
        
            
                
            
        

    


Her Diaper Bitch




A Brutal Femdom ABDL Story of Humiliation, Leaking, and Submission




Introduction












Before I Was Squishy












There was a moment—maybe five minutes into our first date—when I could’ve walked away.










Lyra was smiling, tilting her glass, watching me through lashes like velvet blades. I’d just said something stupid, probably a joke about kink, or a comment about how “everyone online is into some weird shit these days.” I didn’t mean anything by it. I was just trying to be funny. Nervous.










She didn’t laugh.










She smiled.










The kind of smile that says:

 

Noted.











And that’s when I should’ve left. When I should’ve thanked her for the wine, fumbled some excuse about work tomorrow, and deleted the app.










But I didn’t.










Because she was beautiful. And dangerous. And calm in a way that made my stomach twist. And because I was a little desperate, if I’m being honest. One too many lonely nights. One too many late-night DMs to women who never replied. One too many dreams of being rescued from my boring, broke, nothing life by someone rich and kinky and willing to use me like a toy.










I didn’t say that part out loud.










But I think she heard it anyway.














I don’t remember falling asleep.










I remember the second drink. I remember her fingers brushing mine. I remember the cool sweetness of her lips when we kissed goodnight.










Then darkness.










Then velvet.










Then straps.














When I woke up, I was in a bed that didn’t belong to me.










My wrists were bound in soft cuffs to the headboard. My ankles parted with a spreader bar. My legs trembled with every breath. Something was deep inside me—buzzing, slow, rhythmic. I couldn’t see it, but I could feel it.










And the diaper…










God.










Thick. Warm. Taped tight around my waist.










I was hard.










I was soaked.










I was—God help me—moaning.










And then I saw her.










Sitting at the end of the bed.










One leg crossed over the other. Barefoot. Holding a remote. Smiling.










“Welcome back, Jules,” she said. “Or should I say… Squishy?”














This is not a story about romance.










This is not a story about consent.










This is a story about ownership.










About being stripped down, padded up, and trained to forget who you used to be.










This is how I lost my name.










How I learned to leak when told.










How I begged to kiss feet and thanked them for every step.










This is the story of how I became

 

Her Diaper Bitch.











And if you're reading this hoping I fought back—don’t.










I didn't.










Not really.










Not once it started to feel good.









Chapter One: The First Leak














It started with a tweet.










A photo—just a foot. Bare, perfect, pointed. One toe ring. One ankle strap. The caption read:












“If you’d crawl to lick this, you belong in a diaper. Don’t fight it.”














Jules laughed.










He’d seen a thousand dommes online. All selling “content.” All whispering nonsense to men desperate for attention. He wasn’t that kind of guy.










He had a job. A decent one.










Sure, he jerked off to foot pics sometimes. Who didn’t?










But diapers? Please.










He clicked anyway.










Her name was

 

Lyra


 
.














The timeline was a trap.










Photos of toes dipped in milk. Videos of her stepping on stuffed cocks. Threads where “good boys” begged to lick her soles clean after accidents they

 

didn’t mean


 
to have.










And the pinned message:












“Tributes first. Then you beg to leak for me.”














It was insane.










It was hot.










Jules closed the tab.




Cleared his history.




Came into a sock.




Felt ashamed.










And three nights later, he DM’d her:












“So what’s the diaper thing really about?”














She replied in under a minute.












“About you.”


















That was the beginning.










She didn’t call him names. Didn’t demand money.




She sent instructions.












“Buy these: plug, wipes, ten diapers. Send proof.”














He did it.










Something in her tone didn’t feel fake.










She was calm. Smug. Not aggressive.










She didn’t try to convince him.










She

 

expected


 
him.










And that made his cock throb every time she messaged.














The box arrived two days later.










Not from Amazon. From

 

her


 
.










Custom logo:

 

LYRA OWNS











Inside:










●

 
       

 
A thick vibrating plug



 









●

 
       

 
Five white diapers, way too thick



 









●

 
       

 
A foot-shaped paddle



 









●

 
       

 
A remote



 









●

 
       

 
And a card that said:



 











"Diaper. Plug. Lick. Leak. Film. Obey."














He swallowed hard.










This was a game. Just a kink game.










He could stop any time.










But his hands were already pulling open the first diaper.














He lay back on his bed, the plug already inside him, the remote blinking red beside his hip.










He unfolded the diaper and stared at it.










He wasn’t actually going to wear it.










But his cock twitched.










He wrapped it around his hips and taped it shut.










Thick. Crinkly. Hot.










He grabbed his phone and messaged her.












“Okay. It’s on. This is so dumb lol.”














Her reply came fast:












“Film yourself crawling. Lick the floor. Then hump the diaper until I say stop.”














He blinked.










Wait—

 

what


 
?










Then the remote buzzed.










The plug

 

kicked


 
to life.










He gasped.










Fell to his knees.










And started crawling.














He filmed it.










Every humiliating second.










His mouth on the hardwood.




His hips grinding the thick padding against the carpet.




His moans caught between embarrassment and full-body heat.










He came hard—screaming into the floor, cock twitching against the soft bulk, plug vibrating deep.










He collapsed.










Panting.










Ashamed.










Dripping.










The message came instantly.












“Good. Next time, no hands. And you’ll leak before you’re allowed to cum.”














His cock twitched again.










And he hated how much he loved it.









Chapter Two: Wet For Her














The diaper was still damp when Jules peeled it off the next morning.










He hadn't meant to sleep in it. Hadn't planned to fall asleep at all, not after what he'd done. The crawling. The humping. The mess.










But the plug had kept buzzing long after Lyra’s last message. Slow, teasing, random vibrations that made his thighs twitch and his balls ache. She hadn’t said he could remove it. And so… he hadn’t.










That scared him more than the diaper.














He cleaned himself in silence.










No music, no phone, just the sound of crinkling plastic and his own breath, shallow and shaken. His cock twitched at the memory of how hard he'd cum last night. Grinding into that padded bulk. Hands gripping the carpet. Face wet with drool and sweat.










He wanted to call it disgusting.










But the ache in his gut said otherwise.










The plug stayed in.














His phone lit up.











Lyra


 
:












Good morning, my little floor slut. Wet yet?














He stared at the screen.










His hands were clean. His skin was fresh. But she already knew how to press her thumb into his thoughts.










He hesitated.










Then typed:












I changed. I’m clean now.














Three dots appeared.




Disappeared.




Appeared again.












No permission to change.




You haven’t earned dry.




Plug stays. Diaper goes back on.




And you’re going to leak for me.














His stomach dropped.










Jules:












You want me to…?














Lyra:












Fill it. Not touch yourself. No tricks.




Just soak it. Crawl in it. Let go.


















He paced for a while.










It was a weekday. He had Zoom meetings in the afternoon. He couldn’t seriously be expected to wear a wet diaper while replying to emails.










Could he?










But his cock was already half-hard. The plug pulsed slowly, like it was listening to her messages.










He went to the closet.










Unfolded another diaper.










Taped it on tight.














She messaged again ten minutes later:












Time to drink up, baby.














She’d sent a link to a “diaper wetting training guide.” A full-blown ritual breakdown.











Step 1:


 
Three full glasses of water.





Step 2:


 
15 minutes of stillness, hands behind back, plug on low.





Step 3:


 
Crawl. Hold it until you can’t.










Jules filled a water bottle.










Drank.










Then another.










And another.










His belly was full.










His bladder tightened.










She turned the plug on.














He knelt on the floor.










Naked except for the thick white diaper and the remote resting in front of him like a threat.










Lyra’s next message hit like a whisper.












You’re not allowed to use a toilet again unless I say so.




Your cock belongs to the crinkle.




You leak for me. You soak for me.




And when it squishes, you crawl in it like the little piss puppy you are.














His breath hitched.










He squeezed his legs together.










The plug buzzed once—deep, slow, rhythmic.










It hurt to hold it.














Thirty minutes later, his legs were shaking.










Still dry.










Still kneeling.










Still plugged.










The pressure in his bladder was unbearable.










His cock pulsed, confused by the pain and the teasing pleasure. His hands gripped his thighs. He shifted from knee to knee, desperate to last.












Lyra:




Crawl for me.














He dropped forward.










Palms to the floor.










Knees spread.










The diaper crinkled with every slow movement.










The plug buzzed harder now, synced to his crawl.










“Fuck…” he gasped.










His thighs trembled.










His bladder spasmed.










And then—











He wet.















It wasn’t graceful.










It started in bursts—tiny, shameful leaks. But once it started, it couldn’t stop. Hot piss flooded the front of his diaper, spreading fast, pooling between his legs, soaking into the soft layers.










He moaned.










His arms buckled.










The squish was instant, disgusting, incredible.










The plug buzzed hard in response.










His cock throbbed. But he didn’t touch it.










He just knelt there, in his own piss, plugged and panting.










And then the notification buzzed:












Lyra is calling…


















He picked up.










Her voice slid into his ear like silk soaked in sin.










“Good boy,” she whispered.










He whimpered.










“Did you soak for me?”










He nodded, even though she couldn’t see him.










“I want to hear it, diaper bitch.”










“Yes…” His voice broke. “I… I pissed for you.”










“Did it squish?”










He nodded again. “It’s… soaked.”










“Don’t you fucking dare change.”










He moaned. “I won’t.”










“You’ll stay like that for an hour. Then crawl to the mirror. Look at what you’ve become. And thank me for every drop.”














An hour passed.










He stayed on the floor.










Leaking. Humiliated. Buzzing. Full.










And loving it.










Even if he couldn’t say it out loud.














That night, she made him stream.










Private link. Password-protected.










The room was dark except for a lamp aimed at the floor.










He knelt in his soaked diaper, face out of frame.




She told him to display the squish.




Then rub her socks across his face.




Then kiss her shoes—through the screen.










And when she sent a pair in the mail three days later, already worn and sealed tight in a clear ziplock bag…










He ripped it open like it was oxygen.










And came in his diaper without permission.














The next punishment would hurt.










He hoped.










And he hated how much he meant that.









Chapter Three: Out There, For Her














“You’re not staying in today.”










Jules stared at the screen.










Lyra’s voice was soft—like always. She didn’t shout, didn’t bark orders. She just said things. Clear. Direct. And his body obeyed.












“You’ll wear your thickest diaper. Plugged. Locked.




Then you’ll put on something respectable.




Go to the coffee shop.




Order a tea. Sit. Wait. And leak.”














His hands were already shaking before he typed:












“You want me to wear a diaper in public?”














Her reply came instantly:












“Baby, I own your cock. I own your leaks.




And now I want the world to watch you squirm.”


















It took him fifteen minutes to pick the outfit.










Baggy jeans, black hoodie, long coat. Something to cover the bulge. He tried layering boxers over the diaper. It only made the crinkle worse.










He cursed under his breath.










But the plug was already inside him.




And Lyra had already activated the remote.










One deep vibration shot through him as he adjusted the front of his pants.












“Your body’s not yours today. I’ll be watching.”














His phone buzzed again. A photo this time.










Her bare feet. Toes flexed. One middle toe covered in a ring.










The caption read:












“No wetting, no licking.”


















The coffee shop wasn’t far. Just a ten-minute walk.










Ten minutes of praying his diaper wouldn’t show.




Ten minutes of praying the plug wouldn’t buzz while he crossed the street.




Ten minutes of

 

loving every horrible second of it.











He wore earbuds to stay in touch. Lyra’s voice was already in his ear before he reached the door.










"Doing okay, squishy?"










“I haven’t leaked,” he muttered. “Yet.”










She giggled. “Oh, don’t worry. You will.”










He stepped inside. Warm air. The scent of roasted beans. Soft indie music.










Normal.










Too normal.










He stood in line, hands trembling.










Her voice tickled through the mic:










“Order a chamomile tea. Then go sit by the window. I want people to walk by and wonder what’s making you twitch.”














He ordered.










Paid.










Sat.










The chair was hard. Cold. The padding beneath him compressed with a faint squish. He felt it. Knew it. Imagined Lyra smiling somewhere, maybe curled on a couch, bare feet propped on a stool, watching his live location.










“Open your legs,” she whispered.










He did.










The plug buzzed once.




Twice.




Hard.










His eyes widened. His thighs clenched.










“No squirming,” she warned.










His tea arrived.










He nodded politely at the server. Managed to keep his breath even.










Then the first

 

real


 
leak hit.














It wasn’t like at home.










This time it wasn’t a full surrender—it came in waves.










Heat poured into the front of his diaper, soaking the padding between his legs. It swelled, softened, pulsed against his cock. He exhaled sharply, pressing his elbows to the table.










“Good boy,” Lyra purred.










He whispered, “I’m leaking,” without moving his lips.










“I know.”










The plug buzzed again—rhythmic now. Cruel. Each pulse a command. Each throb a reminder of her control.










She let it play for two full minutes.










He nearly came. In public. In his soaked diaper.










He clutched the edge of the table and begged in a whisper.










“Please. Lyra. Please, no more.”










But she only cooed:




“Good diaper bitch. Almost done.”














Then the mission changed.










“You’re going to bring me a treat,” she said.










“Wha—what?”










“I want a slice of cake. Something sweet. And I want you to pick it up for me.”










His heart raced.










“You’re serious?”










“Of course I’m serious. Go to the bakery two blocks over. Buy the richest, creamiest thing they have. Make sure they put it in a box. You’ll bring it home. And eat it on your knees while licking my feet.”










He nearly moaned in his seat.










Then she added:












“And don’t you dare change.”


















The walk to the bakery was hell.










His diaper was warm. Squishy. Thick enough to keep his thighs apart. The plug buzzed in short intervals, teasing him every time he crossed a street or passed another pedestrian.










He kept his head down.










Felt every wet step.










Every faint crinkle.










Lyra stayed quiet—until he reached the bakery door.










Then she buzzed him

 

hard


 
.










He gasped.










Nearly doubled over.










Her voice hummed in his ear:




“Careful, baby. I’d hate for you to leak through.”














He made it inside.










Picked a slice of chocolate cream cake. Paid. Walked out.










He was halfway home when he felt it.










The second wetting.










This time he couldn’t stop it.










The warm flood hit him mid-step. It filled the diaper instantly, spreading back toward his plug, soaking the already-saturated front.










He stumbled into a doorway and clutched the wall.










"Fuck…"










Lyra buzzed the plug once more.










“Don’t stop walking.”














By the time he got home, his face was flushed. His diaper sagged. His cock pulsed inside the wet heat like it was begging for permission.










Lyra was waiting.










Door unlocked.










She wore a loose t-shirt. Bare legs. Bare feet.










She took one look at him, smiled, and held out her hand.










"Box?"










He gave her the cake. Hands trembling.










She turned and walked inside without a word.










He followed.










She led him to the couch and pointed to the floor.










"Kneel."










He dropped instantly.










The diaper squished loud.










She laughed.










“Shhh… someone might hear.”














She opened the cake box and sat back on the couch.










Her legs crossed.










Toes flexed.










"Open."










He parted his lips.










She rested one foot against his face.




Pressed her sole to his cheek.




Smeared icing on her toes and rubbed them across his tongue.










“You’re disgusting,” she whispered sweetly.










He moaned.










“I love watching you pretend you don’t like it.”










She fed him cake with her foot, bite by bite, rubbing the frosting across his lips, his nose, his chin.










Then down to the front of his diaper.










"Eat."










He licked her foot clean while humping the soaked padding.










And when he begged to cum—










She shook her head.










"Not yet, diaper bitch. You haven’t earned it."














He fell asleep on the floor, face still sticky with sugar and sweat.










She changed him in the morning.










But only after making him kiss every toe in thanks.









Chapter Four: Another Pair of Feet














Jules knew something was different the moment Lyra told him to clean.










Not just his body. The whole apartment.










She sent a checklist the night before:












“Floors scrubbed. Sheets fresh. Kitchen spotless.




Plug in. Diaper thick. Leash on bed.




And don't forget the footstool at the edge of the couch. I want it ready.”














He stared at that last line for a long time.










She hadn’t mentioned a guest. Hadn’t said

 

why


 
the stool was necessary. But something told him—something in the way she ended with a kiss emoji and the words “Be perfect, bitch”—that he wasn’t the only one she’d be watching today.














By the time she arrived, he was trembling.










Plug inside.




Diaper locked.




Naked except for the soft collar she told him to wear and the leash looped around the bedpost.










He was kneeling by the front door.










Waiting.










The moment she stepped in, barefoot as always, her eyes lit up with approval.










"Mmm. You're soaked already, aren't you?"










He blushed.










“Not yet,” he whispered.










She leaned close.










“Nervous?”










He nodded.










She leaned closer—her lips brushing his ear.










“Good.”














She walked through the apartment like a queen inspecting her kingdom.










Toes silent on tile.




Eyes sharp.




Every inch of her radiating control.










She checked the stool. Smiled.










Then turned back to him.










"Come."










He crawled after her, thickly crinkling with every step.










She didn’t look at him.










Just sat back on the couch and stretched her legs.










Then came the knock at the door.














His heart stopped.










"Go answer it,” Lyra said. “Crawl."










He looked up at her.










She didn’t repeat herself.










He crawled.










The crinkle echoed in his ears.










He reached the door. Opened it.










And froze.














She was stunning.










Tall. Pale. Red lipstick. Dark eyes that knew everything.










Barefoot, of course. Her toes painted black, her heels arched like they were meant to be kissed.










She looked down at him.










Smirked.










“So this is the diaper bitch.”














He tried to speak.










Nothing came out.










Lyra called from the couch:










"Bring her in."










He crawled backwards, head down.










The woman followed. Closed the door behind her.










Dropped her bag on the chair without asking.










And sat on the stool like it was built for her.










Lyra grinned.










"Jules, meet Morgan. She’s been dying to test my little diaper toy."














Morgan crossed her legs.










Her bare foot dangled just above his face.










"Strip," she said.










He blinked. “I—”










Lyra cut in.










"He’s already wearing everything he’s allowed."










Morgan raised an eyebrow.










“Even better.”










She pressed her foot to his mouth.










"Start licking."














It was instant.










Reflex.










His lips parted.










His tongue met warm skin—soft, clean, perfect.










The taste of lotion. The sharpness of control.










She moaned.










"Slow. Tongue flat. Good little licker."










He shivered.










His plug buzzed once.




Lyra had pressed the remote.










He licked harder.










Morgan giggled.










“He’s eager. Does he whimper when he leaks?”










Lyra smiled. “Only if you make him feel small enough.”














The humiliation was total.










One foot on his face.




One in his lap.




The women talked like he wasn’t even there.










Morgan asked questions. Lyra answered.










●

 
       

 
“He ever hump it?” — “Oh, you should see him when he’s desperate.”



 









●

 
       

 
“Piss-drunk yet?” — “Give him another hour. I made him drink three bottles before I came.”



 









●

 
       

 
“Does he ask for release?” — “Not anymore. I don’t let him remember what that word means.”



 









He wanted to disappear.










He also wanted to

 

leak


 
.














The plug kicked on.










Morgan pressed both feet to his cheeks.










“Aw, baby’s squirming. Are you wetting?”










He whimpered.










“Good. I want to hear it.”










She slid one foot under his diaper, cupping the thick bulk.










Then pressed.










“Go on, diaper bitch. Piss for us.”














It happened so fast he didn’t have time to beg.










His body gave out.










The heat spread instantly—wet, shameful, soaking.




Morgan’s foot pressed harder, massaging the squish.




Lyra buzzed the plug in a cruel rhythm.










He moaned.










Louder than he meant to.










They laughed.














Morgan leaned forward.










“You like my feet, don’t you?”










He shook his head.










She smirked.










“Then why’s your diaper so hard right now?”










He didn’t answer.










Lyra stood behind him and grabbed his leash.










“You're going to thank her,” she whispered. “For every inch of your leak. With your mouth.”










He nodded.










Turned.










And began kissing Morgan’s toes in soft, wet gratitude.














She made him clean her entire foot—every toe, every sole line, every slick, scented crease.










And when he was done, she stood and let him nuzzle the arch.










Then she snapped a photo of his red, wet face pressed against her heel.










"Perfect. My friends won’t believe this."










Lyra tapped his plug once more.










"And you’ll leak for them next time, won’t you?"










He nodded.










Because denial no longer helped.










Not when he was soaked, kneeling, and aching for more.









Chapter Five: The Longest Night














Jules stood in the center of the room, diaper swollen, plug deep, collar snug around his neck. His leash trailed to Lyra’s wrist, loose but firm—like a threat waiting to tighten.










Morgan was lounging on the bed, nude but for a silk robe and a wicked smile. She held the remote.










“Does he make noise when he leaks?” she asked, sipping from a glass of wine.










“He whimpers,” Lyra replied, not even looking at him. “But only when you ignore him long enough to make it unbearable.”










Morgan smirked. “Perfect.”










The remote buzzed.










Jules twitched.










They both laughed.














Tonight wasn’t about teasing.










Tonight was about

 

training


 
.










Lyra had called it his first “real overnight.”




No sleeping naked.




No changing without permission.




No touching himself.




And absolutely

 

no dry padding


 
come sunrise.










“Your plug stays in until we say. Your mouth stays open when told. And you’ll thank every foot that touches your face.”










He nodded.










The leash tugged.










“Say it.”










“I’ll obey.”










Lyra raised a brow. “Say the rest.”










Jules swallowed.










“I’ll thank every foot. Every step. Every squish.”










Morgan giggled. “We’re going to have fun with this one.”














The first part of the night was

 

display time


 
.










They stripped him completely, leaving only the soaked diaper and the thick leather mitts that bound his hands behind his back. The plug was checked. Twisted. Buzzed.










He was made to crawl in a circle between them.










Lyra snapped her fingers.










“Kiss.”










He crawled to her feet. Kissed the tops of her toes. The soles. The space between.










Morgan tapped her heel on the floor.










“Again.”










He turned, face flushed, and did the same to her.










Each woman took turns wiping her foot on his tongue.










“Clean it better.”










“You missed my pinky toe.”










“Lick the arch like it’s the only hole you deserve.”










He moaned.










They slapped him.










“Don’t make sounds unless we want them.”










He stayed silent.














Midnight.










The next rule began.










“Time to bind the wet little bitch,” Morgan whispered, looping rope between his thighs.










They tied his legs apart, spread and folded beneath him, ass high, diaper on full display. His face rested on a pillow at the foot of the bed. His mouth open, his plug buzzing.










Lyra sat on his back.










Morgan stood over him.










Then came the bottle.










Warm. Milked. Tinted yellow with something.










“Drink,” Lyra ordered.










He opened. Gulped. Gagged once.










“Good boy,” Morgan purred. “That should help with the next leak.”














The waiting game began.










The plug kept its slow rhythm.




The diaper stayed warm.




The milk sat heavy in his belly.










They sat on the bed and watched him squirm.










Morgan rested one foot on his face.










Lyra on the back of his head.










They whispered to each other like he wasn’t there.










“He’s twitching.”










“He’s holding it.”










“How long until he breaks?”










They passed the remote.










Jules bit the pillow.










They laughed.














1:17 a.m.










He leaked.










The warmth spread fast.




The squish deepened.




The women clapped softly.










Lyra reached down and stroked the back of his neck.










“There it is.”










Morgan pushed the sole of her foot against his nose.










“Good diaper bitch.”










He whimpered.










And she buzzed the plug again—

 

hard


 
.














The next phase was

 

denial


 
.










“You’re going to sleep like this,” Lyra said. “Plugged. Leaking. Face down.”










“And we’ll wake you when we want you.”










Morgan added, “Feet in your mouth. Or maybe cum.”










They untied his arms but left the leg spreader on.










Moved him into the crib at the corner of the room.










Yes, a real crib. Painted pink. Padded bars. A mobile that played a soft lullaby as he lay down.










They pulled the bars up.










Locked them.










Turned out the light.










And left him.














He didn’t sleep.










The plug never turned off.










His diaper cooled. Then warmed again.










Twice he woke up to Lyra’s foot pressed between his lips.




Once to Morgan giggling as she rubbed her heel over his leaking cock through the padding.










“You’re soaked, baby. Do you even remember what dry feels like?”










He didn’t answer.










She slapped his thigh.










“You don’t get to think anymore.”














At dawn, Lyra opened the crib.










He rolled onto his back, plug shifting, diaper sagging, eyes wide.










She kissed his forehead.










“You’re broken in now.”










Morgan tossed him a fresh diaper.










“Let’s see how many you’ll need today.”









Chapter Six: Baby Words, Dirty Leaks














Jules woke up to the sound of her voice.










Not yelling.










Just singing.










Low. Soft. A melody that slipped into his skull like syrup.










“Time to rise, my soggy little slut…”










He blinked.










The bars were still up. The crib still held him tight. His diaper squished as he moved. His legs were sore from the night’s bondage, and his plug buzzed once—slow, teasing.










Then again.










He whimpered.










The nursery light clicked on.










Lyra stood at the crib in a pink satin robe, barefoot, a baby bottle in one hand and the remote in the other.










Behind her, Morgan leaned against the doorframe, already sipping coffee.










“Good morning, puddle toy,” she said brightly.














Jules rolled onto his side.










Every movement squished.










His face flushed hot with shame. The diaper was soaked through. His cock was hard. His mouth was dry.










And his plug—










Buzzed again.










He gasped.










“Ah-ah,” Lyra warned. “No speaking unless it’s in your baby voice.”










He hesitated.










Morgan stepped forward, her foot tapping the floor.










“Go on,” she said. “Say ‘good morning, Mommy.’”










His jaw tightened.










They waited.










Another buzz.










He moaned.










And then, barely above a whisper:










“G-Good morning… Mommy.”










Lyra smiled.










“There’s my soggy bitch.”














The bars lowered.










She climbed in and straddled him.










Held the bottle to his lips.










He looked up, wide-eyed.










“Drink.”










He drank.










Warm. Sweet. Slightly bitter.










She smiled down at him as he swallowed.










Morgan sat on the edge of the crib, her toes brushing Jules’ soaked hip.










“You’re going to crawl today,” she said.










“All day,” Lyra added.










Morgan flicked the diaper.










“And every time you leak, you’ll say thank you.”










“In baby words,” Lyra finished.










Jules closed his eyes.










The plug pulsed.










His cock twitched in the heat of his own piss.










He drank faster.














After the bottle was empty, they pulled him out.










He was made to crawl to the mirror.










Sit on his heels.










Look at himself.










Diaper yellowed, sagging. Plug remote blinking. Collar on.










Morgan whispered from behind:










“What are you?”










He didn’t answer.










The plug buzzed.










“What are you?”










He clenched his jaw.










Then whispered, “A diaper bitch…”










Lyra stepped up beside him.










“What kind of diaper bitch?”










He swallowed.










Morgan leaned close.










“The kind who says

 

t’ank you fo’ wettin’


 
.”










He choked.










The plug buzzed again—hard.










They waited.










He whispered:










“T-Thank you fo’ wettin’…”










They laughed.














Next came

 

obedience crawling


 
.










Morgan laid a pink yoga mat across the living room floor.










“Ten laps,” she said.










“Each with a fresh squish,” Lyra added.










“If you leak during the crawl, you tell us.”










“If you don’t, we’ll check your padding by foot.”










Jules moaned.










The plug buzzed.










“Now say,” Lyra prompted, “‘I’m gonna do my soggy walk for my mommies.’”










He bit his lip.










Another buzz.










He whimpered.










And said it.














The crawling was slow. Humiliating.










Each step rubbed the swollen diaper across his thighs, each wiggle massaged the plug deeper. Morgan walked beside him, tapping his back with a crop every time his pace slowed.










Lyra sat on the couch, feet propped on the footstool he’d kissed the night before, recording with her phone.











“You’re going viral, baby.”














On lap three, he leaked again.










He stopped.










Whimpered.










Morgan knelt beside him.










“Well?”










He shook his head.










Buzz.










He gasped.










Lyra raised an eyebrow.










“Well?”










He lowered his head and whispered:










“I did a wittle wet…”










They laughed.














After the crawl, they wiped his thighs.










Left the diaper on.










Morgan made breakfast—pancakes and syrup.










Jules wasn’t allowed at the table.










He ate from a bowl on the floor, face between Lyra’s bare feet.










She fed him bites one by one—using her toes.










Each bite came with a plug buzz.










Each buzz came with a whisper:










“Good girl.”














He froze.










But didn’t correct her.










He didn’t want to hear it again.










And he

 

really


 
didn’t want to like it.










But when Morgan leaned in and asked, “Do you like being our little girl?”—










His cock twitched.










They noticed.










Lyra slid her foot under his padding.










Pressed hard.










“You’ll beg for pigtails soon.”










He whimpered.














Later that afternoon, the new routine began.










Lyra printed a chart.











BABY BITCH OBEDIENCE SCHEDULE











●

 
       

 
Leak 3x before lunch:




☑



 









●

 
       

 
Say “baby words” without being asked:




☑



 









●

 
       

 
Foot kisses per hour:




6/10



 









●

 
       

 
Cum control status:





LOCKED




 









Morgan pinned it to the fridge.










“You’re going to earn stickers.”










“Each sticker gets you closer to release,” Lyra added.










Jules blinked.










“I can… earn it?”










Morgan stepped behind him.










Wrapped her arms around his chest.










“Maybe.”














They put him down for a nap in a fresh diaper.










Plug still in.




Pacifier in his mouth.




A frilly bonnet tied around his head.




Just for fun, they said.










Just to “see how he looked.”










He didn’t argue.










Didn’t speak.










Didn’t even protest when Lyra whispered:










“Sleep tight, princess.”










He just turned his head into the pillow…










…and leaked again.









Chapter Seven: Streetwalker














“You’re wearing the pink one.”










Jules blinked.










“No. No, not out there.”










Lyra didn’t repeat herself.










Morgan was already unfolding the diaper. It was thicker than the others. Light pink. Printed with cartoon bows, hearts, and a humiliating little script that read

 

“Puddle Princess.”











He shook his head. “They’ll see. People will see.”










Morgan stepped forward and grabbed his jaw.










“You don’t get to argue. You exist to leak. We just pick the packaging.”










The plug buzzed.










He gasped.










Lyra smiled.










“Now lie back and spread your legs, little sissy walker.”














They dressed him like a doll.










The diaper went on tight. Double-padded. Plug locked.










Boxers over it—but they barely fit.










Then the jeans. Just one pair stretched wide enough to button around the bulk.










Long hoodie. Loose coat. Sneakers.










And a leash tucked under his shirt, clipped to his collar, the clasp cold against his flushed skin.










Morgan held the remote.










Lyra packed her bag.










“You’re going to leak in public,” she said calmly. “And we’re going to watch.”














They walked ten blocks before he said a word.










“I can’t do this,” he whispered.










The plug buzzed.










He gasped.










Morgan leaned close.










“You already are.”














The café was small. Trendy. Filled with couples on laptops and girls sipping chai.










Jules sat between Lyra and Morgan at a corner table.










His legs pressed tight together. The diaper already warm from the walk. Plug humming softly. His cock aching.










Lyra ordered for him.










“Warm milk. Extra sweet.”










Morgan kicked his foot under the table.










“No talking unless spoken to.”










The waitress smiled at them politely.










Jules stared at the table.










“Good baby,” Morgan whispered once she was gone. “So quiet.”














The plug buzzed twice.










He flinched.










“Drink your milk,” Lyra said.










He lifted the glass with shaking hands.










Morgan reached under the table and pressed her bare foot to his crotch.










Soft. Warm. Pressure through the layers.










His mouth opened.










“Shhh,” she whispered. “We’re not in the nursery. You don’t get to moan like a whore here.”










He drank.










Leaked.










And she felt it.










“Squishy,” she whispered, grinning.














Five minutes later, the waitress returned.










Jules was shaking.










He hadn’t spoken.










Hadn’t begged.










But his padding was soaked.










Morgan reached down casually. Tapped the front of his jeans with her toes.










“Still dripping?”










He nodded.










Lyra smiled at the waitress.










“Could we get a slice of cake? Something soft. He’s still learning how to chew with the plug in.”










The waitress blushed.










Nodded.










Walked away.










Morgan leaned in.










“You just got called

 

he.


 
Should we correct her?”










He bit his tongue.














The cake came.










So did the next command.










“Under the table,” Lyra said.










He blinked.










“No.”










The plug buzzed—

 

hard


 
.










Morgan grabbed his collar and whispered:










“You say no again, we’ll unzip you right here, make you crawl to the counter, and tell them why your pants crinkle.”










He whimpered.










Slid under the table.














They fed him with their feet.










Frosting first—smeared on Morgan’s big toe, rubbed across his lips.










He licked.










Then the fork—resting on Lyra’s arch.










He sucked each bite off her skin.










They whispered praise.










“You’re lucky we let you wear pants.”










“Tomorrow you crawl here in a skirt.”










“Your cock is so hard it’s lifting your diaper.”










He shuddered.














The final humiliation came just as they left.










A girl from the next table stopped them outside.










“Sorry—this is weird, but your friend dropped something?”










She held up a square of soft white plastic.










A diaper tab.










Jules went pale.










Morgan took it with a smile.










“Oops,” she said sweetly.










Then turned to Jules.










“Tsk. Leaking again.”










The girl blushed and walked away.










Lyra giggled.










And Jules leaked again without meaning to.














They didn’t change him for hours.










Not until his thighs were slick. His cock desperate. His pride shredded.










Back at the apartment, Lyra pulled his pants down in the hallway.










Looked at the mess.










Smiled.










Then sat down and lifted her foot.










“Kiss.”










He did.










Then Morgan sat beside her.










Lifted hers.










“Lick it clean, puddle girl.”










He obeyed.










And never said a word.









Chapter Eight: Record. Leak. Obey.














“This is a test,” Lyra said, holding up the phone.










Jules was already trembling. His diaper had just been changed—thick, crinkly, white with little hearts printed across the front. Plug in. Leash on. Collared. Naked except for the padding.










He was kneeling in the living room with both Dommes watching him from the couch. Morgan sipped wine. Lyra tapped the phone like she was about to livestream a concert.










“You’re going to perform for us,” she continued. “Exactly as instructed. Leak when told. Thank us in baby voice. Kiss our feet with your tongue flat.”










She smiled sweetly.










“If you mess up even once, this video gets uploaded.”










Jules’s heart dropped.










“To your inbox?”










Lyra smirked.










“To our

 

Domme Circle.


 
Thirty-five women. All verified. All hungry for new toys.”










Morgan grinned. “They’ll love the way you squirm.”














Lyra pressed record.










“Say hello to your future owners, baby girl.”










Jules blinked. “I—”










Buzz.










The plug jolted deep inside him. His thighs snapped together. He gasped.










Morgan stood.










“Try again.”










He looked into the camera.










“I-I’m… I’m your diaper girl,” he whispered.










Buzz.










Lyra tilted her head. “Baby voice.”










He swallowed.










“I’m youw diapee giwl…”










They both moaned.










“Now beg,” Morgan purred.










“Pwease… wet me be yoah widdle wet toy…”










He thought he might die.










But his cock was harder than it had ever been.














Lyra turned the camera toward Morgan’s feet.










Painted black. Resting on a velvet pillow. Already slick from lotion.










“Crawl.”










He crawled.










The plug buzzed harder with every step.










“Now lick. Ten slow licks. Tongue out. Like a pup.”










He obeyed.










Tongue flat.










Lick.




Lick.




Lick.










Each pass dragged saliva across her arch.




Each lick made his diaper swell with pressure.










He was going to wet.










He

 

had to


 
wet.














Lyra whispered behind the camera:










“Drip for them.”










He clenched.










Then… it happened.










A slow, humiliating release.










Hot. Thick. Loud against the silence of the room.










The front of the diaper swelled. The padding darkened. The cartoon hearts smeared.










Morgan giggled.










“He’s flooding.”










Lyra zoomed in.










“Now thank me. Baby voice.”










He whimpered.










“Th-thank yoo fow wettin’ me, Mommy…”










They clapped.










The video kept rolling.














But then he broke the rules.










He moaned.










Too loud.










Too needy.










Lyra’s head tilted.










“Did you just enjoy that?”










Morgan laughed. “Was our baby girl humping her own puddle?”










He shook his head.










The camera turned off.










Lyra stood.










“Time for punishment.”














They bound him to the footstool.










Face down.










Diaper soaked. Plug pulsing. Arms tied beneath his body.










Morgan mounted the back of his thighs.




Lyra straddled his head.










Her bare ass pressed to his cheeks. Her feet slid around his jaw.










“You moaned when we didn’t give permission.”










He panted.










“Now you’ll gag.”










She stuffed both feet against his mouth.










“Toes first.”










Morgan whispered behind him:










“No cumming. No leaking again. Or we sit on your face and never let you up.”














He drooled around Lyra’s toes.










Gagged softly.










The plug buzzed harder.




Harder.




Rhythmic now—designed to bring him close, then stop.










Morgan reached under him and tapped the front of his diaper.










Still warm.










Still wet.










Still pathetically hard.










Lyra grinded her heels across his lips.










“Tell us what you are.”










He tried to speak.










Failed.










She pulled her foot out.










He gasped, soaked in spit.










“I-I’m yoah foow wicking… wettin’… diapuh swut…”










Morgan leaned down.










“Say it again.”










He did.










Twice.










Then licked Lyra’s heel until the timer on the plug went off.














They didn’t let him cum.










But they recorded

 

everything.











And sent it to the group anyway.










“Oops,” Morgan said.










“Too late now,” Lyra winked.










Jules collapsed in the corner, still leaking.










Still plugged.










Still theirs.









Chapter Nine: The Name She Gave Me














He didn’t notice the clothes at first.










When Lyra led him from the crib that morning, diaper soaked and pacifier still clipped to his collar, the hallway looked normal.










Until Morgan stepped into view.










Holding it.










A pastel pink onesie. Short-sleeved. Snaps at the crotch. Embroidered chest in loopy white script:












“LIL MISS SQUISHY”














Jules froze.










“No.”










Lyra raised an eyebrow.










“No?”










Morgan stepped forward. “Aw, is the baby girl using big words again?”










Jules backed up—crinkle loud underfoot. His plug buzzed once. Twice. Thighs clenched.










Lyra sighed.










“Hold still.”














He tried to run.










Didn’t make it past the kitchen.










Lyra yanked the leash.










Morgan tackled him from behind. Stronger than she looked. In seconds, he was face-down on the floor, diaper pressed flat, leash tight, wrists pinned.










He was panting.










Humiliated.










And hard.














They dressed him slowly.










No fighting after that.










The onesie stretched tight across his chest, the snaps sealed around the bulging diaper. Every step squished. Every glance from them made his face burn.










But it wasn’t until they brought out the mirror that it hit him.










The girl in the reflection.










Flushed cheeks. Pacifier dangling. Pink padded crotch puffed out. Collar shining. Eyes wide with shame.










Morgan kissed his cheek.










“Say hi to Lil Miss Squishy.”










He looked away.










Lyra grabbed his chin.










“Say it.”










He whimpered.










“I’m… I’m Lil Miss Squishy.”














The plug buzzed.










Relentless.










His knees buckled.










Morgan pulled a thick frilly skirt over his hips. White lace. Pink trim. It did nothing to hide the diaper. Just made it look fluffier.

 

Louder.











Lyra handed her the remote.










“He leaks again without asking, you buzz until he cries.”










“Yes, Mommy,” Morgan smirked.














Then came the collar tag.










Lyra engraved it herself.











SQUISHY





Property of L&M










It clinked when she clipped it on.










“Now,” she said, grabbing the leash. “Let’s take her for a walk.”














He didn’t speak the entire ride.










They made him sit in the back, diapered, skirted, thighs spread. The pacifier stayed in his mouth. The remote buzzed at every red light.










Morgan leaned over the seat once, grinning.










“If you piss yourself in the car, you get a gold star.”










He didn’t leak.










But only barely.














The pet store was crowded.










Too many eyes.










Too much noise.










But Lyra had a mission.










“We’re getting her a new feeding bowl. And something cute for her plug tail.”










Jules tried to disappear into the wall.










Morgan tugged the leash.










“Uh uh. No hiding. You show off that squishy strut.”










They made him walk.










He waddled.










His diaper made noise.










He knew they could see it.










Two girls giggled near the checkout. A man stared too long. One clerk blinked when Lyra asked if they carried “tail plugs in pastel fur.”










Morgan bent down and whispered:










“You’re not Jules anymore.”










Buzz.










He leaked.














Back at the apartment, they praised him.










“You did so good, baby.”










“Such a brave diaper princess.”










“Didn’t even cry when the cashier stared.”










Jules didn’t respond.










He sat on the floor, pacifier in, plug pulsing, cheeks red, skirt puffed up around his thighs.










His cock was leaking.










The diaper was squishy.










He hated everything.










He hated—










The way it made him ache.














Lyra knelt beside him.










Kissed his cheek.










Whispered:










"You’re mine now, Squishy."










Morgan slid a foot across his crotch.










Pressed down.










“I think it’s time we fuck the name into you.”














He was bound.










Flat on the bed. Arms tied. Ankles hooked to cuffs. Plug locked in.










Lyra sat on his chest, feet in his face. Morgan mounted his hips.










They fucked him through the padding.










Buzzed the plug.










Rubbed his clit through the diaper until he cried.










Made him repeat it over and over:










“I’m Squishy.”










“I’m Squishy.”










“I’m your soggy Squishy baby.”










Until his cock throbbed so hard it hurt.










And they still didn’t let him cum.














That night, he slept in the crib again.










The tag around his neck read SQUISHY.










And for the first time…




He didn’t want it off.









Chapter Ten: On Display














The tripod clicked into place.










The ring light flared on.










And Squishy knew he wasn’t getting out of this.










Lyra sat behind the camera in her robe, bare legs crossed, one foot idly stroking Morgan’s thigh.










Morgan held the remote. The plug’s rhythm was already programmed — rising pulses every five minutes, synced to donations.










“You’re going to be famous tonight,” she purred.










Squishy didn’t speak. Couldn’t. His pacifier gag was buckled tight behind his head, forcing his jaw open.










He knelt in the pink foam playpen, freshly diapered and dressed in his most humiliating outfit yet:










●

 
       

 
Lavender crop top:

 

“Mommy’s Moist Princess”




 









●

 
       

 
Matching bib, drool already soaking the edge



 









●

 
       

 
Extra-thick white diaper with cartoon pastel rattles



 









●

 
       

 
Pink ankle socks with lace trim



 









●

 
       

 
A leash clipped to his collar, tied to the side of the crib



 









He looked like a parody.










But it was his reality now.














Lyra tapped the screen.










“Streaming to the Domme Circle in three… two…”










She mouthed the last number.










The red light blinked on.










“Good evening, ladies,” she said sweetly. “Tonight, we’re proud to introduce our personal toy — you may know them as Jules, but here at home… we call her

 

Squishy.


 
”










Morgan zoomed in.










“Give them a wiggle, baby girl.”










The plug buzzed.










Squishy yelped.










And wet himself.














The chat exploded.












“Omg the timing.”




“That moan was filthy.”




“What a desperate little thing.”




“MORE FEET PLEASE.”














Morgan laughed and panned down. Her bare foot lifted and pressed against Squishy’s soaked crotch. The padding squished loud enough to hear over the stream.










“She just leaked,” Morgan cooed. “Shall we reward her?”










Lyra leaned in.










“She’s been trying to earn her first online footjob.”










Squishy whimpered.










The plug buzzed harder.














“Now for the rules,” Lyra continued.










“Any $10 tip makes her kiss our feet.




Any $25 tip means she leaks.




$50 lets you pick a sentence she has to say… in baby talk.”










Squishy’s face burned.










Morgan stroked his back.










“Let’s get those babbles going, slut.”










The first $50 came in within seconds.












“Say: ‘I’m a wittle wetter who wuvs to suck Mommy’s toesies.’”














Lyra pulled the gag off.










Squishy’s lips trembled.










Buzz.










He shuddered.










“I-I’m a w-wittle… wetter who wuvs to suck Mommy’s… toesies…”










The room howled with laughter.










So did the chat.














Next came the toes.










Morgan dropped her foot in front of him. Wiggled her toes.










“Kiss.”










Squishy leaned in, lips parting.










“Tongue out.”










He licked her big toe. Then the ball of her foot. Then up the arch until he tasted her lotion.










Lyra slid her foot against his back.










“More tips, more toes.”














It got worse.










$100: He was ordered to hump the floor.




$150: He had to beg for “diaper cummies” in front of 70+ live viewers.




$200: Morgan straddled his back and rode him like a leaking pony while Lyra read viewer comments.










He came close.










So close.










But never enough.










Never allowed.










The remote kept edging him at perfect intervals.










He sobbed.










The chat moaned.










And Lyra whispered:










“Now show them what happens when you beg without permission.”














They strapped him face-down, legs spread, plug vibrating.










And pressed both feet to his cheeks.










Forced him to say:










“Pwease… punish youw widdle piss toy…”










Then denied him for another hour.














When the stream ended, he collapsed in the crib, drooling into the pillow, padding swollen, cock twitching, throat raw.










The chat log flashed one final message across the screen:












“Welcome to your new reality, Squishy.”














And he knew… they’d never stop.










And he never wanted them to.









Chapter Eleven: Conditioned














“You don’t need words anymore.”










Lyra’s voice was calm, quiet, like she was reading a lullaby from inside his skull.










She knelt beside the crib as Squishy sucked on his bottle, hands mitt-strapped and diaper thick around his waist. The tag on his collar read

 

Property.











He didn’t argue.










Didn’t nod.










He just drank.










Morgan adjusted the straps on the crib rail. “Your only job is to leak when we say, eat when we feed you, and listen when your headphones go on.”










The pacifier was clipped to his bib.










The bottle emptied slowly.










And his cock was already hard again.














That morning had started like any other.










He woke in the crib, wet.










Leaked during morning stretches.










Got diapered and fed by foot.










But then the schedule changed.














A new routine was taped to the fridge in big pastel letters:













SQUISHY’S FULL-TIME TRAINING















●

 
       

 
Wake-up: Buzz. Leak. Thank you.



 









●

 
       

 
Morning bottle: 16oz, no hands.



 









●

 
       

 
Mid-morning foot kissing: 15 minutes.



 









●

 
       

 
Hypnosis session (Phase 1): Obedience Centering.



 









●

 
       

 
Afternoon pacifier drills: 30 minutes, no talking.



 









●

 
       

 
Leash walk (indoors only).



 









●

 
       

 
Nap in plug.



 









●

 
       

 
Dinner: pureed food from bowl.



 









●

 
       

 
Diaper change (only if permitted).



 









●

 
       

 
Nighttime hypnosis (Phase 2): Identity Transfer.



 









●

 
       

 
Sleep in cage. Plug locked.



 












Notes: Any accidental talking = extended mitts. Any dry diaper = punishment edging. Moaning without permission = full restraint.















Squishy read it three times.










By the end, his hands were shaking.










Morgan stroked his back. “Deep breath, baby.”










Lyra whispered:










“We’re just helping you remember who you are.”














The first

 

hypnosis session


 
was subtle.










Noise-canceling headphones. Warm blanket. Plug in.










A soft female voice — not Lyra or Morgan — whispering affirmations.












“You are safe in padding.”




“Leaking means you’re loved.”




“You obey before you think.”




“You squirm to be seen.”




“Mommies make your mind melt.”














It lasted twenty minutes.










He was drooling by the end.










Soaked.










Moaning.














The

 

second session


 
was darker.










No blanket.










Plug pulsing.










No distractions.










Just commands.












“Squishy has no past.”




“Squishy leaks to feel real.”




“Diapers are your voice.”




“Cum is not yours to decide.”














He leaked halfway through.










They clapped.










Lyra leaned over the crib.










“Such a good toy.”










Morgan kissed his forehead.










“Tomorrow, you’ll ask for the recording.”














That night, he didn’t sleep right.










The crib was too warm. The plug buzzed every time he stirred. His padding squished beneath him like a reminder of every choice he didn’t get to make anymore.










And when he whispered “Mommy” into the dark, the plug jolted once.










He moaned.










And kept still.














The test came two days later.










“We’re going out,” Lyra said.










Morgan was already dressed, bag in hand.










“You stay here. Alone. Plugged. Padded. Mitts on. Video on.”










Squishy whimpered.










“No begging. No crawling to the door. No unsanctioned leaks.”










Lyra leaned down and clipped a short leash to his collar — one that kept his head down on all fours.










“You’ll obey even when we’re gone,” she whispered.










“Or you’ll be punished like the pet you pretend not to be.”














They left.










The door closed.










And Squishy was alone.














Five minutes in, he was squirming.










The plug started buzzing. Randomly. Cruel patterns.










He moaned into the gag.










The video monitor flashed: they were watching.










He sat. Leaked. Thanked the empty room.










His thighs burned.










His brain buzzed.










He licked the floor just to feel control.














By the time they came home, he was soaked.










Crawling in circles.










Eyes glazed.










Begging without words.










Morgan sat on the couch.










Snapped her fingers.










“Kiss.”










He crawled to her feet.










Pressed his lips to her toes.










And cried when she called him a good girl.









Chapter Twelve: The Ceremony














They told him it was a party.










“Just a few friends,” Morgan said, brushing lotion into his thighs.










Lyra kissed his neck. “They want to meet our little leak toy.”










Squishy nodded.










He was already diapered.










Already plugged.










Already squirming.










But he didn’t know the truth until they tied the bow around his neck—a pink silk ribbon, thick and shining, with a golden tag hanging at the center.











SQUISHY. OWNED.











Morgan lifted the leash.










Lyra whispered:










“They’ve come to see you kneel.”














The house was full.










Women everywhere.










Dommes in leather and lace. Barefoot. Collared submissives at their sides. Heels tapping on tile. Wine glasses raised. Laughter floating above the low, constant

 

squish


 
of his diaper as he crawled in behind his owners.










Conversations stopped when they entered.










Every head turned.










Then the clapping began.














Squishy was led to the center of the room.










A velvet pillow waited. Large. Round. Shaped like a heart.










He was ordered to kneel on it, knees wide, arms behind his back, tongue out.










Lyra stepped onto the platform behind him.










Morgan took the mic.










“Ladies. Thank you for joining us. Tonight, we formally present the ownership of this little bitch—formerly Jules, now known only as

 

Squishy.


 
”










The crowd cheered.










Someone whistled.










Another called out:




“Does it squirt yet?”










Lyra smiled.










“Let’s find out.”














The leash was pulled.










Squishy whimpered.










The plug buzzed—long and deep.










Morgan lifted her foot and pressed it to his mouth.










“Kiss for the crowd, diaper girl.”










He kissed.










Slow.










Sobbing.










Every camera was pointed at him.














Then came the ritual.










One Domme stepped forward with ink and needle.










Lyra turned Squishy’s collar.










“Lower the back,” she said.










The onesie was peeled down. The top of his shoulder blade exposed.










He didn’t move.










Didn’t resist.










The tattoo was small.










Three words:











Squishy. Owned. Forever.











He cried as it was inked.










And the crowd clapped when it was done.














The final act was the piss.










Morgan whispered in his ear:










“If you leak now, in front of all of them, we’ll call it your final surrender.”










The plug buzzed.










His legs shook.










He was surrounded by Dommes.










Toes near his face.










Fingers tracing the waistband of his soaked padding.










Lyra lifted a wine glass and said:










“To the little girl who finally gave up.”










He came.










Screaming.










Pissing.










Shaking.










And the room erupted in cheers.














They laid him down in front of the group.










Diapered. Branded. Broken.










He kissed every foot offered.










Licked toes for hours.










And when the last guest left, he was still shaking.










Still soaked.










Still smiling.










Because now he belonged.










To them.










To it.










To

 

Squishy


 
.










Forever.
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Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.
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The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.
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Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡
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His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?
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