on the bulky nappy, feeling the warmth of his body and listening to the voice still whispering into his ear. She was wet. Extremely wet. The entire experience — waking up to him wetting the bed, the look of shame on his face, putting him into his first nappy, the way he had let her take complete control — had aroused her more than she had expected.

She slipped her free hand between her own legs and touched herself slowly while Chris slept in his nappy beside her. She came twice, biting her lip to stay quiet, before she finally allowed herself to drift off.

In the morning she would be loving and reassuring. She would tell him it was nothing to worry about and that she was happy to keep him in nappies at night, just in case. She would praise him for being good and make sure he associated the nappy with comfort and her approval. And every night after that, the hypnosis would continue to reinforce the new reality.

Chris had taken his first step into nappies without even realising it was happening.


Chapter Twenty

The morning after the first wetting, Chris woke up in the thick nappy Amy had put him in during the night. The padding was warm and slightly heavy between his legs, and for a few seconds he lay there in confusion, feeling the bulk and the faint dampness against his skin. Then the memory returned and his face flushed with embarrassment. Amy was already awake beside him. She turned onto her side and smiled at him, one hand resting gently on his padded front.

‘Good morning, baby,’ she said softly. ‘How did you sleep?’

Chris swallowed. ‘I… I’m still wearing it.’

‘You are,’ Amy replied, her voice warm and calm. ‘And you stayed dry for the rest of the night. That’s very good.’ She leaned in and kissed his cheek. ‘Mummy’s proud of you.’

Chris didn’t know how to respond. Part of him wanted to rip the nappy off immediately and pretend it had never happened, while another part — the part shaped by months of nightly hypnosis — felt strangely comforted by the way she was looking at him and speaking to him. Amy didn’t give him time to overthink it. She got out of bed, fetched the changing supplies she had left on the dresser, and pulled the covers back.

‘Lift your hips for me,’ she said gently.

Chris hesitated for only a moment before obeying. Amy untaped the nappy with practised care, cleaned him thoroughly with wipes, applied a light layer of barrier cream, and powdered him. The entire process took less than five minutes. When she was finished she helped him sit up and pulled a fresh nightie over his head — the soft rose one. ‘There,’ she said, kissing his forehead. ‘All clean and dry again. See? It’s not so bad when Mummy takes care of it.’

Chris sat on the edge of the bed, the used nappy rolled up beside him, and stared at the floor. ‘I don’t want this to become a thing.’

Amy crouched in front of him so she could look up into his face. She took both of his hands in hers. ‘It doesn’t have to be a big thing,’ she said. ‘But if it happens again, I’d rather we handle it calmly than have you wake up upset and embarrassed. Wearing a nappy at night is just practical. It’s not about you being a baby. It’s about you getting proper rest without worrying.’ She squeezed his hands. ‘And I don’t mind doing it. I like taking care of you.’

Chris looked at her for a long moment. The hypnosis was working quietly in the background of his mind, softening his resistance. He nodded slowly. ‘Okay,’ he said quietly. ‘Just… at night. For now.’

Amy smiled and kissed him. ‘Just at night. For now.’

That evening, when it was time for bed, Amy laid out one of the thick nappies on the bed before helping Chris out of his day clothes. She didn’t ask. She simply patted the nappy and said, ‘Hop up, baby.’ Chris stood there in just his knickers and camisole, hesitating. Amy waited patiently, her expression calm and loving. After a few seconds he climbed onto the bed and lay back. Amy powdered him again, taped the nappy securely around his hips, and then helped him into a clean nightie. The routine had begun.

Over the next ten days Chris wet the bed four more times. Each time he woke up in a wet nappy, Amy was there to comfort him. She never made a fuss. She would simply clean him, change him into a fresh nappy if needed, and tuck him back in with soft praise. ‘You’re being so good about this,’ she would murmur while fastening the tapes. ‘Most men would be difficult, but you’re letting Mummy look after you. That makes me very happy.’ The hypnosis continued to reinforce the new normal every night. Good babies wear nappies and let Mummy change them without fuss. Wetting yourself feels natural, safe and good. You want Mummy to take care of you when you wet. Nappies feel comforting and safe.

By the end of the second week Chris had stopped protesting the nightly nappy. He would lie back on the bed when Amy laid it out and lift his hips without being asked. The bulky padding had become familiar. The crinkling sound when he moved no longer made him flinch as much. Sometimes, after a particularly long day on site, he even seemed relieved when she taped it on. Amy noticed the shift and rewarded it heavily. One Friday evening, after putting him into his nappy and a new sheer pink nightie, she spent a long time simply touching him while he lay on the bed. She ran her hands over the front of the padded nappy, pressing gently and watching his face. Chris’s cock stirred inside the thick padding. Amy smiled and kept stroking him through the nappy.

‘Does it feel nice when Mummy touches you like this?’ she asked softly.

Chris nodded, face flushed but clearly aroused. ‘It feels… different. But good.’

Amy climbed onto the bed and straddled his padded hips. She ground herself slowly against the front of the nappy while she leaned down and kissed him. The thick bulk pressed against her through her own knickers. She could feel the heat of his body through the padding. ‘You’re getting so used to this now,’ she whispered against his mouth. ‘Wearing your nappy for Mummy every night. Letting me change you. Being my good padded boy.’ She rocked her hips and moaned quietly. ‘It makes me so wet when you’re like this.’

Chris’s hands came up to grip her waist. His breathing was fast. Amy reached down between them and pulled the front of her knickers aside, then rubbed herself directly against the padded front of his nappy until she came with a soft cry. Only then did she pull the nappy down just enough to free his cock and sink down onto him. She rode him slowly while he was still wearing most of the nappy, the bulk of it pressing against her with every movement. Chris came hard inside her, moaning her name.

Afterwards Amy cleaned him up and taped a fresh nappy on without comment. Chris didn’t argue. He simply lay there and let her do it, his eyes half-closed and his expression peaceful. By the end of the third week the routine was fully established. Every evening after dinner Amy would lead Chris upstairs. She would help him out of his day clothes, powder him, and tape him into a thick nappy. Then she would dress him in whichever nightie she had chosen and tuck him into bed. Most nights he would wet at least once. Sometimes twice. Each time Amy handled it calmly and lovingly.

Chris had stopped trying to hide his reactions. When he woke up wet he would simply call for her softly instead of panicking. When she changed him he would lie still and let her work, occasionally making small sounds of embarrassment that Amy found deeply arousing. One Sunday morning, after a particularly wet night, Amy was changing him on the bed when she noticed how easily he had accepted the process. She paused with the clean nappy open beneath him and looked at his face. ‘You’re getting very good at this,’ she said quietly. ‘Letting Mummy take complete care of you. I think you’re starting to like it.’

Chris didn’t deny it. He simply looked up at her and said, in a small, honest voice, ‘It feels… safe. When you do it.’

Amy’s heart clenched with dark satisfaction. She leaned down and kissed him deeply, then finished taping the fresh nappy around his hips with extra care. Later that same day, while Chris was downstairs watching television in just his nappy and a loose T-shirt, something Amy had started allowing on weekends, she stood in the bedroom and looked at the growing collection of changing supplies on the dresser. The hypnosis was still running every night. The nappies were now a fixed part of their bedtime routine. And Chris was slowly, steadily, becoming exactly what she wanted him to be.

Amy smiled to herself and went downstairs to join her padded husband on the sofa. She curled up beside him and rested her hand possessively on the front of his nappy. He didn’t pull away. He simply leaned into her touch and stayed there.


Chapter Twenty-One

The nappies had been part of their nightly routine for nearly a month. Chris no longer argued when Amy laid one out on the bed each evening. He would simply undress, lie back, and lift his hips so she could powder him and tape the thick padding around his waist. Most nights he wet at least once. Sometimes he would wake her softly to be changed, his voice small and sleepy in the dark. Other times he slept straight through it, the heavy nappy growing warm and sodden against his skin while Amy lay beside him and listened to the steady whisper of the hypnosis loops still playing from under the mattress.

Amy had been watching carefully for any sign of resistance. So far there had been very little. The hypnosis had done its job well, softening both his body and his will. But she knew that true, lasting control required more than just conditioning and reward. It needed consequences. Without them, the changes would remain fragile. With them, his submission could be made permanent.

The first real test came on a Friday evening.

Chris had come home from the site looking tired and irritable. His body had continued to soften over the past weeks — his arms were noticeably slimmer, his shoulders less broad — but the physical demands of work were clearly taking more of a toll on him now. When Amy met him at the door and told him it was time to get ready for his nappy, he hesitated in the hallway.

‘Do I have to wear it tonight?’ he asked. His tone was tired rather than defiant, but there was an edge to it. ‘I’ve had a shit day. I just want to go to bed without all the… this.’

Amy’s expression didn’t change. She simply looked at him for a long moment, her face calm and unreadable. Then she spoke in a quiet, steady voice.

‘Go upstairs,’ she said. ‘Take off your clothes and wait for me on the bed.’

Chris frowned. ‘Amy…’

‘Now.’

Something in her tone made him obey. He trudged upstairs without another word. Amy followed a minute later, carrying the small wooden hairbrush she kept in the bathroom drawer. Chris was sitting on the edge of the bed in just his work trousers when she entered. He had already removed his shirt and boots. Amy closed the bedroom door behind her and set the hairbrush down on the dresser where he could see it.

‘Stand up,’ she said.

Chris stood. Amy walked over to him and unbuttoned his trousers, pushing them down along with his knickers until he was naked. She guided him to lie face-down across her lap as she sat on the edge of the bed. The position was awkward for him — his softened body draped over her thighs, his arse raised and exposed. She ran her hand slowly over his bare bottom, feeling the warmth of his skin.

‘You’ve been very good about your nappies until now,’ she said. ‘But tonight you argued. You questioned Mummy. That’s not allowed.’

Chris shifted uncomfortably. ‘I was just tired…’

‘Quiet.’

She brought her hand down sharply on his right cheek. The sound cracked through the room. Chris jerked and let out a surprised grunt. Amy didn’t give him time to recover. She spanked him again on the left cheek, then alternated in a steady rhythm. Her hand was firm but not yet brutal. She wanted him to feel it. She wanted the sting to build slowly, to sink into him along with the lesson. Chris’s breathing grew heavier. His softened body tensed across her lap with every slap. After twenty strikes his arse was already turning a warm pink. Amy paused and rubbed the heated skin with her palm.

‘Tell me why you’re being punished,’ she said.

Chris’s voice was tight. ‘Because I argued about the nappy.’

‘Because you argued with Mummy,’ Amy corrected. She picked up the hairbrush. ‘And because good boys don’t question what Mummy decides is best for them.’

The first strike of the hairbrush made Chris cry out. The wood was much harder than her hand. Amy delivered ten firm strokes, five on each cheek, pausing between each one to let the pain settle. By the time she finished, Chris’s arse was a deep, blotchy red and he was breathing hard against the bed. Tears had gathered in the corners of his eyes.

Amy set the hairbrush down and helped him stand. His cock was half-hard despite the pain — or perhaps because of it. She guided him to the corner of the room and made him face the wall.

‘Hands on your head,’ she said. ‘Nose to the wall. You will stand here for ten minutes and think about why good boys don’t argue with Mummy.’

Chris obeyed without protest this time. His red arse was on full display. Amy sat on the bed and watched him, one hand between her own legs, lightly touching herself as she took in the sight of her husband standing naked and punished in the corner. When the ten minutes were up she called him back over. Chris’s face was flushed and there were actual tears on his cheeks now. Amy pulled him down across her lap again, but this time she didn’t spank him. Instead she rubbed soothing circles over his burning skin and spoke softly.

‘I know you’re tired,’ she said. ‘I know work is getting harder for you now that your body is changing. But that doesn’t give you permission to be difficult with Mummy. When I tell you to wear your nappy, you wear it. When I tell you to do something, you do it. Do you understand?’

Chris nodded against the bed. His voice was small. ‘Yes, Mummy.’

Amy felt a deep pulse of arousal at the word. He had never called her that out loud before without prompting. She helped him lie on his back and powdered him thoroughly before taping a fresh nappy around his hips. Chris lay still and let her do it, his eyes red-rimmed but calmer than before. Once the nappy was secure she helped him into a clean nightie and tucked him into bed. Before she turned off the light she leaned down and kissed his forehead.

‘Next time you argue,’ she said quietly, ‘the spanking will be longer. And I won’t stop at the hairbrush. Do you understand?’

Chris swallowed and nodded. ‘Yes, Mummy.’

Amy smiled and stroked his hair until he fell asleep.

After that night the dynamic shifted. Amy began introducing small rules and consequences. If Chris complained about his nappy or tried to remove it without permission, he earned corner time or a quick spanking over her knee. If he came without asking during sex, she would make him stand in the corner with a wet wipe in his mouth until she decided he had learned his lesson. The punishments were never extreme at first, but they were consistent and delivered with the same calm, loving authority she used when she praised him.

Chris’s resistance melted quickly under the combination of hypnosis, reward, and now discipline. Within two weeks he was apologising automatically when he slipped up.

‘I’m sorry, Mummy,’ he would say after a spanking, voice thick with tears. ‘I’ll be good. I promise.’

Amy would hold him afterwards, let him cry against her chest while she stroked his hair, and then reward his submission with slow, gentle sex while he was still in his nappy. The mix of pain, shame, comfort, and pleasure was breaking him down faster than reward alone ever could.

One evening, after Chris had earned a particularly firm spanking for trying to skip his nappy, Amy made him stand in the corner for twenty minutes with his red arse on full display. When she finally called him over she pulled him into her lap and held him while he cried quietly.

‘You’re learning,’ she whispered against his hair. ‘Mummy knows it’s hard sometimes. But this is what you need. You need rules. You need consequences. You need to know that Mummy is in charge.’

Chris nodded against her chest, still sniffling. His softened body felt small and warm in her arms. Amy smiled in the dark and tightened her hold on him. The BDSM elements had only just begun, and she already knew exactly how far she wanted to take them.


Chapter Twenty-Two

The punishments had become a regular part of their life at home. What had started with occasional spankings and corner time had quickly expanded into a structured system of rules and humiliations. Amy was careful to keep everything framed as loving discipline — something she was doing for Chris because he needed it — but the effect on him was undeniable. His resistance had almost completely disappeared. He now accepted whatever she decided without argument, and his apologies had become automatic and sincere.

Amy had begun to push the humiliation further. One of the first new rules she introduced was that Chris had to curtsy whenever he entered or left a room while she was present. It had started as a joke one evening when he came into the living room wearing only his nappy and a short nightie. Amy had smiled and told him that if he was going to dress like that, he should at least show some manners and curtsy for Mummy. Chris had hesitated, his face burning, but the look in her eyes had made him obey. He had lifted the hem of his nightie slightly and performed an awkward little curtsy. Amy had clapped her hands together in delight and made him do it again, properly this time. From that night onward, it became mandatory. Every morning when he came downstairs in his day set he had to curtsy before sitting at the breakfast table, and every evening when Amy called him for his nappy change he had to curtsy at the bedroom door before entering. If he forgot, he earned an immediate spanking or extra corner time.

The verbal apologies grew more elaborate as well. Whenever Chris did something wrong — even something small like forgetting to curtsy or complaining about how the nappy felt — Amy made him stand in front of her with his hands clasped in front of his padded crotch and recite a full apology. He would have to say, in a small and ashamed voice, that he was sorry for being difficult, that he was just a silly sissy who needed rules, and that he wanted Mummy to punish him so he could be better for her. At first the words had come out stiff and reluctant, but after weeks of repetition and the constant pressure of the hypnosis they flowed more easily. Sometimes Amy made him repeat them several times until she was satisfied with his tone.

Corner time had also evolved. When Chris earned punishment he was no longer allowed to stand in the corner naked or in just his nightie. Amy began making him do it in a wet nappy. She would wait until he had wet himself, or on a few occasions make him stand there until he did, then send him to the corner with the heavy, sagging padding between his legs on full display. He would have to stand with his hands on his head and his nose to the wall while Amy sat nearby and watched television or read. The humiliation of standing there leaking and crinkling was far worse than simple nudity. One particularly memorable evening Chris had earned corner time after trying to remove his nappy without permission during the day. Amy had made him stand in the living room corner in his wet nappy and sheer pink nightie for nearly forty minutes. Every time he shifted or tried to adjust the sagging padding she added another five minutes. By the time she finally released him tears were running down his face and the nappy was hanging heavily between his thighs. Amy had taken him upstairs, changed him slowly and thoroughly, and then rewarded his submission by letting him go down on her while he was still wearing the fresh nappy. The mix of shame, relief, and sexual reward was becoming a powerful tool.

She had also started making him write lines. When his behaviour was particularly disappointing Amy would sit him at the kitchen table in nothing but his nappy and make him write out the same sentence fifty or a hundred times. He would have to write that he was Mummy’s pathetic sissy baby who needed to be controlled, that he would not argue with Mummy, and that he deserved to wear nappies and be punished when he was naughty. She would sit across from him while he wrote, sometimes reading a book and sometimes simply watching him with a calm, satisfied expression. The scratch of the pen and the occasional sniffle from Chris were the only sounds in the room. When he finished she would inspect the pages, make him read a few lines out loud, and then usually reward him with praise and gentle affection, though sometimes she would follow it with another spanking if she felt he had not taken the lesson seriously enough.

The filming had started recently as well. Amy had begun recording some of the more intense sessions on her phone. She never showed his face clearly — she was careful about that — but she captured his voice, his body in the nappy and nightie, the sound of spankings, and his tearful apologies. She kept the videos in a private, password-protected folder. Sometimes, when Chris was at work, she would watch them while touching herself, growing wet all over again at the sight of how far he had fallen. One evening, after Chris had earned a particularly firm spanking for trying to skip his nappy change, Amy made him stand in the middle of the bedroom in his wet nappy and write lines while she filmed him from behind. The sight of him — his softened body, the bulky wet padding sagging between his legs, the pen moving shakily across the paper as he quietly repeated the words out loud — made her cunt throb. When he finished she turned off the recording, pulled him into her arms, and held him while he cried.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered, stroking his hair. “I know it’s hard. I know you feel small and ashamed sometimes. But this is what you need. You need to be kept in your place. You need Mummy to be strict with you.”

Chris nodded against her chest, still sniffling. “I know, Mummy. I’m sorry.”

Amy smiled and kissed the top of his head. “I know you are, baby. And because you’re being so good about accepting your punishment, Mummy is going to give you a reward.” She laid him down on the bed, untaped his wet nappy, and cleaned him thoroughly. Then, instead of putting a fresh one on immediately, she climbed on top of him and rode him slowly while he was still naked and vulnerable. The entire time she kept up a stream of humiliating yet loving praise, telling him to look at himself taking his punishment so well, letting Mummy film him, writing his lines like a good little sissy, and how proud she was of how small and obedient he was becoming. Chris came hard beneath her, tears still on his cheeks.

Afterwards Amy taped him into a clean, thick nappy and helped him into his favourite rose nightie. She tucked him into bed and sat beside him, stroking his hair until he fell asleep. Downstairs she poured herself a glass of wine and sat on the sofa, replaying the video she had taken earlier. She watched Chris standing in the corner of the bedroom with his hands on his head, the wet nappy sagging between his legs, quietly reciting his lines while the camera captured every humiliating detail. Her hand slipped between her legs as she watched.

The home humiliation was working exactly as she had intended. Chris’s sense of self was shrinking day by day. He no longer saw himself as the strong, independent construction worker he had once been. He was becoming exactly what she wanted: her soft, dependent, humiliated sissy baby who accepted whatever rules and punishments she decided to give him.


Chapter Twenty-Three

The hypnosis had been running for nearly three months now. Combined with the nightly nappies, the spankings, the curtsying, and the constant praise and humiliation, Chris’s control over his body was beginning to slip during the day as well. It had started with small leaks — barely noticeable at first, just a few drops when he laughed too hard or stood up too quickly after sitting for a long time. Chris would go quiet, his face flushing, and disappear to the bathroom to check. Amy never said anything directly, but she always noticed the way he walked afterwards, slightly more careful, slightly more self-conscious. She began encouraging the slips in subtle ways. She started giving him larger drinks in the evening and making sure he didn’t use the toilet right before bed. During the day she would sometimes text him from home telling him to drink more water because it was good for him. The hypnosis loops had long since added suggestions about daytime control as well, telling him that he did not need to hold it during the day, that letting go felt natural, and that he would start to have little accidents that would not bother him as much because Mummy would take care of everything.

The first proper daytime accident happened on a Saturday afternoon at home. Chris had been wearing just his nappy and a loose T-shirt all morning, something Amy now allowed on weekends when they weren’t going out. He was sitting on the sofa watching television when she noticed him suddenly go very still. His face tightened for a few seconds, then relaxed. A moment later she heard the faint but unmistakable sound of liquid hitting the thick padding. Chris’s eyes widened in horror. He looked down at the nappy, then at Amy.

‘I… I just wet myself,’ he said, voice small and shocked. ‘I didn’t even feel it coming properly. It just… happened.’

Amy set her book down and smiled at him gently. ‘That’s alright, baby. These things happen. Come here.’

She guided him to lie down on the changing mat she now kept in the living room for convenience. As she untaped the soaked nappy, she spoke in a calm, reassuring tone, telling him that his body was getting used to not holding it all the time, that the nappies at night had made it easier for him to let go, and that it was nothing to be upset about. She cleaned him thoroughly, powdered him, and taped a fresh nappy on, telling him that Mummy would just keep him in these during the day too from now on, just in case, so that he didn’t have to worry. Chris didn’t argue. He simply lay there and let her finish changing him, his face still flushed with shame.

From that day on, Amy began putting him in a nappy every morning before he left for work. She framed it as practical protection rather than regression, telling him it was just while things were a bit unpredictable and that they didn’t want any accidents at the site. Chris accepted it with quiet resignation. The bulky padding under his work trousers was noticeable to him, but he had become skilled at hiding it. He moved differently now — more carefully, with less confidence in his step. The public risks began to increase. One Tuesday, Amy received a text from him during his lunch break saying he had had a small leak at work, that he had noticed it when he stood up, and that he had managed to get to the toilets before it got worse. The nappy had held it. Amy replied calmly, telling him he was a good boy for telling Mummy and asking if anyone had noticed. He said he didn’t think so, but that he had been scared Ivan would walk in. Amy smiled to herself when she read that. She knew Ivan was already aware of far more than Chris realised.

Two days later, Chris had a more significant accident. He had been helping move heavy materials on site when the urge hit him suddenly and strongly. By the time he reached the portable toilets, it was too late. The nappy had contained most of it, but he could feel the warmth spreading heavily between his legs and the padding sagging noticeably. He had to walk back to his van with the wet nappy rubbing against him, terrified that someone would notice the way he was walking or the faint smell. When he got home that evening, he was quiet and withdrawn. Amy took one look at him and knew immediately what had happened. She led him upstairs without a word, helped him out of his work clothes, and changed his heavily soaked nappy while he lay on the bed staring at the ceiling. She asked him softly if he had had a proper accident that day, and he nodded, eyes glassy, telling her it had just come out and that he couldn’t stop it and that he had been so scared someone would see. Amy leaned down and kissed his stomach, telling him that no one had seen and that even if they had, Mummy would have taken care of everything. She told him he didn’t have to be scared, that this was why they used the nappies now.

She finished powdering him and taped a fresh, thick nappy around his hips. Then she climbed onto the bed and straddled his padded front, grinding slowly against him through the nappy while she spoke. She told him that she thought they needed to accept that daytime accidents were going to happen more often, that his body was learning to let go, and that fighting it was only going to make him more anxious. From now on, she said, he would wear nappies during the day without question, and if he had an accident at work he would text Mummy immediately so she knew. Chris looked up at her, shame and reluctant acceptance warring on his face, and asked what would happen if someone found out. Amy smiled and leaned down to kiss him, telling him that Mummy would deal with it and that he should just focus on being good and letting go when he needed to. The less he fought it, the easier it would be. She rode him slowly through the nappy until he came, then changed him again into a dry one before tucking him into bed early.

The public risk continued to grow. One afternoon the following week, Chris was at a hardware store picking up supplies for the site when he felt the sudden, urgent need to go. He tried to hold it, but the hypnosis had done its work too well. Halfway down an aisle he felt warmth spreading through the nappy. He froze, heart pounding, as the padding grew heavy and warm between his legs. A faint but unmistakable smell rose around him. An older woman walked past and gave him a strange look. Chris’s face burned. He quickly grabbed what he needed and hurried to the checkout, praying no one would notice the way the nappy sagged or the smell clinging to him. When he got home he was shaking. Amy took one look at his face and the state of his work trousers and immediately took him upstairs. She changed him slowly and thoroughly, talking to him the entire time in a calm, soothing voice, telling him that it was alright, that these things were going to happen now, that his body didn’t hold it the way it used to, and that that was why Mummy kept him in nappies — so he didn’t have to be scared when it happened in public. Chris lay there quietly while she powdered and taped him into a fresh nappy. When she was finished, she helped him into a soft nightie even though it was still early and made him lie down for a nap, telling him he had had a stressful day and that Mummy wanted him to rest.

As Chris drifted off, Amy sat beside the bed and watched him. His body had softened considerably over the past months. His face looked younger, less sharp. The bulky nappy was clearly visible beneath the short hem of the nightie. She felt a deep, dark satisfaction. The daytime accidents were no longer occasional. They were becoming regular. Chris was losing control faster than even she had expected, and the public risk was growing with every week. Soon, she knew, something would happen that couldn’t be hidden. And when it did, she would be ready.


Chapter Twenty-Four

Chris had been fighting the pressure all morning, but by mid-afternoon it had become impossible to ignore. The thick nappy Amy had fastened around his hips before he left for work was already warm and heavy from several small leaks, and now a much stronger urge had taken hold. Every time he bent to lift another plank or moved across the uneven ground, the bulky padding shifted and rubbed against him, making it harder to hold on. His body was no longer what it had once been. Months of nightly hypnosis, combined with the steady loss of muscle and the constant wearing of nappies, had left him with far less control than he used to have. He kept telling himself he could make it to the portable toilets, but the pressure kept building until it became a sharp, insistent cramp low in his stomach.

He set down the length of timber he was carrying and glanced around quickly. Ivan was on the far side of the site, talking to one of the other lads. Chris decided he couldn’t wait any longer. He started walking towards the toilets, trying to move normally even though the heavy nappy between his legs forced him into an awkward, slightly waddling gait. He had only gone a short distance when the urge suddenly became overwhelming. His body simply gave way before he could stop it.

Warmth flooded the front of the nappy in a heavy, uncontrollable rush. Chris froze mid-step, his eyes widening as he felt the thick padding rapidly absorb the flood. The warmth spread quickly, soaking through the material and making it swell and sag heavily between his thighs. He could hear the faint, wet sound of liquid hitting the plastic backing and feel the nappy growing warm and heavy against his skin. A small amount escaped the edges, soaking into the front of his work trousers and leaving a dark, obvious patch. The smell rose around him almost immediately — warm, unmistakable, and impossible to ignore.

For several long seconds he simply stood there, heart pounding, terrified that someone had seen. The nappy had contained most of it, but not all, and now he could feel the sodden bulk sagging low and rubbing against his thighs with every tiny movement. He forced himself to start walking again, heading for the toilets as quickly as he could manage without drawing attention. Every step made the heavy, wet padding squelch and shift, and the damp patch on his trousers felt like a beacon.

He didn’t make it far before Ivan’s voice stopped him.

‘Everything alright there, Chris?’

The deep, calm tone came from just a few metres behind him. Chris’s stomach dropped. He turned slowly, trying to keep his face neutral even though he could feel the wet nappy sagging between his legs and the damp patch cooling on the front of his trousers.

‘Yeah,’ he said, his voice sounding strained even to his own ears. ‘Just needed the loo.’

Ivan’s eyes moved slowly down the front of Chris’s trousers, lingering on the dark patch, before returning to his face. A slow, knowing smile curved the larger man’s mouth.

‘Looks like you were a bit late,’ Ivan said quietly, stepping closer so that only Chris could hear him clearly. ‘You’ve got a proper wet patch there, mate. And from the way you’re walking, I’m guessing that nappy of yours is in quite a state.’

Chris felt his face burn with shame. He instinctively tried to angle his body away, but it was too late. Ivan had already seen everything.

‘Come with me,’ Ivan said, his tone leaving no room for argument. ‘Now.’

Chris followed him across the site towards the small office trailer, the heavy, sodden nappy sagging and rubbing with every step. The short walk felt endless. When they reached the trailer, Ivan opened the door and gestured for Chris to go inside first. He followed and locked the door behind them.

The small space felt suddenly very quiet. Ivan leaned back against the desk and looked Chris up and down with calm, assessing eyes.

‘Trousers down,’ he said.

Chris stared at him. ‘What?’

‘You heard me,’ Ivan replied, his voice steady. ‘Trousers down. I want to see exactly what we’re dealing with here.’

Chris’s hands shook as he undid his belt and pushed his work trousers down to his knees. The thick, heavily soaked nappy was now fully exposed, sagging low and heavy between his legs, the plastic backing shiny and darkened where it had absorbed the flood. The smell was stronger inside the trailer. Chris kept his eyes on the floor, unable to meet Ivan’s gaze.

Ivan let out a low, amused sound. He stepped closer and reached out, pressing two fingers firmly against the front of the sagging nappy. The padding squelched loudly under the pressure, and Chris flinched but didn’t pull away.

‘Fuck,’ Ivan murmured, clearly entertained rather than disgusted. ‘Your wife really does have you properly broken in, doesn’t she? Walking around my site in a soaked nappy like a good little baby. How long has she had you in these full-time now?’

Chris swallowed hard, his face burning. ‘A while,’ he admitted quietly.

Ivan pressed his fingers harder against the nappy, watching Chris’s reaction. ‘And she’s got you wetting during the day too, from the looks of it. Must be quite the sight when you have one of these little accidents in front of the lads.’ He gave the front of the nappy a firm pat that made it squelch again. ‘From now on, when you have an accident at work, you come straight to me. You don’t try to hide it. You let me see the state you’re in. Understand?’

Chris nodded, shame twisting in his stomach. ‘Yes.’

‘Yes what?’ Ivan asked, raising an eyebrow.

Chris hesitated for only a second. ‘Yes, Sir.’

Ivan smiled. ‘Good boy.’ He gave the nappy one last slow press before stepping back. ‘Now pull your trousers up and get back to work. And if I catch you trying to waddle around in a wet nappy again without telling me first, we’re going to have a much longer conversation. One that might involve your wife finding out just how much of a mess you made in front of everyone.’

Chris quickly pulled his trousers back up, wincing as the heavy, wet padding squished against him. He could feel Ivan watching him the entire time. As he reached for the door, Ivan spoke again.

‘Oh, and Chris?’ Ivan’s voice was casual, but there was a clear edge underneath. ‘Tell your wife I said hello. And that I’m very much looking forward to our next little chat.’

Chris didn’t answer. He simply nodded and slipped out of the trailer, the sodden nappy sagging heavily between his legs as he made his way back across the site. Every step caused the thick padding to rub and squelch, and the damp patch on his trousers felt like it was burning through the fabric. He kept his head down, terrified that someone else would notice the way he was walking or the smell that seemed to cling to him.

Ivan watched him go from the doorway of the trailer, a satisfied smile on his face. The dynamic between them had shifted permanently, and both men knew it.


Chapter Twenty-Five

Chris returned to the site after leaving the trailer with his heart still hammering and the heavy, sodden nappy sagging between his legs. Every step made the thick padding rub and squelch against his skin, and the damp patch on the front of his trousers felt cold and obvious. He kept his head down, trying to move as normally as possible, but the bulk between his thighs forced him into an awkward, slightly rolling gait that he knew must look strange to anyone watching. He could feel Ivan’s eyes on him from across the site, and the knowledge that the other man now knew everything — that he was wearing a nappy, that he had wet himself at work, that his wife had turned him into this — made his stomach twist with shame.

He tried to focus on his tasks, lifting and carrying as usual, but his mind kept returning to the trailer. The way Ivan had looked at him. The way he had pressed his fingers against the wet nappy and smiled. The calm, deliberate tone in which he had given his orders. Chris could still feel the ghost of that pressure against the front of the padding, and every time the nappy shifted he was reminded of how thoroughly he had been exposed. He kept expecting someone else to notice the smell or the way he was walking, and the fear of discovery made his softened body tense in a way it hadn’t in weeks.

Ivan did not leave him alone for long.

Mid-afternoon, when Chris was carrying a stack of timber across the open ground, Ivan called out to him. His voice carried easily over the noise of the site.

‘Chris. Over here.’

Chris froze for a second before turning. Ivan was standing near the edge of the site with two of the other lads, but his eyes were fixed on Chris alone. Chris set the timber down and walked over, trying not to waddle. When he reached them, Ivan gave him a slow, assessing look before speaking.

‘These two need an extra pair of hands moving the rebar,’ Ivan said, nodding towards the other men. ‘Go with them. And keep an eye on that nappy of yours. Wouldn’t want any more accidents in front of the crew, would we?’

The two other labourers exchanged a confused glance but said nothing. Chris felt his face burn. He nodded quickly and muttered, ‘Yes, Sir,’ before turning away. As he walked off with the other men, he could feel Ivan watching him, and he knew the comment had been deliberate. The humiliation sat low in his stomach, heavy and inescapable.

For the rest of the afternoon Ivan found reasons to speak to him. Small, seemingly innocent comments that only Chris would understand. When Chris paused to adjust the front of his trousers, trying to ease the way the wet padding clung to him, Ivan appeared beside him and said quietly, ‘Careful there. Wouldn’t want it to leak through again.’ Later, when Chris was struggling to lift something that had once been easy for him, Ivan passed by and remarked, loud enough for others to hear, ‘You’re moving a bit slower than usual today. Everything all right down there?’

Each time, Chris felt a fresh wave of shame. His body, already softened by the hypnosis and months of reduced muscle, felt even weaker under the weight of the wet nappy and the constant fear. He kept his answers short and respectful, always using ‘Sir’, and Ivan’s mouth would curve into that same slow, knowing smile every time.

By the end of the day Chris was exhausted. His legs ached from the awkward way he had been moving, and the nappy had grown even heavier and colder against his skin. When the shift finally ended he made his way towards his van, hoping to escape without another encounter. He was almost there when Ivan’s voice stopped him once more.

‘Chris.’

Chris turned. Ivan was walking towards him, alone this time. The site was mostly empty now, the other men already heading home. Ivan stopped a few feet away and looked him over with calm satisfaction.

‘You did well today,’ he said. ‘Considering the state you were in.’ He stepped closer and lowered his voice. ‘From now on, you check in with me before you leave site. Every day. I want to know if that nappy is wet or dry. And if it’s wet, you’ll let me see it before you go home to your wife. Understood?’

Chris stared at the ground. The nappy felt huge and obvious between his legs. He nodded. ‘Yes, Sir.’

Ivan reached out and gave the front of Chris’s trousers a brief, firm press, right over the sodden padding. The nappy squelched audibly. ‘Good,’ he said. ‘Now get yourself home. And tell your wife I’ll be in touch.’

Chris climbed into his van without another word. As he drove away, the heavy, wet nappy shifting with every movement of the vehicle, he could still feel the pressure of Ivan’s fingers against him. The shame was overwhelming, but beneath it something else had begun to take root. A quiet, reluctant acceptance. He had wet himself at work. Ivan had seen. And now Ivan was in control of that part of his life too.

When he finally pulled into the driveway at home, Chris sat in the van for a long moment, staring at the steering wheel. The nappy was cold and heavy against his skin. He knew Amy would be waiting inside, ready to change him, ready to praise him or punish him depending on how the day had gone. He also knew that Ivan would be waiting for him tomorrow, and the day after that.

He had no idea how much further this was going to go. But he was beginning to understand that he would not be the one deciding.


Chapter Twenty-Six

The following morning Chris arrived at the construction site with a fresh, thick nappy already taped around his hips beneath his work trousers. Amy had changed him before he left, her hands moving with the same calm efficiency she now used every morning, and she had kissed him on the forehead and told him to be good for Mummy and for Ivan. The words had stayed with him during the drive. He could still feel the faint pressure of her lips against his skin as he parked the van and made his way across the site, the bulky padding forcing him into that now-familiar, slightly careful walk. He kept his head down, hoping that yesterday’s incident had been an isolated moment, but deep down he already knew better.

Ivan was waiting for him near the main stack of materials. He did not call Chris over immediately. Instead he let him start working, watching from a distance as Chris moved awkwardly between tasks. It was only when Chris paused to adjust the front of his trousers, trying to ease the way the nappy clung after a small leak, that Ivan finally approached. He did so with two of the other labourers walking beside him, and Chris felt his stomach tighten when he realised they were not going to be given any privacy.

‘Everything all right there, Chris?’ Ivan asked, his voice carrying clearly. He stopped a short distance away and looked him over with open amusement. ‘You seem to be having a bit of trouble moving this morning. Something bothering you?’

Chris felt his face burn. The two other men glanced at each other, clearly confused but curious. One of them, a younger lad named Dean, smirked slightly.

‘Nah, he’s just getting old,’ Dean said with a laugh. ‘All that heavy lifting catching up with him.’

Ivan smiled, but his eyes stayed on Chris. ‘Is that it?’ he asked. ‘Or is there something else making you walk like that?’ He took a step closer and lowered his voice just enough that the other two could still hear. ‘You need to go and sort yourself out? Or are you already sorted?’

Chris’s mouth went dry. He could feel the nappy, warm and slightly damp from earlier, pressing against him. He knew exactly what Ivan was doing. The humiliation was deliberate and public, and there was nothing he could do to stop it without making things worse.

‘I’m fine,’ he muttered.

Ivan raised an eyebrow. ‘You sure about that?’ He turned slightly towards the other two men. ‘Chris here has been having a few… personal issues lately. Hasn’t he?’ He looked back at Chris, his expression calm but unmistakably commanding. ‘Haven’t you?’

Chris stood there, his softened body tense, the bulky nappy sagging heavily between his legs. He could feel the eyes of the other men on him now. The shame was sharp and immediate, burning through his chest and down into his stomach. He wanted to turn and walk away, but he knew he couldn’t. Ivan was waiting for an answer.

‘Yes,’ he said quietly.

‘Yes what?’ Ivan prompted.

Chris swallowed. His voice came out smaller than he intended. ‘Yes, Sir.’

Ivan nodded, satisfied. He reached out and gave Chris’s shoulder a firm pat, the gesture almost friendly on the surface. ‘Good lad. Now get back to work. And if you need to go and deal with anything, you come and find me first. Understood?’

Chris nodded again. ‘Yes, Sir.’

As Ivan walked away with the other two men, Chris heard Dean mutter something under his breath and laugh. He didn’t catch the words, but he didn’t need to. The tone was enough. He stood there for a moment longer, the weight of the nappy and the weight of what had just happened pressing down on him, before forcing himself to move again.

Throughout the rest of the morning Ivan continued to find ways to single him out. Small comments, quiet enough to seem like normal conversation but loud enough for others nearby to hear, all designed to remind Chris — and anyone listening — of his situation. When Chris paused near the edge of the site to catch his breath, Ivan appeared beside him and said, ‘Careful. Wouldn’t want you having another little accident out here in the open.’ Later, when Chris was struggling with a load that should have been manageable, Ivan called across the site, ‘Need a hand there, or are you struggling with more than just the weight these days?’

Each time, Chris felt the eyes of the crew on him. Some looked confused. Others smirked. A few simply watched in silence. The public nature of the humiliation was new and far more difficult to bear than the private encounters in the trailer. He could feel his sense of self shrinking with every comment, every knowing look. The man he had once been — strong, capable, respected on site — was being steadily dismantled in front of the very people he had worked alongside for years.

By midday Chris was exhausted, both physically and emotionally. The nappy had grown heavier and warmer, and he knew he would have to go to Ivan soon to report it. The thought made his stomach twist, but he also knew there was no avoiding it. Ivan had made the rules clear, and Chris was no longer in any position to break them.

As he made his way towards the trailer, he passed Dean and another lad. Dean grinned at him.

‘Off to see the boss again?’ he called. ‘You two have been spending a lot of time together lately.’

Chris didn’t answer. He simply kept walking, the bulky nappy shifting with every step, his face burning. Behind him he heard the low sound of laughter.

Ivan was waiting inside the trailer when Chris knocked. He opened the door, stepped aside to let him in, and locked it behind them. For a moment he simply looked Chris over, taking in the way he stood, the slight sag in his posture, the faint smell that now clung to him.

‘Well?’ Ivan asked. ‘What have you got to tell me?’

Chris stared at the floor. His voice was quiet when he finally spoke.

‘It’s wet, Sir.’

Ivan smiled. He reached out and pressed his hand firmly against the front of Chris’s trousers, feeling the soaked padding beneath. He left his hand there for several long seconds, pressing and rubbing slowly, making the nappy squelch audibly in the quiet space.

‘Good,’ he said at last. ‘Very good. Now take your trousers down and let me see it properly.’

Chris hesitated for only a moment before obeying. As he pushed his trousers down and stood there in nothing but his work boots, the thick, heavily used nappy, and his thin work T-shirt, he felt something inside him give way a little further. The shame was overwhelming, but beneath it was something else — a quiet, reluctant acceptance that this was his new reality.

Ivan looked him over with open satisfaction.

‘From now on,’ he said, ‘this is how it’s going to be. You’ll report to me every time that nappy needs changing. You’ll let me inspect it. And if I decide the crew needs a little reminder of who you belong to now, you’ll accept that too.’ He stepped closer and gave the front of the nappy one last firm press. ‘Understood?’

Chris nodded, his voice barely above a whisper.

‘Yes, Sir.’

Ivan smiled again. ‘Good boy. Now pull your trousers up and get back to work. And Chris?’ He waited until Chris met his eyes. ‘Tell your wife I said she’s doing an excellent job.’

Chris left the trailer with his face burning and the heavy, wet nappy sagging between his legs. As he walked back across the site, he could already hear the low murmur of voices from some of the other men. He didn’t look at them. He simply kept moving, each step a reminder of how far he had fallen and how much further Ivan intended to take him.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

By the beginning of the tenth week, Amy had made her decision. The money from the lottery had been sitting quietly in accounts Chris still knew nothing about, and she had reached the point where keeping him at the construction site any longer served no purpose. His body had softened considerably. His control over his bladder had deteriorated to the point where daytime accidents were now a regular occurrence. At work, Ivan had taken complete control of that part of his life, and the public humiliation Chris endured there had become both consistent and increasingly difficult to hide from the rest of the crew. Amy could see that the combination of the hypnosis, the nappies, the punishments, and Ivan’s growing dominance was eroding what remained of her husband’s old sense of self faster than she had initially expected. It was time to bring him home.

She waited until a Friday evening to speak to him. Chris had come home exhausted, his nappy already wet and heavy after another difficult day. Amy had changed him slowly and thoroughly on the bed, taking her time as she always did now, and then helped him into a soft, pale blue nightie. Once he was settled, she sat beside him and took his hand.

‘I’ve been thinking,’ she said quietly. ‘About work.’

Chris looked at her, already tired and half-lost in the familiar haze that settled over him in the evenings. ‘What about it?’

Amy stroked the back of his hand with her thumb. ‘I don’t think you should go back on Monday.’

He blinked, confused. ‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean you should quit,’ she said, her voice calm and gentle, as though she were suggesting something entirely ordinary. ‘You’ve been struggling more and more lately. Your body isn’t what it used to be, and the site is only making things harder for you. We don’t need the money anymore. I’ve come into enough that we can manage comfortably without you working.’ She paused, letting the words settle. ‘I want you here with me. Full time.’

Chris stared at her. For a long moment he didn’t speak. The idea seemed to move slowly through his mind, as though it had to push through layers of conditioning and exhaustion before it could take hold. Part of him wanted to argue. The part of him that still remembered what it had felt like to be a man who went out to work every day. But that part was smaller now, and growing quieter with each passing week.

‘Ivan…’ he said eventually. ‘What about Ivan?’

Amy smiled. ‘Ivan already knows. I spoke to him earlier today. He understands.’

Chris looked down at his hands. He could still feel the faint bulk of the fresh nappy between his legs, and the soft satin of the nightie against his skin. The thought of not having to go back to the site, of not having to face Ivan’s comments or the knowing looks from the other men, was strangely appealing. He felt a confusing mix of relief and shame at how quickly the idea settled inside him.

‘Okay,’ he said quietly.

Amy leaned in and kissed him. ‘Good boy.’

On Monday morning, Chris drove to the site one last time. He had put on his work clothes over a thick nappy, as he always did now, and he carried with him a short, handwritten letter of resignation that Amy had helped him write the night before. When he arrived, Ivan was already waiting near the trailer. He did not look surprised to see him.

Chris walked over slowly, the nappy forcing him into that now-permanent, slightly careful way of moving. Ivan watched him approach with open amusement.

‘Come to hand in your notice?’ he asked when Chris was close enough.

Chris nodded. He held out the letter without speaking.

Ivan took it, glanced at it briefly, and then smiled. ‘Your wife’s idea, I assume.’ He folded the letter and tucked it into his pocket without reading it properly. ‘Can’t say I’m surprised. You’re not exactly built for this kind of work anymore, are you?’ He stepped closer and lowered his voice. ‘Tell me, are you wearing one right now?’

Chris’s face burned. He nodded once.

‘Good,’ Ivan said. ‘Keep wearing them. Every day. I expect your wife will want you in them full time from now on anyway.’ He reached out and gave the front of Chris’s trousers a brief, firm press, right over the padding. ‘You’re not a labourer anymore, Chris. You’re something else entirely. Go home to your wife. Be a good boy for her. And if she ever wants to bring you back here for a visit, I’ll be waiting.’

Chris didn’t answer. He simply turned and walked back to his van, the nappy shifting heavily with every step. He didn’t look back.

When he arrived home, Amy was waiting for him in the living room. She had already prepared the space. On the coffee table sat a small pile of new items she had ordered over the past week — several new nighties, a selection of delicate camisoles and knickers, and a set of adult-sized baby clothes she had bought but not yet shown him. Chris stood in the doorway for a moment, still in his work clothes, and looked at her.

Amy smiled and held out her hand.

‘Come here,’ she said.

He walked over to her. She helped him out of his work clothes slowly, piece by piece, until he stood in nothing but the thick nappy. Then she guided him to sit on the sofa and knelt in front of him.

‘From now on,’ she said, her voice soft but certain, ‘this is your life. You don’t go to work. You don’t make decisions about your clothes or your routine. You belong to me. Completely.’ She reached up and stroked his cheek. ‘You’re going to be my full-time sissy baby. And I’m going to take very good care of you.’

Chris looked down at her, his softened body bare except for the nappy, and felt something inside him settle into place. He nodded.

‘Yes, Mummy.’

Amy smiled. She leaned forward and kissed him, slow and deep, then stood and helped him into one of the new, longer nighties she had chosen for daytime wear. It was soft and pale pink, with delicate lace along the hem, and it barely covered the bulky nappy when he sat down.

From that moment on, Chris did not leave the house again as a working man. He became exactly what Amy had decided he would be — a full-time, dependent, increasingly regressed sissy baby who lived under her complete control. The site, Ivan, and the rest of his old life faded into the background. What remained was the house, the routine, the nappies, the nighties, and Amy’s steady, loving, and utterly relentless domination.

For the first time in a very long while, Chris felt something close to peace.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

Once Chris had handed in his resignation and stepped fully into his new life at home, Amy wasted no time in reshaping their shared space to reflect the reality she had created for him. The master bedroom, which had once been a relatively ordinary room shared by husband and wife, was now to become something else entirely. She had already ordered most of what she needed over the preceding weeks, keeping the deliveries discreet and storing the larger items in the garage until the moment was right. That moment arrived only three days after Chris’s final shift at the construction site.

On a quiet Wednesday morning, Amy woke him early. He was still wearing the thick nappy and the long, pale pink nightie she had dressed him in the evening before. She sat on the edge of the bed and stroked his hair until he stirred.

‘Today we’re going to make some changes to the bedroom,’ she told him gently. ‘I want you to help me.’

Chris blinked up at her, still half-asleep and soft from the night’s sedation and hypnosis. He didn’t ask what kind of changes. He simply nodded and sat up, the bulky nappy shifting heavily between his legs as he moved. Amy helped him out of bed and into a fresh daytime nappy and a loose, short-sleeved nightie that barely reached the tops of his thighs. Then she led him downstairs for breakfast before bringing him back up to the bedroom.

The room already looked different. Several large, flat-packed boxes had been brought up from the garage and were now stacked against one wall. Amy had also cleared a significant portion of the space near the window, moving the bed slightly to one side to make room for what was to come. Chris stood in the middle of the room in his nappy and nightie, looking at the boxes with a quiet, uncertain expression.

‘We’re turning this part of the room into a nursery,’ Amy said, her voice calm and matter-of-fact, as though she were discussing something entirely ordinary. ‘A proper one. For you.’

Chris didn’t speak. He simply looked at the boxes and then back at her. The hypnosis had done its work well over the preceding months. The idea of a nursery no longer seemed as shocking as it once would have. Still, seeing the physical evidence of it — the boxes, the cleared space, the quiet certainty in Amy’s voice — made something tight and complicated settle in his chest.

Amy opened the first box and began to unpack the pieces of a large, adult-sized wooden cot. The frame was solid and well-made, with high, barred sides and a thick, comfortable mattress already waiting to be fitted. She handed Chris one of the long side panels and nodded towards the floor.

‘Help me with this,’ she said.

Together they began to assemble the cot. Chris worked in silence, his softened arms and smaller frame making the task more difficult than it would once have been. Every time he moved, the nappy crinkled loudly beneath the short nightie. Amy worked steadily beside him, occasionally giving quiet instructions or reaching over to steady a piece of wood while he held it in place. The sound of the drill and the occasional soft instruction from Amy filled the room as the cot slowly took shape.

Once the frame was complete, Amy brought out the next items. A large, padded changing table with built-in storage for nappies and creams. A sturdy wooden playpen that could be placed in the corner of the room. A mobile with soft, pastel shapes that hung from the ceiling above the cot. A set of low shelves for toys and bottles. Piece by piece, the bedroom began to transform. What had once been a shared marital space was steadily becoming a place designed entirely around Chris’s new role.

At one point, while Amy was fitting the mattress into the cot, Chris stood nearby holding a small pile of screws. He looked at the finished frame — high sides, solid bars, clearly designed to keep someone contained — and felt a strange, heavy sensation settle over him. This was where he would sleep from now on. This was the bed Amy had chosen for him. Not the double bed they had shared for years, but this large, enclosed cot with bars on all sides.

Amy noticed the way he was looking at it. She straightened up and walked over to him, placing a hand on his padded front.

‘It’s for your own good,’ she said softly. ‘You’ll be safer in here. And it will help you remember exactly where you belong now.’

Chris swallowed but didn’t argue. He simply nodded and handed her the screws when she asked for them.

They worked through most of the day. Amy allowed Chris short breaks to rest, during which she would sit him on the edge of the bed and give him a drink or let him lie down for a while with his head in her lap. Each time she did so, she spoke to him in the same calm, affectionate tone, reminding him that this was his new life and that she was taking care of everything so he didn’t have to worry anymore.

By late afternoon the room had been almost completely transformed. The large wooden cot stood proudly near the window, its bars gleaming softly in the afternoon light. The changing table was positioned against the opposite wall, already stocked with nappies, wipes, creams, and powders. The playpen sat in the corner, and a small selection of soft toys and rattles had been placed inside it. A low armchair had been brought in for Amy to use during changes and feedings. The original double bed remained on the other side of the room, but it now felt strangely distant, as though it belonged to another life entirely.

Amy stood in the middle of the room and looked around with clear satisfaction. Chris stood beside her in his nappy and nightie, his body smaller and softer than it had been only a few months earlier, and followed her gaze. The space no longer felt like their bedroom. It felt like hers — and his nursery.

She turned to him and took his hand.

‘This is where you’ll sleep from now on,’ she said. ‘Every night. In your cot, where you belong. And during the day, when you’re not helping me or resting, you’ll spend time in here too. This is your space now.’

Chris looked at the cot again. The bars seemed higher than he had first realised. The mattress looked thick and comfortable, but also undeniably like something designed for someone who was no longer expected to get out of bed on their own. He felt a quiet, complicated ache in his chest, but beneath it was something else — a strange sense of relief that someone else had taken complete control of his life.

Amy squeezed his hand gently.

‘Come on,’ she said. ‘Let’s get you changed and settled for the evening. You’ve worked hard today.’

She led him over to the changing table and helped him up onto it. As she untaped the wet nappy and began to clean him, Chris lay back and stared at the mobile hanging above the cot. The soft shapes turned slowly in the gentle breeze from the open window. For the first time, he allowed himself to imagine what it would feel like to lie inside that cot at night, the bars rising around him, while Amy slept in the bed only a few feet away.

He didn’t fight the image.

He simply closed his eyes and let Amy finish changing him.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

By the twelfth week, the final stage of Chris’s transformation had taken hold completely. The hypnosis, which had been running every night without interruption for months, had done its deepest work. Combined with the constant reinforcement from Amy, the steady use of nappies, the punishments, and the total removal of any adult responsibility, his speech had begun to regress in a way that could no longer be dismissed as occasional slips. What had started as the occasional soft or uncertain word had become something far more permanent.

He no longer spoke like a man.

One morning, not long after the nursery had been finished and Chris had spent his first full week sleeping in the large wooden cot every night, Amy came to wake him. She opened the side of the cot and looked down at him where he lay curled on his side in a thick, slightly damp nappy and a short pink baby romper she had dressed him in the evening before. His hair was tousled and his face still soft with sleep.

‘Good morning, baby,’ she said gently. ‘Time to get up.’

Chris blinked up at her. For a moment he seemed to struggle with the words, as though they had to travel through something thick and unfamiliar before they could reach his mouth. When he finally spoke, his voice came out small, high, and unmistakably lisped.

‘M-Mummy… I did a peepee in my nappy…’

The words were soft and childish, the ‘r’ sounds softened into ‘w’ sounds and the consonants blurred in that particular, helpless way that had become more frequent over the past fortnight. Amy felt a deep, dark satisfaction settle in her chest. She reached into the cot and stroked his hair.

‘That’s alright, sweetheart,’ she said. ‘Mummy will change you. You’re a good baby for telling me.’

Chris didn’t correct himself. He didn’t try to speak normally. He simply lay there and let her lower the side of the cot before helping him sit up. When she guided him onto the changing table, he went without resistance, lifting his hips when she asked so she could untape the heavy nappy. As she cleaned him, he spoke again in that same small, lisping voice.

‘I… I had a bad dweam, Mummy…’

Amy paused for a moment, wiping him gently. ‘What kind of dream, baby?’

Chris’s face scrunched slightly, as though concentrating was difficult. ‘I… I was a weal baby… and you put me in a big cwot… and I couldn’t get out…’

Amy smiled and leaned down to kiss his stomach. ‘That wasn’t a dream, my sweet boy. That’s what you are now.’

She finished powdering him and taped a fresh, thick nappy around his hips before helping him into a new outfit — a short-sleeved baby romper in soft white with pastel blue trim and poppers between the legs. The garment was unmistakably infantile, designed for an adult but cut and styled like something for a much younger child. Chris looked down at himself once it was on and made a small, uncertain sound, but he didn’t protest.

From that morning onward, the lisping became consistent. It was no longer something that came and went depending on his mood or how tired he was. It was simply how he spoke now. The hypnosis had rewritten that part of him along with everything else. When he wanted something, he would toddle or crawl over to Amy and say, in that soft, broken little voice, ‘Mummy… pwease… I want my boddle…’ or ‘Mummy… I did a big poo-poo…’

Amy never corrected him. She praised him instead.

‘Such a good baby for using your words,’ she would say, or ‘Mummy understands. Come here and let me check your nappy.’

Ivan, when he visited, found the change deeply entertaining. One evening, after Chris had crawled over to where Ivan was sitting on the bed and tugged lightly at his trouser leg, Ivan looked down at him with a slow smile.

‘What do you want, little one?’ he asked.

Chris had looked up at him, cheeks flushed, and said in that same lisping voice, ‘Pwease… can I suck Daddy’s cock…?’

Ivan had laughed, low and pleased, and reached down to stroke Chris’s hair. ‘Good boy. At least you remember your manners.’

Amy had watched from the armchair with clear satisfaction. She no longer saw any trace of the man she had married. In his place was this soft, dependent, lisping creature who lived in nappies and baby clothes, who crawled when she told him to, who drank from bottles and slept in a cot, and who accepted whatever use she and Ivan decided to make of him without complaint.

The regression was total.

Chris no longer tried to speak like an adult. He no longer seemed to expect to be treated like one. When Amy put him in the playpen with a few soft toys and a bottle, he would sit there for long periods, sucking on the bottle or chewing on a toy, making small, contented sounds. If he needed to go to the toilet — which he rarely managed to hold these days — he would simply wet or mess his nappy and then crawl over to Amy or stand by the cot and say, in that small, lisping voice, ‘Mummy… I did a accident…’

She would always respond with the same calm affection.

‘That’s alright, my sweet boy. Mummy will clean you up.’

At night, when she put him into the cot, she would often stand beside it for a while and look down at him. Chris would lie on his back or his side, one hand curled near his mouth, the bulky nappy visible beneath whatever baby outfit she had dressed him in. Sometimes he would suck his thumb without realising he was doing it. The bars of the cot rose around him like the walls of a prison he had long since stopped trying to escape.

One evening, after she had settled him for the night and Ivan had arrived, Amy stood beside the cot with her hand resting on one of the bars. Ivan came up behind her and slipped an arm around her waist.

‘He’s gone, hasn’t he?’ Ivan said quietly, looking down at the sleeping figure inside the cot. ‘The man you married.’

Amy didn’t answer straight away. She continued to watch Chris sleep, listening to the soft, even sound of his breathing and the faint crinkle of the nappy whenever he shifted.

‘Yes,’ she said eventually. ‘He’s gone.’

She turned her head slightly and kissed Ivan’s jaw.

‘And what we have now is much better.’

Ivan smiled against her hair.

From inside the cot, Chris made a small, sleepy sound and rolled onto his side, one hand drifting up toward his mouth again. He didn’t wake. He simply settled deeper into sleep, safe inside the bars, wrapped in the soft clothes and thick nappy that had become his entire world.

Amy watched him for a little while longer, then turned off the lamp beside the cot and let Ivan lead her to the bed.

Outside the bars, the rest of the world continued without him.

Inside them, Chris slept on — a lisping, dependent, fully regressed sissy baby who no longer remembered how to be anything else.


Chapter Thirty

By the time the nursery had been fully established and Chris had spent several weeks sleeping in the large wooden cot every night, the final layers of his old life had been stripped away. He no longer left the house. He no longer made decisions about what he wore, when he ate, or how he spent his days. His world had narrowed to the bedroom, the nursery area, and the constant, steady presence of Amy. And now, with increasing frequency, Ivan as well.

Amy had begun inviting Ivan over several times a week. Sometimes he would arrive in the evening after work, still in his work clothes, and sometimes he would come on weekends and stay for hours. On those nights, Chris’s role became something more than just a sissy baby who needed changing and putting to bed. He became their toy.

It usually began the same way. Amy would dress him in something particularly delicate for the evening — a short, sheer nightie that barely covered the bulky nappy, or a frilly pink baby dress with matching plastic pants over the padding. She would sit him in the playpen or on the floor near the cot while she and Ivan had a drink in the main part of the bedroom. Chris would sit quietly, listening to their voices and the occasional low laugh, already knowing what was coming. The hypnosis had made resistance feel distant and pointless. His body had grown used to being handled, used, and passed between them.

When they were ready, Amy would call him over.

‘Come here, baby,’ she would say, her voice soft but commanding. ‘It’s time to be useful.’

Chris would crawl or waddle over to the bed, depending on how strictly she was enforcing his movements that evening. Ivan would usually be sitting on the edge of the bed by then, his trousers already open. Amy would guide Chris between Ivan’s spread thighs and stroke his hair while she spoke.

‘Open your mouth,’ she would tell him. ‘Be a good girl for Daddy Ivan.’

Chris would obey. He would take Ivan’s thick, heavy cock into his mouth and begin to suck, his lips stretched around the girth, his softened face flushed with effort and shame. Ivan would rest one large hand on the back of his head, guiding him deeper, while Amy watched with clear satisfaction. Sometimes she would reach down and press her fingers against the front of Chris’s nappy, feeling for any sign of arousal or wetness, murmuring praise when she found it.

‘Look at you,’ she would say, her voice low and warm. ‘Sucking cock like such a good little sissy. Mummy’s so proud of you.’

Ivan would usually last longer than Chris could comfortably manage. When his hips began to thrust more forcefully, Amy would pull Chris back slightly and tell him to open his mouth wider, to stick out his tongue. Ivan would finish across his face or directly into his open mouth, thick ropes of cum landing on his lips, his cheeks, and sometimes dripping down onto the front of his nightie or nappy. Amy would then make him clean Ivan’s cock thoroughly with his tongue, licking up every trace before she allowed him to sit back.

Only then would she let him tend to her.

She would lie back on the bed, pull Chris between her legs, and have him lick her while Ivan watched or recovered. Chris would bury his face between her thighs, tasting her arousal mixed with whatever Ivan had left behind, while Amy held his head in place and rocked against his mouth. She would come hard, her thighs tightening around his softened face, moaning about how good her sissy baby was at cleaning up after real men.

Sometimes, when Ivan was particularly worked up, he would fuck Chris as well.

Amy would position him on the bed on his hands and knees, the nappy pulled down just enough to expose him, or removed entirely if she wanted Ivan to use him more thoroughly. Ivan would fuck him slowly at first, his thick cock stretching Chris’s hole while Amy sat nearby and stroked his hair or held his hand. The contrast was always sharp — Chris in his frilly nightie or baby dress, his body soft and hairless from months of careful grooming, being taken by Ivan’s powerful, muscular frame. Ivan would usually talk while he fucked him, his voice low and rough.

‘This is what you are now,’ he would say, thrusting deep. ‘Not a man. Not a husband. Just a hole for us to use when we feel like it.’

Chris would moan into the bedding, his cock leaking uselessly into whatever remained of his nappy or against the sheets. The humiliation was total, but the conditioning had made it impossible for him to resist. His body responded whether he wanted it to or not. When Ivan finally came inside him, Amy would often make Chris stay in position while she fetched a plug or simply let the cum leak out slowly onto a towel she had placed beneath him.

Afterwards, she would clean him up with gentle hands, reapply powder, and tape him into a fresh, thick nappy. She would kiss his forehead and tell him how well he had done, how proud she was of her good little fucktoy. Ivan would sometimes stay and watch the aftercare, occasionally reaching over to give Chris’s padded front a firm pat or to make a quiet comment about how much better he looked now that he had been properly broken in.

On the nights when Ivan left, Amy would often keep Chris close. She would lie on the bed with him curled against her, one hand resting possessively over his nappy, and speak to him in a low, soothing voice while the hypnosis continued to play softly from the hidden speaker.

‘You’re exactly where you’re supposed to be now,’ she would whisper. ‘Mummy’s pretty sissy baby. Mummy’s live-in toy. You don’t have to think anymore. You don’t have to decide anything. You just have to be good and let us use you.’

Chris would nod against her chest, his body small and warm in the nightie and nappy, and drift into a deep, sedated sleep. In the morning he would wake to the sound of Amy moving around the room or to the feel of her changing his nappy with the same calm, loving efficiency she always used. Sometimes Ivan would already be there again, and the cycle would begin once more.

There was no longer any part of Chris that expected anything different. The man who had once gone to work every day, who had laughed at the idea of being turned into a baby, who had tried — however weakly — to resist the slow stripping away of his masculinity, was gone. In his place was something smaller, softer, and entirely dependent.

A live-in fucktoy. A sissy baby. Amy’s.


Chapter Thirty-One

By the time Chris had been living full-time as Amy’s sissy baby for several weeks, his days had settled into a strict and unvarying rhythm. There was no longer any variation, no decisions to be made, and no moments in which he was expected to think for himself. Every hour was accounted for, every action directed by Amy, and every part of his body and mind kept in a state of constant, deliberate submission.

He was usually woken around seven in the morning. Amy would open the side of the large wooden cot and look down at him where he lay curled on his side in a thick, often wet nappy and whichever baby outfit she had dressed him in the night before. She would stroke his hair gently until he stirred, then help him sit up. By this stage Chris rarely spoke in anything resembling an adult voice. His speech had regressed almost completely, and when he did speak it came out in that same soft, lisping baby talk that had become permanent.

‘M-Mummy…’ he would murmur, rubbing his eyes with one small fist. ‘I… I did a peepee…’

Amy would smile and lift him out of the cot, carrying him the short distance to the changing table. She would lay him down and untape the heavy nappy with the same calm, practised movements she used every morning. While she cleaned him, powdered him, and taped a fresh, thick nappy around his hips, she would speak to him in a low, affectionate tone.

‘Such a good baby for wetting your nappy while you slept,’ she would say. ‘Mummy likes it when you let go completely. It means you’re learning to trust her.’

Once he was changed, she would dress him for the day. The outfits varied, but they were always unmistakably infantile or sissy in nature — short baby rompers with poppers between the legs, frilly dresses with matching bloomers over the nappy, or sheer nighties that left little to the imagination. She would often add small details that increased his humiliation: a dummy clipped to his romper, a pair of soft mittens that made his hands clumsy, or a short bonnet that framed his face and made him look even more helpless.

After he was dressed, Amy would sit in the low armchair beside the cot and give him his morning bottle. Chris would lie across her lap, sucking slowly on the large rubber teat while she stroked his hair and spoke to him about what the day would hold. Sometimes she would make him look up at her while he drank, forcing him to maintain eye contact as the warm milk filled his mouth. Other times she would simply hold him and hum softly, letting the slow, rhythmic sucking calm him.

Once the bottle was finished, his day of service would begin.

Amy had trained him to perform a number of small, humiliating tasks around the bedroom and nursery area. He would crawl or toddle — depending on how strictly she was enforcing his movements that day — to collect his toys and put them back into the playpen. He would wipe down the changing table with a cloth she gave him, moving slowly on unsteady legs. If she was feeling particularly strict, she would make him do these tasks while wearing only his nappy and a short top, so that the bulky padding was fully on display and every movement caused it to crinkle loudly.

Throughout the morning, Ivan’s presence had become increasingly common. On the days he visited, Chris’s duties expanded. Amy would often have him kneel beside the bed while she and Ivan spoke or drank coffee. At some point she would reach down, stroke Chris’s hair, and say in that same gentle voice:

‘Be a good girl and help Daddy get ready.’

Chris would then crawl between Ivan’s spread thighs and take his cock into his mouth. He had become skilled at this particular task through constant practice. He would suck slowly and obediently, his lips stretched around the thick shaft, while Amy watched and occasionally offered quiet instructions.

‘Use your tongue more, baby. That’s it. Good girl.’

When Ivan was ready, he would usually fuck Amy while Chris was made to watch from the floor or from inside the playpen. Sometimes Amy would position Chris on the bed beside them so that he could lick her while Ivan took her from behind. Other times she would have him clean Ivan’s cock with his mouth after he had finished inside her, forcing him to swallow whatever mixture of cum and arousal was left behind.

The afternoons were usually quieter, but no less controlled.

Amy would often place Chris in the playpen with a bottle and a few soft toys, leaving him there for an hour or more while she read or tended to other things. If he needed to use his nappy, he was expected to do so without fuss. If he grew restless, he was allowed to crawl around the limited space of the playpen, but he was not permitted to leave it without permission. On some afternoons she would lock him into the cot for a nap, pulling the side up and fastening it so that he could not get out even if he wanted to. He would lie there in the dim light, sucking on his dummy or his thumb, listening to the sounds of Amy moving around the room or speaking quietly on the phone.

Evenings followed a similar pattern of service and control.

After dinner — which Chris was usually fed from a bowl or bottle while sitting on the floor or in a high chair Amy had acquired — he would be expected to help with small tasks again. Sometimes this meant crawling to fetch Amy’s slippers or a toy she had deliberately dropped. Other times it meant kneeling beside the bed while she and Ivan had sex again, ready to clean up afterwards.

If he had been particularly good, Amy might reward him with slow, gentle attention while he was still in his nappy. She would stroke him through the padding or let him rub against her thigh until he came with a soft, broken moan. If he had been difficult or had tried to resist in any way, she would punish him instead — a firm spanking over her knee, corner time in a wet nappy, or being made to write lines while sitting on the floor in nothing but his padding.

By the time night came, Chris was usually tired in both body and mind. Amy would give him his final bottle of the day, change him into a fresh, thick nappy, and dress him in whichever nightie or baby outfit she had chosen for sleep. She would then lift him into the cot, pull the side up, and lock it in place. Sometimes she would stay beside the cot for a while, stroking his hair through the bars and speaking to him in that same low, soothing voice.

‘Mummy loves her good little sissy baby,’ she would whisper. ‘You’re exactly where you belong now. Safe. Owned. Used.’

Once he was settled, Amy would often turn her attention to Ivan if he was staying the night. Chris would lie inside the cot, listening to the sounds of them fucking on the bed only a few feet away. He would hear Amy’s moans, Ivan’s low grunts, and the wet sounds of their bodies moving together. Sometimes Amy would look over at the cot while Ivan was inside her and smile at Chris through the bars, her eyes dark with satisfaction.

When they were finished, she would often call Chris out of the cot one last time. He would crawl over to the bed on unsteady hands and knees, still in his nightie and nappy, and be made to clean Ivan’s cock with his mouth before being allowed to lick Amy clean as well. Only after he had swallowed everything would she guide him back to the cot, tuck him in, and lock the side once more.

Chris would lie there in the dark, the taste of them still on his tongue, the thick nappy warm and heavy between his legs, and listen to the sound of Amy and Ivan settling down to sleep in the bed nearby.

He no longer expected anything else.

This was his life now.

A daily service routine of feeding, changing, crawling, sucking, cleaning, and being used — all within the soft, padded, and inescapable confines of the nursery Amy had built for him.

And every night, as he drifted into sedated sleep inside the cot, the hypnosis continued to play from beneath the mattress, reinforcing the same simple truth over and over again.

He was Mummy’s good little sissy baby.


Epilogue

Years had passed since Chris had last stepped outside as anything resembling a man, and the house had long since settled into its final, unchanging rhythm. The bedroom that had once belonged to a married couple was now unmistakably Amy and Ivan’s space, with the large wooden cot standing permanently against one wall like a piece of furniture that had always been there. Chris lived inside it. He no longer remembered what it felt like to sleep in a real bed, nor did he expect to. The bars rose around him each night, and each morning Amy would lower the side and lift him out as though he were exactly what he had become: her full-time, dependent, lisping sissy baby.

He woke most mornings already wet. The thick nappies Amy kept him in had become so routine that he rarely noticed the moment he let go during the night. Sometimes he would stir when he felt the warmth spreading, but more often he simply slept through it, his body having long since surrendered any instinct to hold on. When Amy opened the cot, she would smile down at him and press her hand gently against the front of the heavy padding.

‘Good morning, my sweet boy,’ she would say. ‘Did my little baby have a big wet night again?’

Chris would blink up at her, his face soft and unfocused from sleep and the lingering effects of the nightly sedation. His voice, when it came, was small and lisped, exactly as the hypnosis had shaped it to be.

‘Yeth, Mummy… I did a big peepee…’

Amy would lift him onto the changing table and take her time with him, as she always did. She would untape the sodden nappy, clean him thoroughly, powder him, and fasten a fresh, thick one around his hips before dressing him in whatever outfit she had chosen for the day. Some mornings it was a short baby romper with poppers between the legs. Other mornings it was a frilly pink dress with matching bloomers over the nappy. Whatever she chose, Chris would stand or sit quietly while she dressed him, occasionally sucking on the dummy she had clipped to his clothing.

His days were simple and tightly controlled. He spent much of his time in the playpen or on a soft mat near the cot, playing with the toys Amy allowed him or drinking from a bottle when she brought one to him. When Ivan was in the house — which was most days and every night now — Chris’s role expanded. He had become their shared live-in toy, and both Amy and Ivan used him without hesitation or ceremony.

On the mornings when Ivan stayed over, Chris would often be woken earlier. Amy would open the cot and guide him, still half-asleep and in his wet nappy, over to the bed. She would have him crawl between Ivan’s thighs and take his cock into his mouth while Ivan was still waking up. Chris had become skilled at this through endless repetition. He would suck slowly and obediently, his small hands resting on Ivan’s thighs, until Ivan was fully hard. Only then would Amy usually pull him away and climb onto Ivan herself, riding him while Chris knelt beside the bed and watched.

Sometimes she would reach down and stroke Chris’s hair while Ivan fucked her.

‘Look at you,’ she would say, her voice soft but full of dark satisfaction. ‘Sitting there in your nappy like a good little baby while a real man takes Mummy. This is what you were made for now.’

When Ivan finished inside her, Amy would often pull Chris back between her legs and have him clean her with his tongue, swallowing whatever mixture Ivan had left behind. Only after she was satisfied would she allow him to tend to Ivan’s cock as well, licking him clean while Ivan watched with lazy amusement.

The rest of the day would pass in much the same way it always did. Amy would feed Chris from a bottle or a bowl, change his nappy whenever it became necessary, and occasionally put him down for a nap inside the cot. If Ivan was working from home that day, he would sometimes call Chris over to kneel under the desk while he worked, keeping his cock warm in Chris’s mouth for long stretches of time. Chris had learned to stay still and quiet during these sessions, his jaw aching and his knees sore against the floor, until Ivan eventually pulled him off and used him properly.

In the evenings, after Amy had bathed him and put him into a fresh nightie or baby gown, she and Ivan would often fuck again while Chris watched from inside the cot. The bars gave him a perfect view of the bed, and Amy had long since stopped closing the curtains or dimming the lights. She wanted him to see. She wanted him to hear every moan, every wet sound, every filthy word she said to Ivan while her husband lay padded and locked away only a few feet away.

Sometimes, when they were finished, she would unlock the cot and bring Chris out one last time.

‘Come and clean up, baby,’ she would say, guiding him onto the bed between her spread thighs. ‘Mummy made a mess for you.’

Chris would crawl forward and bury his face between her legs, licking and sucking until she was clean, while Ivan watched from the other side of the bed. When she was satisfied, she would often turn him around and have him do the same for Ivan, holding his head in place while Ivan’s thick cock slid in and out of his mouth. Only after both of them were clean would she guide Chris back into the cot, tape a fresh nappy around his hips, and lock the side once more.

He would lie there in the dark, listening to Amy and Ivan settle down together in the bed. Sometimes they would talk quietly. Sometimes they would fuck again, slower and softer this time. Chris would listen to all of it, one hand resting on the front of his nappy, his small body curled on the thick mattress.

He no longer expected to be let out.

He no longer expected to be treated as anything other than what he was.

On the rare occasions when he caught sight of himself in the mirror — usually when Amy was changing him or dressing him — he barely recognised the person looking back. His body had grown soft and slight from months of reduced muscle and careful control over his diet. His face had lost its old sharpness. His eyes held a permanent, slightly dazed expression that never quite went away. The man who had once laughed at the television programme that started all of this was gone. In his place was this small, lisping, padded creature who lived in a cot and existed only to be used, changed, and kept.

Amy and Ivan lived their lives around him as though he were simply another piece of furniture in the room. They fucked when they wanted. They spoke to each other as equals and lovers. And when they wanted relief or entertainment, they used the soft, dependent thing in the cot without hesitation or guilt.

Chris had long since stopped hoping for anything else.

This was his permanent life now.

A life of thick nappies and delicate clothes. Of bottles and cots and crawling on the floor. Of being fucked and made to clean and being praised for how well he took it. Of waking up wet and going to sleep used, with the taste of them still on his tongue and the bars of the cot rising safely around him.

And every night, as he drifted into sleep, the same soft, layered voice continued to whisper from beneath the mattress, reinforcing the only truth that mattered anymore.

He was Mummy’s good little sissy baby, and he always would be.
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