
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Birthday Dare: How One Game Turned Him Into Her Diapered Toy




A Humiliating Sissy ABDL Romance of Public Use, Chastity, and Total Surrender




Introduction










Ethan thought it would be just another birthday party—drinks, dares, and teasing laughs. But when a flirtatious dare from the gorgeous Riley turns into a night he can’t escape, Ethan’s world begins to unravel one padded, humiliating step at a time.










What starts as a joke quickly becomes reality: diapers, pacifiers, and plug training. Riley doesn’t just want to embarrass him—she wants to own him. And when her real cock comes out, Ethan discovers just how far down the rabbit hole he’s willing to crawl.










Now trapped between desire, obedience, and leaking diapers, Ethan must confront the truth: this isn't a game anymore.











This filthy ABDL feminization story features forced sissy training, public diaper exposure, plug punishments, and one very strict trans domme who never plays fair.










Chapter One: Just a Dare










Ethan’s 27th birthday started like every other one since college—loud music, cheap beer, and friends that still acted like they were nineteen.










His apartment was a mess before the party even began. Empty bags of chips, stacked pizza boxes, a dozen plastic cups prefilled with jungle juice—all part of the plan. His roommate Jordan had spent the afternoon blasting a playlist labeled “Party Bangers Vol. 4” and stringing fairy lights over every doorway.










By eight, the living room was packed. People spilled onto the balcony, the hallway, even the countertop. Ethan was in his usual spot—front and center, wearing a stupid paper crown someone handed him and holding a drink he hadn’t let go of since seven-thirty.










“You look like a rejected Burger King mascot,” Jordan told him.










Ethan grinned. “And yet here I am, still pulling attention like gravity.”










It wasn’t arrogance. It was tradition. Ethan was the loud one, the cocky one, the guy everyone dared because they knew he’d do it. He’d streaked across campus freshman year, kissed a cop on the cheek during Pride Week, and once snorted wasabi for twenty bucks and a high five.










Tonight, the drinking games were already underway by the time Riley walked in.










Ethan didn’t see her at first—just heard someone say, “That’s my cousin from out of town,” followed by Jordan laughing and shouting, “Bro,

 

your cousin


 
is hot as fuck.”










He turned, and there she was.










Black mini dress. Thigh-high boots. Hair in pigtails, a little too playful for someone her age. Soft jawline, big eyes, and a smirk that said she knew exactly what she was doing. She was hugging someone, then scanning the room like she owned it.










Ethan tilted his head. “Who’s the doll?”










“Riley,” Jordan said. “Alex’s cousin. She’s, uh… different.”










“Different how?”










Jordan shrugged. “Hot weird. Like you’d say yes, and then she’d tie you up and make you wear cat ears weird.”










Ethan laughed. “Sold.”










He walked over casually, already halfway buzzed. Riley saw him coming.










“You the birthday boy?” she asked.










“Depends. You gonna spank me?”










Her eyebrows lifted. “Bold.”










He smiled. “Ethan.”










“Riley.” She offered her hand, but her fingers didn’t shake—just hovered. His were sweaty. Hers were dry and cold.










“You want a drink?” he asked.










“I want to win,” she said. “Are we playing anything real, or just pretending to be adults?”










He blinked.










She grinned. “Truth or Dare?”










Half an hour later, the circle was formed.










Ten people sat cross-legged on the rug, more leaning on the couch and walls, most holding cups. The air smelled like lime, sweat, and the faint funk of too many bodies in one apartment. Riley had planted herself beside Ethan, one hand resting on his thigh like it belonged there.










Truths had already exposed a secret hookup, a hidden tattoo, and someone’s recurring dream about their boss.










The dares were worse. Lap dances. Ice down shirts. One very sloppy beer bong through a pool noodle.










Then it was Ethan’s turn.










Jordan looked at him with a grin. “Truth or dare?”










Ethan leaned back, arms spread. “C’mon, like that’s even a question.”










Jordan laughed. “Alright, birthday dare it is.”










He turned to Riley. “You’re the guest. Got a good one?”










She looked at Ethan. Slow. Playful.










Then her voice dropped a little.










“I dare him to let me give him a blowjob.”










The room went silent.










Ethan’s grin faltered for half a second. Then he recovered. “That’s a

 

dare


 
?”










Riley held up one finger. “With one condition.”










Jordan choked on his drink. “Here we go.”










Riley leaned in, close to Ethan’s ear. “You have to let me dress you up. A little. Just for fun.”










Ethan smirked. “Define ‘a little.’”










She smiled. “You’ll see.”










The group started howling.










“Do it!”




“Bro, don’t back down now.”




“Is she really gonna…?”




“You lucky bastard!”










Ethan stood up.










“Lead the way, Princess.”










Riley took his hand.










Her backpack was already in Jordan’s room. She closed the door behind them, locking it.










“Take off your pants,” she said calmly.










Ethan raised an eyebrow.










Riley pulled out a plastic bag and tossed it onto the bed. Inside: a folded piece of pink fabric, some kind of thick material, and a small round object.










“What the hell is that?”










“A diaper,” she said cheerfully. “Don’t worry. It’s clean.”










He stared.










“You serious?”










“You said yes.”










“That was before—”










She stepped forward. “Are you backing out?”










He hesitated.










Then shrugged. “Fine. But no photos.”










“No promises.”










She helped him out of his jeans. Boxers too. Her hands were soft. Familiar. Confident. The diaper crinkled as she unfolded it.










“You’ve done this before,” he muttered.










“Maybe.”










She made him lie down.










The tapes went on.










He sat up, looking down at the absurd bulk between his legs. It was pink. Printed with clouds and little stars.










She handed him a pacifier.










“Hold this. In your mouth.”










He took it.










She pulled her dress up, revealing a thick cock—hard, slick, ready.










“Still want your dare?”










Ethan nodded.










She pushed him back against the bed and dropped to her knees.









Chapter Two: The Morning After










The first thing Ethan noticed was the heat.










Sticky. Trapped. Soft fabric around his waist that clung in a way boxers never had. His brain was slow, foggy, like someone had stuffed cotton in his thoughts. His mouth was dry. His thighs were spread. His cock—still sore, still twitching—rested against something padded.










He opened his eyes.










The ceiling wasn’t his.










He was in Jordan’s room.










He sat up slowly.










The crinkle echoed immediately.










The diaper was still on. Still taped. Still snug around his hips. Pink. Puffy. Humiliating.










He reached down and touched it. His hand froze.










It was

 

wet


 
.










He jerked his fingers back like he’d touched fire. His heart kicked against his ribs.










“No. No way.”










He pulled the covers off, stared down at himself. The pacifier Riley had given him was still sitting beside his head. His pants were nowhere in sight. The diaper sagged between his thighs, faint yellow tinge across the clouds and stars.










His mouth opened.










Nothing came out.










He scanned the room. No one there.










Just him.










And the smell.










It wasn’t strong. But it was real. Warm. Slightly sweet. Familiar in a way that made his gut twist.










He hadn’t pissed himself in his sleep since… ever?










No. That couldn’t be right.










He looked around again. The clock said 10:41 a.m.










He stood. The diaper hung heavier than it had lying down. Every step toward the door was loud. Crinkle. Squish. Crinkle. His cheeks burned hotter with each one.










He opened the door. The apartment was mostly quiet. A few empty bottles on the counter. Someone's shoe in the sink.










He tiptoed toward his room.










And froze.










Riley was sitting on the couch.










Legs crossed. Hoodie up. No makeup. Calm, coffee in hand. Her eyes met his instantly.










Her smirk was lazy. Controlled.










“Morning, baby.”










Ethan opened his mouth.










Nothing came out.










She patted the seat next to her. “Come sit.”










He hesitated.










She tilted her head. “You’re leaking. If you don’t sit, you drip. Jordan wouldn’t like that.”










He sat.










The padding pressed out wider under his weight.










She leaned in. Sniffed once.










“Wet already. You didn’t even last the night.”










“I didn’t—” he started.










She raised a finger.










“No lying.”










He closed his mouth.










“I was going to change you before you woke up,” she said casually, sipping her drink. “But this is better. Look at you. Hair messy. Diaper soggy. That dazed little expression.”










“I don’t remember falling asleep,” he said.










“You didn’t. You passed out after you came. Twice.”










His face flinched.










She turned her phone toward him.










The screen showed a video.










He was on his back, legs open, pacifier in, diaper taped tight. Riley above him, stroking his cock with the palm of her hand. His hips bucking, desperate.










The camera angle changed. She must’ve filmed from both sides.










There was audio.










“You gonna make sticky in your diaper, birthday baby?”










His own voice moaned. Pathetic. High-pitched.










The cum shot out. The padding soaked it. He whimpered.










Riley tapped pause.










“Don’t worry,” she said. “I only sent it to myself. For now.”










He didn’t respond.










“Take your paci,” she added, handing it to him.










He stared.










“Take. Your. Paci.”










He opened his mouth. She pushed it in.










“That’s better.”










She reached into a bag by her side. Pulled out wipes. Powder. A fresh diaper—this one with bunnies on it.










“You’re gonna lift your legs like a good boy now. We’ve got a busy day. Babies don’t wear wet diapers in public.”










His eyes widened.










“Public?”










She smiled. “It’s only the farmer’s market. Maybe a short walk. A little juice. You’ll be dressed, of course. Mostly.”










He shook his head.










She grabbed his chin.










“You said yes last night. And I have proof. So this isn’t a game anymore, Ethan.”










She laid him back on the couch.










Popped the tapes.










Wiped him clean.










He didn’t resist.










When she lifted his legs and slid the fresh diaper under him, he exhaled. When the powder hit his skin, he bit down on the pacifier. When the tapes sealed again—tight, snug, perfect—he knew.










He’d already lost.










Riley packed her things.










“Ten minutes. Hoodie and shorts. You’ll ride in the passenger seat. Pacifier stays in unless I say.”










She stood and walked to the kitchen.










“Happy birthday, baby boy,” she called.










Ethan didn’t reply.










He just sat there.










Diapered.










Defeated.










And hard. Again.









Chapter Three: Diapered and Driven










The hoodie she picked out was pink.










Not pale pastel pink—no, it was bubblegum, loud and soft, with the words

 

Cutie Club


 
in glitter across the chest. Riley pulled it from her bag like she’d owned it for years. It smelled like her perfume. Fresh and sweet.










Ethan stood still as she tugged it down over his head. The soft fleece brushed his cheeks. He didn’t speak. The pacifier still rested between his lips. She hadn’t told him to spit it out.










Next, she handed him a pair of shorts.










They were baggy, athletic-style, gray. Deceptively normal. Until he put them on.










The diaper puffed out underneath immediately.










From the back, he looked like he was wearing a pillow under his clothes. Every shift made the padding crinkle. The elastic waistband of the shorts only made the outline clearer.










Riley stood back and gave him a once-over.










“Not bad,” she said. “You could almost pass for someone normal.”










Ethan mumbled something around the pacifier.










“What was that?”










He pulled it out. “I look ridiculous.”










She smiled. “That’s the point.”










She didn’t wait for him to argue. She turned, grabbed her keys and sunglasses, and pointed at the door.










“You walk to the car. No stopping. No hiding behind trees or trash cans. If you hesitate, I take the shorts away.”










His heart jumped.










She opened the door.










The hallway was quiet.










Ethan walked.










Every step echoed in his ears.










His legs brushed against the thick padding. The shorts did little to hide the curve and bulk of the diaper underneath. His hoodie felt suddenly too short. The hem sat just above the waistband, making him hyper-aware of every shift in fabric.










He made it to the parking lot.










Riley’s car was small and clean. Passenger door open.










“Sit.”










He slid in. The diaper squished against the seat, the padding compressing. The sound wasn’t loud, but

 

he


 
heard it. Loud and clear.










Riley got in beside him. Started the engine. Pulled out of the lot like nothing was strange.










The drive was short. Five minutes, maybe six. Neither of them spoke.










Until she reached over.










Her hand landed on his thigh. Then slid higher.










She squeezed the padding.










“Still dry?” she asked.










He nodded.










“Good boy.”










They pulled into the farmer’s market lot.










Dozens of people. Stalls with flowers, fruit, fresh bread. Families. Couples. A few college kids.










Ethan’s throat tightened.










“No one’s going to notice,” Riley said as she turned off the engine. “Unless you make it obvious.”










She leaned in.










“If you walk like a baby, you’ll look like one.”










He looked down at his lap.










She pulled the pacifier from his hand and slipped it into the glove box.










“You get that back when you behave.”










They got out of the car.










The sun was warm. The breeze was light.










And Ethan was sure

 

everyone


 
could hear the crinkle with every step he took.










Riley walked beside him, casual. Confident. She grabbed a basket and started browsing vegetables like this was a normal Sunday morning.










Ethan stayed close, eyes down.










They passed a girl in yoga pants who gave him a strange glance.










A dad with two kids walked by—one of the kids was

 

actually


 
in a diaper. Ethan felt his face burn.










Riley picked out peaches.










“You’re being good,” she said. “That makes me generous.”










She leaned in and whispered.










“Wet for me.”










His eyes snapped to hers.










“What?”










“You heard me. You’ve got five seconds.”










“I can’t just—”










“Five.”










He panicked.










“Four.”










“I don’t think I—”










“Three.”










He felt the pressure building.










“Two.”










He squeezed his eyes shut.










“One.”










The warmth spread instantly.










His body betrayed him.










He exhaled through his nose. The diaper swelled slightly, the heat blooming around his crotch and ass, soaking the fresh padding.










Riley looked pleased.










“There we go.”










She leaned in.










“You really

 

are


 
my baby now.”










They checked out ten minutes later.










She paid in cash.










As they left the market, she stopped him before getting into the car.










“Hands on the roof,” she said.










He obeyed.










She reached into the back seat, pulled out a folded changing mat.










“We’ll do this here.”










His eyes widened. “Here? Someone could—”










She pressed a finger to his lips.










“Babies don’t get to choose.”










She laid the mat on the backseat.










“Trousers off.”










He glanced around.










The lot wasn’t full. But it wasn’t empty either.










She raised an eyebrow.










He pulled the shorts down.










She guided him onto the mat.










Pulled out wipes. A new diaper. Powder.










The warm breeze kissed his thighs as she wiped him clean in the backseat of her car, right there in the parking lot.










When she taped the new diaper on—blue stars this time—she smiled softly.










“You didn’t leak this time. That’s progress.”










She kissed his forehead.










“Good baby.”










He didn’t fight.










He didn’t argue.










He climbed into the passenger seat, clean and padded.










Riley handed him the pacifier from the glove box.










“Here. You earned it.”










He sucked it slowly as she drove.










And for the first time, he didn’t think about going back.









Chapter Four: Diaper Duty










By the time they got back to the apartment, Ethan was quiet.










Not tense. Not shaking. Just quiet.










The warmth of the fresh diaper under him. The pressure of the pacifier gently resting between his lips. The casual confidence of Riley beside him—one hand on the wheel, the other resting lightly on his leg like it belonged there.










He had stopped counting the humiliations.










They didn’t feel like accidents anymore.










She parked. Turned the engine off. Didn’t move.










She looked at him.










“You wet when I told you,” she said.










He nodded.










“You let me change you in public.”










Another nod.










“And you’re still in my car, in my diaper, with my pacifier in your mouth.”










He didn’t move.










She reached for the door handle.










“Then it’s time you started earning your keep.”










Inside, Riley’s apartment smelled like lavender and fabric softener.










Ethan followed her in. The padding between his legs was thick, freshly powdered, and impossible to ignore. The pacifier rested in his mouth, gently tugging at the corners of his lips. He knew better than to remove it.










Riley kicked off her shoes and stretched.










“You’re not just my baby anymore,” she said, tossing her keys onto the counter. “You’re also my houseboy.”










She pointed to the floor.










“Down.”










Ethan dropped to his knees.










“Good. Now crawl to the laundry room and grab the basket.”










He turned. Crawled.










Each shift of his hips made the diaper rustle and puff. The floor was cold against his knees. He reached the laundry closet, grabbed the basket, and turned back.










Riley stood in the hallway watching him, arms crossed.










“You like being like this?”










He hesitated.










She walked over.










“Don’t lie.”










He nodded.










Her hand slid down the front of his diaper. Firm pressure, one stroke.










“You don’t even get hard anymore. You just leak like a good little baby. That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”










He nodded again.










She smiled.










“Then you’ll start earning your rewards.”










She turned toward her bedroom.










“Follow.”










He crawled behind her, basket held in both hands, the soft bulk of the diaper forcing his thighs apart.










Riley’s room was soft and clean. Pale bedding. Plush rug. A full-length mirror. And in the corner, something new: a dog crate.










He blinked.










She caught his stare.










“Crate training is part of the next phase,” she said. “But first…”










She took the basket from him, set it aside, and patted the rug.










“Hands and knees. Back arched.”










He obeyed.










She knelt behind him, pulled down the diaper tapes one by one. Cool air hit his skin.










She didn’t wipe him.










Didn’t ask.










She grabbed lube from the drawer.










And her cock.










She was already hard.










She didn’t warm him up this time.










She pressed against his hole and slid in without a word.










He gasped, face hitting the rug.










The pacifier muffled his moan.










She fucked him slowly at first. Deep, heavy strokes. Her hands gripping his hips.










Then faster.










Harder.










Her hips slapped against his ass. His legs trembled.










The diaper lay open beneath them, soft and ruined.










She leaned forward and whispered in his ear.










“Who’s my diaper bitch?”










He mumbled.










She pulled his head up by the hair.










“Say it.”










“I’m your diaper bitch.”










She thrust harder.










He whimpered. His cock twitched but couldn’t get hard. It leaked, pulsed, throbbed against the rug.










She reached around and stroked it once.










He came instantly.










Ruined.










Weak.










Crying into the carpet.










She didn’t stop.










She finished deep inside him, pushing in as far as she could, holding still, breathing steady.










Then she pulled out.










She taped the diaper back on.










Sticky. Wet. Filthy.










Then she led him to the crate.










“Inside.”










He crawled in without argument.










She closed the door behind him.










“Night-night, baby.”










The lights went out.










The pacifier stayed in.








And he fell asleep to the soft crinkle of his own breath.







Chapter Five: The New Routine










Ethan woke up inside the crate.










No pillow. No blanket. Just the soft rustle of the diaper under him and the hard plastic of the crate floor pressing against his side. The faint scent of powder mixed with something warmer—his own leak from the night before.










His jaw ached slightly from keeping the pacifier in all night. He hadn’t even noticed until now. He blinked slowly, his body stiff, mind slow. There was no alarm. No phone. Just the rhythm of Lexi’s apartment around him—muffled footsteps, the click of a cabinet, the low sound of water boiling.










The crate door opened.










She stood there in a simple tank top and cotton panties, barefoot, holding a small bottle.










“Morning, baby,” she said quietly. “Time for your feeding.”










He didn’t speak. She hadn’t asked him to.










She pulled him forward by the leash still clipped to his collar. He shuffled out, knees brushing the floor, diaper squishing loudly under him.










She sat on the edge of the couch and motioned.










He crawled into her lap. She guided his head to her chest and positioned the bottle in front of his lips.










“Hands behind your back.”










He obeyed.










She pushed the rubber nipple into his mouth.










Warm milk.










A little sweet. A little chalky.










He sucked slowly.










Her hand brushed down his back.










“You’re adjusting well,” she murmured. “Some babies cry in the beginning. They think they’ve lost something. But you… you’re soft now. Quiet. Easy to move. Easy to keep.”










She pressed her fingers to the front of his diaper.










“You’re wet already.”










He didn’t nod. Didn’t react. Just drank.










The bottle emptied slowly.










When it was done, she pulled it from his mouth and wiped a drip from his chin with her thumb.










“Good boy.”










She stood.










“Follow me.”










He crawled behind her, back to the bedroom.










On the bed: a new outfit. Laid out carefully.










A white onesie with pale blue trim. Short sleeves. Snaps at the crotch. Next to it, pastel mittens, and a pacifier clip with the name

 

Ethaniel


 
spelled in soft plastic beads.










She turned to him.










“Today we dress properly.”










He kneeled.










She removed his diaper. Wiped him slowly. Powdered him.










Taped a new one on—this one printed with building blocks and alphabet letters.










She held up the onesie.










“Arms up.”










He obeyed.










She dressed him slowly, snapping the fabric tight under his diaper.










Then the mittens.










Then clipped the pacifier to the collar of the onesie.










“You’re not Ethan anymore,” she said calmly. “You’re my Ethaniel. And Ethaniel is a baby.”










She turned to her phone.










“You’ll spend the morning in the playpen. Then we try your first regression session.”










He tilted his head.










She smiled.










“You’ll see.”










She led him into the living room, where a small foam mat had been laid out with plush toys and blocks. A low gate had been placed around it.










“Inside.”










He crawled in.










She locked the gate.










“Stay. Play. Don’t speak unless I ask. You leak, you tell me. You cry, I’ll give you something to cry about.”










She stepped into the kitchen.










He sat there in silence.










The onesie clung to his body. The diaper bulked up between his legs, soft and warm. He looked at the stuffed animal beside him. Picked it up. Held it.










Outside the gate, she scrolled her phone.










Inside, he sucked the pacifier gently.










And waited.










Obedient.










Used.










Crinkling.








Just Ethaniel.







Chapter Six: Regression Training










The timer on the wall beeped once. Riley stood up.










Ethan was still inside the playpen. He sat with his legs splayed awkwardly, diaper bulging beneath his onesie. His eyes were half-lidded, pacifier still clipped and dangling from his collar, one mittened hand resting on a stuffed bear’s head. He wasn’t thinking. Not really. Just sitting. Being.










Exactly how she wanted him.










“Training time,” Riley said softly.










She opened the gate.










Ethan blinked slowly and turned his head. He didn’t crawl until she nodded.










He followed her into the bedroom again, crawling with a steady rhythm, the crinkling constant beneath him. She had laid a changing mat across the bed, a white towel, and a small tray of new items. He couldn’t see all of them.










“On your back,” she said.










He obeyed.










She pulled the snaps of his onesie open and untaped the diaper. It was wet. Not soaked, but enough to prove obedience. She wiped him without speaking.










He didn’t make a sound.










“Good,” she muttered.










Then she took something from the tray.










A thin silicone bulb, clear and soft. A lube packet.










He didn’t react until she coated it and pushed it gently against his hole.










She leaned in.










“Babies don’t speak. But their bodies still need rules.”










He nodded faintly.










She inserted the nozzle slowly. He twitched. She didn’t pause.










Once it was in, she squeezed.










Warm liquid filled him. Not much—just enough. She removed the nozzle, cleaned him gently, and slid in a small silicone plug to keep everything in.










He whimpered once around his pacifier.










Riley smiled.










“You’ll hold it.”










She powdered him again. Fresh diaper. New tapes.










Then she picked up a small tablet and sat on the edge of the bed beside him.










“You’re going to watch something now.”










She tapped the screen.










It played a soft animation—blurry colors, pastel shapes, soothing tones. At first, it looked like a children’s show. But the voice was too slow. Too careful.










“Babies don’t need to worry,” it whispered.




“Babies don’t need to speak.”




“Babies are safe when they obey.”










The screen pulsed with each phrase. Subtle tone changes. A rhythm beneath it all.










Riley leaned over and clipped the pacifier into his mouth.










“No hands. Just watch.”










He did.










Ten minutes passed. Fifteen.










He didn’t move.










The voice kept speaking.










“Crying is naughty.




Leaking is normal.




Mommy always knows best.”










He breathed slower.










His limbs relaxed.










His thighs spread wider.










She tapped his cheek.










“Still holding it?”










He nodded.










She reached down and pressed gently against the front of his diaper.










Still firm.










“Good.”










She turned the video off.










“You’re going to practice letting go now.”










He blinked.










“Hold it for one more minute,” she said.










He whimpered again.










“Pacifier stays in. If you spit it out, you sleep on the floor.”










She counted quietly.










At sixty seconds, she kissed his forehead.










“Go.”










He didn’t move at first.










Then the warmth spread across the padding.










He let go.










Slow.










Full.










The diaper filled under her hand.










She didn’t praise him.










She simply watched.










When it was done, she spoke again.










“You're no longer just wearing diapers.”










She stood.










“You're using them.”










She left the room.










He stayed on the bed.










Wet.










Plugged.










Conditioned.










Exactly where she wanted him.









Chapter Seven: The New Routine










By Monday, Ethan no longer flinched when the bottle was pushed between his lips.










Riley sat cross-legged on the couch, scrolling her phone, one hand gently holding the oversized pink bottle while Ethan knelt beside her on a padded mat, lips sealed around the rubber nipple. He drank slowly, the formula warm, chalky, and humiliatingly sweet.










"That's it, baby," she murmured without looking up. "You’re such a good feeder. I might even let you wear something other than your crinkly Pampers today."










He blushed.










The TV played in the background, but Ethan wasn't watching. The plug inside him shifted every time he moved. Riley had pushed it in that morning after his “morning change”—a full clean-up after she found his diaper soaked and warm from the night. She hadn't even looked surprised.










“This is your new normal,” she had whispered as she wiped him down, lifting his ankles like he was a toddler. “Wet. Plugged. Fed.”










He’d been too far gone to argue.










Now, she gently tugged the bottle away and replaced it with his pacifier.










“Good boy.”










She snapped a photo of him like that—kneeling, messy hair, diaper clearly bulging under the short baby-blue romper she’d picked out, lips locked around the paci. She showed him the screen.










"This is your contact photo now."










He whimpered.










"Don't pout, little one. You're lucky. Most sissies beg to be this owned."










She set the phone down and tapped her thigh.










“Crawl.”










He obeyed.










Each move made the plug nudge his prostate. His cock, useless and soft, pressed against the inside of his diaper, already damp again. Riley didn’t acknowledge it. She simply guided him to the corner of the room—where the folded changing mat, wipes, and fresh diapers waited like always.










She knelt beside him and untaped his diaper.










“You didn’t even tell Mommy you wet,” she said softly.










“I-I didn’t notice…”










She smiled without warmth.










“That’s even better.”










She wiped him clean again, checking the plug with two fingers.










“Still tight.”










Then, she held up a new diaper. Pink, printed with pastel animals. A locking waistband. One he hadn’t seen before.










“What’s… that?”










She smiled.










“This one’s for going outside.”










His face turned crimson.










“No, no, please—”










She shoved the pacifier back in.










“No more talking.”










She taped him in snugly, then pulled out a matching skirt—frilly, pink, barely long enough to cover the thick bulge—and tugged it over his hips. Then a white crop top with “Mommy’s Little Girl” in glitter lettering.










Finally, a collar. Pink. With a leash.










She clipped it on.










"Time for a walk."









Chapter Eight: The Walk of Obedience










The hallway was quiet, but Ethan’s mind screamed with every crinkle that echoed off the walls.










Riley tugged the pink leash gently as she walked ahead of him. He kept his eyes on her calves, afraid to look up. The skirt she’d put him in barely covered the printed diaper beneath, and every step made the ruffles sway—exposing just enough for anyone to see. It was humiliating. And she wanted it that way.










“Stay close, little one,” she said, not turning around. “We wouldn’t want anyone thinking you’re lost.”










His pacifier bobbed slightly as he nodded.










They exited onto the sidewalk. The sun was too bright. The world too awake. And Riley—she walked like it was nothing. Like dragging a fully padded, leash-collared sissy baby through a residential street was normal.










Ethan tried to keep his thighs close, waddling slightly. But the bulk between his legs made it impossible to hide what he was. A passing jogger looked once—twice—and smirked. Riley waved.










“Morning!”










Ethan turned red.










They didn’t go far. Just around the block. But every second outside was an eternity. The sound of birds, the breeze catching his crop top, the way the leash pulled when he slowed down—it all added up to one thing:










He wasn’t Ethan anymore.










He was Riley’s little sissy.










They paused at the edge of a playground.










Riley crouched beside him.










“You’re leaking.”










He whimpered.










“Not much,” she said, patting the front of the diaper through the skirt. “But enough.”










She stood, took out her phone, and snapped another photo—him kneeling, face flushed, leash taut, a wet patch visible beneath the thin pink fabric.










Then she whispered in his ear.










“Next time, we bring your changing bag.”










Ethan didn’t speak. He didn’t dare.










They walked back.










At the door, Riley bent over and kissed his forehead.










“You’re getting used to this.”










She unlocked the door and let him inside.










Then she added with a grin, “Maybe tomorrow we go shopping.”









Chapter Nine: Mommy’s Real Cock










Ethan didn’t speak when Riley unlocked the cage. The air in the room was still, heavy with scent and silence, broken only by the faint crinkle of his diaper as she motioned for him to lie down. He obeyed.










The pacifier stayed in his mouth.










The straps of the training harness were unclipped and pulled away. The plug slid out with a slick, wet sound. Riley inspected the stretch with a single gloved finger, and her lips curved faintly. She said nothing. He didn’t ask.










From beneath her silk robe, her cock was already hardening. Thick. Real.










No toys this time.










She moved between his legs. No teasing, no stroking. Just firm, practiced hands adjusting his position. Pillow under his hips. Ankles up. Diaper untaped and pulled aside but not removed. She left it tucked beneath him like a changing pad.










“You’ve taken what I’ve given you so far,” she said calmly, rubbing her cock once along the cleft of his slick hole. “Now you take me.”










Her hips pushed forward.










He gasped through the paci.










The head stretched him—thicker than the plug, hotter, pulsing with her rhythm. She didn’t stop. She kept pushing in, slowly, letting his body adjust inch by inch. His fingers curled against the bedding.










She bottomed out.










Silence.










Only her breath, slow and steady.










Then she began to move.










Small strokes at first, just enough to feel her cock shift inside him. Then deeper. Her hips rocked harder, the pace building. Her cock hit deeper than any toy, made his whole body jolt. The wet sound of his hole accepting her filled the room with each thrust.










He whimpered. His locked cock twitched, pressed tight against the front of the diaper. Useless. Overflowing.










She bent forward, one hand pinning his hip, the other stroking his cheek with a thumb.










“You’re leaking and I haven’t even touched you.”










He couldn’t answer. Couldn’t think.










Only take.










She fucked him harder now. Her cock claimed every inch. Her words came low and clear with each thrust.










“You’re my little cumdump.”










“Just a hole.”










“No more jerking off. No more control.”










Only diapers.










Only Mommy.










Only her cock.










His body trembled under her. His hole stretched, softened, then clenched desperately around her thickness. He was close to something—not orgasm, but total collapse.










Then Riley groaned. She shoved in deep. Her cock pulsed. Thick warmth filled him.










She stayed inside.










Breathing steady. Hands firm on his thighs.










When she pulled out, her cum slid from him in slow drips.










She reached for a wipe. Cleaned his hole.










Then folded the diaper back up and taped it shut again.










No words. Just a kiss on his cheek.










And then a whisper:









“You’re finished.”








Chapter Ten: The Stroll










The pacifier gag was buckled tight, its leather strap snug behind his head. Ethan stood in the hallway, his eyes wide, breath trembling through his nose. Riley adjusted the bib clipped to his neck—pink satin with silver embroidery that read "Mommy’s Public Plaything."










The diaper crinkled audibly with every twitch of his legs. He wore nothing else. No pants. No dignity. Just the bib, the pacifier, and the thick white padding wrapped and taped tightly around his hips, stained faintly from the earlier use Riley hadn’t bothered changing yet. She liked it that way. Marked. Noticeable.










She clipped the leash to his collar and gave it a light tug.










“Ready for the park, baby?”










He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. But he nodded.










The apartment hallway was mercifully empty as they stepped out. But Riley didn’t take the elevator. She led him down the stairs, each level echoing with the sharp, unmistakable sound of his diaper. By the second flight, a door opened. A neighbor. Mid-30s, gym bag in hand. He paused, staring.










Riley smiled. “Morning.”










The man blinked. Stared again at Ethan. At the pacifier. At the diaper.










Riley tugged the leash. “Say hi to the nice man, baby.”










Ethan managed a small wave. His cheeks burned.










The man didn’t respond. Just nodded awkwardly and backed away.










On the street, the sun was blinding. Too bright. Too public. Riley walked confidently, tugging him behind her. The bib fluttered slightly in the morning breeze. Cars passed. A cyclist stared openly. A group of teens on the corner fell silent as they watched.










By the time they reached the park gates, Ethan was trembling again.










Riley led him toward the central fountain, where benches curved like a theater around the splashing water. She sat. He stood beside her, leash in her hand, pacifier gag in place, thighs pressed together in shame.










Nearby, a young couple on a date exchanged whispered words. A jogger slowed down to take in the sight. One man openly laughed.










Riley ignored them.










She unzipped her purse and pulled out a bottle. Pink. Filled with warm formula. She removed his gag and replaced it with the rubber nipple.










“Drink.”










He did.










Milk dribbled down his chin. She wiped it with the bib.










“Good girl,” she said loud enough for people nearby to hear. “Is Mommy’s diaper slut getting thirsty?”










Ethan whined behind the bottle but drank.










And then—the final step.










She stood. Tugged his leash once.










“Lay down. Legs up. Diaper check.”










He hesitated.










“Now.”










The leash pulled. He dropped. Back on the grass. Legs raised in the air, bent at the knees, diaper exposed to the full crowd forming around them. Riley crouched and pressed her fingers into the padding.










She clicked her tongue.










“Wet again. Naughty baby. Mommy should spank you right here.”










Someone across the path took a photo.










She didn’t stop.










Riley untaped the diaper slowly. Opened it like a gift. The used padding peeled away from his skin. She held it open in one hand.










“Show everyone how messy you are.”










He looked away, lips quivering.










She pulled out wipes, cleaned him carefully but quickly. Then, from her bag, she retrieved a fresh pink diaper—one decorated with cartoon animals and the word "PRINCESS" across the waistline.










She lifted his legs, powdered him, and taped it on expertly.










Then, standing again, she took a photo of him splayed out in the grass, legs still lifted.










“For your new profile, slut. Mommy’s going to find someone else to watch you next time.”










He lowered his legs slowly. Sat up.










She clipped the leash again.










And walked him once around the park, slow, steady, letting everyone see what he was.










Diapered. Leashed. Owned.










And never going back.
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