

Preview: 


"Nn... please, Heath," Ryan whimpered, feeling himself starting to squirm. "I really need to use the restroom..."

"Babies don't need bathrooms," 

With a mix of horror and the surge of arousal that only came from new and unexpected humiliation, Ryan realized that a soaking wet diaper crotch felt extremely different to a dry one. The warm wetness pressed against his erection, now fully stiff that he'd emptied his bladder into his pampers. Repressing a whine, Ryan tried to ignore the growing urge to hump and grind against the soaked padding that was now engulfing his hardness.

"Oh my God, he's totally getting off on this," Talia sneered, noticing how much Ryan's diaper bulged under his dress. "That's right, isn't it, baby girl? Your little clitty is getting stiffy?"

Ryan whimpered, trying to shake his head. But before he could say anything, Heather's hand was groping him through the diaper, wrapping the soft, wet padding around his aching cock. Ryan let out a girl moan of longing that he instantly regretted, unable to stop himself from pushing his hips forwards towards the stimulation.

*** 

Made into his Girlfriend’s Sissy Baby pt 1 


Ryan's heart thumped with a giddy mix of excitement and trepidation as he approached his girlfriend's door. He'd been here so many times before - but never like this. In his bag he carried the few 'girly' items of clothing he trusted himself to be able to keep secret until now. But with a flutter in his chest, Ryan realized he would soon have access to far more.

***

A week ago, in that very apartment, his girlfriend Heather had come home unexpectedly to find her boyfriend dressed in one of her frilliest skirts, stroking himself to forced feminization pornography. Ignoring Ryan's protests, Heather had snatched her work laptop away from him, mouth wide open and eyes amused as she clicked through every single tab. She'd seen everything - chastity, cuckolding, spanking, even the hardcore stuff like castration that Ryan only looked at when he was really pent up.

Heather had laughed at Ryan, her musical-sounding chuckles both sinking his spirits and stiffening his cock. When she put the laptop down and asked why he was looking at those things, Ryan had been unable to stammer out a response.

"Oh, I get it," Heather said, with a smirk. "You want to be treated like a girl, right?"

Ryan took some prompting - but soon he was emphatically agreeing that yes, he did want to be treated like a girl sometimes. He wanted to be 'less than' a man, reminded of how weak and pathetic he was, dominated and forced to cum just from anal stimulation. Ryan confessed, eventually, his greatest fantasy - that he would be dressed up and dominated by a group of beautiful girls, eventually becoming so used to his own sissification that he would never be able to go back to being a 'real man' again.

"Oh, babe, you should have told me," Heather said, with a smirk. "...I bet I could get some of my girlfriends interested, if you'd just asked."

"...You really think so?" Ryan replied. He knew better than to show so much excitement at the prospect of being sexual with other women, but Heather's proposal had sent the blood rushing straight to his panty-covered cock.

"Oh definitely," Heather chuckled, sliding her hand into her pocket to pull out her phone. "In fact, why don't we take a few photos for them? Give them something to get excited about..."

"Oh, um... if you're sure..."

At that moment in time, Ryan did think to himself that things were moving awfully quickly, and far more smoothly than he'd ever have imagined possible. He'd always expected his 'ultimate fantasy' to remain just that - a fantasy. But on the other hand, no matter how suspicious the warning voice in his head was, Ryan could not pass up the possibility that he would actually get to experience what he'd been dreaming of for so long.

For the next half an hour, Ryan posed obediently on the bed while Heather encouraged him. The photos started out fairly tame, with Ryan blushing and waving shyly at the camera in his skirt and blouse. Later pictures got lewder - Ryan swallowed as Heather directed him to pull down his panties and spread his asscheeks invitingly, 'like you're begging for a strong man to just take you'. Heather had always been a little bossy, which was part of why Ryan was attracted to her. For her to be so outwardly dominant was downright dizzying, and Ryan didn't think at all about the consequences of having so many intimate photos of himself taken with his face showing.

The final image was actually a short video. Heather instructed Ryan to kneel on the bed, his back straight, and lift his skirt high to show off the erection that was tenting his tight panties.

"Now, say 'I'm a worthless, submissive sissy'." Heather commanded, grinning. "'And I need to be shown my place.'"

Ryan almost balked at the final request, but eventually pushed himself through it. His palms trembled as he gripped his skirt tightly, but Ryan's cock twitched unmistakeably on the video as he called himself a 'submissive sissy'. At last, Heather gave a thumbs-up as she hurriedly sent the pictures and videos off to... well, she'd said her friends. But when Ryan tried to look at exactly she'd said or sent and to whom, Heather yanked her phone away.

"Don't worry about, baby," Heather sneered playfully. "I'm sure they'll be interested..."

Ryan swallowed, but he couldn't keep the smile off of his face despite his nerves. It was only later he'd realize that was the first time he'd ever heard Heather call him 'baby'.

***

The time between knocking on the door and Heather answering felt like an eternity, but before Ryan knew it, his grinning girlfriend was inviting him indoors, leading him to the lounge where he could hear female voices laughing and talking. Ryan froze for a moment, considering walking out of the door and leaving - but then Heather gave him a shove, and suddenly he was in the room, looking at three pairs of eyes that were suddenly on him.

"Um... Hello, ladies..."

Ryan recognized two of the girls from photos on Heather's FaceSpace. Jessalyn, a curvy, slightly chubby blonde girl from the midwest, and Brianna, a redhead with darkly amused deep brown eyes. The other girl he'd actually met in person a few times - Talia was a light-skinned black woman with natural, bouncy curls, and her hazel eyes also sparkled with amusement as she saw Ryan.

"Hello yourself, princess," Talia said, with a snicker. "Whhyyy don't you come and sit down over here?"

Doing as he was told, Ryan took the offered seat, right in the middle of Talia and Jessalyn. Brianna sank to the floor, looking up at him - but strangely, her lower position didn't make Ryan feel anymore in control. Instead, he just felt more aware of how he was surrounded on all sides, like a wild animal led into a trap. With an embarrassed cough, Ryan tugged his t-shirt down slightly. Hopefully it would cover the growing bulge in his shorts...

"So, girls, we all know why we're here," Heather said, cheerfully. "To dress my boyfriend up like the pathetic sissy he is, right?"

"Right!" replied Jessalyn cheerfully. "That is what you want, ain't it?"

Ryan forced his head to nod. He really hadn't expected Heather to say something so brazen in the first five minutes of his arrival, but he couldn't deny it was a turn on. Ryan knew his face was bright red, but he really didn't know how to stop himself from blushing so hard.

"That's good," Briana said. "Because we're really looking forward to dressing you up. Maybe even taking you out..."

"Letting you get picked up by a hot guy..." Talia added.

"...Or pegged by one of us!" Jessalyn finished, with a giggle. "I bet you'd love that, huh?"

"Oh my God," Ryan mumbled, hardly believing this was happening to him. "F-fuck, yes..."

Between all the blood running to his crotch and his face at the same time, Ryan almost felt like he couldn't have any left to carry oxygen to his brain. Dizzy and light-headed, Ryan's head span as he tried to keep up with the conversation, the girls laughing as they shot remarks back and forth about what a 'pretty girl' Ryan would make.

"...Of course, not everything can be all about you and your fantasies, Ryan," Heather said, her voice taking on an edge that was somewhere between amused and sinister. "We have some additional ideas for making you feel like the sissy you are..."

Ryan was intrigued, on the edge of his seat as Heather opened her own bag to pull something out. At first glance, it looked like a very frilly dress, the kind you might see for a baby girl's party. Only this dress was adult-sized. Ryan tried not to frown - okay, it was more childish than he'd have liked, but it was the thought that counted, after all.

But before Ryan could weakly express his gratitude to Heather, she was already pulling out something else. Ryan swore his eyes would bulge right out of their sockets as he noticed what was in each of Heather's hands. 

In the left, Heather held a big, pink pacifier with a fat rubber nipple. Like the dress, it was clearly sized up for an adult, but there was no passing it off as just a fashion item. Ryan felt sweat pricking his brow as he looked at the second item, his alarm only rising by the second.

"What do you think?" Heather teased, as she lifted up the neatly folded adult diaper. "Does baby need didees, or are you ready for pull-ups?"

Ryan had never once expressed any interest in diapers or baby items. Even when Heather had seen the most extreme kinds of pornography Ryan had been browsing, she had to have noticed... this was never on the list. Up until this point, Ryan had always thought that there was nothing less sexy than the idea of wearing and using a diaper and lisping like a baby girl. The fact his prick was still firm in his shorts suggested maybe Ryan had changed his mind, but it could just as easily have been the fact he was surrounded by four beautiful, dominant women.

"B-babe, you're joking, right?" Ryan said hesitantly, forcing a weak smile. "I mean... Come on..."

"She isn't joking, widdle Wy-wy," Talia said with a grin as she pinched Ryan's cheek playfully. "You want to be treated like a girl, right? So you have to start from the beginning."

Ryan couldn't believe what he was hearing, and not just in the sexy way he'd been surprised a few moments ago. No, now he could feel icy dread starting to creep through his body, his mind whirring as it rapidly tried to change gears and get out of horny-mode.

"I'm not into diapers," Ryan blurted, hurriedly. "I don't want to wear them. Or have a, a, a pacifier. Obviously there's been some kind of misunderstanding."

"Oh no," said Briana, grinning like the Cheshire cat. "There really hasn't been. You wanted girls to dominate you? Well, we're doing it. And the first thing we're dominating you into doing is wearing a nice, thick pair of pampers."

"Do you really think it matters what you want to wear, Ryan?" Jessalyn asked teasingly. "You're our widdle dolly now. You don't get to decide anything, let alone what clothes you pick out. That's for your Mommies to decide."

Ryan tried to ignore how his erection throbbed as Jessalyn spoke. It wasn't his fault she had such a nice voice - just the firm, teasing talk was getting him excited, that was all.

At this point, Ryan was beginning to panic. He wasn't sure if this was all some practical joke or Heather had really told her friends he wanted to be an adult baby, but he'd had enough. Arms shaking, Ryan pushed himself up from the couch, intending to head back out the front door.

"Where are you going, baby girl?" Heather asked, as Ryan hurried past her. 

"Home. Away. This is crazy," Ryan mumbled, fumbling with the door's lock. "Look, Heather, call me when you want to talk normally about this. I don't know what this is, but I don't think it's funny."

"Tsk, you shouldn't do that," Brianna said, poking her head around the hallway. "Not if you don't want everybody to know what a 'worthless, submissive sissy' you are..."

Ryan froze like a deer in the headlights. Oh God. The photos. The video. Of course. Heather hadn't just been saving them and sending them to her friends - those images were prime blackmail material. And now Heather was leveraging them...

"Heather, you wouldn't," Ryan mumbled, although the smirk his girlfriend was giving him suggested she definitely would. "But why?"

"Ryan, I'm tired of your irresponsible behavior," Heather said, crossing her arms across her ample chest. "That day I came home, you had thirty tabs of pornography open on my work computer! The one the company gives me just for work."

Flushed, Ryan looked down at his feet. God, now he really did feel like a naughty little boy... girl?

"Do you know how much trouble I could get in if my boss saw that?" Heather continued. "And don't even get me started on what a dump your own place is. You wouldn't know what a vacuum was if it jumped up and bit you on the ass."

"You're selfish, Ryan," Talia said, also poking her head around the doorframe. "I'm sorry, but we've all been thinking it for a long time. Heather deserves much better."

"...So when I learned about your fetish, I decided I could use it to try and knock you down a peg or two," Heather explained. "I think you're a pretty bad boyfriend - but maybe you'd make a better baby girl, hm?"

"But-"

"No butts, except yours - in a diaper," Jessalyn teased. "Trust us, Ryan. You really don't want people seeing those photos. Imagine who we could send them to - your work, your friends... even your folks!"

Ryan felt sick. He could tell he was trapped. He could, of course, walk out the front door, call Heather's bluff and hope she would call the whole thing off. But even if Heather felt too bad to actually follow through on her threats, Ryan wasn't sure about the other girls. 

Heather slipped her arm around Ryan's waist, sending shivers up the skinny man's spine. Resigned to his fate, Ryan allowed himself to be led back into the lounge, feeling more than ever like a mouse entering a den of tigers.

"It'll just be for a little while," Heather whispered into Ryan's ear. "And then I'll delete the photos. I promise."

Remarkably, Ryan believed her. 

“Awww! It’s so cute!”

Ryan had expected to have to strip down at some point in the day, but he didn’t expect it to be like this. The shy man blushed and looked away, laying on the carpeted floor as all four women cooed and giggled at his naked crotch. 

The genuine fear of being exposed to everybody he knew had made Ryan’s erection go down, but he honestly wasn’t very impressive in that department even at ‘full mast’. Multiple girlfriends had admitted that Ryan was smaller than average, and it usually gave him an erotic thrill from hearing it. But in this context, Ryan’s shame was winning out over all other emotions, including arousal.

“It, it’s not that small,” he mumbled indignantly. 

“It is,” Brianna insisted. “It’s not really a cock at all, is it?”

“It’s a little sissy clit,” Heather agreed, and then snorted with amusement as Ryan’s slightly-below-average sized member twitched as she spoke. “Ohh, does baby wike dat? Well don’t worry. From now on, you only have to hump your pampers. No more having to try and please Mommy with that pathetic little thing.”

“Oh my God, please stop,” Ryan mumbled, covering his red face with his hands. “I can’t believe you’re doing this…”

As Heather spoke, Ryan’s length had started to lengthen and firm up in response. Shame burned deep in Ryan’s gut as he urgently willed his member to stop getting erect, trying very, very hard to not think about what it meant that he liked hearing Heather say those things.

“Heather, you’re going to make this harder than it needs to be,” Talia chided playfully. “Why don’t we get the diaper on baby first before we get her all excited?”

“Good idea,” Heather agreed, lifting up the thick diaper and letting it unroll. “Okay, baby girl, let’s get that tushy up…”

Ryan peeked through his fingers as the girls shuffled around, until Heather was right in front of him, between his legs. He felt strangely vulnerable and scared as he obediently raised his rump, letting the pillowy cushion of the diaper slip underneath his bottom. It was surprisingly comfortable, Ryan thought to himself – and a moment later chased the thought away in a panic.

“And babies need powder,” Jessalyn commented, holding a big pink bottle of the stuff. “Here you go, cutie!”

With an abrupt squeeze, Jessalyn released a massive cloud of the powder, all over Ryan’s bare bottom and genitals – and also over everything else within a three foot radius.

“J-jesus, Jessa,” Briana coughed. “Be more careful next time.”

“Sorrrrryy,” Jessalyn giggled. “The new baby was just so cute!”

Heather rolled her eyes, reaching down to tug and adjust the sides of Ryan’s diaper. As much as Ryan hated to admit it, there was something almost primally comforting about the smell of baby powder. Combined with how good it felt to have the girls leaning over him, giggling, teasing him, as he was pushed and pulled about, Ryan told himself it was only natural to feel a little extra blood flow to his crotch.

“Eep! Quick, quick, before her diapers won’t fit!” Jessalyn said, gesturing frantically to the half-erection that lolled across Ryan’s thigh.

“I don’t think there’s any danger of that,” Talia snickered, but Heather had pulled the front of the diaper up quickly all the same. 

It took a little adjusting, but soon Heather was smoothing down the front of the diaper, pulling it taut across Ryan’s tummy. The hapless man felt his heart flutter strangely, seeing how attentive and almost-tender Heather was being with him. This wasn’t a side of her he’d ever really seen.

With the rustling of opening tapes, Ryan felt the diaper grow tight around him. In a matter of seconds he was securely contained inside of it, his heartrate rising rapidly as he felt just how strangely comfortable and yet restricting it was.

“Wow, he already looks adorable,” Briana remarked. “I can’t wait to see him in the dress…”

“C-come on, girls,” Ryan protested half-heartedly, as they all worked to gently tug him into a sitting position. “I’m wearing… this…”

But of course, they ignored him. And Ryan in turn ignored the butterflies in his stomach as the women took control of him, trying not to have any positive feelings about the experience whatsoever. As the girls lifted his arms and pulled the dress down over Ryan’s head, they all laughed at how perfectly pouty the sissy looked when he emerged.

“Oh my God, you look so much like a toddler right now!” Talia remarked, pulling out her phone. “Girls, you need to get a picture of this!”

“H-hey, wait,” Ryan protested weakly, his flushed face and small frown doing nothing to dissuade them. “I’m not… I mean, don’t photograph this!”

“We don’t have to listen to a tiny baby girl,” Briana replied, standing up so she could get a better shot. “Stop that baby babble or else you’ll get a spanking.”

Ryan instantly settled down, almost as embarrassed by how quick he was to get quiet once a spanking was mentioned as he was by his current attire. 

The blue and pink dress was as short as it was ruffled. Ryan frowned as he looked down at his crotch, gently lifting up some of the frills to see the bottom of the diaper that was poking out just below. There really was no way to avoid feeling infantile in this outfit, was there?

At least the diaper wasn’t too bad. It felt a lot like very, very thick underwear. It was impossible to forget he was wearing it, but it was very soft inside, the way the plastic rustled as Ryan moved proving to be surprisingly pleasant to the ear. Subtly, he shifted back and forth, experimenting to see what made the best noises.

Now that he was all dressed up, the girls insisted on another photo shoot. That jumbo-sized pacifier ended up clipped to his dress, and soon he was bending over, sticking his tush out, lifting his skirt to show off the diaper. So caught up in the excitement of showing off for the girls, Ryan almost forgot he hated this. Almost – but then, his scowl behind the binky would come back, and it only seemed to encourage the ladies more.

Once they were done, the girls showed Ryan all the photos they’d taken. Eyes wide, Ryan found himself sucking unconsciously on the pacifier as he looked through them. From behind, the dress’ skirt was even shorter. It didn’t even cover the diaper at all – in fact, it just highlighted its presence a thousand times more than a diaper alone would have done.

“Mmm, you do make a very pretty baby girl,” Heather purred, as she draped her arm around Ryan’s shoulder, cupping his face so she could kiss his cheek. “I love it.”

“Umm… F-fank you?” Ryan mumbled, before realizing his mistake and spitting out the pacifier – while Briana, Talia and Jessalyn kept laughing. 

“Okay, that’s enough playing with the baby,” Talia said, pushing herself up off the floor. “Why don’t we all get some drinks – and maybe something to keep the little sissy busy, too – and we can have a little girl talk?”

The others all murmured in agreement. Ryan actually felt a little excited himself – it didn’t sound like he was being included in ‘girl talk’, but being in the same room was better than being excluded totally. 

After leaving to the kitchen, Talia eturned a few moments later with a tray of drinks. The women all had pink wine in tall flutes, sparkling and fizzing as Ryan looked at it helplessly. But Ryan’s drink was immediately obvious – a glass baby bottle, filled with white milk, sat in the center of the tray.

“…You can’t be serious,” Ryan mumbled, as Talia handed him the full bottle. “…I’m, I’m a grown man…”

“Now, babygirl, you know better than to talk back like that,” Briana chided him, grinning. “Let your Mommies see you drink your milky like a big girl… unless you need us to hold it for you, since you’re too little?”

Ryan didn’t need any extra encouragement. He took the nipple of the bottle into his mouth and began suckling like his life depended on it, swallowing the strangely-sweet milk hungrily. He hadn’t thought he could feel any more humiliated, but drinking from a baby bottle while dressed like a toddler, thick diapers on display to anybody who looked… That set a new low, even considering how much had happened in the past 30 minutes.

“D’aww!” Heather, Talia, and Jessalyn cooed in unison, as they watched the diapered sissy drinking her bottle.

Ryan just closed his eyes, trying to focus on anything other than the cotton-like softness of his diaper, and hoping the women lost interest in this soon.

*** 

Ryan decided the best tactic was just to stay as quiet as possible while Heather and her friends talked. Out of sight, and out of mind, he hoped. 

Also, Ryan was surprised to hear just how sexually charged the talk got between the women. He had male friends, of course, and they talked about sex - but Heather and the others seemed utterly shameless in their discussion of every lewd position and act, the size and shape of every body part, how hard they came - or if they did at all.

"...and I honestly thought I was going to paaaass out," Talia giggled. "It felt so intense! He just kept pounding away."

"Like a jackhammer!" Jessalyn remarked, and Heather spluttered, choking on her wine as she snorted.

Ryan had expected to be blushing less once the focus was less directly on him, but instead he was embarrassed for an entirely new reason. Heather hadn't shared much - but despite how she'd treated him today, Ryan had still been shocked to hear her talk about random men, speculating on how they'd be in bed. 

And then he had another embarrassing realization, as he sat in his thick, dry diaper and frilly dress. If this was normal, then Heather had almost certainly said similar things about Ryan. Had almost certainly shared their intimate moments... Ryan wondered shyly what she had said. Somehow he was sure the size of his member had come up.

"Goddangit," Ryan mumbled to himself as he felt his flaccid member starting to stir once more. "Go down already..."

It was too late though. Thinking about his girlfriend humiliating him, telling all the other girls how teeny-weeny his sissy clit was, how he loved when Heather took charge of him totally in the bedroom. Ryan bit down firmly on the silicone nipple of the bottle, breathing out hard through his nose as he thought about what a little pervert he was, the humiliation coursing through his veins as he couldn't help but notice the soft lining of the diaper against his half-erect cock, perfectly pressing against his length as he softly, subtly rocked his hips.

The only reason Ryan didn't have a total erection already was that his bladder was full. He really hadn't thought to use the restroom before he came in, and the bottle of milk was doing him no favors in that regard. Ryan found himself squirming uncomfortably as time went on, the combination of embarrassed arousal and the growing need to urinate leading to him squeezing his legs tightly together. With a small whimper, Ryan realized simultaneously that doing so made the padding between his thighs feel even bigger and bulkier, and that holding his knees together this way was a pretty feminine thing to do. 
 

"Hey, look," Briana said, her voice full of amusement. "The widdle baby hasn't finished her bottle."

"Aw, do you need help with that?" Heather cooed, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "I didn't realize you were so weak and pathetic you couldn't even hold a baby's bottle..."

Ryan pouted, reaching down to push his skirt down over his thick diaper. Being treated in such an infantile, humiliating way was making his head spin - at least he could cover his pampers to an extent. 

"I'm not thirsty," Ryan said. "I'm full..."

"Shh, growing baby girls need lots of milky in their tummy," Jessalyn interjected, grinning like a fiend as she reached over to wrap her arm around Ryan's back and shoulders. "Now come here, little princess. Drink up!"

Ryan was too stunned to protest as Jessa shoved the nipple into his mouth and tilted it upwards. Reeling with embarrassment, the diapered sissy suckled down the milk like he was genuinely parched, unable to ignore the tickling feeling of excitement in his lower belly.

"She's such a good eater," Talia remarked.

"I'm such a proud Mommy," Heather agreed, with a smirk. "That's right, drink down all your milk so you can make your diapers all wet like a real little baby."

Ryan's eyebrows shot up, but he was already nearly finished with the bottle. As he drained the last few drops he realized with heart-pounding certainty that Heather had totally intended for him to use the diaper. She couldn't have known about the fact that Ryan had needed the bathroom since he'd gotten here... So why was she so confident that he'd end up wetting himself? 

"Ish... is there something in this bottle?" Ryan finally managed, once the nipple had been removed from his lips. "Something that isn't milk?"

"Mayyybe," Heather replied. "I thought you might need a little help making wetties. So I added a teeny weeny… diuretic?”

Ugh. Ryan felt overwhelmed by mixed emotions. Of course, he felt betrayed and horrified that Heather had done this, let alone that all her friends had conspired to join in his humiliation too. And Ryan could already feel the pinpricks of sweat up and down his neck at the thought of any of the women seeing him wet himself, knowing that the battle with his bladder was about to start in earnest now

And yet... God, this wasn't his fantasy, but Ryan couldn't deny the appeal of a group of sexy women dominating and humiliating him. The fact it was being done in a new way he'd never even thought about somehow made it even more embarrassing - he felt completely helpless against whatever they wanted to do with him. And that was an intoxicatingly arousing feeling. 

"Nn... please, Heath," Ryan whimpered, feeling himself starting to squirm. "I really need to use the restroom..."

"Babies don't need bathrooms," 

With a mix of horror and the surge of arousal that only came from new and unexpected humiliation, Ryan realized that a soaking wet diaper crotch felt extremely different to a dry one. The warm wetness pressed against his erection, now fully stiff that he'd emptied his bladder into his pampers. Repressing a whine, Ryan tried to ignore the growing urge to hump and grind against the soaked padding that was now engulfing his hardness.

"Oh my God, he's totally getting off on this," Talia sneered, noticing how much Ryan's diaper bulged under his dress. "That's right, isn't it, baby girl? Your little clitty is getting stiffy?"

Ryan whimpered, trying to shake his head. But before he could say anything, Heather's hand was groping him through the diaper, wrapping the soft, wet padding around his aching cock. Ryan let out a girl moan of longing that he instantly regretted, unable to stop himself from pushing his hips forwards towards the stimulation.

"I knew it," Heather said, proudly. "Such a needy little babygirl, aren't you?"

"N...n... n-nooo...." Ryan protested pathetically, tears on the edge of his voice. "I'm a man!"

"Bullshit," Heather replied, rolling her palm up and down along his diapered erection. "You love this, don't you, you sissy slut?"

"It's okay to admit you love your didees, baby," Talia added sweetly, leaning in to whisper in his ear. "It's obvious this is what you're meant to be. Just a helpless, submissive toddler girl, humping her pamperss all night and day."

"Because you're never going to get to fuck a real woman again," Briana continued. "Just your diapers."

Ryan moaned softly, closing his eyes as his cheeks burned bright pink. He wanted so badly to resist, but his hips were moving rhythmically, the air filled with the sound of rustling plastic as he ground against Heather's hand. His body and mind were totally swept up in being dominated and controlled by Heather and her friends, feeling his tip constantly leaking pre and adding lubrication to the already slick inside of the diaper. Maybe he could give in, just this once?

"Tell us what a sissy baby you are," Jessalyn urged, as Heather squeezed Ryan's clit through the padding more firmly, shifting her palm back and forth more and more quickly. "Come on, cutie."

"I'm... I'm a sissy baby," Ryan mumbled, just wanting more of how amazing this felt in the moment. "Nnn..."

"Sorry? We can't hear you," Heather said, slowing her rubbing for a moment. "If you want Mommy to let you make stickies, you'll need to speak up, princess."

"I'm a... I'm a sissy babygirl!" Ryan half-sobbed, his pride in tatters. "Nnn! I lo-love my diapers! I want to make st-stickies in my soaked princess pampers!"

All four girls erupted into laughter, but Heather resumed stroking and fondling Ryan through his soaked padding. He groaned gratefully, bouncing up and down on his padded backside, feeling exactly like the humiliated babygirl they all said he was.

"Oh my, so much talking for such a tiny baby," Talia remarked.

"Maybe it's a little too much talking," Briana suggested. "Baby - here's your pacifier. Suck on it."

Parting his lips obediently, Ryan soon accepted the pacifier into his mouth. It was so enormous, there was no way he'd be able to speak properly with it in. His head dizzy from embarrassment, Ryan moaned and grunted from behind the pacifier, suckling it in time with his thrusting hips. He was getting so close, his cock grinding again and again against the soaked diaper that he'd been forced to wet in front of four attractive women.

His breathing growing heavier and heavier, Ryan could tell he was approaching a climax. He almost didn't want to do it, hearing himself whimper as his balls grew tighter, cock stiffening more and more by the second. What would it mean if Ryan orgasmed into his diaper? He moaned uncertainly, palms curled into fists, pacifier bobbing back and forth in his mouth. The diapered sissy was so close to blowing his load, this felt so good, so wrong, so right, so filthy...

"That's it little girl! Make cummies in your diapers for Mommy!" Heather commanded, seeing the tension in Ryan's face as his hips worked urgently, totally out of breath. "Show us all what a sissy baby slut you are!"

"Ngh! Nmm! Nnnnnnnn!" 

Ryan grunted nonsensically as his eyes crossed, biting down hard on his pacifier to muffle his moans of bliss. With sudden fierceness, he felt his turgid length pulse dramatically, and a moment later, what felt like a bucket of jizz exploded from the end of his cock. For a few moments, he just moaned and shuddered and jerked as he felt spurt after spurt splattering into his diaper, making it sticky and hot. The sheer embarrasment of the situation made tears burn his eyes, but even as Ryan whimpered in protest, he couldn't stop himself from ejaculating again and again.

His climax felt like it would last forever, but at last Ryan felt the last of his spunk dribble out of his cocktip. With a defeated whimper, Ryan sagged and collapsed into Heather's arms, hearing the girls giggling around him as his eyes closed. It was over, at last, and Ryan was just a soggy sissy in a frilly dress and thick, well-used pampers. Shame simmered in the back of his mind, but for now he tuned it out, basking in the afterglow for as long as he could. Ryan didn't even care that he still had the pacifier in his mouth, sucking it slowly back and forth as he tried to recover.

"What a good babygirl," Heather murmured. "...I can't wait to do more naughty things with you another day."

End. 

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes: 


	Cuckolded, Sissified, and in Diapers! 3 book bundle 
	CAUGHT! In Diapers and Dresses 
	The Diapered Sissy Re-Training Facility – the first 3 books 


Want even more content from Amelia Hobbes? Click Here to visit her Patreon! Subscribe and get access to exclusive excerpts of upcoming work, captioned ABDL images, polls, and even the opportunity to commission your own story from Amelia!

To visit Amelia’s Amazon Author Page, click here!
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