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Chapter 1: The Basement Revelation

I swaggered down the narrow wooden stairs into the shared basement of the frat house, the heavy thump of the party upstairs vibrating through the floorboards like a distant heartbeat. My duffel bag thumped against my thigh with every step, and I couldn’t wipe the cocky grin off my face. Twenty-two years old, athletic frame honed from years of lacrosse and gym sessions, sandy-blonde hair still perfectly tousled from the drive over. This was my reset. New university, new frat, new pledge week where nobody knew about the family mess my brother had left behind. I was going to own this place—chug beers, chase sorority girls, and walk out the other side a full brother with my masculinity intact.

The brothers who’d met me at the door clapped me on the back one last time. “Basement’s where it all starts, pledge,” Jake said with a smirk, his voice echoing off the concrete walls. “Good luck.” They filed back up the stairs and the door clicked shut behind them, leaving me alone in the dim space.

Dim was an understatement. Only three bare bulbs hung from the ceiling, casting long, jagged shadows across exposed brick and a couple of worn leather couches shoved against the walls. The air was cool and thick, carrying the faint tang of old beer, concrete dust, and something else—something sweet and expensive that wrapped around my senses like silk. Vanilla laced with dark spice, feminine and intoxicating. My pulse kicked up a notch, but I rolled my shoulders, still riding that cocky high. Whatever hazing they had planned, I could handle it. I always could.

I dropped my bag and paced the room, boots scuffing the concrete. The low light made everything feel intimate, almost secretive. My mind raced with visions of the week ahead—blindfolds, push-ups, maybe some embarrassing dares—but nothing that would touch the core of who I was. I was Reece, the transfer who didn’t back down.

Then the perfume grew stronger. Heavier. A soft click of heels on concrete made me turn.

She stepped out from the far corner like she’d been waiting in the shadows the whole time. Brunette hair cascaded over one shoulder in loose waves, catching the dim light in glossy strands. Her sweet smile curved her full lips, but her eyes—ice-cold, sharp as glass—locked onto mine with predatory focus. She wore a crisp white blouse tucked into a tight navy skirt that hugged her hips, the fabric stretching just enough to hint at the curves beneath. Pi-Beta-Phi rings glinted on her fingers like badges of power.

“Thanks for coming down, Reece,” she purred, voice soft but carrying absolute command. Her perfume hit me full force now—heady, wrapping around my throat and sliding down my spine. It made the dim basement feel smaller, hotter. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

I flashed my best cocky grin, trying to reclaim the upper hand. “Yeah? And you are…?”

“Sienna.” She circled me slowly, heels clicking in deliberate rhythm. The low bulbs painted her skin in warm gold and deep shadow, highlighting the swell of her breasts under the blouse and the smooth line of her throat. “President of Phi-Sigma. And the woman whose reputation your brother decided to destroy last year.”

My smile faltered. The basement air suddenly felt heavier. “What the hell are you talking about? That wasn’t me. I had nothing to do with—”

“Shhh.” She pressed one finger to my lips. Her touch was cool at first, then warm, electric. The perfume enveloped me completely, mixing with the faint musk of her skin. My cock twitched traitorously in my jeans despite the alarm bells screaming in my head. “I know it wasn’t you personally. But someone has to pay. The universe dropped you right into my basement during pledge week. Perfect timing.”

She pulled her phone from her skirt pocket, tapped the screen, and held it up. A video played—my brother’s drunken voice, loud and slurred, spilling secrets about Sienna’s private life into a group chat that had exploded across Greek Row. Humiliation. Exposure. The kind that ruined futures. My stomach dropped like a stone.

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered, heart hammering. The dim light made the screen glow harsh against her face, highlighting the cold fury in her eyes even as that sweet smile stayed fixed.

Sienna slipped the phone away and stepped closer, her body heat radiating into mine. “Here’s how this works, Reece. You have two choices. Walk out that door right now and I send this—plus some very creative edits—to the Dean, your new frat brothers, every social account that matters, and your family. You’ll be blacklisted before you even unpack. Gone. Finished.”

My mouth went dry. The basement walls seemed to close in, the shadows deepening around us. I could feel the power imbalance like a physical weight—her smaller frame somehow dominating the space, her perfume intoxicating and suffocating all at once. My cock was half-hard now, betraying me, pressing against my zipper as unwanted heat coiled low in my gut. What the fuck was wrong with me?

“Or,” she continued, trailing a nail down the center of my chest, scraping lightly over my shirt, “you accept my alternative initiation. My personal program. For the entire pledge week… and beyond if you want to survive here.”

I laughed, but it came out shaky. “Alternative initiation? You’re joking. This is some fucked-up revenge fantasy.”

Her smile sharpened. She pushed me backward until the back of my knees hit one of the old leather couches. I sat hard. Sienna straddled my lap in one fluid motion, her skirt riding up her thighs, the heat of her core pressing against the growing bulge in my jeans. Her perfume flooded my lungs. The dim bulbs cast her face in soft light, making her look angelic and demonic at the same time.

“I’m very serious,” she whispered, grinding slowly against me. My cock hardened fully under her, throbbing. “Your brother outed me. Now you’ll pay for it by becoming my perfect little sissy.”

The word hit like a slap. Sissy. My mind reeled—images of lace, humiliation, loss of control—but my body responded with a surge of shameful heat. I grabbed her hips on instinct, fingers digging into the fabric of her skirt. “No way. Fuck no. I’m not doing some twisted—”

She cut me off by rocking harder, the friction making me groan. “Listen carefully, Reece. The terms are non-negotiable. Every day you’ll wear lace panties under your clothes. Hidden. Constant reminder. Then the dresses. The makeup. The thick diapers I’ll lock on you myself. You’ll serve in the parlor. Learn to speak and move like the sissy you’re becoming. And every night—every single night—you’ll go on TikTok live for my viewers while I film your transformation. Your anonymous future will belong to me. Refuse any of it and the video drops. Your choice.”

Her words painted a nightmare, but her body was pure sin. She reached down between us, unzipped my jeans with practiced fingers, and freed my cock. It sprang out thick and heavy, veins pulsing, the head already slick with pre-cum. Sienna wrapped her hand around the shaft and stroked once, twice—slow, deliberate, her grip perfect. The dim light caught the sheen on my skin.

“Say yes to the panties first,” she murmured, lifting her skirt higher. No underwear. Her bare pussy glistened, lips swollen and wet. She positioned herself over me, the head of my cock nudging her entrance. The heat was unbearable.

I was breathing hard, chest heaving. Psychological war raged inside me—pride screaming to fight, insecurity from my brother’s scandal whispering that maybe I deserved this, and raw lust flooding every nerve. My hips bucked up on their own. “This is blackmail. You can’t—”

“I can.” She sank down in one smooth motion, taking every inch of my cock into her tight, dripping cunt. The wet heat enveloped me completely, walls clenching like velvet fire. A low moan escaped her throat, but her eyes stayed locked on mine, ice-cold and victorious. “Fuck, you’re thick. Now say it, Reece. ‘I accept the lace panties.’”

She started riding me—slow at first, then building rhythm, hips rolling in expert circles that ground her clit against my base. The couch creaked beneath us. Her perfume mixed with the raw scent of sex—sweat, slick pussy, my own musk. The dim bulbs painted her bouncing tits in shadow and gold as her blouse strained. Every downward thrust bottomed me out inside her, the wet slap of skin echoing in the basement.

My hands gripped her ass, but she controlled everything—speed, depth, the angle that made my cock throb harder. “I… I accept the lace panties,” I gasped, the words torn from me as pleasure spiked.

“Good boy.” She rode faster, cunt squeezing rhythmically. “Now the dresses. The full sissy wardrobe. Say it while I fuck you.”

The psychological pressure mixed with the physical onslaught. I felt exposed, broken open already, yet my cock was harder than it had ever been. Her juices coated my shaft, dripping down my balls with every rise and fall. “I accept… the dresses,” I groaned, voice cracking.

Sienna’s breath hitched. She leaned forward, breasts pressing against my chest, nipples hard through her blouse. “Diapers next. Thick ones. Locked on. You’ll use them when I say. Agree, sissy.”

The word again—sissy—sent a shameful thrill through me. My balls tightened. I was close already, fighting it, but her pussy was milking me relentlessly. The basement lights blurred. “I accept the diapers,” I panted, hips thrusting up to meet her now, chasing the edge.

She moaned louder, riding me harder, the wet sounds obscene. “Livestreams every night. TikTok. The world watching you break. Say it and cum for me, Reece. Seal it.”

My mind fractured. Pride shattered under the weight of her cunt and her commands. The power imbalance was total—she owned me already, using my own cock against me. “I accept the livestreams,” I snarled, voice breaking. “I accept it all—fuck—Sienna!”

The orgasm hit like a freight train. My cock swelled inside her, pulsing hard as the first thick rope of cum erupted deep into her pussy. I groaned loud and raw, body shuddering, hips jerking up as spurt after spurt flooded her. Hot, endless jets—visible when she lifted slightly, white cum coating her stretched lips and dripping back down my shaft in messy strands. She kept riding through it, grinding out every drop, her own climax crashing seconds later. Her cunt clenched violently around me, milking the last spurts as she cried out, sweet smile twisted in ecstasy.

We stayed locked together, breathing ragged in the dim basement. Her perfume clung to my skin, mixed now with the heavy scent of our sex. Cum leaked from where we joined, warm and sticky on my thighs.

Sienna leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “Your brother outed me — now you’ll pay for it by becoming my perfect little sissy.”

The words sank in deep. Post-nut clarity hit like ice water. My cock was still twitching inside her, spent and sensitive, but the reality of what I’d just agreed to crashed over me. Lace. Dresses. Diapers. Livestreams. My masculine armor—already cracked—felt the first real fractures spreading. I was still inside her, cum leaking out, and I knew there was no going back.

The basement felt smaller. Darker. Hers.


Chapter 2: Lace Beneath the Bro

I pushed through the morning crowd on Greek Row, jaw tight, trying to keep my stride loose and cocky like the rest of the pledges. The frat brothers laughed and shoved each other around me, trading stories from last night’s party. My sandy-blonde hair was still damp from a quick shower, my athletic frame filling out the standard pledge T-shirt and jeans. But inside, nerves chewed at my gut. The memory of Sienna’s tight cunt milking my cock dry in that dim basement last night kept flashing behind my eyes—her ice-cold stare, her sweet smile, the way she’d made me agree to everything while I pumped cum deep inside her.

“Looking good, Reece! Ready to crush these tasks?” Jake clapped my shoulder hard enough to jolt me back to the present. I forced a grin, flexing my broad chest like nothing was wrong.

“Yeah, man. Let’s do this.” My voice sounded steady. Tough-guy facade locked in place. No one could know what waited under my clothes once Sienna found me. The secret shame already simmered low in my belly, mixing with an unwanted throb between my legs.

We split off for the first pledge chore—hauling supplies across campus. Every step reminded me of the power imbalance she held. Blackmail video. My brother’s mess. Her perfume still lingered faintly on my skin from last night. I kept my head high, but my pulse hammered faster than it should.

Sienna appeared at the edge of the quad like a ghost in broad daylight. Tight jeans hugged her long legs, a cropped sorority hoodie showing a sliver of toned midriff. Her brunette waves bounced as she walked straight toward me, that deceptively sweet smile curving her lips while her eyes promised ruin. The other pledges didn’t notice her signal, but I did—the subtle tilt of her head toward the side path that led back to the shared basement entrance.

My cock twitched against my thigh. Fuck. I made an excuse about grabbing water and broke away, following her down the narrow stairs again. The basement door clicked shut behind us, sealing us in the same dim lighting as last night. Concrete coolness wrapped around me. Her intoxicating perfume—vanilla and dark spice—flooded the space immediately, wrapping my senses tight.

She didn’t waste time. “Strip, Reece. Everything except your socks and shoes.”

My hands hesitated at the hem of my shirt. “Here? Now? The guys are right upstairs—”

Sienna stepped closer, her rings catching the low bulb light. One finger traced the bulge already forming in my jeans. “You agreed last night while you were buried in my pussy. Lace panties first. Under everything. All day. Or the video drops before lunch.”

Shame burned hot across my face. I yanked the shirt over my head, revealing my muscular chest and abs. Jeans next, shoved down thick thighs. My cock sprang free, half-hard already, thick and heavy, the head flushed. Sienna watched with clinical hunger, circling me slowly. The cool basement air raised goosebumps on my shaved balls—something she’d demanded last night after our fuck.

She held up the panties. Delicate black lace, sheer enough to see through in places, with a tiny satin bow at the front. Feminine. Tiny. Nothing a guy like me should ever wear.

“Put them on.”

I stepped into the lace, pulling the soft fabric up my legs. It whispered against my skin—silky, clinging, utterly wrong. The front cupped my cock and balls snugly, the lace stretching over my thickening shaft while the back rode high between my ass cheeks, framing everything obscenely. Every tiny shift sent the delicate material rubbing, teasing, reminding. My cock strained hard against the lace, the head pushing at the waistband, pre-cum already darkening the fabric.

Sienna’s eyes gleamed. “Look at you. Such a big, athletic frat boy… and now my secret sissy underneath.”

The psychological weight crushed down. Pride screamed that this was humiliating bullshit, but my body betrayed me—cock throbbing visibly in the lace, balls drawn tight. Secret shame flooded me, hot and addictive. I was supposed to be the tough transfer, the one who conquered pledge week. Instead I stood here in girls’ panties, hard as steel, while she watched.

“Turn around. Bend over the couch.”

I obeyed, gripping the leather armrest. The lace pulled tighter across my ass, the soft rub constant. Sienna’s hands stroked my back, then yanked the panties aside just enough to expose my hole. Cool lube dripped down my crack. Her fingers circled, pressed in—one, then two—stretching me while her other hand reached around to stroke my lace-covered cock.

“Feel that? That’s what sissies wear. And you’re going to wear it all day while you haul boxes and smile for your brothers.”

Her fingers pumped deeper, curling against my prostate. Pleasure spiked sharp and humiliating. I groaned, hips pushing back despite myself.

Sienna freed her own jeans, kicking them off. Her bare pussy glistened, lips swollen and slick. She positioned herself on the couch in front of me, legs spread wide, and pulled my face down. “Eat first. Then I’ll fuck you properly.”

I buried my tongue in her cunt—hot, wet, tangy. She tasted like victory and sin. I licked deep, sucking her clit while her fingers stayed buried in my ass, working that spot that made my cock leak steadily into the lace. Her moans filled the basement, soft and commanding. The lace rubbed my shaft with every bob of my head, constant feminine friction driving me insane.

After several minutes of me devouring her pussy, Sienna pushed me back and stood. She bent over the couch arm, ass up, looking back with those ice-cold eyes. “Fuck me, sissy. But keep the panties on. Rub against them while you do it.”

I shoved the lace aside again, lined up my throbbing cock, and thrust into her dripping cunt in one hard stroke. Wet heat swallowed me completely. She was soaked from my tongue, walls fluttering around my thickness. I groaned loud, gripping her hips as I started pounding—deep, desperate strokes that made her ass ripple.

The lace waistband rubbed the base of my cock and my balls with every thrust. Soft, teasing, humiliating. Every movement reminded me exactly what I was wearing under my normal clothes. Secret shame mixed with raw lust, pushing me harder. Sienna pushed back to meet me, her cunt squeezing rhythmically.

“Harder, Reece. Show me how much you hate how good this feels.”

I railed her faster, the wet slap of skin echoing. My heavy balls swung against the lace, the delicate fabric soaked with her juices and my pre-cum. Tension coiled tight in my gut. Her pussy felt impossibly good—hot, slick, gripping.

Sienna reached back, spreading her ass wider. “Touch my clit while you fuck me.”

I did, rubbing tight circles. Her moans grew louder, cunt fluttering. She came first—hard—walls clamping down like a fist, milking my cock as fresh wetness gushed around me. The sensation broke me.

My orgasm exploded without warning. “Fuck—Sienna!” Thick ropes of cum erupted deep inside her pussy, pulse after heavy pulse. I kept thrusting through it, pumping every drop into her clenching cunt while the lace panties rubbed relentlessly against my skin. Cum overflowed, leaking down her thighs and soaking into the delicate fabric stretched around my balls. Visible white streaks marked where we joined, dripping messily.

I stayed buried deep, shuddering, cock twitching out the last weak spurts. Post-nut clarity hit again—me, muscular frat-bro transfer, standing in a basement with lace panties pulled aside, cock still inside the sorority president who owned my future.

Sienna straightened, letting my spent cock slip out. She adjusted the panties back into place herself, patting the now cum-damp lace over my softening dick. “Good boy. These stay on all day. No touching yourself. No removing them.”

I pulled my jeans back up. The lace felt even more obscene now—warm, sticky with our combined fluids, rubbing with every shift of fabric. The constant awareness settled between my legs like a dirty secret. Soft lace caressed my cockhead and balls as I zipped up. Every step would be torture.

We climbed the stairs separately. I rejoined the pledges for the supply haul, forcing my tough-guy smile while my face burned. The first crate I lifted sent the lace sliding deliciously against my sensitive skin. My cock stirred again, trapped in delicate black femininity, half-hard and leaking fresh pre-cum into the fabric.

Hours passed in agonizing awareness. Walking across campus, bending to load boxes, laughing with the brothers—every motion brought the soft, constant rub of lace. The waistband hugged my hips. The back seam nestled between my ass cheeks. The front cupped my balls like a lover’s hand that never let go. Secret shame gnawed deeper with every step. I was a fraud. A sissy pretending to be one of the guys. And no one knew.

By late afternoon my cock ached from the endless teasing friction. The damp lace clung obscenely. I caught Sienna watching from a distance during one task, her sweet smile sending fresh heat through me.

Jake noticed nothing. “You good, man? You’re walking funny.”

“Yeah. Just… sore from the drive yesterday.” Lie. The real reason rubbed between my legs with every stride.

As the sun dipped lower, Sienna texted me a single command: Basement. Now.

I made another excuse and returned alone. She waited on the couch, legs crossed, looking satisfied.

“Show me.”

I dropped my jeans. The black lace was obvious—stretched tight over my renewed erection, soaked dark with pre-cum and remnants of our earlier fuck. Strands of dried cum flaked on my inner thighs.

Sienna ran a finger along the waistband, then cupped my lace-covered balls. “Perfect. Walk normally, sissy. No one can know what’s under those jeans — yet.”

The words sank in. The constant reminder between my legs—soft, feminine, humiliating—made my stomach twist with dread and dark excitement. Tomorrow would be worse. Dresses. Shaving. Whatever came next.

I already knew I wouldn’t stop her. The lace had already won its first victory.


Chapter 3: Mirrors Don't Lie

I paced the narrow hallway outside the sorority house, heart slamming against my ribs like a trapped animal. The black lace panties from yesterday had tormented me all day—soft, constant rubbing against my cock and balls with every step across campus, every bend to lift crates, every laugh with the frat brothers who had no idea what I was hiding. By evening my shaft was raw and leaking, the delicate fabric soaked and clinging obscenely. Now, as the sun dipped low, Sienna’s text had pulled me here: Private parlor. Back entrance. Don’t make me wait.

My muscular frame felt heavy, sandy-blonde hair tousled from nervous hands running through it. I was still trying to cling to that cocky transfer-student swagger, but anxiety gnawed deep. The power imbalance was crushing. One video from her and my entire future here evaporated. I slipped through the unmarked door she’d described, descending into the sorority’s private parlor—a luxurious, dimly lit room with plush velvet couches, heavy drapes, and a wall of tall antique mirrors that reflected the low golden light from crystal lamps.

Sienna waited in the center like a queen on her throne. Brunette waves cascaded over bare shoulders; she wore a tight black slip dress that hugged every curve, her Pi-Beta-Phi rings glinting as she held up a garment bag. Her sweet smile curved her lips while those ice-cold eyes stripped me bare. The air carried her intoxicating perfume—vanilla and dark spice—thick enough to taste.

“Close the door, Reece. Lock it.”

I obeyed, the click loud in the quiet space. My cock stirred traitorously in the cum-stained lace, already half-hard from the memory of her tight cunt riding me yesterday.

“Strip. Everything. I want to see how well my sissy handled day one.”

Heat flooded my face. I peeled off the pledge shirt, revealing my broad chest and defined abs. Jeans next, shoved down thick thighs. The black lace panties came into full view—stretched tight over my thickening cock, the front dark with dried cum and fresh pre-cum, the back wedged deep between my firm ass cheeks. Sienna’s gaze lingered, hungry and calculating.

The silky fabric whispered against my skin as I stepped out of the jeans. Shame burned hot in my gut. I was an athletic frat-bro, built for dominance, yet here I stood in delicate feminine lace, cock leaking because of it. My mind screamed to fight back, but my body betrayed me—shaft throbbing visibly, balls drawn tight against the soft material. Secret insecurity from my brother’s scandal whispered that maybe this was what I deserved.

Sienna circled me slowly. “Good boy. The lace looks even better after a full day of secret shame. Now we move to the next layer.”

She opened the garment bag and laid out the pieces on the velvet chaise: matching black lace bra, garter belt with delicate straps, sheer stockings, and a short frilly dress in glossy satin—deep crimson with layers of ruffled petticoat underneath. The fabrics gleamed under the lamps, promising silky torment.

“Arms up.”

I raised them, pulse racing. She fastened the lace bra around my chest, the cups empty but the straps biting gently into my shoulders. The garter belt came next, cinching my waist, straps dangling cool against my thighs. Sienna rolled the sheer stockings up my legs herself—silky fabric sliding smoothly over my skin, whispering promises of femininity with every inch. The sensation was electric, cool and caressing, turning my powerful legs into something delicate and exposed.

Then the dress. She dropped it over my head. Cool satin slid down my body like liquid, hugging my broad shoulders before flaring at the hips. The hem barely reached mid-thigh, frills swishing softly with the slightest movement. Petticoat layers brushed my lace-covered cock, the constant rustle loud in my ears. Every shift sent frills tickling my sensitive thighs, the silky material gliding over my skin like a lover’s teasing fingers.

Sienna stepped back, admiring her work. “Now the real test.”

She turned me toward the wall of mirrors.

The reflection hit me like a gut punch. A muscular, sandy-blonde man stared back—but dressed as a sissy slut. The short frilly dress accentuated my athletic frame in all the wrong ways: broad chest straining the lace bra visible at the neckline, powerful legs sheathed in sheer stockings, the hem of the dress barely covering the bulge in my lace panties. Frills swished around my thighs as I breathed, the satin cool and slippery against my heated skin. My cock tented the front obscenely, pushing the delicate layers outward.

My mind fractured. Pride roared in protest—this wasn’t me. I was Reece, the cocky transfer ready to conquer pledge week. Yet my cock throbbed harder at the sight, pre-cum soaking through the lace and darkening the satin. Unwanted arousal mixed with deep shame, creating a toxic, addictive cocktail. I wanted to look away, but my eyes stayed locked on the mirror, drinking in the humiliating transformation.

“Look at yourself,” Sienna whispered behind me, her breath hot on my neck. Her hands slid down my sides, smoothing the dress. “This is who you really are now.”

The words sank deep, twisting something inside me. I hated how right the dress felt—the swish of frills, the silk gliding over my thighs with every tiny shift. My reflection showed a broken man, masculinity stripped layer by layer, yet my body responded with raw need.

Sienna’s hands roamed lower, lifting the hem of the dress and petticoat. She freed my cock from the lace panties, stroking the thick shaft slowly while we both watched in the mirror. Her other hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently. The contrast—my masculine dick in her manicured grip, surrounded by feminine frills—made my knees weak.

“Tell me how it feels,” she commanded softly.

“Humiliating,” I rasped. “I look like a fucking joke. But… it’s making me so hard it hurts.”

She smiled against my ear. “Good. That’s the point.”

She pushed me forward until my hands braced on the mirror frame. The cool glass fogged slightly with my breath. Sienna dropped to her knees behind me, lifting the dress high. She yanked the lace panties aside and spread my ass cheeks. Her tongue found my hole without warning—hot, wet, circling before pushing inside. I groaned loud, the sound echoing in the parlor. The silky dress brushed my throbbing cock as she ate my ass with expert hunger, tongue fucking deep while her hand stroked my shaft in rhythm.

The sensations overwhelmed me: frills swishing around my thighs, stockings tight on my legs, satin cool against my stomach, and her mouth devouring my most private spot. Shame and pleasure warred inside me. I was supposed to be the man, yet here I was dressed like this, moaning while a sorority president tongue-fucked my ass in front of a mirror.

Sienna stood, shedding her slip dress in one fluid motion. Her body was perfection—full breasts, toned stomach, smooth shaved pussy already glistening. She retrieved a bottle of lube from a side table, slicked her fingers, and pushed two deep into my ass, scissoring me open while her other hand kept stroking my cock.

“Beg for it, Reece. Beg to fuck my cunt while dressed like the sissy you are.”

Pride cracked further. “Please… let me fuck you. I need it.”

She positioned herself in front of me, back to the mirror so I could watch both of us. One leg hooked around my waist. I lined up my dripping cock and thrust into her tight, soaking pussy in one powerful stroke. Wet heat enveloped me completely, walls gripping like velvet fire. We both groaned. I started pounding her—deep, rhythmic strokes that made her breasts bounce and the frilly dress swish wildly around my thighs.

The mirror captured everything: my muscular body in a short crimson sissy dress, frills flying with every thrust, stockings taut on my legs, cock disappearing into Sienna’s dripping cunt. Silk slid over my skin constantly. The petticoat rubbed my balls with every deep plunge. Sensory overload pushed me closer to the edge.

Sienna’s ice-cold eyes stayed locked on mine in the reflection. “Harder, sissy. Feel how the dress makes you fuck better.”

I railed her faster, the wet slap of skin mixing with the rustle of frills. Her cunt clenched rhythmically, juices coating my shaft and dripping down my lace-trapped balls. Tension coiled tight in my core, building fast.

She came first—cunt spasming violently around my cock, fresh wetness flooding out as she cried out in ecstasy. The milking sensation broke me.

My orgasm crashed over me like a wave. “Fuck—Sienna!” Thick ropes of cum erupted deep inside her pulsing pussy. I kept thrusting through it, pumping spurt after heavy spurt into her clenching hole. Visible white cum leaked out around my shaft with every withdrawal, dripping down her thighs and soaking into the hem of my frilly dress. My body shuddered hard, knees buckling as the climax wrung every drop from my balls. The mirror showed it all—my face twisted in humiliated pleasure, dressed like a slut, filling the woman who owned me.

I stayed buried deep, cock twitching out the final weak spurts while cum continued to leak messily from where we joined. The silky dress clung to my sweat-damp skin, frills now stained with our combined fluids. Post-nut clarity hit with brutal force. I stared at my reflection—a broken sissy in full feminine lingerie and dress, cock still inside her, masculinity in tatters.

Sienna pulled off me slowly, letting more cum drip onto the floor. She smoothed the dress back down over my spent, messy cock, the fabric now sticky against my skin.

“Look at yourself. This is who you really are now.”

The words echoed in my mind as the frills settled around my thighs. Dread and dark anticipation twisted together. Sienna’s sweet smile returned, eyes gleaming with promise.

“And tomorrow, the next addition will be even more humiliating.”


Chapter 4: The First Thick Padding

I stumbled into the sorority’s private parlor still wearing the short crimson frilly dress from yesterday, the silky fabric swishing around my thighs with every anxious step. Deep embarrassment burned through me like acid. The memory of staring at my reflection—muscular frat-bro body wrapped in lace and petticoats, cock tenting the satin obscenely while Sienna fucked herself on me—had haunted me through a sleepless night. My sandy-blonde hair was messy, my athletic frame tense under the feminine layers. I could still feel the frills brushing my skin, the constant reminder of how easily my masculinity had cracked.

Sienna waited for me in a black silk robe that clung to her curves, brunette waves loose, ice-cold eyes gleaming with anticipation. The room smelled of her intoxicating perfume mixed with something clinical—shaving cream and baby powder. A large padded table had been set up in front of the mirrors, along with bowls of warm water, razors, thick white diapers, and crinkling plastic pants.

“Lock the door, Reece. Today we take the next step.”

My cock twitched beneath the dress despite the shame churning in my gut. The power imbalance pressed down heavier than ever. One refusal and the video ruined everything. I obeyed, pulse hammering.

She stepped close, fingers tracing the hem of my dress. “Strip. Everything except the stockings for now. I want you smooth and ready.”

I peeled off the frilly dress, the lace bra and garter. The black lace panties came last, my thick cock springing free, already half-hard and leaking. Standing there nearly naked under her gaze made my face burn hotter. Sienna’s sweet smile never wavered as she guided me onto the padded table on my back, legs spread. The cool leather stuck to my skin.

She lathered my groin with warm shaving cream, the thick foam coating my heavy balls and the base of my shaft. The razor glided slowly, methodically, scraping away every trace of hair. Each stroke left my skin hypersensitive, bare and vulnerable. She worked carefully around my cock, which betrayed me by hardening fully under her touch, veins pulsing, head flushed dark. The silky stockings on my legs felt even more feminine against the newly smooth skin.

The psychological assault hit hard. I was Reece—the athletic transfer, the cocky pledge. Now I lay here letting a sorority president shave me smooth like a toy. Deep insecurity from my brother’s scandal whispered that this was fitting punishment. Yet my body responded with shameful arousal, cock throbbing visibly as she wiped away the last foam, leaving me completely hairless from the waist down. The cool air kissed my bare skin, making my balls tighten.

“Spread wider,” Sienna commanded softly, her voice cutting straight through my resistance.

I did, legs parting further. The vulnerability was crushing. She lifted my hips and slid the first thick adult diaper underneath me. The padding felt massive—plush, absorbent, crinkling loudly with every shift. She folded it up between my legs, the bulky material forcing my thighs apart in a permanent waddle. Strong tapes secured it tightly around my waist, snug and unyielding. The crinkle was constant, loud in the quiet parlor. Then came the clear plastic pants, pulled up and locked with a small click at the waistband, sealing everything in shiny, noisy plastic.

The sensory overload was immediate. Thick padding pressed firmly against my cock and balls, forcing my legs into a wide, humiliating stance. Every tiny movement made the diaper crinkle and rustle. The tight tape hugged my waist like a belt of ownership. My once-proud dick was now trapped in soft, bulky padding, the front already bulging obscenely.

Sienna stood back, admiring her work. “Look in the mirror.”

I turned my head. The reflection showed a smooth, muscular man in sheer stockings, locked in a thick, white diaper and shiny plastic pants. The contrast destroyed what remained of my pride. My cock strained desperately against the padding, creating a visible tent.

Interior shame warred with raw need. This was beyond feminization—this was regression, control, total erasure of my manhood. Yet the humiliation made me harder than ever.

Sienna shed her robe, revealing her perfect naked body—full breasts, hard nipples, smooth shaved pussy already glistening. She climbed onto the table, straddling my diapered hips. Her wet cunt lips dragged across the crinkling plastic front of my diaper as she leaned down to kiss me possessively.

“Feel how helpless you are now,” she whispered. “Big boys don’t need diapers — but you do, don’t you, sissy?”

The words sank deep, twisting something broken and aroused inside me. “Yes… I do,” I admitted, voice hoarse with surrender.

She reached down, pulled the front of the diaper and plastic pants down just enough to free my aching cock. It sprang up thick and veined, the smooth shaved skin making it look even more obscene. Sienna positioned herself and sank down in one smooth motion, her tight, dripping cunt swallowing every inch of my dick.

Wet heat enveloped me completely. She moaned softly, walls clenching around my thickness as she bottomed out. The diaper crinkled loudly beneath her with every shift of her hips. The bulky padding forced my legs wide, making me feel even more exposed and owned as she started riding me.

The contrast was filthy and perfect—my muscular body locked in thick crinkling padding, cock buried in her pussy while plastic rustled with every thrust. Sienna rode me harder, breasts bouncing, her hands pinning my wrists above my head. The tight tape around my waist and the massive padding between my legs amplified every sensation. My smooth balls pressed against the diaper material as she ground down.

“Fuck me back, sissy. Let me feel how much you love your first diaper.”

I thrust up into her, the padding crinkling obscenely with every movement. The bulky thickness forced my legs apart, limiting my range but making each deep plunge more intense. Her cunt was soaked, juices dripping down my shaft and soaking into the top of the diaper. The wet, squelching sounds mixed with the constant plastic rustle created a humiliating symphony.

Sienna’s ice-cold eyes locked on mine, her sweet smile twisted in pleasure. She rode faster, cunt squeezing rhythmically around my cock. I could feel my orgasm building fast, pressure coiling tight in my smooth, heavy balls.

She came first—hard. Her pussy spasmed violently, milking my dick as fresh hot wetness flooded around me. She cried out, grinding down deep, clit rubbing against my base while the diaper crinkled beneath her.

The sensation pushed me over. “Sienna—fuck!” My cock swelled inside her, then exploded. Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted deep into her clenching cunt. Spurt after heavy spurt pumped out of me, filling her completely. I shuddered violently under her, hips jerking up as much as the bulky diaper allowed, forcing more cum to overflow and leak messily down my smooth shaft, soaking into the diaper padding. Visible white streaks coated her pussy lips and dripped onto the crinkling plastic.

I kept thrusting through the orgasm, wringing out every drop while my body convulsed. The climax felt endless, intensified by the humiliating bulk between my legs. Finally I collapsed, cock twitching weakly inside her as the last weak spurts leaked out.

Sienna stayed seated on me for long moments, letting my cum drip out around my softening dick and soak further into the diaper. She pulled the front back up, taping it tightly again so the warm, cum-soaked padding pressed firmly against my spent cock.

The thick material now felt even heavier, warm and squishy with our combined fluids. Every tiny shift made loud crinkles. The plastic pants locked everything in, forcing my legs apart in that permanent, babyish waddle. The tape hugged my waist securely, inescapable.

Sienna smoothed her hands over the bulky front, pressing the wet padding against my sensitive cock. “Perfect. Your first thick padding. You’ll wear this under your clothes for the rest of the day. No one will know… but you will.”

I stood on shaky legs, the unfamiliar bulk making every movement a loud, crinkling reminder. Walking felt awkward, thighs forced apart, the heavy, soaked padding swaying between my legs. The silky stockings only heightened the contrast. Shame and dark arousal twisted together as I pulled on loose sweatpants over the obvious diaper bulge.

Sienna watched with satisfaction. “Big boys don’t need diapers — but you do, don’t you, sissy?”

The words echoed as I took my first crinkling steps toward the door. The constant rustle, the thick padding forcing my stance wide, the warm cum-soaked squish against my cock with every motion—it all hammered home my new status.

This was only the beginning. The unfamiliar bulk made every movement a humiliating, inescapable reminder of exactly what I had become.


Chapter 5: Sissy Maid in the Parlor

I entered the sorority’s private parlor with slow, deliberate steps, the thick diaper crinkling loudly between my thighs with every movement. The short frilly crimson dress from yesterday barely covered the bulky white padding, its petticoat layers swishing against the plastic pants. Humiliation burned through every inch of me. My muscular legs, still in sheer stockings, were forced apart by the massive padding, creating an awkward waddle that made my sandy-blonde hair fall into my eyes as I tried to keep my head high. The warm, cum-soaked diaper from earlier pressed heavily against my shaved cock and balls, squishing with each step. I felt ridiculous—an athletic frat-bro reduced to this.

Sienna stood waiting with three other sorority sisters lounging on the velvet couches. All of them were stunning, dressed in casual elegance—tight tops and short skirts. Their eyes lit up with cruel delight as I entered. The air was thick with perfume, wine, and anticipation.

“Perfect timing, princess,” Sienna purred, her ice-cold eyes raking over me. “The parlor needs cleaning. Then you’ll serve us drinks. Curtsy when you serve, princess. Diapered girls have better manners.”

The sisters burst into mocking laughter. The sound sliced into me, fresh shame flooding my face. My cock twitched traitorously inside the soggy padding despite the humiliation.

I grabbed the cleaning supplies she pointed out. Bending to dust the low shelves sent the diaper crinkling obscenely loud, the bulky padding forcing my ass out and the dress riding up to expose the shiny plastic pants. Every bend, every stretch, every step produced that constant plastic rustle and crinkle. The sisters’ laughter followed me like a soundtrack.

“Listen to that crinkle! He really is padded like a proper sissy,” one sister named Lila giggled.

My mind reeled as I worked. Pride screamed that I was Reece, the strong transfer student who should be chugging beers with the frat brothers. Instead I was here, diapered, dressed, cleaning for laughing women while my cock leaked into the warm, squishy padding. The constant sensory reminder—the thick bulk spreading my legs, the tape tight around my waist, the frills tickling my thighs—broke me down further. Yet my body betrayed me, shaft hardening inside the diaper, creating an even more obvious bulge.

Sienna watched with satisfaction, occasionally directing me. “Lower when you sweep, sissy. Show us that padded ass.”

I obeyed, bending deeper. The crinkle filled the room. The sisters’ teasing grew sharper—comments about my waddle, the way the dress flared, how pathetic I looked. Each word chipped away at my remaining masculinity.

After the cleaning, Sienna handed me a tray with glasses of wine. “Serve properly. Curtsy every time.”

My hands shook as I approached the first sister. The diaper crinkled loudly with each step. I bent my knees in a humiliating curtsy, the bulky padding making it awkward and feminine. Wine sloshed slightly. They laughed harder.

“Good girl,” Sienna praised. “Again.”

I served them all, curtsying repeatedly while the thick padding forced my legs apart and the dress swished. The mocking laughter echoed around me, mixing with the constant crinkle. Shame and dark arousal twisted together until I was rock hard inside the diaper, pre-cum mixing with the earlier mess.

Sienna finally pulled me close after the last drink. “Enough chores. Time for your reward, diapered maid.”

She pushed me toward the large ottoman in the center of the room. The sisters leaned forward, eyes hungry. Sienna shed her dress, revealing her naked body, then strapped on a thick, realistic dildo—long, veined, and glistening with lube. My stomach flipped with fear and need.

“Bend over the ottoman, sissy. Ass up.”

I obeyed, knees sinking into the cushion. The diaper was pulled down just enough to expose my smooth hole, the bulky padding still bunched around my thighs. The sisters’ mocking whispers filled the air.

Sienna pressed the thick head of the strap-on against my asshole. “Relax for me, princess.”

She pushed forward steadily. The fat head stretched me open, sliding deep into my ass with a slow, relentless thrust. I groaned loud as the dildo filled me, bottoming out against my prostate. The burn mixed with intense pressure. My cock throbbed hard, trapped against the lowered diaper.

Sienna started fucking me—deep, powerful strokes that made the strap-on slam into my ass again and again. The dildo plowed my hole, stretching me wide, bottoming out with every thrust. The crinkling diaper rustled wildly around my thighs. Her hips slapped against my ass, the sound wet and obscene.

“Take it, sissy. Feel how a real girl gets fucked,” she growled, pounding harder.

The sisters cheered and laughed, their mocking voices heightening everything. “Look at him crinkle while he gets railed!” “Pathetic diapered slut.”

Pleasure built fast from the constant prostate pounding. My cock leaked steadily onto the ottoman, untouched. Sienna reached around and stroked me roughly while she railed me, but mostly it was the deep ass-fucking driving me insane.

She fucked me harder, long strokes pulling almost out before slamming back in, splitting me open. The thick dildo rubbed my prostate perfectly on every thrust. My balls tightened, the pressure unbearable.

“I’m gonna—fuck!” I cried out.

My orgasm exploded hands-free. Thick ropes of cum shot from my cock onto the ottoman and the front of the lowered diaper. Spurt after heavy spurt erupted as my asshole clenched around the pounding dildo. My body shuddered violently, ass pushing back to take her deeper while I came messily. Cum splattered visibly across the fabric and my smooth thighs.

Sienna kept railing me through it, drawing out every pulse until I was spent and whimpering. She finally pulled out with a wet pop, leaving my hole gaping and twitching.

The sisters clapped and laughed. Sienna pulled the diaper back up, taping it tightly over my spent, cum-smeared cock. The warm, sticky mess squished against me immediately.

“Excellent performance, maid,” Sienna said, stroking my hair. “But we’re not done. It’s time for you to learn how to look and sound like a proper sissy.”

The words sank in as I stood on shaky legs, the heavy, cum-filled diaper crinkling with every humiliated step. The sisters’ laughter followed me, promising even more to come.


Chapter 6: Painted and Primped

I shuffled into the sorority’s private parlor, every muscle aching from the endless chores and the relentless group teasing of the previous day. The thick diaper sagged heavily between my thighs, still warm and squishy with dried cum from the strap-on pounding I’d taken while serving the sisters. My frilly crimson dress clung to my sweat-damp skin, the petticoats swishing against the crinkling plastic pants with each waddling step. Shame sat like lead in my gut. My sandy-blonde hair was messy, my athletic frame hunched as I tried to ignore the constant rustle announcing my padded state to anyone who might hear.

Sienna waited at the ornate vanity table, surrounded by an arsenal of makeup, brushes, and a long brunette wig on a stand. She wore a tight satin robe that barely contained her full breasts, her ice-cold eyes lighting up with cruel pleasure as I entered.

“Look at my sore little maid,” she purred. “Come here, Reece. It’s time to make you pretty.”

I hesitated, the bulky diaper forcing my legs apart. The memory of the sisters’ mocking laughter still echoed in my ears. My cock twitched inside the soggy padding despite the deep embarrassment. The power she held over me—blackmail, control, the slow erasure of my masculinity—left me with no choice but to obey.

She guided me onto the padded stool in front of the large mirror. The bright ring lights clicked on, illuminating my face harshly. Sienna stood behind me, her perfume wrapping around me like chains—vanilla and dark spice.

“Close your eyes first.”

The first brush stroked across my eyelids—soft, feather-light, yet devastating. Cool foundation smoothed over my cheeks and jaw with long, deliberate strokes, covering the faint stubble and masculine angles. Each pass of the brush sent tingles across my skin. Blush followed, warm and powdery on my cheekbones. The scent of the makeup—sweet, floral, feminine—filled my nostrils. Then came the eyeliner, precise and sharp, followed by mascara that made my lashes feel heavy and dramatic.

Sienna worked in silence at first, turning my face with gentle but firm fingers. The lipstick came next. She traced my lips slowly, the creamy, cherry-red color gliding on thick. The taste bloomed on my tongue—sweet, waxy, unmistakably girly. I could smell the cosmetic scent with every breath. My reflection started to shift from athletic frat-bro to something soft, painted, and humiliating.

My mind screamed in protest. I was Reece, 22, built for lacrosse and conquests. Now I sat diapered and dressed while a sorority president painted me like a doll. Deep insecurity from my brother’s scandal twisted with unwanted arousal. My cock hardened inside the thick padding, pushing against the crinkling bulk and creating an obscene tent under the frilly dress.

“Open your eyes,” Sienna commanded.

The mirror showed a stranger. Smooth foundation, contoured cheeks, smoky eyes with long lashes, and glossy red lips. I looked… pretty. Feminine. Broken.

Sienna lifted the long brunette wig and settled it onto my head, adjusting it carefully. The synthetic hair cascaded over my shoulders in soft waves, tickling my neck. She stepped back, admiring her work.

“Beautiful. Now the voice and mannerisms. Say after me, sweetly: ‘I’m Sienna’s diapered sissy.’”

My painted lips trembled. The lipstick taste coated my tongue. “I’m… Sienna’s diapered sissy,” I muttered in my normal deep voice.

She slapped my thigh lightly. “Higher. Softer. Like a proper girl. Again.”

“I’m Sienna’s diapered sissy,” I tried, pitching my voice up. It sounded ridiculous. Breathy. Feminine.

Sienna smiled. “Better. Walk for me. Small steps, hips swaying. Curtsy.”

I stood, the diaper crinkling loudly. The wig swayed as I took mincing steps, the bulky padding forcing my thighs apart. I attempted a curtsy, bending my knees while holding the hem of the dress. The sisters’ laughter from yesterday echoed in my memory, mixing with fresh shame.

Sienna corrected my posture, hands on my hips, guiding the sway. “Again. Say the line while you curtsy.”

“I’m Sienna’s diapered sissy,” I repeated in the higher voice, curtsying deeply. The mirror reflected every humiliating detail—the made-up face, the wig, the frilly dress over the obvious diaper bulge.

The psychological break deepened with each repetition. My masculine pride crumbled under the brushes, the taste of lipstick, the sound of my own girlish voice. Yet my cock throbbed harder in the padding, leaking fresh pre-cum into the mess.

After nearly an hour of coaching—walking, posing, reciting lines in that soft, feminine tone—Sienna looked satisfied.

“You’re ready for the camera soon. But first, you’re going to thank me properly.”

She dropped her robe, revealing her naked body. Full breasts with hard nipples, smooth pussy already glistening with arousal. She sat on the edge of the vanity, legs spread wide, and pulled my wigged head between her thighs.

“Eat my cunt like a good sissy maid. Use that pretty mouth.”

I leaned in, the taste of lipstick mixing with her tangy wetness as my tongue found her clit. She moaned softly, fingers gripping the wig. I licked deeper, sucking her folds, pushing my tongue inside her slick hole while my painted face pressed against her. The brushes on my skin, the wig on my head, the constant crinkle of my diaper—it all amplified the degradation.

Sienna ground against my face, coating my makeup with her juices. “Good girl. Deeper.”

After several minutes of me devouring her pussy, she pushed me back and stood. She retrieved her thick strap-on, buckling it around her hips. The realistic dildo bobbed heavily—veined, thick, glistening with fresh lube.

“Bend over the vanity. Watch yourself in the mirror while I fuck you.”

I obeyed, gripping the edge of the table. My made-up reflection stared back—glossy red lips parted, smoky eyes wide, brunette wig framing a feminine face. The frilly dress was flipped up, thick diaper pulled down just enough to expose my smooth ass. Sienna pressed the fat head of the strap-on against my hole and pushed in.

The stretch burned deliciously as she sank deep in one long thrust. The dildo bottomed out, pressing hard against my prostate. I groaned in my trained feminine voice, the sound high and needy.

Sienna gripped my hips and started pounding—hard, deep strokes that made the vanity shake. The strap-on plowed my ass relentlessly, pulling nearly out before slamming back in, splitting me open with wet, obscene sounds. My heavy diaper crinkled wildly around my thighs with every impact. The wig bounced, lipstick-smeared lips moaned, and my painted eyes watered with overwhelming pleasure.

“Say it while I fuck you,” she demanded, railing me faster. “Sweetly.”

“I’m Sienna’s diapered sissy,” I gasped in the girlish tone, voice cracking as the dildo hammered my prostate.

She fucked me harder, long powerful strokes that bottomed out each time, the base of the strap-on slapping against my ass. My cock hung heavy and untouched beneath me, throbbing painfully, leaking strings of pre-cum onto the floor. The mirror showed everything—the feminized sissy getting ass-fucked raw, wig swaying, makeup starting to smudge from sweat and effort.

Pleasure coiled tight in my core. The constant prostate pounding pushed me toward the edge at terrifying speed.

Sienna reached around and stroked my cock in time with her thrusts. “Cum for me, sissy. Show the mirror who you are.”

The orgasm crashed over me violently. “I’m Sienna’s diapered sissy!” I cried out in that high, broken voice as my cock erupted. Thick ropes of cum shot from my dick onto the floor and the front of the lowered diaper—spurt after heavy, visible spurt. My asshole clenched hard around the pounding dildo, milking it as my body shuddered and convulsed. Cum kept pumping out in powerful jets while Sienna continued railing me through the climax, drawing out every pulse until I was whimpering and spent.

She finally pulled out with a wet pop, leaving my hole gaping and twitching. She pulled the diaper back up, taping it tightly over my cum-smeared, softening cock. The warm mess squished against me immediately.

Sienna turned me to face the mirror fully, my painted, wigged reflection staring back—flushed, smudged, thoroughly fucked.

“Say it sweetly — ‘I’m Sienna’s diapered sissy.’ Again.”

I repeated it softly, voice trembling. With my new look complete—full makeup, long wig, feminine mannerisms trained—she reached for the ring light and camera on the side table, powering it on with a click.

The red recording light blinked to life, promising my public debut.


Chapter 7: Live for the Camera

I stood trembling in the center of the sorority’s private parlor, the bright ring light already blazing hot on my painted face. Terror clawed at my chest like icy fingers. The full sissy transformation from yesterday stared back at me from the mirrors—long brunette wig cascading over my shoulders, heavy makeup with glossy red lips and smoky eyes, the short frilly crimson dress barely covering the thick, crinkling diaper locked around my waist. My muscular legs in sheer stockings looked obscene under the feminine layers. Every breath made the petticoats swish and the plastic pants rustle loudly.

Sienna adjusted the camera on its tripod, the red recording light already glowing like a predator’s eye. She wore a tight black corset and nothing below, her shaved pussy glistening with anticipation. A small monitor showed the private TikTok livestream chat already filling with a handful of anonymous viewers.

“Ready for your debut, sissy?” she asked sweetly, her ice-cold eyes sparkling.

My stomach twisted. “Sienna… please. Not on camera. What if someone recognizes me?” My trained feminine voice came out high and shaky, exactly as she had coached.

She stepped close, her perfume wrapping around me. One hand cupped the obvious bulge in my diaper. “That’s the point. You agreed to this. Smile for your fans or the full video of you getting pegged yesterday goes public. Now pose.”

The ring light’s heat burned my cheeks, making sweat bead under the makeup. The camera lens felt like it stripped me naked. Comments started pinging in on the monitor—soft chimes that made my cock twitch traitorously inside the warm padding.

First time seeing a diapered frat boy? Hot.

My mind spiraled. I was Reece, the athletic transfer student who should be dominating pledge week, not standing here fully feminized and about to perform for strangers. Deep shame mixed with unwanted heat low in my belly. The power imbalance crushed me—Sienna owned every inch of my exposure.

“Start with a curtsy and a spin,” she commanded.

I obeyed, bending my knees in the frilly dress. The diaper crinkled loudly as I turned, the hem flaring to show the shiny plastic pants. More comments pinged.

That crinkle is addictive. Show the bulge closer.

Sienna smiled at the screen. “Good girl. They like you already.”

The heat from the ring light made my skin prickle. Every movement sent the wig brushing my neck, the lipstick taste lingering on my tongue. I posed as instructed—hands on hips, swaying, bending forward so the dress rode up. The camera captured everything. My terror slowly mixed with dark, humiliating arousal as the viewer count climbed and comments flooded in faster.

Sienna pulled me closer to the camera. “Tell them who you are, sweetly.”

I swallowed hard, voice soft and feminine. “I’m Sienna’s diapered sissy… here to entertain you tonight.”

The chat exploded with hearts and demands. The constant pings drilled into my brain, each one a fresh spike of exposure. My cock strained hard against the thick padding, creating a very visible bulge under the short dress.

After twenty minutes of posing and teasing—turning, lifting the hem to flash the diaper, practicing my curtsies while the chat cheered—the terror had burned into a feverish mix of shame and need. Sienna’s hand slid under my dress, pressing the crinkling padding against my aching dick.

“Time to thank your fans properly,” she whispered.

She pushed me down onto the large velvet chaise in full view of the camera. The ring light bathed us in harsh, unrelenting brightness. Sienna straddled my waist, her wet pussy lips dragging across the front of my diaper as she freed my thick, shaved cock from the padding. It sprang up heavy and leaking, veins pulsing under the bright lights.

“Look at the camera while I ride you, sissy.”

She sank down onto my cock in one smooth, wet glide. Her tight cunt swallowed every inch, hot velvet walls clenching around my thickness. We both groaned—mine in that trained feminine pitch. The diaper crinkled wildly beneath her as she bottomed out, my balls pressed against the warm padding.

Sienna started riding hard, hips rolling and bouncing. Her full breasts heaved in the corset, nipples hard. The wet slap of her pussy taking my cock mixed with the constant loud crinkle of the plastic pants. Juices ran down my shaft, soaking into the top of the diaper with every downward thrust.

“Tell the chat how it feels,” she demanded, grinding deep.

“It feels… so humiliating,” I moaned in the girlish voice, eyes locked on the camera lens. “Being fucked in my diaper while they watch…”

Comments pinged rapidly:

Fuck yes, make him moan louder.

That diaper bulge is perfect.

Creampie the sissy!

Sienna rode faster, cunt squeezing rhythmically around my cock. The ring light’s heat made sweat trickle down my made-up face, smudging the mascara slightly. The wig stuck to my neck. Every bounce made the bulky padding rustle and shift between my spread thighs. The sensory overload—camera gaze, pinging comments, her tight pussy milking me, the constant crinkle—was overwhelming.

She leaned forward, breasts pressing against my chest, and whispered hotly, “Cum inside me on camera, sissy. Show them what a good diapered slut you are.”

The pressure built fast. My balls tightened against the soggy padding. Sienna slammed down harder, taking me to the hilt with every stroke, her clit grinding against my base.

“I’m gonna—fuck!” I cried out in that high, broken feminine voice.

My orgasm exploded violently. Thick ropes of cum erupted deep into Sienna’s clenching cunt. Spurt after powerful spurt pumped out of me, flooding her completely. I shuddered hard under her, hips jerking up as much as the bulky diaper allowed, forcing more cum to overflow and leak messily down my shaft onto the crinkling padding. Visible white streaks coated her stretched pussy lips every time she lifted, dripping in thick strands back onto my cock and the diaper.

Sienna moaned loudly and came seconds later, her walls spasming wildly around my pulsing dick, milking every last drop. Fresh wetness gushed around me as she ground down through her climax, prolonging mine until I was whimpering and oversensitive.

She stayed seated on my cock for long moments, letting the camera capture the messy creampie leaking out around my softening shaft. Then she slowly lifted off, more cum dripping visibly onto the front of my diaper before she tucked my spent dick back inside and taped it tightly. The warm, fresh load squished against my sensitive cock immediately.

Sienna turned to the camera with a satisfied smile. “Smile and wave for your fans, sissy. They love your diaper bulge.”

I obeyed weakly, lifting a manicured hand in a shy wave, my painted face flushed and wrecked. The chat erupted with praise and tips. Viewer count had doubled. Positive comments flooded in—demands for more, compliments on my moans, excitement about the visible creampie stain now darkening the diaper front.

Sienna read a few aloud, her sweet smile widening. “They want to see you in public next. Looks like your private debut was a success. Time to take my diapered sissy further public.”

The words sank in as the livestream ended. The ring light clicked off, but the heat on my skin remained. My cum-soaked diaper crinkled with every shaky breath. The positive viewer response had sealed it—Sienna’s eyes gleamed with new plans, and I knew my exposure was only beginning.


Chapter 8: Quad of Shame

I stood just inside the sorority’s back entrance, heart hammering against my ribs as the afternoon sun filtered through the trees lining the path to the university quad. Anxiety clawed at my throat after last night’s private livestream. The comments praising my diaper bulge and feminine moans still echoed in my head. Sienna had dressed me carefully this morning: thick diaper taped snugly around my waist, hidden under loose jeans and a baggy hoodie. But beneath the normal clothes waited delicate lace panties over the padding, a soft satin camisole, and thigh-high stockings that whispered against my smooth legs with every shift. The bulky padding forced my thighs apart in a subtle but unmistakable waddle.

Sienna stepped close, her sweet smile sharp as a blade. Her hand pressed firmly against the front of my jeans, right over the hidden diaper bulge. “Today you walk the quad like a normal pledge, Reece. But you’ll feel every inch of what you really are. Keep walking, sissy. Everyone can see what a pathetic girl you are becoming.”

The words sent a shiver through me. My cock twitched inside the warm, thick padding. Public risk. Real exposure. One wrong sound, one too-obvious crinkle, and my life here would implode.

We stepped out together but separate enough that no one would link us. The quad buzzed with students—groups laughing on the grass, others rushing between classes. Bright sunlight warmed my face as I started across the wide open space. Every step made the diaper crinkle audibly in the quieter moments between conversations. The thick padding compressed and shifted, forcing my athletic legs into that humiliating wide stance. The lace and satin underneath slid sensually against my shaved skin, a constant feminine reminder hidden from view.

Fear spiked with every passerby. A group of frat brothers waved from a distance. I forced a cocky nod, but inside my mind screamed. They can’t hear it. They can’t know. Yet the crinkle seemed deafening to me when I paused near a bench. The bulky mass between my legs swayed heavily, the plastic pants rubbing with soft, telltale sounds. Sweat beaded under the hoodie despite the cool breeze. My body betrayed me again—cock half-hard and leaking into the diaper, the unwanted arousal mixing with gut-wrenching shame.

Sienna trailed twenty feet behind, watching like a predator. Her occasional text buzzed in my pocket: Sway those hips more, princess.

I kept walking, crossing the center of the quad. A gust of wind pressed my jeans tighter against the diaper, making the outline faintly visible if anyone looked too closely. A girl glanced my way, frowning slightly at my awkward gait. My face burned under the remnants of yesterday’s makeup I hadn’t fully removed. The fear was intoxicating—every heartbeat, every crinkle, every brush of satin against my thighs pushed me deeper into surrender.

Halfway across, Sienna texted again: Meet me behind the old library annex. Now.

I veered off the main path, legs waddling faster. The annex was a quiet, overgrown corner shielded by thick bushes and an old wall—semi-private but dangerously close to the busy quad. Students’ voices carried faintly from fifty yards away.

Sienna was already waiting, leaning against the brick wall with her skirt hiked up. No panties. Her shaved pussy glistened in the dappled sunlight.

“On your knees first, sissy. Show me how grateful you are for your public walk.”

I dropped instantly, the diaper crinkling loudly as my knees hit the grass. The risk made my pulse thunder. Anyone could walk around the corner. I buried my face between her thighs, tongue lapping hungrily at her wet cunt. She tasted sharp and sweet. I sucked her clit, pushed my tongue deep into her slick hole while my hands gripped her firm ass. The bright daylight on my painted lips and wig-hidden hair only heightened the degradation.

Sienna moaned softly, fingers tangling in my sandy-blonde hair under the hood. “Good girl. Deeper. Let the quad hear your diaper crinkle while you eat me.”

I obeyed, the thick padding rustling with every bob of my head. Her juices coated my chin. After several intense minutes, she pulled me up and spun me around, pressing my chest against the rough brick wall.

“Jeans down. Just enough.”

I shoved my jeans and the lace panties below my ass, exposing the thick white diaper. Sienna yanked the tapes open with quick efficiency, pulling the front down just enough to free my aching, leaking cock. It sprang out heavy and veined, the head slick with pre-cum.

She pressed her body against my back, reached around, and guided my cock between her thighs from behind—not into her pussy, but sliding along her slick folds and against her clit in tight, teasing strokes. The position kept me trapped, face to the wall, diaper bunched around my thighs.

“Fuck my thighs while the quad walks by, sissy.”

I thrust desperately. Her smooth, wet thighs squeezed my thick shaft perfectly, the head bumping her clit with every forward push. The risk was insane—voices carried clearly now, students passing just beyond the bushes. My diaper crinkled with every frantic movement. The satin camisole slid against my chest under the hoodie. Fear and lust fused into something explosive.

Sienna reached back and spread her ass cheeks. “Beg to cum on me.”

“Please… let me cum,” I whispered hoarsely, still using the trained feminine tone. “I need it so bad.”

She squeezed her thighs tighter and rocked with me. The friction was perfect—hot, slick skin stroking every inch of my cock. My balls slapped against the lowered diaper with wet sounds.

The orgasm built fast, unstoppable. “Sienna—I’m—”

Thick ropes of cum exploded from my cock, shooting across her thighs and dripping down her legs in visible white streaks. Spurt after heavy spurt painted her skin as I shuddered violently against the wall, hips jerking, moaning into the brick. My asshole clenched in rhythm with each pulse, the diaper crinkling wildly. Cum kept pumping out in long, messy jets until it ran down her calves and soaked into the grass.

Sienna moaned her own release, thighs trembling around my spurting cock. She milked the last drops from me before stepping away, leaving my spent dick twitching in the open air, cum still dripping from the head.

She quickly retaped the diaper tightly over my sensitive, messy cock. The warm load squished against my shaved skin immediately. I yanked my jeans up, the bulky padding once again hidden but now freshly stained.

We stepped back toward the quad separately. My legs shook as I resumed the walk, the cum-soaked diaper squelching softly with every step. The crinkle seemed louder than ever in the quiet patches between groups of students.

Near the far side, two of my frat brothers—Jake and Tyler—headed straight toward me. Panic spiked. I tried to walk normally, but the waddle was unmistakable. The diaper crinkled audibly when I slowed.

“Reece! You good, man? You’re walking weird,” Jake called, frowning.

I forced a laugh, face burning. “Yeah, just pulled something in the gym. No big deal.”

They nodded but glanced down at my hips for a split second. Sienna watched from a nearby bench, her smile hidden behind a book. The close call left my heart racing, adrenaline and shame flooding my system. One more suspicious look and everything could collapse.

I kept walking, shaken to my core. The constant squish of cum in my diaper and the fear of exposure had broken something deeper inside me. I was ready—terrified but ready—for whatever group involvement Sienna planned next.

“Keep walking, sissy,” her earlier words echoed in my mind as I finally reached the edge of the quad. “Everyone can see what a pathetic girl you are becoming.”

The truth of it settled heavy between my legs with every crinkling, cum-squelching step.


Chapter 9: The Group Inspection

I stumbled down the stairs into the shared basement, legs still shaky from the public walk across the quad. The cum-soaked diaper squished warmly against my shaved cock with every step, the thick padding forcing that permanent waddle. My jeans and hoodie hid most of it, but the subtle crinkle and the satin camisole sliding against my skin kept the humiliation fresh. The close call with Jake and Tyler had left me rattled—heart racing, face flushed, pride in tatters. One wrong glance and everything could have ended.

Sienna waited at the bottom, flanked by three sorority sisters—Lila, Mia, and Tara—and two frat brothers, Jake and Marcus, who had been pulled in “for fun.” The dim bulbs cast harsh shadows across their eager faces. A circle of chairs surrounded a low platform in the center of the room. The air was thick with perfume, beer, and raw anticipation.

“Strip, Reece,” Sienna ordered softly. “Show the group what you’ve been hiding all day.”

My hands trembled as I peeled off the hoodie, then the jeans. The short frilly crimson dress from earlier underneath made the sisters gasp with delight. The thick diaper bulged obscenely between my thighs, tapes tight around my waist, the front darkened with dried cum from the thigh-fuck behind the annex. Stockings and lace completed the obscene picture.

Multiple voices erupted at once.

“Holy shit, he’s actually padded,” Jake laughed.

“Look at that bulge! Pathetic,” Lila mocked, leaning forward.

Hands reached out immediately. Fingers prodded the front of my diaper, squeezing the warm, squishy padding. Mia slapped the side, making it crinkle loudly. Tara traced the tapes around my waist while Marcus openly groped my ass through the plastic pants.

The sensory assault was overwhelming—multiple hands kneading, slapping, pressing the bulky mass against my hardening cock. The mocking laughter echoed off the concrete walls, surrounding me from every angle.

My mind fractured under the group humiliation. I was supposed to be one of the guys, a cocky athletic transfer. Instead I stood here dressed and diapered while frat brothers and sorority sisters inspected me like a toy. Deep shame burned through me, but my body betrayed me completely—cock throbbing painfully inside the soaked padding, leaking fresh pre-cum.

Sienna circled me slowly. “Bend over the platform. Hands on the edge. Legs spread.”

I obeyed, ass pushed out toward the group. The dress rode up, fully exposing the shiny plastic pants and the sagging diaper. Fingers returned immediately—prodding deeper, spreading my cheeks through the padding, commenting on every detail.

“Feel how heavy it is,” Tara said, lifting the back. “He’s been leaking all day like a good little sissy.”

Jake chuckled. “Bet that dick is rock hard in there. Look at the tent.”

Sienna’s hand slid between my legs from behind, cupping the bulging front and squeezing rhythmically. “Tell them what you are, Reece. Sweetly.”

“I’m… Sienna’s diapered sissy,” I whimpered in the trained feminine voice.

Laughter exploded. More hands joined—slapping my padded ass, pinching my thighs, tracing the lace tops of the stockings. The constant prodding and mocking voices stripped away the last fragments of my masculinity. I felt exposed, owned, broken in front of an audience.

After long minutes of inspection and verbal degradation, Sienna pulled my diaper down just enough to free my aching cock. It sprang out thick and veined, the head shiny with pre-cum, balls heavy and smooth.

“Time to really test our sissy,” she announced.

She strapped on her thick, realistic dildo while the group watched. The veined shaft gleamed with lube. Sienna positioned herself behind me, pressing the fat head against my hole.

“Spread your legs, sissy. Let everyone see how well your diaper fits.”

I widened my stance, the lowered diaper bunched around my thighs. The group leaned in closer, eyes hungry. Sienna pushed forward, the thick dildo stretching my ass open in one relentless thrust. I groaned loudly as it sank deep, bottoming out against my prostate with heavy pressure.

She started fucking me hard—long, powerful strokes that made my body rock forward on the platform. The dildo plowed my hole deep and fast, pulling nearly out before slamming back in, splitting me open with wet, obscene sounds. My heavy diaper crinkled wildly around my spread thighs with every impact. The group’s mocking voices surrounded me.

“Fuck him harder, Sienna! Make that diaper crinkle!”

“Look at his cock leaking while he gets railed.”

“Pathetic diapered frat boy taking dick like a pro.”

Sienna gripped my hips and pounded faster, the strap-on bottoming out with every thrust, grinding against my prostate. Pleasure spiked violently through the humiliation. My cock hung heavy beneath me, untouched but throbbing, dripping strings of pre-cum onto the floor.

Hands reached in—fingers pinching my nipples through the dress, stroking my shaft roughly, slapping my swinging balls. The combined sensations pushed me to the edge at terrifying speed.

“Beg for it,” Sienna growled, railing me even harder.

“Please… I’m gonna cum,” I moaned in that broken feminine voice.

She slammed deep and held, grinding the dildo against my prostate while a sister stroked me fast. The orgasm exploded through me.

Thick ropes of cum erupted from my cock in powerful jets, splattering visibly across the platform floor. Spurt after heavy spurt shot out as my asshole clenched rhythmically around the thick dildo buried inside me. My body shuddered violently, knees buckling, hips jerking back to take her deeper while I came hands-free in front of the entire group. Cum kept pumping out in long, messy strands, pooling on the concrete as the sisters and brothers cheered and laughed.

Sienna kept pounding through my climax, drawing out every pulse until I was whimpering and oversensitive. Only then did she pull out with a wet pop, leaving my hole gaping and twitching. She retaped the diaper tightly over my spent, cum-smeared cock, the warm mess squishing immediately against my sensitive skin.

The group clapped and mocked as I stood on shaky legs, dress disheveled, diaper once again bulging prominently.

Sienna smiled coldly. “Well done. But we’re not finished. The group has decided it’s time to test the limits of that diaper.”

The words hung heavy in the air as fresh fear and dark anticipation twisted in my gut. The inspection had only been the beginning.


Chapter 10: No Choice But to Use It

I stood shaking on the platform in the center of the basement, the thick diaper retaped tightly over my spent cock, still warm and sticky from the hands-free orgasm I’d just had in front of the group. Mortification burned through every cell. The inspection had stripped me bare—frat brothers and sorority sisters laughing, prodding, mocking my padded, feminized body. Jake and Marcus’s voices still rang in my ears. My sandy-blonde hair clung to my forehead under the wig, makeup smudged, frilly dress hiked up around my waist. The power imbalance crushed me completely. I was no longer Reece the athletic pledge. I was their toy.

Sienna stepped forward with soft, deliberate clicks of her heels. “Time to show everyone what a real sissy does in her diaper. Restrain him.”

Lila and Tara grabbed my arms while Jake and Marcus secured thick leather cuffs to my wrists and ankles, chaining me spread-eagle over a padded bench. My legs were forced wide, the bulky diaper on full display. The group formed a semicircle around me, eyes gleaming with cruel hunger.

“Feel that pressure building, princess?” Sienna cooed, pressing her palm firmly against the front of my diaper. “You’ve been holding it all day. Good sissies use their diapers like the babies they are. Let it all out.”

I clenched desperately, face flaming. “Please… not like this. Not in front of everyone.”

Mocking laughter erupted.

“Look at him squirming,” Marcus chuckled. “Big strong frat boy about to piss himself.”

Mia leaned in close. “We’re all watching. Every drop. Every push.”

The psychological pressure was unbearable. My bladder ached from hours of denial. The thick padding pressed against my shaved cock and balls, already heavy with earlier mess. Hands returned—prodding the diaper, squeezing, slapping the plastic. Every touch sent fresh waves of shame and unwanted arousal through me.

Sienna’s fingers slipped under the waistband, stroking my cock lightly. “Let go, Reece. Or we keep you here all night.”

I fought it for long, agonizing minutes, body trembling, pride screaming. But the pressure won. A hot spurt escaped, then another. Warmth bloomed in the front of the diaper, spreading rapidly through the absorbent padding. The sensation was intensely intimate—wet heat soaking around my cock, turning the soft material heavy and clinging. The group watched in rapt silence as the front yellowed and swelled.

“Fuck, he’s actually doing it,” Jake laughed. “Look at that stain spreading.”

More warmth flooded out as I lost control completely, piss soaking the padding, making it swell and sag between my spread thighs. The heavy, warm weight pulled downward, the plastic pants crinkling loudly with every involuntary twitch. My cock hardened traitorously inside the wet mess, trapped in the soggy heat.

Sienna kept stroking me through the diaper. “Good girl. Now the rest. Push for us.”

I whimpered, broken. The group chanted softly, mocking. The pressure in my bowels built under their taunts. I pushed, face burning with ultimate humiliation. A thick, heavy load slid out into the back of the diaper, filling the seat. The mushy weight settled heavily, spreading across my ass, the smell faint but unmistakable in the confined basement. The diaper sagged even more, the tapes straining, the bulky mass forcing my legs wider.

The group erupted in fresh laughter and jeers.

“Full diaper sissy!”

“Smell that? He really used it.”

Hands prodded the heavy, sagging padding, squishing the mess against my skin. The warmth, the weight, the constant squelch with every shift—it destroyed what remained of my pride.

Sienna unbuckled her skirt and straddled my face first. “Clean my pussy while you sit in your mess, sissy.”

I licked desperately, tongue buried in her wet cunt while the group watched. Her juices coated my smudged makeup. After several minutes she climbed off and positioned herself between my spread legs.

She pulled the front of the overloaded diaper down just enough to free my rock-hard cock. It sprang out, slick and throbbing. Sienna sank down onto me in one smooth motion, her tight cunt swallowing every inch. The heavy, messy diaper squished obscenely beneath her as she bottomed out.

“Feel how full your diaper is while I ride you,” she moaned, starting to bounce.

The wet, mushy padding compressed with every downward thrust, squelching loudly. Warm piss and mess smeared against my balls and ass. Sienna rode me hard, her cunt gripping my thickness perfectly, juices dripping down to soak further into the already ruined diaper.

The group leaned in closer, hands touching, voices taunting.

“Ride that messy sissy harder!”

“His cock loves being in a used diaper.”

Sienna fucked me faster, breasts bouncing, her walls fluttering around my shaft. The constant squish of the heavy, sagging diaper amplified every sensation. Pleasure mixed with utter degradation until I couldn’t hold back.

“I’m—fuck—I’m cumming!” I cried in my feminine voice.

My orgasm detonated. Thick ropes of cum erupted deep into Sienna’s clenching cunt. Spurt after powerful spurt flooded her as my body convulsed against the restraints. The messy diaper squelched violently with every jerk of my hips. Cum overflowed around my pulsing cock, mixing with the piss and mess already soaking the padding. Visible white streaks leaked out the sides of the diaper with every thrust as Sienna kept riding through my climax, milking every drop.

She came seconds later, cunt spasming hard around me, fresh wetness gushing out to further saturate the overloaded diaper. She ground down deep, drawing out both our orgasms until I was whimpering and spent.

Only then did she lift off, letting the last of my cum drip visibly onto the sagging, discolored front of the diaper. She taped it back up tightly, sealing the warm, heavy, messy load against my skin.

The group applauded and continued their taunts as I lay there, broken, the heavy sagging weight of my used diaper pulling between my spread legs. Every tiny shift made the mush squish intimately against my ass and cock.

The degradation left me utterly shattered—pride gone, body trembling, mind craving any scrap of relief or approval from Sienna. I was hers completely now.


Chapter 11: Edged for the Sisterhood

I lay sprawled on the padded bench in the basement, emotionally drained and physically miserable in the heavy, used diaper. The mess from earlier had cooled and squished intimately against my ass and balls with every tiny shift, the warm piss-soaked front clinging to my shaved cock. My frilly dress was stained and disheveled, makeup smudged, wig slightly askew. The group—Sienna, three sorority sisters, and two frat brothers—circled me like predators, their eyes bright with fresh cruelty. Every breath reminded me of my total surrender.

Sienna ran her fingers over the sagging, discolored bulge. “Poor messy sissy. So full and uncomfortable. We’re going to play with you now. No release until we say. Hands teasing through diaper, frustration building until you break.”

Lila and Tara started first. Their palms pressed and rubbed the front of the overloaded diaper in slow, firm circles. The thick padding squelched wetly under their touch, mushing the contents against my cock and balls. The sensation was filthy and overwhelming—warm, heavy, sticky. My spent dick twitched and began to harden despite the discomfort.

“Feel that?” Lila laughed. “He’s getting hard in his own mess.”

I groaned, hips twitching uselessly against the restraints. “Please… it’s too much.”

Marcus gripped my chin. “Sissies don’t cum without permission — and you won’t be getting any.”

The words sank deep, twisting shame and desperate need inside me. Hands continued their torment—stroking, squeezing, slapping the heavy diaper. Every touch sent frustrating sparks of pleasure through my trapped cock, but never enough. The group took turns, edging me mercilessly while mocking my whimpers and the constant squish of the used padding.

Sienna leaned close, her perfume cutting through the heavy scent of my diaper. “Tell the group how much you love being denied in your filthy diaper.”

“I… I love it,” I whispered in my trained feminine voice, broken. “I love being edged like a pathetic sissy.”

Their laughter echoed. The teasing intensified. Fingers slipped under the waistband to stroke my slick cock directly for a few torturous seconds, then retreated, leaving me throbbing and leaking. Minutes stretched into an eternity of building frustration. My balls ached, my prostate throbbed, but every time I approached the edge they stopped.

After the third cruel denial, Sienna straddled my chest, facing my spread legs. She pulled the front of the messy diaper down just enough to expose my aching, purple-headed cock. It stood rigid, veins pulsing, slick with pre-cum.

“Watch everyone, sissy. This is what you are now.”

She lowered herself onto me in one smooth, wet plunge. Her tight cunt swallowed every thick inch, hot velvet walls gripping me perfectly. The group cheered as she bottomed out, her ass pressing into the sagging, squelching diaper beneath us. The messy padding compressed obscenely, warm mush smearing against both of us.

Sienna rode me with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, grinding deep. “Feel how full your diaper is while my pussy milks you. You don’t get to cum yet.”

She fucked me harder, breasts bouncing, her slick juices dripping down my shaft and soaking further into the already ruined padding. The constant squish-squelch of the heavy mess mixed with the wet sounds of her cunt taking my cock. Hands from the group reached in—pinching my nipples, slapping my thighs, pressing on the diaper to make it mush louder against me.

The edging continued even while she rode me. Every time my balls tightened and my cock swelled inside her, Sienna would slow or lift off completely, leaving me gasping and denied. The frustration built to unbearable levels. My body trembled, muscles straining against the cuffs, mind fracturing under the relentless cycle of pleasure and denial.

“Please, Sienna… I need to cum,” I begged in that high, desperate voice.

She smiled coldly and slammed back down, riding me fast and deep for several strokes before stopping again. “Sissies don’t cum without permission — and you won’t be getting any.”

The group echoed her words, their mocking voices pushing me deeper into submission. Another round of direct teasing followed—fingers stroking my slick shaft, tongues flicking my nipples, hands kneading the heavy diaper. I was edged four more times, each denial more agonizing than the last. Pre-cum flowed freely, my cock angry and throbbing, balls drawn painfully tight.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Sienna mounted me again. This time she rode with purpose—hard, fast, bottoming out with every bounce. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around my thickness, juices gushing. The messy diaper squelched violently beneath her.

“Now,” she commanded. “Cum for the sisterhood, sissy. Fill me while everyone watches.”

The orgasm detonated like an explosion. “Fuck—yes!” I cried out.

Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted deep into Sienna’s spasming cunt. Spurt after heavy spurt pumped out of me in visible, pulsing jets. My body convulsed hard against the restraints, hips jerking upward as much as the chains allowed, forcing more cum to overflow and leak messily around my shaft. The heavy diaper squished and crinkled with every thrust as I kept cumming, flooding her completely. White cum dripped visibly down her thighs and onto the stained padding.

Sienna came with a sharp moan, her walls milking me violently, drawing out every last drop until I was whimpering and oversensitive. She stayed seated on my cock for long moments, letting the group admire the creamy mess leaking out around where we joined.

Then she lifted off slowly, more cum dripping onto the front of the diaper. She taped it back up tightly, sealing the fresh load inside with the old mess. The warm, sticky, heavy weight pressed against my spent cock immediately.

The group continued light teasing—gentle strokes over the bulging diaper, mocking comments about my ruined state—edging my sensitive cock again without mercy. Another denial followed, then another, reinforcing my new reality.

Sienna stroked my wigged hair almost tenderly. “You did so well holding back most of the time. But the next livestream will be much more interactive. Viewers will control exactly how long you stay denied… or whether you get to cum at all.”

The promise sent fresh dread and dark excitement twisting through my exhausted body. I lay there, broken, leaking, messy, and throbbing, craving the relief I knew would be even harder to earn next time.


Chapter 12: Viewer Commands

I knelt in the center of the private parlor, desperate and utterly submissive after the long denial session. The heavy, messy diaper sagged between my thighs, squishing coldly against my shaved cock and balls with every tiny shift. My frilly dress was rumpled, makeup streaked with sweat and tears, long brunette wig slightly disheveled. The constant ache in my denied balls made my hips twitch involuntarily. After hours of edging without release, my mind floated in a hazy fog of need and surrender. I would do anything Sienna asked.

The ring lights blazed hot on my skin. Multiple cameras were set up this time—wide angle, close-up, and one focused on my diapered crotch. Sienna stood beside me in a sheer black bodysuit, her phone connected to a large monitor showing the livestream already climbing toward hundreds of viewers. Notifications pinged constantly as the chat exploded.

“Tonight is interactive, sissy,” Sienna announced, voice sweet but commanding. “Your fans control everything. Read the comments out loud, sissy. Tell us what they want you to do next.”

I swallowed hard, voice soft and feminine. “Yes, Sienna.”

The first wave of commands flooded in. Show the diaper. Bounce on it. Spank the mess.

I turned slowly, lifting the hem of my dress. The camera caught the yellowed, sagging bulge. I bounced lightly on my knees, making the overloaded padding squelch loudly. Fresh notifications exploded across the screen—hundreds of pings, tips rolling in.

Make him beg to be fucked.

“Please fuck me on camera,” I whimpered, reading the demand. “I’m a desperate diapered sissy who needs it.”

Sienna smiled at the surging viewer count. “Good girl. Let’s give them a show.”

She pushed me onto all fours in front of the main camera. The group from before—Lila, Tara, Jake, and Marcus—watched from the sides, adding their own taunts. Sienna strapped on her thick veined dildo, slicking it heavily with lube while the chat went wild.

Fuck his ass hard. Make the diaper crinkle.

Sienna knelt behind me, yanking the back of the messy diaper down just enough to expose my hole. The fat head of the strap-on pressed against me, then pushed inside in one long, relentless thrust. I moaned loudly as it stretched me open, bottoming out deep against my prostate. The heavy diaper sagged and squished between my spread thighs.

She started pounding me immediately—deep, powerful strokes that made my body rock forward. The dildo plowed my ass hard, pulling almost out before slamming back in, splitting me open with wet, filthy sounds. The messy padding compressed and squelched violently with every impact. Phone notifications exploded nonstop as the chat flooded with commands.

Harder!

Make him read the comments while you rail him!

“Read them,” Sienna ordered, gripping my hips and fucking me faster.

“‘Fuck him deeper’… ‘Look at that messy diaper bounce’… ‘Make the sissy moan louder’,” I gasped between thrusts, voice high and broken. Each deep stroke ground the dildo against my prostate, sending spikes of desperate pleasure through my denied cock. Pre-cum leaked steadily into the front of the diaper.

The interactive flood continued. Viewers demanded poses, spanks, and dirty talk. Sienna obeyed every popular command, railing me harder when the tips rolled in. My arms shook as I struggled to stay on all fours, the constant squish of my used diaper and the pounding filling the room.

After ten minutes of merciless ass-fucking, Sienna pulled out and flipped me onto my back. She climbed on top, facing the camera, and sank her dripping cunt down onto my throbbing cock in one smooth motion. The messy diaper squelched loudly beneath her as she took every inch.

“Ride him however the chat wants,” she told the viewers, grinding deep.

The commands came fast:

Ride him reverse cowgirl so we see the diaper.

Sienna spun around, giving the camera a perfect view of my sagging, discolored diaper as she bounced on my cock. Her tight pussy gripped me like a fist, hot and slick, juices running down to soak the padding further. The heavy mess compressed under her weight with every downward slam.

Slap the diaper while you fuck him.

She slapped the bulging front hard, making the mush squish obscenely. I moaned loudly, hips bucking up into her.

Make him cum hands-free in the diaper.

Sienna rode faster, angling so the dildo base of her strap-on pressed against my prostate from the outside while her cunt milked my shaft. The dual stimulation pushed me to the edge almost immediately.

“I’m so close,” I whimpered, reading more comments. “‘Cum in your diaper for us, sissy.’”

“Not yet,” Sienna teased, slowing down cruelly as the chat begged for my release. She edged me for several torturous minutes, rising until only the head of my cock remained inside her before slamming back down. The notifications never stopped—thousands now, the viewer count skyrocketing.

Finally, the dominant command appeared: Let the sissy cum. Flood the diaper.

Sienna smiled triumphantly. “You heard them. Cum for your fans, diapered slut.”

She rode me hard and fast, cunt squeezing rhythmically around my pulsing cock. The messy diaper squelched violently beneath us. Pleasure crested violently.

“I’m cumming—fuck!” I cried out, voice cracking femininely.

My orgasm detonated. Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted deep into Sienna’s spasming cunt. Spurt after heavy spurt pumped out of me in visible, pulsing jets as my body convulsed beneath her. The heavy diaper squished and overflowed with every jerk of my hips. Cum gushed out around my shaft, soaking the already ruined padding in fresh white streaks. I kept cumming harder than I ever had, long messy jets flooding her until it leaked visibly down her thighs and onto the bulging diaper.

Sienna came with a sharp cry, her walls milking me violently, drawing out every last drop while the chat exploded with celebration and new tips.

She stayed seated on my cock for long moments, letting the cameras capture the creamy mess leaking out around us. Then she slowly lifted off, more cum dripping onto the front of the sagging diaper before she taped it back up tightly. The warm, heavy, cum-filled mess pressed against my spent cock immediately.

Sienna turned to the camera, stroking my wig. “Read the comments out loud, sissy. Tell us what they want you to do next.”

The chat was overwhelming—thousands demanding more, permanent ownership, public appearances, total surrender. The response crashed over me like a wave. My mind, already broken, began to seriously consider it. Giving in completely. Signing everything over. Becoming Sienna’s permanent diapered sissy for the world to watch.

The notifications kept exploding as I whispered the darkest demands aloud, the hook of total surrender tightening around my throat.


Chapter 13: Signed in Surrender

I knelt in the center of the shared basement, completely broken and dependent on Sienna’s approval. The heavy, cum-filled, messy diaper sagged heavily between my thighs, squishing with every shallow breath. My frilly crimson dress was stained and torn, long brunette wig matted with sweat, makeup streaked with dried tears and cum. After the interactive livestream, my mind had fractured. I no longer fought. I craved her praise, her touch, her control. My muscular body trembled, waiting for her next command like an obedient pet.

The entire group had gathered for the final ceremony—Sienna, the sorority sisters, Jake, Marcus, and two additional frat brothers. Candles and ring lights illuminated the low table where a thick black contract lay next to a sleek black collar with a silver lock. A professional camera stood ready, red light blinking as Sienna prepared the ultimate exposure video.

Sienna approached in a tight black latex dress, her ice-cold eyes soft with triumph. She cupped my chin, forcing me to meet her gaze. “You’ve come so far, Reece. Tonight you sign everything over. Your body, your future, your identity. Permanently.”

“Yes, Sienna,” I whispered in my trained feminine voice, voice thick with desperate need. “I’m ready.”

The group murmured approval. Hands reached out again, prodding the sagging diaper, squeezing the warm mess against my skin. The constant squish reminded me of my place. Shame had transformed into deep, addictive surrender.

Sienna unrolled the contract. “This binds you as my permanent sissy property. You will live diapered. You will serve. You will perform on camera whenever I choose. Refuse and the full compilation video drops—every livestream, every fuck, every messy diaper change. Your family, your frat, the entire university will see.”

My hand shook as I held the pen. The tip hovered over the signature line. The finality hit hard—pen on paper, the soft scratching sound echoing in the silent basement. This was the point of no return. My athletic future, my male identity, everything erased in exchange for her ownership.

“Sign it, Reece. From today forward, you belong to me and this diaper belongs to you.”

I pressed the pen to paper and signed. The sound of ink on paper sealed my fate. The group cheered. Sienna smiled victoriously and clicked the heavy silver lock on the thick black collar around my neck. The final locking collar click sent a shiver through my entire body—cold metal against my throat, permanent and inescapable.

Sienna kissed me deeply, then pushed me onto my back on the ceremonial platform. The group formed a tight circle. She stripped off her dress, revealing her perfect naked body, and straddled me. My thick, denied cock stood rigid, leaking steadily. She pulled the front of my overloaded diaper down just enough to free it.

“Watch everyone,” she announced. “This is the moment our sissy becomes eternal.”

She sank down onto my cock in one smooth, wet thrust, her tight cunt swallowing every inch until her ass pressed into the heavy, squishing diaper beneath us. We both moaned loudly. The warm, messy padding compressed obscenely as she bottomed out, the mush smearing against us both.

Sienna rode me with slow, deep rolls of her hips at first, letting the camera capture every detail. Her walls gripped me like velvet fire, juices dripping down to soak further into the ruined diaper. The group watched intently, hands stroking themselves, voices murmuring approval.

“Feel that, Reece?” she whispered. “Your future is locked. Your cock belongs to this cunt. Your ass belongs to my strap-on. Your life belongs to me.”

I thrust up into her, the heavy diaper squelching loudly with every movement. The collar felt tight around my throat with each breath. The pen-on-paper moment replayed in my mind as pleasure built. I was hers. Completely.

Sienna picked up speed, slamming down harder, her breasts bouncing. The wet slap of skin mixed with the constant filthy squish of the messy diaper. She leaned forward, nipples brushing my chest, and kissed me possessively while riding me faster.

“Cum for your owner, sissy. Fill me while the camera records your final surrender.”

The orgasm built like a tidal wave. My balls tightened, prostate throbbing. Sienna rode me mercilessly, cunt clenching rhythmically around my pulsing shaft.

“I’m cumming—Sienna!” I cried out in pure feminine ecstasy.

My climax exploded violently. Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted deep into her spasming cunt. Spurt after heavy spurt pumped out of me in long, visible jets as my body convulsed beneath her. The heavy diaper squelched and overflowed with every desperate thrust upward. Cum gushed out around my cock, mixing with the existing mess and leaking visibly down her thighs onto the platform. I kept cumming harder than ever before, flooding her completely while the group watched and cheered.

Sienna came seconds later with a triumphant moan, her walls milking me in powerful spasms, drawing out every last drop until I was whimpering and empty. She ground down deep, prolonging both our orgasms as fresh wetness soaked the diaper further.

She stayed seated on my spent cock for long moments, letting the camera capture the creamy creampie leaking out around where we joined. Only then did she rise, more cum dripping onto the front of my sagging diaper before she taped it back up tightly. The warm, heavy, thoroughly ruined load pressed against my sensitive cock like a permanent reminder.

Sienna fastened a small silver tag to my collar that read “Property of Sienna.” The click echoed.

The group applauded as she helped me to my feet. I stood on shaky legs, the heavy diaper pulling between my thighs, the collar snug around my neck. No more resistance. No more pride. Only acceptance.

With his future now owned, Reece accepted his place as the frat house’s eternal sissy.
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