
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Panty Lottery

A Sorority ABDL Humiliation BDSM Story


Chapter One

The house was louder than anything he’d ever walked into.

Music pulsed from wall to wall, the bass shaking the floorboards as bodies pressed together in the sorority’s grand living room. Red cups sloshed. Girls in glittery dresses screamed with laughter as guys tried to impress them with shot contests and terrible dancing. Someone had already spilled beer on the carpet. Someone else was sprawled across the couch, lips locked in a sloppy kiss.

Ethan stood just inside the doorway, clutching his empty cup, trying to look invisible. He wasn’t supposed to be here. He wasn’t in this circle. He wasn’t in any circle. He’d been invited by accident — a classmate had mistaken his silence for friendship and shoved the address into his hand.

And now here he was, surrounded by noise, perfume, and heat, desperate for air.

He slipped along the wall, muttering apologies every time someone bumped into him. A girl in high heels laughed, steadying herself on his shoulder for a split second before spinning back to her group. He felt his face burn just from the touch.

The music throbbed harder, the smell of alcohol and sweat thick. Ethan needed out. Just for a few minutes. Somewhere quiet. Somewhere private.

He found the stairs.

Nobody stopped him. Nobody even looked. He climbed slowly, gripping the railing, heart pounding as the sound of the party dulled with each step. The upstairs hallway was dim, lined with closed doors. A golden lamp glowed faintly at the far end. The muffled bass still pulsed, but here it was bearable.

He tried the first door. Locked. The second. Also locked.

The third opened.

He slipped inside quickly, shutting it behind him.

Silence.

Ethan leaned against the door, breathing in relief. The room smelled faintly of perfume and laundry, warm and feminine. A desk sat by the window, papers stacked neatly. A mirror leaned against the wall, draped with necklaces and beads. A dresser stood tall by the bed, one drawer left slightly open.

He froze.

The drawer was full of panties.

Not tossed carelessly, not stuffed in a pile. They were arranged — folded neatly in rows, satin and lace glinting under the soft lamplight. Pastel colors, bold blacks, sheer silks, cotton cuties. Stockings rolled into perfect pairs at the edges.

And tucked into the corner, a small wooden box.

The lid was open, revealing more panties inside — but these had little tags pinned to them. He squinted, stepping closer. His heart hammered louder as he read the words in neat handwriting:

●        Obedience
 

●        Punishment
 

●        Reward
 

●        Service
 

He swallowed, his mouth dry. It looked like some kind of game. Or ritual. Or something he didn’t understand.

But the panties—

His chest ached with the urge before he could stop himself. Satin, lace, the faint scent of perfume hanging in the air — it wrapped around his brain, squeezing tight. He stepped closer, drawn like a moth. His hand shook as he reached into the drawer, brushing across the delicate fabrics.

So soft. So warm.

He pulled one pair free — pale pink satin with a tiny bow at the waistband. His breath caught in his throat.

Just one sniff. Just one.

He pressed them to his nose, eyes fluttering shut as the faint scent of perfume and musk filled him. His cock twitched violently in his jeans. He groaned softly, shame burning hot, unable to stop.

“You lost?”

The voice cut through him like a blade.

Ethan dropped the panties instantly, spinning around, heart in his throat.

Three girls stood in the doorway. They were beautiful, dressed for the party downstairs — short dresses, long hair, heels clicking against the hardwood. One held her phone, the glow lighting her amused smile. Another leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, eyes sharp. The third just smirked, her gaze dropping to the panties still clutched in his hand.

Heat flooded Ethan’s face. “I—I was just—”

The first girl laughed. “Just what? Sniffing panties?”

The others burst into giggles, the sound sharp and merciless.

“No, I—I didn’t mean—” He stumbled back, his legs hitting the edge of the bed.

“Oh, you meant it,” the smirking girl said, stepping inside. She plucked the panties from his trembling hand and held them up, dangling them between her fingers. “We caught you red-handed.”

The one with the phone lifted it higher, recording now. “Our little panty-sniffer.”

Ethan’s chest heaved. “Please—don’t—”

“Don’t what?” The girl holding the panties tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Don’t tell? Don’t show? Don’t laugh?”

Her friend closed the door with a click.

“You know what this means, right?” she said, gesturing to the open drawer, the little wooden box with its tags. “You found the lottery.”

Ethan swallowed hard, throat tight. “The… lottery?”

The first girl crouched by the box, her nails painted dark. She plucked one panty by the tag, reading aloud: “Punishment.” She grinned up at him. “Every pair has a price. And since you were snooping, you get to play.”

The others laughed again, circling closer, their perfume dizzying.

“No,” Ethan whispered, backing up until he hit the wall. “Please—I’ll go—”

The smirking girl shoved him back down onto the bed, panties still dangling from her fingers. “Oh, you’re not going anywhere, panty-boy. You’re ours now.”

The one with the phone zoomed in, the red light blinking. “Let’s see what you draw first.”

The girl at the box held it out to him, panties fluttering like cruel tickets.

“Pick one,” she ordered. “Or we’ll pick for you.”

Ethan’s hands shook violently. He stared at the box, rows of panties with their neat tags. His cock pulsed in his jeans, traitorous and hard. His pride screamed at him to run.

But the three of them stood over him, smirking, waiting.

And slowly, shame burning through every vein, he reached into the box.


Chapter Two

Ethan’s fingers hovered above the box.

The panties inside seemed to shimmer under the lamplight — lace, satin, pastel ruffles, sheer black silk. Each one had a little tag pinned delicately to the waistband, the neat handwriting looping like a teacher’s scrawl: Obedience. Punishment. Reward. Service.

The three girls leaned closer, their perfume filling his head.

“Pick,” the one holding the box ordered. Her grin was sharp, her eyes gleaming.

Ethan’s hand shook violently. His pride screamed to run, to shove past them, to escape the humiliation hanging over him. But their stares pinned him in place. The phone was still recording, the little red light blinking like a warning: every move he made could be captured, replayed, shared.

His hand dipped into the box. His fingertips brushed satin, lace, cotton. He squeezed his eyes shut and grabbed one at random.

When he pulled it out, the tag fluttered.

Punishment.

The girls burst into laughter.

“Ooooh,” the girl with the phone purred. “Panty-sniffer got a punishment right away.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. “No—please—”

The girl who had given him the box plucked the panties from his hand and dangled them in front of his face. They were sheer black lace, delicate and ruffled. She smirked, holding them like a prize.

“Punishment means you wear them,” she said.

His chest seized. “What? No—I can’t—”

“You can and you will,” the smirking girl snapped, shoving him back against the bed. “You want us to keep quiet about your little sniffing problem, don’t you? Then you play the game.”

Her friend leaned closer, her phone inches from his burning face. “Panty-sniffer doesn’t get a choice.”

Ethan’s pride cracked. His cock pulsed traitorously in his jeans, shame and arousal twisting into one unbearable knot.

The smirking girl shoved the panties into his trembling hands. “Strip.”

His face burned hotter. “I—I can’t—”

“You will,” she hissed, her voice low and merciless. “Or I swear this video hits every group chat on campus.”

Ethan’s stomach knotted. He stared at the phone. At their smirks. At the panties burning in his hand.

His hands moved on their own, fumbling with the button of his jeans.

The girls cheered mockingly as he shoved them down, boxers following. His cock jutted forward, already half-hard, humiliating him further. They laughed louder at the sight, their voices sharp.

“Look at him,” one giggled. “Hard for panties.”

“Pathetic,” the other added, sipping from her cup.

Ethan’s face burned scarlet. He slipped the black lace panties up his thighs, the fabric clinging tight, the ruffles brushing his skin. His cock strained against the delicate fabric, obscene and humiliating.

The girls whistled and clapped like he was a stripper.

“Perfect,” the smirking one purred. “Our panty-sniffer looks good in lace.”

Ethan groaned softly, shame crushing him, cock twitching inside the panties.

The girl with the phone zoomed in, the red light blinking. “Now sniff them again. But this time, while you wear them.”

His chest seized. “Please—”

Her eyes narrowed. “Do it.”

His pride shattered completely. Trembling, Ethan slid his hand down, pressing the panties tight against his cock, then lifted the lace waistband to his face. The musk and perfume hit him instantly, flooding his senses. His cock pulsed violently in the fabric, leaking against the lace.

The girls screamed with laughter, their voices ringing in his ears.

“God, he’s pathetic,” one of them gasped.

“Our little panty-slut,” the smirking girl cooed.

Ethan whimpered, his cock throbbing in the delicate lace, precum soaking the panties he wore.

When they finally pulled the phone away, he collapsed against the bed, trembling, his cock swollen and dripping inside the ruined lace.

The girl holding the box crouched down in front of him again, her smile cruel and sweet.

“Ready for round two?” she whispered.

His head snapped up, eyes wide. “No—please—”

Her laughter was sharp. “You think you get to stop? Oh, no. You picked your first panty. Now you’re ours until the lottery ends.”

Her friend lifted the box again, shaking it so the panties fluttered. “Pick another.”

Ethan’s chest heaved, humiliation burning into every vein. His cock still twitched helplessly in the lace.

And slowly, trembling, he reached into the box again.


Chapter Three

The box rattled in her hands, satin and lace fluttering.

Ethan sat frozen on the bed, the sheer black panties clinging tight, soaked and ruined. His cock throbbed against the lace, every twitch visible, humiliating. The three girls circled him like predators, laughter still bubbling from his punishment round.

“Pick another,” the one with the box demanded, her grin sharp.

“I—I can’t,” Ethan stammered, chest heaving. “Please—”

The girl with the phone leaned closer, recording his panic. “You can. You will.”

The third girl crossed her arms, eyes glinting. “Every time you hesitate, we add another punishment. Want us to shove you in a diaper next?”

Ethan’s blood went cold. Diaper. The word stung, humiliating and terrifying all at once. His cock twitched traitorously against the lace.

Their laughter hit him like a slap.

“See that?” one of them teased. “He liked that.”

“No—!” His voice cracked, his face burning.

“Pick,” the girl with the box snapped.

His pride caved again. Trembling, Ethan reached into the box. His fingers brushed silk, cotton, lace, until he pulled a random pair free. Pale lavender, ruffled at the waistband. The tag fluttered as he lifted it:

Obedience.

The girls leaned in, their laughter sharpening.

“Ooooh,” one purred. “Obedience round.”

Ethan swallowed hard, his heart pounding.

The girl with the box plucked the lavender panties from his hand and tossed them onto the dresser. “That means you’re our servant now. Do what we say, no questions.”

Her friend set the phone down on the nightstand, propping it to record. Her eyes glittered. “Crawl.”

Ethan’s chest seized. “What—?”

“Crawl,” she repeated, her smile widening. “On the floor. Like the little panty pet you are.”

The others laughed, egging him on.

His pride screamed in his chest. But the phone blinked red. The panties clung damp to his cock. And he knew there was no way out.

Slowly, shame crushing every nerve, he slid off the bed onto his hands and knees.

The carpet prickled against his skin. The black lace panties stretched tight over his ass. His cock swayed humiliatingly beneath him as he crawled forward, trembling.

The girls shrieked with laughter, clapping mockingly.

“Look at him!” one gasped. “Our little panty puppy!”

“Panty pet,” another corrected.

Their heels clicked as they stepped aside, herding him like a dog around the room. Ethan’s face burned hotter than fire. His cock twitched, leaking into the lace with every movement.

“Stop,” one commanded suddenly.

He froze, panting.

“Kneel.”

His body obeyed instantly, sinking back onto his knees, thighs spread. His cock jutted against the ruined lace, wet and swollen.

The girl with the box crouched in front of him, cupping his chin. “Good boy,” she mocked, stroking his cheek like he was an actual pet. “Obedient panty-sniffer.”

He whimpered, shame tearing through him.

Her friend leaned down, slipping off one of her heels. She dangled it in front of his face. “Kiss it.”

Ethan’s eyes widened. “No—”

The other girl slapped his thigh, sharp enough to sting. “Obedience round. No refusing.”

His pride crumbled again. Trembling, he leaned forward, pressing his lips to the tip of her shoe. The leather was warm, faintly perfumed. Humiliation scorched him deeper than ever.

They cheered mockingly, laughter echoing in his ears.

“Again,” she ordered, tapping the heel against his lips.

He kissed it.

“Again.”

He kissed it again, his cock pulsing violently in the lace.

“Pathetic,” the girl with the phone said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Crawling, kissing shoes, leaking into panties. And he’s not even done yet.”

The girl crouched closer, her nails brushing down his chest. “You’re going to serve us all night. Crawl when we say, kneel when we say, sniff when we say. And if you hesitate…” Her eyes glinted. “…you’ll draw the punishment that puts you in diapers for real.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. His cock twitched harder, traitorous.

They saw it. They all saw it.

Their laughter shook the walls.

“Panty pet wants diapers,” one teased.

“Not yet,” the smirking one corrected. “He’s not ready. First, he needs to drown in panties.”

She shoved the box at him again. “Pick another.”

His hands trembled. His cock dripped. His pride was gone.

And slowly, Ethan reached into the box again.


Chapter Four

The box rattled in her hands again, satin and lace whispering as Ethan stared down at it. His knees ached from the carpet, his lips burned from kissing their heels, his cock pulsed painfully inside the ruined panties he wore. His body trembled, his pride shredded.

“Pick,” the girl ordered.

Her friends leaned against the dresser, sipping from their red cups, their laughter bubbling in anticipation.

Ethan’s fingers shook as he dipped into the box. Fabrics brushed his skin — silk, lace, ruffles. He pulled one at random, heart hammering.

The tag fluttered as he lifted it.

Punishment.

The room erupted in laughter.

“Ooooh, another punishment,” one of the girls crowed. “What are the odds?”

Her friend smirked, setting her cup down. “I know exactly what his punishment is.”

Ethan’s chest seized. “Please—no—”

The smirking girl crouched in front of him, her eyes glinting. She reached into the bottom drawer of the dresser and pulled something out. He froze when he saw it.

Thick. White. Crinkling.

A diaper.

His breath caught, his face burning so hot it hurt. “No—please, not that—”

The girls screamed with laughter, holding their stomachs, tears in their eyes.

“Yes,” the smirking one purred, unfolding it with a loud crackle. “Punishment means diaper time, panty pet.”

Ethan’s cock twitched violently against the lace, humiliating him further.

“Look at that,” one of the girls gasped. “He’s hard for it!”

“No—I’m not—” His voice broke, shame flooding every nerve.

The girl with the phone lifted it higher, recording his panic, her laughter sharp. “This is gold. Our little panty-sniffer in a diaper.”

The smirking girl shoved him back onto the bed, the diaper crinkling loudly in her hands. “Take the panties off.”

Ethan shook his head furiously. “Please, don’t—”

Her friend slapped his thigh, sharp and quick. “Punishment round. No refusing.”

The others echoed it in mocking unison: “No refusing.”

His pride cracked again. Trembling, humiliated, Ethan hooked his thumbs under the lace waistband and slid the panties down. His cock jutted up, wet and swollen, precum glistening at the tip.

The girls shrieked with laughter.

“Pathetic,” one said, her voice dripping with scorn.

The smirking girl pressed the diaper against his cock, the thick padding swallowing it instantly. “Time to cover this slut properly.”

The sound of the crinkle filled the room as she tugged it up between his thighs, taping it snug around his waist. The padding bulged, obscene and humiliating, soft where lace had been delicate.

“There,” she said, sitting back with a satisfied grin. “Much better.”

The phone zoomed in on his crotch, capturing every humiliating detail — the swollen bulge, the tight tapes, the ridiculous padding.

“Stand up,” one ordered.

Ethan rose slowly, the diaper crinkling loudly with every movement. The girls howled with laughter, pointing, clapping, teasing.

“Panty-sniffer’s a diaper boy now!”

“Our little diapered pet!”

Ethan’s face burned hotter than fire. His cock pulsed inside the thick padding, traitorously aroused.

The smirking girl stepped behind him, patting the back of the diaper with mock affection. “You know what happens if you leak, right?”

His throat closed. “Please—don’t make me—”

Her nails scraped his skin lightly above the waistband. “You’ll pick again. And if you get punishment twice more…” She kissed his cheek, her voice low and cruel. “…we make sure you use it.”

His cock twitched violently, shame crushing him.

The girls clinked their cups together, eyes glinting with triumph.

“To his punishment,” one toasted.

“To his diaper,” the other replied.

They drank, laughing, while Ethan stood trembling in his first humiliating padding, the lottery box still waiting for the next draw.


Chapter Five

The diaper crinkled with every shallow breath.

Ethan stood in the middle of the sorority bedroom, his thighs trembling, his cock pressed tight against the thick padding. The tapes dug into his hips, sealing his humiliation in place. His face burned so hot he thought he might pass out.

The three girls lounged on the bed and dresser, sipping their drinks, phones glowing as they captured every moment. The smirking one leaned back on her elbows, legs crossed, eyes fixed on him like he was entertainment.

“Perfect,” she purred. “Our panty-sniffer’s a diaper boy now.”

Her friends burst into laughter, raising their cups in mock cheers.

Ethan whimpered softly, the crinkle echoing as he shifted his weight. His cock pulsed traitorously against the padding, precum smearing inside.

“Crawl,” the girl with the phone ordered suddenly.

His chest seized. “Please—no—”

“Crawl,” she repeated, her tone sharp. “Punishment round doesn’t end just because you’re embarrassed.”

The others joined in, voices mocking in unison. “Crawl, diaper boy.”

Ethan’s pride shattered further. Trembling, he dropped to his hands and knees. The diaper crinkled loudly, the sound obscene in the quiet between their laughter. His cock throbbed harder, traitorous.

The girls shrieked with laughter, clapping like it was a show.

“Listen to that!” one gasped. “He sounds like a baby toy every time he moves.”

“Panty baby,” another corrected, sipping her drink. “Crawling in his diaper.”

His face burned hotter, humiliation crushing him as he crawled across the carpet. The padding rubbed cruelly against him, amplifying every movement.

“Stop.”

He froze instantly, chest heaving, cock pulsing inside the thick padding.

“Kneel,” the smirking girl commanded.

He obeyed, thighs spread, diaper bulging obscenely between them. The tapes gleamed under the lamp, mocking him.

“Good boy,” she cooed mockingly, patting the front of his diaper. The crinkle made his cock jerk violently.

The phone zoomed in, capturing his twitch. “Oh my God,” one giggled. “He’s hard in it.”

Their laughter filled the room again, sharp and merciless.

The smirking girl reached for the lottery box and held it out in front of him. Satin and lace rustled inside, tags fluttering.

“Pick again,” she ordered.

His chest tightened. “Please—don’t make me—”

Her nails dug into his cheek, tilting his face up. “Pick.”

He swallowed hard, humiliation flooding through him as he reached into the box. The fabric brushed his fingers, delicate and soft, until he pulled a pair free. Pale blue satin with lace trim. The tag fluttered.

Service.

The girls leaned in, their smiles widening.

“Ooooh,” one purred. “Service round.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped.

The smirking girl clapped her hands together mockingly. “Perfect. Diaper boy gets to serve us now.”

Her friend patted the floor with her heel. “Crawl. Bring us drinks.”

Ethan whimpered, but his body obeyed. He dropped back to all fours, the diaper crinkling loudly, padding bulging with each movement. His cock rubbed against it cruelly, every shift a reminder of his humiliation.

The girls screamed with laughter as he crawled to the dresser, picked up the tray of cups with shaking hands, and shuffled back on his knees. The tray rattled, the diaper crinkled, his cock pulsed.

He set it carefully on the bed. The girls clapped like children at a pet’s trick.

“Good diaper boy,” one teased, taking her drink.

“Pathetic diaper boy,” another added, sipping hers.

The smirking girl leaned closer, patting the front of his diaper again. “So obedient. So desperate. So mine.”

Ethan’s cock throbbed violently inside the padding, precum smearing further.

“Say it,” she ordered suddenly, her voice sharp.

His throat closed. “S-say what?”

Her nails scraped the plastic front of his diaper, making it crinkle. “Say what you are.”

Humiliation tore through him. His voice cracked as the words spilled out.

“I’m… I’m your diaper boy.”

Their laughter exploded, shaking the walls.

“Again,” she hissed.

“I’m your diaper boy!” His voice broke into a sob.

Her smile curved wickedly. She kissed his cheek mockingly, her voice soft and cruel. “Good boy. Now pick again.”

The box rattled in front of him, waiting.

His hands shook violently as he reached inside.


Chapter Six

The box shook in her hands, satin and lace rustling as Ethan stared down at it. His thighs ached from kneeling, his cock throbbed traitorously against the diaper’s thick padding, his cheeks burned with shame. He’d already sniffed, crawled, kissed, served — and now, with the tapes snug around his waist, every movement betrayed him with a crinkle.

“Pick,” the smirking girl said.

Her friends perched on the bed, sipping from their cups, eyes glittering with cruel amusement.

Ethan’s hands trembled as he reached in again. His fingers brushed delicate lace, soft satin, folded cotton. He pulled one free at random. Lavender with lace trim, the tag fluttering.

Obedience.

The room erupted in laughter.

“Obedience again,” one girl purred. “You know what that means.”

Ethan swallowed hard, chest heaving. “Please—I can’t—”

The smirking one leaned close, her perfume dizzying. “Oh, you can. And you will.” She snatched the lavender panties from his hand, tossed them onto the dresser, then turned back to him with a wicked smile. “Tonight, obedience means public.”

His blood froze. “Public?”

Her friend grinned. “You’re going downstairs.”

Ethan’s chest seized. “No—please, not that—”

The girl with the phone laughed, zooming in on his panic. “Yes, that. Everyone at the party gets to see our little panty-sniffer.”

He shook his head furiously. “They’ll know—they’ll see—”

“Not if we dress you,” the smirking one cut in smoothly. She went to the closet, pulled out a short pleated skirt and a sorority T-shirt. She tossed them at him with a smirk. “Put them on.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. “No—”

Her voice snapped like a whip. “Put them on.”

His pride caved again. Trembling, he slipped the shirt over his head, the fabric soft and humiliating. Then he pulled the skirt up over his hips. The waistband barely covered the bulge of the diaper, the hem short enough that the outline peeked when he moved.

The girls shrieked with laughter.

“Perfect,” one said, clapping. “Our diaper boy looks like a pledge gone wrong.”

“Panty pledge,” another corrected, sipping her drink.

The smirking one patted the front of his skirt, the diaper crinkling loudly underneath. “Time to obey.”

The music roared louder as they pushed him toward the door. Ethan’s heart hammered in his chest. His thighs trembled, the skirt swishing against the diaper with every step. Each shift sent a humiliating crinkle into the air, amplified by his paranoia.

They herded him down the stairs, laughter covering the sound of his padding. The living room was still packed: bodies grinding, drinks sloshing, voices shouting over the bass. Lights pulsed in flashes of red and gold.

Ethan froze at the bottom step, terror gripping his chest.

“Go on,” the smirking girl whispered in his ear, shoving him forward. “Serve drinks.”

Her friend pressed a tray into his shaking hands, red cups filled to the brim. The liquid sloshed dangerously as he staggered forward, skirt swaying, diaper crinkling underneath.

The crowd barely noticed at first — just another shy kid roped into playing bartender.

But the girls stayed close, their voices sharp in his ear.

“Bend lower, diaper boy. Let them see your ass.”

“Wider steps. Let it crinkle.”

“Smile while you serve.”

Ethan’s face burned hotter than fire. His cock twitched painfully in the padding, precum smearing thick inside. Every step made him feel like someone would notice. Every bend made him fear the hem would rise too high.

A group of frat boys grabbed cups from his tray without a glance, too busy shouting at each other. A pair of girls in glitter dresses giggled when he smiled nervously, thinking he was just awkward.

And through it all, the diaper pressed, rubbed, crinkled.

The smirking girl leaned close again, her hand patting his ass through the skirt, the sound of the crinkle lost in the music. “Good boy,” she whispered. “Serving drinks while padded. Just like a pet.”

Ethan whimpered softly, shame crushing him.

They didn’t let him retreat until the tray was empty. His thighs shook from the effort, his chest heaved from the panic, his cock pulsed unbearably in the heat of the diaper.

When they finally pulled him back upstairs, he collapsed against the bed, trembling.

The girls circled him again, laughter bubbling, their phones still recording.

“Obedience complete,” the smirking one said, tossing the empty tray onto the dresser. “Our diapered panty-sniffer served beautifully.”

Her friend crouched, stroking his cheek mockingly. “Pathetic. You’d do it again if we told you to.”

Ethan groaned, shame burning through him.

The smirking one held the box out again, panties fluttering. “Pick, diaper boy.”

His hands shook as he reached in, humiliation crushing him.

The fabric brushed his skin. He pulled another pair free. The tag fluttered.

Punishment.

The girls’ laughter exploded, sharp and merciless.

“Punishment again,” one crowed. “You know what that means.”

The smirking one leaned closer, her smile wicked. “This time, you’re going to use it.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. His cock throbbed violently.

And the box rattled again, waiting for the next round.


Chapter Seven

The laughter still rang in his ears when the word left her lips.

“Use it.”

Ethan froze on his knees, the box trembling in his hands. The punishment tag fluttered where it lay on the lavender lace. His chest heaved, his cock pulsed painfully against the thick padding taped snug around him.

The smirking girl crouched low, her perfume dizzying, her smile cruel. She tapped the front of his diaper with two manicured fingers, the sound sharp, the crinkle obscene.

“Punishment means you don’t just wear it, panty-sniffer. You wet it.”

His face burned so hot he thought he might faint. “No—please, I can’t—”

Her nails scraped the plastic lightly, making it crinkle louder. “You can. And you will.”

Her friends leaned in, sipping their drinks, their eyes bright with excitement.

“Oh my God, imagine the sound,” one giggled.

“And the smell,” the other added, smirking. “He’ll sit in it while we laugh.”

Ethan shook his head violently, shame crushing him. “Please, don’t make me—”

The girl with the phone lifted it higher, the red light blinking mercilessly. “Then maybe the whole campus should see this video instead. Panty-sniffer in a diaper.”

His stomach dropped. His pride shattered further. The threat wrapped around his throat like a chain.

The smirking girl’s hand pressed harder against the front of his diaper, her eyes glinting. “Now. Do it. Wet yourself like the baby-slut you are.”

The silence stretched.

Ethan’s chest heaved, every nerve on fire. His body resisted, humiliation locking his bladder tighter than any cage. But their eyes pinned him down. Their laughter burned his ears. Their phones captured every twitch, every tremble.

He squeezed his eyes shut, shame clawing through him.

And then it happened.

A hot stream burst into the padding, flooding the diaper instantly. The thick core swelled, warmth spreading across his cock and thighs. The crinkle grew heavy, the tapes straining, the padding sagging visibly.

The girls screamed with laughter, their voices sharp and merciless.

“Oh my God, he’s actually doing it!” one gasped, clutching her drink.

“He’s soaking himself!” the other shrieked, tears in her eyes from laughing.

The smirking girl’s hand stayed pressed against the front, feeling the heat spread. Her grin widened as the diaper swelled beneath her palm. “Good boy,” she cooed mockingly. “Peeing on command. Just like a real baby.”

Ethan whimpered, his face buried in his hands. His cock twitched violently inside the swollen padding, traitorous and hard. Precum smeared against the heat, mixing with the wetness.

“Look at him,” one of the girls laughed. “He likes it!”

The other leaned closer, tapping the front of the diaper with her nail. “Pathetic. Hard in his own piss.”

The phone zoomed in, capturing the swollen bulge, the sagging tapes, the obscene wetness spreading.

When the stream finally slowed, Ethan collapsed against the bed, trembling, diaper sagging between his thighs. His chest heaved, tears stung his eyes, his cock pulsed painfully in the mess.

The smirking girl stroked his cheek mockingly, her voice soft but sharp. “Punishment complete. Our panty-sniffer’s a diaper boy for real now.”

Her friends clapped like it was a performance, their laughter echoing in his ears.

The smirking girl leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. “And tomorrow, toy, the box will have more diapers than panties. No matter what you pick, you’ll end up in one. Again and again. Until it’s all you know.”

Ethan’s cock jerked violently in the swollen padding, precum leaking into the mess.

Their laughter rose again, merciless and triumphant.

And the box rattled once more, waiting for the next draw.


Chapter Eight

The diaper sagged between his thighs, heavy and swollen. Warmth clung to his skin, humiliating and wet. The tapes strained at the sides, bulge obscene under the sorority’s soft bedroom light.

Ethan sat slumped against the bed, face buried in his hands, cock twitching inside the soaked padding. Every crinkle mocked him. Every drop of heat was a reminder of what they’d made him do.

The girls circled like predators. The smirking one crouched low, tapping the front of the diaper with her nail. The squish made him groan in shame.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Our panty-sniffer pissed himself on command.”

Her friends shrieked with laughter, raising their cups in mock cheers.

“Panty-sniffer’s a diaper baby now,” one teased.

“Pathetic,” the other added, her eyes glinting.

Ethan’s chest heaved. His pride was gone, his body trembling with humiliation and unbearable arousal.

The smirking girl leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. “Punishment isn’t over.”

His stomach dropped. “Please—no more—”

“Oh, there’s more.” She stood, tugging him up by the arm. The soaked diaper sagged heavily, crinkling and squelching. She smirked at her friends. “Time for public.”

The words struck him like a slap. “No—please, not downstairs—”

Her friend lifted her phone, the red light blinking. “Downstairs, or we send this to everyone anyway. Your choice.”

The others laughed, egging him on.

Ethan’s legs shook as they pulled him toward the door. The diaper swayed, crinkling, squishing, humiliating him with every step. His cock pulsed traitorously in the wet mess, precum smearing with his shame.

The music thundered louder as they descended the stairs. The living room still throbbed with bodies — dancing, drinking, shouting. Lights pulsed in red and gold.

Ethan froze at the bottom step, panic tearing through him.

The smirking girl shoved him forward. “Go on, diaper boy. Show them.”

He stumbled into the crowd, the girls flanking him like handlers. The skirt they’d made him wear earlier was gone — now he stood in nothing but the sagging diaper, bare thighs flashing under the party lights.

The first gasp cut through the music. Then laughter.

“Oh my God, is he wearing a diaper?”

“Holy shit, he pissed himself!”

Phones lifted instantly, flashes of light capturing his humiliation. Laughter spread like fire. Pointing fingers, mocking cheers, voices shouting over the music:

“Baby needs a change!”

“Somebody get him a bottle!”

“Panty-sniffer’s a piss baby now!”

Ethan’s face burned hotter than fire. His cock twitched violently inside the soaked padding, traitorous and hard. His chest heaved with humiliation as the laughter surrounded him, echoing in every corner.

The smirking girl raised her voice, silencing the crowd for a moment. “This is our little panty-sniffer. He lost the lottery. And now he’s our diaper boy forever.”

The room erupted again, louder, sharper, merciless.

Ethan wanted the floor to swallow him. Instead, he stood trembling, sagging padding crinkling, piss squishing, his cock betraying him with every twitch.

The girls clapped mockingly, raising their cups.

“To the panty lottery,” the smirking one toasted.

“To the diaper boy,” her friends replied, voices sharp with laughter.

The crowd cheered, voices blurring into humiliation and noise.

And Ethan knew — there was no going back.


Chapter Nine

The laughter followed him up the stairs.

Ethan’s legs trembled with every step, the soaked diaper sagging heavily, crinkling and squishing between his thighs. The party downstairs still roared, but he could hear the echo of his humiliation in the shouts: baby, diaper boy, panty-sniffer. The words clung to him like the wet heat pressing against his skin.

The girls herded him back into the bedroom, shutting the door behind them. The music dulled, but their giggles stayed sharp. They crowded around him, eyes sparkling, drinks in hand, phones still recording.

The smirking one patted the front of his swollen padding, the squelch loud in the silence. “Perfect,” she purred. “Our panty pet pissed himself for the whole party.”

Her friend leaned in, snapping a photo of the bulge. “This is gold. We could frame it.”

The other tilted her head, mock-sweet. “Should we give him a reward?”

Ethan’s chest seized. His face burned. “Please…”

The smirking one smiled slow, indulgent. “Yes. Reward round.”

She went to the dresser, pulled out a pair of panties — pale pink satin with ruffles at the waistband, dainty and soft. She held them up, letting the fabric catch the light.

Ethan’s cock twitched violently inside the soaked padding.

Her grin widened. “You want these, don’t you?”

He whimpered, shame burning through him.

Her friend dangled another pair — black lace, sheer and delicate. “He’d hump them if we let him.”

The other laughed. “He’d ruin them in seconds.”

Ethan’s chest heaved, humiliation twisting into unbearable arousal. His cock pulsed, leaking into the swollen padding, traitorous and desperate.

The smirking girl crouched in front of him, holding the pink satin panties just inches from his face. “Sniff.”

His pride cracked instantly. He leaned forward, pressing his nose into the fabric, inhaling the faint perfume and musk. His cock jerked violently, precum smearing hotter inside the diaper.

The girls shrieked with laughter.

“Pathetic,” one gasped. “Sniffing like a dog.”

“Our little panty-sniffer diaper baby,” the other added, sipping her drink.

Ethan moaned softly, humiliation crushing him as the scent wrapped around his brain.

The smirking girl pressed the panties against the swollen padding, rubbing them slowly across his cock. The fabric grew damp instantly, soaking with the heat and wetness trapped inside. Ethan groaned, hips bucking helplessly.

“Look at him,” she mocked. “Humping through a pissy diaper.”

The phone zoomed in, capturing every obscene twitch.

Her friend laughed, dangling the black lace panties now. “Should we let him ruin these too?”

“Not yet,” the smirking one purred, stroking his cheek with the pink satin. “He hasn’t earned it. His reward is sniffing, humping, leaking. Nothing more.”

Ethan’s cock pulsed violently, precum spilling into the swollen padding, humiliation burning hotter with every stroke of the satin against him.

The girls clinked their cups together, voices sharp with amusement.

“To his reward,” one toasted.

“To his ruin,” the other replied.

Their laughter filled the room again, merciless and triumphant, while Ethan trembled in his soaked diaper, panty-satin pressed against him, his cock betraying him with every desperate twitch.


Chapter Ten

The panties still clung to his skin, damp from the press against his soaked diaper. Ethan knelt trembling on the carpet, chest heaving, cock swollen, precum sticky inside the swollen padding. The smell of musk and satin still filled his nose.

The smirking girl took the panties from him, twirling them around her finger before tossing them onto the dresser. “Enough reward,” she said sweetly, her voice cutting like glass. “Back to the game.”

Her friends cheered, their voices sharp with laughter. One grabbed the lottery box, shaking it until the satin and lace rustled. The sound sent chills through Ethan’s spine.

He shook his head weakly. “Please, no more…”

“Oh, there’s more,” the smirking girl purred. She shoved the box toward his chest. “Pick.”

His hands trembled as he reached inside, fingers brushing fabric. He pulled out a pair at random — white cotton briefs trimmed with lace. The tag dangled.

Change.

The girls squealed with delight.

“Oooh, he gets a change!” one mocked.

Ethan’s chest lifted with a flicker of hope. Relief surged for just a moment. Finally, maybe, he wouldn’t have to sit in the wet humiliation any longer.

But the smirking girl’s grin widened. “Change doesn’t mean what you think, baby.”

Her friends leaned in, eager. “Tell him.”

“It doesn’t mean we change your diaper,” she explained slowly, patting the swollen padding at his crotch. “It means you change into another one.”

His stomach dropped. His face burned hotter. “No—please—”

Her nails scraped the tapes, making them crinkle. “Yes. A fresh one. Bigger. Thicker. You’ll waddle like a toddler.”

Her friends clapped, shrieking with laughter.

“Oh my God, double diapers!” one gasped.

“He’ll never hide it,” the other added, grinning.

Ethan’s cock twitched violently despite the shame, precum spilling hotter inside the wet mess.

The smirking girl pushed him down onto his back, the swollen diaper squishing beneath him. She tore open the tapes, peeling the piss-soaked padding away. The air hit his skin, cold and humiliating. His cock jutted up, throbbing, leaking.

Her grin sharpened. “Hard, even now.”

Her friends leaned in, phones recording, laughter sharp.

“Panty-sniffer loves his diapers,” one teased.

“Can’t get hard without them,” the other added.

The smirking girl slid a new one under his hips — thicker, bulkier, the tapes wider, the padding thicker than before. She powdered him mockingly, humming like a mother changing her baby. Then she pulled the thick diaper up between his thighs, taping it tight. The crinkle was louder, the bulge massive.

Ethan whimpered, thighs forced apart by the thickness. His cock twitched violently inside, smearing precum instantly into the fresh padding.

The girls roared with laughter, their phones flashing, capturing every humiliating detail.

The smirking girl kissed his cheek mockingly. “There’s your change, baby. Bigger. Louder. Forever.”

She shoved the box toward him again.

“Pick.”

His hands shook violently as he reached inside. The fabric brushed his fingers. He pulled out another pair — black satin, shimmering under the lamp. The tag fluttered.

Bedtime.

The girls gasped, then burst into wicked laughter.

“Ooooh, bedtime already!” one giggled.

The smirking girl tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Bedtime means you go down like the baby you are. Pacifier. Blanket. Maybe a bottle.”

Her friend smirked. “Maybe we tuck him into one of the girls’ beds.”

The other clapped, shrieking. “Let’s bring people in to see!”

Ethan’s chest seized. His cock pulsed harder, humiliatingly hard.

The smirking girl stroked his cheek again, voice soft and cruel. “Our panty-sniffer is a diapered baby now. And soon, the whole house will know it.”

The box rattled in front of him again, satin and lace whispering promises of his next step down.

And Ethan understood — there was no escape. Every tag, every panty, every humiliation would only lead to one place: diapers, forever.


Chapter Eleven

The word bedtime clung to him like a curse.

Ethan knelt on the carpet, thighs spread wide by the thick bulk taped between them. The new diaper was louder, bulkier, humiliating in its sheer size. Every tiny movement sent a violent crinkle through the room. His cock pulsed inside it, smearing precum instantly into the fresh padding.

The girls stood over him, eyes glittering with delight. The smirking one twirled the tag between her fingers. “Bedtime,” she repeated, savoring it. “Perfect.”

Her friends clapped mockingly, their phones still recording. “Get him a paci,” one urged.

“I’ll get a blanket,” the other said, darting to the dresser.

Ethan’s chest seized. His voice cracked as he tried to speak. “Please—don’t—”

The smirking girl crouched low, her perfume dizzying, her grin wicked. She pressed a finger to his lips, silencing him. “Shhh. Babies don’t beg. Babies suck.”

Her friend returned with a bright pink pacifier, the kind that glowed faintly under the light. She shoved it toward his mouth. Ethan shook his head, tears stinging his eyes.

“Open,” the smirking girl ordered.

His jaw clenched tight. For a moment, resistance flared. But then her nails dug into his cheek, sharp and unforgiving, while the other girl lifted her phone higher.

“Want us to send that wetting video to everyone?” she teased.

His pride cracked instantly. His lips parted in defeat.

The pacifier slid between them, the silicone bulb pressing against his tongue. The ring clinked as it settled against his lips.

The girls shrieked with laughter.

“Oh my God, he’s sucking it!” one squealed.

“Panty-sniffer’s a real baby now,” the other gasped, clutching her cup.

Ethan’s face burned hotter than fire. Humiliation crushed him as he sucked softly, chest heaving, cock twitching inside the thick diaper.

The smirking girl stood, clapping her hands mockingly. “Bedtime,” she announced. “Let’s tuck him in.”

They yanked him to his feet. The thick padding forced him into a waddle, every step obscene with crinkles. The pacifier bobbed in his mouth, drool gathering at the corner of his lips.

They dragged him down the hall, past the open doors of the sorority bedrooms. Girls peeked out, curious, then burst into laughter at the sight: Ethan waddling in a bulging diaper, pacifier in his mouth, cheeks red, cock straining visibly.

“Oh my God, look at him!”

“Is that a diaper?”

“Panty-sniffer’s bedtime!”

Phones lifted instantly, flashes of light capturing every humiliating detail.

Ethan whimpered, sucking harder on the pacifier, humiliation crushing him. His cock pulsed traitorously with every step, precum smearing into the padding.

They shoved him into one of the rooms. A bed waited, draped in pink sheets and covered in stuffed animals. The girl who lived there was perched on her desk chair, eyes wide, then slowly grinning.

“What the hell—”

“Bedtime round,” the smirking girl explained, laughing. “He drew it.”

The room filled with squeals and giggles. The girls swarmed, grabbing pillows, a blanket, and a stuffed unicorn.

They pushed Ethan onto the bed, the diaper bulging obscenely as he landed on his back. The pacifier bobbed in his mouth as he whimpered, cock twitching helplessly.

They tucked the blanket over him, leaving the swollen diaper fully exposed. They piled the stuffed animals around him, framing his humiliation. One shoved the unicorn into his arms.

The smirking girl stroked his cheek mockingly. “Say night-night, baby.”

Ethan whimpered around the pacifier, voice muffled and pathetic. “Nnn-night.”

The girls shrieked with laughter, clapping and cheering.

“Night-night, panty-sniffer!” one called.

“Night-night, diaper boy!” another added.

Flashes lit the room as they took photos, their laughter merciless. Ethan lay trembling under the blanket, cock pulsing, humiliation suffocating him.

The smirking girl kissed his forehead mockingly. “Good baby.”

Her voice was soft, sweet, cruel. And Ethan knew — bedtime wasn’t just tonight. It was forever.


Chapter Twelve

The stuffed unicorn was still wedged in his arms when the smirking girl returned with something new.

A baby bottle.

Its pink cap gleamed under the lamp, condensation rolling down its side. She shook it mockingly, the liquid sloshing inside. “Every baby needs a night bottle,” she said sweetly, her voice dripping cruelty.

Ethan’s chest seized. He shook his head violently, pacifier bouncing between his lips.

Her friends crowded close, laughing. One pulled the pacifier free with a sharp tug, strings of drool clinging. “Open up, panty-sniffer.”

“No—please, I can’t—”

The smirking girl pinched his nose shut. His chest burned instantly, panic clawing at him. His lips parted desperately, gasping for air. The nipple slid between them.

Cool liquid spilled into his mouth. Sweet, milky, almost syrupy.

“Drink,” she ordered, tilting the bottle higher.

He gagged, swallowed, gagged again. The girls shrieked with laughter, clapping mockingly.

“Look at him! Drinking from a bottle like a real baby!”

“Panty-sniffer’s bedtime snack!”

The liquid kept coming, filling his throat, making his belly warm and heavy. His cock twitched violently inside the thick diaper, precum smearing hotter with every swallow.

The smirking girl stroked his cheek mockingly, her voice soft and sharp. “Good boy. Drink it all down. Every last drop.”

The bottle drained slowly, every swallow a humiliation. By the time it was empty, Ethan’s lips were wet, his chin sticky, his belly swollen. He gasped softly, chest heaving, cock straining.

The girls cheered. “Awww, baby’s full!” one mocked.

“Burp him,” another squealed.

Before he could react, the smirking girl yanked him upright, patting his back in exaggerated motions. The room filled with shrieks of laughter as he let out a soft, involuntary burp. His face burned hotter, shame crushing him.

They shoved the pacifier back between his lips, snapping photos as it bobbed with his shallow breaths.

Minutes passed. The laughter dulled to giggles as they lounged around, scrolling through the photos and videos they’d captured. Ethan lay under the blanket, stuffed animals piled around him, pacifier in his mouth, diaper crinkling with every twitch of his cock.

Then it hit.

A sudden, sharp pressure in his bladder. His stomach tightened instantly.

Ethan froze, panic flooding through him. He squirmed under the blanket, thighs pressing together against the bulk of the diaper. The pressure sharpened, urgent, unbearable.

The bottle.

They’d spiked it.

The smirking girl noticed instantly, her grin widening as she leaned over him. “Uh oh. Someone looks like he needs to go.”

Her friends leaned in, their laughter bubbling. “Already?!”

“He just got changed!”

Ethan shook his head violently, tears stinging his eyes. The pacifier muffled his frantic whimpers.

The smirking girl stroked his cheek, her voice sweet and cruel. “No bathroom for babies. You know where it goes.”

The pressure mounted, sharp and insistent. Ethan’s body shook, cock twitching helplessly against the padding. He whimpered louder, humiliation crushing him.

The smirking girl pressed a palm against the front of his diaper, firm and unforgiving. “Do it. Fill it again.”

Her friends clapped, chanting mockingly. “Do it, baby. Do it, baby.”

The pressure broke.

Hot piss gushed into the thick diaper, flooding it instantly. The padding swelled, crinkling louder, warmth spreading over his cock and thighs. The tapes strained, bulge obscene under the blanket.

The girls shrieked with laughter, phones flashing, voices merciless.

“He’s pissing again!”

“Oh my God, he’s leaking through it!”

The smirking girl kept her palm pressed against the front, feeling the warmth spread. Her grin widened as his cock jerked violently inside, precum smearing into the wet mess.

“Good boy,” she whispered mockingly. “Just like I trained you.”

When the stream finally slowed, Ethan lay trembling, tears streaking his cheeks, pacifier bobbing with every sob. His cock throbbed inside the swollen padding, traitorously hard, humiliation flooding his veins.

The smirking girl kissed his forehead softly, her voice sweet and sharp. “Bedtime bottle worked perfectly.”

Her friends clapped, laughing, their voices triumphant.

“Panty-sniffer’s not just our pet anymore,” one declared.

“He’s our baby,” the other finished.

The room erupted with laughter again, phones flashing, while Ethan lay broken in his soaked diaper, stuffed unicorn still clutched in his arms, pacifier muffling his sobs.

And he knew — this was no longer a game.


Chapter Thirteen

The morning light crept through the blinds.

Ethan stirred under the blanket, the stuffed unicorn still cradled in his arms. The pacifier had slipped to one side of his lips, but the bulk taped around his waist told him instantly that nothing had changed.

The diaper was swollen, heavy, humiliatingly warm. Every small shift made it squish against his cock, smearing wetness, amplifying the shame.

His chest heaved. For a moment he let himself imagine it had been a dream — the sorority girls, the lottery box, the panties, the bottle. But then the laughter drifted back to him from downstairs. And the crinkle under the blanket crushed every hope.

The door burst open.

Three girls swept in, bright-eyed, cups of coffee in hand, still in their silk robes and stockings. Their eyes landed on him instantly, smiles spreading slow and wicked.

“Awwww, look at our baby,” one cooed. “Still in bed with his stuffie.”

“He’s drooling on the paci,” another giggled, snapping a photo.

The smirking girl walked to the bed, tugging the blanket back in one swift motion. The swollen diaper bulged obscenely, tapes stretched, plastic gleaming in the morning light.

The girls shrieked with laughter.

“He soaked it!”

“God, it’s sagging so much!”

Ethan whimpered, burying his face in the unicorn’s mane. His cock pulsed inside the wet mess, traitorously hard, precum smearing into the soaked padding.

The smirking girl tapped the front of his diaper with her nail. The squish was loud, humiliating. “Time for a diaper check.”

Her words hit like a punch. Ethan’s chest seized. “Please—no—”

The other girls leaned in eagerly, their phones recording. “Yes. Check him.”

The smirking girl hooked two fingers inside the waistband, tugging it open and peering down at his swollen cock and soaked skin. Her grin sharpened. “Soaked. Leaking. Just like a baby.”

Her friends roared with laughter, clapping mockingly.

“Panty-sniffer failed the check!”

“He needs changing before breakfast!”

Ethan whimpered, tears stinging his eyes, humiliation crushing him. His cock twitched violently under her gaze, precum leaking more into the mess.

The smirking girl smirked. “From now on, house rule: diaper checks in front of everyone. Anytime. Anywhere.”

Her friends cheered, raising their coffee cups in mock toast. “To the house baby!”

“To our panty-sniffer!”

The laughter echoed through the room, sharp and merciless.

They yanked him out of bed, the swollen diaper sagging between his thighs, forcing him into a waddle. The stuffed unicorn was shoved back into his arms. The pacifier was popped back between his lips.

They dragged him into the hall. Doors opened instantly. More sorority girls spilled out, curious and grinning at the sight: Ethan waddling in a sagging diaper, clutching a unicorn, pacifier bobbing between his lips.

The smirking girl clapped her hands. “Diaper check!”

The hall erupted with shrieks and laughter. Phones lifted instantly, flashes of light capturing every humiliating detail.

Girls crowded closer, tugging the waistband, peeking down, giggling, shouting over one another.

“He’s soaked!”

“He’s hard in it!”

“Panty-sniffer’s a piss baby!”

Ethan whimpered, cheeks burning, tears stinging his eyes. His cock throbbed harder, traitorous, precum leaking hot into the swollen padding.

The smirking girl raised her voice above the chaos. “From today forward, he belongs to this house. Every panty. Every diaper. Every humiliation.”

The hall erupted again, triumphant, merciless.

And Ethan knew — there was no morning after. Only forever.


Chapter Fourteen

By noon, the house buzzed with hangover laughter, coffee mugs, and half-eaten pastries scattered on the kitchen counters. Music played low, the scent of perfume and last night’s alcohol still clinging to the walls.

Ethan waddled awkwardly between them, thighs forced wide by the fresh double-thick diaper they’d taped him into. His pacifier bobbed between his lips, the stuffed unicorn still clutched against his chest. Every step was a humiliating crinkle. Every shift made his cock throb traitorously against the padding.

He tried to keep his head down, but the girls never let him hide.

“House baby needs attention!” one called out, smirking as she clapped.

The kitchen erupted with laughter. Fingers pointed. Phones lifted.

The smirking girl pushed him into the center of the room, her nails scraping across the plastic front of his diaper. The squish was loud, humiliating. “He’s ours now,” she announced proudly. “Officially the sorority mascot.”

Cheers erupted around him, sharp and merciless.

“Panty-sniffer the mascot!”

“House baby forever!”

Ethan’s chest heaved, shame suffocating him. His cock pulsed hotter, precum smearing into the thick padding.

The smirking girl turned to the crowd, her grin sharp. “Mascots need uniforms. His is diapers.”

The girls roared with laughter, clapping and cheering.

“And what do mascots do?” she continued.

“Perform!” one shouted.

“Obey!” another added.

“Entertain us!”

The room erupted again. Ethan’s face burned hotter.

They dragged him onto a chair in the center of the kitchen, the diaper bulging obscenely as he sat. His cock pressed painfully against the padding, precum leaking hot and wet.

The smirking girl pulled the lottery box from the counter, shaking it until the satin and lace rustled inside. “Mascot round,” she announced. “Whatever he picks, he does in front of everyone.”

Ethan whimpered, pacifier bobbing as he shook his head.

“Pick,” she ordered.

His hands trembled violently as he reached inside. The fabric brushed his fingers. He pulled out a pair — red satin, trimmed with delicate black lace. The tag fluttered.

Dance.

The room erupted with squeals and shrieks.

“Oh my God, yes!”

“Make him dance in his diaper!”

Ethan’s chest seized. His cock twitched violently, humiliating arousal tearing through him.

The smirking girl yanked him to his feet. The diaper sagged heavily, forcing his legs into a humiliating waddle. She shoved the panties into his hands.

“Dance, baby,” she purred.

The girls clapped in rhythm, cheering, laughing, recording. Music blasted louder.

Ethan whimpered around his pacifier, shame suffocating him. His body moved clumsily, swaying, waddling, crinkling with every humiliating motion. The diaper bulged obscenely, bouncing with his awkward steps.

The girls screamed with laughter, shrieking louder with every twitch of his cock against the padding.

“Shake that diaper, baby!”

“He’s leaking!”

“He loves it!”

His cock pulsed violently, precum spilling hotter into the swollen bulk. His chest heaved, tears stinging his eyes, humiliation consuming him.

The smirking girl clapped her hands mockingly. “Perfect. Our mascot is the best entertainment we’ve ever had.”

The room erupted with cheers, voices triumphant.

The music dulled, the laughter softened. The smirking girl tugged his pacifier free, holding his chin with sharp nails. Her voice dropped low, cruel and intimate.

“From now on, panty-sniffer, you don’t just belong to us. You belong to this house. Every party. Every guest. Every event. You’re the diapered mascot.”

Her friends clapped mockingly, their voices sharp.

“He’ll need inspections.”

“He’ll need punishments.”

“He’ll need to perform for everyone.”

The kitchen roared with laughter again, voices merciless, triumphant.

And Ethan knew — his humiliation wasn’t limited to a night of games. It had become his life.


Chapter Fifteen

The afternoon sun slanted through the kitchen windows, catching the sheen of satin panties and empty bottles scattered across the counters. The air still buzzed with laughter, the afterglow of last night’s party lingering.

Ethan sat slumped in the chair, thighs forced wide by the thick diaper sagging between them. His cock pressed hard against the swollen padding, precum sticky and hot inside. Every move brought a fresh squish, a fresh crinkle. His pacifier bobbed with his shallow breaths, the stuffed unicorn still clutched in his arms.

The smirking girl stood before him, her hands on her hips, grin sharp as glass. Around her, the sorority gathered in a wide circle, phones in hand, eyes bright with anticipation. A few visitors from the frat next door lingered near the doorway, already laughing at the sight.

“House rule,” the smirking girl announced proudly. “Mascots don’t just wear. They get changed.”

The room erupted with squeals and cheers.

“Oh my God, no way!”

“Right here? In front of everyone?”

“Do it! Change him!”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. His face burned so hot he thought he’d pass out. He shook his head violently, pacifier bouncing, tears stinging his eyes.

The smirking girl leaned down, her nails tracing the waistband of his swollen diaper. “Yes,” she whispered cruelly. “Right here. Right now.”

Her friends clapped, chanting mockingly. “Change him! Change him!”

The circle closed tighter, laughter sharpening, phones lifting higher.

The smirking girl shoved him back on the table, the diaper squishing beneath his weight. His legs dangled helplessly over the edge, the unicorn still wedged in his arms.

She untaped the diaper slowly, deliberately, each rip of the adhesive loud and humiliating. The smell of piss wafted up instantly, sharp and undeniable.

The crowd shrieked with laughter.

“He reeks!”

“He’s soaked to the core!”

Ethan buried his face in the unicorn’s mane, humiliation crushing him. His cock throbbed violently, twitching against the cool air as the swollen padding was peeled away.

Phones zoomed in. Flashes lit the room.

“Oh my God, he’s hard!”

“Look at him! He loves it!”

The smirking girl smirked down at him, wiping him slowly with a baby wipe, her motions exaggerated, mocking. “Such a messy baby,” she cooed cruelly. “Good thing Mommy knows how to clean you.”

The room roared with laughter. The frat boys whistled, their phones recording.

Ethan whimpered, tears streaking his face, cock jerking helplessly under her touch.

She slid a new diaper under his hips — thicker, bulkier, humiliatingly babyish with pastel prints across the front. She powdered him slowly, deliberately, humming like a mother, while the room howled with laughter.

Then she pulled the diaper up between his thighs, taping it snug. The crinkle was deafening. The bulge was massive. His cock twitched traitorously inside, smearing precum instantly into the fresh padding.

The girls clapped mockingly, cheering like it was a show.

“Fresh baby!”

“Clean for five minutes!”

The smirking girl kissed his forehead, her voice soft and cruel. “There we go. All changed. All ours.”

The crowd erupted louder than ever, triumphant, merciless.

Phones flashed. Laughter shook the walls.

The smirking girl raised her voice above the chaos, her grin wicked. “From today forward, our panty-sniffer isn’t just a toy. He’s our diapered mascot. Every girl in this house has the right to check him, change him, punish him.”

Her friends cheered, their voices sharp.

“No more panties without diapers!”

“No more nights without bottles!”

“No more life without us!”

Ethan’s chest heaved, humiliation suffocating him. His cock throbbed harder in the fresh padding, precum leaking hot and shameful.

The smirking girl stroked his cheek, her voice soft but final. “Game over. The lottery’s done. You belong to us.”

The room exploded again, voices chanting, clapping, merciless.

“Panty-sniffer! Baby! Mascot!”

Phones captured every angle, every moment, sealing his fate forever.

And Ethan knew — there was no escape, no end, no hope.

Only diapers. Only panties. Only obedience.

Forever.


Chapter Sixteen — Bonus Epilogue

Weeks had passed since the night of the lottery.

Ethan no longer slept in his own clothes. He no longer left the sorority house in jeans or boxers. His life had narrowed to satin panties he never got to keep, diapers he never got to escape, and humiliations filmed and shared within the circle of girls who now owned him.

But tonight, they promised something different.

“You’ve earned a reward,” the smirking girl had said, her nails tapping the front of his diaper. “A date.”

The word made his chest seize. A date? With someone outside? Could this be freedom? A chance at normality?

They’d dressed him carefully. Black slacks, a button-down shirt, polished shoes. He looked normal, almost respectable. Almost. Only the thick diaper crinkling underneath betrayed him. They’d made sure of it — double-padded, tapes sealed tight, impossible to ignore.

His cock pulsed inside it the whole ride over. Humiliation burned under his skin. But hope flickered too. Maybe this girl didn’t know. Maybe he could pretend. Maybe tonight, for a few hours, he could feel human again.

She was waiting at the café.

Dark hair, soft eyes, a smile that made his stomach twist. She stood as he approached, hugging him warmly.

“You must be Ethan,” she said sweetly. “I’ve heard so much about you.”

His heart soared. She didn’t seem cruel. She didn’t smirk like the sorority girls. She seemed kind. Normal.

They sat. They talked. She asked about his classes, his hobbies. She laughed at his awkward jokes. For the first time in weeks, he felt like himself again. The crinkle under his slacks felt smaller, hidden, ignorable.

Hope bloomed.

Maybe she liked him. Maybe she didn’t care what the girls said. Maybe this was real.

Until dessert arrived.

The waitress set down the plates. And then, casually, set down something else.

A baby bottle.

Pink cap. Clear nipple. Filled with milk.

Ethan froze, his chest locking tight.

The girl’s smile sharpened. Sweetness melted into something crueler. “Drink up,” she said softly.

His stomach dropped. His face burned. “No—please—”

She leaned closer, her eyes glittering now. “They told me everything, Ethan. About the lottery. About the diapers. About how you piss yourself when they say so.”

His breath hitched. His cock twitched violently inside the padding.

Her grin widened. “And they told me I get to finish your training.”

The bottle was pressed into his hands. Her eyes didn’t leave his. The café around them blurred into background noise — the clink of cups, the murmur of voices, the soft music.

Ethan’s heart pounded. His pride screamed. But her stare pinned him down, unrelenting.

His lips parted. The nipple slid between them. Milk filled his mouth.

She clapped softly, mockingly. “Good baby.”

Heat flooded his cheeks. His cock pulsed harder against the thick diaper.

They left the café together. She held his hand, leading him down the street like they were lovers. But every squeeze of her fingers reminded him who was in charge.

At the corner, the sorority girls waited.

Their laughter filled the night, sharp and triumphant.

The smirking girl stepped forward, clapping her hands. “Perfect. He fell for it.”

Ethan froze. His chest collapsed.

The date had been a setup.

The girl kissed his cheek sweetly, her voice soft and cruel. “Thanks for dinner, baby. Can’t wait to see you in your crib.”

The sorority erupted with laughter, their phones lifted, flashes of light capturing his shock, his shame, his trembling body.

Back at the house, they stripped him of the slacks, the button-down, the polished shoes. They left him in nothing but his thick diaper and a bib tied mockingly around his neck.

The smirking girl kissed his forehead, her voice final.

“No more pretending. No more hope. You’re ours, panty-sniffer. Mascot, baby, forever.”

The room roared with cheers, merciless and triumphant.

And Ethan understood — there was no escape.

The lottery had ended long ago.

And he had lost.

Forever.
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