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Chapter One  

You Girls Lose Your Daycare?

The sun poured over the quad like melted gold, and Chase strutted through it like he owned every square inch. His gym shorts rode just high enough to flash thigh, and his hoodie sleeves were tugged halfway up his arms to show off the pump from his last set.

It wasn’t for anyone, not really. Except maybe for that girl he passed in Stats class. And the one with the black velvet boots who’d smiled at him two weeks ago, and whoever happened to be watching now. He was halfway past the rec fountain when he saw them, three girls lounging on the marble steps of Epsilon Eta Xi. HEX House. The weird one.

They didn’t look like sorority girls. They looked like they’d stepped out of a boutique for forbidden perfumes and glitter poison. One had pastel-pink braids piled into double buns. Another wore sheer mesh sleeves with delicate lace gloves, her lips slick and glossy. The third balanced a lace-trimmed parasol over one shoulder and blew pink bubblegum between yawns. Chase slowed down just enough to watch them from the corner of his eye. Legs crossed, Ribbons, Heels, and too many accessories to be casual.

“ Jesus ,” he muttered under his breath, and then louder, “ You girls lose your daycare or just dress like you’re about to sell Girl Scout cookies to daddy’s credit card ?” He smirked. That one was good.

But they didn’t glare, didn’t blush, and didn’t react like normal girls would. The one with the parasol turned her head slowly, that lazy rich-girl way, and fixed him with a smile as soft as it was cutting.

“ Oh, sweetheart ,” she purred. “You’re the one strutting like a little show-off princess .”

His smirk twitched. “ Excuse me ?”

Pink-braids giggled and blew him a kiss. “ All that barking, and for what? You’re not even alpha. You’re more like... beta with a cute little bounce. ”

“ What bounce ?”

“ You know ,” Noelani said, tapping her lip. “ That sissy  swing  in your step. It’s giving first-time cheer tryouts. It's adorable .”

Chase rolled his shoulders, planted his stance, and raised his voice.

“ Okay, calm down with the Cosmo-fueled nonsense. Y’all look like a fever dream of Bratz dolls and toddlers .”

The parasol witch, Niran, though he didn’t know her name yet, snapped it closed in a single flick. Not angrily. Like punctuation. “ Bratz dolls bite back, baby, and toddlers don’t wear heels this sharp .”

The one in lace gloves, Nimfa, tilted her head. “ You’ve got that ‘trying so hard’ energy. You bark, you flex, you flirt with your own reflection. It’s giving... closet. It’s also giving  pretty .  Just a little too pretty to stay standing .”

“ Fuck’s that supposed to mean ?” Chase scoffed.

Pink-braids leaned in, dreamy-eyed. “ It means you’re already  chasing your tail , pup .”

The words didn’t hit him so much as stick, like gloss on the back of his neck. He felt a cold flutter in his stomach that he couldn’t place.

“ Look, I’m not here to get bullied by three pastel freaks ,” he said, taking a step back.

“ Aww ,” Nimfa said. “ He thinks this is bullying. Baby, this is flirting .”

Something pink and shiny flicked through the air and landed in the open pocket of his hoodie.

He flinched. “ What the hell ?”

The girls giggled in unison. “ A little something for your tail ,” Noelani said sweetly. “ We figured you’d need it by the end of the week .”

Chase reached into his pocket. It was a ribbon. Not rough like party-store plastic. It was smooth, luxurious, and silky. It was dyed a soft baby pink, with tiny heart-shaped charms sewn into the ends. The faint scent of strawberry lip gloss clung to the fabric. He dropped it like it burned. The witches all laughed. Not loud. Not mean. Just. .. knowing.

Chase turned and stormed off, muttering under his breath. Behind him, the girls leaned into one another.

“ He’s gonna be darling ,” Nimfa sighed.

“ Do you think bows or bells first ?”

“ Oh, definitely bows ,” Niran said. “ He’s got a wiggle already. Might as well match it. ”

He didn’t hear them, but he felt the ribbon tug at the edge of his awareness, and somewhere deep in his spine, his tail started to wag.




Chapter Two  

So Cute, So Caught

He made it home without looking back, but the sensation clung to him, like perfume smeared behind his ear, like the way lip gloss stuck to a cup rim and whispered you wore me.  He tried to pretend it was nothing, but his fingertips still tingled from the texture of that ribbon. It hadn’t just felt soft. It had felt expensive and feminine .  It had felt like permission to unravel.

Chase threw open the frat house bathroom door and locked it behind him. The sound of the bolt sliding into place felt too loud. He yanked off his hoodie in one motion, meaning to throw it into the hamper, but it stuck halfway over his head. He struggled out of it like he was trapped inside a tangle of threads.

That was when he saw it. Wrapped neatly around his right wrist, tied in a bow so perfect it looked machine-made, was a silky pink ribbon. He froze.

Not just pink. It was  powder pink and often resembled a cupcake, and the satin nature of it made it so glossy that it gleamed. At the center of the bow dangled a tiny silver charm in the shape of a heart. Inside the charm, engraved in sparkling cursive, were two words: Good Girl.

His heart stuttered. He reached for the knot with shaking fingers and gave it a quick pull, but nothing happened. He tugged harder. The ribbon didn’t stretch or twist. It didn’t even strain. It simply hugged his wrist like it belonged there.

He looked up, meeting his own reflection in the bathroom mirror, and for a moment, everything looked normal. But that only lasted for a moment.

Then the image shimmered, just slightly. His reflection blinked back at him with longer lashes. His mouth looked... fuller. Glossy, like he’d kissed someone wearing something sweet. His cheeks carried a rosy hue they hadn’t had that morning. And there, nestled around his throat like a gift waiting to be unwrapped, was a delicate pink choker with a dangling silver tag. He read the tag’s engraving even though he didn’t want to. It said: Puddle Princess.

Chase blinked and looked down at himself. His bare chest. His flat, unshiny lips. No choker. No blush. No gloss. He looked back up.

The image had snapped back to normal, but only mostly. The ribbon still glowed faintly in the reflection, and now, he couldn’t be sure, his collarbone looked... slimmer. Sharper. He felt a strange tension in his belly, a sensation between a cramp and a flinch, something fluttery and unfamiliar. He clutched his stomach for a moment, alarmed as the ribbon pulsed.

It didn’t beat like a heart. It shivered against his skin, and as it did, something in his hips responded. His thighs twitched inward. He caught himself shifting his weight to one leg and tilting his posture slightly sideways, like he’d watched girls do in gym mirrors when they tried to make their hips look rounder.

“ What the fuck ,” he whispered. His voice cracked, just barely.

The scent hit him a second later. He smelled strawberries, lightly, sweetly inviting his senses, coated with something powdery and floral and uncomfortably familiar. It smelled like someone had walked through a candy store in heels and smiled directly at his childhood. He growled and grabbed the ribbon again, pulling it so hard his knuckles whitened. Still, it wouldn’t come off.

The knot remained centered. The charm swung gently, catching the light. The words Good Girl  winked at him like a dare. He spun around, grabbed his phone off the counter, and tried to open the front camera. He aimed it at his wrist, but the screen flickered. The moment the ribbon came into frame, the image lagged. His face stuttered like an old VHS tape, lips parting, head cocking, and then the app crashed.

When he opened it again, the ribbon on the screen had shifted. It now appeared around his neck, snug and glinting. He reached up, heart hammering, but found only skin. The screen went black with a soft buzz. Camera Error . Try Again Later .

Chase’s breath caught, and his chest felt tight. The cramp had spread low into his pelvis, soft and full. There was something  wrong in his belly. It was not pain but something curled . A phantom pressure in his lower body made his thighs clench involuntarily. He let out a quiet noise, barely a moan, more a confused, breathy whine, and instantly bit his lip in shame.

He dropped the phone. The mirror shimmered again. This time it didn’t wait. It shifted fast. The image of himself in the glass was kneeling. Glossed lips parted, blushing, bibbed, and ribbons in his hair, with soft lashes and flushed cheeks. A heart-shaped charm dangled from his collar, and the expression on his face was one he’d never made in public: dazed, needy, and waiting for praise. He read the name on the tag: Lil Pupple.

He stumbled back against the sink, mouth open, chest heaving. A pink flicker shimmered behind his eyes.

A voice whispered, soft as breath and sticky as lip gloss:  “ You’re going to be so  cute once we teach you how to curtsy ...”

There was a knock on the door. “ Yo, Chase? ” his frat bro called. “Y ou good? You’ve been in there forever, bro. ”

“ I’m fine! ” Chase snapped. His voice came out too high, too fast.

“ You sound... I dunno. Whatever. ”

He listened to the retreating footsteps and turned slowly back to the mirror. His reflection was back to normal, for the most part. The ribbon shimmered on his wrist. The scent of pink still clung to him. The ghost of that pose, hips bent, thighs close, remained in his stance. He pulled his hoodie on fast, yanking the sleeves over the ribbon, and stormed out.

He didn’t see the faint shimmer of glitter still trailing his footsteps. He didn’t hear the whisper in his head say “ wiggle, baby... ” And he didn’t feel the soft, rhythmic twitch behind him as his tail began to form.




Chapter Three  

Shake, Baby

Chase didn’t knock as he pushed through the pale pink front door of HEX House like he was storming a gym locker room. His sneakers squeaked against the polished tile. The hallway was too quiet. Everything smelled like soft candy and warm plastic, with an undertone of powder and lavender that clung to his skin like static.

He’d planned to come here swinging. Ready to yell and demand answers. Rip this stupid ribbon off and shove it down their smug throats. Instead, he found himself standing still, fingers curled, unsure why his eyes were suddenly wide and watery.

“ Alright, freaks, ” he called out, voice wobbling at the end. “ Y-you think this, this shit is funny? ”

No one responded right away. A soft giggle floated in from the hallway, light as perfume mist. It curled around him, tickling the insides of his ears. He followed it. The living room looked like a sorority girl’s Pinterest board had merged with a high-end nursery, complete with velvet pillows and faux-fur rugs, framed photos of pastel pets, and cartoonish collars. On the coffee table sat a single item, centered and deliberate: A rattle.

The rattle was pink and glittery, with a heart-shaped handle with a  satin bow tied at the neck of the toy, printed with the phrase “Who’s Mommy’s Good Girl?” in glinting cursive. Inside the rattle’s clear orb, tiny gold charms floated: mini keys, mini leashes, and mini lipstick kisses. Chase stared at it for one long breath, then he reached out and picked it up. The moment his fingers closed around the handle, the sound hit him,

Chika-chika-jingle…

It wasn’t loud, but it went deep. A kind of tremor fluttered through his hands and down his spine, like a shiver that didn’t ask for permission. His jaw began to loosen while his knees flexed. He tried to swallow, and the back of his throat tingled. Chase blinked, and the room blurred at the edges.

chika-chika-jingle…

Chase opened his mouth to speak, but his tongue felt too thick. His lips formed the start of a word, “ What the fuh,”  but it melted mid-sentence. What came out was: “ Wh-wha da fuhh... buhh... buh... ”

Chase winced as his head shook. drool sliding from the corner of his mouth. He reached to wipe it, only to realize he was still clutching the rattle. It was warm now, as it pulsed in his palm like it had a heartbeat of its own.

He heard footsteps before he saw Noelani strolling into the room, heels clicking against the tile, her skirt swirling around her thighs like a dance move. She looked at him like he was a dessert left on the counter too long, melting, sticky, still worth tasting. “ Oh, baby ,” she sighed. “ You’re already holding it? ”

She crossed the room and brushed her fingers under his chin. Her nails were glossy pink with tiny rhinestones on the tips. She tilted his face up toward hers. “ You didn’t even wait to ask permission. That’s so naughty .”

“ I,I didn’t,th-this isn’t ,”

His voice cracked. His tongue caught on itself. He felt the rattle twitch in his grip.

chika-chika-jingle…

Noelani leaned in and whispered, “ Say it for me. Say you’re Mommy’s good girl .”

“ I,I’m not a guh... guh... guh,guhhh ,” The syllable broke apart in his mouth like sugar glass.

Noelani reached behind her and pulled something from her purse, and dangled it in front of him. It was a pastel-colored leash with silver studs; the clip glimmered as she brought it to his throat and fastened it to the ribbon. The moment it clicked, his legs buckled, and Chase dropped to his knees. The diaper wasn’t there yet, but he still felt something plushy and padded between his thighs. His shorts rode up slightly as his body shifted into a kneeling pose, too easily, too naturally.

Noelani cooed, “ That’s my good girl .” And that praise hit him like a drug. Chase’s spine shivered as his cheeks flushed, and something low in his belly tightened and fluttered. His nipples also started to tingle, and when he tried to start slowly breathing, he ended up moaning.

“ Ah,uhnn ,” the sound escaped before he could bite it back. Noelani smiled like she’d won a bet. Behind him, he heard another set of heels click closer. Niran stood over him now, gaze flat and calm. She didn’t speak, but she didn’t have to. She held up a mirror for Chase, and he looked into it. His reflection stared back from the floor, kneeling, flushed, and panting slightly. His lips were glossed, and his cheeks glowed. His collar tag now read: Sissy Princess in Training

He shook his head; he knew for sure he wasn’t wearing that. He wasn’t wearing anything but his hoodie and gym shorts, but the mirror didn’t lie. It hadn’t lied about the leash, or the gloss, the subtle swell of his chest, the flushed thighs, and the fluttering lashes. He looked like he bit his lip as he thought to himself, like a girl who’d just been praised for the first time and didn’t want to stop.

Niran lowered the mirror. “ Still think this is funny? ” she asked.

“ I d-don’t,I d-didn’t .”

Noelani tugged the leash. “ Sit pretty .”

Chase sat, and his back arched involuntarily. His hands settled in his lap. His thighs pressed together, and the rattle jingled once more in his hand. The sound made his mouth water, and he hated that he loved it.

Chase hated that he wanted more, and he hated how easily he moaned again when Nimfa entered the room behind him and called out in a sing-song voice, “ There’s our sissy widdle Pupple. Ready for your first bib, princess ?”




Chapter Four

The Velvet Tail

They didn’t drag him. They didn’t even touch him after the leash was clipped; they simply turned and walked ahead slowly. Chase was still kneeling and trembling as he clutched the rattle like a life raft; he followed not because he was told to, but because  not  following felt worse to him for some reason he couldn’t explain. Standing also felt too tall to him for some reason, and his knees were already warm. He crawled as his thighs brushed with each movement, and the sound they made, soft and damp, sent a flicker of heat to his cheeks. Something inside him had started to like it, or maybe it was just easier than thinking too hard. The hallway seemed narrower now, or longer, or it was just both.

The wallpaper was pale gold, patterned with florals to him at first glance, but when he took a second look, it revealed something else. Not petals, but ribbons, dozens of them twisting, looping, criss-crossing over each other like soft snares. Every few feet, a frame hung unusually low on the wall, where only someone crawling might see. Inside each frame: a face. Boyish, girlish, and uncertain. They all wore a soft pink collar, and all had cheeks puffed from a pacifier or bowed with makeup; all of them smiled, and all of them had a swollen, obvious diaper. And everyone bore a nameplate:

“ Snugglebutt ” 
“ Binksy ” 
“ Princess Diddlewinks ” 
“ Baby Whimperkins ”

Chase looked away too fast and nearly ran into Noelani, who had stopped in front of a door carved with tiny stars. She tapped it twice, and it opened without her needing to turn the knob.

Inside, the scent hit him first. It was Vanilla, laced with powdered sugar, and something even sweeter, like perfume labeled   Infantilé . The room was painted in creamy peach, with every surface softly lit. A vanity shimmered under a halo of fairy lights, and there was a velvety chaise that was stacked with pastel bibs. The mirror above the sink was oval, framed with pearls, and slightly tilted, angled low, like it had been made for someone crawling. In the center of the vanity, half-drawn from its drawer, was a thickly bound, velvet pink book.

Chase whimpered as he set the rattle gently down on the plush rug as if putting a baby to sleep. Then reached for the book, somewhat instinctively, just one finger first. The cover purred, n ot like a cat, but like satin gliding over bare skin, like baby powder over a freshly shaved thigh. The script unfurled as if written just for him:

“ The Velvet Tail: For pets, pretties, and puddle princesses alike .”

The ribbon around his neck glowed faintly. The leash tugged, just once, not hard. Just enough to remind him he wasn’t alone. He opened the book and was greeted with warm pages. They smelled like cherry syrup, melted marshmallow, and clean cotton panties. The first image that shimmered into view made his stomach flip, a figure on all fours. Not just any figure, it was him or... something shaped like him, but softer with bows behind the ears and a pacifier hanging from a rhinestone strap and a thick diaper wrapped around thickened thighs and … a tail plug, his tail plug, wiggling above the padding. His chest was puffed as his lips sparkled while his hips rocked forward. Beneath the image, the words danced in a slow spiral:

“ When the ribbon is tied, the leash is already chosen. 
When the rattle is shaken, the mind begins to puddle. 
When the bib is fastened, the throne is traded for a high chair .”

He turned the page too fast, and it moaned as a living index flickered to life, the n ames pulsed like heartbeats:

“ Snugglebutt (retired) ”

“ Sir Soggypaws ”

“ Diapey Vee ”

“ Binksy Boo (on display) ”

“ Unclaimed Sissy No. 7 ”

Then it appeared: His.

“ Lil Pupple ”

He slapped the book shut, but it didn’t close. The name pulsed as his belly clenched. His thighs squeezed as a flutter stirred deep in his backside, and the ribbon lit up. And then, he felt it. Something... press. Something…wiggle, a s hift, inside him deep. Then he felt it again. He was able to place the sensation at that time. He wagged? Just once, but it rocked his hips forward an inch, so much so that he gasped. He didn’t want to look, b ut of course he did.

He lifted his gaze to the mirror and saw it. A chrome tail, laced all the way down with bows. It moved like an extension of his spine, responsive and eager. But it wasn’t just wagging, it was anchored. The base was silver, and the plug flared and locked into place with a subtle ripple of magic. Chase tried to clench, but it was useless.

The plug was hollow, a tunnel plug. His ass gaped gently around it, so there was no “holding it” when nature called, no privacy, as everything was on display, and no escape. The worst part? It moved on its own to e ve ry emotion. The more he panicked, the faster it swayed. The more he blushed, the higher it curled. It exposed him body and mood to every onlooker. His cheeks were grew hotter and glossed over as a new collar tag hung just under his chin: “ Sissy in Season ”

He whispered, barely—“ I’m... Lil Puh... P-Pwuddle Puh...”  and the mirror spoke first, not his voice, but his face.

“ I’m Lil Pupple, and I wag for praise .” The tail flicked hard, and the leash tugged as his mind snapped like a too-tight bow. Reality folded in on itself and he screamed.

“ No, no, no! This isn’t happening! I was just going to class! I should be in class right now! I’m a student! Not doing this !”

And suddenly, he was. He blinked as he found himself back in his lecture hall, third row, with a laptop’s hazy blue light beaming in his face, everything seemingly back to normal.

He whispered, “ Okay... it was just a dream. ”

That was until someone snorted, and he looked down. He was seated on a plush booster, bib tight at his neck, thick diaper printed with pastel hearts spread beneath his thighs. His bottle was empty, and his professor turned to him, eyes glowing pink.

“ Miss Pupple ,” she asked, “ Do you need to go potty again? ”

He turned to see that everyone else had bows, just like he did. Instead of mustering a reply, Chase’s mouth stood agape as slowly, a puddle of drool began to form.

Chase woke up face down on the carpet. The book still glowed open. The tail was still there, still wagging softly, still in  him. He tried to pull it, but the tail wouldn’t move other than back and forth. It just wasn’t coming out of him. His hole started to ache from being open , and he  could feel air, real air, tickling inside him.

His breath stuttered as the leash lay beside him like a question mark. Noelani, Nimfa, and Niran walked up to the leash, their heels barely whispering over the plush carpet. Their scents, vanilla, citrus, and night jasmine, bloomed ahead of them.

“ Well ,” came Nimfa’s voice from the powder room doorway, “ that was a precious little show. ”

Chase froze as Noelani leaned against the doorframe, a hand on her hip. “ Such enthusiasm. Were you performing for us, sweetheart ?”

Niran crossed her arms, smirking. “ Or just enjoying your new little tail all on your own? ”

Chase spun around, too fast, and the tail wiggled behind him with a traitorous ting-ting  of its bell. “ You were watching? ” he squeaked.

“ Of course, ” Nimfa said, stepping forward, her heels whispering over the velvet rug. She reached out, brushing her fingers under his chin like he was a startled kitten. “ We always watch the first wag. ” She tilted her head, her voice softening into mock concern. “ But you’re shivering. Are you cold, puddler? ”

Chase didn’t answer. He just pulled his legs close and hugged them, cheeks flushed, unable to meet their eyes. The air against his thighs felt too sharp, too real.

“ Don’t worry ,” Nimfa said, already unrolling something soft and thick beside him. “ We’ll warm you up. It’s time to get you properly dressed. ”

Chase’s eyes widened. His whole body locked up when he saw what she held: a lavender diaper, thick and crinkly, adorned with paw prints, pastel bows, and a glossy cartoon heart right in the center. The back was open, slit slightly to allow for the chrome plug already nestled in his ass, now swishing softly behind him. Ribbons along the tail shimmered as it moved. The slit was lined in pink elastic, designed to frame the plug and still seal the rest around his bottom.

“ No, ” he said quickly, his voice cracking. “ No, please don’t… I don’t want… I don’t need that .”

But his tail betrayed him. It gave a perky little wiggle, a soft ting-a-ling  from the charm Niran had clipped on earlier.

The witches cooed in unison. “ Oh, honey ,” Noelani said, stroking his hair. “ That’s not what your little wag says. ”

“ I d-don’t care what it says ,” Chase stammered, but even as he tried to scoot away, his legs trembled, and his knees knocked together. “I’m not… I’ve never… I’m not a baby. ”

“ You’re not, ” Niran agreed calmly. “ Babies don’t blush this hard when you lift their legs. ”

And then they did as six  hands moved in perfect coordination. Chase let out a gasp as they laid him back gently onto a frilly changing mat. The plastic rustled beneath him. The air smelled like berry lotion, talcum powder, and warm milk. He wriggled, but their touch was firm, reverent. They held him like something precious and very much their own. Noelani bent his knees, lifting his legs with practiced ease.

He shivered. “ I’ve never… never worn… ”

“ We know ,” Nimfa purred, uncapping the bottle of baby oil and warming it in her palms. “ Firsts are so special. ”

The oil slid across his inner thighs, slick and slow. Chase let out a sharp inhale as their hands moved lower, spreading the warmth with long, smooth strokes. The tail swayed faster now, twitching with every soft hum of praise.

“ You’re so soft, ” Niran whispered. “ So clean. So pretty. ”

The powder followed, cool, sweet-smelling, and gentle. The scent alone made Chase’s head swim. His legs went limp in their hands. Then the diaper. It cradled under his hips like a pillow, plush and overwhelming. Chase whimpered as they positioned the tail through the elastic-lined slit. It framed the chrome plug like it was a jeweled centerpiece. His body trembled.

“ I c-can’t walk in this, ” he whispered.

“ Of course not, ” Noelani said as she taped one side snug. “ That’s why you’ll crawl. ”

Chase’s lip trembled as the second tape was snugly sealed in place with a soft click and then a squish . Noelani pressed down gently between his legs, checking the seal. “ There, ” she said, delighted. “Now you're ready for any accidents, right, baby?”

He shook his head, tears threatening, but still he didn’t speak. Instead, the tail wagged. The padding crinkled. The witches cooed louder.

“ You’re diapered now, princess ,” Nimfa whispered into his ear. “ And we’re so proud of you. ”

As Chase was trying to blink back tears, he found himself smelling the familiar scents of  whiteboard marker and stale espresso as the same familiar fluorescent lights once again buzzed softly above. The soft click-click of keyboards filled the silence between the professor’s measured voice. He was back in class again, sitting in the third row, during the mid-lecture.

“ Okay ”, Chase told himself, gripping the sides of the desk like it might anchor him. “ Okay. That whole nursery thing, the leash, the book, the bib, it was just a dream. Just another stupid humiliation dream. ”

His heartbeat slowed a little as the classroom hummed around him with the white noise of boredom: rustling paper, squeaky chairs, the low drone of a professor’s voice he couldn’t quite focus on as the rows of students faced forward, typing away. Everything looked normal, with no more nursery and no witches in sight. That was until he shifted.

Squish.

The sound was too loud, too close, and made his stomach drop. He looked down, and the booster seat beneath him wasn’t just padded. It was plush and pink, shaped like a flower petal, with subtle ruffles at the edges. His thighs were bare, hugged by thigh-high white socks with little satin hearts at the cuffs. Between them, bulging and heavy and unmistakably real, was a diaper.

Not just any diaper. It was printed with pastel ponies, tiny rattles, and bows. A cartoonish cloud said " Princess-Grade! "  and a ribbon of sparkles glimmered faintly across the tape line. It was puffed out, soggy, sagging slightly between his legs with a slow, syrupy heat and still strapped tightly around his hips. Chase blinked hard.

“ No. No, no, no. ” He screamed in his head as his fingers moved to his collarbone. The bib was still there, sparkling, white, and embroidered in delicate pink cursive: “ Princess Pupple – Pet in Training ”

The pacifier was there too, dangling from its rhinestone strap, resting lightly against his chest. Still bobbing slightly with his breath and still real. He felt dizzy. “ This can’t be real. It’s just the tail-end of the dream. ” He brain labored on, A sick, twisted after-image cooked up by my unconscious brain….”

“ So why not test it ?” The thought run aloud in his mind, in a velvet tone.

Chase sat back at the velvet-laced thought that entered his mind. “ That’s right, i f this is   a dream, if this was just some subconscious drama playing out ”, he began to along his ever so unending ego to gain traction, “ I can do whatever I want. Nothing matters. No one else can see me .”

Just his inflated ego took charge; he felt the pressure in his belly, his bladder full, embarrassingly full, as his tail wagged once, a tiny flicker of anticipation. He still looked, as if by habit, and no one was looking, and he let it go.

The diaper filled instantly with heat, bloating against him as a wet hiss and faint bubbly squelch echoed beneath his desk. The padding swelled, pressing outward, clinging to him.

Pfffft. Hhhisssshhhh .

A soft moan escaped his throat before he could stop it. His eyes fluttered, and then,

“ Is he wearing a bib? ” someone whispered behind him.

Chase froze as another voice, closer this time: “Is this… like, some frat hazing thing? ”

He turned his head just slightly and made eye contact with a guy two rows back, openly staring, and the boy tilted his head.

“ Dude, his tail  just moved, ” another from the crowd murmured.

Swish. Swish.

The chrome and pastel-pink plug tail twitched once, twice, then gave a full, happy wag. The bells tied near the base jingled softly as Chase’s blood ran cold.

The professor stopped mid-sentence, turning slowly to face the whiteboard. She frowned, eyes flicking to Chase’s desk.

“ Miss Pupple? ” she said softly, marker still poised. “ Would you like to step outside if you… need help? ”

The classroom went dead silent as Chase opened his mouth, but no sound came out. He looked down, as if his body might offer an escape. The only thing there was a diaper, soaked, and it squished visibly. His tail wagged again, louder this time. The bib caught the classroom light and sparkled, and the pacifier bounced as his lip trembled.

And then, when a light snickering began, in the absence of a response, the professor replied, “ Time to go home, Miss Pupple. ” He didn’t even scream. He just whimpered, curled slightly forward in the booster seat, and reached out with one trembling hand as the pink light filled his vision and the classroom  peeled away .

Chase collapsed with a soft " fwump "  onto the velvety carpet. His soaked diaper squished under him as he landed. The booster seat was gone, and so too were the desks and the students sitting and snickering at him in them.

Instead, the book sat open beside him, the nursery glowed soft peach, and standing in the doorway were Noelani, Nimfa, and Niran, still in heels and still smiling.

Noelani let out a long, amused breath and crouched.“ Well, ” she said, tilting her head, “ someone had a very eventful class. ”

Chase’s lip trembled. “ You… you sent me there like that?! ”

“ We didn’t send you, ” Nimfa purred, stepping closer with a powder puff. “ You wanted to believe it wasn’t real. ”

“ You needed proof, ” Niran added. “ Now you’ve puddled in public, tail wagging, and still in denial? ”

Chase whimpered. “ I-I didn’t mean to—It just—happened. I didn’t know I had to go— ”

Noelani crouched beside him, her long painted nails resting delicately on his trembling belly. The warmth of her palm met the clammy flush of his skin. His stomach gurgled again, loudly and pitifully. She clicked her tongue, then gave his diaper a soft pat. “ We can’t have accidents on our pretty rug, can we? ” she said, voice syrupy but firm. “ But let’s be honest, princess... you don’t get to decide where and when anymore. ” She leaned in, her eyes glittering. The room felt too quiet. “ See, housebreaking isn’t just about making sure you go in the right place, it’s about making sure you know  your place. A proper pup doesn’t whimper for privacy or wait for permission. She goes when we say, where we say. In front of everyone, if we want. Especially then. ”

Chase’s breath hitched as Noelani smiled a deadly sweet way towards him as she continued, “ And there’s nothing worse than a puppy that refuses to be house-trained. If you hold it, you’re lying. If you leak, you’re messy. But if you do it on command? ” She stroked the bib at his throat. “ Then you’re our good girl, and that’s all that matters now. ” She stood and clapped once, brisk.“ Praise makes the obedience stick. Humiliation makes it permanent .”

His tail wagged as Nimfa already had a fresh diaper. Niran unrolled a quilted puppy pad and slid it under his hips with one tug of magic.

“ And that tail of yours… ” Niran’s eyes darkened slightly. “ It’s not just for show. ”

Chase shivered.“ It’s… not real? ”

“ Oh, it’s real. ” Noelani tapped it gently, it wagged. “ It’s a tunnel plug.  Magical. Padded on the inside. Keeps you open. Vulnerable. Receptive.”

“ You can’t clench around it ,” Nimfa whispered. “ Your body is ours now. ”

Niran finished buckling the collar again.“ Let’s prevent the next mess. ”

Chase didn’t fight when they lifted his legs.




Chapter Five

Bibbed and Bottled

He couldn’t remember how the witches got him back from the classroom. One blink, he was sitting in third-period sociology with a tail awkwardly twitching beneath his seat. Next, his knees hit the carpet, and the walls smelled like shimmer spray and powdered sugar again.

The three witches worked in unison. Niran snipped off the soggy pull-up—“ Lil Miss Soggybottom, ” the back of it read—and dropped it into a glittery diaper genie that burped with a puff of rose smoke.

Noelani stroked his thighs. “ Smooth enough for garters. ”

Nimfa wiped his front gently with berry-scented cloths, humming a lullaby that made his brain feel like melting sugar.

“ I-I can do it myself, ” he tried weakly.

“ Oh, honey, ” Nimfa cooed, slipping a pacifier between his lips, “ we know. ”

The thick new diaper slid beneath him. Lavender, glimmering, printed with cartoon bows and tiny phrases like “ Property of HEX House, ” “ Beta Princess ,” and “ Diapey First Class. ” The center panel was padded so thickly it pushed his legs apart before they’d even taped it up.

They cooed the whole time. “ Such pretty little hips. ” “ These thighs were made for miniskirts .” “ No wonder your tail’s so waggy .”

The cooing praise left his tail twitching, hitting the mat with a ting-ting-ting .

“ Good girl, ” Niran said absently, patting his belly. “ Now hold still while we make you pretty. ”

They powdered his thighs. Dusted shimmer over his chest. Smoothed lotion into his cheeks until they glowed.

He didn’t speak again, not once, because what was there to say when your name was already written in the Velvet Index? When your tail wagged without asking? He was lifted again and dressed. A tutu—layered tulle, sheer, sparkling, riding high on his hips. A cropped hoodie with puffy princess sleeves. Tiny kitten ears on the hood. The words “ Bimbo in Bloom ”  are stitched in metallic thread on the back.

Then the bib, colored milky white, trimmed with lace. Tiny rhinestones glittered in the candlelight. The embroidered script read: “ Pretty Princess Pupple’s First Dribbles .”

Noelani fastened it gently. “ Say thank you, baby. ”

He opened his mouth, closed it, then softly, “ Th-thank you... Mommies... ”

The ribbon pulsed, as his diaper felt warmed, and his tail wagged. They brushed his hair and applied glitter gloss and fanned out his lashes with a baby-pink wand. By the time they were done, he looked like someone who should never be left unattended, as the leash clicked back into place.

The leash tugged, gently but with purpose, and Chase looked up. Noelani was already by the door, one heel tilted as she smirked over her shoulder. The leash hung from her fingers like a ribbon-wrapped handle.

Niran hummed from the vanity, spritzing a bottle labeled “ Hypnotic: Intoxicating Scents, ”   as   Nimfa crouched beside him again, brushing a few stray sparkles from his tutu. “ Let’s fix your face, sweetie. You look like you think you still have rights. ”

He blinked, lips parted behind the pacifier still bobbing in his mouth. “ M-mmmuh? ”

Noelani giggled, stepping closer and crouching to his level. “ You didn’t think we did all this just to keep you cooped up in here, did you? ”

Chase froze as Niran finished spritzing and tucked the bottle into a powder-pink diaper bag covered in bows. “ Puppies need fresh air. Exercise. Socialization. ”

“ Exposure, ” Nimfa added. “ Like a nice leash walk through campus, tail up, paci in. ”

He shook his head. “ Nuh—nuh-no, I can’t—I c-can’t go out l-like—like this. ”

“ Aww, ” Noelani cooed, stroking his cheek. “ That’s what all the littles say before their first walkies .” At the same time, Nimfa was already unfolding a frilly pink parasol.

“ Besides, ” Niran said calmly, tapping her clipboard. “ Sunlight’s important for diaper princesses. We’d be negligent mommies if we didn’t give our little puddler a chance to show off his new training.”

Chase’s tail gave a traitorous wag. Ting-ting-ting. They all looked down. “ Oh? Is baby wagging already? ” Nimfa teased. “ You do want to go, huh? ”

“ No!”  he cried, but it came out more like “ Nooo~uhh, ” the pacifier dragging the syllable into something soft and pitiful.

“ That settles it, ” Noelani said, standing tall and pulling the leash forward. “Outside time, babydoll .”

“ Bwat I’m— ” Chase tried, scrambling up and stumbling on the carpet. “ People will—see me! ”

“ They’ll love you ,” Nimfa said sweetly, already pushing the nursery door open.

“ And if you get overwhelmed, ” Niran added, slipping mittens over his hands, “ just sit, shake, or soak. You remember your commands, right? ”

His tail twitched, while the ribbon glowed as the door swung wider. Fresh air drifted in, tainted with sunshine, laughter, and distant voices. Chase whimpered as the witches cooed in unison: “ Good girl. ”




Chapter Six

Crib in the Quad

When the front door of HEX House opened, the world didn’t feel real anymore.

Sunlight hit Chase’s cheeks like a spotlight, too warm, too bright. The familiar quad stretched ahead, students hurrying to class, scooters zipping past, iced coffees clutched like lifelines. It should’ve been normal and safe.

But nothing felt safe when you were wearing a tutu over a diaper, with a jingle-belled tail plug snugly wagging between your cheeks.

Noelani stepped ahead, leash in hand. Niran followed, clipboard in her arm and parasol tilted elegantly over one shoulder. Nimfa bounced beside them like a bratty flower girl, already shaking the glitter rattle with a sweet, rhythmic chika-chika-jingle.

Chase hovered in the doorway. He clutched the hem of his pink hoodie, bib fluttering just below his collarbone. The satin read “ Pretty Princess Pupple’s First Dribbles ” in a glittery cursive that caught every beam of sun like a mirror.

The leash tugged once, soft and firm. He took a step forward as the padding between his thighs forced his gait wide. The bells on his tail jingled with every motion. His hips swayed in time with the crinkle of his diaper. He didn’t walk  so much as waddle with shame. He tried to keep his head down but it didn’t help.

They saw him instantly. Someone by the library steps let out a low whistle, and laughter crackled near the bike rack as phones were already being raised.

“ Is that,oh my god, is that Carter? ”

“ No way,dude, look at his ass. It’s actually wagging. ”

“ He’s wearing  a fucking bib. ”

The sound of their voices hit like little slaps across his body. Each word stuck. Each giggle dug in. But worse than the laughter were the gasps. The silence. The way p eople looked at him  made it seem like he was funny.

Like a doll brought out to be displayed. He felt his heart pounding in his throat. His breath caught in his chest. He wanted to run, but the leash was tight. His tail tugged back. His diaper puffed against his thighs with each hesitant step.

Noelani led him through the quad. Niran held her phone and scrolled. Nimfa skipped slightly as she walked and Chase followed like a good girl until he saw someone. Jamie, his lab partner. She was standing by the café, scrolling on her tablet, earbuds in.

He froze, and he turned to the witches, panic rising, but they didn’t stop him, they just smiled.

“ If you’re really still a big boy, ” Nimfa said, “ go ahead, ask for help. ”

He stepped forward, waddled, really. “ J,Jamie, ” he called, voice catching. “ J-Jamie, I,I need, ”

She looked up, her brows furrowed, then she saw the tail, then the bib, and the leash. Her mouth opened as he tried to speak, but his tongue slipped. “ Puh, I’m n-not, I don’t wanna, uh, I jus’, c-could you, ”

She blinked and took one step back, and then she laughed while covering her mouth. She was trying to will herself to stop but failing miserably.

His attempt collapsed in his face as she spoke, “ Oh my god, ” she wheezed. “ Carter? What the fuck? Are you… are you pledging something? Is this a hazing prank? ”

The ribbon at his neck pulsed hot while the bib glimmered, as his tail twitched. Behind him, the air shimmered, the scent of sugar and satin laced the breeze. Nimfa’s heels clicked against the bricks. Noelani and Niran followed behind, smiling like patient predators.

“ Poor princess, ” Noelani cooed. “ Tried so hard to be saved.”

“ No— ” Chase whimpered, looking back. “ Please, don’t—I didn’t—Jamie—help— ”

Nimfa said nothing as she pulled up behind him, standing in front of Jamie. She just simply reached down, and took hold of the chrome plug and pressed.

Click . Thhkk—POP .

It slid in deeper without a slick resistance, the motion gentle but final. The bells at the base jingled, crystalline and cruel.

Chase gasped, and his knees buckled, “ Wait—wait—no—! ” but his body betrayed him as the first soft hiss began.

Pffrrrbbt  

He farted with a warm rush, before flooding the padding with wet heat that spread fast. It made a squelch so loud Jamie flinched.

Glurp-ptch

The diaper swelled visibly after he’d been trying so hard to hold it back all day, anxiously. Glitter shifted inside it, glitter, of all things, caught the sunlight with every involuntary twitch as he made his final bowel movements.

Squelch-plorp

The bib chimed and pulsed pink, someone nearby screamed with laughter. “ Oh my god, he’s shitting himself! ”


“ Right in the middle of campus, holy shit! ”

“ That tail just wagged, did you see it? It wagged! ” 


“ Bro, is that a bow on the plug? ”

Phones were out now, Cameras snapping and recording.  Jamie just stared, her face caught between horror and fascination, as the tail behind him gave a soft, involuntary wag.

“ No, ” Chase whispered, voice glassy. “ No-no-no, please… ”

Noelani cupped his cheek with gentle fingers and turned his face to hers. She smiled like a mother about to serve birthday cake. “ Say your name, baby. ” He didn’t want to, He didn’t mean to, but it spilled out of him like everything else.

“ Puh... P-Pwuh... ”

“ You can do it, ” Nimfa said gently, stroking his hair. “ Our little princess knows who she is now. ”

“ Say it, ” Niran said. “ Show them. ”

He couldn’t stop it, it bubbled up from deep inside his chest, high-pitched and trembling. “ I,I’m... L-Lil P-Pwuddle Puppy... a-and I’m... Mommy’s... p-pwetty... girl... ”

The crowd erupted. Laughter. Gasps. Someone clapped, someone else choked on their boba.

Another muttered, “ What the fuck. ”

But, Chase, no, Pupple, just knelt.

His knees hit the pavement. His soaked diaper squelched beneath him. His leash slackened. The tail swished softly behind him, no longer ashamed. Just... responding.

Noelani crouched to meet his gaze, syrup in her voice, “ There’s my good girl, ” she whispered.

The tail twitched. Pupple moaned, breath stuttering. Nimfa twirled close, smoothing the front of his tutu. “ Such a good girl, ” she purred. “ So wiggly. So wet. So ready. ”

The ribbon at his neck pulsed warmly. His spine arched despite himself. Then Niran stepped forward, clipboard forgotten, gaze direct. “ Who’s Mommy’s softest little sissy? ”

“ I—I am,”  he mumbled.

“ Say it right. ” Nimfa joined her, giggling as she smoothed out the front of his tutu. “ Such a good girl, ” she cooed. “ So wet, so wiggly, so ready. ”

The ribbon pulsed against his neck as his spine arched involuntarily. He took a shaky breath. “ I—I’m Mommy’s softest... pwettiest... puddle puppy sissy girl... ” The bib lit up and sparkled. His collar tag jangled as he pacifier gag, oversized and glossy, shaped like swollen cartoon lips, was produced like a gift box’s final bow. Noelani clipped it in place without hesitation. It filled his mouth like obedience itself.

The leash wrapped once around her wrist like a charm bracelet, and in that moment, the crowd vanished, or maybe he did, because Lil Pupple was already gone.

No boy left to defend, no shame strong enough to anchor him.  Just a sissy pup kneeling, diaper swollen, tail wagging softly behind her. Just a good girl glowing in the warmth of three witches’ praise.

Author’s Note:

Writing Chasing His Tale  was a chaotic little challenge, one leash tug away from madness. I tried to fit in a whole kink buffet: pet play, public humiliation, feminization, plug training, regression, obedience games… you name it. Honestly? It was a lot of fun and if you’ve made it to the end, I hope it hit all the right spots. My partner had some… questions… about the tail plug (specifically: “Wait, that thing comes out?”). If you’re curious too, yes, removable tail plugs do exist. You can find the one that inspired the story at the Oxballs its called “Tail Fuck,” but there is similar ones on the market as well, if you dare browse. I’d love to return to this universe, maybe a sequel in the kennel?

Tell me what you think, which kinks you loved (or want to see next), and check out more of my work at: https://bio.site/AlexandriaJackson

Xoxo,

Alexandria Jackson
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