
        
            
                
            
        

    


Squad Baby: The Cheerleaders’ Secret Mascot




A Dark MDLB ABDL Cheerleader Humiliation Romance Featuring Diapers, Discipline, and Sweet Cruelty




Introduction










It started with a fall.










One stupid, clumsy fall that changed everything.










Jamie wasn’t the kind of guy people noticed—at least, not in a good way. He wasn’t popular. Wasn’t athletic. Wasn’t anything, really. He blended in like wallpaper: quiet, average, maybe a little awkward. The kind of guy who stayed out of trouble, kept his head down, and hoped no one remembered his name by the end of the semester.










But that day, he was running.










It was late—close to sunset. The gym hallway was empty, echoing with the squeak of his sneakers. He wasn’t even sure why he ran anymore. Just another PE class turned nightmare. The jocks thought it was hilarious to mess with him. Snap his waistband. Steal his shoes. Push him into lockers when no one was looking.










So when they started chasing him—just for laughs, they said—he ran.










Panicked, breathless, he ducked into the first open door he could find. He slammed it shut behind him, heart pounding, and realized too late it wasn’t a classroom. It was the cheer squad’s private locker room.










He froze. The scent hit him first—sweet perfume, warm fabric, something unmistakably feminine in the air. Duffle bags lay everywhere, open and overflowing. Colorful bras, glossy lipsticks, short skirts folded on top of extra pom-poms. For a moment, he just stood there, too stunned to move.










Then he tripped.










One bag was right under his foot. He crashed forward, catching himself against the edge of the bench—but not before landing face-first in a pile of soft fabric.










Panties. Lacy, girly, unmistakably worn panties.










He scrambled back like they burned him, but it was too late.










The door opened behind him with a soft

 

click.











And in stepped

 

Talia.











Captain of the cheer squad. Queen of the school. Beautiful, commanding, the kind of girl who knew how to break people with just a smile.










She stopped. Her eyes flicked to the panties in his hand, to the panic on his face, to his mouth fumbling for words.












“Wow,” she said, cool and sharp. “Caught red-handed.”














He stammered. “I–I wasn’t—I swear, I just fell—”










Click.










She raised her phone. One photo. Just one. Him crouched there, face flushed, panties in his fist.












“You know, perverts like you don’t usually get second chances,” she murmured, tapping her screen casually. “But I’m feeling generous today.”














Jamie’s stomach dropped.












“So here’s what’s going to happen,” she said, stepping closer. “You’re going to do exactly what I say. No arguing, no whining. You’re going to be a good little boy for me and my girls. And if you even

 

think


 
of saying no…”




She showed him the photo.




“Police. Principal. Maybe your mommy. You choose.”














His throat dried. He nodded. He didn’t know what else to do.










That was the start.










The next day, she slipped him a package under the lunch table. “Your uniform,” she whispered.










Inside: a training pacifier, a folded diaper, and a note:













Try it on tonight. Send a pic. Or else.















His hands shook the whole night.










She didn’t tell the rest of the squad immediately—she wanted to play with him first. Diapers under his pants. Bottles instead of cups. Whispered commands in the hallway: “Crinkle louder when you walk.” “Hold my books like a good boy.” “Wanna earn your paci today?”










He obeyed. Not because he liked it. At least, that’s what he told himself.










But it got worse.










One afternoon, she told him they were going to do a “private rehearsal”—just the girls and their new “team baby.” They dressed him in a cheer skirt, pink and way too short. When he hesitated, asking for something to wear underneath, she giggled.












“Of course, silly. Wear this.”














She handed him the thickest, crinkliest diaper he had ever seen.












“No one’s gonna see. It’s just us girls.”














He believed her.










He thought it was a game.










He didn’t realize the entire school would be there.










Didn’t realize the “private rehearsal” was the

 

pep rally.











Didn’t realize the whole gym would erupt in laughter when he jumped… and his skirt flipped up.










He saw phones in the crowd.










He saw Talia’s smirk.










And he felt the warmth of his own embarrassment soaking through the padding between his thighs.










From that moment on, he wasn’t just a secret.










He was the

 

squad’s property.










Chapter One — Caught










Jamie wasn’t supposed to be here.










Not in the gym.




Not after hours.




And definitely not face down in a pile of glitter-covered pom-poms, with his nose buried in something that definitely wasn’t school-issued.










He hadn’t meant to hide in the cheer room—it just sort of

 

happened.











The day had already been a disaster. Three missed questions in math. His gym locker “accidentally” dumped into the pool by Tyler and his idiot friends. And when they started chasing him through the hallway, laughing like it was the funniest game in the world, Jamie did the only thing his body knew:

 

run.











He didn’t even see the sign on the door.




Only realized where he was when he stumbled in, slammed it shut, and turned around.










Silence.










It was warm in here. Clean, almost too clean. The overhead lights glowed softly, and the air smelled like vanilla lotion and sweat. A stack of folded uniforms sat in the corner. Lip gloss tubes spilled from an open makeup bag. Two bras—neon pink and silky black—were looped over the locker door like trophies.










Jamie’s eyes widened. His heart still pounding, he backed up fast—too fast.










His heel caught the strap of a gym bag, and before he could react—











THUMP.











He fell.




Right into the heap of laundry.




And right onto a soft, lacey pair of—











“Oh. My. God.”











A voice, sharp and stunned, cut through the room like a whip.




Jamie froze.










Slowly, painfully, he looked up.











Talia.











Captain of the cheer squad. She stood in the doorway, long legs crossed, her high ponytail swaying as she tilted her head. Her crop top clung to her curves. Her short pleated skirt barely moved as she stepped forward with a dangerous sort of grace—like a lioness deciding whether to play with her prey or eat it.










Jamie scrambled to sit up, his hands flailing to hide what was in them.










Too late.










She smiled. Not kindly.












“Didn’t know you were such a little

 

panty sniffer


 
, Jamie.”














“I—I didn’t—” he stammered, face already burning. “I didn’t

 

mean


 
—”










Click.










Her phone was already out.




She snapped a photo with perfect timing.




The angle. The lighting. Him holding a soft pink thong in his clenched, trembling fingers.










He felt the floor fall out beneath him.










“No no no, please delete that—please—I didn’t mean to touch anything—"












“Oh, you touched,” she said, raising an eyebrow. “You

 

definitely


 
touched.”














She walked forward slowly, tapping her phone as if flipping through her camera roll. “Y’know, this would

 

not


 
go over well with the school board. Or the police. I mean... locker room intrusion? With photographic proof?”










Jamie shook his head violently. “No! It was a mistake! I was just running, and the jocks were—”










She held up a hand. “Save it.”










Another step. She was standing right over him now, her perfect white sneakers inches from his knees.




He tried to look away. Tried not to cry.










She crouched down, balancing on the balls of her feet. Her eyes narrowed.




Then, softly:












“Here’s how this works, little boy. You do what I say—

 

everything


 
I say—and this little photo never sees the light of day. Understand?”














He blinked. “W-what?”












“Don’t act stupid. You’re already halfway there.”




She smirked. “I mean look at you. Flushed, sweaty, nose deep in my panties. You're basically begging for discipline.”














He opened his mouth but no sound came out.










Talia stood up and brushed off her skirt like she was bored. “You’ll show up tomorrow after school. Same room. Alone. You’ll wait for me on the bench. If you’re late... well…” she waved her phone. “I’m sure your mom would

 

love


 
to know what you’ve been up to.”










Jamie nodded quickly, desperate, humiliated, dizzy.










She turned to leave, then paused at the door.












“Oh. And wear something easy to take off.”




She winked. “We’re gonna need access.”














The door clicked shut behind her.










And Jamie sat there alone, still kneeling in her laundry, the scent of humiliation thick in the air.










He didn’t know it yet.










But this was just the beginning.











Chapter Two — His First Rule










Jamie didn’t sleep that night.










Every time he closed his eyes, he saw her face—smirking, cruel, beautiful. Talia.










Her words echoed like a curse.












“Wear something easy to take off.”




“We’re gonna need access.”














He checked his phone at least a hundred times. No texts. No posts. No leaks. The photo wasn’t out—yet.










But it could be. Any second.










By the time the last bell rang the next day, he was a wreck. His palms were sweaty. His backpack felt like dead weight on his shoulders. And when he passed the gym doors, it felt like walking toward his own execution.










She was already there.










Talia sat cross-legged on the same locker room bench, phone in hand, legs swaying rhythmically in her cheer skirt. She didn’t look up when he entered—just kept scrolling.












“Close the door behind you.”














Jamie obeyed.












“Take off your shoes.”














He hesitated, then slipped them off, heart pounding.












“Socks too.”














The rubber floor was cold under his bare feet. She finally looked up, giving him a slow once-over.












“You’re late.”














“It’s 3:02,” he whispered.










She tilted her head. “And I said

 

after


 
school. Which technically means

 

immediately


 
. You’ll learn.”










He swallowed. “What do you want from me?”










Her smile widened. She stood, circling him slowly. “Everything, Jamie.”










He stiffened as she leaned in behind him, brushing her fingers against the strap of his backpack.












“You’re going to be our little helper. Our mascot. Our cheer

 

pet.


 
”




She dropped her voice. “And if you behave… maybe I’ll even let you lick my shoes someday.”














His face flushed crimson.










She snapped her fingers.












“Strip.”














“What?”












“I said take. It. Off.”




She crossed her arms. “Or should I call Coach Taylor and ask him to check his email inbox?”














Jamie’s hands shook as he unzipped his hoodie. Then his shirt. Then slowly—agonizingly—his pants.










He stood there in his plain grey briefs, too ashamed to look up.










Talia pulled a gym bag from behind the bench and unzipped it.










Inside: a folded onesie, a pacifier with a clip, a bottle filled with something milky… and sitting proudly on top of it all, like a crown:










A thick, pastel pink diaper. Covered in cartoon hearts.










Jamie stared at it in horror.










Talia grinned. “You didn’t think you were going to be our

 

big boy


 
, did you?”










“I—I can’t—this is too much—”










She sighed, then tapped her phone.












“Page one of our photo album. You with my panties. Page two could be this exact conversation. Should I go live?”














His hands moved on their own. Down came the briefs.




He stood naked, humiliated, trembling.










Talia didn’t flinch. She unfolded the diaper slowly, letting it crinkle loudly in the silence. “Lie down. On the bench.”










He looked like he might faint.












“Now.”














He climbed onto the bench. The cold vinyl stung his skin. Talia stood over him like a queen at her throne.










She slid the diaper under his hips with practiced ease. She didn’t fumble. Didn’t hesitate. Just yanked it into place, smoothed it over his cock, and taped it shut.












“There we go. So snug. So

 

cute.


 
”














Jamie couldn’t breathe. He stared at the ceiling, trying not to cry.










She clipped the pacifier to his chest. “That stays in reach at all times. If you get fussy, you use it.”










Then she pulled out the baby pink onesie. “Arms up.”










He obeyed.










She tugged it down over his head, fastened the crotch snaps with three loud

 

clicks


 
, and stepped back.












“Adorable.”














Jamie sat up slowly, the diaper thick and tight between his legs. He couldn’t even close them fully.












“Get used to it,” Talia said, folding her arms. “From now on, this is your uniform when you’re with me.”














He opened his mouth, but no words came.










Talia walked up close and whispered in his ear.












“Tomorrow… you’ll meet the rest of the squad.”














She kissed his cheek like a mother praising her baby.












“And they’re

 

so


 
excited to play.”













Chapter Three — Meet the Squad










The next day, Jamie didn’t walk to the locker room.










He shuffled.










The thick diaper between his thighs made every step feel exaggerated. Every crinkle sounded louder than it had any right to. And though he wore loose sweatpants over the pink onesie Talia had ordered him to wear underneath, he still felt exposed—like every student in the hallway could see right through his clothes and hear the shame between his legs.










By the time he reached the door, his hands were trembling.










He hesitated. For a second, he considered turning back, running, telling someone—

 

anyone.











But he didn’t.










Because he already knew what Talia would do.




And what she had on her phone.










He opened the door.










Laughter spilled out.










The entire cheer squad was already there—stretching, giggling, fixing their makeup, chatting in that casually cruel way girls who ruled a school could.










And then they saw

 

him.











Talia stood in the center like a goddess, tossing her ponytail back as she turned to greet him.












“Ladies,” she purred, “our guest of honor has arrived.”














Jamie froze. Ten pairs of eyes landed on him.










Some girls giggled. One raised her eyebrows. Another smirked and whispered something that made two others burst into laughter.










Talia held up a hand. “Jamie, meet the squad.”










Then, to him:












“Pants off, baby.”














His heart dropped.










He whispered, “But I thought this was just—”












“You

 

thought


 
wrong,” Talia said sweetly. “We talked about obedience, didn’t we?”














He didn’t move.










Then he saw it. Her finger hovering over the photo app. The threat behind her perfect smile.










He closed his eyes. And slowly, trembling, he pulled down his sweatpants.










The room

 

exploded


 
with gasps and laughter.










“Is that a diaper?!”










“No way!”










“Oh my god, is it pink?!”










“

 

He’s really wearing it!


 
”










Talia clapped once. “Girls, say hello to our new baby mascot.”










Jamie stood there, red-faced, the cartoon-print diaper bulging from under his onesie snaps. His knees shook.










A girl with jet-black braids stepped forward. Her name was

 

Brielle


 
, and her eyes sparkled with mischief.












“Can we touch it?”














Talia grinned. “Go ahead. He’s all yours now.”










Hands were suddenly everywhere—tugging at the elastic waistband, patting his padded bottom, squeezing the front, giggling at the crinkles.












“Oh my god, it’s

 

wet


 
already!”














“I bet he

 

likes


 
it.”










Jamie whimpered, his face buried in his hands.










Another girl—

 

Marcy


 
, small and sharp-tongued—leaned in close.












“You know what we do to naughty little babies, right?”














Jamie shook his head.










She licked her lips.












“We make them

 

perform.


 
”














Talia clapped again, calling everyone to attention.












“Okay girls. Time to rehearse for Saturday’s rally. And guess what? Our little diaper boy is joining the routine.”














More laughter.










Jamie’s mouth dropped open. “No! I—I don’t know the moves—”












“Don’t worry,” Talia said. “We’ve got your choreography covered.”














She reached into her bag and tossed something at him.










A sparkly, cheerleader-style crop top.










And a

 

matching skirt


 
—so short it barely qualified as clothing.










He held it up, horrified.












“What about… um… underwear?”














Talia winked.












“You already have some on, baby.”













Chapter Four — Shake, Crinkle, Humiliate










Jamie stared at the skirt in his hands like it was radioactive.










It was red and glittery, with white trim and two humiliating little bows on the waistband. It couldn’t have been more than eight inches long. There was no way it would cover anything—not with the diaper taped snugly to his hips. Not with the thick padding bulging between his thighs like a toddler’s safety cushion.










Talia didn’t give him time to hesitate.












“Chop chop. Get dressed.”














The girls were already forming a circle around him. Some sat on mats, others leaned against lockers, sipping energy drinks and giggling. No one even pretended to look away.










He turned around, trying to get at least a sliver of privacy. But the second he bent to remove the onesie, someone wolf-whistled.












“Oooh, look at those

 

padded cheeks!


 
”
















“He really waddles like a baby, huh?”














He slipped the crop top on first—it barely covered his chest and left his stomach fully exposed. The skirt was next. He tried to tug it down low to hide the waistband of the diaper, but it was hopeless. The thick plastic top peeked out anyway, the tapes visible at his hips when he moved.










When he turned back around,

 

they all clapped.













“Awww, so

 

cute!


 
”
















“Definitely our new mascot!”














Talia stepped forward, examining him like she was inspecting her property. She flicked the waistband of the skirt. “Perfect. I can almost see the little cartoon bears on your pull-up.”










Jamie flushed. “It’s not a pull-up…”












“I know,” she grinned. “That’s what makes it fun.”














She handed him a pair of glittery pom-poms. “Now smile.”










He didn’t.












“

 

Smile,


 
Jamie.”














He forced a twitching smile.












“Good baby. Now let’s dance.”














The squad lined up in formation. Jamie was placed front and center—Talia’s idea, of course. He stood stiffly, trying not to cry, the bulk of the diaper forcing his legs apart. Every little hop made it crinkle. Every squat made the skirt ride up, flashing pink plastic to the girls behind him.










They began with a basic move.












“Step, step, kick, shake.”














Jamie followed as best he could.












“Bend, bounce, twist.”














The girls behind him cackled.












“Diaper bounce!”
















“That waddle is real!”














Every movement made it worse. Sweat formed on his brow. His face burned. He could barely focus, let alone keep up. The skirt was riding up. His legs were cramping from trying to keep them apart.










And then…










It happened.










A sudden warmth. A pulsing release. His bladder gave up—without warning.










He froze mid-step.










A

 

wet heat


 
spread through the padding, swelling between his thighs, making the diaper heavier, thicker…

 

soggier.


 
He hadn’t even meant to. Hadn’t even noticed the urge. It was like his body knew it wasn’t in control anymore.










He gasped.










Talia noticed immediately.










She walked up, placed a hand on his shoulder, and whispered just loud enough for everyone to hear.












“Did baby have an

 

accident?


 
”














The laughter turned wild.












“No way!”
















“He actually peed?!”
















“That thing’s turning yellow!”














Jamie stumbled backward, horrified, trying to hide the diaper with the pom-poms.










Talia snatched them from his hands.












“No hiding,” she said firmly. “We cheer loud. We cheer proud. Even in diapers.”














He whimpered.












“And now,” she grinned, “it’s time for your solo.”














“What?!”












“Show us your routine. Right here. Right now.”














Jamie shook his head. “I—I can’t—please—”












“Do it, or the photo goes up on the school bulletin board. With your name.”














He stepped forward on jelly legs, soaked diaper sloshing between his thighs, pom-poms shaking in his trembling hands.










He raised one hand awkwardly, forced a fake smile, and began to bounce.










The girls howled with laughter, some filming, some chanting.












“Go baby, go baby, shake that saggy butt!”
















“Give us a pee-pee pirouette!”
















“He’s gonna leak!”














And then he tripped—legs too far apart, diaper too swollen, skirt too short.










He hit the mat with a soft

 

thud


 
, legs spread, his diaper flashing to every girl in the room.










Silence fell.










Then Talia’s voice cut through.












“Ladies,” she said, “I think our little cheerboy needs a change.”













Chapter Five — Pick Your Mommy










Jamie lay on the mat, paralyzed.










His soaked diaper pressed against his thighs like a sponge. His glittery skirt had flipped up entirely, exposing everything. The girls stared down at him, grinning, whispering, holding in giggles—some not even trying.










And then came

 

Talia’s voice


 
.












“Awww. Looks like someone needs a change.”














The humiliation hit him like a wave. He tried to sit up, scramble to fix his skirt, hide his swollen diaper,

 

anything.


 
But Talia stepped on the fabric, pinning it down casually with her sneaker.












“No no, baby. Let them

 

see.


 
Let it soak in.”














He whimpered. “Please… can I go home? Just let me go…”










She crouched beside him, all sugar and venom.












“You

 

are


 
home now. This is your team. Your place.”




She traced a fingertip along the curve of the swollen diaper. “And from now on,

 

we


 
decide when you’re clean, and when you’re not.”














Jamie squeezed his eyes shut.










Talia stood and addressed the room.












“Okay ladies. Looks like our mascot made a little puddle. Time to initiate the next phase of his training.”














The squad buzzed with energy. Some clapped. Others snapped gum and smirked. A few gathered around the duffel bag Talia had brought in earlier, now unzipped and revealing a stack of fresh diapers, baby powder, pastel wipes, and other degrading accessories.










Talia cleared her throat.












“But babies don’t change themselves, right?”














A collective “Nooo!” echoed from the squad.












“So.”




She turned back to Jamie.




“Pick one of us. Someone to change you.”














His eyes widened. “What?”












“You heard me.”




Her voice dropped.




“Choose your

 

Mommy.


 
”














The room

 

erupted.













“Ooooh, pick

 

me!


 
I’ve always wanted a diaper boy!”
















“No way, he’s gonna pick the soft one. He wants cuddles.”
















“I’ll do it

 

rough.


 
He’ll cry.”














Jamie’s head swiveled helplessly, surrounded by cheerleaders—each holding up a diaper, each eager to humiliate him further.










Talia kneeled down again.












“Come on, baby. Say her name. Or I’ll pick for you. And trust me—

 

you don't want me


 
to be your first.”














Jamie looked around, cheeks burning, eyes glassy.










Brielle winked at him, holding up a bottle of baby powder and wiggling her fingers like she was about to tickle.










Marcy sat on a bench, crossing her legs slowly. “I’ll spank you until the tapes rip off.”










One girl,

 

Jenna


 
, looked almost... gentle. Freckles, soft voice, strawberry blonde curls. She blushed when Jamie looked at her and mouthed:

 

I’ll be nice.











His mouth opened. Voice cracked.










“…J-Jenna.”










The room

 

groaned


 
with playful disappointment.












“Awww, he picked the softie!”
















“He wants lullabies and bottle time!”
















“Typical diaper boy!”














Jenna stood, walking over with a shy smile. But her eyes glittered with something

 

more.


 
A secret thrill.










She helped him up gently, her fingers brushing his waist as she led him to the bench.












“Lay back, baby. Let’s get you all clean.”














Jamie obeyed, dizzy with shame. He lay on his back, arms covering his face.










Jenna hummed softly as she undid the tapes. The diaper peeled open with a loud, wet

 

squelch


 
. A wave of baby-powdered pee-scent filled the room.










The girls cheered.












“Ewwww!”
















“That’s

 

soaked.


 
”
















“He

 

really


 
needed this!”














Jenna wiped him slowly, delicately, like she was enjoying it far too much. Then came a thick puff of powder, a fresh diaper—blue this time—and tight, crinkling tapes pulled firmly into place.










She patted the front.












“There. All dry.”














Jamie sat up, still shaking. His legs were spread by the thickness. His face was flushed. And his dignity was gone.










Talia smiled.












“Good boy. One Mommy down… five more to go.”















Chapter Six — Mommy Duty










Jamie didn’t go back to class after the changing.










He couldn’t.










Talia had taken his clothes.










“Cheerboys don’t need boring big boy pants,” she said with a grin, slinging his sweatpants and shirt over her shoulder like a trophy. “You’ll get these back when you earn them.”










So he sat there on the edge of the cheer bench, red-faced, legs forced wide apart by the fresh diaper Jenna had so delicately taped him into. His baby-blue crinkly underwear peeked out from under the hem of the cheer skirt that barely covered anything. Every time he shifted, the plastic rustled loudly, sending another round of giggles through the girls around him.










He didn’t even know how long he sat there, silent, humiliated, and trapped.










Then Talia clapped her hands.












“Alright girls. Meeting time.”














They gathered quickly, forming a semi-circle around Jamie. He tried to close his legs, instinctively shrinking in on himself, but the diaper didn’t let him. It bulged. It

 

demanded


 
to be seen.










Talia stood at the center like a commander.












“As you all know, our squad has a new member. He’s special. He’s soft. He’s soggy. And he’s going to be very, very

 

busy.


 
”














Jamie felt eyes on him from all directions. Some pitying. Some hungry. All amused.










Talia continued.












“So here’s the deal: we’re rotating Mommy Duty.”














Another cheer. Jenna even raised a hand like she was in class.












“What does Mommy Duty

 

include


 
, exactly?”














Talia smirked.












“Great question. Each ‘Mommy’ is responsible for her baby on her assigned day. That means feeding, checking for accidents, assigning tasks, and punishing any brattiness.”














Jamie paled.












“Wait—

 

every day?!


 
”














Talia turned slowly.












“Aww… you thought this was just a

 

weekend thing?


 
”




She laughed. “No, sweetheart. You signed up for full-time care.”














Marcy chimed in.












“What about…

 

public assignments?


 
”














Gasps. Excited whispers.










Talia didn’t hesitate.












“Absolutely. Starting tomorrow, baby will come to school in his cheer skirt and something underneath that crinkles.”














Jamie’s heart dropped.










“No—no, please, someone will see—”












“That’s the

 

point


 
,” Talia purred. “Unless you want your real photos going up online?”














He froze. Swallowed. Nodded.












“Good baby,” she whispered.














Then she pulled a laminated card from her gym bag and held it up like a golden ticket.












“Behold: The

 

Mommy Chart.


 
”














His name was in big pink letters:

 

JAMIE — SQUAD BABY.











Underneath, each weekday was labeled with a cheerleader’s name:










●

 
       

 

Monday: Jenna


 
(Gentle & Sweet)



 









●

 
       

 

Tuesday: Marcy


 
(Strict & Spanking Obsessed)



 









●

 
       

 

Wednesday: Brielle


 
(Playful but Sadistic)



 









●

 
       

 

Thursday: Lexie


 
(Mocking and Flirty)



 









●

 
       

 

Friday: Talia


 
(Queen Bitch)



 









Jenna leaned over and kissed his cheek softly.












“I’ll be gentle with you tomorrow. Promise.”














Marcy grabbed his chin and grinned.












“Don’t even think about talking back on my day.”














Talia tossed the card into his lap.












“Keep that with you at all times. If you lose it, we

 

pick a new punishment.


 
”














Then she reached into the duffel again and handed him a small, pink

 

training bottle


 
filled with milk.












“Drink it. All of it. Right now.”














He took it.










Sucked.










The girls clapped like proud mothers watching their little one eat.












“Good baby!”
















“He’s getting used to it!”
















“Bet he wets again before the next bell!”














Jamie closed his eyes and drank, his cheeks flushed, the taste of sweet, lukewarm milk sliding over his tongue. When he opened his eyes again, Talia was crouching in front of him.












“Tomorrow, we’re taking you on a little field trip. In uniform. Diaper peeking. Pacifier clipped. It’s time we

 

introduce you


 
to the rest of the school.”














His stomach twisted.










And still, he nodded.









Chapter Seven — Baby’s First School Day










Jamie had never gotten dressed so slowly in his life.










His fingers trembled as he slid the soft, fresh diaper between his legs. He still couldn’t believe how

 

thick


 
they were—how they forced his thighs apart and made him waddle, how the tapes pulled snug across his hips with an audible

 

rip-thwick


 
that echoed in his ears like gunshots.










He wore the uniform the girls had chosen for him:










●

 
       

 
A

 

cheer skirt


 
, red and glittery.



 









●

 
       

 
A white

 

crop top


 
that barely reached his belly button.



 









●

 
       

 
A

 

pacifier clip


 
, pinned to his shirt like a badge.



 









●

 
       

 
And underneath, taped tightly to his skin, that humiliating pastel-blue

 

diaper


 
, decorated with babyish stars and hearts.



 









Jenna had texted him already:













Front of the school. 7:50. Don't be late. Or Mommy will be very disappointed.















He almost didn’t go.










But he knew what would happen if he didn’t.










The photos. The threats. The fact that part of him—

 

some broken, twisted, terrified part


 
—was already addicted to the feeling of surrender.










So he went.










He walked with his hoodie zipped up, skirt hidden for now, and his thighs rubbing together with every squishy, plastic-backed step. The bottle she’d given him the night before was half-drunk in his bag.










Jenna was waiting at the front gates.




She smiled when she saw him—soft, gentle, almost maternal.












“Good morning, baby.”














“Hi,” he mumbled, keeping his eyes down.










She reached into her tote and pulled out something pink. “Let’s make sure you’re

 

dressed properly


 
for school.”










His blood ran cold.










She held up a

 

bright pink sash


 
that read in glittery letters:





“CHEER SQUAD ASSISTANT”











She clipped it diagonally across his chest, the sparkly words gleaming in the morning sun.












“There,” she said. “Now everyone knows you’re one of us.”














“Jenna, please—someone’s gonna notice—”












“I

 

want


 
them to,” she whispered in his ear.














Then she pulled out a pacifier and gently clipped it to his shirt.












“Don’t worry, baby. You don’t have to suck it unless I say so.”














They walked through the courtyard together.










People stared. Some students raised eyebrows. A few whispered. Most just assumed it was another cheer stunt—something the girls came up with for attention.










But Jamie knew better.










His diaper crinkled with every step.










At one point, Jenna leaned in and whispered:












“If someone asks… tell them you lost a bet.”














He nodded quickly.










In English class, she sat beside him. Every time he fidgeted, the diaper made noise. Every time he shifted in his chair, he felt the thick padding push up against him.










She texted him during the lecture:













Check your diaper, baby. Use your hand.















He froze.










She stared at him until he did.










He slipped his fingers under his waistband, blushing furiously.










Another text:













Still dry? Better change that before lunch.















By third period, she had

 

escalated.











She dropped a folded note on his desk. He opened it.













Baby Task #1: Before the next bell rings, take a sip from your bottle in the bathroom. Leave the stall door slightly open. I’ll be watching.















Jamie’s pulse exploded in his ears.










He obeyed.










The bathroom was mostly empty. He slipped into a stall, lowered the back of his skirt, and sat on the toilet with the bottle in hand. The diaper squished beneath him. His hands shook.










He took a sip. Then another.










The door creaked slightly open behind him.










Jenna’s eyes peeked in, calm, approving.












“Good baby,” she whispered. “We’ll do something fun for lunch.”














At lunch, she led him out to the field where the girls were waiting.




Talia. Marcy. Brielle. Lexie.










They

 

exploded


 
with laughter when they saw the sash, the clip, the pacifier bouncing on his chest.












“He

 

really


 
came like that?”
















“God, that skirt is so short—can we see the edge of the diaper?”
















“Check it, Jenna!”














Jenna reached under his skirt and squeezed the front of his diaper in front of everyone.












“Still dry... but not for long.”














Jamie whimpered. His legs trembled.










Talia leaned close, her breath hot against his ear.












“Tomorrow’s my day, baby. And I don’t do gentle.”













Chapter Eight — Leaked










Jamie didn’t want to get out of bed.










His legs ached from waddling. His skin was warm from the rash cream Jenna had applied the night before. He could still feel her hands smoothing the powder into the creases of his thighs, her voice soft and cooing like she

 

actually


 
cared. But she had warned him.













“Talia’s next. Be careful. She likes breaking things.”















And Talia?










Talia didn’t send soft texts.










She left a voice note.












“You’ll be at the gym. 11:30. Uniform on. Diaper soaked. Or I’ll send every photo to your mom. And your

 

principal.


 
You know I will.”


















The gym was already buzzing with cheerleaders when he arrived.










He wore the skirt. The top. The pacifier clipped to his chest. The diaper was already damp—he had forced himself to wet a little that morning just to avoid punishment for being dry.










Talia met him at the side entrance, her phone already out.












“Let’s do a quick check.”














Before he could react, she yanked up his skirt and squeezed his crotch in front of two giggling underclassmen.












“Hmm. Not soggy

 

enough.


 
You’re gonna fix that today.”














Jamie opened his mouth to protest, but she shoved a

 

juice box


 
into his hand.




Labeled:

 

Special Hydration – Mommy’s Mix.













“Drink. Now.”














It was sweet. Cold. Slightly salty. And it hit his bladder like a bomb.












“Today’s rally is going to be special,” Talia whispered. “You’re going to be right in front. Front row. Spotlight. I made sure of it.”














He blinked. “Wait… rally?”












“Surprise!” she grinned. “The school’s here. Faculty too. Principal even asked to see our new 'cheer addition.’ You’re going to show him how

 

obedient


 
you are.”














Jamie nearly dropped the juice box.












“You told me—this was just rehearsal—”














She stepped in close, her lips grazing his ear.












“I lied.”


















The bleachers were

 

full.











Students. Teachers. Parents.










Music pumped through the speakers. The mic squealed with energy as the announcer hyped up the crowd. And at center court, under the fluorescent spotlight, stood

 

Jamie


 
—shoulders hunched, pacifier clipped, skirt barely covering the

 

now heavy


 
diaper between his thighs.










He tried to focus.










Just do the moves. Get through it. No mistakes.










Talia stood behind him like a shadow. She hadn’t even changed into uniform—she was in her sleek black leggings, arms folded, eyes gleaming.












“Don’t mess this up, baby. Or I’ll mess

 

you


 
up.”


















The routine started.










Music thumped. The squad clapped. Jamie raised his pom-poms, forcing a shaky smile.












Step. Step. Kick. Bounce.














The bounce sent the diaper up into him with a squish. His knees knocked. A trickle of warmth began to bloom again—he was losing control. The “hydration mix” had done its job.












Spin. Shake. Squat.














That was the moment.











Squat.











And the pressure

 

released.











The diaper ballooned with wetness. The warmth poured out, unstoppable. The plastic swelled visibly beneath his skirt—

 

and leaked.











One long line of wetness slid down his inner thigh.










The girl behind him gasped.












“He’s leaking!”














Laughter.










Gasps.










Phones raised.










He froze, center court, eyes wide, while the entire school stared.










The pacifier bounced on his chest.










His legs locked.










His knees gave out.










He collapsed to the mat in a loud crinkle, legs spread, diaper

 

sopping


 
and now fully exposed.










Silence fell over the gym.










Until Talia stepped forward, slow claps echoing as she took the mic from the announcer.












“Ladies and gentlemen, we’d like to thank our newest team member. He’s got spirit. He’s got dedication. And as you can all see…”














She looked down at Jamie with a smirk.












“He’s got a

 

very full diaper.


 
”














The gym exploded into laughter, chaos, and flash after flash after flash of phone cameras.










Jamie curled up.










The last thing he saw was Talia holding up her phone.










And pressing

 

record.










Chapter Nine — New Rules, New Holes










Jamie didn’t remember how he got off the court.










Everything blurred.










Hands gripping his arms. Laughter ringing in his ears. Someone shouting

 

“Ewwww, he peed himself!”





Someone else snapping photos. Flash. Flash. Flash.










And through it all, that wet, warm sag between his legs swaying heavily beneath the glittering cheer skirt.










By the time he realized he was moving, he was being

 

dragged


 
—half-carried, half-waddling—through the back hallways of the gym by Brielle and Marcy. Their nails dug into his skin just enough to remind him that resistance wasn’t an option.












“Where are we going?” he whispered.
















“Somewhere private,” Marcy grinned. “Don’t worry, baby. We’ll clean you right up.”
















“Real nice,” Brielle added, cracking her gum. “Maybe even give that little sissy hole a workout.”














Jamie’s stomach twisted. “What?”










They shoved open a door. A dimly lit room—used for old props, forgotten gym mats, and now… something much worse.










Inside were

 

all of them


 
.










Talia. Lexie. Jenna. The entire squad, seated in a half-circle on folded chairs like judges waiting for their guilty little criminal.










The floor was covered in a soft pink changing mat. Beside it sat the squad’s infamous duffel: diapers, wipes, powder,

 

and new items


 
Jamie hadn’t seen before—plugs in various sizes, pacifier gags, training charts… and a pink silicone

 

training harness


 
.










Talia didn’t speak right away.










She let him

 

look.





Let the moment

 

sink in.











Then:












“Well well well. Looks like someone’s body can’t keep secrets anymore.”














The room giggled.










Jamie was shoved onto the mat. His skirt flipped up. His soaked, leaking diaper squelched beneath him. His legs were spread before he could protest.










Talia stepped forward, crouching between his thighs like a queen examining a broken toy.












“Public accident. Disobedience. Lack of bladder control.”




She clicked her tongue. “Looks like it’s time to escalate.”
















“W-what does that mean?” Jamie breathed.














She held up a

 

silicone plug.


 
Baby pink. Shiny. Small... but not

 

too


 
small.












“This,” she said, “goes in tonight. You’ll wear it under your diaper. Every day. Every night. No removal unless a Mommy says so.”














His eyes widened. “No—no, I can’t—”












“Yes,” Talia said coldly. “You can. Or we’ll publish that clip from the rally… and tag your classmates. Your teachers. Maybe even your parents.”














Jenna stepped forward, cradling a bottle of lube like it was nothing.












“I’ll help,” she said softly. “I’ll make it easy.”














Jamie was frozen. Paralyzed.










The girls took their places.










Lexie held his arms.










Brielle pinned his legs.










Jenna kneeled between them, her fingers slicking the plug gently while humming a lullaby.












“It’s for your own good,” she whispered. “You’re our baby now. Babies need to be trained.”
















“Inside and out,” Marcy giggled.
















“Especially

 

out,


 
” Brielle added, snorting.














And then it slid in.










Slick. Tight. Invasive.










Jamie gasped, his back arching as the plug pushed past his rim and seated itself

 

deep.


 
The feeling was overwhelming—shame, pressure, submission, and something... something he couldn’t name, stirring inside.










Talia clapped.












“Perfect fit.”














She held up a laminated

 

chart


 
, sliding it into his view.












“From now on, you’ll follow the Squad Baby Program.”














●

 
       

 

Pacifier Time:


 
2 hours a day minimum, gagged if needed



 









●

 
       

 

Plug Training:


 
Inserted daily, size increases weekly



 









●

 
       

 

Diaper Changes:


 
Only by assigned Mommy, no exceptions



 









●

 
       

 

Feeding:


 
Bottles only during school hours



 









●

 
       

 

Punishment Board:


 
For every accident without permission, you earn a consequence



 









Jamie stared at it, speechless.










Then Talia took out a thick new

 

diaper


 
, unfolded it, and taped it over his plugged, trembling hips.












“There,” she said. “Nice and tight.”














She patted the front with mock affection.












“Tomorrow, we begin

 

public pacifier training.


 
You’ll spend the entire day in school sucking.”














She stood.












“You’re ours now, Jamie. Mind, body… and hole.”













Chapter Ten — Suck and Obey










The pacifier gag didn’t look

 

that


 
scary when Talia first held it up.










Pink, smooth, silicone. A little oversized, sure. A strap that buckled behind his head. He’d seen pictures of things like it on kink sites he never admitted to visiting.










But once it was in his mouth—

 

really


 
in—it was a different story.










It stretched his jaw open, filling his mouth completely. Every time he tried to swallow, it made him

 

drool


 
. The thick silicone bulb pressed down on his tongue and silenced every syllable. The strap behind his head clicked shut like a prison door. There was no way to remove it without the cheerleaders' help.










Jenna had done the buckling.




Talia had done the laughing.




Marcy had done the

 

plug check.













“Still nice and deep,” she’d grinned, giving his padded rear a swat.














They’d dressed him in a new uniform that morning:










●

 
       

 
A short white cheer tee that rode up every time he lifted his arms



 









●

 
       

 
A micro red-and-white skirt with ruffled trim



 









●

 
       

 
White knee socks



 









●

 
       

 
And, of course, the thick baby-print diaper hidden beneath the skirt—taped tight over his filled hole



 









But nothing was more humiliating than

 

the pacifier gag.











Jenna had clipped a pink laminated sign to his shirt:













"Team Mascot: No Talking, Just Sucking 💋


 "

















First period: History.











Jamie waddled in and immediately saw the

 

looks.


 
Whispers. Snickers. Wide eyes.










He sat in the back row. Tried to hide. The pacifier bobbed visibly with every breath.










The teacher—

 

Ms. Lorne


 
, early 30s, glasses, no-nonsense—paused when she saw him. Her brow furrowed.












“Jamie… is that… what are you wearing?”














His eyes widened. He reached for the clip on the pacifier, but it was locked.












“Mmmmph…”














Giggles from the class.












“I’m sorry,” Ms. Lorne said, frowning. “Is that… is that a

 

pacifier


 
?”














He nodded miserably.










She walked over, arms crossed. Jamie could feel his heart hammering.












“Is this some kind of joke?”














Then came

 

Jenna’s voice


 
, sweet and confident, from across the room.












“It’s not a joke, Ms. Lorne. He’s fulfilling a Squad Dare. The cheer team runs a controlled social psychology experiment on stress response and behavioral modification. Principal’s aware.”














Ms. Lorne blinked. “He… is?”










Jenna nodded. “All documented. Signed waiver and everything.”










Jamie stared at her, stunned.




She just saved him.










Ms. Lorne hesitated. “Well… alright. As long as it’s school-sanctioned.”










She returned to the front.




Jamie slumped in his seat, red-faced.










That’s when

 

Jenna texted him


 
.













You just earned yourself one gold star, baby boy. Suck hard. You’re doing so well.




















Second period was worse.











Every movement made the plug

 

shift


 
inside him. Every time he clenched, the thick bulb teased his prostate. He was drooling onto the pacifier now. His diaper felt

 

warmer


 
than before—he didn’t even remember leaking, but it was already squishy. Every step reminded him he was losing control.












Crinkle. Bounce. Suck.














He was no longer hiding it. How could he? He waddled. He drooled. He couldn’t speak.










During the break between periods,

 

Marcy cornered him.













“Status check,” she said loudly in the hallway.














She lifted his skirt in full view of two juniors walking past.












“Still dry? No—

 

wait


 
—that’s a little

 

soggy


 
, isn’t it?”














One of the boys gasped. “What the f—”












“Keep walking,” Marcy snapped, then turned back to Jamie.




“You’ll be soaked by lunch. Good. I’ll make you dance in it later.”














She pressed her hand to his front.












“Plug still in?”














He whimpered and nodded behind the pacifier.












“Good boy.”



















At lunch


 
, the squad had claimed an entire table.










They made Jamie sit in the middle. Talia fed him a bottle—holding it to his lips in front of dozens of watching students. Lexie filmed the whole thing while Brielle announced:












“Nothing but formula for our baby today! We’re working on digestion control!”














There were no more questions from other students.










Everyone saw it now.










The skirt. The diaper. The gag. The bottle.










He was theirs.









Chapter Eleven — Stretching the Limits










The locker room smelled like baby powder before he even entered.










Jamie paused in the hallway, swallowing around the fading taste of bottle formula. His jaw ached from the pacifier gag he’d worn most of the day. His legs were sore from waddling. And between them… his diaper sagged with warmth and shame.










He stepped inside.











Jenna


 
and

 

Lexie


 
were already waiting.










Jenna sat cross-legged on a towel, sweet and smiling like always, waving him in with a coo. Lexie leaned against the lockers, chewing gum, tapping her white boot against the floor like a drill sergeant ready to ruin someone's day.












“Come on, baby,” Lexie said. “Time for your tune-up.”














Jamie hesitated. His eyes dropped to the duffel bag beside them—open and overflowing with wipes, bottles, powder, restraints… and

 

plugs.











Different ones than before.











Bigger.











Jenna patted the mat. “Lay down, sweetheart. Let’s check your soggy spot.”










He obeyed. He always obeyed now.










The second he was on his back, the girls flipped his skirt up and undid the tapes. The wet diaper peeled away with a long, sticky sound. Lexie pinched her nose dramatically.












“Ugh. You really are

 

hopeless.


 
You don’t even try to hold it anymore, do you?”














Jamie shook his head softly, his cheeks burning.










Jenna wiped him gently, humming a lullaby. But her hands lingered longer than necessary, fingers pressing around his tight, exposed hole—teasing it.












“Still a little tight,” she murmured. “Time for Level Two.”














Jamie’s eyes widened. “No, please…”










Lexie knelt beside him and held up the new plug.










Lavender. Glossy.

 

Thicker.





A widened base. A teasingly curved tip.












“This one’s going in tonight,” Lexie said. “And every night after. You’ll stretch out nice and wide for us.”














Jenna squeezed his hand. “You want to make Mommy proud, don’t you?”










Jamie whimpered. He nodded.












“Good boy,” she whispered.














She lubed the plug generously. Lexie lifted his legs, pushing his knees to his chest. And slowly—firmly—it slid in.










Jamie moaned. Loud. Uncontrolled. His hips bucked as the plug popped past his rim and locked into place.












“That’s the sound we were waiting for,” Lexie smirked.


















Then came the

 

new diaper.











It was different.










Thicker. Heavier. White with pastel moons and stars, and a warning on the front that read in childish font:





"OVERNIGHT — DO NOT REMOVE."











Jenna tapped the front once it was taped on. “This is your bedtime diaper now. Non-negotiable.”










Lexie grabbed something else from the duffel.











A phone tripod.













“Every night at 9 PM, we want a

 

check-in video.


 
Full view. Plug in. Diaper on. Paci in. You’ll say, ‘I’m the squad’s baby,’ and do a little spin.”














Jamie shook his head weakly. “Please—what if someone sees—”










Lexie showed her screen: one video queued up, from the pep rally.












“We’ll make sure

 

everyone


 
sees it if you miss a check-in.”














Jamie nodded. Slowly. Terrified.










Jenna kissed his forehead.












“You’re doing so well, baby. Tomorrow, we’ll try crawling lessons.”














Lexie whispered in his ear.












“And once you’re loose enough, we’ll bring in the

 

toy.


 
You know which one.”














Jamie didn’t dare ask.









Chapter Twelve — Lights Out, Legs Open










Jamie stared at the message.












📩

 

“You have 3 minutes to submit your bedtime check-in. Full gear. Don’t disappoint Mommy.” — Tali


 a












His hands were shaking.










He sat at the edge of his bed, a nightlight casting soft pink glows around the room. His real lights were off — the cheerleaders had insisted it look “like a nursery.” The diaper was already on: thick, white with pastel moons and clouds, taped tight over his hips. The plug nestled deep inside him made it impossible to forget how

 

open


 
he’d become. How empty he felt without it. And the pacifier was clipped to his neck, dangling against his bare chest.










He hit

 

record.













“H-hi,” he whispered, holding the camera with both hands. “I’m…”














He hesitated.












“…I’m the squad’s baby.”














He turned slowly, showing the pacifier bouncing at his chest, the waistband of the diaper clearly visible above the edge of his sleep shorts. Then, at the girls' earlier instruction, he slid those shorts down, revealing the full crinkling padding stretched across his ass.










He did a full turn.










Then he dropped the shorts completely, turned around, and bent slightly — giving a full view of the

 

bulge


 
at the seat of his diaper where the plug filled him.











Send.











The message was out.










Seconds later, his phone buzzed.












📸

 

Image from Briell


 
e: a screenshot of the squad, all watching on a big screen, cheering

 .














🎧

 

“That turn? That baby arch in your back? Delicious.” — Marc


 y














🎧

 

“Suck your paci now, baby. And don’t stop ‘til we say.” — Tali


 a












Jamie grabbed the pacifier with shaking hands and popped it into his mouth.










Suck. Suck. Suck.










Another voice note:












🎧

 

“Use both hands. Hug your stuffy. Get on your knees like a good boy.” — Lexi


 e












Jamie slid off the bed and did as he was told, on all fours in the soft glow of the nightlight, knees spread by the thickness of the diaper. His pacifier bobbed in and out as drool dribbled down his chin.












📩

 

“You’re not done.” — Jenn


 a












A video message arrived.










It was her — lying on her stomach in bed, wearing a crop top and panties, one hand under the blanket. She looked straight into the camera and whispered:












“If you’re a good baby, I’ll let you sniff these tomorrow. But only after you mess yourself. Deal?”














Jamie let out a muffled, broken whimper.










His cock strained hard against the padding, twitching, useless,

 

caged


 
by the girls’ rules.










Another message from Talia:












🎧

 

“Goodnight, diaper slut. Record again if you leak in your sleep.


 ”












The final message of the night?










A single emoji from Lexie:




🍼

 💦💤








Jamie crawled under his blanket, pacifier still in, diaper thick between his thighs, plug locked inside, heat rising between his legs — and the squad’s voices echoing in his head.










He didn’t sleep like a baby.










He

 

was


 
one.









Chapter Thirteen — The Dare That Stinks










Jamie was already sweating when he stepped into the gym.










The plug. The overnight diaper. The morning bottle Jenna had made him finish before class — laced with something “natural,” she said with a wink.










He waddled now without shame. His body moved around the diaper, accepted it. The pressure inside him had been growing all morning, tight and hot and terrible. And he knew what was coming.













“Today’s the dare,”


 
Talia had texted.

 

“Don’t ruin your chance.”















They were waiting on the court.










All six of them.










Talia, arms crossed, holding the dreaded

 

Crown Pin


 
—a glittering baby-pink clip she said would mark him as the squad’s “most obedient diaper toy.”










Marcy, cracking open a bottle of baby powder like it was perfume.










Brielle, already filming.










And Jenna… soft Jenna… holding a

 

fresh diaper


 
in one hand and a small

 

nose plug


 
in the other.












“So he doesn’t pass out during clean-up,” she giggled.














Jamie stepped into the circle of cheerleaders, already red-faced, pacifier clipped to his shirt, skirt fluttering high with every move.












“He’s clenching,” Lexie smirked. “I can see it in his knees.”
















“Not for long,” Marcy grinned. “Let’s start the warm-ups.”














The music blasted from the gym speakers—bass-heavy, bouncy. The squad clapped in rhythm. Jamie bounced with them, every movement jostling his swollen belly and the thick plug buried inside him.












“Faster!” Talia barked. “Push harder!”














Jamie gasped, sweat beading down his spine.










Bend. Bounce. Twist. Kick.










And then—





POP.











The plug slipped out, silent and slick.










Followed by the

 

inevitable.











A deep, wet release.










He froze mid-step.










His diaper ballooned with heat and weight. It swelled out behind him, pushing against the elastic of the skirt, sagging instantly. The smell hit him next—a sour, awful wave of humiliation that flushed his face and stole his breath.










The girls didn’t even pretend to be surprised.












“Awwww, did baby have a big messy?” Marcy taunted.
















“Get the camera close,” Brielle said, crouching with her phone. “Look at his face. He

 

knows.


 
”














Jamie dropped to his knees in shame.










The mess squelched under him, forced upward. The smell was overwhelming. And then—horribly—Jenna clipped the pacifier into his mouth herself.












“Suck, baby,” she whispered. “You earned it.”














He obeyed.










Talia pulled something from her bag: a

 

school bathroom key.













“Let’s give him a real clean-up.”


















The girls paraded him down the hallway.










One in front. Two behind. Jenna held his hand like a preschooler. Lexie carried the diaper bag with a proud grin.










Students stared.










Some covered their noses.










Some laughed outright.










The boys' bathroom door slammed shut behind them.










Jamie stood frozen near the sinks, shaking, pacifier in, skirt flipped up and

 

sagging


 
with the weight of his humiliation.












“On the floor,” Talia snapped.














He knelt on the cold tile.










Jenna unfastened the tapes slowly, talking to him like a toddler.












“You made such a stinky… you poor little thing.”














The diaper peeled open. The smell hit all of them. Brielle

 

gagged.













“That’s disgusting.”
















“That’s

 

ours.


 
” Talia corrected her.














They wiped him down as a group, taking turns with slow, mocking care.










Jenna was tender.




Lexie was teasing.




Marcy held his legs open.










When the new diaper was finally taped shut—crisp, thick, powdery fresh—Talia pinned the

 

Crown Clip


 
to the waistband.












“You’re not just our squad baby now,” she said. “You’re our

 

filthy little queen.


 
”














And the others cheered.









Chapter Fourteen — Signed, Sealed, Diapered










It started with a ping.










Jamie was curled up on his bed, thickly diapered, the Crown Pin still clipped to the waistband. His phone buzzed once. Then again. Then in a storm.











Group Chat: “SQUAD TEA 💋” — 387 Member


 s










📸

 

Image Attachmen


 
t

 :


A photo of him from earlier that day

 .


Kneeling

 .


Diaper yellowed

 .


Skirt flipped up

 .


Pacifier in

 .


Eyes teary

 .


Face completely red

 .














💬

 

“OMG is this real??


 ”




 

💬 “Someone from the cheer squad leaked it lmao


 .
”



 

💬 “Is that… Jamie?? The guy from AP Cal


 c
?”

 



💬 “That DIAPER. And he looks like he likes


 it.”












His world collapsed into glowing notifications.











He’d been exposed.











Not just to the squad. Not just to the team.




To the

 

entire school.















Within the hour, he was summoned to the gym.










The message was short.













“You’ve gone viral. Time for your real uniform.” — Talia















He knew better than to argue.










When he arrived, the cheerleaders were already waiting—this time in formation, like queens ready to pass judgment.










Talia stood at the center with a black folder in hand.




Jenna held something worse:

 

a pink leather collar.











Brielle had a leash.










Jamie froze.












“You’re famous now,” Talia said sweetly. “That means we can’t keep you a secret anymore. Which means we need a little

 

formality.


 
”














She opened the folder and pulled out a printed sheet titled:











“Squad Baby Ownership & Obedience Agreement”











Jamie blinked.












“This is real?”
















“It is now,” Talia said. “Read it.”














He did.










It wasn’t a joke.










●

 
       

 
He would wear diapers 24/7



 









●

 
       

 
He would be subject to random checks by any squad member



 









●

 
       

 
Pacifier time: 4 hours a day minimum



 









●

 
       

 
Plug training would continue



 









●

 
       

 
Public exposure rules now included skirt inspection during lunch



 









●

 
       

 
Refusal = immediate social death via leaked videos



 









●

 
       

 
And finally… he would

 

sign over his role as property of the squad




 









Jamie’s hands shook.












“If I sign this… it doesn’t stop, does it?”














Talia’s voice was cold and perfect.












“No, baby. It begins.”














Jenna stepped forward. She held the collar in both hands.












“We’ll be nice about it. You’ll still have bedtime stories. You’ll still get praise. But you’ll also be

 

marked.


 
”














Lexie giggled. “Everyone will know who you belong to.”










Jamie stared at the contract. At the collar. At the leash.










His heart pounded.










The girls waited.










Smiling.










Knowing.










And then — slowly, his fingers trembling — he took the pen Talia offered.










And signed.











JAMIE — SQUAD BABY.















The collar clicked shut around his neck. A perfect fit.




Soft. Warm. Utterly humiliating.










The leash was clipped to the front.










The pacifier went in.










And the final command?












“Crawl, baby.”














He obeyed.









Chapter Fifteen — Cheer Baby Forever










The lights in the auditorium were blinding.










The stands were packed.




Students. Teachers. Parents. Even the principal sat in the front row, clapping along as the speakers boomed:













“ARE YOU READY TO MEET… THE SQUAD’S NEWEST STAR?”















Jamie stood just behind the curtain, knees wobbling, heart pounding.










The diaper between his legs was thick—extra thick. Double-layered, by Talia’s order. His skirt was

 

tiny


 
, ruffled, and high enough to show the edge of the white plastic underneath with every step. His top was tighter than ever, emblazoned across the chest in glitter:





SQUAD BABY.











The pink collar was snug.




The leash hung from it like a lifeline.




The pacifier bobbed from its clip with every breath.










He was gagged. Plugged. Owned.










And in seconds…

 

revealed.















The curtain parted.










The roar of the crowd was instant.










Laughter. Cheers. Shouting.










Phones rose in the air. Flash after flash after flash.










Jamie stepped forward on command, each movement exaggerated by the forced waddle of the padding between his thighs.










Talia held the leash.










The rest of the squad stood behind her in a perfect V-formation, all smiles and sparkle. They looked like queens.










He looked like their

 

pet.













“SAY HI TO THE SCHOOL, DIAPER BOY!” Marcy shouted.














The crowd erupted again.










Jamie raised a shaking hand.










Talia lifted the mic to her lips.












“This is Jamie. But from now on, he’ll be known by a much better title.”




She yanked the leash slightly.




“Our

 

cheer baby.


 
”














Gasps. Screams. More photos.










Lexie handed him his pom-poms.












“Let’s see that solo, baby. Shake what your Momma squad gave you.”














He wanted to disappear. But his body moved.










Bounce.




Crinkle.




Twist.




Waddle.










The crowd

 

howled.











Talia leaned close, whispering into his ear so only he could hear.












“We’ve already ordered your new wardrobe. Onesies. Locking mittens. Matching bibs. You’ll wear them full-time next semester.”














Jamie shook.










She smiled.












“You belong to us. Fully. Forever.”
















“And after spring break… we’ll be introducing you to the

 

Junior Cheer Squad.


 
”




A pause.




“The

 

middle schoolers.


 
They’re

 

very


 
excited to meet their baby mascot.”














He gasped behind his pacifier.










Talia just grinned wider.












“Cheer, baby. Cheer your little heart out.”














And he did.










Because he had no choice.










Because he was owned.










Because

 

they made him love it.
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