
        
            
                
            
        

    
Diaper Dare Humiliation

The Freshman Pegged and Owned


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

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

The common room thrummed with late-night energy, empty pizza boxes scattered across the coffee tables and the sharp scent of cheap beer hanging in the air. I leaned back on the worn couch, legs spread wide, my muscular frame still buzzing from three straight dare wins. At twenty-six I was the oldest freshman on the floor but I felt untouchable tonight, flashing that boyish grin at the circle of senior sorority girls who’d challenged me.

Sierra Lang sat directly across from me, legs crossed in tight black jeans and a cropped white tank that showed the toned lines of her stomach. Her piercing green eyes locked on mine, sharp cheekbones catching the lamplight as she smirked. “One more round, Brody. Big stakes.”

I laughed, cracking my knuckles. “Bring it. I’m feeling lucky.”

The game escalated fast. Truths turned filthy, dares grew bolder. By the final hand I was confident, cocky even, until the cards flipped and the room went dead silent. I’d lost. Spectacularly.

Sierra’s smile widened, slow and cruel. “Strip. Everything off. Now.”

My stomach dropped. “Wait, hold on. That wasn’t - ”

“Rules are rules, freshman.” She snapped her fingers. Two of her sisters, blonde Riley and brunette Tara, stood up, blocking the door. Phones already in their hands.

I hesitated, jaw tight, a flare of real anger rising. Part of me wanted to walk out. The bigger part felt a traitorous heat pooling low in my gut. I stood, heart hammering, and peeled off my shirt first. Cool air hit my chest. Then my jeans. My boxers last.

Naked. In front of six senior girls. My cock hung heavy, already thickening under their stares.

Sierra rose gracefully. “On your knees, baby boy.”

I didn’t move at first. My fists clenched at my sides. “This is fucking ridiculous. I’m not - ”

Riley stepped closer, phone recording. “He’s getting hard already. Look at that.”

Shame hit like a slap, but my cock twitched higher. I sank to my knees on the thin carpet, cheeks burning in stages.

Sierra disappeared into the hallway closet and returned carrying a large pink package. Adult diapers. Thick, crinkly, printed with faint cartoon patterns. She tore one open with deliberate slowness, the plastic rustle loud in the quiet room.

“Lift your ass.”

I protested again, voice low. “Sierra, come on. Not this. Not in front of everyone.”

She tilted her head, green eyes amused. “Ask permission to speak next time. Now lift.”

I obeyed after a beat, hips rising. The thick padding slid under me, cool against my skin. Sierra powdered me generously, the sweet talc cloud rising, then taped the diaper snug. It hugged my waist, forced my legs apart, the plastic crinkling with every small shift.

My cock strained hard against the front, tenting the padding obscenely.

“Pathetic,” Sierra murmured, pressing her palm over the bulge and squeezing. “Already leaking for your new underwear.”

Riley and Tara laughed. Phones clicked, flashes popping.

Sierra stood, unbuttoning her jeans. She stepped out of them, revealing a black strap-on already harnessed beneath, thick and veined. No panties. Her toned thighs flexed as she stroked lube along the shaft.

“Open.”

I stared up at her, resistance flickering one last time. “I’m not sucking - ”

She grabbed my messy brown hair and pushed the tip past my lips. The silicone stretched my mouth, salty lube coating my tongue. She thrust shallow at first, then deeper, fucking my face while the others watched.

“Good boy. Take it like the diapered slut you are.”

Drool spilled down my chin. My own cock throbbed painfully inside the crinkling prison. Sierra’s hips rolled, the harness leather creaking. She pulled out suddenly, strings of spit connecting us.

“On all fours. Ass up.”

I moved, knees sinking into carpet, diaper crinkling loud. Sierra knelt behind me, yanked the back of the diaper down just enough. Cold lube dripped onto my hole. One finger, then two, scissoring roughly.

I gasped. “Fuck - Sierra - ”

She replaced her fingers with the thick strap-on. The head pressed, stretched, then slid in inch by burning inch. Fullness exploded through me. She gripped my hips and drove forward until her pelvis slapped the diaper padding.

“Take every inch, Brody. This is what losers get.”

She fucked me hard. Deep, punishing thrusts that made the diaper rustle in rhythm. My prostate throbbed with each stroke. Pleasure mixed with raw humiliation as the girls circled closer, commenting.

“Look how his balls swing in that thing.”

“Bet he’s never been this hard.”

Sierra reached around, squeezing my caged-in cock through the padding. “You don’t come until I say. Understand?”

I groaned around the sensation, nodding frantically. She pounded faster, the strap-on sliding in and out, stretching me open. Wet sounds filled the room. My arms trembled.

She pulled out, flipped me onto my back, and straddled my face. Her wet pussy ground down on my mouth. “Lick.”

I obeyed, tongue sliding through her slick folds, tasting her arousal. She rode my face while stroking her strap-on above me. The diaper crinkled beneath my ass with every desperate buck of my hips.

Riley stepped in next, smaller strap-on in hand. She pulled my diaper aside again and mounted me from behind while Sierra stayed on my face. Double filled. Riley’s thrusts were quicker, shallower, slapping against my cheeks.

I moaned into Sierra’s pussy, the vibrations making her clench. My cock leaked steadily into the diaper, a warm wet spot spreading.

Sierra came first, thighs locking around my head, flooding my mouth with her juices. I swallowed what I could, gasping. Riley followed, grinding deep before pulling out.

They left me there, diaper readjusted, soaked with precum and lube. Sierra crouched, stroking my hair almost tenderly.

“You’re ours now, diaper boy. This was just the start.”

I lay there panting, resistance cracking even as fresh shame washed over me. My body betrayed every protest in my head. The thick padding between my legs felt permanent already. Crinkling. Humiliating. And I was harder than I’d ever been.

Sierra took one final photo of me sprawled in nothing but the diaper, pacifier already clipped to the front for later. “Smile for the group chat, Brody. Everyone on the floor is going to love this.”

My throat tightened. I wanted to argue. To stand up and leave.

Instead I stayed on my back, cock throbbing against the soaked padding, already dreading - and craving - what came next.


Chapter 2: The First Crawl

I lay there panting on my back in the common room, thick diaper soaked with my precum and lube, the plastic warm and heavy against my skin. Sierra crouched above me in her tight black jeans and cropped white tank, green eyes gleaming as she unclipped the pacifier from the front of my diaper. Late-night silence pressed in around us, the other girls still watching with phones ready.

“Open wide, diaper boy.”

I turned my head, jaw clenched. “Sierra, this is too far. I’m not crawling out there like some fucking baby.”

Her fingers gripped my chin, forcing my mouth open. The thick silicone pacifier pushed past my lips, the shield pressing tight against my face. She buckled the strap behind my head with a soft click. Muffled. Helpless.

The taste of rubber filled my mouth. I sucked instinctively, cheeks hollowing, and hated how my cock twitched harder inside the crinkling padding.

“On your belly. Hands and knees. Now.”

I hesitated, muscles tight, ego screaming to stand up and walk out. One heartbeat. Two. Then I rolled over, knees sinking into the thin carpet. The diaper forced my thighs apart, every shift loud with plastic rustle. Sierra attached a short leash to the pacifier strap, giving it a testing tug.

“Follow.”

The hallway stretched ahead, dim lights buzzing overhead. Empty for now, but anyone could appear. I crawled forward, ass high, diaper sagging slightly between my legs. Each knee dragged on the rough carpet. The pacifier bobbed, forcing drool to drip down my chin onto the floor.

Sierra walked beside me, jeans whispering with each step. “Look at you. Big strong freshman reduced to this. Crinkling down the hall like a toddler who pissed himself.”

Riley and Tara followed behind, phones recording. Their soft laughter echoed off the walls. My face heated in waves, ears ringing. But my cock stayed rock hard, trapped and leaking more into the already damp padding.

We reached the first turn. Sierra stopped me with the leash. “Ass up higher. Show the cameras what a loser looks like.”

I arched my back, diaper crinkling loud. Riley knelt and yanked the back panel down, exposing my hole still slick from earlier. Cold air kissed my skin. Then warmth - Sierra’s fingers circling my rim before two slid deep inside.

I groaned around the pacifier, the sound muffled and pathetic. Her fingers curled, pressing my prostate. Pleasure spiked sharp through the shame.

“Beg for it with your eyes, baby.”

I looked up at her, resistance flickering. This isn’t me. I don’t do this. But my hips pushed back anyway. She added a third finger, stretching me open while Tara filmed close-up.

Sierra pulled her fingers free and stood. She unzipped her jeans again, stepping out of one leg, the strap-on from earlier still harnessed and glistening. She dropped to her knees behind me right there in the open hallway.

The thick head pressed against my hole. One push and it sank in, stretching me wide. I bit down on the pacifier as fullness burned through my gut. Sierra gripped the leash and thrust forward, burying every inch until her hips met the crinkling diaper.

“Fuck - tight little diaper slut,” she growled, voice low but carrying.

She fucked me in steady, deep strokes. The strap-on slid in and out, dragging over my prostate with every thrust. My cock rubbed against the wet padding, desperate friction that wasn’t enough. Drool poured from around the gag. My knees burned on the carpet.

Tara moved in front, pulling the pacifier out just long enough to shove her smaller strap-on past my lips. Double penetration. I rocked between them, muffled moans vibrating around Tara’s cock while Sierra pounded my ass harder.

Sierra reached under me, squeezing my diapered bulge. “Leaking like a faucet. Pathetic.”

Riley took a turn next, switching with Tara. She face-fucked me roughly while Sierra kept railing my hole. Their rhythm synced, filling me completely. Pleasure built dangerously close to the edge, but Sierra squeezed the base through the padding every time I got near.

“Not yet. You don’t come until you’ve earned it.”

They used me for long minutes in the hallway. Thrust after thrust. Wet sounds of silicone sliding into my mouth and ass. My arms shook. Drool and precum pooled beneath me. The pacifier went back in when they finally pulled out, leaving me gaping and empty.

Sierra yanked the diaper back up, taping it snug over my aching cock. “Crawl. Next stretch. Faster this time.”

I moved forward again, legs trembling, the fresh lube squelching inside the padding with every motion. The hallway felt longer now. A door opened ahead - someone stepping out late. Marcus, one of the other floor guys, froze at the sight.

Sierra smiled calmly. “Keep crawling, Brody. Say hello with your eyes.”

Marcus stared, mouth open. I crawled past him, diaper crinkling loudly, face on fire. New shame layered on top of the old. He’s seeing this. Everyone will know.

Sierra stopped me again near the stairwell landing. “Time for round two.”

She pulled my diaper aside once more. This time she lay on her back on the floor, legs spread, and pulled me on top in a straddle. The strap-on slid up into me as I lowered, gravity driving it deep. I rode her, hips rolling, pacifier bobbing, while Riley and Tara watched and filmed.

“Ride it like you mean it, diaper boy. Grind that pathetic cock against your padding.”

I obeyed, bouncing, the fullness stretching me with every drop. My own dick strained, dripping steadily. Sierra’s hands gripped my hips, guiding me faster. She thrust up to meet me, the leather harness slapping wetly.

Tara straddled Sierra’s face while I rode, the girls kissing above me. Their moans mixed with my muffled grunts. The new layer hit hard - not just exposure, but being used as their moving fucktoy in a public corridor where anyone could walk by.

I felt the orgasm building again, prostate hammered relentlessly. Sierra sensed it and stopped me mid-thrust, holding me still with the strap-on buried to the hilt.

“Ask permission. With the gag in.”

I tried, the words garbled and humiliating. She laughed softly and denied me again, pushing me off. They made me crawl another full length of hallway, ass swaying, before the final stop outside the lounge door.

There, Sierra took me one last time against the wall. Diaper pulled down just enough. Hard, fast thrusts that slammed my cheek against the cool paint. Her hand wrapped around my leaking cock through the front of the padding, stroking roughly.

“Come in your diaper while I fuck you, baby. Show Marcus and the cameras what you are.”

The command broke me. Pleasure crashed through the resistance. I spurted hard into the thick padding, hot cum flooding the front in pulse after pulse while Sierra kept pounding my ass. My muffled cry echoed down the hall.

She pulled out slowly, leaving me ruined and spent. The pacifier stayed in. The diaper stayed on, now heavy with my own load.

Sierra patted the soggy front. “Good boy. That’s just the first crawl. Tomorrow we go further.”

I stayed on all fours, chest heaving, the taste of rubber and shame thick on my tongue. Part of me still wanted to fight. The rest already craved the next hallway. The next set of eyes. The next time she would break me deeper.


Chapter 3: Lounge Submission

I stayed on all fours right outside the lounge door, chest heaving, thick diaper heavy and warm with my own cum load squelching against my spent cock. The pacifier gag kept my mouth stretched, drool still dripping onto the hallway floor. Sierra’s leash tugged gently, her black jeans brushing my shoulder as she pushed the lounge door open with her foot.

“Inside, diaper boy. Time to really use that hole.”

I crawled forward without thinking, knees burning on the thin industrial carpet. The lounge was dim, only a couple of side lamps on. Riley and Tara had followed us in, along with Marcus who now leaned against the far wall, eyes wide but not leaving. New eyes. New witnesses. My stomach twisted even as my cock tried to harden again inside the soggy padding.

Sierra stopped me in the center of the room. “Ass up. Face down.”

I hesitated, muscles locking. Not here. Not with Marcus watching like that. The protest burned behind my eyes but my body obeyed anyway, forehead pressing to the carpet, ass presented high. The diaper crinkled loudly as Sierra yanked the back panel open again, cool air hitting my slick, used hole.

She knelt behind me in her cropped white tank, jeans still on but unzipped. The thick strap-on pressed against my rim and sank in with one long, deliberate thrust. Fullness stretched me open immediately. I groaned around the pacifier, the sound wet and broken.

Sierra gripped the leash like reins and started fucking me deep. Slow at first. Each thrust dragged the silicone head across my prostate, sending sparks up my spine. The diaper sagged between my spread thighs, cum and lube mixing into a sticky mess that squelched with every impact.

“Feel that? This is your new normal,” she said calmly, hips rolling steady. “Crawling in, getting railed in front of whoever’s around.”

Riley stepped closer, phone recording vertically. She pulled the pacifier out and replaced it with her own smaller strap-on, sliding it straight down my throat until I gagged. Double stuffed again. My eyes watered as they used both ends in perfect rhythm.

Marcus shifted, clearing his throat. “Jesus, Sierra… he’s actually into this?”

Sierra laughed softly without breaking stride. “Tell him, Brody. Nod if you love being our hallway fucktoy.”

I nodded desperately, cheeks hollow around Riley’s cock. Shame flooded my chest in a new way - not just exposure, but having another guy see me like this, broken and leaking. It made everything sharper. Hotter. Worse.

They switched positions after long minutes of thrusting. Tara took Sierra’s place behind me, her strap-on slightly thinner but she fucked faster, slapping against my ass cheeks. Sierra moved to the couch, spreading her legs and pulling my face into her bare pussy while Riley held the leash.

“Lick. Make me come while Tara rearranges your guts.”

My tongue dove into her wet folds, tasting her arousal mixed with the faint leather of the harness. She was soaked. I lapped and sucked, nose buried against her clit as Tara pounded me from behind. The new psychological layer settled deep: being watched by Marcus made me feel smaller, more exposed, more owned.

Sierra ground against my face, thighs tightening. “Deeper. Show Marcus how grateful you are for the audience.”

I pushed my tongue inside her, fucking her with it while my own cock throbbed painfully in the cum-soaked diaper. Tara reached under and squeezed the front, milking more dribbles out of me. Wet, sticky sounds filled the lounge.

Riley took her turn on my ass next. She made me crawl in a slow circle around the coffee table while she fucked me doggy-style, the leash pulling my head up so everyone could see my tear-streaked face and pacifier.

Marcus stayed the whole time, arms crossed, occasionally shaking his head but clearly hard in his sweats. Sierra noticed and smiled.

“Want a closer look? Come sit on the couch. Watch how a real man gets broken.”

Marcus hesitated then sat. Sierra pulled my head onto his lap, face pressed against the bulge in his pants while Riley kept railing me. Not touching him, but close enough to smell his arousal through the fabric. The humiliation layered thicker than before.

“Beg Riley to fuck you harder,” Sierra ordered, pulling the pacifier out again.

I gasped, voice hoarse. “Please… Riley… fuck me harder.”

Riley obliged, slamming into me with sharp, brutal thrusts. The strap-on stretched and filled me over and over, prostate hammered until my vision blurred. My cock spurted weakly into the already ruined diaper, a ruined orgasm that left me shaking but still aching.

Sierra took the final turn. She lay on the couch and pulled me on top, impaling me on her strap-on in a deep straddle. I rode her, diaper crinkling loudly, heavy and sagging between us. She thrust up hard, hands on my hips, forcing me to take every inch while the others watched.

“Ride it, baby. Grind that pathetic cummy diaper against me.”

I rolled my hips, the fullness overwhelming. Pleasure and shame twisted together until I couldn’t tell them apart. Sierra reached up and pinched my nipples, then slapped my face lightly when my rhythm faltered.

Marcus’s phone flashed. Another video for the collection.

Sierra came with a low moan, thighs clenching, strap-on buried to the hilt inside me. She held me there, grinding deep while I trembled on the edge again. Denied.

They finally let me collapse onto the lounge carpet, diaper re-taped snug over my mess, pacifier back in place. The lounge smelled of sex, talc, and my own shame.

Sierra stroked my hair almost gently. “This is only the beginning of your nights, diaper boy. Tomorrow we take the main hallways during peak hours.”

I lay there spent, resistance still flickering in my chest even as my body craved more. The new eyes, the public lounge, the videos - everything was sinking deeper into me. And the worst part was how badly I already needed the next rung.


Chapter 4: Hallway Parade

I lay on the lounge carpet, chest still heaving, the thick diaper taped snug and heavy with layers of cum, lube, and piss that had leaked during the long session. The pacifier gag stretched my jaw, rubber taste thick on my tongue. Sierra’s fingers stroked through my messy brown hair one last time before she stood, black jeans still unzipped from earlier.

“Sleep in the diaper tonight, baby. Tomorrow we parade you properly.”

Morning light filtered through the dorm windows when Sierra yanked the leash attached to my pacifier strap. I woke on all fours in the lounge where they’d left me, the padding now cold and clammy against my skin. Peak morning rush hour. Voices already echoed in the main hallways outside.

I shook my head hard, trying to pull back. “No. Not during the day. People are everywhere, Sierra. I can’t - ”

She tightened the leash, green eyes calm and merciless. “You can and you will. Crawl.”

The lounge door opened. I hesitated, muscles locked, ego screaming one final protest. Then the tug came and I moved, knees dragging forward into the bright, busy hallway. Students passed in both directions. Heads turned. Gasps and whispers rippled like electricity.

My diaper crinkled loudly with every crawl, the sagging bulk swinging between my spread thighs. Drool already slipped from around the pacifier, dripping onto the floor tiles. Sierra walked beside me in her cropped white tank and tight black jeans, heels clicking confidently.

“Look at our freshman mascot,” she announced loudly to anyone listening. “Lost a bet. Now he crawls for us.”

Two girls I didn’t know stopped and stared. Phones came out. A guy named Jamal from the second floor nearly dropped his coffee. The new psychological layer hit like ice water: daytime exposure. Real daylight. People going to class, not just late-night partiers. This shame felt permanent.

Sierra stopped me in the middle of the widest section. “Ass higher. Show them the mess.”

I arched, face burning. She yanked the back of the diaper down right there, exposing my hole to the hallway traffic. Cool air hit wet skin. Fingers probed me roughly, spreading me open for the growing crowd.

“Still loose from last night,” she said conversationally to Riley and Tara, who flanked us. “But ready for more.”

She didn’t wait. Dropping to one knee, Sierra freed the thick strap-on from her jeans and drove it into me in one brutal thrust. I cried out around the pacifier as fullness split me open again. Students slowed, some laughing, some filming.

She fucked me hard and steady in the open hallway. Each thrust shoved me forward on my hands, knees scraping tile. The diaper hung around my thighs, crinkling with every impact. My cock hardened instantly inside the front panel, trapped and rubbing against the sticky mess.

“Take it, diaper boy. Let them see how you clench.”

Her hips slapped against my ass. The strap-on slid deep, dragging over my prostate with filthy wet sounds. Pleasure spiked through the crushing humiliation. I tried to crawl away but the leash held me in place for every deep stroke.

Jamal stepped closer, eyes locked on my face. “Holy shit, Tate. That you?”

Sierra laughed. “Answer him.”

I could only moan around the gag as she railed me faster. Drool poured. My arms trembled. She reached under and squeezed my diapered cock, stroking roughly through the padding until I leaked fresh spurts into the already ruined mess.

Riley took over next. She made me crawl ten feet while her smaller strap-on stayed buried in my ass, fucking me with short, vicious thrusts that kept me moving like a broken toy. Every knee forward drove her deeper. Students parted around us like a sick parade.

“Keep crawling,” Riley ordered. “Don’t you dare stop riding it.”

I obeyed, hips rocking back onto her with each pathetic shuffle. The psychological weight crushed deeper - being paraded live, in daylight, while people whispered my name. My resistance cracked further. Everyone will remember this. I’ll never live it down. Yet my body pushed back greedily onto the silicone.

Tara pulled me into an alcove near the stairwell but kept it visible. She sat on the steps, legs spread, and yanked me face-first into her pussy while Sierra took my ass again. I licked desperately, tongue sliding through her wet folds as Sierra pounded me from behind in long, punishing strokes.

Tara ground against my pacifier-stretched mouth. “Suck my clit, loser. Earn your keep.”

I sucked and licked, nose buried in her scent while Sierra’s strap-on stretched me wide. The double use made my head spin. My own cock throbbed painfully, denied, dripping constantly into the heavy diaper that now dragged on the floor.

Sierra pulled out and flipped me onto my back right in the alcove. She straddled me, sinking the strap-on back into my ass in one smooth motion. I stared up at her as she rode me hard, hips slamming down, the harness leather creaking. Students walked past the opening, some stopping to watch openly.

“Tell them what you are,” Sierra demanded, pulling the pacifier free for a moment.

My voice cracked. “I’m… the dorm’s diaper boy. I lost the bet.”

Laughter erupted from the small crowd. Sierra slammed down harder, grinding deep, her green eyes locked on mine. She reached back and stroked my leaking cock through the soaked padding until I was right on the edge.

“Come in your diaper while they watch, Brody. Now.”

The orgasm ripped through me. Hot cum flooded the front of the diaper in thick ropes as Sierra kept fucking me through it. My back arched. A broken moan tore from my throat. She didn’t stop until I was shaking and oversensitive.

They re-taped the diaper snug over the fresh load, pacifier strapped back in. Sierra tugged the leash and I crawled onward down the long main hallway toward the kitchen wing. More eyes. More phones. More whispers of my name.

The parade continued for nearly an hour. Stop after stop. Quick, filthy uses in semi-visible spots. One more turn with Riley face-fucking me while Sierra pegged me against the wall. Another where Tara made me lick her boots clean before mounting my face.

By the time we reached the far end, my knees were raw, my diaper was a complete disaster, and my mind spun with the new reality of daytime ownership.

Sierra crouched, patting the bulging, squelching front of my diaper. “Good parade, baby. But we’re not done. The kitchen is next.”

I stayed on all fours, drooling around the gag, resistance flickering weakly in my chest. The eyes, the laughter, the videos - they were carving something permanent into me. And the terrifying part was how my body already ached for whatever came in the kitchen.


Chapter 5: Kitchen Pegging

I stayed on all fours near the kitchen entrance, drooling around the pacifier gag, the heavy diaper squelching loudly between my spread thighs with every tiny shift. Sierra’s hand rested on the bulging, cum-soaked front, patting it possessively while her black jeans brushed my shoulder. Students still moved through the hallway behind us, voices rising as lunchtime approached.

“Crawl into the kitchen, diaper boy. We’re making lunch and you’re the entertainment.”

I froze, muscles locking tight. Not the kitchen. Not where everyone cooks and eats. The protest burned in my throat but the leash tugged and I moved forward, knees sliding on the tiled floor. The kitchen smelled of coffee, toast, and frying bacon. Several people already gathered at the counters - Riley, Tara, Marcus, Jamal, and two girls I recognized from the third floor, Lena and Priya.

Heads turned immediately. Someone dropped a spoon. The crinkle of my soaked diaper echoed off the stainless steel surfaces as I crawled to the center island.

Sierra yanked the back of the diaper down without warning, exposing my hole. “Bend over the counter. Ass out.”

I hesitated again, forehead pressed to the cool tile, ego screaming to stand up and run. One breath. Two. Then I rose and draped myself over the island edge, chest against the cold surface, ass presented high. Sierra stepped behind me, unzipped, and drove her thick strap-on straight into my ass in one long thrust.

Fullness exploded through me. I groaned loud around the pacifier as she buried every inch. The counter edge dug into my hips while she started fucking me with slow, powerful strokes. Each thrust made the heavy diaper swing and slap against my thighs.

“Feel that stretch, baby? This is what kitchen duty looks like for you now.”

Bacon sizzled nearby. The smell of food mixed with the sharp scent of sex and my own messy diaper. New layer - every breath filled with normal college life while I got railed like a toy. It made the humiliation sink deeper into my bones.

Riley moved in front, pulling the pacifier free and feeding me her strap-on instead. I sucked it desperately while Sierra pounded my ass harder. Wet sounds of silicone sliding in and out mixed with the clatter of pans and quiet laughter from the watchers.

Marcus stirred eggs at the stove but kept glancing over. “He’s really just… letting you do this?”

Sierra laughed, hips snapping forward. “He’s not letting anything. He’s earning his keep.” She reached under and squeezed my trapped cock through the soaked padding, stroking roughly. Fresh leaks spurted into the mess.

They rotated after long minutes. Tara took Sierra’s place, fucking me faster, shallower, her thrusts making my prostate throb constantly. Sierra sat on the counter in front of me, legs spread, and pulled my face into her pussy while Riley held the leash tight.

“Lick while Tara uses you. Don’t stop until I come.”

My tongue dove deep, sliding through her wet folds, tasting her while bacon grease popped nearby. Tara slammed into me, the strap-on stretching my hole wide with every push. Pleasure and shame twisted tighter. My own cock ached, denied, rubbing uselessly against the cum-crusted diaper.

Lena and Priya stepped closer, phones recording. “Can we touch?” Lena asked.

Sierra nodded. “Squeeze his diaper. Feel how full it is.”

Hands pressed the soggy padding, squishing my cum and piss against my skin. I moaned into Sierra’s pussy as fresh humiliation burned through me. The food smells - coffee, toast, eggs - made everything filthier, more real.

Tara pulled out and they flipped me onto my back on the large prep table, legs spread wide. Sierra mounted me again, sinking the strap-on deep into my ass while I stared up at the ceiling lights. She rode me hard, hips slamming down, the harness creaking. My diaper hung open, heavy and ruined between us.

“Ride it back, diaper boy. Show the kitchen how much you need this.”

I bucked up to meet her thrusts, the table creaking under me. She ground deep, circling her hips so the thick head pressed my prostate relentlessly. Riley climbed onto the table and sat on my face, grinding her wet pussy against my mouth while Sierra kept fucking my ass.

Double used on the kitchen table. I licked and sucked Riley’s clit, tongue sliding deep as she flooded my face. Sierra’s thrusts grew faster, more brutal. The smells of lunch cooking surrounded us - someone even flipped pancakes nearby while I got railed.

Priya leaned in and stroked my leaking cock through the diaper front. “He’s so hard. Pathetic.”

The betrayal of my body hit harder here. Normal kitchen sounds. People making food. Me displayed and used like furniture. I felt smaller than ever.

Sierra came first, grinding down hard, thighs clenching around my hips as she moaned low. Riley followed, flooding my mouth with her juices. I swallowed frantically, gasping for air.

They didn’t let me rest. Jamal was encouraged closer. Not touching me, but Sierra made me turn my head and watch him stroke himself through his pants while Tara took another turn pegging me on the table.

“Eyes on him, baby. See what a real cock looks like while you get fucked like a girl.”

Tara pounded me mercilessly. The strap-on slid in and out with filthy wet noises. My prostate screamed with overstimulation. Another ruined orgasm ripped through me, cum spurting weakly into the already destroyed diaper as I shook on the table.

Finally they let me slide off onto the floor. Sierra re-taped the disgusting diaper snug over my mess, the plastic now cold and sticky. The pacifier went back in.

She patted my cheek. “Clean the floor with your tongue where you dripped. Then we’ll feed you lunch from a bowl.”

I hesitated, resistance flaring one last time, but the leash tugged and I lowered my face to the tile. Licking my own leaks while the kitchen continued around me. The new sensory overload - taste of tile, food smells, diaper stench, sex - seared into my brain.

Sierra crouched beside me, voice calm. “This is your life now, Brody. Used in every room. Watched by everyone. And you’re going to thank us for it.”

I kept licking, broken moans muffled by the pacifier, my mind reeling with how deep this had already gone. The kitchen wasn’t just another stop. It was proof that nowhere on the floor was safe anymore. And the worst part was the dark craving growing stronger with every public thrust.


Chapter 6: Public Changing

I stayed on my knees in the middle of the kitchen floor, tongue dragging across the cool tile, licking up the sticky drops of my own cum and piss that had leaked from the ruined diaper. The pacifier gag stretched my jaw again after they’d shoved it back in. Sierra stood over me in her cropped white tank and tight black jeans, leash in hand, while the lunchtime crowd pretended to cook around us.

“Enough cleaning. Time for a change, diaper boy. In the hallway where everyone can watch.”

My stomach dropped. I shook my head hard, trying to pull away from the leash. “Not out there, Sierra. Please. It’s fucking disgusting. I can’t - ”

She yanked the leash sharply. “You can and you will. Crawl.”

I hesitated, muscles rigid, the last shreds of my old self screaming to stop this. Then my body betrayed me again and I crawled forward, the heavy, cold, squelching diaper dragging between my thighs. Every movement made the mess shift and smear against my skin and cock. The plastic crinkled loudly as we exited the kitchen into the busy main hallway.

Students filled the corridor. Phones came out instantly. Sierra stopped me right in the widest section near the bulletin boards.

“On your back. Legs up. Like a real baby.”

I lay down on the hard floor, cheeks hot, resistance flaring bright. Not like this. Not in front of the entire floor. Sierra knelt between my spread legs and ripped the tapes open with sharp sounds. The front of the diaper folded down, releasing a wave of warm, pungent stench into the air. My cock lay soft and messy, coated in old cum and piss.

“Disgusting,” Sierra said calmly, loud enough for everyone nearby. “Look at this pathetic little thing.”

Riley handed her a pack of wipes and baby powder. The public change began. Cold wet wipes dragged across my balls and cock, cleaning every inch while strangers watched and whispered. Sierra took her time, lifting my legs high to wipe my ass crack thoroughly. The cool air and exposure made my cock twitch and start to harden despite everything.

Marcus and Jamal stopped to watch. Lena and Priya joined them, filming openly.

Sierra powdered me generously, the sweet talc cloud rising and sticking to my damp skin. Then she reached into her back pocket and pulled out something new - a small, pink metal chastity cage with a tiny padlock.

“Time to lock this useless cock away. No more erections without permission.”

I bucked, panic rising. “No cage. Sierra, fuck no. I’ll behave without - ”

Her hand gripped my balls firmly, squeezing until I stilled. She slid the cold ring behind my sack, then forced my half-hard cock into the tight tube. The metal clicked shut. The padlock snapped. My cock strained immediately against the unyielding cage, trapped and throbbing.

The psychological layer hit harder than anything before: permanent denial. Locked. Owned. Visible to everyone.

Sierra smiled and re-taped a fresh, thick diaper around me, snug and crinkling. But she wasn’t done. She pulled the back open again right there on the hallway floor.

“Need to test the new cage.”

She freed her thick strap-on, lubed it quickly, and pushed my legs back toward my chest. The head pressed against my hole and sank in deep in one smooth thrust. I groaned loud around the pacifier as she folded me in half and started fucking me on the public floor.

The cage bit into my flesh with every thrust. My cock tried desperately to harden but couldn’t, creating a sharp, aching pressure that mixed with the deep fullness in my ass. Sierra fucked me slowly, deliberately, letting everyone see the locked pink cage pressed against the fresh diaper.

“Feel how tight that cage is? That’s your new reality, baby.”

Riley straddled my face, pulling the pacifier aside and grinding her wet pussy against my mouth while Sierra continued pegging my ass. I licked frantically, tongue sliding through her slick folds, tasting her while my caged cock leaked uselessly into the new diaper.

Students walked past. Some laughed. Some cheered. The exposure felt endless.

Sierra pulled out and Tara took her place, driving her strap-on into me with quick, brutal strokes. The cage rattled with every impact. Pleasure built in my prostate but had nowhere to go, turning into a deep, frustrating ache.

Lena stepped forward and sat on my chest, facing Sierra, and started grinding her bare pussy against the front of my fresh diaper while Tara fucked me. The friction on the cage was maddening. I moaned into Riley’s cunt, the vibrations making her come hard, flooding my mouth.

They rotated again. Sierra took my ass once more, folding me tighter, pounding deep while Priya filmed my caged cock up close.

“Come on, show them how you leak in the cage.”

My trapped cock dribbled constantly, a steady stream of precum soaking the front of the diaper. Sierra reached down and rubbed the cage roughly, teasing the denied head through the bars. The mix of pleasure and pain made my eyes water.

Jamal watched silently, clearly hard. Sierra noticed.

“Tell Jamal how it feels to be locked while I fuck you.”

I gasped when Riley pulled off my face. “It… it aches. I can’t get hard. Please, Sierra…”

She laughed and slammed deeper, the strap-on stretching me wide. Another ruined orgasm tore through me - no real release, just weak spurts trapped inside the cage, dripping out in humiliating strings.

They finally finished the change by taping the diaper extra tight over my locked, leaking cock. The pacifier went back in. Sierra attached a small bell to the front of the diaper so it jingled with every movement.

“Stand up for a second. Show everyone your new accessory.”

I rose on shaky legs, diaper crinkling, bell tinkling. The cage created a visible, shameful bulge under the padding. Phones flashed.

Sierra tugged the leash. “Back on all fours. We’re going to your first class like this.”

I dropped down, the fresh diaper already growing warm again from my leaks. The metal cage pressed constantly, a cold, unyielding reminder with every crawl. The public changing had stripped away another layer of me. No privacy. No control. Just constant, locked denial in front of the entire dorm.

And as I crawled behind Sierra down the hallway, the bell jingling softly, I felt the dark pull growing stronger despite the screaming voice in my head that still wanted to fight.


Chapter 7: Nightly Routine Begins

I crawled behind Sierra down the hallway, the small bell on my fresh diaper tinkling softly with every movement, the thick padding crinkling loudly around my locked cock. The pink chastity cage pressed constantly against the front, a cold unyielding reminder. Students still passed us, staring at the jingling, diapered freshman on all fours with a pacifier gag strapped in place.

Evening had settled over the dorm by the time Sierra led me through my own room door. The hallway lights dimmed behind us. She closed the door but left it unlocked, the message clear. This was no longer private.

“On your knees in the center. Time for your new nightly routine, diaper boy.”

I stayed on all fours a moment longer, resistance flaring hot in my chest. Not every night. I can’t live like this. My jaw worked around the pacifier, but the leash tugged and I rose to my knees, hands on my thighs, the heavy diaper sagging slightly between my spread legs.

Sierra stood over me in her cropped white tank and tight black jeans, green eyes calm. She unbuckled the pacifier and set it aside. “Mouth open. You’re going to worship first.”

I hesitated, lips pressed tight. She slapped my cheek lightly. I opened. Her fingers guided my head forward as she pushed her jeans down just enough to expose her bare pussy. She was already wet.

I licked slowly at first, tongue sliding along her folds, tasting her arousal. Sierra gripped my messy brown hair and pulled me deeper, grinding against my face. The cage bit harder as my cock tried to swell.

“Good boy. Get me nice and soaked before I fuck you.”

I lapped deeper, tongue pushing inside her, sucking her clit with wet, obscene sounds. Her juices coated my chin. The bell on my diaper jingled faintly as my hips rocked involuntarily. New layer tonight: ritual. This wasn’t a random dare anymore. This was bedtime. Every night from now on.

Riley and Tara slipped into the room quietly, closing the door behind them. Witnesses for the routine. They sat on my bed, watching.

Sierra came first, thighs clamping around my head, flooding my mouth with a sharp, musky rush. I swallowed everything, gasping when she finally pulled back.

She stepped out of one leg of her jeans, the thick strap-on already harnessed beneath. “On the bed. On your back. Legs up.”

I climbed onto my own mattress, resistance flickering again. “Sierra… every night? I have classes. I can’t - ”

“Legs up. Now.”

I obeyed, pulling my knees toward my chest. The diaper crinkled loudly. Sierra ripped the tapes open, folding the front down to expose my caged cock and hole. She lubed the strap-on generously and pressed the thick head against me.

One long push and she sank deep. The fullness stretched my ass in one smooth glide. I groaned, the sound raw. Sierra started fucking me with slow, deliberate strokes, each one dragging over my prostate.

“Every night ends like this,” she said calmly, hips rolling. “Oral, then pegged until you leak in your cage. Then diapered and tucked in.”

The cage rattled with every thrust. My trapped cock dribbled constantly, precum soaking the inside of the open diaper. Pleasure built but stayed locked, turning into deep, aching frustration.

Riley moved between my legs beside Sierra. She took over, her smaller strap-on sliding into me next while Sierra straddled my face again. I licked her clean while Riley fucked me harder, faster, the new rhythm making my prostate throb mercilessly.

Tara joined, kneeling beside me. She pushed two fingers into my mouth alongside my tongue work on Sierra, then reached down to flick the bars of my cage. “Look at this sad little thing. Leaking like a faucet but never coming properly again.”

The psychological weight settled heavier. Nightly. Routine. No escape. My old life of freedom fading with every thrust.

They rotated for long, filthy minutes. Sierra back in my ass, pounding deep while Tara sat on my face. Riley stroking and flicking my caged cock, milking more useless dribbles. The room filled with wet slapping sounds, crinkling plastic, and my muffled moans.

Sierra pulled out and flipped me onto all fours. She mounted me from behind, driving in hard. The bell jingled wildly with each slam. Riley lay under me, guiding my face back to her pussy. I licked desperately while Sierra railed my hole, the strap-on stretching me wide over and over.

“Come on, leak for us again,” Sierra ordered, reaching around to squeeze the cage.

Another ruined orgasm hit. Weak spurts pushed through the bars, dripping onto the bed while my ass clenched hard around the silicone. No real relief. Just more ache. More humiliation.

Tara took the final turn, fucking me slow and deep while Sierra and Riley sat on either side, making me suck their fingers and thank them between thrusts.

“Thank you… for using me,” I gasped when allowed to speak.

They finally stopped. My hole gaped, slick and twitching. Sierra taped a fresh diaper snug over the cage and my dripping mess, powdering me generously first. The sweet talc scent filled the room.

She buckled the pacifier back in, clipped the leash to the headboard, and tucked the blanket around me.

“Sleep well, diaper boy. Same time tomorrow. And every night after.”

The girls left, door left slightly ajar. I lay there in the dark, thick diaper warm and heavy, cage pressing constantly, ass still throbbing from the long use. Resistance still burned inside me, but it grew quieter each time.

The nightly routine had begun. And part of me already dreaded - and craved - the next sunset.


Chapter 8: Secret Under Clothes

I lay in my own bed, thick fresh diaper taped snug over my caged cock, the pink metal prison pressing constantly against the padding. The pacifier gag stretched my jaw, rubber taste heavy on my tongue. The short leash clipped to the headboard kept me in place under the blanket. Early morning light crept through the window as the door opened.

Sierra stepped in wearing the same cropped white tank and tight black jeans from the night before. She unclipped the leash and pulled the blanket back with a calm smile.

“Time to get dressed for class, diaper boy. Nothing comes off underneath.”

I sat up slowly, resistance flaring as the heavy diaper crinkled loudly between my thighs. “Sierra, I have lectures. People will hear. This is insane - ”

She gripped my chin. “You’ll wear it. And you’ll sit through every class leaking into it like the secret slut you are.”

She chose my clothes herself - loose hoodie and baggy jeans that barely hid the bulk. The diaper swelled noticeably under the denim, the cage creating a constant, shameful pressure. Every movement made the plastic rustle. The bell had been removed, but the crinkle remained loud in my own ears.

We stepped into the hallway. I walked stiff-legged beside her toward the main academic building, paranoia already crawling up my spine. The new layer settled deep: stealth in daylight. Normal college life on the surface while my secret screamed underneath.

In the first lecture hall, I lowered myself into a seat near the back. The diaper compressed with a loud crinkle that made me freeze. Sierra sat beside me, hand resting on my thigh under the desk. Two rows ahead, Marcus glanced back and smirked.

The professor started talking. Sierra’s fingers traced the outline of the diaper through my jeans, pressing the cage. My cock strained uselessly, leaking steadily into the padding. Warm wetness spread slowly. Every shift in my seat produced soft plastic sounds I was sure the entire room could hear.

Halfway through the lecture, Sierra leaned close. “Bathroom. Now. Crawl if you have to.”

I followed her out, cheeks burning. The empty accessible stall in the hallway bathroom became our spot. She locked the door, pushed me against the wall, and yanked my jeans down just enough to expose the diaper front.

“Legs apart.”

She ripped the tapes open, folded the diaper down, and freed the strap-on from her jeans. Lubing it quickly, she spun me around, bent me over the toilet, and drove the thick silicone deep into my ass in one thrust.

I bit my arm to stay quiet as fullness stretched me. Sierra fucked me hard and fast, hips slapping against my bare ass while my jeans and open diaper hung around my ankles. The cage swung, leaking onto the floor.

“Clench around it, baby. Milk my cock while your classmates sit twenty feet away.”

Each thrust slammed my prostate. Wet sounds echoed in the small stall. I pushed back desperately, shame and need twisting together. Sierra reached around and flicked the bars of the cage, milking more precum that dripped in long strings.

She pulled out, spun me, and sat on the toilet. Pulling me down onto her lap, the strap-on speared back into me. I rode her in the stall, diaper crinkling, trying to stay silent as voices passed outside the door. Her hands gripped my hips, forcing me to take every inch in deep, grinding circles.

Riley slipped into the stall somehow, crowding the space. She pushed my face into her chest while Sierra kept fucking me from below. The risk of discovery made everything sharper. My hole clenched hard around the silicone as another ruined orgasm leaked uselessly from the cage.

They switched. Riley took my ass while Sierra made me lick her pussy, standing over the toilet. I lapped desperately, tongue sliding deep as Riley pounded me with short, vicious thrusts. The diaper rustled constantly. My jeans restricted my legs, adding to the trapped feeling.

Sierra came on my tongue, thighs trembling. Riley followed, grinding deep before pulling out and taping the soaked diaper back on tightly.

“Back to class. And don’t you dare leak too obviously.”

The rest of the morning lectures were torture. Sitting in the wet, warm mess. Crinkling with every breath. Sierra’s hand constantly teasing the bulge under my desk. By lunch I was desperate, cock aching in its prison.

We skipped the cafeteria. Sierra led me to an empty study room on the third floor. Tara and Lena waited inside.

“Strip the outer clothes. Keep the diaper.”

I hesitated, hands shaking on my hoodie. Someone could walk in any second. But I obeyed. Standing in just the thick, sagging diaper, cage visible through the wet padding.

They bent me over the study table. Sierra took me first, strap-on sliding back into my well-used hole while Tara sat on the table in front of me, feeding me her pussy. Lena filmed quietly from the corner.

The thrusts were slower this time, filthier. Deep, rolling strokes that made my prostate throb endlessly. Sierra fucked me like she had all day, grinding hard on every inward push. My tongue worked Tara’s clit in rhythm, tasting her while the diaper crinkled between my spread legs.

“Tell us how it feels wearing your secret in class,” Sierra ordered.

“It’s humiliating… everyone might hear… I’m leaking constantly,” I gasped between licks.

Lena stepped in, sliding beneath me to suck on the exposed bars of my cage while Sierra kept pegging. The dual sensation - mouth on my trapped cock, thick strap-on destroying my ass - pushed me over. Another weak, ruined orgasm dripped into Lena’s mouth and the diaper.

They rotated positions for nearly an hour. Every combination. Sierra riding my face while Tara pegged me. Lena grinding her pussy on my caged bulge while Sierra fucked me from behind. Constant wet sounds, crinkling plastic, and muffled moans in the quiet study room.

By the time they finished, the diaper was destroyed again. They changed me right there on the study table, wiping me down with paper towels, powdering generously, and taping a new one snug over the aching cage.

Sierra pulled my jeans and hoodie back on. “Two more classes this afternoon. Try not to flood it before dinner.”

I walked out of the study room on shaky legs, the fresh diaper already growing warm from fresh leaks. The secret underneath my normal clothes felt heavier than ever. Every step reminded me. Every lecture seat became a new trial of willpower and shame.

By the end of the day, as we headed back toward the dorm, the psychological weight had carved deeper. I was living two lives - college student on the outside, locked diaper boy on the inside. And the terrifying truth was how addicted I was becoming to the constant risk.

Sierra patted the crinkling bulge through my jeans in the elevator. “Good boy. Tonight’s routine will feel even better after holding it all day.”

I swallowed hard, resistance flickering but growing quieter, already dreading and craving the next secret-filled day.


Chapter 9: Sorority Gang Use

I stood in the dorm elevator, Sierra’s hand still pressing firmly against the thick, warm bulge of my diaper through my jeans. The fresh padding already squelched softly with every small shift from the leaks I couldn’t control. Her cropped white tank and tight black jeans looked unchanged from the long day, green eyes calm as the doors opened on our floor.

“Main common room. Now. The sisters are waiting.”

My stomach twisted hard. “Sierra, not all of them. Not at once. I can’t handle - ”

She simply took my arm and led me down the hall. Resistance flared bright in my chest, but my feet moved anyway. The common room door opened to reveal nearly the entire senior sorority - eight girls total, including Riley, Tara, Lena, and Priya. They lounged on couches and chairs, drinks in hand, eyes lighting up when they saw me.

“Strip the outer clothes. Keep the diaper and cage.”

I hesitated in the doorway, hands frozen on my hoodie. Not a gang. Not like this in front of everyone. The new psychological layer sank in deep: being shared. Not just Sierra’s toy anymore, but the floor’s collective property. My fingers still obeyed, peeling off the hoodie and jeans until I stood in nothing but the heavy, sagging diaper, the pink cage clearly outlined beneath the wet padding.

They circled me. Sierra pushed me down onto the large central rug on all fours. The crinkle echoed loud in the quiet room.

“Tonight we break him together,” Sierra announced. “No limits. Use every hole until he forgets his own name.”

Riley moved first. She yanked the back of my diaper open and drove her strap-on straight into my ass without warning. The thick silicone stretched me wide in one brutal thrust. I gasped as she started pounding hard, hips slapping against my cheeks while the others watched and commented.

“God, look at that locked little clit leaking already.”

Tara straddled my face, pulling the diaper front down just enough to expose the cage before sitting on my mouth. Her wet pussy ground against my tongue. I licked desperately, sucking her clit while Riley railed my hole from behind. The dual sensations overwhelmed me instantly.

More hands joined. Lena and Priya knelt beside me, pinching my nipples and flicking the cage bars. My trapped cock dribbled constantly, the metal biting harder with every thrust.

They rotated fast and merciless. Tara took my ass next, her strap-on thinner but her pace punishing. Sierra sat on my face, flooding my mouth as she rode my tongue. Two other girls - Kayla and Brooke - took turns feeding me their pussies while the others stroked and teased the cage.

The room filled with wet sounds, laughter, and the constant loud crinkle of my diaper. I lost track of who was inside me. Strap-on after strap-on stretched my hole, pounding my prostate raw. My tongue grew sore from constant licking and sucking as they used my mouth in rotation.

“On your back,” Sierra ordered after the first round.

They flipped me. Sierra mounted my face again, grinding hard. Riley climbed on top and sank her strap-on back into my ass in a deep straddle position. The weight of both women pinned me completely. Another girl - I think Priya - straddled one of my thighs, rubbing her wet pussy against the front of my diaper and the cage inside.

I licked Sierra frantically while Riley rode me, the strap-on slamming deep with every bounce. Pleasure and pain blurred. The cage felt like it was crushing my cock. Precum leaked in a steady stream, soaking the padding further.

They kept switching. Three girls at once. One in my ass, one on my face, one grinding on the diaper. Then four - adding fingers in my mouth and hands slapping my thighs. The sensory overload was total: the smell of multiple aroused pussies, the taste coating my tongue, the relentless stretch in my ass, the aching denial in the cage.

Lena made me beg between turns. “Tell us you’re the sorority’s shared diaper whore.”

“I’m… the sorority’s shared diaper whore,” I gasped, voice hoarse. “Use me.”

The words burned, but saying them out loud only made my cage leak more.

Sierra took my ass again while three girls sat around my face in rotation, each using my tongue until they came. I swallowed load after load of their juices. My own ruined orgasms hit twice - weak, painful spurts trapped in the cage that only added to the mess inside the diaper without any real relief.

Hours passed in a filthy blur. They fucked me in every position. Doggy while I ate pussy. Missionary with legs pinned back. On my side while two girls took turns in my ass. The crinkle of the diaper never stopped. The cage never stopped aching.

By the end I was a shaking, leaking wreck on the rug. My hole gaped, twitching and slick. The diaper was completely destroyed - heavy, cold, and reeking.

Sierra finally knelt beside me, stroking my hair almost tenderly while the others watched.

“You belong to all of us now, Brody. Not just me. Every senior sister gets to use you whenever they want.”

I lay there panting, resistance flickering dimly in the back of my mind, almost drowned out by the deep, dark craving that had taken root. The gang use had shattered something new inside me. I wasn’t just Sierra’s anymore.

I was theirs. All of theirs. And the worst part was how badly my body already needed the next time they would all take me together.


Chapter 10: Locked and Denied

I lay panting on the central rug in the main common room, body trembling, the destroyed diaper cold and heavy with layers of cum, piss, and lube squelching around my locked cock. The pink chastity cage dug painfully into my swollen, denied flesh. Sierra knelt beside me in her cropped white tank and tight black jeans, the rest of the sorority sisters still circled around us, breathing hard from the long gang use.

“Everyone out. This part is just for me and him.”

The girls filed out, leaving the common room quiet except for my ragged breathing. Sierra stroked my hair almost gently, then gripped it tight and pulled my face up.

“On your knees. We’re going to focus on that locked little clit tonight. Extended denial. No mercy.”

I stayed on all fours a moment longer, resistance surging. Not more. I can’t take endless teasing after that. My arms shook, but I pushed up to my knees, the soaked diaper sagging heavily between my thighs, the cage throbbing with every heartbeat.

Sierra stood and retrieved a small kit from the side table. She peeled the tapes of my ruined diaper open slowly, the plastic crackling loudly in the empty room. The stench rose as she exposed my caged cock, red and leaking, bars glistening.

“Beautiful. But it needs marking.”

She cleaned me thoroughly with wipes, the cool touch making my trapped cock twitch helplessly. Then she produced a small metallic sorority emblem - their Greek letters in delicate gold. Using special glue and a tiny tool, she attached it permanently to the front of the cage, right over the lock.

“Official now. Every time you look down, you’ll see who owns this useless thing.”

The new psychological layer hit deep: permanent branding. Not just locked, but labeled. Public proof of ownership even when hidden.

She didn’t put a new diaper on yet. Instead, she pushed me onto my back on the rug and straddled my face, grinding her still-wet pussy against my mouth.

“Lick slow. Make it last.”

My tongue slid through her slick folds, tasting the mix of her and the other girls. I lapped gently, sucking her clit with careful devotion while she rocked above me. The cage strained, aching, denied any real hardness.

Sierra stayed on my face for long minutes, edging herself slowly, never letting me speed up. When she finally came, she flooded my mouth with a low moan, thighs clamping tight.

She slid down my body and mounted the cage itself, rubbing her wet pussy along the bars and locked shaft. The friction was maddening - close but never enough. She ground hard, using the emblem as a focal point, her juices dripping through the bars onto my trapped flesh.

“Feel that? This is all you get tonight. No thrusting. No fucking. Just watching me use your denial.”

I bucked uselessly beneath her, hips jerking. The cage bit harder. Precum leaked in a steady drip through the bars as she rode the metal prison, moaning softly.

After she came again on the cage, she fetched her strap-on. She rolled me onto all fours and drove into my ass in one deep thrust. The fullness stretched me instantly while the cage swung heavy and untouched.

She fucked me with agonizing slowness. Long, deep strokes that dragged over my prostate but never built fast enough. Every time I got close, she stopped completely, buried to the hilt, holding still until the edge faded.

“Beg for denial, diaper boy.”

“Please… keep me denied… I don’t deserve to come…”

The words humiliated me, but saying them made the cage leak more. Sierra rewarded me by picking up the pace for a few brutal thrusts, then stopping again. Over and over. Edging my prostate mercilessly while my cock remained painfully trapped.

Riley and Tara slipped back in quietly to watch. Sierra let them take turns. Tara fucked me slow and deep while Riley sat on my face. Then Riley pegged me while Tara ground on the cage. The rotation continued for over an hour - always slow, always stopping before release.

Sierra brought out a vibrating wand and pressed it against the cage bars while Tara fucked me from behind. The intense buzzing on my trapped cock mixed with the deep prostate pounding. I screamed into Riley’s pussy as another ruined orgasm tore through me - weak spurts pushing through the bars, dripping uselessly onto the rug without any real pleasure or relief.

They kept going. Sierra rode my face again while two girls took turns in my ass. Constant slow, deliberate use. The emblem on the cage caught the light every time my hips jerked. Marked. Owned. Denied.

Hours blurred. My hole gaped and twitched. My voice grew hoarse from begging and moaning. The cage felt like a vice of pure frustration.

Finally Sierra knelt in front of me, holding the cage in her hand, thumb rubbing the emblem.

“This stays on. Forever if you keep pleasing us. No key for at least a month. Maybe longer.”

She kissed the bars almost tenderly, then taped a fresh, extra-thick diaper around me, powdering generously so the sweet scent filled the room. The pacifier went back in. The leash clipped to my collar.

“Sleep here on the rug tonight. Think about your new emblem while you leak into your diaper.”

I curled up on my side, the heavy padding warm and crinkling, the marked cage pressing constantly against it. Resistance still flickered weakly in my exhausted mind, but it was drowning under waves of dark, aching need.

The denial was no longer a game. It was my new permanent state. And as sleep pulled me under, the sorority emblem burned in my thoughts like a brand on my soul.


Chapter 11: Public Declaration

I curled up on my side on the central rug in the main common room, heavy fresh diaper warm and crinkling around my marked cage, the sorority emblem pressing constantly against the padding. The pacifier stretched my jaw, rubber taste thick on my tongue. The short leash ran from my collar to a leg of the couch. Late night quiet filled the room until Sierra’s heels clicked closer.

“Up. Floor meeting in ten minutes. Everyone is coming.”

My eyes snapped open. I shook my head hard, trying to pull away as she unclipped the leash. “No. Sierra, not the whole floor. I can’t say it out loud in front of everyone - ”

She gripped my chin, green eyes steady. “You will. Crawl behind me exactly as you are.”

Resistance burned bright in my chest, the last loud scream of the man I used to be. But my body moved. I crawled after her on all fours as she opened the common room doors wide. Students from the entire floor started filing in - Marcus, Jamal, Lena, Priya, and dozens more. Whispers turned to murmurs as they saw me diapered, caged, and leashed.

Sierra positioned me in the center under the bright overhead lights. “On your knees. Hands behind your head.”

I knelt, diaper crinkling loudly, the pink cage with its shiny gold emblem fully visible through the translucent wet front. The new psychological layer crushed down: public confession. Not just being seen, but forced to announce my own destruction to the entire dorm.

Sierra addressed the crowd first. “Brody lost a bet. He belongs to us now. But he’s going to tell you himself.”

She pulled the pacifier out. My mouth felt empty and vulnerable.

“Speak, diaper boy. Loud and clear.”

I hesitated, throat closing. My voice cracked when it finally came. “I… I’m the dorm’s diaper boy. I lost the bet and now I wear a diaper every day.”

Laughter rippled through the room. Phones came out.

“More,” Sierra ordered, circling me. “Tell them about the cage.”

My cheeks burned. “I’m locked in chastity. The sorority put their emblem on it. I can’t get hard without permission.”

Sierra yanked the front of my diaper down, fully exposing the caged, leaking cock with its gold letters. Gasps and chuckles filled the air. She pushed me forward onto all fours again.

“Ass up. Show them.”

I arched, face pressed to the rug. Sierra ripped the tapes open and spread my cheeks, displaying my well-used hole to the entire floor. Then she freed her strap-on and drove it deep into me in one long thrust.

I groaned loud as she started fucking me right there in front of everyone. Deep, steady strokes that made the diaper crinkle and my cage swing. The fullness stretched me open while dozens of eyes watched.

“Tell them what you are while I fuck you,” Sierra commanded, hips snapping forward.

“I’m… the dorm’s diaper boy,” I gasped between thrusts. “I get pegged in every room. I leak in my cage for you all.”

The words humiliated me deeper than anything before. Being forced to narrate my own degradation while Sierra railed my ass sent a dark wave through me. My prostate throbbed with every thrust. The cage leaked steadily onto the rug.

Riley stepped forward and straddled my face, grinding her wet pussy against my mouth. I licked desperately while Sierra continued pounding me from behind. The double use in front of the crowd made my head spin.

More sisters joined. Tara took my ass after Sierra, fucking me harder while Lena sat on my face. They rotated, each taking a turn inside me while I confessed between licks and moans.

“I love wearing diapers… I need to be used… I’m owned by the sorority…”

The crowd grew louder. Some cheered. Some recorded every second. The sensory overload - bright lights, voices, crinkling plastic, wet slapping sounds - burned everything into my mind.

Sierra pulled me up into a straddle on her lap, facing the audience. The strap-on slid back into my ass as I sank down. She bounced me hard, making me ride her in front of everyone. My caged cock flopped and leaked with every drop.

“Tell them you’re proud.”

“I’m… proud to be the dorm diaper boy,” I moaned, voice breaking as she slammed me down onto her strap-on again and again.

The emblem on my cage caught the light with every bounce. Marked. Public. Owned.

They made me come like that - ruined and weak - while the whole floor watched. Hot spurts pushed through the bars and splattered onto my own diaper as Sierra ground deep. No real pleasure. Just more shame.

Afterward, Sierra taped the soaked diaper back on tight and pushed the pacifier into my mouth. She made me crawl around the room, thanking every person who had watched.

“Thank you for watching me get fucked… Thank you for seeing what I am…”

By the end I was shaking, voice hoarse, resistance flickering like a dying flame. The public declaration had stripped the last private piece of me away.

Sierra clipped the leash back on and led me toward the door. “Tomorrow the branding becomes permanent. Sleep well, everyone’s favorite diaper boy.”

I crawled after her, the weight of every eye still on my back, knowing nothing would ever be the same again.


Chapter 12: The Branding

I crawled behind Sierra down the hallway, thick diaper crinkling with every movement, the marked pink cage pressing heavily against the soaked padding. The pacifier gag kept my mouth stretched, drool slipping down my chin. The leash tugged steadily from my collar as she led me back toward the sorority suite, late-night silence broken only by my bell-less but still noisy plastic rustle.

She stopped at the private ritual room they had prepared at the end of the hall. The door clicked shut behind us. A small group waited inside - Riley, Tara, Lena, Priya, and two more senior sisters. Candles flickered. A padded bench stood in the center with restraints.

“On the bench. Face up. Legs spread wide.”

I hesitated, muscles locking tight, the final ember of resistance flaring hot. Branding. Actual branding. This crosses every line. My heart hammered, but Sierra’s calm stare and the tug on the leash broke me. I climbed onto the bench. They strapped my wrists and ankles down, spreading me completely exposed.

Sierra peeled the tapes of my diaper open slowly, folding it down to bare my caged cock and the sensitive skin around it. The gold sorority emblem already glued to the cage glinted in the candlelight.

“Tonight it becomes permanent. On your skin. So you never forget who owns you.”

The new psychological layer hit like cold steel: irreversible marking. Not just locked, but permanently branded as their property. My breath came fast and shallow.

Riley brought a small heated branding iron - the sorority letters, small but clear. First they did a temporary version with ink and light heat to mark the spot. The warmth stung against the skin above the cage base. Then Sierra lubed the strap-on and pushed my knees back further.

She drove into my ass in one deep thrust while the iron heated. Fullness stretched me wide as she fucked me slow and deliberate on the bench. Each thrust made the cage bounce, the emblem flashing.

“Feel it stretch while we prepare your mark.”

I groaned around the pacifier, the silicone sliding in and out of my hole with wet, filthy sounds. Pleasure mixed with dread. Sierra kept the pace steady, grinding deep on every inward stroke, her black jeans brushing my thighs.

Tara took over, her strap-on thinner but her thrusts sharper. She pounded me while Lena straddled my face, grinding her wet pussy against my mouth. I licked desperately, tongue sliding through her folds as the branding iron glowed red-hot.

Sierra leaned close. “This is forever, Brody. Say it with your eyes.”

They pulled the pacifier free just long enough for me to gasp, “Forever… I’m yours.”

The iron came down. Sharp, burning pain seared the skin right above the cage base. I cried out into Tara’s pussy as the letters pressed in. The smell of heated skin filled the room. My hole clenched hard around the strap-on, milking it involuntarily.

The pain blended with the deep prostate pounding. Another ruined orgasm ripped through me, weak spurts leaking through the cage bars while the brand set.

They didn’t stop. Riley mounted me next, fucking me hard through the fresh burn while Priya sat on my face. The stinging throb mixed with the relentless stretch. Every thrust sent new waves of pain-pleasure through my branded skin.

Sierra took the final turn. She unlocked the bench restraints just enough to flip me onto all fours, then drove her thick strap-on back into my ass. She fucked me with long, claiming strokes while the other girls held me steady, fingers tracing the fresh brand.

“Push back. Show the mark while I use you.”

I rocked back onto her, the burn flaring with every movement. The strap-on slid deep, dragging over my prostate mercilessly. My caged cock dripped steadily onto the bench. Sierra reached under and rubbed the new brand with her thumb, sending fresh pain through me as she slammed in harder.

“Come again while it’s still fresh.”

The command and the pain pushed me over. I shook through another weak, agonizing ruined orgasm, spurting uselessly while Sierra kept pounding my ass.

They finally released me. Sierra cleaned the brand gently, applied ointment, then taped a fresh, extra-thick diaper snug around my marked, leaking cock and cage. The padding pressed directly against the tender brand, a constant reminder.

She buckled the pacifier back in and clipped the leash.

“Tomorrow the brand gets its final permanent touch. Sleep with it throbbing, diaper boy. This is who you are now.”

I lay on the bench, body spent, the fresh brand burning under the thick diaper. Resistance had almost gone silent. Only a faint whisper remained - mourning the man who had once walked into this dorm thinking he was untouchable.

That man was gone. The branded, owned diaper boy remained. And as sleep took me, the deep dark acceptance settled in like the heat still radiating from my skin.


Chapter 13: Official Dorm Diaper Boy

I lay strapped to the padded bench in the ritual room, the fresh diaper thick and warm around my branded, caged cock, the new sorority mark throbbing steadily under the padding. The pacifier stretched my jaw. Sierra stood beside me in her cropped white tank and tight black jeans, green eyes watching as morning light began filtering through the small window.

She unstrapped my wrists and ankles, then clipped the leash to my collar.

“Final day, diaper boy. Time to show the entire floor who you really are now.”

I rose slowly to all fours, the brand stinging sharply with every shift. Resistance gave one last faint whisper in my chest, then went silent. Something deeper had replaced it. Acceptance. A dark, warm pride in what I had become.

Sierra led me out into the main common room. The entire floor had gathered again - students, friends, strangers from other wings. Phones ready. Eyes eager.

“On the changing table we set up. Legs up.”

They had placed a low platform in the center. I crawled onto it without hesitation, lying back and lifting my legs high. Sierra ripped the tapes open in front of everyone. The heavy diaper folded down, exposing my caged cock, the gold emblem, and the fresh, raised sorority brand on my skin.

Gasps and murmurs rippled through the crowd.

“Beautiful,” Sierra said calmly. She cleaned me thoroughly with wipes, the cool touch making the brand burn hotter. Powder dusted over my skin and the brand, the sweet talc scent rising strong. Then she taped an extra-thick, extra-crinkly diaper snug around me, pressing firmly over the mark.

The new layer settled deep: proud ownership. Not just broken anymore. Claimed. Labeled. And ready to show it.

Sierra pulled me to all fours again. “Time for your official use as dorm property.”

Riley went first. She mounted me from behind, strap-on sliding deep into my ass in one smooth thrust while the crowd watched. I moaned around the pacifier as she fucked me slow and deep, the thick diaper crinkling loudly with every impact. My caged cock leaked steadily into the fresh padding.

Tara took my mouth next, straddling my face and grinding her wet pussy against my tongue. I licked eagerly, tasting her while Riley pounded my hole. The brand throbbed in time with the thrusts, pain and pleasure twisting together perfectly.

They rotated through the sisters. Each one used me in front of the watching floor. Deep anal strokes. Face-sitting. Grinding on the diapered cage. I confessed between uses, voice clear when the pacifier was removed.

“I’m the official dorm diaper boy. This brand means I belong to the sorority. Use me whenever you want.”

The words no longer burned with shame. They filled me with a strange, addictive heat.

Sierra saved the last turn for herself. She lay on her back on the platform and pulled me on top, guiding the thick strap-on into my ass as I sank down. I rode her in full view of everyone, hips rolling, diaper crinkling, brand on full display. The crowd cheered as I bounced harder, taking every inch.

“Proud of it yet?” she asked, green eyes locked on mine.

“Yes,” I gasped, voice steady. “I’m proud to be your diaper boy.”

She thrust up to meet me, slamming deep. The fullness stretched me perfectly. My prostate sang with every grind. Another ruined orgasm ripped through the cage, hot spurts soaking the front of the diaper while I kept riding her without missing a beat.

The crowd applauded as Sierra came beneath me, thighs clenching, moaning low.

Afterward, they left the diaper on, now freshly soiled. Sierra clipped a permanent tag to the front - “Official Dorm Diaper Boy” in bold letters.

“Every night. Every common room. Whenever anyone wants. This is your life now.”

I crawled beside her through the gathered students, thanking them one by one, the thick diaper swaying heavily between my thighs. The brand pulsed warmly. The cage pressed constantly. Pride swelled in my chest, dark and complete.

Later that evening, back in the common room for the nightly routine, the sisters used me again in rotation. Slow, claiming fucks. Long face-sittings. I licked and took every strap-on with eager moans, the brand and emblem marking me with every movement.

When it finally ended, Sierra tucked me into a crib they had set up in the corner of the main lounge, fresh diaper changed publicly one last time, pacifier in, leash secured.

“Sleep well, our perfect little diaper slave.”

I lay there in the dim light, thick padding warm around my branded, locked cock, listening to the dorm settle around me. The man who had once been a cocky freshman was gone forever. In his place was something better.

I was the official dorm diaper boy. Owned. Used. Proud.

And I had never felt more complete.
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