
        
            
                
            
        

    


Pegged, Diapered, and Trained by Four Lesbian Roommates: An ABDL Humiliation Story




A femdom lesbian erotic novel of public humiliation and the making of an adult baby




Prologue: The Seat










Eli’s legs shook as the straps clicked tight around his thighs.










He wasn’t sure what was worse—the vibrating pressure pressed beneath his padded ass, or the pink camera light blinking just above his head, signaling that the livestream had begun.










His diaper crinkled loudly with every tiny shift, and it wasn’t even clean anymore. That part made his stomach twist. Or maybe that was the last of the laxative working its way through him.










Laughter echoed behind him—soft, cruel, feminine.










“Look how red he is,” Dani purred, circling the chair like a predator. “Our little piss-puppy’s finally taking center stage.”










Eli’s breath stuttered. His wrists were bound behind the pink, heart-shaped backing of the chair. A pacifier hung loosely from a clip on his chest, tugged tight into the straps of a powder-blue onesie that barely stretched over his thickly diapered bottom. Everything smelled faintly of baby powder, sweat, and shame.










And they were watching. Hundreds of people. Thousands, maybe. Watching

 

him


 
.










“No bathroom access. No excuses. And no stopping the feed,” Dani announced into the mic. “Tonight’s his big test run. We’ll let the votes decide if he gets his diaper changed... or punished.”










Eli whimpered, shaking his head. “Please... I didn’t even want—”










But the words died in his throat as the base of the chair began to hum.










He let out a soft, broken gasp. The vibration wasn’t just under him—it was angled. Targeted. Throbbing right beneath the tail-end of the plug they’d forced into him earlier that night.










“That’s it,” Lexi whispered, crouching beside him. “Feel it, baby boy. We

 

told


 
you it was just diapers at first. But boys who piss themselves every night need more than just padding.”










The plug jolted with a low pulse, and Eli’s spine arched.










He hated how his cock stirred—trapped behind the humiliating thickness, taped up and caged in.










He hated how his body

 

wanted


 
what his mind screamed against.










He hated the eyes. The comments scrolling across the screen in front of him.











“Look at his face when it buzzes. He’s loving it.”






“Punish him harder. No changes. Make him sit in it.”






“Can we see him cry again? That was hot.”











Dani leaned over him, one hand tracing the front of his swollen diaper with mocking affection. “You hear that, Eli? They love you. You're their little showpony now. All because you couldn’t hold it for one stupid night.”










He tried to look away.










But the vibrating deepened.










The chair locked him tighter.










And when Lexi finally slid the strap-on from its velvet case and climbed onto the small step behind the throne, Eli knew it was over.










There was no safe word.










No escape.










Only the Seat.









Chapter 1: Welcome to Fem-House










The house looked normal enough.










White brick. Ivy-wrapped porch railing. Two mismatched bicycles leaning against the steps. A cracked garden gnome standing defiantly among cigarette butts and potted succulents.










Eli tightened his grip on his duffel bag and cleared his throat. He was early. He

 

always


 
showed up early. Even to things that terrified him.










He stepped onto the porch and double-checked the address.





23A Beechmont Drive. Shared house. Four roommates. All women.





He’d found the ad online:

 

“Queer-friendly house seeks easygoing roommate for cheap rent and chill vibes. No creeps.”





That was it. No pictures. No landlord. Just a contact number and the promise of a room he could afford.










It felt like his only option.










His fingers hovered over the doorbell, but before he could press it—










“Yo, is that you? Eli?”










The door flung open. A tall, tattooed girl with a septum piercing and buzzed hair grinned at him from behind it, wearing a crop top that read

 

NO GODS, NO CUMMING


 
.










“Y-yeah. I’m Eli.” He lifted his bag awkwardly. “I’m, uh, here about the room?”










“Duh.” She grabbed his arm and yanked him inside. “We’ve been waiting. Come on, let the girls see what a sweet little bunny we’re getting.”










Inside smelled like incense and weed and... lavender? The living room was a chaotic mess—blankets everywhere, string lights tangled across the ceiling, and a giant beanbag shaped like a pair of boobs.










Three other women lounged on the couch.










One wore nothing but a bathrobe and fuzzy slippers, sipping wine from a sippy cup. Another was in knee-high socks and an oversized anime shirt, legs spread lazily. The last, dressed in a leather halter and shorts, looked up and gave him the kind of smirk that made his stomach drop.










“Well, well,” the halter girl said. “You’re cuter than I thought.”










“Cuter

 

and


 
nervous,” the robe girl added, grinning.










“I—I’m just here to look at the room,” Eli said quickly, trying to keep his eyes respectful. "That's all."










The tattooed one, still holding his arm, leaned in conspiratorially. “I’m Dani. That’s Lexi in the robe, Jules with the socks, and Kim—well, Kim’s the mean one.”










“Not mean,” Kim said, crossing one leg over the other. “Just honest.”










Dani grinned. “Anyway. You don’t have many options, right? You said on the phone this was your last shot before moving back in with your mom.”










He flushed. “I mean… yeah.”










“Then you’re in. Rent’s due on the first. No dudes in the house unless we say so. No bedroom locks. No bathroom drama. We all share.” She looked him up and down. “You pee in the shower?”










“What? No!”










“Good. Don’t start.”










Eli blinked, but the conversation had already moved on. Lexi was showing him the room. Small, but clean. Mattress on the floor. One tiny window. He tried not to feel too relieved.










“Any questions?” she asked, leaning in the doorway.










“Um… do I get a key?”










“Nope. We’ll open the door for you if you knock.”










That felt weird, but he nodded anyway.










“And if we prank you,” she added, “you’re not allowed to cry about it. It’s house law. We haze all the newbies.”










He gave a weak laugh. “Okay. I can handle a prank.”










She smiled, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes.














That night, the bathroom was mysteriously locked for an hour.










He danced from foot to foot, pacing the hall. Knocked once. Then twice. No answer.










From behind the door, he thought he heard giggles.










When it finally opened, Lexi stepped out, towel slung over her shoulder, fully dressed. Not a drop of steam.










She winked. “Oops. Did you need in?”










Eli rushed past her.










He didn’t say anything.










He didn’t want to stir the waters.










But something about the way the girls laughed when he came back out made his skin crawl.










Like he’d already lost something he didn’t even realize was on the table.









Chapter 2: No Boys in the Bathroom










The second week started with herbal tea.










“New house tradition,” Lexi declared one morning, placing a steaming mug in front of Eli before he could even reach for his cereal. “We all start the day with a flush and a cleanse.”










Eli blinked down at the pale yellow liquid. “What’s in it?”










“Chamomile. Hibiscus. Dandelion. Some other stuff Dani picked up at the kink market.”










He raised an eyebrow. “The… what?”










“Just drink it, bunny.” Dani slid into the chair across from him, grinning over her own mug. “Loosens you right up.”










The girls all drank theirs in near-unison. Eli hesitated, then brought it to his lips. It tasted sweet. Almost too sweet.










“That’s my boy,” Jules said with a smirk. “Look at you, already fitting in.”










Eli wasn’t sure he liked being called

 

boy


 
.










Or

 

bunny


 
.










Or how Dani never knocked before barging into his room at night to "borrow socks" and then sat on his bed like she owned it.










But the rent was cheap, and the girls weren’t mean—at least, not in a way he could call out. Everything felt wrapped in layers of inside jokes and teasing smirks. Like he was part of a performance he didn’t understand.














By Thursday, the tea had become mandatory.










“House rule,” Kim said flatly when Eli tried to pour himself coffee instead. “Tea first, or the bathroom’s off-limits until noon.”










“I have a class at ten.”










“Then you’d better sip fast, diaper boy.”










The nickname caught him off guard. His cheeks flushed, but Kim didn’t wait for a reaction. She just turned and walked away, her ass swaying in tight denim shorts.










He told himself it was just a joke.










They were all just joking.










Weren’t they?














The next accident was minor. Mostly.










He’d made it to the hallway before realizing the bathroom door was locked again. The tea had gone through him faster than usual, and he danced from foot to foot, knocking softly.










“Occupied,” Dani called from inside, voice far too cheerful. “Try the bush!”










“I—I really need to go…”










Lexi passed behind him with a towel and raised eyebrows. “Didn’t you go earlier?”










“I thought I was fine…”










Five more minutes. Ten. His bladder screamed.










By the time the door opened, it was too late.










He hadn’t

 

fully


 
wet himself, but the spot on his crotch was visible enough that Dani’s eyes went wide with glee.










“Ohhh, no. Did baby make a little wee-wee in his big boy pants?”










“It’s not funny,” Eli snapped, but his voice shook. The panic, the shame, the way they all stared—










“It kind of is,” Jules said, snapping a photo with her phone. “Smile, puddles.”










He stormed to his room. Locked the door. Sat in silence.










No one apologized.










Later that night, someone slid a pack of adult pull-ups under his door with a Post-it note:











“Just in case. <3 The Girls”















Friday, they served him extra tea.










Jules poured it without asking. “It helps with digestion. You’ve looked tense lately.”










Eli didn’t want to drink it.










He did anyway.










What else could he do?














By the weekend, they were calling it the

 

Pee Pee Challenge


 
.










“If you can go a whole night without pissing yourself,” Dani said, “we’ll never bring up the pull-ups again.”










“If not…” Lexi trailed off, tapping her lips thoughtfully. “Well, we’ve got bigger sizes.”










“I didn’t piss myself,” Eli muttered, flushing.










“Sure you didn’t,” Kim said from the corner, smirking over her book. “That’s why you changed your own sheets yesterday, right?”










He couldn’t sleep that night. The pressure of performance, the teasing, the strange cramps in his stomach from the tea—it all kept him on edge. At some point he drifted off, hands curled under his pillow.










He woke to a squish.










A smell.










He froze.










Slowly reached down.










The sheets were ruined. His boxers were soaked. But worse than that was the

 

warmth


 
still clinging to his thighs. The mess. The

 

mess


 
.










He sat up in horror just as the door creaked open.










Lexi peeked inside. Smelled it. Smiled.










“Oh, baby.”










He didn’t even have time to protest.










She already had her phone out.









Chapter 3: First Change










Eli didn’t cry.










Not exactly.










But his eyes stung as he sat frozen on the edge of the ruined mattress, legs clenched, sticky and humiliated, praying for Lexi to just shut the door and pretend she saw nothing.










Instead, she stepped inside.










And called out: “Dani? Jules? You need to see this.”










“No, wait—” he started, too late.










Three sets of footsteps thudded down the hallway. Dani entered first, barefoot in boxers and a crop top. Jules followed, toothbrush still in her mouth, grinning around the bristles. Kim didn’t even come in—she just stood at the doorway, arms crossed, eyes cold and amused.










“Oh, Eli,” Dani cooed. “Did someone have a little

 

boom-boom


 
in his undies?”










He turned away, cheeks burning. “It was an accident. I didn’t—something in the tea—”










“Ohhh, so

 

our


 
tea made you mess yourself?” Jules smirked, spitting into the sink just down the hall. “Maybe it’s not a tummy issue. Maybe you’re just not potty trained.”










“I’m not playing these games,” Eli snapped, trying to stand—only to freeze as the mess shifted inside his boxers, warm and humiliating. “I’ll clean it, just—get out.”










But Lexi didn’t budge.










She crouched beside the bed, eyes soft. “Hey. It’s okay. Accidents happen.”










Her hand touched his knee.










“That's why we got you the pull-ups. But now…” She pulled something from behind her back.










A crinkling, pastel-blue square. Thick. Tapes already undone. A real diaper.










Eli recoiled. “No. Absolutely not.”










Jules stepped closer. “It’s this or a trash bag taped around your waist. Which do you prefer, stinkbug?”










“I can change myself.”










“Not anymore,” Dani said flatly. “You lost that privilege when your ass blew up our guest sheets.”










Eli shook his head. “You can’t make me.”










“We already did,” Kim called from the hall. “You’re wearing it, bunny. Either we diaper you, or you clean the mattress in your underwear while we record a house vote on what punishment fits a nighttime pooper.”










Jules pulled out her phone.










Eli stayed frozen.










His heart pounded so loudly he could barely think. His muscles tensed, everything screaming at him to stand up, yell,

 

walk away


 
.










But instead…










He nodded. Barely.










Lexi smiled. Not a cruel one—almost tender.










“Good boy,” she whispered.














They stripped him slowly.










Dani tugged down his boxers with theatrical disgust. “Whew. That’s

 

rancid


 
. You

 

sure


 
you’re not into this?”










“I’m not,” Eli mumbled, voice cracking.










They wiped him.










Lexi held his hands down gently but firmly as Dani cleaned the mess with perfumed wipes—extra cold, deliberately slow. They powdered him. Slid the diaper underneath. Lexi lifted his legs like he weighed nothing.










When the tapes crinkled into place and Dani patted the thick front with a little smirk, Eli’s soul dropped somewhere below his knees.










“There,” she said. “Much better. Doesn’t that feel

 

safe


 
?”










“I want to shower.”










“After your nap,” Jules said. “You’ve had a big night.”










Kim finally stepped inside. She placed a pacifier on the nightstand. Pink. With a cartoon bunny face.










“No more bathroom access,” she said. “You’re not ready.”










Eli couldn’t speak.










Couldn’t move.










Only lay back, the thick diaper loud between his thighs, the scent of powder and faint mess still lingering around him.










They left him like that.










Door open.










Nightlight on.










Pacifier waiting.









Chapter 4: House Rules










By morning, the sheets were clean.










Eli didn’t ask how.










The diaper was gone too, swapped out sometime during the night while he’d drifted in and out of sleep. Or maybe he’d removed it himself and couldn’t remember. His head was foggy. His stomach still gurgled. And the faint, lingering scent of baby powder clung to his thighs even after a long, scalding shower.










He avoided the girls most of the day. Slipped out early, skipped breakfast, stayed on campus late. Every time he thought about going home, his face burned hot with shame. He told himself it didn’t matter what they said or did—he’d just keep his head down, find a new place to live, and be gone before the end of the month.










Easy.










He returned around 9 p.m., creeping into the kitchen like a ghost. The house was too quiet. No music. No giggling. Just the low hum of a camera light in the living room and the sound of something soft, rhythmic… crinkling.










He froze when he saw it.










On the couch, surrounded by the girls, sat a

 

chair


 
—new, glossy, and pink. With wide plastic arms, glittery vinyl cushions, and cartoon animal stickers covering the backrest. The seat itself was rounded, padded, and unmistakably shaped for someone to sit with their legs apart.










Like a throne.










Or a potty.










Or both.










Dani noticed him first.










“Heyyy, there he is! Our little bedwetter returns.”










Lexi waved from behind the camera. “You’re just in time. We’re testing out a new prop for

 

Fem-House Live


 
.”










Eli blinked. “Fem-House what?”










“Our content stream,” Jules said sweetly. “Kinky girl stuff. Live chats. Tutorials. Custom requests. You know—just a fun way to pay rent.”










“Except now we’re thinking about adding a...

 

male perspective


 
,” Dani said with a grin.










Kim didn’t say anything. She just turned her phone toward him, showing the stream. It was already live.










And they’d titled it:

 

“Testing the Diaper Seat (Guess Who?)”











Eli backed toward the hallway. “No. I didn’t agree to this.”










“You agreed to

 

live here


 
,” Lexi said gently. “And we take consent very seriously... unless you piss the bed and try to lie about it. Then the rules shift.”










“I’m not a fucking fetish toy.”










“No, you’re not,” Dani said. “You’re a

 

housemate


 
. Which means you follow house rules. Rule one? Accidents have consequences.”










Lexi stood, motioning toward the seat. “Don’t worry. No camera on your face. Just your crinkly little butt. Five minutes. Sit down, act cute, and you’re off the hook.”










“I’m not wearing a diaper,” Eli muttered.










“Yet,” Jules added cheerfully.










“I’m not doing this.”










He turned—fast.










Got to the hallway.










Made it halfway to his room before Kim stepped into the corridor, arms crossed. She wasn’t holding anything. Didn’t threaten him. Just stared.










“You want to leave?” she asked.










Eli nodded stiffly.










She pointed at the front door. “There it is.”










He moved toward it, hand shaking, grabbed the knob.










It didn’t turn.










He tried again.










Nothing.










He looked back. “It’s locked.”










Kim leaned against the wall. “Yeah. We changed the code after your little tantrum last night.”










“You can’t just trap me here.”










“Of course not,” she said. “You can leave. But you can’t come back.”










“What?”










Dani appeared behind him, holding his duffel bag. “We already packed for you. Go ahead. Tell your professors why you’re homeless. Tell your mom what happened. She’ll

 

love


 
that story.”










Lexi added quietly, “Or... five minutes on the Seat. No face, no touching. Just sit like a good boy and earn your second chance.”










The door stayed still in his hand.










His chest heaved.










His mind raced.










He was cornered—and they all

 

knew


 
it.










He let go of the doorknob.










Turned slowly.










And walked back toward the couch.














“Smart boy,” Dani whispered, grabbing the pacifier from the armrest.










“No,” he said quietly.










But she just popped it into his mouth anyway.










Lexi guided him into the seat. The plastic felt cold under his thighs. Wide. Oversized. He sank down reluctantly, the soft padding forcing his legs open. The chair creaked around him.










The camera zoomed in on his lower half—no face, just a boy in a too-short T-shirt, bare thighs, and trembling legs pressed into the throne of his own defeat.










Dani adjusted the mic.










And whispered into his ear.










“One step closer, baby boy. Tomorrow… we add padding.”









Chapter 5: Padded and Live










The next morning started the same as the others.










A mug of tea waited for him.










Warm. Sweet. Mandatory.










Eli stared at it long and hard.










Then drank.










He didn’t know why.










Maybe because refusing would start a new kind of punishment. Maybe because his body already craved it. Or maybe—just maybe—because a part of him was too tired to fight anymore.










Dani sat across from him in a sports bra and boxers, her feet propped on the table like she owned the world.










“So, bunny,” she said. “How’d it feel? Your little debut?”










“I didn’t agree to be streamed.”










“No face. No name. Just some anonymous bedwetter in a seat made for his soft little bum. People

 

loved


 
it.” She flipped her phone toward him. “Fifty new subs overnight.”










He didn’t look.










Didn’t want to know.










Lexi passed behind him, brushing a hand over his shoulder. “You earned breakfast today. That’s new.”










Jules snorted. “Think he earned a change too?”










“I didn’t wet anything,” Eli muttered.










“Exactly,” Lexi said brightly. “So we’re going to help you

 

keep it that way


 
.”










That’s when he noticed the open package on the couch.










Diapers.










Not pull-ups.










Not joke items.










But

 

real


 
ones. Thick, crinkly, pastel-striped, with cartoon clouds on the waistband and leg cuffs so padded they looked like inflatable floaties for your ass.










“Absolutely not.”










Lexi tilted her head. “You’re still on house probation.”










“For what?”










“For leaking on our furniture,” Dani said.










“For refusing a diaper when you clearly

 

need


 
one,” Jules added.










Kim entered the room last, holding a onesie. Not a sexy costume, not ironic loungewear—a real, baby-blue snapsuit with white trim and a printed bunny across the chest.










She tossed it into Eli’s lap.










“No more sitting in the Seat bare-assed,” she said. “From now on, you dress the part.”














The dressing wasn’t fast.










Or optional.










Lexi took him by the hand like a child being led to punishment. The girls surrounded him on the couch, laughing, teasing, mocking softly—but never cruelly. Not

 

openly


 
.










“You’ll look cute,” Jules said, unrolling the diaper with a snap.










“It’s not about looking cute,” Eli tried to say, but Dani had already pulled his shorts down.










They laid him back on the couch like he was furniture. He clenched his thighs—until Kim pressed them apart with a firm knee and no expression.










The plastic rustled.










Cool wipes slid across his skin.










He squirmed, tried to hide his growing blush.










Lexi cooed. “Aw, poor bunny’s all flustered. Is someone getting

 

shy


 
in his little pants?”










“Shut up,” he whispered.










But his breath caught when the powder touched him.










When the diaper was snug between his legs.










When they taped it shut with a practiced ease that suggested this wasn’t the first time they’d done this to someone.










Or the second.










The onesie snapped into place seconds later, stretching tightly over the swollen padding, hugging his chest and crotch like a second skin.










“Perfect,” Lexi said.










He didn’t want to admit how the snugness made him feel—wrapped, bound, held.










Controlled.














They placed him in the Seat.










This time, it wasn’t just for show.










Lexi clicked a low vibrating unit into place beneath the cushion. Eli twitched as it came alive under him, subtle and steady.










“Just a little stimulation,” Dani explained to the camera. “It helps train our little bunny to feel

 

safe


 
when padded.”










“You’re livestreaming again?”










“Oh no,” Jules said. “This one’s a

 

private


 
request. Big spender. Likes shy boys in shameful positions.”










“I’m not—”










“Quiet time,” Kim cut in. “Pacifier.”










Lexi popped it in with gentle hands.










Dani adjusted the camera to frame just his chest and lap—tight shot. Perfectly showing the bunny-print onesie stretched over his thick diaper.










He couldn’t believe it.










Couldn’t move.










Couldn’t stop the heat building under his cheeks—or between his legs.










He hated it.










And the chair buzzed again, just slightly higher.














“Tell us what you’re feeling,” Lexi whispered, kneeling beside him.










He looked away.










She leaned in, lips brushing his ear.










“Tell us, or the plug comes out next time.”










His body shivered.










And the chat rolled in, just within view:











“He’s twitching. So hot.”






“Bounce him in the seat.”






“Make him beg.”






“Pacifier gag next round.”















When the stream ended, the girls applauded.










Dani kissed the top of his head like a pet.










Lexi unbuckled the chair straps and whispered, “If you stay dry tonight, you might earn pull-ups again.”










He didn’t respond.










But he didn’t take the diaper off either.










Not until they said he could.









Chapter 6: Last Chance










“You don’t

 

have


 
to wear it tonight,” Lexi said, her tone syrupy sweet as she stood in his doorway.










Eli looked up from his mattress, where he sat in silence. His diaper was still on from the livestream, the bunny onesie halfway unbuttoned.










Lexi leaned against the doorframe, holding up a pull-up like it was a peace offering. “If you think you can keep dry, we’ll let you wear this.”










He hesitated.










“You said last time—”










“I said

 

if


 
you stay dry,” she interrupted gently. “This is your test, bunny. We’re even letting you pee before bed. Clock starts after that.”










“Then what happens if I do?”










“You graduate to pull-ups during the day too. We stop teasing. No more Seat. No more ‘baby’ talk.”










That part hooked him.










He didn’t believe it—not really—but the hope settled in like a flicker of light through a crack.










He nodded slowly.










Lexi tossed the pull-up onto the bed. “Bathroom’s yours. Ten minutes. Clock’s ticking.”














The bathroom was silent, still faintly smelling of lavender and incense. Eli relieved himself slowly, then stood staring at the mirror for too long.










He didn’t recognize the guy looking back.










The guy with faint shadows under his eyes. Red cheeks. Powder stuck to his thighs.










The guy who didn’t leave when they mocked him.










He changed into the pull-up with shaking hands. It didn’t feel like underwear. It still crinkled softly, clinging to him. Just thinner. Less humiliating.










Almost.










He lay down in bed, exhausted, head pounding, bladder empty, lips dry.










Maybe—maybe he’d wake up dry.










Maybe this would end.















2:17 a.m.











He woke up drenched.










No warning. No pressure. Just

 

warmth


 
.










His thighs were soaked.










The pull-up had sagged heavily against his skin, leaking at the sides, the sheets already absorbing the worst of it.










“No. No. No…”










He sat up, panicked, heart racing, skin clammy.










The door creaked open.










Of course.










They were waiting.










Kim stepped in first. Silent. Always watching.










Jules followed, in a satin sleep set and devil horns. She clicked on the hallway light.










Dani didn’t say anything. She just lifted her phone, already recording.










Lexi appeared last, wearing an oversized T-shirt that read:

 

Big Girls Don’t Leak.











She sniffed the air theatrically.










“Aww.”










“Guess who

 

isn’t


 
a big girl?” Jules added.










“I tried,” Eli said quickly, standing. “I didn’t even feel it—”










“That’s the point,” Lexi whispered. “You’re not in control anymore.”










“I

 

was


 
. It’s not fair, that tea—”










Kim held up the empty mug from dinner.










“Oops,” she said. “Guess we used the wrong herbs.”










Dani stepped forward and dropped something at his feet.










A new diaper.










Wider. Bulkier.










It had cartoon unicorns across the back and leg gathers like ruffles.










“This one’s not for potty training,” she said. “This one’s for

 

babies


 
.”










“I’m not—”










“Say it again,” Lexi said. “Say you’re not a baby while you drip on the floor in a soaked pull-up.”










He closed his mouth.










He couldn’t stop shaking.










Lexi stepped close. Touched his cheek. “No more chances, Eli. From now on… we’re changing you on

 

our


 
schedule.”










Jules cooed. “And our schedule says: thick at night, thicker during the day, and no bathroom breaks unless you ask

 

very


 
nicely.”










“Like this,” Dani added, dropping to her knees mockingly: “

 

Pwease, Mommies, I pwomise to be a dry widdle boy!


 
”










They laughed.










Eli stood there, dripping, broken.










And said nothing.














Ten minutes later, he lay flat on the changing mat they’d rolled out beside the Diaper Seat.










Pacifier in his mouth.










Onesie snapped tight.










Unicorns puffing between his thighs.










Camera blinking quietly nearby.









Chapter 7: The Comments Decide










Eli didn’t remember falling asleep.










He only remembered waking up in the Diaper Seat again.










Warmth pressed up between his thighs, locked in by the thick unicorn-print padding. His wrists weren’t bound—but they might as well have been. The pressure of the onesie, the firm grip of the girls’ routines, and the slow pulse of the seat beneath him kept him frozen.










The lights were on.










The camera was live.










And he was already on display.










“Good morning, diaper bunny,” Lexi said sweetly from offscreen.










He blinked into the lights.










“Let’s see how our soggy superstar’s doing today, hmm?” Jules added, crouching beside the chair and slipping two fingers into the leg cuff of his diaper. “Yep. Flooded. But at least no mess this time.”










“Yet,” Kim muttered.










Laughter echoed.










He flushed.










He didn’t remember saying yes to this.










But he hadn’t said no either.










Not loud enough.










Not soon enough.















The chat was brutal.












“Sit him on a plug.”






“Let the strap-on decide if he’s learned his lesson.”






“Make him beg for his next change.”






“Crawl time!”






“Why’s he not gagged? This one looks mouthy.”











“I think he’s ready for a

 

milestone


 
,” Dani said from the corner. She was lounging with a glass of wine, legs crossed, her phone in one hand and a strap-on harness in the other.










Eli’s heart dropped.










“No,” he said automatically. “I’m not doing that.”










Lexi tilted her head. “Doing what?”










“That. That thing.”










“Oh, you mean this?” Jules said, taking the harness from Dani and holding it up. The dildo was thick, purple, and covered in glittery bumps. “This is just our

 

training wand


 
.”










“It’s not optional,” Kim said, folding her arms.










Eli’s breathing quickened. “You can’t. I didn’t agree.”










“You agreed to stay after we caught you leaking three nights in a row,” Dani reminded him. “You agreed when you sat back down in this seat

 

without being asked


 
. You agreed every time you didn’t walk out that front door.”










“I have nowhere else to go,” he snapped.










Lexi crouched beside him again. Her voice was gentler now. Almost soft. “Exactly, baby. And that’s why we’re going to take care of you.”










“You can’t take care of someone by violating them.”










“We’re not violating you,” she said sweetly. “We’re

 

training


 
you.”










She turned to the camera. “Poll time. Strap-on training now, or just the plug for tonight?”










The screen flooded with reactions. Eli tried to look away.











Now. Now. Plug first. Plug


 


then



 

pegging.











Kim stepped forward. “Looks like we have a winner.”










“Which one?” Eli asked quietly.










Kim didn’t answer.










She just handed Lexi a bottle of lube.














The chair leaned back with a mechanical hum.










Eli’s diaper was untaped slowly. Teasingly. The girls kept his onesie bunched around his waist so he couldn’t see what was happening—but he

 

felt


 
everything.










Cool air on his wet skin.










Wipes.










Powder again.










Then something cold.










And slippery.










“No,” he whispered. “Please—”










“Shhh,” Lexi cooed. “You’re being so brave.”










He squirmed, but Kim’s hands were on his shoulders, keeping him down.










Lexi worked the plug in with cruel patience—inch by inch, until the bulb popped past his rim and filled him.










Eli gasped.










It wasn’t pain.










It was worse.










It was

 

familiarity


 
.










His body, traitorous, adjusting around the intrusion.










Dani tapped his pacifier back into his mouth. “You’ll stay plugged for four hours. Unless you leak. Then we go full training.”










Eli couldn’t breathe.










Couldn’t think.










Could only sit, padded again, now filled too—and the chat loved it.











“Wiggle his seat.”






“Does it buzz when the plug’s in?”






“Make him say thank you.”











Lexi stroked his cheek. “Say thank you, Eli. Or next time it’s my cock.”










He hesitated.










Swallowed.










“...Thank you,” he whispered, eyes burning.














They put the camera on standby.










The plug stayed in.










Lexi kissed his forehead.










And Dani whispered, “That was round one. Wait until we show you what

 

round three


 
looks like.”









Chapter 8: Out of the House










Eli stood in the kitchen, diaper rustling beneath a pair of joggers two sizes too small. The plug still filled him, snug and pulsing with each breath. His onesie was tucked beneath the waistband, but the outline of his padding was impossible to hide.










“You want juice, bunny?” Dani teased, shaking a pink baby bottle in front of him.










“I want pants that don’t crinkle when I walk.”










“Then you should’ve stayed dry.” She popped the bottle into the fridge and pulled out a list. “You’ve got errands today.”










Eli blinked. “What?”










“Just a few things from the corner store,” Jules said, appearing behind him and tugging his hoodie down over his ass. “Wet wipes. Powder. Some new pacifiers. Nothing fancy.”










“You can’t be serious.”










“We’re

 

always


 
serious,” Kim said from the table, idly scrolling through the livestream comments from the night before. “The plug stays in. The diaper stays on. You walk there, you walk back. You don’t leak, we don’t spank you.”










Lexi smiled. “And if you do leak…”










“...We do it live.”















The walk to the store felt like miles.











Every step made his thighs rub.










Every shift reminded him of the plug, the padding, the faint floral scent they’d doused him in before he left.










He kept his head down. Hoodie up. Hands in pockets.










The girl at the register barely looked up—until she scanned the wipes and the powder.










Then her eyes flicked down. Lingered.










Eli’s heart raced.










She smiled, just barely.










“You want a bag, hon?”










He nodded once.










She didn’t stop smiling.














Back at the house, the girls waited like cats at a mousehole.










“Dry?” Lexi asked, pulling back his waistband before he could even speak. “Huh. Bunny

 

did


 
good today.”










“Maybe he wants a reward,” Jules whispered.










“I just want to shower.”










“Then let’s make a deal,” Dani said, pulling a folded piece of paper from her bra. “Tonight, we host our first in-house livestream.”










Eli stiffened. “What does that mean?”










“It means the viewers get to see you in person,” she said, eyes gleaming. “No face. Just you, the Seat, and the

 

real


 
training wand.”










Lexi leaned in close. “If you say yes... we’ll let you come. If you say no…”










Kim finished it for her: “...You go to bed full, plugged, and taped into a night-soaked diaper. Again.”










Eli looked around the room.










Four women.










No escape.










No privacy.










Only options.










Shame…










Or surrender.










His voice was quiet.










“Fine.”














The girls clapped.










Dani held up the strap-on, now glistening with lube and glitter.










Jules tilted the camera. “Tonight… he’s going to bounce.”










Lexi knelt in front of him, unsnapping the onesie again, her fingers brushing the front of his diaper with a teasing gentleness.










“Let’s show the world,” she whispered, “what happens to boys who leak.”









Chapter 9: Bounced for the World










The lights were already on when they led him into the living room.










Soft pinks and purples washed over the couch, the rug, the oversized “Diaper Seat” now glistening with a fresh wipe-down and a slight shimmer of lube along the grooves. The livestream was counting down—three minutes until they went live.










Eli’s heart pounded like a drum in his throat.










He was padded. Plugged. Snapped into a fresh bunny onesie, this time short-sleeved, with white lace edging along the thighs. His knees trembled.










The seat waited.










Lexi circled behind him, her hands resting lightly on his hips. “You’ll sit when we say.”










Dani was already in her harness.










The strap-on was no longer glittery.










It was

 

black


 
.










Thicker. Realistic.










Strapped tight to her body like it belonged there.










“She doesn’t go slow,” Jules whispered to him from the couch, sipping wine. “Just so you know.”










“I’m not ready.”










“That’s what makes it perfect.”














The stream began.










The girls took their positions—Lexi by the camera, Jules and Kim lounging in frame. Dani stood in front of the chair, arms folded, the strap swaying.










“Welcome back, pets,” Lexi cooed into the mic. “Tonight’s feature: our bunny’s first real training. He’s been plugged. Padded. Punished. But now… he learns what real obedience feels like.”










The chat exploded.











“Yes. Show him who owns him.”






“Rip that plug out.”






“Make him bounce ‘til he begs.”






“Is he hard in that diaper? You know he is.”











Dani turned to Eli. “Undress.”










His hands shook as he reached down, unsnapping the onesie between his legs. The diaper peeled forward with a wet crinkle.










Kim stepped in. Wiped him down.










Lexi removed the plug herself—slow, twisting it until he whimpered.










Then she whispered, “Sit.”














The Seat vibrated softly as he lowered himself down.










The straps clicked tight.










His legs spread.










His ass was bare.










And Dani moved behind him—climbing the small platform, lining herself up.










Eli clenched, already shaking.










“No,” he whispered. “Please…”










Kim stepped forward, pressing two fingers into his mouth.










He sucked on instinct.










And Dani pushed in.














It wasn’t rough.










It was worse.










Slow.










Controlled.










Her hips moved with devastating rhythm, each thrust deeper, firmer, angled to hit exactly where his body couldn’t ignore it. He whimpered. Fought it. His legs strained against the straps.










The audience went wild.











“Look at him squirm.”






“He loves it.”






“He’s leaking, isn’t he?”











He was.










The seat beneath him was wet now—not from Dani.










From him.










From his own betrayal.










“Say it,” Lexi whispered. “Say thank you.”










Eli shook his head.










Dani thrust harder.










His moan was raw. Real.










“Say it.”










“…thank you.”














They didn’t stop there.










They edged him.










Made him hump the vibrating seat while Dani teased his nipples from behind. Jules dribbled warm milk down his chin, calling him their “precious diaper bunny.” The camera zoomed in on his cock twitching through the plastic.










When he finally came, it was ruined, milked into the padding like a punishment.










The room applauded.










The chat exploded.











“Again.”






“He’s ours now.”






“Mark him.”











Lexi kissed his cheek.










“You did

 

so


 
good, baby.”










Dani slid out slowly, smacking his thigh.










Kim came forward with a fresh diaper.










“No more pull-ups,” she said, lifting his legs with one hand. “No more privileges.”










Eli lay back, silent.










Broken.










But deep inside—something throbbed.










Not just shame.










Need.









Chapter 10: The Collar










When Eli woke, it wasn’t the diaper that he noticed first.










It was the

 

click


 
.










Cold steel at his throat.










His fingers rose, sluggish and slow, until they touched it—smooth, snug, locked in place. A black collar. Leather-lined. Just tight enough to remind him.










A tag dangled beneath his chin.










He didn’t have to look at it to know.










It would say

 

BUNNY


 
.














The door opened.










Lexi stepped in, all smiles, carrying a tray.










“Breakfast time, baby.”










Eli sat up slowly, diaper squishing wet between his thighs. The smell was faint. Faint enough to ignore. For now.










She set the tray beside him—oatmeal, a warm bottle, two pills.










“What are these?” he asked, voice hoarse.










“Hydration. And softness,” she said. “Doctor Jules approved.”










He didn’t question it.










He just swallowed.














Downstairs, the girls had already begun streaming again.










Kim was at her laptop. Jules was adjusting the house lights. Dani was sharpening the new strap-ons with oil and a cloth like they were weapons.










Eli padded in—literally. The new diapers were thicker, forcing him to waddle in his onesie. His collar glinted in the soft pink glow of the studio lighting.










“Morning, slut,” Dani called without looking up.










Lexi kissed his cheek. “You’re on the schedule.”










“What schedule?”










Kim turned her laptop toward him. A spreadsheet blinked open on screen.











MONDAY:


 
10 a.m. pacifier plug, diaper change livestream, lunch.





TUESDAY:


 
Morning milk bath, spanking stream, Pegging Practice at 8.





WEDNESDAY:


 
Public Errands (double diapered). Crawling challenge.





THURSDAY:


 
Plug Training, live denial session. Diapered masturbation.





FRIDAY:


 

Fem-House Live: Viewers Decide.











“You’ll be changed when we say. Fed when we say. Plugged when you’re told,” Kim said.










“And if you leak outside your scheduled changes…” Lexi added.










“We punish you on stream.”














Jules knelt to check his diaper.










Still warm. Still soaked.










“Strip,” she said gently.










Eli hesitated.










Kim’s finger hovered over the camera switch.










He obeyed.














The change was live.










Lexi wiped him while humming lullabies.










Jules powdered him slow, teasing each stroke.










Dani came in to snap the new diaper tight—thicker than before. Bulkier. With locking tabs he couldn’t undo himself.










Eli lay there, fully exposed, collar resting against his collarbone.










And the chat? Exploding.











“He’s not a tenant anymore. He’s a doll.”






“Make him crawl to breakfast.”






“Plug him and feed him from the bottle. Like a good boy.”











Kim turned to him.










Her voice was soft. Icy.










“You’re not Eli anymore.”










He looked up.










“You’re Bunny.”










She held up a laminated badge.











BUNNY






Property of Fem-House






No toilet access. No autonomy. No escape.











She clipped it to his collar.










Lexi leaned down and whispered, “This is your life now.”









Chapter 11: Bunny on a Leash










The leash clicked onto his collar just past noon.










It was pink.










Faux leather, with little silver studs and a glittery heart-shaped handle.










“You said I wouldn’t have to leave the house like this,” Eli muttered, cheeks flushed as Lexi tugged him gently toward the front door.










“That was

 

before


 
you cried on stream last night,” she replied, looping the leash around her wrist. “Our viewers said you needed some fresh air.”










“And humility,” Jules added, handing her a diaper bag shaped like a stuffed unicorn.










Kim stood by the door with her arms folded, already recording.










“Front yard only,” Eli begged.










Lexi just smiled.










“Let’s go, Bunny.”














He waddled after her.










The new diapers were thicker than any before—two stacked, then wrapped in a transparent plastic cover printed with balloons and bottles. The girls had forced him into shortalls, the back slightly open so the diaper peeked through.










No one could

 

miss


 
it.










Not the padding.










Not the bulge.










Not the leash.










Not the pink pacifier clipped to his chest, bouncing with every step.














They didn’t go to the corner store.










They went to the

 

park


 
.










Lexi held the leash high as they strolled down the sidewalk, drawing glances and raised eyebrows. A man across the street stopped mid-jog. A teenage girl covered her mouth, laughing. An older couple stared in stunned silence.










Eli wanted to die.










But he kept walking.










His cheeks burned. His thighs chafed. The plug inside him pulsed with every step, a humiliating reminder of his emptiness—of what they’d filled him with.










“You’re walking so well, baby,” Lexi praised, loud enough for strangers to hear.










“I shouldn’t be here…”










“Then why are you still walking?”










He didn’t answer.










He couldn’t.














At the park, they sat on a bench beneath a tree.










Lexi pulled him close, made him kneel beside her like a pet.










Jules opened the diaper bag and handed her a bottle.










“Drink,” Lexi said.










Eli hesitated.










A child nearby pointed.










The child’s mother gasped, turned them both away.










“Lexi…”










“You’re Bunny,” she whispered. “Bunnies don’t talk back.”










He drank.










The milk was warm. Sweet. Embarrassing.










Jules reached between his legs and squeezed the diaper gently. “Still dry?”










“No,” Kim said from behind the phone. “He leaked a little at the grocery store. Didn’t even realize.”










Eli’s face crumpled.










He hadn’t even noticed.










That truth hit harder than the stares.














They walked back slower.










Lexi didn’t pull the leash.










She didn’t have to.










He followed.










Head down.










Hips swaying slightly from the bulk.










He didn’t complain.










Not once.














Back home, Dani was waiting on the porch with the Seat freshly cleaned.










She held a new plug.










Longer.










Curved.










She smiled.










“On all fours, Bunny.”










Eli didn’t move.










Until Lexi whispered:










“Do it for us.”














And he did.










He dropped to his knees.










Hands to the floor.










Tail in the air.










Diaper untaped.










Pacifier in.










Camera on.










No more Eli.










Just Bunny.









Chapter 12: The Cage










The bars were white.










Softly padded around the edges.










Big enough for him to crawl into—but too low to sit up straight. Just tall enough to keep him on all fours. Like a pet. Like a doll.










Lexi ran her fingers along the top with a proud smile. “Custom-built. Dani welded it. Jules painted it.”










“It’s not a crib,” Kim added. “Cribs are for babies. This is for

 

disobedient bunnies


 
.”










Eli—no,

 

Bunny


 
—stood barefoot in his onesie, arms at his sides, the seat of his thick, triple-layered diaper bulging slightly from his last wetting. He hadn’t even realized it had happened until Lexi checked him an hour ago.










That was the worst part now.










It wasn’t the embarrassment.










It was the

 

normalcy


 
.










The

 

acceptance


 
.










His body wasn’t fighting anymore.










It was adapting.














“On your hands and knees,” Lexi said softly, guiding him by the collar.










Bunny obeyed.










The plug was already in.










The pacifier was already clipped to his chest.










They’d fed him a special “dinner”—pureed bananas and oat mush—followed by a bottle of warm milk laced with something that made his limbs tingle and his thoughts slow.










Dani opened the cage door.










Jules clicked the camera on.










“Say goodnight to the viewers, Bunny,” Lexi whispered.










He blinked into the lens.










Then crawled in.














The bars locked behind him with a heavy, final

 

click


 
.










A soft glow-light above the cage switched on. Pastel stars danced across the ceiling. A soft lullaby started to play on loop.










Bunny curled into a padded corner, diaper crinkling with every breath.










He wasn’t allowed to sleep on his back.










Not tonight.










If he did, the plug would press too deep.










And the girls might interpret that as a

 

request


 
.














“Do you want your stuffie?” Jules asked sweetly.










Bunny nodded.










Lexi handed him a plush rabbit with a stitched diaper.










Kim dropped a chart outside the cage.











BUNNY – NIGHTLY RULES





☑ Diaper: Triple stuffed




☑ Plug: Inserted until morning




☑ Pacifier: Mandatory




☑ Cage posture: Crawl or curl only




☑ No touching




☑ No orgasms




☑ No escape














They didn’t leave immediately.










Lexi knelt beside the bars.










“Tonight’s about learning, Bunny. If you leak, you stay wet. If you moan, we record it. If you hump, you get denied. If you beg… we ignore you.”










“Tomorrow,” Kim said from the hallway, “we start

 

chastity


 
.”










Dani added, “And livestream voting returns.”










Bunny said nothing.










He just suckled his pacifier.










Eyes open.










Diaper full.










Plug nestled deep.










Cage locked.









Chapter 13: The Showpiece










The house buzzed with music and light.










Strangers filtered in—laughing, drinking, flirtatious. College girls with tattoos. Femme dommes in leather. A few wide-eyed voyeurs invited just to

 

watch


 
.










Fem-House was throwing its biggest party yet.










Not for the money.










Not for the livestream.










For

 

Bunny


 
.










He was the reason they came.










And they all knew it.














He stood in the center of the living room, trembling slightly on a pink, foam mat.










His diaper was fully visible—white, thick, and stamped with unicorns and glittery stickers the girls had applied earlier. A clear locking belt cinched it in place.










His legs were shaved.










His wrists were cuffed behind his back.










A pacifier gag stretched between his lips.










And around his neck… the collar.










Still black.










Still locked.










Still shining under the string lights.










A small card hung from it:











“HOUSE TOY – DO NOT UNPLUG WITHOUT PERMISSION”















“Isn’t he adorable?” Lexi announced, clinking her glass. “Fully trained. Fully owned. Fully obedient.”










Cheers and laughs echoed.










A woman in fishnets crouched down to inspect his diaper. “He’s wet.”










“That’s the point,” Dani said, stepping up behind him. “He’s

 

always


 
wet.”










Kim tapped the Seat with her boot.










“Ready?”














He didn’t speak.










He didn’t need to.










They unlocked his wrists and led him to the chair.










No resistance.










Not anymore.










The crowd formed a loose circle.










Phones out.










Cameras ready.










And Bunny?










He climbed onto the Diaper Seat like it was his throne.














Lexi pulled the onesie off slowly—unzipping the back and peeling it down, revealing his flushed skin and soft diaper belly.










Jules stroked his hair.










“Good bunny,” she whispered.










Then Dani stepped forward—harness strapped, lube in hand.










She didn’t tease this time.










She presented him.














The crowd watched as she opened the diaper, peeled it down, exposed him—plugged and twitching.










Gasps.










Moans.










A few claps.










Someone whispered, “Fuck, he’s

 

perfect


 
.”










The plug came out with a slick pop.










Dani didn’t wait.










She replaced it with her strap—angled, practiced, brutal.














The first thrust made him tremble.










The second made him leak.










The third?










He came.










Right there.










In front of everyone.










Hands tied to the Seat.










Diaper gaping open.










Pacifier gag in place.










Collar locked.










And the audience?










They

 

cheered


 
.










Phones flashed.










Tips rolled in.










Fem-House gained 2,000 new subscribers by morning.














He was changed right there.










Wiped down like a baby.










Diapered in front of twenty strangers.










Pacified.










Plugged.










And placed back into his cage with the door wide open—because now?










He didn’t need it locked.










He didn’t

 

want


 
to leave.










He was Bunny.










He was theirs.
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