
        
            
                
            
        

    
The ABDL Humiliation: Sisterhood’s Revenge



Introduction: The ABDL Humiliation - Sisterhood’s Revenge




John Carter was the king of high school—the untouchable golden boy. Captain of the softball team, adored by the girls, respected by the boys. He basked in the spotlight, fueled by charm, good looks, and a dangerous sense of invincibility.

But popularity wasn’t enough for John. He craved power—the kind that came from making others feel small. His favorite targets were the Westwood sisters: Emma, Lily, and Rose.

He tormented them relentlessly, shoving their faces into toilet bowls, calling them degrading names like “worthless bitches” and “sluts.” His worst crime came when he published a cruel “conquest list” detailing every girl he claimed to have slept with—real or fabricated. Next to each name, he scrawled vulgar nicknames: “little baby bitch,” “fat cow,” “worthless toy.”

The Westwood sisters were on that list—humiliated, shamed, and broken in ways that left permanent scars.

But high school was years ago. John moved on—or so he thought. He was now a 27-year-old hotshot sales executive, thriving in a career built on manipulation and charm. He had long since forgotten the girls he hurt, believing himself untouchable as ever.




But

 

they


 
never forgot.








Emma Westwood


 
, now 26, turned her trauma into strength, becoming a brilliant behavioral psychologist. She could read and control people with chilling precision—a skill she’d waited years to use on the boy who destroyed her teenage years.








Lily Westwood


 
, 25, transformed her love for fashion into a career as a high-end costume designer. But her true talent lay in crafting identities and disguises—a gift she intended to use for something far darker than fashion shows.








Rose Westwood


 
, the youngest at 24, became a tech prodigy and elite hacker. Her expertise in digital espionage made her invaluable to their shared cause. She had the power to erase—or expose—anyone with the stroke of a key.




Together, they watched John rise through the corporate ranks, carefully tracking his every move, patiently waiting for the perfect moment to strike.

Their time had finally come.

He never saw them coming—not until it was far too late.




The sisters were no longer his victims.




They were his

 

punishers


 
.







And they were going to make sure John Carter learned what

 

real


 
humiliation felt like—one padded punishment at a time.






Chapter 1: The Trap Set




John’s phone buzzed, snapping him out of his post-work haze. The caller ID was blocked, but curiosity got the best of him. “Hello?”




“Mr. Carter,” purred a confident, silky voice on the other end. “I have an exclusive business proposition for you. A deal worth

 

millions


 
. Are you interested?”




John’s heart skipped a beat. His career was already lucrative, but this could be the biggest score of his life. He leaned forward in his chair. “I’m listening.”




The woman explained the terms: a discreet meeting with high-profile clients at a secluded estate in a remote village. But there was one strange condition—

 

no men allowed


 
.




John frowned. “No men? What kind of nonsense is that?”

“Our clients insist on absolute discretion,” the voice continued smoothly. “We understand this is unconventional, but the potential payout is… substantial.”

Millions were at stake. His mind raced. “I’ll think about it,” he said, ending the call.



The Illusion Weaves







Suspicious, John immediately searched online for this so-called “female-only” village. His screen flooded with articles, testimonials, and official-looking photos proving the village's existence. Everything seemed legitimate—but John couldn’t know that

 

Rose


 
had hacked into his computer, planting every fake search result he saw.







“Damn…” he muttered. If the village really existed, how could he sneak in? The answer hit him like lightning:

 

crossdressing


 
. It was ridiculous, but for millions, it was a sacrifice he was willing to make.







Without wasting time, he booked a private “crossdressing consultation” with a highly recommended stylist named

 

Lily


 
—unaware she was the second Westwood sister, already setting the stage for his humiliation.






The Transformation Begins







At the appointment, Lily played the perfect professional. She carefully selected a custom-made, elaborate dress—voluminous and princess-like, with hidden clasps, zippers, and

 

secrets


 
he couldn’t detect. “The dress will pass even the most critical eyes,” she assured him sweetly.




Unbeknownst to John, sewn beneath the glamorous gown was a thick, heavily padded diaper—hidden under layers of delicate lace. The dress was also designed to lock on securely, impossible for him to remove alone.




John squirmed at the dress’s snug fit but figured the bulky feeling was just how women’s gowns worked. “Do women seriously wear this

 

all the time?


 
” he muttered. Lily smirked but kept her expression neutral.







“Trust me, Mr. Carter,” she cooed. “You look

 

perfect.


 
”






Arrival at the Estate







Dressed in the elegant gown, John drove to the remote village, growing more anxious with every mile. Despite feeling ridiculous, he couldn’t shake the promise of wealth.

 

Millions. Just one meeting. One deal.





His destination was a stunning, castle-like estate surrounded by manicured gardens. Everything seemed professional—almost too perfect.

He hesitated, but rang the grand, ornate doorbell.




The heavy door swung open, revealing a strikingly beautiful woman with piercing, knowing eyes—it was

 

Emma


 
, though John didn’t recognize her through her flawless disguise.




“Welcome,” she said warmly, her voice soothing and inviting. Her gaze subtly flicked over his form, noting every detail of her handiwork.

“You must be thirsty after such a long trip,” she continued, tilting her head ever so slightly. “And I bet you need to use the bathroom, don’t you?”




John blinked, suddenly feeling an overwhelming

 

urge


 
to pee—so intense that it startled him. How did she know?







Her voice lowered into something almost hypnotic. “It’s been such a long drive… you

 

must


 
be dying for relief…”







Without understanding why, John squirmed uncomfortably, his body

 

convinced


 
by Emma’s suggestion. His mind spun, confused but unable to focus.




Emma’s lips curved into a knowing smile. Everything was going exactly as planned.



The Hidden Truth







The cameras hidden throughout the estate captured every moment as John stepped further inside, unaware that he was already

 

trapped


 
.







As he moved, he felt the bulk between his legs shifting awkwardly, a strange sensation he assumed was just part of the heavy dress. The padding pressed snugly against him, but he dismissed it as a feature of women’s formal wear—

 

must be uncomfortable for them,


 
he thought absently.







Little did he know, beneath the flowing gown lay

 

Lily’s


 
true masterpiece—a locked, frilly onesie dress secured over a thick, humiliating diaper. Every movement he made tightened its grip, ensuring he couldn’t escape what was coming next.




The sisters watched silently from behind the estate’s hidden cameras. Their prey had walked straight into their trap, blind to the carefully laid web they’d woven around him.




John Carter was about to learn the meaning of true

 

humiliation


 
.






Chapter 2: The Throne Trap







“Go on, sit here,” Emma instructed smoothly, motioning toward a grand, imposing chair at the center of the room. Its high back and luxurious padding radiated power and importance—exactly the kind of thing John believed suited a man of

 

his


 
stature.








Finally,


 
he thought, striding overconfidently. This entire situation was weird, but at least he’d be treated with some respect. After all, he was here for

 

business


 
.




John eased himself into the chair, unaware that he had just sealed his fate. Hidden mechanisms whirred silently as soon as he sat down, locking his wrists and ankles in place. Thick metal bands snapped over his thighs, pinning him securely.

“What the hell—?!” he yelped, struggling against the restraints. But before he could fully register what was happening, Emma pressed a small button on a concealed remote.


Click.





With a series of metallic

 

clunks


 
and mechanical shifts, the throne transformed rapidly, reshaping itself around him. Cushioned panels slid into place, soft restraints wrapped securely around his chest and waist, and within seconds, the imposing “throne” had become a massive, oversized

 

baby buggy


 
—custom-built for humiliating its helpless occupant.










The Reveal







Before John could process the horror unfolding around him,

 

Lily


 
and

 

Rose


 
burst into the room, smirking triumphantly. They descended on him like a pack of wolves.







“What… what the

 

hell


 
is this?!” John bellowed, thrashing against the unyielding straps. “Let me go, you

 

crazy bitches!


 
”







“Oh,

 

poor baby,


 
” Rose cooed mockingly. “Is the

 

big man


 
stuck?”




With practiced efficiency, they yanked at the seams of his elegant outer gown, tearing away the elaborate fabric until nothing remained but the humiliating garment hidden beneath—a frilly pink onesie dress trimmed with lace, complete with an infantile design reading:


“Pissy Diaper Princess”


His face burned with shame as the thick, bulging diaper between his legs was exposed—soft, pink, and decorated with cartoonish hearts and bows. Its swollen padding crinkled loudly with every desperate movement he made.




“You

 

sick freaks!


 
” John roared. “Let me the

 

hell


 
out of this thing!”







But Emma only smiled coldly, stepping forward with an air of complete control. “You’re

 

not


 
going anywhere…

 

princess.


 
”










The Breaking Point




John’s body tensed as he felt a sudden, intense pressure in his bladder—a cruel aftereffect of the drugged tea and Emma’s earlier hypnotic suggestion. He twisted and squirmed, struggling desperately against the bonds as panic set in.




“I

 

need


 
a bathroom!” he growled through clenched teeth. “Let me out

 

now!


 
”







Emma’s icy gaze locked onto his. “

 

Pee,


 
my

 

little diaper sissy bitch.


 
”




Her voice was sharp, commanding, and deeply rooted in his psyche—triggering an instinct he couldn’t fight. His eyes widened in horror as warmth spread through his diaper, soaking the thick padding beneath the frilly onesie.


No… no, no, no!


He gasped as the humiliating flood continued, the diaper swelling visibly between his legs, growing thicker and more cumbersome by the second. The sisters watched with twisted satisfaction, savoring every second of his helplessness.




“Look at

 

you,


 
” Lily sneered, circling the buggy like a predator. “Such a

 

good little diaper princess.


 
”










Silencing the Protests




When John began shouting obscenities again, Rose was ready. With practiced ease, she forced a large, pink pacifier gag into his mouth, securing the ribbon tightly behind his head. His muffled cries of rage only made the sisters laugh harder.




“Much

 

better,


 
” Emma purred, tapping his reddened cheek condescendingly. “No one wants to hear a fussy little princess throwing a tantrum.”







John’s muffled screams continued, but it was futile. He was

 

trapped


 
—locked in the humiliating buggy, helpless and soaking wet, his swollen diaper on full display.










The Public Display




But the humiliation wasn’t over—not even close.

With a sinister grin, Emma nodded to her sisters. Together, they pushed the oversized buggy out of the room and into the bright daylight outside.




“Let’s take our

 

precious princess


 
for a

 

little stroll,


 
” Lily giggled as they wheeled John down the estate’s winding path—straight toward the village square, where curious onlookers were already gathering.




Rose activated the hidden cameras mounted on the buggy, broadcasting every humiliating second to a secret livestream the sisters had set up online.





Click.






Record.








John Carter’s

 

true


 
punishment had only just begun.






Chapter 3: The Punishment Village







The village buzzed with life—a twisted utopia carefully built over the years by the Sisterhood, a secret society formed by Emma, Lily, and Rose Westwood. It was a sanctuary for the wronged, a place where victims of bullies could finally reclaim power. Their goal was simple:

 

Punish the Unpunished.





Through ingenious traps, advanced technology, and psychological domination, the Sisterhood had turned the village into the ultimate correctional facility—a living nightmare for those deemed worthy of punishment.







The Walk of Shame




John had no idea what he’d walked into. Strapped tightly into his oversized pink buggy, still gagged with a large pacifier, his thick, soaked diaper squished with every jolt of the buggy’s wheels.

The townsfolk, mostly women, gathered quickly, drawn by the sight of the struggling “newcomer.” They smirked, pointed, and hurled mocking insults:




“Look at that

 

pathetic


 
little diaper bitch!”




“Filling up your diaper already,

 

princess?


 
”




“Aww, poor baby wet herself!”




John’s face burned with humiliation as he squirmed helplessly in the buggy. He felt the cold, clammy diaper pressing against his skin—uncomfortable and impossible to ignore.




Suddenly, a sharp

 

pinch


 
landed on his nipple, sending a jolt of pain and unwanted sensitivity through his body. He cried out behind the pacifier gag.







“Oh, look! His little

 

nips


 
are so sensitive already,” one woman teased, giving him another twist. “Must be from the

 

special supplements.


 
”







Emma smirked. The estrogen-laced hormone injections were working faster than expected. John's once-masculine body would soon be reshaped into something far more…

 

manageable


 
.







“This is

 

only


 
the beginning,” Emma whispered coldly into his ear. “You’ll be a

 

perfect


 
little sissy baby when we’re done.”










The First Shop: The Caged Plug Store




They wheeled John through the park and into the village’s notorious “Caged Plug Store.” The walls gleamed with rows of chastity cages and buttplugs, arranged from small, humiliating sizes to intimidating, monstrous ones. Each device was designed for maximum control, discomfort, and humiliation.

John’s muffled protests turned into panicked screams as he realized what the shop was for. He kicked helplessly, trying to break free from the buggy’s restraints.

Lily approached, yanking the pacifier from his mouth.




“What do you think,

 

John?


 
” she asked mockingly. “Which one do you

 

like?


 
”




John spat curses, thrashing wildly. “HELP! GET ME OUT OF HERE, YOU SICK FREAKS! I’LL KILL YOU ALL!”

His enraged shouting echoed through the room, but the only response he got was cold, mocking laughter from the crowd of onlookers gathering behind the live-stream cameras.


Click!


The pacifier was forced back into his mouth, secured tightly with a locking strap.




Emma smirked. “So... XXL plug and the XS spiked chastity cage.

 

Excellent


 
choice, John.”







The gathered women burst into laughter as John’s eyes widened in terror. “No... NO! You can’t—

 

mmpfh!


 
” His muffled protests were drowned out by the oversized pacifier gag.










The Fitting Begins




John struggled weakly as Rose calmly prepared a small starter plug, lubricating it generously. His resistance faded quickly as the drug they’d slipped into his system took full effect, leaving his muscles sluggish and useless.




“Let’s

 

start small


 
, shall we?” Lily said sweetly.




John’s muffled cries intensified as the plug was inserted, filling him with an overwhelming sense of helplessness. He writhed, unable to stop the invasion.

“See? That wasn’t so bad,” Rose cooed mockingly, patting his trembling thigh.




Next came the spiked chastity cage—a cruelly designed device that locked around his now-traitorous, swelling manhood. The slightest hint of arousal sent sharp, painful pinches into his sensitive flesh, ensuring that even

 

thinking


 
about resistance would be agony.




John gasped and shuddered as the device clicked securely into place. Every twitch, every involuntary reaction, sent fresh waves of pain through his body.




“You’re

 

already


 
leaking, little sissy,” Emma sneered, noting the tears streaming down his reddened face. “Good. You’ll learn

 

quickly


 
that we’re in charge now.”









The Live Stream





Meanwhile, the live stream was exploding with activity. The Sisterhood’s

 

pay-to-view


 
channel now boasted hundreds of subscribers, eagerly paying to watch every second of John’s downfall. They assumed it was just a staged performance—an extreme “OnlyFans” spectacle.







“LOOK AT HIM SQUIRM!” one subscriber typed in chat.




“GET HIM INTO THE XXL!” demanded another.




“MAKE HIM CRY MORE!”




The tips rolled in, each dollar a demand for more intense humiliation.




The sisters exchanged satisfied glances—

 

everything


 
was going perfectly. John was already broken, reduced to a sobbing, caged, diapered mess in front of a worldwide audience he couldn’t even see.







But this was

 

only the beginning.







Chapter 4: The final store






In this final chapter John gets used by the ladies in the next store, the pegging store, where he got prepped to be their sissy baby. They drove through the city with his new fresh diaper plugged and caged.







They gave him more to drink and let him soak once more. He is really a baby with all that wetting his messy diaper, let's train him, the girls said, and they took him to a next store.





Where there was a big poster hanging with a guy who was in the same situation as John. John started crying again, this is never something he wanted, they strolled him to the store and drugged him so they could get him out of his buggy in the next contraption.





They said to them if he acts as a good girl, maybe the would save him from incontinence and if he would take the pegging as a proper girl otherwise they would have some nice drug for him to refill his diaper and instead of getting a fresh diaper he would get a second diaper around it so he would end up in a rash.











The pacifier left his mouth and he said you cannot do this me fuck off I won’t with his last energy to resist he got pacified again.











But this time they reclothed themselves with a big strap on to fuck him turn by turn till he got a sissygasm.











After this humiliation experience they did what they promised they would make him incontinent and didn't put his plug again so he could really get a messy diaper for the whole day to wear and to show around the punishment village.











He could never go anywhere anymore without diapers because of this extreme diaper punishment…. Which will never end as he is a permanent resident now of the village because of the hacking skills, nobody ever noticed something again of john, or would they see them in the future again?
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