
        
            
                
            
        

    


Locker Room Doll: The Cheer Captains’ New Toy




A Dark ABDL Humiliation Story of Diaper Punishment, Public Exposure, and Total Sissy Submission




Introduction










Logan had always been invisible. Just another quiet face slipping through the crowded halls of Westbrook High—average grades, no clubs, no friends. He wasn’t bullied, but he wasn’t seen either. A ghost drifting between classes, unnoticed by the student body and ignored by the teachers.










Except in the locker rooms.










The girls’ locker room was sacred ground—off-limits, forbidden, and full of temptation. Logan had never seen inside, not really. Just glimpses through the doorway when it opened. The flash of bare legs, the scent of shampoo and perfume drifting through the air. It wasn’t enough. Not for someone like him.










So he started hanging around.










At first, it was harmless. Lingering in the hallway after school, waiting until the last of the cheerleaders finished practice and left. He’d creep toward the laundry bin—heart pounding, palms sweating—and lift a pair of panties from the pile. Sometimes cotton, sometimes lace, still warm, damp with sweat. Treasures.










He never took them. He just… inhaled. Memorized the smell. Let the fabric brush across his lips, his cheeks, his neck. He’d stay for a few stolen minutes in that shadowy corner, then vanish before anyone came back. No harm done.










But Logan was a fool.










He didn’t notice the camera installed above the entrance. Didn’t know about the motion sensors rigged by the student council for “security improvements.” And most of all, he didn’t know who the cheer captains were.










Until they found him.










It happened on a rainy Thursday afternoon. He crept into the locker room after practice, heart fluttering with nerves and shame, and knelt beside the bin like always. He didn’t hear the door swing shut behind him. Didn’t hear the quiet footsteps across the tiles. He was too lost in the thrill, fingers trembling as they pressed a pair of damp, red lace panties against his nose.










Then—click.










The lights flipped on. A camera flash lit the room. And Logan froze.










Three girls stood before him, arms crossed, eyes gleaming with something far more dangerous than shock.










Brielle. Chloe. Madison.










The three senior captains of the cheer squad. Beautiful. Rich. Cruel. Known for chewing through boys like gum—chewing, spitting, laughing. Their popularity was untouchable. Their influence? Even worse.










“Well, well, what do we have here?” Brielle cooed, stepping forward in her tiny cheer skirt, knee sock dragging over the tile. “Is the little panty sniffer having a moment?”










He stumbled back, blushing furiously, mouth opening—but no words came.










“I’d say call the cops,” Chloe smirked, already pulling out her phone, “but I think we can have more

 

fun


 
than that.”










“You know,” Madison added, tapping her chin with a manicured finger, “they don’t kick creeps out of school anymore. But they

 

do


 
make them wear bracelets. Like sex offender status.”










Logan stammered. “P-please. I didn’t— I didn’t take anything. I swear—”










“Oh, we

 

know


 
, honey,” Brielle laughed. “We’ve been watching you for weeks. You just didn’t know it.”










His stomach sank.










Chloe turned the phone around. There he was on video—kneeling, sniffing, moaning. A pathetic little sneak in the girls’ sanctuary.










“But,” Madison said slowly, “we thought of a better punishment. Something more... poetic.”










They surrounded him, and Logan shrank back like a cornered animal.










“You like our panties so much?” Brielle whispered, grabbing his chin. “Then you’re going to wear them. Every day. Every. Single. Day.”










“You’re our new locker room doll,” Chloe grinned. “You do what we say, wear what we give you, and smile for the camera when we tell you to.”










“Or,” Madison added with a wicked grin, “we show this video to the entire school.”










Logan’s mouth went dry. His mind was screaming—but his body betrayed him. A pathetic bulge grew in his jeans as their words sank in. The scent of those red lace panties was still on his face.










“Oh my god, he’s hard,” Brielle burst out laughing. “What a little sissy.”










The next thing he knew, they had him pinned. His jeans stripped. His boxers tossed aside. They shoved a pair of pale-pink panties up his thighs, tight around his bulge. Logan tried to protest, but a slap to the cheek from Chloe shut him up.










“Dolls don’t talk unless spoken to.”










From that day on, Logan didn’t leave school when the bell rang. He stayed. Waited. Obeyed.










Each afternoon, the captains stripped him down. Dressed him in their used underwear. Sometimes in a little cheer skirt. Sometimes in a diaper—thick, padded, humiliating. Especially when they were feeling cruel. “You don’t deserve real clothes,” Madison would say. “You’re just our baby toy now.”










He tried to resist. Once.










They shoved him to the floor, sat on his face one by one, laughing as he gasped beneath them.










“You wanted to be close to our panties so badly?” Brielle purred, grinding down. “Now you get the

 

real


 
thing.”










Then they made it worse.










“Time to break in your new diaper,” Chloe giggled. She squatted over him, grinning as she released a warm stream directly into the padding between his legs.










“You don’t get to pee standing up anymore,” Madison added. “From now on, you

 

use


 
that diaper like the baby you are.”










Logan cried that night. But the next day, he came back. He always did.










Because something deep inside him—something sick, weak, and shameful—

 

wanted


 
it.









Chapter One: The Doll Must Crawl










The locker room door clicked shut behind him with an echo that made Logan’s stomach twist.










His hands trembled as he stood by the benches, dressed only in a hoodie and jeans. He could still feel the heat of Brielle’s slap from yesterday, the squish of his diaper after Chloe’s golden "gift," the weight of their laughter in his ears. His cheeks burned as the memories replayed—his muffled gasps under their soaked panties, their mocking words echoing with each humiliating breath.










Now it was Friday. And Friday, they had warned, was “special.”










“You don’t get to stand on Fridays,” Madison had said with a grin. “Dolls crawl. Especially filthy little panty-sniffers.”










The girls were late today. Or maybe they wanted him to sweat.










He waited by the lockers, alone, the silence dragging out like a punishment of its own. Every sound outside—the squeak of shoes, lockers slamming, laughter in the halls—felt like the world was still normal. But Logan knew better.










He was theirs now.










When the door finally creaked open, he turned—and froze.










They didn’t come alone.










Brielle entered first, hair tied up, still wearing her tight cheer outfit. Behind her came Chloe, carrying a gym bag too small to be for practice. Then Madison—smirking, holding a phone, already recording.










And trailing behind them, two more girls. Juniors. Younger cheerleaders. Fresh eyes.










“Logan,” Brielle sang sweetly, “meet Emily and Tasha. We thought it was time you got introduced to the rest of the squad.”










Logan’s mouth opened, but he didn’t dare speak. The warning was clear: dolls don’t talk unless spoken to.










Emily giggled. “This is the guy you were talking about? He doesn’t

 

look


 
like a perv.”










“He smells like one,” Chloe snorted, tossing the bag down. “Crawl.”










Logan hesitated.










Smack.










Madison’s palm hit the back of his head. “Crawl.”










He dropped to his knees instantly.










The tile floor was cold and hard under his palms, the scent of sweat and soap lingering in the air. They circled him like predators, Chloe already digging into the bag. She pulled out the diaper first—thick, crinkly, pale pink with little hearts on the waistband.










“You're lucky,” she said. “Today’s diaper is new.”










“No piss stains,” Madison added with a wink.










“Yet,” Brielle smirked.










Logan shut his eyes as they stripped him. The hoodie peeled off. His jeans tugged down. He flinched when his briefs came off, exposing him completely—soft, pathetic, humiliated. He could feel the juniors staring, could

 

hear


 
the smirks behind their hands.










“Lift your hips,” Chloe ordered, unfolding the diaper. “You know the drill.”










He obeyed, cheeks burning, back arched like a broken pet.










They slid the diaper under him, tugged it snug, and taped it tight with practiced ease. Then came the skirt—a white, pleated cheer mini-skirt—and a matching crop top with the word

 

“TOY”


 
printed across the chest in sparkly letters.










He looked ridiculous.










“You forgot your socks,” Brielle added, tossing him a pair of thigh-highs. “Put them on. Slowly. Make it sexy for the girls.”










Emily laughed. “Oh my god. He actually does it!”










Logan slid the socks up one trembling leg, then the other, feeling the fabric cling to his calves like silk shackles.










Then they made him crawl.










Across the room. Around the benches. Under the sinks. His diaper crinkled with every movement, each step echoing in the room like a cruel joke. The floor scraped at his knees, but he kept moving. They made sure of it.










“Slower,” Madison snapped. “You’re not

 

rushing


 
to anything. Dolls move at our pace.”










“Arch your back,” Chloe added. “Make that diaper

 

pop


 
.”










When he paused to adjust, Brielle sat down on the bench, grabbed him by the back of the neck, and pulled him into her lap.










“You’ve been crawling too long without a treat,” she whispered. “And your tongue’s just

 

dying


 
for something.”










She didn’t need to explain.










She slid her panties down in one fluid motion—still warm from practice. The scent hit him first, then the heat as she pressed him into her thighs.










“Lick.”










He obeyed.










The room fell quiet for a moment. Just the slick, humiliating sound of his tongue against her skin. Her giggle. His stifled breath.










Then Chloe joined.










“Switch.”










Brielle shoved him off. Chloe grabbed his hair, dragged him in, and dropped herself onto his face like a throne.










This time, it wasn’t just sweat. It wasn’t just scent. She sighed as she released a stream right into his mouth.










“You looked thirsty.”










He tried to pull back. Madison grabbed his arms.










“Dolls

 

drink


 
when they’re told,” she said.










It lasted seconds. But it felt like hours.










By the time Chloe stood up, Logan was shaking. His face was soaked. His diaper—now warm—had leaked slightly against his thighs.










Madison crouched down and whispered in his ear, voice like velvet and poison.










“We’re going to keep doing this,” she said. “Every day. And soon, you’ll stop crying. You’ll start begging for it.”










Then she stood, phone still recording.










“Smile for the camera, baby.”










He looked up, drenched, humiliated, cradling the soaked front of his diaper.










And he smiled.









Chapter Two: A Doll on Display










Logan stood in front of the mirror in the girls’ locker room, his reflection a grotesque parody of femininity.










The cheer skirt barely covered the bulge of his now-wet diaper. His crop top clung tight to his chest, the word

 

TOY


 
glittering with cruel irony. The thigh-high socks accentuated the pathetic curve of his trembling legs, and his lips were slick with the taste of his captains. His hair was damp from sweat and humiliation. His cheeks burned red from slaps, heat, and the overwhelming shame of submission.










Brielle leaned against the counter beside him, admiring her handiwork like a proud artist.










“You’re really starting to

 

look


 
the part,” she smirked, brushing a bit of gloss onto his lips. “But looks are just the beginning.”










Madison, lounging nearby with her phone still filming, chimed in, “It’s time he got used to being seen. Heard.

 

Known


 
.”










Chloe opened the locker room door and peeked into the hallway. “Empty. Perfect. Let’s take our doll for a little walk.”










Logan’s heart skipped.










“No…” he croaked before he could stop himself.










The room froze.










Chloe turned slowly. “What did you say?”










His mouth opened, then closed.










Brielle grabbed his chin, hard. “Say it again, sissy.”










“I… I didn’t mean—”










SLAP.










His head snapped sideways, ears ringing. Madison was already crouched behind him, adjusting the straps of a small pink backpack onto his shoulders. It matched the rest of his outfit far too well.










“You don’t

 

get


 
to object, diaper boy,” she hissed. “You sniffed our panties. You

 

begged


 
for this.”










Chloe grabbed his wrist and tugged.










“Crawl,” she said. “Right out the door.”










Trembling, Logan dropped to his knees. His diaper squished with every movement, the scent of piss faint but unmistakable. With the backpack bouncing slightly on his back, he crawled forward, each step echoing against the tile, closer and closer to the open hallway.










Brielle strutted ahead, giggling. “Let’s give him a tour of the east wing.”










They didn’t care about the risk. They wanted the thrill.










And they wanted

 

him


 
to feel the fear.










Out in the hallway, fluorescent lights hummed overhead. Lockers lined the walls like silent judges. The after-school quiet was deceptive—anyone could appear around the corner at any second. A janitor. A teacher. A classmate.










Logan’s skin crawled.










He looked ridiculous—diapered, feminized, crawling with a pink bag, his face still smeared from their earlier use. The skirt fluttered with every movement, failing to hide the thick outline of his swollen diaper.










Then he heard footsteps.










Voices.










Two girls.










“Quick!” he hissed, trying to duck behind a bench.










Brielle stepped on his hand. Hard.










“No hiding, doll.”










Chloe leaned down and whispered in his ear, “Time for your

 

first


 
test.”










The girls turned the corner. Sophomores. Chatting about homework. Then they stopped.










One of them gasped.










The other blinked, mouth falling open.










“Oh my god… is that Logan?”










Brielle smiled, casual and cruel. “Isn’t he

 

adorable


 
? He’s our locker room helper. We’re doing a project.”










Chloe added, “He just

 

loves


 
being one of the girls.”










Madison waved her phone. “Say hi to your fans, doll.”










Logan looked up, lips quivering. His face was burning, knees sore, heart pounding like a drum inside his chest.










The girls laughed.










“Is he actually wearing a diaper?” one asked.










“He

 

smells


 
like pee,” the other whispered loudly.










Brielle bent down beside him and patted the back of his diaper. “Of course he is. What kind of

 

toy


 
would he be without it?”










The girls shrieked with laughter and disappeared down the hall.










Logan was left in a puddle of shame.










But the cheer captains weren’t done.










They led him past the gym, into the empty back stairwell, where Chloe grabbed him by the collar and shoved him against the wall.










“Good girls get rewards,” she said sweetly. “And bad dolls get put on

 

display


 
.”










She pulled out a pacifier from the pink bag and shoved it between his lips.










“Open your legs.”










He obeyed, diaper squishing wetly as he did. Madison raised her phone. Brielle lifted his skirt.










Snap. Snap.










Click. Flash.










“Next time,” Brielle whispered, licking her lips, “we do this during lunch. In the quad.”










Logan moaned behind the pacifier, humiliated, dripping.










“Smile for the camera, baby,” Madison cooed again.










And once more, he did.









Chapter Three: The Sleepover Test










“Strip.”










Logan’s fingers trembled as he peeled off his hoodie in the middle of Brielle’s bedroom.










The space was surreal. Pink walls. Frilly curtains. Plush carpets. A queen-sized bed with a dozen pillows and cheer trophies on the headboard. It looked like a dream—if dreams were made of glitter and cruelty.










On the floor beside the bed lay the now-familiar diaper supplies: a stack of thick pastel padding, powder, wipes, and a plastic changing mat. Logan knew the drill. Too well.










He stood in the center of the room, eyes lowered, as the three captains lounged on the bed in oversized tees and knee-high socks. Except they weren’t alone tonight.










There were four other girls here.










Two cheerleaders from the junior team. One girl from the dance squad. And Maddie—the girl from sophomore year who had once tutored Logan in chemistry. She used to smile at him like he mattered.










Now she watched with cold fascination.










“Don’t be shy,” Brielle purred. “Everyone’s here to support you.”










“Support the diaper,” Chloe clarified with a laugh.










“Or fill it,” Madison added with a wicked smirk.










Logan lowered his jeans, revealing the soaked, sagging diaper beneath. It clung to his thighs, stained with humiliation and heat. A few of the girls giggled. Maddie made a face.










“Oh my god, did he actually

 

pee


 
in it?”










“Of course he did,” Chloe said. “He’s been trained.”










Madison snapped her fingers. “Doll. On the mat.”










He dropped instantly, crawling like a broken toy across the soft rug. The crinkle of his diaper echoed in the silent, giggling air. He laid on his back and waited.










They didn’t even speak. Brielle took charge—untaping the soaked mess, wiping him down without ceremony, sliding a fresh one beneath him. Powder, tape, snug plastic against his hips. Then Chloe slid a pink onesie over his head.










“Arms up,” she said.










He obeyed.










They buttoned the crotch. Tight. The bulge of the diaper forced his legs apart slightly. Then came the pacifier, shoved between his lips without warning.










Madison stood, clapping twice. “Time for the sleepover games!”










The girls gathered in a circle of pillows on the floor. Logan was pulled in like a pet, seated in the middle with his diapered crotch on display.










Brielle stood behind him and cupped his chin. “You’re going to answer questions, baby. But only in

 

moans


 
. If we catch you lying or being shy...”










She dangled something between her fingers.










A medium-sized, heart-shaped butt plug. Sparkly pink. Silicone.










Logan whimpered behind the pacifier.










“Let’s begin,” Chloe grinned. “Question one: Do you like the taste of our panties?”










He blushed, trying not to squirm.










Brielle pressed down on the front of his diaper. “Moan for yes.”










A quiet, muffled moan escaped his lips.










The girls burst into laughter.










“Next,” Madison said. “Do you jerk off thinking about us sitting on your face?”










He shook his head quickly.










Brielle raised an eyebrow. “Lying?”










Logan panicked. He moaned. Louder. Desperate.










“Good boy,” Madison said. “But now I’m suspicious.”










She snapped her fingers. Chloe held him down while Brielle tugged his onesie aside. The plug was slick, lubed, and cold.










“Let’s stretch our little doll, just in case he’s lying again,” Brielle cooed.










He gasped around the pacifier as the plug slid into place, forcing him open. The girls watched with wide eyes and mocking gasps.










“Oh wow, it just

 

slides


 
in now,” Emily whispered.










“Looks like someone’s been practicing,” Tasha added.










With the plug seated firmly, they had him crawl again—this time around the circle, stopping at each girl’s feet.










Kiss.










Lick.










Beg.










At Maddie’s turn, he hesitated. She looked down at him, expression unreadable. Then she extended her foot, smirking.










“Lick it clean.”










He obeyed. The room went quiet as he dragged his tongue up her bare arch.










Then Brielle stood.










“One more gift before bedtime.”










She walked behind him. The room watched in silence.










A warm hiss.










Logan flinched.










He didn’t have to look. He knew the sound. The heat. Brielle’s stream soaking into the back of his diaper, marking him again. A golden baptism of humiliation.










“Mine,” she whispered.









Chapter Four: Walk of the Wet Doll










Sunlight crept through the pink curtains of Brielle’s bedroom.










Logan stirred on the floor, groggy, sore, and sticky beneath the onesie. The thick diaper between his legs was swollen—drenched overnight by his own weak bladder and the stream Brielle had blessed him with before bed. The pacifier was still in his mouth. The plug still lodged inside him, keeping his hips subtly lifted even in sleep.










Above him, the girls were already awake. Laughing. Whispering. Plotting.










“Rise and shine, diaper doll,” Chloe called sweetly.










He blinked up at them, bleary-eyed. The circle of cheerleaders leaned over him like goddesses, already dressed in their short sleep shirts and fuzzy socks. Brielle held a baby bottle. Madison held the wipes.










“Time for your morning change,” Madison sang.










They didn’t let him stand.










Instead, they had him crawl—wet, soggy, with the onesie clinging to his thighs—to the center of the room. The girls formed a half-circle, phones out, ready to film.










“You’re going to get used to this,” Brielle whispered as she peeled the wet onesie off, exposing the sagging diaper underneath. “One day, this’ll just feel normal.”










It already did.










Chloe untaped the diaper with a loud rip. The smell of piss drifted out, faint and sour. Logan flushed red. The girls made exaggerated faces.










“Wow,” Emily said. “Did he actually

 

leak


 
?”










“There’s a wet spot on the rug,” Tasha whispered, giggling.










Madison dropped a fresh diaper beside him. “Open up, sissy. Let’s see if you’re still a good little

 

hole


 
for your plug.”










The wipe was cold against his skin. Humiliating. Intimate.










Then Brielle grabbed the base of the plug and twisted.










He moaned involuntarily. The girls laughed.










“Yup. Still stretched. Still ours.”










After a new diaper was secured—decorated with cartoon bunnies this time—they dressed him in a pair of shortalls with a snap-crotch, a powder-blue shirt with

 

Mommy’s Little Doll


 
across the chest, and a bonnet tied under his chin.










The pacifier stayed in.










Then Chloe dropped the bomb.










“We’re going out.”










Logan froze.










“What?”










“Oh, not

 

out out


 
,” she teased. “Just a walk. Around the block. In the stroller.”










Madison rolled it in from the hallway. A real adult-sized stroller. Pink frame. White wheels. The footrest squeaked. It was terrifying.










“No,” he whimpered. “Please…”










“You promised to be obedient,” Brielle reminded him, voice cold. “Or do you want last night’s photos going to your

 

entire class group chat


 
?”










He stood still. Trembling.










“Good boy,” Madison purred.










They helped him into the stroller. Buckled the five-point harness. Clipped a leash to his pacifier. Chloe stuffed a plush unicorn into his arms.










Then they wheeled him outside.










The sun was bright. The world felt too real. Cars passed. A jogger nodded politely. No one looked close enough to

 

see


 
—but Logan saw them. Felt them. Heard every crinkle of his diaper, every squeak of the wheels, every jingle of the little bell tied to his bonnet.










The girls walked slowly. Casually.










“This is so freeing,” Brielle said. “Finally we can take our little doll anywhere.”










They passed a group of kids. Some older teens. A few glanced.










Logan closed his eyes. Buried his face in the unicorn. He could

 

feel


 
their stares.










Then the stroller stopped.










“We should stop for iced coffee,” Madison suggested.










“Perfect,” Chloe agreed. “Bring the stroller inside. He’ll wait in line with us.”










Logan whimpered.










“Should we check his diaper before we go in?” Emily asked sweetly.










The girls giggled. Brielle flipped up the flap on his shortalls, exposing the bulging padding beneath.










Still dry. For now.










“But we’ll fix that,” she said, leaning close.










She reached down into the front of his diaper with two fingers. Pressed gently.










“Relax, baby. You don’t want to embarrass us by holding it in.”










He gasped. Moaned behind the pacifier.










And the warmth spread.










He wet himself.










In public.










While they watched.










And they clapped.










“Good baby.”









Chapter Five: Diapers and Drinks










The café door swung open with a cheerful jingle.










Chloe strolled in first, holding the door wide as Madison pushed Logan’s stroller inside with exaggerated care. The café wasn’t packed—but there were people. A young couple in the corner. A group of girls from their school near the window. A barista behind the counter, who did a double take the moment the stroller rolled in.










Brielle walked behind, sipping from her glittery water bottle like nothing was out of the ordinary.










Logan tried to sink into the seat, cheeks flushed, pacifier still in place. His soaked diaper squished with every tiny movement. The plush unicorn was still clutched to his chest—an unwanted shield against the stares he knew he was getting.










The café was bright. Open. Exposed.










“Look at him blushing,” Madison whispered, grinning. “Is it the diaper, or are you leaking from shame?”










Chloe tapped the stroller bar. “Let’s take the tray off. I want him to sit at the table like a big boy.”










Logan whimpered as the tray was removed and his harness unbuckled. They pulled him up and led him—waddling—to a small table near the window.










“Take a seat, sissy.”










He sat carefully. The diaper crinkled loud enough to earn a glance from the girl group nearby. One of them giggled and turned to whisper.










Then came the bottle.










Brielle plopped it down in front of him. Filled with thick, creamy liquid. Slightly warm.










“What… is that?” he mumbled.










Madison grinned. “Laxative milkshake. Not a

 

strong


 
dose. Just enough to make sure your diaper gets a

 

real


 
test.”










His stomach churned before the bottle even touched his lips.










“You don’t want to drink?” Brielle asked, pulling out her phone. “I think your class would

 

love


 
to hear about the unicorn tea party you had with the juniors. Especially what you wore.”










He grabbed the bottle.










And started sucking.










The taste was sweet. Too sweet. Artificial. Every gulp felt like a countdown. He looked down at his lap—at the pastel blue shirt, the bunnies on his crotch barely peeking through the edge of his shorts.










The pacifier sat on the table beside the bottle. He already missed the shield it gave him.










Then the girls ordered coffee. Loudly. Casually.










“Caramel macchiato, one large, one small. And do you do

 

babyccinos


 
?” Madison asked the barista with a wink.










The barista raised an eyebrow.










“For him,” she added, gesturing.










The guy blinked. Looked at Logan. Then back at the girls.










“Right,” he muttered. “Coming right up.”










A few customers laughed under their breath. Logan didn’t dare look around. He just kept drinking.










By the time the girls sat, the bottle was empty—and his stomach was cramping.










“You look pale, baby,” Brielle teased. “Need to go potty?”










He shook his head. Fast.










Chloe leaned over and pressed her palm to the front of his diaper.










“Still wet, not messy. We’ll change that soon.”










The barista arrived with the drinks—his face a careful blank slate as he set a tiny cup with foam and sprinkles in front of Logan.










“Enjoy,” he said, tone clipped.










Madison clapped. “Aww. Drink it, baby. Smile for your barista.”










Logan reached for the cup. His hand trembled. The moment he brought it to his lips, the girls started taking pictures again.










Sippy cup. Bonnet. Diaper.










They were building a gallery of shame.










And then it hit him.










A sharp, involuntary cramp in his gut. He dropped the cup.










“I—I need to—” he whispered.










“Oh no you don’t,” Brielle said, placing a hand on his thigh. “You’re not

 

allowed


 
to hold it anymore, remember?”










“Go in your diaper,” Chloe added, sipping her coffee. “Like a

 

good doll


 
.”










Logan’s eyes welled with tears. His body betrayed him.










With a loud crinkle and a faint hiss, he lost control.










The mess filled his diaper, warm and thick. The smell followed quickly. He froze.










The barista looked up.










The girl group wrinkled their noses.










Madison smiled brightly. “Someone had an

 

accident


 
!”










And then, the worst part.










Brielle reached into her purse and pulled out a laminated card. She slid it onto the table.











“Hi! I’m in regression therapy. Accidents happen. Please be kind to me and my caregivers.”











Chloe waved at the staring customers.










“He’s learning,” she said sweetly.










The stares didn’t stop.










But Logan did.










He sat, messy, diapered, ashamed, and broken. The girls finished their drinks.










“We’ll change you in the car,” Madison said. “After we

 

air you out


 
a little.”










And they wheeled him out, one squish at a time.









Chapter Six: Baby Can’t Talk Back










Logan lay on the changing mat in Brielle’s garage—cold floor beneath him, warm stink trapped between his legs.










The girls didn’t change him right away.










They made him wait.










Stripped out of his shorts, bonnet still tied, diaper sagging and swollen with his mess, he was laid out like a prop. The garage door was open just a crack, enough to let in a faint breeze—and the fear that someone might walk by.










They took their time.










Madison lit a scented candle. Chloe scrolled through her phone, giggling as she edited the café photos. Brielle casually peeled the tapes of his diaper back, scrunched her nose, and laughed.










“Jesus, Logan,” she said, waving her hand. “You really

 

filled


 
it.”










He shut his eyes.










This couldn’t be happening. It

 

was


 
happening.










He whimpered as cold wipes ran across his thighs and cheeks, his hole still stretched from the plug the night before. Brielle worked slow—

 

too


 
slow—making each pass deliberate, humiliating.










“You’re not a boy anymore,” she murmured. “You’re not even a person. You’re a

 

diaper


 
. A plug. A thing we use.”










Madison pulled out a fresh diaper from the shelf beside the bench and held it up.










This one was different.










Thicker. Babyish. It had a printed rainbow, sparkles, and the phrase

 

“No Talkie, Just Potty”


 
across the front.










Chloe grinned. “Perfect for our mute little mess maker.”










They slid it beneath him, powdered him, taped him in tight. Then came the restraints.










Velcro cuffs locked around his wrists and ankles. Nothing hard, but humiliatingly effective. They connected his hands to his thighs, forcing him into a baby squat he couldn’t undo.










“You’ve had too much freedom lately,” Madison explained. “Time to keep your hands

 

away


 
from your diaper.”










Next came the mittens.










Puffy, pink, with no thumbs. Useless for grabbing. Useless for resisting.










Then the muzzle.










It looked like a pacifier at first. But when Chloe shoved it between his lips, it clicked in place—and strapped around the back of his head like a gag.










It wasn’t just humiliating. It silenced him completely.










“You moan too much,” Brielle whispered. “Now you’ll learn to suffer quietly.”










And just when he thought it couldn’t get worse—the doorbell rang.










“Oh perfect,” Chloe chirped. “She’s here.”










Footsteps. Voices. Laughter.










Logan’s eyes widened in panic.











No. Not someone else.











The door opened.










And in walked

 

Cassie


 
.










Petite. Brunette. Cute. President of the drama club. Sweet, wholesome—at least on the surface. She looked down at Logan and tilted her head.










“Oh my god. Is

 

that


 
him?”










Brielle nodded. “Told you he was real.”










Cassie walked in slow circles around Logan, inspecting his restrained, diapered form like a living art piece.










“He’s adorable,” she whispered. “You weren’t kidding about the smell.”










“I changed him already,” Madison said. “That’s just

 

lingering failure


 
.”










Cassie crouched beside him. Her hand drifted over the front of his diaper. She pressed lightly. He whimpered behind the gag.










She smiled.










“I want to play.”










“Be our guest,” Brielle said, pulling up a chair.










Cassie straddled Logan’s face.










He didn’t have time to react. The weight of her settled firmly on his muzzle, her thighs squeezing his temples. She didn’t say a word.










Just used him.










Chloe filmed from the side. Madison rubbed her foot along his restrained leg. Brielle began preparing something else—a bottle, a new pacifier, and what looked like a large baby bib with the words

 

“USE ME”


 
embroidered across it.










Logan was breaking.










Face smothered.










Diaper locked.










Voice stolen.










And now… shared.










Cassie sighed and rolled her hips lazily. “He’s gonna need to be trained better for this.”










Brielle laughed. “We’re just getting started.”









Chapter Seven: Lights Out, Baby On Display










The nursery wasn’t a joke anymore.










Brielle’s guest room had been transformed. The walls were now soft pink with teddy bear decals. A mobile spun above a white wooden crib in the center of the room. Stuffed animals lined the window sill, and a changing table sat against the far wall, complete with a camera ring light facing it.










Logan was lowered into the crib with the straps still on.










The thickest nighttime diaper yet bulged beneath his thighs, the tapes layered over with a locking plastic cover. His onesie was pastel purple, with the words

 

“Crib Slut”


 
stitched in glitter across the chest. A bib hung around his neck, drool already soaking the corner.










“Tonight,” Madison whispered, securing the mesh net over the top of the crib, “you’re sleeping like the little piss machine you are.”










He whimpered softly.










The plug was back inside him—larger now. He was sore, stretched, and helpless. But the real horror was the blinking red light in the corner of the room.










The livestream camera.










“Only our close friends,” Chloe promised. “Private invite. No faces. Just

 

yours


 
.”










Cassie was already setting up the stream on Brielle’s tablet, adjusting the frame.










“We’re calling it

 

'Lights Out: Watch Him Wriggle.'


 
”










Logan curled up as best he could. The mesh net made it impossible to sit or roll.










Then Brielle entered with a bottle—warm, thick, cloyingly sweet. Laced again.










She sat on the edge of the crib and gently fed him, brushing his hair back with practiced cruelty.










“You're such a good baby,” she whispered into his ear. “You drink, you squirm, you fill your diapers. That’s your life now.”










As he drank, the feed went live.










A dozen watchers. Then twenty. Hearts and laughing emojis scrolled on the screen. Cassie scrolled through the names and giggled.










“Your old lab partner’s watching,” she whispered.










The girls took turns sitting beside him, petting him like a doll, reading humiliating comments aloud:













‘He’s so squishy. Bounce the crib!’


















‘Make him mess on camera.’


















‘Suck that plug deeper, baby boy.’















Brielle flipped a switch.










The wetting alarm activated.










If he leaked, it would go off. Loudly. A sound he

 

couldn’t


 
silence.










“You’d better not embarrass yourself,” Madison teased. “But then… what else are you good for?”










Chloe leaned in close. “Night-night, baby.”










They turned out the lights.










Left him there.










Alone. Streaming. Plugged. Gagged. Locked. Watched.










And the comments just kept coming.













“Diaper bulge’s growing. He's twitching.”


















“Let him cry. He knows he needs it.”















His bladder screamed.










But the alarm waited.










And so did everyone watching.









Chapter Eight: Alarm Baby on Camera











BEEP. BEEP. BEEP.











The shrill sound pierced the nursery like a siren.










Logan woke with a gasp, eyes wide, face flushed against the soaked plastic sheet of the crib. His body had betrayed him again. The warmth between his legs was unmistakable. The diaper—triple-thick, locked, powdered, and padded—had swollen to near-bursting. And now, the alarm was broadcasting his shame.










To everyone.










The stream chat exploded.













“There it is! Piss baby alert!”


















“He tried to hold it like a big boy. Failed.”


















“Get the captains in here. Punishment time.”















Footsteps. Laughter.










The door creaked open and in came all four girls—Brielle first, grinning like a sadistic princess, followed by Madison, Chloe, and Cassie in matching pink robes. Their bare legs gleamed under the dim nursery light. Each held something different: wipes, powder, a paddle… and a pacifier gag.










“Well well,” Brielle cooed, tapping the screen. “Two hundred viewers. You’re getting

 

popular


 
, baby.”










Chloe unlocked the mesh crib lid and hauled Logan up by the arms. He sagged, legs spread by the swollen diaper, plug still seated deep inside him, his eyes wet with humiliation.










“Let’s show them what happens when babies break the rules,” Madison said.










They didn’t bring him to the changing table.










They laid him across their laps—one girl to each limb—and pulled the soaked diaper tight to exaggerate its fullness. Chloe held his wrists. Cassie pinned his ankles. Madison rubbed the front of his padding slowly, mockingly.










“Say thank you for your punishment,” Brielle said, grabbing the pacifier gag and securing it between his lips.










“MMMph,” Logan whimpered, muffled and defeated.










“Close enough.”










Then the spanking began.










Not on his bare skin—no. They hit the soaked diaper directly, over and over, each slap sending shockwaves through the sodden padding and plug. Each hit echoed with plastic crinkle and low moans from Logan’s throat.













“Spank the soggy slut!”


















“Bounce him till he leaks again!”


















“He’s loving it. Look at his eyes.”















Cassie leaned into the camera and whispered: “This is

 

every


 
night now.”










Then Madison flipped him over onto the table and peeled back the diaper—letting everyone see the mess, the raw pink skin, the glistening proof of his failure.










“He’s regressing well,” she purred. “But I think we need to go further.”










Brielle held up the next item.










A

 

pink vibrating wand


 
with bunny ears.










“Think the viewers want to watch him lose

 

everything


 
?”













“YES!”


















“Make him beg.”


















“Turn him into a real baby girl.”















They didn’t stop the stream.










They didn’t give him privacy.










And as Logan moaned into the gag, twitching helplessly under the wand’s humiliating rhythm, the cheer captains made sure he understood—










He didn’t belong to himself anymore.










He belonged to them.










And the camera.









Chapter Nine: Hall Pass to Humiliation










Logan stood outside the school gates, dressed in pastel.










A mint-green pleated skirt barely covered the bulky diaper beneath his thighs. His top—a cropped, tight tee with

 

“CHEER PET”


 
printed in pink rhinestones—hugged his chest. The pacifier gag had been replaced with a smaller, decorative one hanging from a pink ribbon around his neck like an accessory. His legs were smooth, hairless, in white thigh-highs. And strapped to his back was a mini backpack shaped like a bunny face.










Inside that backpack?










Spare diapers, wipes, and a folded changing mat.










Brielle’s voice rang in his ears:

 

“You're going to be useful today.”











The three captains didn’t walk with him—they paraded him. One on each side. Madison held his leash. Chloe adjusted his pigtails, giggling as students turned to stare. Brielle walked ahead, owning the hallway with a wicked grin.










First period hadn’t even started, and Logan’s face was already red.










Some kids just blinked, unsure if it was a joke.










Others

 

knew


 
—especially the girls who had been at the sleepover stream. They smirked. Whispered. A few waved.










Madison tugged his leash.










“You’re late for cheer duty, doll. Better hurry.”










They led him into the gym storage room. Inside waited the squad—some already stretching, others on their phones.










Cassie looked up and clapped. “Aww! You brought our diaper bitch!”










Logan was made to kneel immediately.










“Take their shoes off,” Brielle ordered.










He crawled from girl to girl, untying sneakers, unlacing boots, kissing bare feet when told to. Each crinkle of his diaper, each whimper, each glance up at a giggling cheerleader—it was all

 

practice


 
.










“You’re going to be in the

 

yearbook


 
,” Chloe whispered into his ear. “Imagine: the senior photo section. You in pigtails, in a full diaper. Labeled

 

'Team Mascot.'


 
”










The thought made his knees wobble.










After practice started, he was leashed to the bench. One leg chained. Forced to watch. Every so often, a girl would walk over and pull up his skirt, slap the front of his diaper, or sit on his lap to “rest” while giggling about how warm it was getting.










Then Brielle struck again.










She pulled him into the janitor’s closet and shut the door.










“Time for your job,” she whispered.










From her bag, she pulled out a phone. It wasn’t hers. It was

 

his


 
—unlocked.










“We went through your contacts,” she purred. “Guess who’s going to get a text from you today? With a photo.”










She held up a mirror.










He saw himself.










Diaper bulging. Plug inside. Skirt askew. Lip gloss smeared. Mascara running from tears.










“Smile, sissy.”










He did.










She took the photo.










“Now we send this to

 

Coach Ramires


 
. And if he opens it before the end of the day, you

 

beg


 
him to change you in front of the whole team.”










Logan’s heart stopped.










He moaned, but she pressed a finger to his lips.










“No backtalk. You’re ours now.”










She kissed his forehead. “Come on, baby. Class is about to start.”










And with that, Logan was led—diapered, wet, vibrating faintly, and terrified—into his first public classroom.










The bell hadn’t even rung.










And the whole school was already watching.









Chapter Ten: Pop Quiz in Padded Shame










The classroom was already buzzing when Logan waddled in.










Rows of desks. Fluorescent lights. That sterile hum of institutional boredom.










But Logan didn’t look like any other student.










He stood at the door in his cheer uniform—crop top tight against his chest, mint skirt fluttering around the thick bulge of his diaper. The pacifier dangled from a ribbon clipped to his collar. His bunny backpack sagged with supplies.










All eyes turned.










“Is he… serious?” someone whispered.










“Dude’s actually wearing a diaper,” another murmured.










Madison gave his leash a sharp tug from the doorway. “Go sit, baby.”










Logan shuffled to the front row. His diaper crinkled loud with every step. A few students laughed under their breath. One snapped a photo. He didn’t even bother resisting.










He sat—slowly, carefully.










The padding squished beneath him. The pressure pushed the plug deeper. He gasped, cheeks red.










Then Mr. Kilroy, their history teacher, walked in.










He stopped mid-step.










“What is…” He blinked. “Mr. Hunt, is this… a costume?”










Logan opened his mouth, but no sound came. Just a soft whimper.










Madison raised her hand from the back. “He’s in regression therapy, sir. Doctor’s note and everything.”










She handed him a paper—fake, of course, but expertly forged. Kilroy glanced at it, confused, but shrugged.










“Alright then. If… this is what accommodations look like now.”










The lesson began.










But Logan couldn’t focus.










His stomach churned. That cursed “laxative milk” from the café hadn’t finished its work yet—and now it was fighting for release. The plug still seated deep inside him twitched with every shift. Sweat beaded on his forehead.










And worst of all: he was

 

not alone


 
.










Behind him, phones buzzed. Whispered comments floated forward.













“I dare you to check if it’s wet.”


















“Do you think he even knows when he goes?”


















“I heard he messed during lunch yesterday. On video.”















Kilroy droned on about colonial empires. Logan squirmed. The pressure grew.










He tried to breathe through it—focus on the board, ignore the heat, the shame, the feeling of being

 

watched


 
like a zoo animal in panties.










And then, it happened.










With a faint

 

pop


 
inside his diaper, the plug shifted—and the pressure gave way.










Logan’s body betrayed him.










The flood hit fast—loud, wet, and unstoppable. Urine soaked the padding beneath him in waves, warmth spreading like a curse. He gasped audibly. Then froze.










Too late.










The crinkling echoed in the quiet. Someone near him gagged.










“Oh my god,” someone whispered. “He’s

 

pissing


 
.”










Mr. Kilroy looked up. “Is there a problem?”










Chloe raised her hand. “Sorry sir, Logan had a regression episode. He needs a change.”










Kilroy blinked again, helpless. “I… suppose he can go to the nurse?”










“Oh no,” Brielle said from the door, suddenly appearing. “We handle his changes. We're his caregivers. District approved.”










Kilroy shrugged. “Fine. Just… quietly.”










Chloe stood, grabbed his leash, and tugged.










“Come on, baby.”










The class

 

erupted


 
as he stood.










The bulging, dripping diaper sagged beneath the skirt now stuck to his legs. The back of it was yellowed. Puffy. Obvious.










He waddled through the aisle, head low.










But the whispers grew louder.










“Wait, is he… leaking?”










“Check the seat!”










There it was: a dark wet stain on the plastic chair.










“Oh my god! He left a puddle!”










Someone threw a tissue at him. Another took a photo.










Then Chloe turned and shouted, “Anyone else wanna

 

sniff


 
his seat before we clean it?”










The class howled.










And Logan? He was crying behind his pacifier.










But he followed her. Obediently. Into the hall.










And down the corridor—to the locker room.










Where his real punishment would begin.









Chapter Eleven: Changed Where Everyone Can See










The hallway echoed with each crinkle of Logan’s diaper.










He followed Chloe like a dog on a leash, the wet padding between his thighs squishing loudly with every step. Students peeked out of classrooms. Some teachers looked up and looked away. Nobody stopped it. Nobody helped.










They all knew.










By now,

 

everyone knew


 
.










Brielle and Madison were waiting outside the locker room. Madison already had the mat rolled out—

 

right there in the middle of the hallway


 
, across from the vending machines. The changing bag was open beside it: wipes, powder, fresh diapers… and the dreaded camera.










Cassie stood beside the vending machine with her phone, already streaming.










“Say cheese, piss doll,” she cooed.










Logan didn’t resist. Couldn’t. His eyes were glassy. His arms trembled.










Chloe tugged his leash. “Mat. Now.”










He dropped to his knees. Crawled forward. Laid back on the mat like a baby waiting for a mommy that would never love him—only own him.










A few students passed.










A few

 

stopped


 
.










Phones were lifted.










Laughter rippled through the hallway.










“Oh my god,” someone gasped. “Are they

 

changing


 
him?”










“Is that Logan Hunt? The one who cried in gym sophomore year?”










“They’ve got him in a diaper. A

 

used


 
one.”










Madison crouched beside him and slowly peeled up the skirt.










There it was: the yellowed, bloated padding. Puffed out. Leaking slightly around the thighs.










The smell hit immediately.










“Oh, that’s ripe,” Brielle said, fanning her nose.










Cassie giggled behind the camera. “Our baby boy’s getting famous.”










Chloe unfastened the tapes with exaggerated slowness.











Riiip. Riiip.











The diaper peeled open, exposing everything—his flushed skin, his limp cock, the raw red from constant use. He whimpered, legs twitching, but the girls held him still.










Madison grabbed his ankles and lifted them.










“Legs up, baby.”










They wiped him clean. Slowly. Deliberately.










Every motion was for the camera. For the audience. For

 

control


 
.










Chloe leaned into his ear and whispered, “We want the whole school to see what happens when you break the rules.”










Brielle held up the next diaper.










This one was

 

clear


 
.










Translucent plastic. Everything visible underneath. A baby print waistband and cartoon animals along the leg cuffs—but no secrets. Once it was taped on, his cock and plug would be fully on display.










“Lift your hips.”










He obeyed.










They powdered him. Pressed the plug deeper. He twitched, gasped.










Tapes sealed.











Click.











The phone caught it all.










And then Madison stood, lifted the camera, and turned it toward the small crowd gathering across the hall.










“Everyone say hi to the new

 

Hallway Baby!


 
”










A burst of laughter. Applause. A few mocking bows.










And Logan? He just lay there, his clear diaper crinkling, body exposed, face streaked with tears—and the words

 

“USE ME”


 
across his bib for everyone to read.










He didn’t speak.










He didn’t fight.










Because deep down, a part of him knew:










This wasn’t just punishment anymore.










It was who he was becoming.









Chapter Twelve: The Assembly Doll










The gym was packed.










Rows of students filled the bleachers—seniors up front, freshmen clumped in the back, teachers scattered along the sides pretending to monitor. It was just another all-school assembly. Another day of announcements, awards, and forced applause.










Except today, the cheer captains had arranged a

 

special presentation


 
.










Backstage, Logan waited.










His clear diaper crinkled with every tiny breath. His body still ached from the hallway change, the spanking afterward, the endless teasing. He stood behind the curtain in his most humiliating outfit yet: a cheerleader top cropped so short it barely covered his chest, a tiny ribbon tied around his plugged cock under the transparent padding, and pink ballet flats that made him wobble with every step.










Chloe adjusted his pigtails.










Madison tugged the leash clipped to his pacifier.










Brielle peeked through the curtain and grinned.










“It’s time,” she whispered.










A spotlight clicked on.










The principal’s voice echoed through the gym speakers: “And now, the cheer squad has a short motivational skit they’d like to perform. Please give it up for Brielle and the girls!”










The crowd clapped. Music started.










Brielle and the squad pranced onto the floor, striking poses. The girls cheered, waved, and then turned toward the curtain.










“Bring out our mascot!”










Logan was shoved into the light.










The crowd froze.










Gasps. Laughter. Phones.










“Is that… is he in a

 

diaper


 
?”










“Oh my

 

god


 
—that’s real!”










“He’s wearing a pacifier and pigtails!”










Chloe took the mic and grinned.










“Meet our new cheer pet. He lost a bet, and now he’s learning how to be obedient. Doesn’t he look

 

precious?


 
”










The crowd erupted in a mix of shock, amusement, and disbelief.










Madison pulled him to the center of the court. “He has a message for you all!”










Brielle leaned close and whispered, “Say it. Or I scream ‘diaper fill’ into the mic.”










Logan’s voice trembled. The mic trembled in his hand.










“I… I’m a good boy… when I’m wet and quiet,” he choked out.










Laughter exploded.










Cassie held up her phone from the front row, capturing everything.










“Turn around,” Brielle said.










He did.










The spotlight caught the ribbon tied neatly around the cock behind the clear plastic. The plug’s heart-shaped jewel sparkled under the gym lights.










Someone screamed.










A few clapped.










Phones buzzed. Snapped. Sent.










Then Chloe stepped forward.










“Now let’s give our doll a

 

reward.


 
”










She pulled him to the ground. Sat on his face. The girls surrounded him, cheering, waving to the crowd as his moans disappeared beneath her thighs.










A chant started in the bleachers.













“Use! That! Doll!”















Brielle winked at the audience and mouthed, “He loves it.”










And the school?




They laughed. Filmed. Shared.




And accepted it.










Because Logan wasn’t a student anymore.










He was their mascot.










Their humiliation project.










Their diapered doll on display.









Chapter Thirteen: Cribbed and Claimed










The paperwork was signed without his knowledge.










While Logan lay curled on a changing table after another livestream humiliation, Brielle submitted forged documents to the school counselor. Madison hacked the attendance logs. Chloe convinced Coach Ramires to “cut his spot” due to “emotional instability.”










By Monday morning, Logan Hunt no longer existed in the system.










He was not on any class roster.










He had no locker.










No student ID.










No last name.










Just a new designation, written in glittery marker on the white door to the converted janitor’s dorm room:











“Cheer Doll #1 – DO NOT UNLOCK”











The room was cold, windowless, lined with soft foam walls and a steel-locked adult-sized crib bolted to the floor. A mobile spun above the bars. Stuffed animals watched silently from every corner. Shelves were stocked with diapers, wipes, bottles, pacifiers, and punishment tools. One screen remained on 24/7, cycling through footage from the hallway cams and locker room livestreams.










Logan knelt in the center of the crib, arms strapped into pink mittens, legs thickly padded, a high-security plug locked between his cheeks. His pacifier gag kept him moaning softly into the silence.










He hadn’t seen sunlight in three days.










They fed him bottles every four hours—warm, thick, sweet with sedation. He was changed twice daily, usually live on stream. Sometimes with guests. Sometimes with strangers invited by the squad to watch. A few girls from the drama department had even rehearsed lines of mock baby talk to whisper into his ear while changing him.










Cassie renamed him

 

“Lolly.”











The chat loved it.













“Our little Lolly is soooo obedient now.”


















“He doesn’t even flinch when they plug him anymore.”


















“Did you see the Saturday stream? Chloe peed in his bottle!”


















“Please do a night-cam stream again. His diaper was HUGE!”















And Logan?










He didn’t fight anymore.










His days were timed by changes and punishments. His nights by the sound of the mobile spinning and the wet squelch of his diaper as he curled deeper into his new identity.










Sometimes, when the pacifier was removed, they’d ask him a simple question:











“Do you remember being a boy?”











He’d shake his head.











“Do you want your name back?”











He’d blink—confused, vacant.










Because all he remembered now was

 

crinkle, plug, bottle, face, sit, stream.











The door stayed locked.










And the cheer squad moved on—training new girls how to use him, planning who would be their

 

next


 
doll.










But

 

Lolly


 
?










Lolly stayed in his crib.










Used.










Owned.










Forgotten by the world—




—but

 

loved


 
by the squad.










Forever.
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