
        
            
                
            
        

    


Diapered by the Twins Next Door: How Two Naughty Sisters Made Me Their Humiliated Sissy Baby




An ABDL Feminization Fantasy of Diapers, Pegging, and Reluctant Submission




Intro: The Welcome Upstairs










Nathan didn’t think much of the apartment when he first walked in—basic kitchen, cheap linoleum, stale air from a forgotten Febreze plug-in. But rent was low, and it was his first place without roommates, so it felt like freedom.




He didn't notice the soft tapping above his ceiling.




Not yet.










He’d just finished dragging in the last box when someone knocked.










Not at the door. At the sliding glass balcony.




The second-floor apartment had a narrow shared balcony that connected three units. And standing just across the wood railing—like some pastel mirage—were

 

two girls


 
. Identical.




Strawberry-blonde, both barefoot, wearing sleep shorts and tank tops with no bras. Nipples pressing against fabric in the sunlight. One had a lollipop. The other held a pink leash in her hand. No pet, just the leash. Like a joke. Or a warning.










"Hey, neighbor!" the one with the candy called. Her tongue was purple. "Moving in today?"










Nathan blinked. “Uh. Yeah.”










The other girl leaned her elbows on the rail, breasts pushing forward just enough. "I’m

 

Lexie


 
. This is

 

Lena


 
. We live upstairs."










"Like, directly above," Lexie added. "So try not to jerk off too loud."










He choked on air. “I—I wasn’t planning on it.”










Lena grinned. “Oh, so you do it quietly. Cute.”










He could feel his ears going red.










They looked at each other and giggled.










Lexie nodded toward his open sliding door. “You unpacking alone?”










He hesitated. “Yeah.”










Lena twirled the leash around her finger. “Want help?”










“Nah, I’m pretty much—”




“Because we’re coming in anyway,” Lexie said, stepping over the railing with the ease of a cat.




Lena followed. “Girl’s gotta see what the downstairs baby is working with.”










Nathan stepped back, but they were already inside. They moved in tandem—one flopping onto his couch like it belonged to her, the other picking up a box labeled

 

Kitchen – Fragile


 
and shaking it.










“You have literally no art on the walls,” Lena said. “That’s so depressing.”










“We should get you a Welcome gift,” Lexie offered, licking her lollipop slowly while making direct eye contact. “Something that says,

 

we see you.


 
”










Nathan opened his mouth but forgot what to say.










An hour later, they were still there.










Lena sat cross-legged on the counter, texting. Lexie had somehow found his liquor and made them all drinks—

 

hers pink, his strong


 
.










“So what do you do, downstairs baby?” Lena asked without looking up.










“I’m not—” he paused, catching her smirk. “…I work in tech. App stuff.”










“Of course,” Lexie giggled. “You’ve got that repressed nerd energy.”










Nathan rubbed the back of his neck. “What’s that supposed to mean?”










Lexie leaned in close. “It means you say thank you when girls are mean to you. Like… right now.”










She flicked his nose. He blinked.










Lena sipped her drink. “He totally does. Bet we could make him bark.”










He laughed nervously. “What kind of Welcome gift were you guys thinking again?”










Lexie licked her lollipop. “Oh, don’t worry. We already picked it out.”










That night, after they left, Nathan sat alone in his half-unpacked apartment. The air smelled like their perfume. Something floral and sugary. There was a note on his fridge, written in bubble letters:













Come upstairs tomorrow at 8. No pants. Or we come down and take them off ourselves.















He laughed when he saw the bottle emoji.




Thought it was a joke.










He didn’t know that upstairs—just above his ceiling—Lexie and Lena were already picking out his first diaper.









Chapter One: No Pants Required










Nathan stood outside their door, unsure if he was about to be hazed or seduced. The note on his fridge had been stupidly written in pink marker, with the kind of playfulness that didn’t feel like a threat—until now. He hadn’t worn pants, just like they asked. Just a long T-shirt and his boxer briefs underneath. He felt ridiculous. But curiosity was stronger than pride.










He knocked.










The door opened instantly.










Lexie was the one who answered. She was wearing the same short sleep-shorts as yesterday, but tonight her tank top was even tighter. No bra. She looked him up and down, then smiled.










“Well look at you. You actually listened.”










He stepped inside, cheeks already warm. The apartment smelled like vanilla lotion and some kind of bubblegum body spray. The lights were dimmed. Pop music pulsed low from a speaker. Lena was on the couch, curled up with a drink, bare legs on display. She was grinning before he even said hello.










Lexie shut the door behind him. Locked it.










“Didn’t think you’d really show,” Lena said.










Nathan shifted. “Well. I figured… it was a joke.”










“Oh it was,” Lexie purred, walking behind him. “But we’re also serious about games.”










He looked at her. “What kind of games?”










“Drinking games. Duh.” Lena patted the cushion beside her. “Sit. Relax. Get comfy. You’re overdressed, baby boy.”










Nathan chuckled, trying not to show how the word

 

baby


 
lingered too long in his brain.










Lexie came back from the kitchen with three shot glasses. “First round: loser drinks. Every round after that… loser obeys.”










“Obeys what?” he asked.










“You’ll see.”










The game was simple. Too simple. Cards, dares, truth or drink. Lexie cheated. Lena giggled every time he lost. They started with dumb dares. Lick Lexie’s toe. Kiss Lena’s neck. Take off his shirt. Harmless. Flirty.










Then the dares got stranger.










Lexie handed him a blindfold. “Put it on.”










He hesitated.










“Drink or obey.”










He drank. It burned hot down his throat.










Lena leaned over. “Boring. Next one.”










She whispered in Lexie’s ear. Both girls looked at him with matching mischief.










“Okay,” Lexie said, “new rule. For every time you hesitate, we get to add something.”










“Add what?”










Lexie smiled. “Clothes. Or lack of them.”










They were circling him now. The room was warm. His head was fuzzy. Another drink hit his hand, and he drank without question. Lena straddled the arm of the couch, watching him with lazy confidence. Lexie sat on the floor between his legs, too close, her hand grazing his thigh like it belonged there.










Then he blacked out.










He woke up groggy, stomach buzzing, mouth dry. Everything was warm. Too warm. He tried to move, but something crinkled beneath him.










Then he froze.










His eyes opened. He wasn’t in his bed.










The ceiling was unfamiliar. The walls were painted lavender. He looked down and nearly stopped breathing.










He wasn’t just naked.










He was wearing a diaper.










A thick, pastel pink diaper. Printed with baby animals and cartoon hearts. Taped snugly over his hips. His hands were tied to the bedposts with soft pink scarves. There was something in his mouth. He spat it out instinctively.










A pacifier.










His legs were spread. The air smelled faintly of powder and perfume. He was dry, but the bulk between his thighs was unmistakable.










Panic bloomed in his chest.










Before he could call out, the door opened.










Lexie walked in wearing a cropped hoodie and thigh-high socks. Lena followed in a sports bra and matching panties, holding a phone in one hand and what looked like baby wipes in the other.










Lexie saw his face and smiled wide.










“Aww, baby boy’s awake.”










“What the hell,” Nathan croaked, his voice rough. “What is this?”










“You passed out,” Lena said, climbing onto the bed beside him. “So we diapered you. You’re a bedwetter, didn’t you know?”










“I didn’t—what the fuck—I didn’t wet—”










Lexie held up a phone. “Video says otherwise.”










She tapped the screen. Nathan heard his own voice, weak, whining in the dark.










Please… I don’t wanna pee…










Then the unmistakable sound of pissing, soft whimpers, and a deep sigh.










His face drained of color.










“Don’t worry,” Lena cooed. “We changed you after. But we figured you’d wanna wake up in something

 

safe.


 
”










Lexie sat on his other side. “So here’s the deal. We’ve got the footage. We’ve got your face. Your dick’s hard in that diaper right now, by the way. So you’re either gonna say thank you and ask for your morning change…”










She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear.










“Or we send this to your coworkers.”










He felt his cock twitch inside the padding.










Lena pulled out another diaper from under the bed. “What’s it gonna be, baby?”










He looked from one twin to the other. Both were waiting. Both were holding his pride in their perfectly manicured hands.










And his answer would determine everything.









Chapter Two: Change Me, Please










Nathan lay frozen between them, throat dry, his heart hammering beneath his ribs. The bulk of the diaper cradling his crotch was soft, warm, and suffocating. Every tiny shift of his body made it crinkle—obnoxiously loud, humiliatingly real. He kept expecting the moment to dissolve. A prank. A dream. Some twisted initiation rite.










But the twins weren’t joking.










Lexie leaned over him with that lazy smile, fingers tracing the edge of the pacifier still lying on his chest. Her thighs straddled his, and she made no effort to hide how much she was enjoying this.










“You’re gonna have to use your words, baby,” she whispered. “You want us to help you? You know what to say.”










Lena knelt near his knees, the new diaper spread out beside her like a trophy. “You don’t want this going public, right? So be good. Ask nicely.”










Nathan’s mouth opened, but nothing came out. The shame was so heavy it felt like gravity had doubled. The scent of baby powder was overwhelming. He couldn’t stop imagining how he must look from above—helpless, bound, cock tenting the pink cartoon padding.










Lexie gave his diaper a gentle pat. His whole body jumped.










“You’re hard,” she said softly. “That’s the funniest part. You like this, don’t you?”










“No—” His voice cracked.










Lena leaned in, brushing her lips against his ear.










“Say it. Say the words.”










Nathan squeezed his eyes shut. His voice was barely more than a whisper.










“…Please change me.”










Lexie didn’t move. “Louder, baby boy.”










He swallowed. His cheeks burned.










“Please change me…”










“Not done.” Lena’s voice was sugar-sweet. “Say the whole sentence.”










He hesitated. Then, broken and trembling:










“Please change my diaper.”










There was silence.










Then Lexie clapped her hands once and beamed. “There he is. Our polite little baby.”










Lena untied his wrists with a soft flick of her fingers. His arms ached with release, but he didn’t move. His pride was already bleeding out.










“Now keep still,” she said, pushing his thighs apart with confident hands. “Let Mommy Lena do the work.”










He flinched as she popped open the tapes. The sound echoed in his ears. The cool air hit his stiff, leaking cock. He wanted to die. Wanted to disappear.










But his body betrayed him. He twitched in her hands as she wiped him clean, cooing nonsense like he was a fussy toddler.










Lexie didn’t help. She sat beside him, gently pushing a pacifier between his lips as Lena lifted his hips and slid the new diaper underneath him. The padding was thicker. Softer. So pink it hurt.










“There we go,” Lexie murmured, brushing his hair back like a pet. “See? You’re safe now. Just a crinkly little sissy in his nice dry diapy.”










He moaned behind the pacifier, shame turning molten.










Lena fastened the new tapes with precision. Then stood. Her shorts were gone. She wore nothing but her panties and a harness. Black leather. Fitted. Ready.










Nathan’s eyes went wide.










Lexie smirked, noticing. “Didn’t think we were done, did you?”










She slid off the bed and retrieved her own harness. Hers was pink, matching his diaper.










Lena circled the bed slowly, the rubber tip of the strapon brushing his thigh.










“You begged for a change,” she said. “But good babies earn their release.”










He shook his head. “Please… I didn’t agree to this.”










“You agreed to let us fix your little accident. And you begged like a good boy,” Lexie said. “You’re halfway there.”










Lena climbed back onto the bed, her harness firm against her pelvis, the head of the toy pressing against his taped front.










“But you leaked in your sleep,” she whispered. “So now it’s time for a little correction.”










Lexie slid in behind him, spooning his side, her hands sliding under his shirt to pinch his nipples. He arched instinctively.










“You’ll learn to love your punishments,” she breathed.










Lena pulled open a drawer. A small bottle of lube. A plug. A baby wipe to clean him again, slow and sensual. Then slick, firm pressure at his hole. The diaper stayed on. She just folded it forward like a flap, keeping the tapes sealed.










“Don’t worry, baby,” she purred. “We punish you

 

through


 
the diaper now.”










He whimpered behind the pacifier, and they both giggled.










“You should be grateful,” Lexie said, kissing his ear. “Not every boy gets owned by twins.”










Lena pushed inside.









Chapter Three: The Wetting Chart










Nathan sat on the edge of the bed, legs apart, hands limp in his lap, his diaper warm, swollen, and undeniably used.










He hadn’t meant to. He’d tried so hard to hold it. After Lena pegged him into twitching, mindless submission and Lexie fed him water from a sippy cup between moans, he’d been too dazed to notice what was happening.




Only when he shifted and felt the heavy squish against his skin did he realize. He’d wet himself.










Without permission.










Lexie noticed first. She crouched beside him, pressing two fingers against the swollen front of his diaper and giving a slow, knowing grin.










“Aww,” she whispered. “Somebody made a little puddle.”










His head dropped.










Lena walked back in from the bathroom, towel around her neck, wearing nothing but that pink strapon. Her eyes flicked down, and her smirk sharpened.










“Unapproved wetting,” she said, like a teacher noting a demerit. “First one.”










“I… I didn’t mean to,” he muttered.










“You didn’t

 

ask


 
,” Lexie corrected, patting his cheek. “You need permission, baby boy. Even your bladder isn’t yours anymore.”










Nathan’s face burned.










Lexie disappeared into the hallway and returned with a whiteboard. She slapped it onto the wall above the bed, tilted just so he couldn’t ignore it.










At the top, in bold, glittery pink marker:





WETTING CHART – NATHAN’S NAUGHTY STREAK











Underneath, rows. Each with a diaper icon and a consequence beside it.











Wetting #1:


 
Spanked by both twins (bare bottom, diaper open)





Wetting #2:


 
Forced panty sniffing and apology





Wetting #3:


 
Pacifier gag for 24 hours





Wetting #4:


 
Vibrating plug inserted for dinner and held until cum drips in diaper





Wetting #5+:


 
Pegged on cam for their subscribers










Nathan’s eyes widened as he read.










“You’re kidding,” he whispered.










Lexie clicked a pink marker and drew one big X on the first row.










“Hope your cheeks are ready.”










Lena approached with a bottle of lotion and a paddle. Pink, again. Everything was always pink.










“Diaper off,” she ordered.










He hesitated.










Lexie leaned over and whispered, “Unless you’d prefer wetting number two right away…”










His hands shook as he pulled at the tapes. The soaked diaper dropped with a humiliating plop. Lexie picked it up and held it like it was evidence.










“Aww. Still warm.”










Lena took his arm and guided him across her lap. The towel on her waist fell to the floor, and his cheek pressed into the softness of her thigh. The paddle tapped gently against his ass.










“You’re lucky we’re not cruel,” she said.










Crack.










The first strike made him flinch.










“You’re lucky we change you at all.”










Crack.










“You’re lucky we even let you cum.”










The third hit made him moan without meaning to.










Lexie’s voice was soft, dangerous. “Do you think you deserve to cum, Nathan?”










He was panting now, cock half-hard again from the mix of pain, humiliation, and her voice.










“I… I don’t know.”










“You don’t know?” Lena’s hand slid along his thigh. “Good thing we decide for you.”










Crack. Crack. Crack.










He whimpered.










When the spanking was done, they stood him up, legs shaky, ass flushed deep pink. Lexie slipped a pair of her panties into his hand. Black lace, still damp from earlier.










“Sniff,” she said. “And say thank you.”










He didn’t argue.










He lifted them, trembling, and breathed in.










“Thank you,” he whispered, eyes closed.










“Not done,” Lexie said. “Say, ‘Thank you for punishing my wet little sissy bottom.’”










He said it.










Lena leaned down and kissed the top of his cock, then taped a fresh diaper on him. Thick. Crinkly. Thirsty.










“Good boys get changed,” she said. “But only if they beg.”










She tucked the front in with a humiliating pat and then pulled him down onto the bed, curling beside him, head resting on his shoulder.










Lexie took the other side, pacifier already in her hand.










“Tomorrow,” she said softly, “we introduce plugs.”










He closed his eyes.










And sucked the pacifier.









Chapter Four: The Rules Begin










Nathan didn’t sleep much that night.










Even with the bedroom door closed, he could still hear the soft, girlish laughter from the twins’ side of the wall. It came in waves—teasing giggles, mock whispers, something electric in their tone that made his skin burn.










By morning, he was already on edge.










He hadn’t expected a knock at the door before eight. But there it was—sharp, rhythmic, and annoyingly familiar.










Lexie.










“Rise and shine, neighbor boy,” she called sweetly through the door. “Time for orientation.”










Orientation?










He opened the door groggily, only to be greeted by both twins standing on the threshold, fully dressed in matching outfits—tiny pink shorts, cropped tank tops, and the same knowing smirks that made his knees weak.










“W-we didn’t plan anything—”










“Correction,” Lena interrupted, brushing past him into the living room. “You didn’t plan anything. But we’ve been

 

very


 
busy.”










Lexie followed behind, arms full of what looked like folded… clothes? No, not quite. Fabric, yes, but thicker. Bulkier.










“You said you owed us,” Lexie said, dropping the bundle onto the couch. “And we believe in giving you a structured environment to show your appreciation.”










Nathan stared at the pile.










It wasn’t just clothes. It was training gear. Pink and white. Soft to the touch. Too thick to ignore.










“This is a joke,” he said flatly, even as his voice betrayed him. It cracked. The twins heard it.










Lena sat on the armrest of the couch and crossed her legs slowly, letting her bare foot dangle inches from his thigh. “Nope. Not a joke. A lifestyle. And you’re about to get your first lesson.”










Lexie stepped closer, her voice almost gentle now. “You don’t have to say yes. But you do have to live with what happens if you say no.”










“What… what does that mean?”










The girls exchanged a glance. It was mischievous, deadly.










“Let’s just say we have a few photos from yesterday,” Lena said softly. “You in our kitchen. Bent over. Looking flustered and wet.”










Nathan’s heart thudded.










“You’re bluffing.”










Lexie pulled out her phone. One tap. She held up the screen. There it was.










His breath caught.










“Still want to say no?” she whispered.










He didn’t answer.










He couldn’t.










Silence became surrender. And the moment he stepped out of his clothes—slowly, clumsily, under their smirking watch—it felt like something snapped. Like dignity had been peeled away with his socks.










They didn’t touch him.










They didn’t have to.










They gave instructions in soft, commanding voices. Lift your hips. Hold still. Good boy.










Lexie did the taping. Lena did the commentary.










“First time’s always awkward,” she said with a grin, watching him squirm under the thick padding. “But don’t worry. It only gets worse.”










And somehow, that didn’t feel like a threat.










It felt like a promise.











Chapter Five: Locked and Leashed










The morning sun slid in through half-closed blinds. Nathan was already awake, staring at the ceiling, the same two thoughts looping over and over.










He needed to cum.




And he couldn’t.










The vibrating plug had been left in all night, buzzing on random intervals, cruel in its unpredictability. His cock throbbed inside the thick diaper, leaking until the padded front felt sticky and hot. Every shift of his hips only pushed him closer to the edge.










But Lexie had warned him last night.










No touching. No rubbing. No humping the mattress while they slept beside him.










So he hadn’t. He just lay there. Soaked. Plugged. Aching.










When Lena stirred beside him, her fingers immediately found the diaper front. She rubbed it gently, like testing the warmth of a kettle.










“Still hard,” she mumbled. “Still leaking.”










Nathan groaned.










Lexie rolled over on his other side, tousled hair covering one eye. She grinned as she saw his expression.










“Aw, you poor thing. Did we forget to let our baby boy cum again?”










He whimpered.










Lena pulled back the covers and sat up, straddling him. She wore nothing but an oversized shirt and black panties, the outline of her harness barely visible underneath. Her weight pressed down on his padded hips.










“Time for your training schedule,” she said.










“Training?” he croaked.










Lexie pulled out a laminated chart from her nightstand. Decorated with glitter tape and cartoon duck stickers. In big pink letters:





SISSY PLUG & DIAPER TIMETABLE – NATHAN











There were three blocks:





Morning Plug Time:


 
30 minutes vibrating





Afternoon:


 
Lock on, no bathroom access





Evening:


 
Gag, leash, crawling only










He blinked at the schedule.










“I can’t—”










“You

 

will


 
,” Lexie said, climbing out of bed. “Unless you want Wetting #3 on the board. Which, by the way, means twenty-four hours of pacifier use.”










Lena leaned in, whispering, “You’d look so cute trying to order lunch with a paci gag.”










Nathan swallowed.










By noon, he was dressed and locked.










They had given him a slightly thinner diaper but added a new cruel touch—a

 

plastic locking cover


 
, snapping around his waist and thighs like a reinforced chastity belt. No chance of touching himself, or even removing the diaper without their key.










Lexie held up the key and tucked it into her cleavage.










“You only get this if you can stay dry during lunch.”










“I’m not hungry,” he muttered.










Lena smirked. “Then you can focus on not pissing yourself instead.”










They dressed him in baggy joggers to hide the bulk, but he could still feel every step. The plug buzzed against his prostate, the diaper crinkled with every shift, and worst of all… the girls made him sit between them in the backseat of their car like a toddler.










They took him to a little café two blocks away. Quiet. Suburban. Classy.










Nathan sat at the outdoor table, legs pressed together, sweat beading on his neck. Lena had her foot between his thighs under the table, slowly rubbing the inner seam of his joggers.










“Still dry?” she asked casually, sipping iced coffee.










He nodded, barely.










“Good. Then I want you to go inside and ask for two napkins.”










Nathan looked at her. “No.”










“Why not?”










“I can’t—”










Lexie leaned over the table. “Either you go in now, or I push the remote and make your plug vibrate on max for ten minutes. Right here. In public.”










He swallowed.










And stood.










Inside the café was quiet. Just a few women near the window and a barista wiping down a counter. Nathan walked stiffly, conscious of every rustle and squish between his legs.










He approached the counter.










The barista smiled. “Can I help you?”










He cleared his throat. “Uh, two… napkins, please.”










She handed them over, and he turned—fast, hoping to escape.










As he passed the window, one of the women glanced down.










And smirked.










He wasn’t sure what she saw. The slight bulge? The leash loop tucked into his hoodie pocket? Maybe just the way he walked—awkward, clenched, pink in the face.










Either way, her smirk stayed with him all the way back to the table.










Lexie leaned in. “See? You did it.”










Lena reached beneath the table and gave the diaper front a slow, firm squeeze.










“Still dry. Maybe.”










They made him eat with a sippy cup.










Then drove home in silence—until the moment he stepped through their apartment door.










The plug buzzed.










Hard.










He collapsed to his knees, panting, legs trembling.










Lexie crouched beside him and whispered, “Good boys hold it.”










Lena was already preparing the next diaper. And this one was

 

thicker


 
.









Chapter Six: Earn Your Mess










Nathan lay on his back, diapered, plugged, and shaking.










His thighs trembled against the thick padding. His cock was so painfully hard that even the softest graze of fabric made him moan. His balls ached. His mind was fogged by teasing, denial, and days of enforced helplessness.










And Lexie stood above him in nothing but a harness.










The dildo she’d strapped on was pale pink and shiny, curved just enough to press perfectly against him. She gave it a little bounce with her hips, smirking down at him while Lena knelt beside his diaper, checking the tapes like a nurse on duty.










“Still dry,” Lena said. “Not for long.”










Lexie tilted her head. “You want to cum?”










Nathan nodded, biting his lip.










Lexie stepped closer, placing the tip of the strapon right at the top edge of his taped front.










“Then earn it. Like a real diaper slut.”










He whimpered. His body wanted to grind against the toy, hump like a needy puppy. But he knew better than to move without permission.










Lena reached for the remote and clicked something. The plug inside him began to buzz again. Deep. Slow. Merciless.










“Tell me what you are,” Lexie whispered.










He didn’t answer right away.










Lena pressed the toy harder against his diaper.










“Say it,” she commanded. “Say what kind of pathetic little thing you are.”










“I’m… I’m a diaper slut,” Nathan whispered.










“Louder.”










“I’m a diaper slut.”










“And?”










“A plug-stuffed, cum-starved diaper slut…”










Lexie smiled like a queen.










“Good. Now hump for us.”










He moved his hips, grinding into the strapon through the diaper, the vibration deep inside driving him wild. The padding absorbed every motion, every desperate buck. Lena sat back to watch, her legs crossed, one hand lazily playing with the waistband of her shorts.










“You’re leaking again,” she said.










“From both ends,” Lexie giggled.










Nathan couldn’t help it. The humiliation, the friction, the overwhelming fullness—it broke him.










With a strangled cry, he came.










Hot. Hard. Violently. His body arched and spasmed as he soaked his diaper, spurting into the thick padding while the plug buzzed deep in his hole.










He collapsed, panting, gasping, twitching.










Lena was already writing it down on the Wetting Chart.





“Wetting #3 – Orgasm Mess. Extra pacifier time.”











Lexie straddled his hips, still wearing the strapon, and leaned forward to whisper into his ear.










“Did you just cum in your diaper like a little sissy pig?”










He moaned softly.










She pulled out the pacifier and shoved her own panties into his mouth.










“You don’t get the binky today. You get Mommy’s scent.”










Nathan lay there, diaper squishing beneath him, cock still twitching, plug still vibrating gently.










And both girls just smiled like proud babysitters.









Chapter Seven: Diaper Day Out










Nathan had never hated clothes so much.










The girls had dressed him in a way that felt almost normal—until he moved. Baggy joggers. A loose hoodie. Sneakers. But beneath it all was thick padding, a vibrating plug still buzzing on a low pulse, and a cock cage they’d locked on that morning. Every step was a nightmare of friction, pressure, and crinkles he swore everyone could hear.










Lexie adjusted his hoodie collar as Lena snapped a little heart-shaped tag onto the zipper. It said “Property of L&L.”










Nathan stared at it.










“I can’t wear this.”










Lexie smirked. “You already are.”










“We’re just going shopping,” Lena added. “You’re our sweet little bag boy.”










“I can’t go out like this.”










“You should’ve thought of that before you came in your diaper like a moaning bitch.”










He flushed, heart pounding, plug shifting as he stepped backward.










Lexie pulled the remote out of her pocket and tapped it once. A sudden

 

pulse


 
surged through him, deep and sharp. His knees buckled.










“That was level one,” she said.










Lena leaned in. “There’s a level five. Use your words or we’ll test it on the escalator.”










He said nothing.










They took that as a yes.










The mall was too bright, too loud, and far too full of people.










Nathan walked between them with shopping bags in both hands, each step exaggerated by the waddle the padding forced on him. The plug throbbed at random intervals, set off by Lexie’s evil thumb at the remote. He twitched, moaned softly once, and got a giggle in response.










They hit three stores. The girls tried on lingerie and made him wait outside the changing rooms.




Lexie whispered, “You better be dry when we’re done.”




He wasn’t.










Lena stopped at a perfume kiosk. She sprayed one onto her wrist, held it under his nose.










“Smell familiar?”










It did. His pillow at home.










He turned red. She winked.










In the food court, they bought bubble tea and made him carry both. Lexie leaned close as he handed it over.










“You’ve leaked a little.”










He panicked. She laughed.










“No one can see—yet. But I can feel it.”










She cupped his crotch through the joggers and squeezed gently. He nearly dropped the drinks.










“You’re such a slut,” she whispered. “All padded up, plug buzzing, little cock locked and begging to spill again…”










He moaned softly. A passing woman gave him a strange look. He looked away.










Lena clapped her hands. “Okay. Time for your change.”










“What?”










“We told you this morning. If you’re good all day, you get changed.”










“In the car?”










“In the mall,” she said.










Lexie held up a plastic bag. Inside it: wipes, powder, and a new diaper covered in pastel bunnies.










Nathan’s breath caught. “You’re joking.”










They weren’t.










Ten minutes later, they had him in the family bathroom, back laid out on a public changing bench. Lexie locked the door behind them and turned on the vent fan to muffle sound.










Lena pulled his joggers down slowly. The soaked diaper squished loud and clear.










She cooed. “You made such a mess, sweet boy.”










Lexie pulled out her phone.










“No photos,” he pleaded.










“Then smile and say thank you.”










He did. Through gritted teeth. Through tears of shame.










Lena untaped the diaper, wiped him clean, whispered soft filth into his ear.










“You’re getting used to this,” she said. “You’re becoming ours.”










Lexie taped on the new diaper, puffier and even more humiliating, then slipped the joggers back up over it.










By the time they left the bathroom, he was shaking.










But he wasn’t fighting.










And both girls were smiling.









Chapter Eight: A Guest to Impress










Nathan heard the knock before he even saw the girls. He was sitting on the living room floor, diapered, freshly powdered, pacifier clipped to his collar, his soft little cock still locked beneath thick bunny-print padding. He looked up from the coloring book they’d given him as Lena padded barefoot to the door.










“Perfect timing,” she said.










Lexie leaned over the couch to look at him. “Be a good boy. Don’t be shy. This one’s special.”










The door opened.










He caught a glimpse of a woman—tall, dark-skinned, hair in a sleek ponytail, with a leather jacket and fuck-me boots. Her gaze swept over the apartment, then landed on him. She smirked.










“This him?”










“This is him,” Lena said.










Lexie skipped to the door and kissed the woman’s cheek. “Nathan, this is

 

Raya


 
. Our friend. She’s into obedience training.”










“Hi,” he whispered.










Raya walked in like she owned the room, slow and confident. She didn’t hide the way her eyes lingered on his diaper, on the pacifier dangling from his chest, on the faint blush already spreading over his cheeks.










“Well, isn’t he precious,” she said, voice like warm velvet over ice. “I didn’t believe it when they told me. A grown man. In diapers. Owned.”










Lexie pushed him forward slightly. “Show her what a good boy you are.”










He got on his knees.










Raya raised an eyebrow.










“Crawl,” Lena said.










He did. The carpet burned his knees as he shuffled over. Raya crouched in front of him, one finger lifting his chin. She looked into his eyes like she was reading something written on his skin.










“Do you sniff panties when no one’s looking?” she asked.










He didn’t respond.










“Answer her,” Lexie said, voice sharp now.










“Yes,” he whispered.










Raya smiled slowly.










“Go on then. Sniff.”










Lena reached into her back pocket and handed him a pair—lacy, damp, unmistakably used. He took them with trembling fingers and pressed them to his face. Inhaled. Moaned.










Lexie clapped softly.










“He’s such a good little panty pig.”










Raya stood.










“Let’s see how well he takes correction.”










Lexie sat on the edge of the couch and snapped her fingers. Nathan crawled over instinctively and laid himself across her lap.










Lena handed Raya the paddle.










One strike.










Nathan gasped.










Another. Louder.










“Count,” Raya said.










“O-one.”










Another.










“Two…”










By the sixth, his eyes were watering. His cock was straining inside the padding, rubbing against the plastic with every breath. Raya placed the paddle on his back and walked around the couch.










“Now show me how he walks when plugged.”










Lexie reached for the remote.










Nathan’s thighs clenched before it even buzzed. When it did, he groaned.










“Up,” Lena ordered.










He stood, diaper squishing, plug shifting inside him.










“March.”










He walked.










Each step made the plug nudge his prostate. Each nudge made him twitch. The cage kept him from getting hard properly, so his need just built, sharp and endless.










“Poor baby’s dripping,” Lexie said. “You want to cum for our guest?”










He nodded.










“Beg.”










He turned to Raya.










“Please. I want to cum. I’ll be good.”










She stepped close, hand cupping his cheek.










“Then hump the floor like a needy little bitch.”










He dropped.










Started grinding against the carpet, diaper squishing loudly, plug still humming. The girls watched from the couch, legs crossed, smirking like queens at a show.










He humped harder.










He moaned.










He came.










It soaked the front of the diaper, sticky and hot, leaking around the cage. He collapsed face-down, panting, humiliated, spent.










Raya leaned down and whispered.










“Next time, I bring my own strapon.”










Lena grinned. Lexie kissed Nathan’s hair.










“Good boy,” they said together.









Chapter Nine: Dressed to Obey










Nathan didn’t know how long he’d been standing there—barely clothed, half-padded, his legs pressed tightly together like it would somehow stop the inevitable. The twins had left him alone in their room, but their instructions still rang in his ears.











“Put it on. All of it. And don’t forget the socks.”











He looked at the bed. Laid out like a trap was his new outfit.










Not his. Theirs.










A soft pink onesie, trimmed with lace around the leg holes, snapped open at the bottom. Next to it, a thick diaper already fluffed out, its plastic sheen reflecting the morning sun. Long socks with ribbons. A pair of shiny Mary Jane shoes. And resting atop the pile like a crown—was the pacifier. Pink. Oversized. Inevitable.










He took a breath. Sat down slowly. The diaper crinkled before it even touched his skin.










It felt heavier this time. Not physically—but in meaning. There was no illusion of play left. No way to pretend he wasn’t submitting. No excuse about punishment or blackmail. He was doing this because they told him to. And because something inside him… couldn’t resist.










When he stood again, fully dressed, the mirror caught him. He looked away.










Too late.










He’d seen it.










The way the pink snapped snug over his thighs. The visible bulge between his legs. The socks pulled high. The pacifier, now hanging from a thin ribbon clipped to the collar of the onesie, swaying slightly like it was mocking him.










The door creaked open.










Lena stepped in first, her eyes scanning him slowly, wickedly.










Lexie followed, holding a hairbrush in one hand and a velvet ribbon in the other.










“Well,” Lena said, circling him like a lioness. “You actually followed instructions.”










“I—I didn’t want to make it worse.”










“Oh honey,” Lexie said softly, brushing past him to sit on the edge of the bed. “You wearing that already makes it worse.”










Nathan’s cheeks burned. He wanted to cover himself, but his hands didn’t know where to go. Everything felt exposed.










Lena stepped behind him. He felt her fingers in his hair, combing through it roughly.










“You’re not just a boy in diapers anymore,” she whispered in his ear. “You’re our doll now.”










He swallowed.










Lexie tapped the space next to her. “Sit.”










He obeyed.










The brush moved through his hair in slow, measured strokes while Lexie tilted his face toward her, inspecting him like he was her project. Her plaything.










“Do you know what happens next?” she asked.










He shook his head.










“Today, the neighbors are coming over.”










His blood froze.










“What?”










Lena giggled. “Oh, don’t worry. We won’t

 

show


 
them anything… unless you give us a reason to.”










Nathan’s mouth opened, then closed. No words came.










“You’ll serve drinks. Say please and thank you. And if you forget your paci at any point, we pull back the curtain. Understood?”










He nodded slowly.










“And if you behave…” Lexie reached forward, her fingers brushing under his chin. “We’ll let you earn a new reward.”










“A reward?” he whispered.










She smiled darkly. “You’ll see.”










And just like that, the twins stood, walking out with the same sway in their hips that had haunted his dreams. The door closed behind them, and Nathan was alone again.










Dressed.










Owned.










And more afraid of what he wanted than what they might do next.











Chapter Ten: Demo Toy










The blindfold went on before he left the apartment.










Lexie tied it tight behind his head, whispering something about “heightened obedience,” while Lena fastened a thick leather leash to the front of his collar. He was already in a fresh diaper—extra thick—plus the vibrating plug and his cage. Nothing else.










No shirt. No pants.










Just padding, plastic, and control.










They walked him down a hallway he didn’t recognize. Carpets changed to tiles. The air got cooler. His hands trembled. The leash tugged gently at his neck every few steps.










He could hear voices ahead. Soft laughter. Glasses clinking.










Then the sound of a door opening.










Warm air. Perfume. Women.










Lexie’s voice rang out.










“Ladies. We brought a surprise.”










Cheers. Applause.










The leash pulled. He was led forward, barefoot, every crinkle amplified in his ears.










Lena whispered, “Hands behind your back.”










He obeyed.










Soft cuffs wrapped around his wrists and clicked together. He was now fully bound, blindfolded, gagged by a pacifier, and locked in his diaper—helpless, exposed, and on display.










“Demo boy,” Lexie called. “Kneel.”










He dropped.










Someone patted his head.










“God, he’s perfect.”










“Look at that bulge.”










“I want to make him leak.”










Hands touched him—one on his cheek, another squeezing the front of his diaper. He whimpered through the pacifier.










A voice behind him.










“What’s in him?”










“Plug,” Lena said. “He’s trained to hold it unless you press here—”










A finger pushed gently on the base of the plug.










Nathan moaned.










“Oooh, he’s sensitive.”










“Has he cum today?”










“Nope,” Lexie answered. “Caged tight. You’d have to

 

earn


 
that mess.”










Laughter.










A woman sat down in front of him. Slid something smooth between his lips. Her finger. He sucked. She moaned softly.










Another came up from behind and pulled back his diaper waistband. Cold air hit his ass.










“Who wants the first crack at him?”










“I’ll go,” someone purred.










“Strapon’s in the toy bin,” Lexie said. “Make him

 

wiggle


 
.”










They bent him over something padded. Hands held his shoulders. His diaper was pulled down but not removed, just opened and folded forward like a flap. The plug came out. He gasped.










And then something bigger pushed in.










Not as kind.










Not as gentle.










Slow, steady pressure. A thick strapon sliding deep.










He cried out.










“Shhh,” the woman said. “You’re a toy now, remember?”










She started moving. His plug hole stretched with every thrust. His cage throbbed painfully. His diaper hung between his thighs like a humiliating flag. The women moaned in pleasure while he whined through the gag.










Faster now.










Harder.










“Make him say thank you.”










The pacifier was pulled out.










Nathan gasped.










“Th-thank you,” he whimpered.










“Louder.”










“Thank you for using my hole.”










His ass was spanked.










Another woman moved in, licking his cheek.










“You’re our little demo bitch, aren’t you?”










“Yes,” he cried. “Yes, I’m your diaper bitch.”










Another voice. “Let’s give him a choice. Who changes his diaper tonight?”










Lena grinned. “Whoever makes him cum in it first.”










Gasps. Excitement.










The plug went back in. Buzzed on max.










They re-taped the diaper tightly, pressing the cage into the pulsing base of the plug. His body convulsed. He screamed into the pacifier.










And then he came.










It soaked the padding. Exploded into it. His cock throbbed inside its prison. The diaper filled with sticky heat as the women clapped and cheered.










Raya’s voice echoed from the back.










“Looks like I get to change him tonight.”










Lexie kissed his hair. Lena untied his cuffs.










But the blindfold stayed on.










“You’re ours, baby,” she whispered. “And tonight was just the start.”









Chapter Eleven: The Obedience Game










Nathan stood by the kitchen counter, every part of him stiff and unsure. The pastel onesie hugged him tight, snapping snug between his legs where the bulk of the diaper pressed up awkwardly. His cheeks were already flushed, and the worst part? The pacifier dangling from his collar bounced softly with every nervous breath.










Across the room, Lexie and Lena leaned back on the couch like they were watching a performance. Their legs were tucked under them, both dressed in short robes that revealed too much skin and too much power.










“Now, tell us again,” Lexie said, smiling lazily. “What’s your job today?”










Nathan’s voice was barely a whisper. “To serve.”










“Louder.”










He cleared his throat. “To serve.”










Lena cocked her head. “And how do you serve when you’re dressed like that?”










He hesitated, then added, “Quietly. Obediently.”










Lexie reached for her glass of lemonade, still smiling. “Good. Then let’s begin.”










They called it a “game,” but Nathan knew it was something else. A test. A deepening. Every step today would pull him closer to something he couldn’t undo.










First task: bring each of them a snack. On all fours.










He shuffled awkwardly, his knees spreading just enough for the crinkling sound to echo against the wooden floor. His fingers trembled as he handed Lexie a bowl of strawberries.










“Good boy,” she purred, brushing her fingers against his cheek, letting her thumb rest for just a second too long near his lips. “Now open.”










He hesitated.










“I said open.”










He parted his lips, and she pushed a strawberry in, slow and firm. He bit down, the juice dripping past his bottom lip, trailing down his chin. She didn’t wipe it.










“Messy,” she murmured.










Lena laughed softly. “He’s cute when he’s confused about whether he should be humiliated or turned on.”










Nathan closed his eyes.










Next came the quiz. Questions, one after another. Not about facts or trivia—but about

 

them


 
. Their favorite colors. Their shoe sizes. The number of ribbons in their hair yesterday. What scent Lexie wore this morning.










Every wrong answer earned a punishment: a spanking, a forced kneel, or something worse—having to repeat a phrase out loud while they recorded him.










“I belong in diapers,” he mumbled once, cheeks flaming.










“Again, and smile this time,” Lena said, holding up her phone.










“I… I belong in diapers.”










They made him say it in different voices. Whimpering. Cheerful. Obedient.










And the whole time, the tension simmered. Not just in his body, but in the room. Like they were training something deeper than behavior. Like they were remolding his thoughts.










The final task of the day was simple—but devastating.










Lexie unzipped a small velvet pouch and held up something gleaming. A silver bell on a thin chain.










“Crawl to me,” she said, “and ask nicely to wear your new charm.”










Nathan hesitated.










Then, slowly, with every inch of dignity stripped bare, he crawled.










When he reached her knees, he looked up and whispered, “Please… let me wear it.”










Lena’s voice cut through like silk. “Say what it is.”










He swallowed hard. “My… obedience bell.”










Lexie clipped it to the back of his collar, and the sound was delicate, bright—and damning.










“Perfect,” she said.










And just like that, the game was over. But Nathan knew something had changed. His body was shaking, not from fear—but from how deeply he’d wanted to pass.










How close he’d come to loving it.











Chapter Twelve: Bell by Bell










Nathan wasn’t sure when the sound had started getting to him.










The soft

 

ting


 
of the bell at his collar used to make his stomach knot with dread. Now it did something worse—something deeper. It made him

 

aware


 
. Of himself. Of his obedience. Of the fact that every tiny movement betrayed him.










He had to wear it all morning.










And Lexie noticed every sound.











ting











“Slouching again,” she murmured, tapping his thigh with her fingers. “Try to sit like you

 

belong


 
in that outfit.”










He straightened. Or tried to. The onesie pulled tight over his chest, and the diaper crinkled as he adjusted his weight. Lena, sitting across the table, pretended to read a magazine—but her smirk gave her away.










“You’re getting better,” she said without looking up. “Almost like you want to impress us.”










Nathan didn’t answer. He couldn’t.










Not with the pacifier between his lips.










That, too, was part of today’s rule. No speaking unless given permission. The bell, the paci, and the powdery scent that clung to his skin made him feel less like a guest and more like property. Like an obedient accessory to their morning routine.










By midday, the twins had grown bored of sitting around.










“We’re going out,” Lexie announced.










Nathan blinked. “W-we?”










Lexie raised an eyebrow. “No.

 

We’re


 
going out.

 

You


 
are coming with.”










His heart nearly stopped. “But I—what if someone sees—”










Lena cut him off. “Don’t worry. You’ll wear jeans over your cute little secret. But we’ll know.

 

You’ll


 
know.”










She stepped closer, holding up a pair of pale denim pants.










“And best of all,” Lexie added with a grin, “we’ve added a new rule.”










“What… kind of rule?”










Lena reached into her pocket and pulled out a tiny remote. “Silent mode off. The bell will ring whenever you take more than five steps without permission.”










Nathan stared in disbelief. “That’s not—”










“—Optional?” Lena finished, grinning.










Lexie leaned in. “You’ll walk with us. And if you stray, if you move without command, you’ll hear it. And anyone nearby might too. How thrilling.”










It was worse than he imagined.










At the grocery store, he stayed close behind them, his cheeks flushed as he tried to keep his steps measured. The bell

 

chimed


 
softly the first time he accidentally wandered toward the self-checkout. Lexie turned around sharply and clicked her tongue.










“Tsk. Disobedient already?”










A woman nearby glanced over at the sound, then looked away, uninterested. But to Nathan, it felt like being paraded in chains.










The second time it rang, they made him carry the shopping bag.










Not in his hand. On his hip. Like a messenger bag slung just low enough to press the bulk under his jeans.










“I can feel you waddling,” Lena whispered in his ear. “And it’s adorable.”










By the time they returned home, Nathan’s legs were sore, his face hot, and the bell around his neck was still ringing in his head even though it had gone silent.










The twins rewarded him with praise. Soft pats. Gentle teasing.










But they didn’t take the bell off.










Not yet.










“You’re improving,” Lexie whispered as she pulled him close, her breath tickling his ear. “Soon you won’t even notice the shame anymore. You’ll just wear it.”










Nathan didn’t move.










Couldn’t.










Because somewhere deep down, a darker truth was settling in.










He wanted to earn that praise again.










Even if it meant wearing every bell they gave him.











Chapter Thirteen: Café Rules










The leash clicked onto his collar the moment the door closed behind them.










Lexie adjusted her hoodie—long enough to hide Nathan’s padding from behind, but short enough to flash the curve of her thighs. Lena wore a flowy sundress, casual and teasing. And Nathan?










He wore a thick pastel diaper under loose gray shorts that barely fit. No underwear. No cage. Just a fresh plug, buzzing every so often to remind him who was in charge.










“Remember the rules,” Lena said as they led him to the curb. “You walk beside Lexie. You don’t speak unless spoken to. And you only sit when we tell you.”










Nathan blushed as a neighbor passed by. The leash tugged him forward.










They walked six blocks.










And with every step, the warmth between his legs spread.










His diaper rustled. The plug buzzed. His face burned.










Then they turned a corner—and he saw it.










The café.










It looked normal. Modern. Clean. A cute little chalkboard menu outside. But inside the windows… he spotted it.










A grown man in a onesie, drinking from a bottle.










A girl with pigtails in a high chair, giggling while a woman spoon-fed her mush.










A boy in pink overalls, blushing behind a pacifier while someone changed him in plain sight.










Nathan froze.










“Welcome to The Playpen,” Lexie said sweetly.










“It’s a caregiver café,” Lena added. “Totally legal. Totally consensual. And today, totally your humiliation station.”










They tugged him through the door.










The host—an elegant woman in black latex—gave a knowing nod.










“New one?”










Lexie grinned. “First public outing.”










“Diapered?”










“Of course.”










“Plugged?”










“Buzzed and ready.”










“Table three,” the hostess purred.










They led Nathan to a table by the window.










The leash was tied to a chair leg.










He stood awkwardly while Lena pulled out a booster seat. Not a high chair. A booster seat. Padded and plastic, with a strap that buckled between his legs and pressed tight against his diaper.










“Sit.”










He obeyed.










The girls took their time ordering cappuccinos and croissants.










Then Lexie opened her bag.










Out came a pink plastic baby bowl. A matching spoon. And a pouch of cold, mashed banana puree.










Nathan’s eyes widened.










Lena grinned.










“You disobeyed once this week. Remember?”










He nodded, shame blooming in his stomach.










“So now you eat like a baby,” Lexie said. “Here. Open wide.”










He shook his head.










People were watching. Tables full of kinksters. Girls in uniforms. Boys in frills. Some of them pointed. Some whispered. One woman winked.










“Open,” Lena said firmly.










He did.










The spoon went in.










Cold banana. Sloppy. Thick. It smeared the corners of his lips.










He chewed slowly, unable to look up.










Lexie pulled out a bib and fastened it around his neck.










“Good diaper boys don’t get a napkin.”










The humiliation throbbed harder than the plug.










He ate five spoonfuls.










Then she stopped.










Lena reached under the table, pressed a button.










The plug buzzed hard.










Nathan moaned.










“You’re leaking,” Lexie teased.










“You better not mess this café diaper,” Lena whispered.










He whimpered. Trembled.










The plug buzzed again.










The table beside them cheered.










And the waitress came by with the bill.










“Will he be needing a change station reservation after this?” she asked.










“Oh yes,” Lexie purred. “He’s going to need

 

both hands held down


 
while we wipe him.”









Chapter Fourteen: The Viewing Room










Nathan’s heart pounded as the twins led him through the back hallway of The Playpen café. The leash tugged gently with each step, and he could feel the warm squish of his diaper with every nervous movement. His face still burned from being spoon-fed mush in front of strangers.










But nothing could’ve prepared him for the door that awaited them.










It looked like a nursery door. Soft pink paint. A teddy bear sticker. But the mirrored glass pane shimmered in a way that made his stomach turn. From the inside, it would be a window. From the outside? A one-way view.










“Changing Room Three,” Lexie cooed, scanning the card.










“Reservation confirmed,” the soft voice of the building’s AI responded.










The door slid open with a gentle chime.










Inside, it looked like a daycare had been fused with a kink dungeon. A changing table large enough for a grown adult. Restraint straps dangling from both sides. Cabinets marked “Wipes,” “Powder,” and “Extras.” There was even a rocking chair—though the leather straps on the arms made it clear it wasn’t just for soothing.










“Up,” Lena said, patting the padded table.










Nathan hesitated.










Lexie gave the leash a sharp tug.










“Now.”










He climbed up slowly, hands trembling, cheeks burning. The padding squished beneath him again, soaked from earlier and reeking of sweet shame.










Lena unfastened the diaper tapes with agonizing slowness.










Lexie leaned down, her voice in his ear. “You do know there are people watching, right? Right now? All those women from the café. Curious. Whispering. Wondering what kind of pathetic little pet lets himself get

 

this


 
helpless.”










His breath hitched.










The cool air hit his thighs.










He wanted to squirm, to cover himself—but his wrists were already strapped down.










Lexie grinned.










“Soaked. Just like we wanted.”










Lena reached for a warm cloth and began wiping him clean, slow and methodical. The wipe slid over sensitive skin, and he shivered despite himself.










“Look at you,” she murmured. “Such a good display piece.”










Nathan whimpered.










Lexie raised her voice slightly, enough for the viewers to hear. “Our sweet diaper toy’s learning obedience. One soaked change at a time.”










She picked up a bottle of powder, sprinkled it deliberately over his hips, and rubbed it in with circular motions.










“And don’t worry,” she whispered close to his ear again. “If you’re really good… maybe we’ll let you earn another reward later. But only if you keep making a mess for us.”










She pressed a fresh diaper between his legs, tugged it up, and sealed it tight.










The sound echoed through the room. Final. Infantile. Complete.










The mirror pulsed faintly.










From the other side, a low ripple of feminine laughter.









Chapter Fifteen: The Crib










The walk home was quiet.










Nathan’s cheeks still glowed from the public humiliation, his diaper crinkling louder now that dusk had settled. The leash was gone, but his head was down, steps small and stiff. The twins walked ahead of him, whispering and laughing about dessert.










He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. His obedience had already spoken for him.










When they reached the house, Lexie opened the front door, but didn’t wave him upstairs like usual.










“No shower tonight,” she said. “Straight to your room.”










Nathan blinked. “Room?”










Lena smiled sweetly and took his hand. “Your

 

new


 
room.”










They led him down the hall, past the guest room, to the door that had always stayed closed. Lena unlocked it with a key she kept around her neck.










The moment it opened, Nathan froze.










The entire room had been converted.










A crib stood at the center—full-sized, adult-sized, with high white bars and locking latches on all sides. The mattress was covered in wipeable plastic, with powder-pink sheets and a cartoon pillow shaped like a bunny. A mobile spun lazily above, playing a soft, twinkling lullaby.










There was no desk. No shelves. No mirror. Just the crib, a low dresser labeled “Changing Supplies,” and a single nightlight in the shape of a cloud.










“You’re not just wearing diapers at night anymore,” Lexie said. “You’re sleeping like the little bedwetter you’ve become.”










Lena opened the side gate with a mechanical click. “Get in, baby.”










Nathan stepped inside, heart hammering.










The mattress was cool against the backs of his thighs. The padding between his legs seemed to swell with weight now, like it knew it had won.










Lexie raised the bars.










There was a sound. A final, metallic clunk.










He was locked in.










Lena pulled a monitor from her pocket and flipped the screen. A live feed of the crib—

 

his crib


 
—glowed back at him from a ceiling cam.










“You’ll be watched all night,” she said. “If we see hands where they shouldn’t be, we’ll come in.”










Lexie held up a pacifier with a velvety strap.










“And if you wake up soggy, you better be sucking this.”










She clipped it gently to his collar and placed it against his lips. He didn’t resist. He was too tired. Too surrendered. Too full of shame.










They pulled a soft blanket over his legs and turned down the lights.










Then they left.










The door clicked shut.










And Nathan lay in silence, heartbeat steady, body warm in its padded prison, the lullaby still playing faintly above him.










He didn’t sleep right away.










He just listened.










To the sound of his own crinkle.










To the faint hum of the monitor.










To the quiet echo of his new life.










Locked in. Watched. Owned.









Chapter Sixteen: The Guest










The mobile was still spinning when Nathan blinked awake.










His body ached from the strange crib posture, but it wasn’t what he noticed first.










It was the

 

wetness


 
.










Thick. Heavy. Warm and cool all at once. His diaper was soaked—absolutely flooded—and every tiny shift made it squish between his thighs. There was no doubt about it.










He hadn’t woken up to pee.










He’d

 

wet in his sleep


 
.










He closed his eyes again, groaning softly into the pacifier still clipped to his collar. Part of him hoped it had all been a fever dream. The Playpen café. The mirror room. The feeding. The high chair.










But then he heard it.










Footsteps.










The click of the lock.










And Lexie’s voice.










“Rise and shine, diaper boy.”










The door opened wide.










Lexie entered with a fresh set of wipes, a folded pastel diaper, and a camera in her hand. She took one glance at his lower half and grinned.










“Leaky little sleeper, huh?”










Lena followed behind, already sipping a mug of coffee. “Told you he’d start soaking without thinking. He’s learning.”










Nathan flushed, trying to pull the blanket over his legs.










Lexie yanked it off.










“No hiding. Not in our house.”










The twins worked fast—unlocking the crib rails, wiping him clean, powdering him without a word. They didn’t even tease him this time.










That made it worse.










Until Lexie looked at him with a smirk.










“Today’s special.”










Lena raised an eyebrow. “He doesn’t know?”










Lexie shook her head. “He’ll find out in the kitchen.”










They dressed him in baby-blue shorts—ones that barely covered the fresh padding—and a tight T-shirt with a cartoon duckling on the chest. No socks. No shoes.










Then they marched him downstairs.










And there—sitting at the kitchen island—was

 

a girl Nathan recognized


 
.










It took him a second to place her.










Jenna.










She was in Lexie’s programming class. Always quiet. Bookish. But today? She wore thigh-high stockings, a black cropped hoodie, and a knowing smile that made Nathan freeze at the bottom of the stairs.










“She’s joining us today,” Lena said simply.










“For what?” he managed, voice barely audible.










Lexie leaned close. “To help judge you.”










“Judge?”










Jenna stood up, walked over, and tilted her head.










“He’s cuter in diapers than I imagined,” she said softly.










Nathan’s face turned crimson.










Lexie whispered, “We told her everything. Showed her pictures. Videos.”










Lena chimed in, “She even helped us pick your next training task.”










Nathan looked between them in disbelief.










“What task?”










Jenna stepped closer, her fingers brushing along the front of his diaper.










“To kneel in front of me,” she whispered, “and say thank you.”










Nathan stared.










Lexie crossed her arms. “You want your adult clothes back someday? Your freedom? Then say it.”










Lena smirked. “Start by thanking the girl who knows your secret.”










The silence was unbearable.










The weight of the diaper. The soft crinkle. The knowing look in Jenna’s eyes.










Nathan swallowed.










Then slowly, shamefully, he dropped to his knees on the tile floor.










His voice trembled.










“…Thank you.”










Jenna’s smile widened.








“Good boy.”







Chapter Seventeen: The Softest Threat










Nathan stayed on his knees for what felt like forever.










Jenna didn’t rush.










She just looked down at him like she already owned every inch of his shame—and was enjoying how softly he unraveled under her gaze.










“May I?” she asked the twins.










Lexie smiled. “Be our guest.”










Lena leaned against the counter, watching like it was her morning entertainment.










Jenna crouched down in front of Nathan. Her eyes were kind, her touch even kinder—but that made it worse. She reached forward and gently adjusted the pacifier clipped to his collar, brushing it with a finger.










“You’re very obedient,” she whispered.










He said nothing.










She tilted her head.










“But still tense. Still hiding. That won’t do.”










She held out her hand.










“Up.”










He hesitated. Then took it.










Jenna stood with him, guiding him gently back to the living room like a child being led away from punishment. The twins followed behind, whispering and giggling as they passed.










Once they were seated on the couch, Jenna patted the floor in front of her.










“Kneel again.”










He obeyed.










She crossed her legs slowly, one thigh sliding over the other, her voice a soft breath.










“Today’s lesson is very simple,” she said. “I say a phrase. You repeat it. And if you’re a good boy, I’ll give you… affection.”










His eyes flicked nervously toward the twins.










Lexie nodded. “Do as you’re told.”










Jenna leaned forward.










“Repeat after me,” she whispered. “I belong in diapers.”










Nathan swallowed.










His cheeks burned.










“I… I belong in diapers.”










“Good.”










She reached forward and stroked his hair.










“Now this one,” she purred. “Girls know best.”










“Girls know best,” he mumbled.










Lena grinned. “Louder.”










“Girls know best,” he repeated.










Jenna leaned in until her lips brushed his ear.










“And what do good boys do when they get praised?”










He looked up, unsure.










She slid her fingers under his chin, lifted his gaze to meet hers.










“They say thank you.”










“…Thank you.”










“Again.”










“Thank you.”










She smiled, then leaned forward and pressed the softest kiss to his cheek.










Lexie clapped slowly. “Aw. Our baby’s first reward.”










Jenna stroked his cheek.










“You’re not broken yet,” she said sweetly. “But I think you like being cracked.”










She stood.










Then looked back at the twins.










“Do you want him trained soft or hard today?”










Lena crossed her arms. “Soft in the morning. Hard in the evening.”










Jenna smiled and turned back to Nathan.










“Then let’s go upstairs,” she whispered. “Time for your nap routine.”









Chapter Eighteen: Nap Time Obedience










Jenna led Nathan upstairs like she’d done it a hundred times before.










The way she held his hand—gently, but with direction—made it clear who was in control. Not by force. Not by fear. But by something slower. Deeper. More dangerous.










Affection.










In the nursery, the air smelled faintly of baby powder and lavender. The crib was still open. Fresh sheets. A folded blanket waiting.










“Lie down,” she whispered.










Nathan climbed in, hesitating only a moment before lowering himself onto the soft mattress. The diaper squished under him again, reminding him of everything he’d become.










Jenna raised the bars. They clicked into place with a quiet, final sound.










“You’re going to nap for thirty minutes,” she said softly, brushing the hair from his forehead. “No touching. No squirming. And no whining.”










Nathan looked up at her, mouth parted slightly.










She leaned in and held up a pacifier. “Open.”










He obeyed.










It clicked in place. Strapped gently behind his head.










“There,” she whispered, almost lovingly. “Much better.”










She knelt beside the crib, arms folded on the edge, chin resting on them. Her eyes were warm. Sweet. Unflinching.










“I’m going to stay here and watch,” she said. “Not because I don’t trust you. But because I know what you are now.”










Nathan’s chest rose and fell slowly.










He wanted to speak. But the pacifier silenced him.










So he nodded.










Jenna smiled.










“Good boy.”










She reached between the bars and laid her hand on his thigh. The heat of her palm soaked through the diaper. A tiny pressure. A reminder.










“If you stay still and keep it dry, I’ll give you something soft tonight,” she murmured. “Maybe a hand through your hair. Maybe a slow touch. Maybe your first ruined little reward.”










His hips shifted involuntarily.










She pressed down lightly on the front of his padding.










“But if I see you trying anything without permission…” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “You’ll wear mittens and a gag for the next three days. And no one will even look at you.”










He froze.










Jenna withdrew her hand, smiling like a schoolteacher.










“Sleep tight.”










Then she reached up, pulled the mobile, and let the soft melody fill the silence.










She sat beside the crib, eyes on him the entire time.










And Nathan?










He lay there helpless. Silenced. Dressed for humiliation. Monitored by kindness.










And for the first time, part of him wanted to stay good.










Just to feel her touch again.









Chapter Nineteen: The Whisper Test










Nathan stood in front of the mirror, fully dressed—for the first time in days.










Jeans. A T-shirt. Socks.










He looked normal.










Except… he wasn’t.










The thick padding beneath his pants was impossible to forget. It squished and resisted with every step. The twins had made sure of that.










“It’s a night of choices,” Lena had told him.










“Do well,” Lexie added, “and you might get your old clothes back. Your bed. Maybe even a phone.”










He’d nodded, trying not to look too eager.










But then Jenna stepped in front of him before he left the room. She slid a hand under his chin and whispered:










“One wrong step,” she said, “and we’ll triple your punishment. No warnings. No safewords. No sympathy.”










He swallowed.










The house was already buzzing with soft conversation and music when he stepped into the living room.










There were five girls he didn’t recognize. College-aged. Pretty. Laughing over drinks.










Lexie greeted them like it was a book club. Lena played hostess. Jenna stayed near the hallway, eyes on Nathan.










“Nate,” Lexie called sweetly. “Come say hi to everyone.”










He walked over, each step making the diaper tug slightly against his thighs. The jeans were slim. If he bent wrong—if someone touched him—he’d be found out instantly.










But he smiled. He waved. He played along.










For twenty minutes, he sipped sparkling water and tried not to sweat.










Then it happened.










Jenna slipped behind him, leaned close, and whispered.










“Bathroom. Hallway. One of the girls is in there. Knock, walk in, and say:

 

‘I couldn’t hold it.’


 
”










His heart stopped.










“Do it now,” she murmured. “Or crawl back to the nursery and sleep locked in your wet diaper again.”










Nathan looked up, unsure if this was a bluff.










But the look in her eyes told him it wasn’t.










He stood slowly, excused himself, and made his way down the hallway.










Every step echoed in his ears.










When he reached the door, he hesitated—just long enough to hear a toilet flush inside.










Then, quickly, before he could lose his nerve, he knocked.










The door opened.










One of the girls—tall, red hair, lipstick-stained glass in her hand—blinked at him.










Nathan looked straight at her and said:










“I… I couldn’t hold it.”










The silence stretched.










Then she smiled.










“Oh, sweetheart,” she cooed, stepping aside. “Then let’s get you changed.”









Chapter Twenty: His Final Role










The bathroom door closed behind them.










Nathan stood frozen, heart hammering, every muscle on edge.










The redhead—her name was Maren—didn’t ask twice. She stepped close, ran a finger along the waistband of his jeans, and smiled.










“Wet already?” she whispered.










Nathan didn’t answer.










She unbuttoned him.










He didn’t stop her.










And when the denim slid down, revealing the swollen, yellow-stained diaper clinging to his hips, she let out a soft, delighted laugh.










“You really are theirs,” she murmured.










Then the door opened behind them.










Lexie and Lena entered, flanking Jenna.










“No more tests,” Lena said.










Lexie: “No more warnings.”










Jenna closed the door.










“It’s time.”










Nathan looked from one to the other.










Lexie stepped forward with a small remote in her hand. She pressed a button. A

 

click


 
echoed from above.










A red light blinked in the corner of the ceiling.










“Smile, baby,” Lexie whispered. “You’re live.”










Maren moved to the side. The twins circled him like wolves.










“This is how we decide,” Lena said softly. “If you’re still pretending to be a man…”










Lexie ran a finger down his padded crotch. “…or if you’re ready to show the world what you really are.”










Jenna knelt in front of him.










She didn’t speak.










She just held out two things.










In one hand, a pair of jeans. Folded. Clean.










In the other?










A pink leather collar, with a silver tag that read:

 

BABY TOY


 
.










Nathan’s hands trembled.










“If you take the jeans,” Lexie said, “we’ll let you go. No more play. No more teasing. Just a memory. But we’ll never speak to you again.”










Lena: “If you take the collar…”










Jenna smiled faintly. “…you’ll crawl out of this room in just your diaper. In front of everyone. On camera.”










“And you’ll belong to us,” Lexie finished. “For real. Forever.”










The room fell silent.










The camera blinked red.










Jenna waited, patient.










Nathan stared at the jeans.










Then the collar.










Then his reflection in the bathroom mirror.










The blush. The sagging diaper. The soft knees. The ache between his legs that had never truly gone away since the moment the twins diapered him.










He reached forward.










And took the collar.










Lena gasped softly.










Lexie laughed.










Jenna’s eyes glittered with pride as she rose and slipped it around his neck, tightening it just enough to remind him he’d made the choice.










She clipped the tag in place.










Lexie pressed another button.










“Lights on,” she called.










The bathroom door opened.










The five girls from the living room stood outside, waiting.










Jenna whispered, “Crawl.”










Nathan dropped to his hands and knees.










The diaper crinkled loudly beneath him.










And he crawled.










Out of the bathroom.










Into the crowd.










Into the rest of his life.










As

 

their baby toy


 
.
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