
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Slumber Party Baby: A Taboo ABDL Sorority Humiliation Fantasy




Diaper Domination, Forced Regression & Public Exposure




Introduction to The Slumber Party Baby










A Night He’ll Never Forget—A Nightmare He Can’t Escape










Jake Masters was always the

 

alpha male


 
—the cocky, arrogant jock who thought he was untouchable. At twenty-four, he still carried himself like the king of the world, flashing his

 

chiseled smirk, his muscular physique, and his ruthless charm


 
to get whatever he wanted. Women were

 

conquests, not connections


 
, and when he was done with them, he tossed them aside like yesterday’s news.










But Jake made

 

one mistake


 
.










He

 

ghosted Emily Hastings


 
—a woman far more powerful, far more dangerous than he realized.










When she unexpectedly invites him to a

 

private sorority slumber party


 
, promising him an unforgettable night with her and her

 

stunning, lingerie-clad sisters


 
, Jake is

 

too blinded by lust and arrogance


 
to see the trap closing around him.










Because this isn’t a night of seduction.










It’s a night of

 

complete and total regression.















From Alpha to Sissy Baby










Jake walks into the

 

lavish sorority mansion


 
, expecting a night of debauchery—

 

silk robes slipping off shoulders, teasing glances, whispered promises.


 
The women

 

ooze sexuality


 
, their

 

bodies wrapped in lace, their lips glossed and inviting


 
as they pull him deeper into their web.










But

 

everything changes


 
the moment he takes a sip of his drink.










His

 

limbs grow weak. His body refuses to respond.











By the time he realizes something is

 

terribly wrong


 
, it’s

 

too late


 
.










The women

 

pounce


 
, stripping him down,

 

exposing his deepest humiliation


 
—his

 

tiny, pathetic excuse for manhood.


 
Laughter fills the room, their

 

merciless teasing


 
cutting through his last shreds of confidence as they

 

pinch, inspect, and mock his little clitty.











And then comes

 

the final betrayal.











A

 

changing table. A thick, crinkling pink diaper. A humiliating, frilly dress.












Jake Masters is no longer a man.











He is

 

Baby Jakey now.











Their

 

sissy plaything, their helpless, diapered doll, their toy to tease, break, and humiliate.















Humiliation, Regression, and Complete Control










What follows is

 

a spiral of submission unlike anything he could have imagined.











●

 
       

 

Diaper discipline:


 

Forced to wear and use


 
thick, humiliating diapers,

 

his accidents are inevitable.


 
The girls ensure he is

 

completely dependent


 
, checking and teasing his crinkling bulk constantly.











●

 
       

 

Crossdressing:


 
His once

 

powerful body


 
is now trapped in

 

the shortest, frilliest, most humiliating sissy dresses imaginable.


 
Every movement

 

exposes his thick, crinkling shame.












●

 
       

 

Public exposure:


 

His humiliation isn’t private.


 
Photos, videos, and endless reminders ensure that

 

Baby Jakey is never allowed to forget his new role.












●

 
       

 

Forced orgasms:


 

Pathetically weak, embarrassingly fast, and utterly humiliating.


 
The girls ensure that

 

his baby clitty is trained to respond only to them.












●

 
       

 

Mental regression:


 

Crawling, bottle feedings, diaper checks, sissy twirls.


 
Every moment is designed to

 

strip him of his identity, breaking him further and further.












And worst of all?










The more they

 

tease him, stroke him, control him


 
…










The

 

deeper he falls.











Until there is

 

nothing left


 
of the arrogant, dominant man he once was.










Just

 

a helpless, crinkling, humiliated little baby.











And he

 

belongs to them now.











Forever.









Chapter 1: The Cocky Jock’s Last Mistake










Jake Masters knew he was the kind of man women wanted—and he made damn sure they knew it too.










At

 

twenty-four years old


 
, he still carried the arrogance of a college jock, despite the fact that his days on the football team were long behind him. His

 

broad shoulders, chiseled abs, and cocky smirk


 
had carried him through years of

 

one-night stands, short-lived flings, and women he barely remembered the names of.











And

 

he never apologized for it.











Jake

 

didn’t do commitment.


 
He did

 

conquest.











That’s why when Emily Hastings—

 

rich, stunning, and effortlessly out of his league


 
—had thrown herself at him last year, he hadn’t thought twice about

 

taking what he wanted and walking away.











She had been

 

gorgeous,


 
with her

 

long, silky brunette hair, piercing green eyes, and the kind of body that looked like it had been sculpted by the gods themselves.


 
She came from money, she had connections, and she carried herself like she could

 

ruin a man’s life with a single whisper.











And still, Jake had

 

ghosted her.











No explanation. No excuses. Just

 

a few fun nights in bed


 
and then radio silence.










She had texted him—once.











"So, that’s it?"











Jake had ignored it, just like he always did. He figured

 

she’d get over it.
















The Invitation











Months had passed since he had last seen Emily, and Jake had moved on without a second thought.










Then, out of nowhere, she had

 

messaged him again.












Emily:


 

Hey stranger


 😉



Emily


 
:

 

Some of the girls and I are having a little get-together this weekend. Private invite. Just us and… you


 .



Emily


 
:

 

Come by at 9. You won’t regret it


 .








Jake had

 

laughed.











So

 

she wasn’t over him after all.












Classic.











He had debated for a full two minutes before responding with

 

his usual cocky bravado.












Jake:


 

Damn, Em. Couldn’t stay away, huh?






Emily:


 

You wish. Just thought you might enjoy a night with a bunch of sexy girls in their pajamas. But if you’re too scared…






Jake:


 

You’re gonna have to do better than that, babe. See you at 9.











A private sorority slumber party?

 

Jake could already picture it.












Lingerie, silk robes slipping off shoulders, soft lips, eager hands…











If

 

Emily wanted to throw herself at him again,


 
who was he to say no?











This was going to be the best night of his life.











Or so he thought.















The Sorority House











Jake

 

arrived at 9 sharp, dressed to impress.











Dark jeans, a fitted black shirt that

 

hugged his muscles


 
, a fresh haircut, and

 

that smirk that always got him laid.











The sorority house was

 

massive, a three-story mansion


 
, thanks to

 

Emily’s bottomless trust fund.











The moment he stepped inside, he was greeted by

 

a dozen of the most stunning women he’d ever seen.











And they were

 

all in lingerie.











Silk robes

 

barely clung to their shoulders


 
, revealing

 

lace bras, matching panties, and toned, glistening skin.


 
Stockings hugged their

 

long, sculpted legs


 
, while soft, manicured fingers traced the rims of

 

half-filled wine glasses.












They smelled like heaven.











Emily stood at the center of it all, wearing

 

a sheer white babydoll nightie that left absolutely nothing to the imagination.











Jake swallowed.











"Holy fuck."











She smirked, stepping forward, her perfume invading his senses.










"Glad you made it, Jakey," she purred.










Her voice was

 

silk and poison


 
all at once.










Jake, completely blind to the trap closing around him, flashed his signature

 

panty-dropping grin.











"Ladies," he said smoothly, raking a slow gaze over their barely-covered bodies. "Didn’t know I was walking into heaven tonight."










Emily giggled, twirling a strand of her

 

perfectly styled


 
hair between her fingers.










"Oh, sweetie," she murmured,

 

trailing a hand across his chest.











"You have no idea what you’ve walked into."















The Trap Closes











The drinks flowed freely.










Jake was

 

surrounded by warmth, perfume, giggles.


 
Soft bodies pressing into his, hands

 

brushing against his skin.











He barely noticed how

 

heavy his limbs started to feel.











Didn’t even think about how

 

his head started to spin.











All he knew was that his

 

cock was hard


 
, his

 

ego was soaring,


 
and he was about to have

 

the wildest night of his life.











At least, that’s what he thought—until he

 

tried to stand


 
and his

 

knees buckled.











Soft hands

 

caught him before he could fall,


 
and the room erupted into

 

girlish laughter.











Emily leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear.











"Aww, poor baby looks sleepy."











Jake tried to

 

protest,


 
but his

 

body wouldn’t respond.











His vision blurred. His arms felt

 

like lead.











More

 

laughter.











More

 

hands,


 
touching him, stroking him.










Then, he felt them

 

pulling at his shirt.











He tried to

 

jerk away


 
, but his muscles were

 

completely useless.











Fingers

 

slid beneath his waistband,


 
tugging his jeans down.










Then his

 

boxers.











Jake

 

froze.











The room fell silent for a brief second.










Then—











Laughter exploded around him.












Shrill. Unforgiving. Merciless.











"Oh. My. God."










"Are you serious?!"










"It’s so… tiny!"










Jake’s

 

stomach dropped.











He

 

couldn’t move.


 
Couldn’t

 

cover himself.











Emily stepped into his field of vision,

 

grinning like a cat with a fresh kill.











She knelt beside him,

 

reaching out, pinching his twitching, pathetic cock between two fingers.











"Well, well, well," she purred, tilting her head. "No wonder you’re such a cocky little asshole."










Jake’s

 

entire body burned with humiliation.











And then—










His

 

tiny dick twitched in her grasp.











The laughter

 

intensified.











Emily

 

squeezed it playfully.











"Aww. Did the little baby just get hard?"










Jake

 

wanted to die.











Emily grinned.

 

"Guess we’ll have to dress you properly for your size, huh?"











Jake

 

whimpered.











And then, the

 

nightmare truly began.










Chapter 2: Seduced, Stripped, and Sissified










The moment Jake felt the first tug on his waistband,

 

his entire world collapsed into horror.











His

 

jeans slid down his legs


 
, pooling at his ankles, leaving him

 

completely exposed


 
in just his boxers.










But the girls weren’t done.











A dozen manicured hands


 
closed in, their soft fingers

 

hooking into the elastic band of his last remaining protection.











Jake tried to

 

thrash


 
, to

 

pull away


 
, but his

 

body refused to obey.











The

 

drugged alcohol had done its job.











And then, with one

 

firm tug—his boxers were gone.











For the first time in his life,

 

Jake Masters was completely naked in front of a group of women—without control.











And they were

 

laughing.
















The Sorority’s Seductive Domination











The room around him was

 

a haze of silk, lace, and cruel, knowing smirks.











Every single woman in the room was

 

breathtakingly gorgeous


 
, their bodies

 

wrapped in outfits designed to tease, to seduce, to torment.











They

 

oozed sexuality


 
, their

 

long legs


 
crossed lazily, their

 

full breasts barely contained within sheer lace fabrics.











●

 
       

 

Emily


 
, the queen of their little empire, sat at the center in a

 

white, semi-transparent babydoll dress, trimmed with delicate lace.


 
The sheer fabric left

 

nothing to the imagination


 
, her

 

nipples peeking through


 
, the hem

 

just long enough to brush the tops of her creamy thighs.












●

 
       

 

Sophia


 
, a tall brunette with

 

piercing blue eyes and a devilish smile


 
, lounged in

 

a silk robe left completely open, revealing a tight, lacy black thong that hugged her hips and a matching lace bra that barely contained her curves.


 
She idly ran a finger along the rim of her wine glass, her smirk growing wider.











●

 
       

 

Ava


 
, the sorority’s blonde bombshell, was

 

stretched out on the couch


 
, her

 

long, toned legs wrapped in sheer stockings and a garter belt.


 
Her

 

deep red lipstick was flawless


 
, and when she smirked, her

 

tongue flicked teasingly against her teeth.












All of them had one thing in common:

 

they were predators.











And Jake?











Jake was their prey.
















The Mockery of His Manhood











"Wow,"

 

Sophia purred


 
, setting her glass aside. "I mean, I knew he was an asshole, but I didn’t realize it was

 

compensation.


 
"










More

 

giggles


 
.










"Seriously,"

 

Ava leaned forward, resting her chin in her palm.


 
"He walked in here like he was some kind of sex god, and… this?"










Emily knelt beside him, her

 

green eyes flashing with amusement.











Her

 

soft fingers reached forward, closing around his pathetic, twitching cock.











She held it

 

between two fingers, like she was inspecting a bug.











"Aww," she whispered, squeezing ever so lightly.

 

"It’s so tiny."











Jake

 

groaned, humiliated beyond belief.











His

 

cock twitched


 
under her touch, and the room

 

erupted into laughter.











"Oh my god," Sophia gasped.

 

"It’s actually getting hard?"











"That is the saddest thing I’ve ever seen," Ava added.










Emily giggled,

 

giving it a playful flick.











"You know," she said thoughtfully,

 

"I don’t think this even qualifies as a cock. I think it’s more like a… baby clitty."












Laughter exploded.












"Oh my god, YES!"











"Baby clitty! Baby clitty!"










Jake

 

squirmed, his face burning red.











Emily gave his

 

helpless little dick one last squeeze before letting go.











"Well," she sighed, dusting off her hands.

 

"Guess we’ll just have to dress you properly for your size."
















The Forced Diapering











Jake

 

tried to struggle


 
as the girls

 

grabbed him, flipping him onto his back.











He felt

 

fabric beneath him—soft, crinkling.











His stomach

 

dropped.











Ava grinned,

 

holding up a thick, pink diaper covered in babyish prints of bunnies and bows.











"Aww, Jakey," she cooed.

 

"Since your little clitty is too small for big boy underwear, we got you something much more fitting."











Jake

 

groaned in horror.











Emily

 

sprinkled cold baby powder over his cock,


 
making him

 

twitch involuntarily.











"Babies need to smell nice," she teased.










Then—











The thick padding was pulled up between his legs.











Jake

 

felt the bulk immediately.











It was

 

massive, thick enough to spread his legs apart, making it impossible to close them properly.











Sophia

 

fastened the tabs securely, ensuring he was fully trapped.











Then came the

 

final humiliation.











Ava

 

snapped a pair of locking plastic panties over the diaper, securing them in place.












Click.











Jake’s

 

heart pounded.











There was

 

no escape.
















The Sissy Dress-Up











Jake barely had time to process his

 

humiliation


 
before he was

 

dragged up onto shaky legs.











Emily held up

 

his new outfit.











It was

 

a nightmare in pink satin and lace.











●

 
       

 
A

 

short, poofy babydoll dress


 
, trimmed in

 

white ruffles,


 
the hem

 

just barely covering his massive, crinkling diaper.












●

 
       

 

Matching white stockings


 
with

 

pink bows at the tops.












●

 
       

 
A

 

frilly pink bonnet


 
, which Emily

 

tied snugly under his chin.












●

 
       

 

Locking mittens


 
, ensuring he was

 

completely helpless.












The moment the dress

 

slipped over his head,


 
the

 

girls shrieked with delight.











"Oh. My. God."










"He’s so precious!"










Jake

 

stared into the mirror.











And

 

his stomach dropped.











The cocky, dominant jock was

 

gone.











In his place stood a

 

crinkling, blushing, diapered sissy baby.











Emily

 

clipped a pacifier gag into his mouth.












"Time for the baby games."











Jake

 

whimpered.











And the

 

real humiliation


 
began.









Chapter 3: The Sorority’s New Baby










Jake couldn’t recognize himself anymore.










The

 

mirror


 
reflected a nightmare—a

 

grown man forced into a humiliatingly frilly, short babydoll dress


 
, the

 

delicate pink fabric barely covering the thick, crinkling diaper bulging between his legs.











His

 

muscular arms were now trapped in soft, locking mittens


 
, ensuring he was

 

completely helpless.


 
His

 

legs


 
, once powerful from years of football, were now

 

exposed in white thigh-high stockings


 
, pink bows decorating the tops like

 

he was some ridiculous, oversized doll.











The final

 

indignity?


 
The

 

bonnet tied snugly under his chin


 
, framing his

 

horrified expression


 
, and the

 

pink pacifier gag clipped into place


 
, muffling any protests he might have dared to make.










He wasn’t Jake Masters anymore.










He was

 

their baby.











And the

 

games


 
were about to begin.















Forced to Play











Ava

 

clapped her hands together, grinning.











"Alright, girls! Time for

 

Baby Jakey’s first playtime!


 
"










A chorus of

 

giggles


 
filled the room.










Jake

 

shook his head furiously


 
, trying to back away—only for

 

Emily to grab his wrist.











"Ah ah, babies don’t get to say no," she cooed,

 

pulling him forward effortlessly.


 
"You’re going to play nice for Mommy, aren’t you?"










Jake

 

groaned behind his pacifier gag, but his fate was already sealed.
















Game 1: The Sissy Parade











The girls

 

gathered in a circle


 
, forming an impromptu

 

runway.











"Okay, Baby Jakey,"

 

Sophia purred, holding up her phone.


 
"We want to see

 

how pretty you look


 
in your little sissy dress.

 

Give us a twirl.


 
"










Jake

 

froze.











He

 

shook his head, refusing.











Emily

 

sighed, stepping forward.











"Oh, baby. You’re still trying to be a big boy, aren’t you?"










Jake

 

grunted in frustration, trying to keep some last shred of his dignity.











That’s when

 

Emily’s fingers slid under his dress and cupped the front of his thick diaper.











Jake

 

went rigid.











The

 

warm pressure against his humiliatingly padded groin


 
made him shudder.










Emily

 

leaned in, whispering just for him.











"Either you dance for us,

 

or I start rubbing this little diaper until you make a big sticky mess in front of everyone.


 
"










Jake’s

 

stomach dropped.











His

 

face burned hot with humiliation.











He

 

knew she wasn’t bluffing.












With a shaky breath, he lifted the edges of his dress… and spun.











The room

 

exploded with laughter.











"AWWWW!"










"Look at that crinkly waddle!"










"He’s like a little princess!"










Jake’s

 

heart pounded as he twirled


 
, the movement

 

making his thick diaper rustle loudly.











His

 

muscular body


 
, once the envy of every guy in his fraternity, now

 

looked ridiculous in the delicate, flowing fabric.











Sophia

 

snapped pictures, making sure to capture his red-faced shame.











"That’s going

 

straight to the sorority group chat.


 
"















Game 2: Diaper Check in Front of Everyone











Jake barely had time to

 

catch his breath


 
before Ava

 

pulled him down onto her lap.











"Now, I know you’re all excited to see Jakey’s little show," she purred,

 

stroking his bonnet-covered head,


 
"but we need to make sure our baby

 

is nice and dry.


 
"










Jake’s

 

eyes widened in horror.












No. No way.











He

 

tried to squirm away


 
, but Ava

 

held him down effortlessly.











Sophia

 

grinned, reaching forward.












Fingers hooked under the waistband of his plastic panties.











She

 

pulled them down slightly, exposing the thick padding underneath.











The

 

cold air


 
against his

 

powdered crotch


 
made Jake

 

whimper.











"Awww, look at that little thing," Sophia

 

giggled, pressing her palm against the thick diaper.


 
"Still dry…

 

for now.


 
"










Emily

 

smirked.











"Guess we need to fix that."















Game 3: Forced Accidents











Jake was

 

dragged onto the couch


 
, his

 

thickly padded bottom sinking into the cushions.











Emily held up a

 

large baby bottle


 
, filled with

 

a suspiciously warm, creamy liquid.











"Drink up, Baby Jakey," she cooed.










Jake

 

shook his head, eyes wide.











Emily

 

sighed dramatically.











"Girls, hold him down."










Ava and Sophia

 

grabbed his arms


 
, pinning him in place.










Emily

 

pressed the bottle against his lips, forcing the nipple past his pacifier gag.











"Come on, sweetheart.

 

Drink.


 
"










Jake

 

had no choice.












Warm, sickly-sweet liquid flooded his mouth.











And as he swallowed,

 

he felt the first hints of something dangerous.











Something… wrong.










A

 

tingling in his stomach.











Ava

 

stroked his cheek.











"Don’t worry, baby," she whispered.

 

"That’s just the diuretic kicking in."











Jake’s

 

blood ran cold.












They were going to make him wet himself.
















Game 4: The Diapered "Big Boy" Test











The

 

next hour was torture.











Jake

 

squirmed helplessly


 
, his stomach

 

gurgling


 
, his

 

bladder growing fuller by the second.











Emily and the girls

 

sat around, watching him suffer.











Finally, Emily

 

leaned in, brushing her fingers along his trembling chin.











"Aww," she whispered.

 

"Is Baby Jakey trying to hold it in?"











Jake

 

shook his head furiously.











He

 

wouldn’t. He wouldn’t.











Sophia

 

grinned.











"Let’s help him."











Fingers pressed against his padded crotch.











Jake

 

gasped.











Emily’s

 

hand rubbed slow, firm circles over the thick diaper.











Jake

 

trembled, sweat beading on his forehead.











He

 

tried so hard to resist.











But the pressure…










The humiliating

 

warmth against his cock…











The way the girls

 

cooed and giggled…











It was

 

too much.











Jake

 

let out a muffled whimper.











And then…











It happened.











Warmth

 

flooded his diaper.











The room

 

erupted into laughter.











Jake

 

felt his soul shatter.











Emily

 

clapped her hands together, grinning.











"AWWWW!"










"Our big, strong jock just WET HIMSELF!"











Jake was broken.












Humiliated beyond belief.











And worst of all?











The night was far from over.










Chapter 4: The Sorority’s Plaything










Jake sat

 

frozen in his wet, swollen diaper


 
, the

 

warmth still spreading through the thick padding


 
, the

 

moist crinkle echoing in the silent room.











The girls

 

stared at him


 
, their

 

laughter still ringing in his ears


 
, their

 

faces painted with amused cruelty.











Emily was the first to move, stepping forward and

 

cupping his chin


 
, forcing him to meet her

 

emerald-green eyes.











"Aww, poor baby," she whispered, her voice dripping with

 

mock sympathy.











Jake

 

shuddered, humiliated beyond words.











But deep inside him, buried under

 

layers of resistance and shame, was something worse.












A tiny, shameful part of him… liked this.











His

 

cock twitched.











And Emily

 

saw.











Her

 

grin widened.











"Oh. My. God," she breathed.

 

"No way."
















Breaking the Last Shreds of His Manhood











Emily’s

 

hand moved slowly, tracing down his chest, down his trembling stomach, down—












Right over his diapered crotch.











Jake

 

gasped, his body betraying him again.











Ava

 

clapped her hands.











"Girls!

 

He’s actually getting hard!


 
"










The room

 

exploded in laughter.











"Oh my god, that’s the

 

saddest


 
thing I’ve ever seen."










"He just

 

pissed himself like a baby


 
, and now he’s excited?"










Sophia

 

giggled, kneeling beside him.











"Maybe this little sissy

 

actually likes being Mommy’s baby.


 
"










Jake

 

shook his head furiously


 
, his

 

face burning red.











But

 

his body told a different story.











Emily’s

 

fingers pressed down slightly on the thick padding, rubbing slow, teasing circles over his pathetic little bulge.











Jake

 

whimpered.











Emily

 

smirked.











"Let’s see just

 

how weak you are, Baby Jakey.


 
"















Forced Diaper Humping











Jake barely had time to react before

 

Emily pushed him onto his back.











She

 

straddled him, her thighs firm against his sides, pinning him completely.











Her

 

warm hands traced over his chest, down his stomach, teasing.











Then, with

 

deliberate cruelty


 
, she began to

 

rub.












Slow. Teasing. Firm pressure against the thick, soaked diaper.











Jake’s

 

entire body jerked in humiliation.











"Ohhh," Emily purred.

 

"Look at that little thing twitching. He can’t even help it."











The

 

other girls leaned in, watching in amusement.











"Aww, he’s

 

humping!


 
"










"He’s literally

 

grinding his soggy diaper


 
like a desperate little baby!"










Jake

 

squirmed, horrified, but his body refused to listen.











His

 

hips bucked involuntarily


 
, seeking the

 

friction.











Emily

 

giggled, pressing down harder.











"You wanna

 

cum in your diapies, don’t you, baby?


 
"










Jake

 

groaned, humiliated beyond belief.












"Nnngh—!"











The

 

heat. The pressure. The laughter.











It was

 

too much.











Jake

 

let out a muffled whimper behind his pacifier gag—











And then, his

 

tiny cock twitched violently.











And

 

he came.












Hard.












Pathetically.












Helplessly.











Right into his

 

soaked, crinkling diaper.
















The Aftermath of His Weakness











The room

 

erupted in laughter.











Emily

 

leaned back, hands on her hips, shaking her head.











"Wow. That was…" She

 

paused, pretending to think.











"The

 

weakest little orgasm I’ve ever seen.


 
"










Jake

 

lay there, panting, mortified.











Sophia

 

reached out, squeezing the front of his diaper.











"Ewww," she giggled.

 

"He made such a sticky little mess!"











Ava

 

leaned in, fake-pouting.











"Aww, did

 

Baby Jakey squirt all over himself?


 
"










Jake

 

groaned, eyes squeezing shut.











Emily

 

grinned wickedly.











"Babies

 

don’t cum like men.


 
They just

 

make little sticky messes in their diapies.


 
"










She

 

patted his soaked crotch.











"And guess what, baby?"










Jake

 

peeked up, stomach twisting.











Emily’s

 

grin widened.











"

 

You’re staying in it.


 
"















The Final Humiliation: Public Display











Before Jake could

 

beg for relief


 
, Sophia and Ava

 

grabbed him


 
, dragging him toward the

 

crib waiting in the corner of the room.











Jake

 

whimpered, struggling weakly.











Emily

 

snapped open the bars, gesturing inside.











"

 

In you go, baby.


 
"










Jake

 

shook his head frantically.











Emily

 

sighed.











"You

 

don’t want to?


 
" She tapped her chin.

 

"Okay, girls—guess we’ll have to let everyone see the pictures instead."











Jake

 

froze.











He

 

knew what she meant.











If he refused…











The entire university would see him like this.











The

 

pacifier gag muffled his broken sob.











Slowly—

 

humiliated beyond words—he crawled into the crib.











Emily

 

locked the bars behind him.











"

 

Sweet dreams, baby.


 
"










And then—

 

they left him there.












Stuck.












Sticky.












Broken.











And the

 

worst part?











He

 

knew this wasn’t the end.










Chapter 5: Breaking Baby Jakey










Jake had

 

nothing left.











He was

 

trapped in his thick, crinkling diapers


 
, dressed in

 

a humiliatingly short, lace-trimmed baby dress


 
, his

 

tiny cock locked under layers of puffy padding


 
, his

 

body powdered, perfumed, and helpless.











His

 

mittens kept him from fighting back.











His

 

leashed pacifier gag kept him from begging for mercy.











And worst of all?










His

 

mind


 
was slipping.










He should have

 

been fighting this.











He should have

 

been screaming.











But the

 

soft caresses, the cooing voices, the constant teasing and touch…











It was all

 

breaking him.











And Emily

 

knew.











She

 

loomed over him now,


 
her perfect lips curling into a knowing smile.










"You’ve been such a good baby for us," she purred.










Jake

 

whimpered behind his pacifier.











"Let’s see if you’re ready for the final step."















A Baby’s Morning Routine











Before Jake could

 

process what that meant


 
, the girls were at his crib, unlocking the bars and

 

hauling him out onto the floor.











His

 

diaper was cold and clammy now


 
, the

 

stickiness clinging to him in the most degrading way possible.











"Aww,"

 

Sophia cooed.


 
"

 

Did baby sleep well in his messy little pampers?


 
"










Jake

 

groaned into his pacifier gag, shaking his head.











Emily

 

stroked his cheek.











"That’s okay, sweetheart.

 

Mommy’s gonna make sure you start the day nice and fresh.


 
"










Jake

 

perked up slightly.











A… a change?










Was she finally going to

 

let him out of this disgusting, humiliating mess?











Emily must have

 

seen the hope in his eyes


 
, because she

 

smirked.











"Oh, baby," she cooed,

 

pressing a finger to his lips.











"Not yet."










Jake’s

 

stomach dropped.
















Forced to Eat Like a Helpless Baby











The girls

 

grabbed him, pulling him onto Sophia’s lap.











Jake

 

squirmed, his crinkling diaper rustling loudly.











Then he saw what

 

Emily was holding.











A

 

huge pink baby bottle.











Filled with

 

a thick, creamy white liquid.











Jake’s

 

stomach twisted in horror.











His muffled protests

 

were ignored


 
as Emily

 

popped out his pacifier gag, forcing the rubber nipple into his mouth.











"Suck, baby," she whispered.










Jake

 

shook his head, refusing.











Emily

 

sighed dramatically.











"You know what happens when babies don’t drink their milk?"










Sophia

 

grinned, sliding her fingers beneath the waistband of his soggy diaper.











Jake

 

froze.











Sophia

 

giggled, pressing a teasing touch against his still-sensitive cock.











"You drink… or we make sure you’re a sticky little mess all over again."










Jake’s

 

face burned hot.












Trembling, humiliated, defeated—he sucked.











The

 

sweet, thick liquid coated his tongue, flooding his mouth.











And

 

he swallowed.












Again. And again.












All while the girls cooed and teased him.












All while Sophia continued to rub slow, teasing circles over his swollen diaper.











By the time the bottle was

 

empty


 
, Jake was

 

shaking


 
, his

 

cock weak and twitching inside the sticky padding.











Emily

 

stroked his hair.











"Good baby."











Regressing Further: The Changing Table











Finally, they

 

lifted him up


 
, carrying him toward the

 

changing table.











Jake

 

tried not to shudder


 
as they laid him down, his

 

legs spread wide


 
, his

 

soaked, sticky diaper on full display.











Emily leaned over,

 

smirking down at him.











"You know, babies don’t get to be shy about their diapies," she murmured.










Jake

 

whimpered, face burning.











Ava

 

reached forward, pressing her hand against the front of his swollen padding.











She

 

gave it a squeeze.











Jake

 

squirmed.











"Awww," she giggled.

 

"He’s still a little squishy down there."











Jake

 

wanted to die.











Sophia

 

popped open the tapes, peeling the wet, sticky diaper away.











"Look at that poor little thing," she giggled.

 

"It’s barely even a penis anymore."











Emily

 

held up a fresh, fluffy pink diaper, covered in even more humiliating baby prints.











"But that’s okay," she said sweetly.

 

"You won’t be needing one anyway."











Jake’s

 

heart pounded.











Emily

 

lifted his legs effortlessly


 
, sliding the

 

fresh padding under his helpless, exposed bottom.











Jake

 

shuddered at the soft crinkle of the plastic against his skin.











Sophia

 

poured a generous amount of baby powder over his crotch, giggling as his tiny cock twitched from the cool sensation.











Ava

 

snapped the diaper up between his legs, fastening it securely.












Thick. Puffy. Inescapable.











Jake

 

felt his stomach twist in despair.











He

 

wasn’t getting out of diapers.











He was just being

 

kept as their sissy baby forever.
















The Final Lesson: Acceptance











Once he was

 

re-diapered, redressed, and properly humiliated


 
, Emily

 

grabbed his chin again.











She looked

 

straight into his eyes.











"You’re starting to accept this, aren’t you, baby?" she whispered.










Jake

 

shook his head violently.












"No," he wanted to say. "Never."











But deep inside him…











He wasn’t so sure anymore.











Emily

 

smiled.











She

 

patted the front of his thick diaper, making it crinkle loudly.











"Don’t worry, baby," she cooed.

 

"We’ll make sure you don’t have to think anymore. Just wet. Just suckle. Just obey."











Jake

 

whimpered.











And

 

the night wasn’t over yet.










Chapter 6: The Sorority’s Forever Baby











(Final Chapter: Complete Submission, Mental Regression, and Total Sissy Diaper Slavery)











Jake had

 

nothing left.











He was

 

trapped in his thick, crinkling diapers


 
, dressed in

 

a humiliatingly short, lace-trimmed baby dress


 
, his

 

tiny cock locked under layers of puffy padding


 
, his

 

body powdered, perfumed, and helpless.











His

 

mittens kept him from fighting back.











His

 

leashed pacifier gag kept him from begging for mercy.











And worst of all?










His

 

mind


 
was slipping.










He should have

 

been fighting this.











He should have

 

been screaming.











But the

 

soft caresses, the cooing voices, the constant teasing and touch…











It was all

 

breaking him.











And Emily

 

knew.











She

 

loomed over him now,


 
her perfect lips curling into a knowing smile.










"You’ve been such a good baby for us," she purred.










Jake

 

whimpered behind his pacifier.











"Let’s see if you’re ready for the final step."















The Final Test: Acceptance











Emily

 

snapped her fingers.











Immediately,

 

Ava and Sophia


 
moved forward, lifting Jake onto the

 

plush pink rug in the center of the room.











They

 

forced him onto all fours, making his thickly padded ass stick up obscenely.











The

 

other girls gathered around


 
, sitting in a

 

circle, sipping wine, watching.











Jake

 

shuddered, feeling their eyes on him.











Emily

 

lowered herself to his level, stroking his powdered cheek.











"You’re going to

 

crawl to each of us,


 
" she whispered.










Jake’s

 

heart pounded.











"And you’re going to

 

curtsy, bow, and thank us


 
for making you

 

our little diapered princess.


 
"










A chorus of

 

mocking giggles


 
filled the room.










Jake’s

 

face burned hot.











He

 

shook his head, trembling.











He

 

couldn’t.











He

 

couldn’t—











Emily’s

 

hand slid beneath his dress, pressing firmly against his thick diaper.











Jake

 

gasped.











"Or…"










She

 

rubbed in slow, gentle circles, applying just enough pressure to make his tiny cock twitch pathetically beneath the swollen padding.











"You can

 

make another sticky little mess for us.


 
"










Jake

 

whimpered, shuddering.











Trapped.










Humiliated.











Owned.











Slowly—

 

shaking, broken, defeated—he crawled forward.











He reached

 

Sophia first.












Lowered his head.












Curtsied as best he could in his ridiculous dress.












And whimpered through his pacifier gag…












"Th-thank you, Miss Sophia… f-for making me your… y-your…"











He

 

squeezed his eyes shut.












"Your… diapered sissy baby."











The

 

room erupted in laughter.











Sophia

 

cupped his chin, lifting it gently.











"Awww," she cooed.

 

"Good girl."











She

 

patted his diapered crotch.











"Now, on to the next one."










And

 

so he crawled.











To

 

Ava.











To

 

Emily.











To

 

each of them.











And with

 

every curtsy, every humiliating bow, every muffled, stammering ‘thank you’…











Something inside him

 

snapped.












The last piece of Jake Masters—the cocky, arrogant jock—was gone.











There was

 

only Baby Jakey now.











Their

 

helpless, obedient, forever diapered plaything.
















The Final Ritual: Marking Him as Theirs











Emily

 

stood, towering over him.











She

 

held up a delicate silver chain.











Dangling from it was a

 

locket, shaped like a pacifier.











Jake

 

stared at it, heart pounding.











"This," Emily whispered, "is what makes it official."










She

 

lowered the chain around his neck.











Jake

 

shuddered as the cool metal settled against his chest.











"You belong to us now," she whispered.










The girls

 

cheered, clapping, laughing.












Jake Masters was no more.











And Baby Jakey?










He would

 

never be a man again.
















Final Scene: His New Life











The

 

next morning


 
, Jake

 

awoke in his crib


 
, his

 

diaper swollen, his mouth still suckling on a rubber pacifier.











He didn’t

 

try to escape.











Didn’t

 

fight.











Just

 

lay there.











Waiting.










Because he

 

knew his new Mommies would come soon.











He

 

belonged to them now.











And

 

forever.
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