
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Stepsisters’ Game: From Loser to Little PrincessThe Stepsisters’ Game: A Taboo ABDL Sissy & Small Penis Humiliation Fantasy




Forced Crossdressing, Diaper Domination & Public Exposure




Introduction










Ethan had spent his entire life

 

hiding


 
.










Hiding in his

 

room


 
, away from the world. Hiding in

 

baggy clothes


 
, making sure no one ever saw too much of his body. Hiding from

 

girls


 
, terrified of ever getting close enough for them to

 

find out the truth.











Because Ethan had a

 

secret


 
.










A secret that had haunted him since

 

puberty


 
, one that left him

 

cripplingly self-conscious


 
.










His dick was

 

pathetically small


 
.










Not

 

just


 
small—

 

embarrassingly, laughably tiny


 
.










And the worst part? His

 

older stepsister, Vanessa, and her best friend, Chloe, had just found out.











It happened in the worst way possible.










A simple mistake.

 

A door left unlocked. A moment of carelessness.











Ethan had just finished

 

showering


 
, stepping out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist. He had been

 

alone in the house


 
, or so he thought.










The second his towel slipped—just

 

for a second


 
, just

 

long enough to expose himself


 
—the door

 

swung open


 
.











Laughter.











Sharp, cruel,

 

merciless laughter


 
.










Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped


 
, his entire body

 

locking up


 
as he turned, face burning,

 

horrified


 
to see Vanessa and Chloe standing there, their eyes

 

locked on his exposed, pitifully tiny cock


 
.










Vanessa was the first to recover.

 

Her smirk widened.












"Oh my God."











Ethan scrambled to

 

cover himself


 
, but it was

 

too late


 
.










Chloe, standing beside her, had

 

one hand over her mouth


 
, her entire body

 

shaking with laughter


 
.











"No fucking way,"


 
she choked out, barely able to breathe.

 

"That’s… that’s it?"











Ethan’s

 

throat closed up


 
.










Vanessa leaned against the doorframe,

 

mocking amusement glinting in her eyes


 
.











"I mean, I always knew you were pathetic,"


 
she mused, flicking her hair over her shoulder,

 

"but this? This is worse than I ever imagined."











Ethan tried to

 

speak


 
, to

 

run


 
, but his legs wouldn’t move.










Chloe

 

giggled cruelly


 
, her gaze flicking between Vanessa and Ethan.











"It’s honestly kind of sad,"


 
she whispered, biting her lip in

 

mock sympathy


 
.

 

"Like… how do you even function with something that small?"











Ethan’s

 

stomach twisted painfully


 
.










He wanted to

 

disappear


 
.










Vanessa stepped forward, tilting her head as she

 

studied him like an insect under a microscope


 
.











"It’s not even worth calling a dick, is it?"


 
she murmured.










Chloe snorted.

 

"More like a clit, honestly."











Vanessa

 

gasped dramatically


 
, clapping her hands together.

 

"Oh my God, Chloe, you’re right! It’s basically a little sissy clit!"











Ethan

 

whimpered


 
, the humiliation

 

unbearable


 
, his entire body

 

burning


 
with shame.










Vanessa smirked.

 

"Honestly, Ethan? If your cock is that tiny, you really shouldn’t even be dressing like a man."











Chloe

 

perked up


 
, her eyes lighting up with

 

wicked amusement


 
.











"Oh my God. Yes."











Ethan’s

 

blood ran cold


 
.










Vanessa grinned.

 

"Come on, baby."


 
She reached out,

 

gripping his wrist tightly


 
before he could escape.

 

"We’re going to fix this little problem right now."











Ethan

 

struggled weakly


 
, but it was

 

useless


 
.










Vanessa and Chloe were

 

stronger than him


 
.

 

More confident. More dominant.











And worst of all? They were

 

having fun


 
. They dragged him down the hall, his

 

tiny cock bouncing pathetically


 
as he fought to keep his towel in place. His

 

humiliation was just beginning.


 
And there was

 

no way out.









Chapter 1: The First Punishment







Ethan

 

struggled


 
against their grip, but it was

 

pointless


 
.







Vanessa was

 

too strong


 
, and Chloe was

 

too eager


 
to see him suffer. They dragged him into

 

Vanessa’s bedroom


 
, pushing him down onto her

 

soft pink bedspread


 
, laughing as he

 

scrambled to cover himself


 
.








"Oh, don’t be shy, little guy,"


 
Vanessa teased, crossing her arms as she stood over him.

 

"It’s not like you have anything to hide."








Chloe

 

snorted


 
, collapsing onto Vanessa’s bed beside him.

 

"Seriously, Vanessa, I can’t get over it. It’s just… so small. Like, how does he even live like this?"








Ethan’s

 

face burned hotter


 
, his

 

throat dry


 
.





This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be real.





Vanessa tapped her chin.

 

"You know, I was thinking… since Ethan isn’t really a man, he probably shouldn’t be dressing like one."








Chloe’s eyes lit up with

 

delight


 
.

 

"Oh my God. Yes."








Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped


 
.








"No,"


 
he croaked, shaking his head.

 

"No way, I’m not—"








Vanessa rolled her eyes.

 

"Oh, baby. You don’t get a choice."








She reached for

 

her dresser


 
, pulling open a drawer, and before Ethan could react, she tossed

 

a bundle of lace and silk


 
onto the bed.







Ethan’s

 

blood ran cold


 
.





Panties.





Not just any panties—

 

Vanessa’s panties


 
.

 

Lacy. Frilly. Soft.









"Put them on,"


 
Vanessa ordered, smirking.







Ethan

 

shook his head furiously


 
, his body tensing.

 

"No fucking way."








Chloe giggled, reaching for her phone.

 

"Want me to pull up that picture I took of his little sissy clit?"








Ethan

 

froze


 
.







His

 

breath hitched


 
, his pulse

 

thundering


 
in his ears.







Vanessa smirked.

 

"That’s what I thought."








His hands

 

trembled


 
as he reached for the panties, the

 

silky fabric foreign against his fingers


 
.







Chloe sighed dramatically.

 

"Ugh, you’re so slow."








She suddenly

 

grabbed his ankle


 
, forcing him onto his back, giggling as he

 

struggled helplessly


 
.





"Let’s just dress the little princess ourselves."





Ethan barely had time to

 

protest


 
before Vanessa

 

yanked the towel away


 
, exposing him

 

completely


 
once more.








"God, it looks even smaller now,"


 
Vanessa teased.







Chloe let out a

 

mocking hum


 
, dragging a single finger along his

 

thigh


 
, making him

 

flinch


 
.








"You know,"


 
she mused,

 

"this is kind of perfect. He’s already hairless, and his little clit is barely even there. He’s basically halfway to being a girl anyway."








Ethan let out a

 

weak whimper


 
, his

 

humiliation unbearable


 
.







Vanessa laughed, lifting his legs, forcing them apart.

 

"Alright, princess. Let’s get you dressed."








The panties

 

slid up his legs too easily


 
, the

 

soft lace settling against his skin


 
, a

 

humiliating contrast to his usual boxers


 
.








"Aww,"


 
Chloe cooed, leaning closer,

 

"he looks adorable."








Vanessa smirked.

 

"Not done yet."








She turned back to her dresser, rummaging through it, before pulling out something that made Ethan’s

 

stomach churn


 
.





Stockings.





Sheer, black,

 

thigh-high stockings


 
, with

 

delicate lace trim


 
at the top.








"If you’re going to be our little sissy,"


 
Vanessa murmured,

 

"you’re going to do it right."








Ethan let out a

 

choked sound


 
, his

 

body stiffening


 
as she slid the

 

stockings onto his legs


 
, rolling the

 

silky fabric


 
upward, adjusting the lace until it

 

hugged his thighs perfectly


 
.







Chloe let out a

 

soft moan of approval


 
.

 

"Oh, baby. You were meant for this."





Vanessa took a step back, tilting her head.





"Look at you,"


 
she whispered.

 

"Dressed like a proper little sissy."








Ethan’s

 

face was burning


 
, his

 

entire body trembling


 
, his

 

cock pathetically twitching


 
beneath the soft lace.




And Vanessa saw.





"Oh my God,"


 
she breathed, a slow smirk curling onto her lips.

 

"Are you actually hard?"








Ethan

 

shook his head furiously


 
, but it was

 

too late


 
.







Chloe clapped a hand over her mouth,

 

giggling uncontrollably


 
.

 

"Oh, that is the saddest thing I’ve ever seen."








Vanessa smirked, reaching down and

 

flicking the waistband of his panties


 
.

 

"I guess our little princess likes dressing up."








Ethan let out a

 

desperate whimper


 
, his

 

humiliation overwhelming


 
.







Vanessa’s

 

smirk deepened


 
.








"Don’t worry, baby,"


 
she murmured, dragging her

 

finger along his thigh-high stockings


 
, making him

 

shudder violently


 
.

 

"We’ll make sure you never dress like a man again."








Chloe tilted her head, tapping her chin.

 

"Actually… I think he’s still too mature for his size."








Vanessa arched a brow.

 

"Oh?"








Chloe smirked.

 

"Yeah. If his cock is that tiny, I don’t think he should be wearing panties at all."








Vanessa’s

 

eyes gleamed


 
.

 

"You’re right."








She turned back to her dresser, pulling out something

 

bigger, thicker, crinkling softly as she unfolded it


 
.







Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped


 
.





No. No, no, no.






"You know what, princess?"


 
Vanessa teased, holding up the

 

diaper


 
.

 

"I think this is more your speed."








Ethan

 

gasped in horror


 
, his

 

entire body trembling


 
.







Vanessa grinned.

 

"Get ready, baby. Because from now on, you’re never using the toilet again."










Chapter 2: Public Humiliation Begins










Ethan’s

 

legs trembled


 
as he stood in Vanessa’s bedroom, his

 

humiliation at an all-time high


 
.










The

 

panties


 
hugged his

 

hips uncomfortably


 
, the

 

soft lace pressing against his tiny cock


 
, making it all the more obvious how

 

pathetically small


 
he was. The

 

sheer black stockings


 
clung to his legs, their

 

silky texture foreign and humiliating


 
, especially as they

 

stopped mid-thigh


 
, the delicate lace trim accentuating his

 

skinny, helpless frame


 
.










And now?










Now, Vanessa and Chloe were

 

going to take him outside like this.












"Please,"


 
Ethan begged, his voice

 

weak and shaky


 
,

 

"I-I can’t go out like this. Someone will see!"











Vanessa smirked, tilting her head.

 

"That’s kind of the point, baby."











Chloe grinned, tossing him a

 

short, frilly skirt


 
.

 

"Put this on. We don’t want anyone seeing your little sissy clit too soon, do we?"











Ethan’s

 

face burned


 
, but he

 

knew better than to resist.











With

 

shaky hands


 
, he

 

slipped into the skirt


 
, the fabric

 

barely covering the tops of his stockings


 
, making him feel

 

even more exposed


 
.










Vanessa stepped closer, reaching out to

 

straighten the waistband


 
, her fingers

 

trailing down his stomach


 
.











"Aww,"


 
she cooed,

 

"you look so precious."











Chloe giggled.

 

"Too bad we’re about to ruin your life."











Ethan’s

 

stomach twisted painfully


 
.










He had

 

no choice


 
.










They were

 

taking him out in public


 
—dressed like a

 

pathetic little sissy


 
, stockings and all.










And there was

 

nothing he could do to stop them.
















A Walk of Shame











The moment

 

they stepped outside


 
, Ethan’s

 

heart slammed against his ribs.











Every step was

 

pure torture


 
.










His

 

stockings brushed against his bare thighs


 
, the

 

skirt swayed lightly


 
, and the

 

faint breeze against his exposed legs


 
made it impossible to

 

forget how vulnerable he was


 
.










Chloe looped an arm through his,

 

smirking as she led him toward the mall


 
.











"Relax, baby,"


 
she teased.

 

"If you keep looking so nervous, people are going to stare."











Ethan

 

whimpered


 
, his

 

face burning


 
as Vanessa walked ahead, her hips swaying with confidence,

 

not even bothering to look back at him.











She didn’t need to.










She

 

knew


 
he would follow.










Knew he was

 

too weak to resist.











And worst of all?

 

He knew it too.











As they reached the mall entrance, Chloe

 

gave his ass a little tap


 
, giggling.

 

"Come on, princess. Time to go shopping."
















The Lingerie Store











The moment they walked into the

 

lingerie store


 
, Ethan

 

wanted to die.











The walls were lined with

 

delicate lace bras, silk panties, and thigh-high stockings


 
—everything he was

 

already wearing


 
, everything that

 

reminded him exactly what Vanessa and Chloe were turning him into.











A

 

saleswoman


 
walked over, smiling warmly.

 

"Can I help you ladies find something?"











Vanessa smirked, placing a

 

hand on Ethan’s lower back, pressing him forward.












"Oh, we’re shopping for my little sister here."











Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped


 
.










The saleswoman’s

 

eyes flicked to him


 
, her smile

 

not faltering


 
, but her

 

brows raising slightly


 
.










Chloe

 

giggled


 
, looping her arm around Ethan’s waist.

 

"She’s still a little shy about it."











The saleswoman nodded,

 

not even questioning it.


 

"Aww, first-time shopping for lingerie? Don’t worry, sweetheart, we’ll find something that makes you feel pretty."











Ethan

 

wanted the earth to swallow him whole.











Vanessa turned to Chloe.

 

"What do you think? Should we start with some cute little training bras for our baby girl?"











Chloe let out a

 

mocking hum


 
, tapping her chin.

 

"Hmm, I was thinking something a little more… bold. Maybe a sexy lace teddy?"











Ethan’s

 

entire body burned with shame.











The saleswoman smiled.

 

"Well, if she’s feeling bold, we have some adorable matching sets with stockings included."











Vanessa grinned.

 

"Perfect."











Before Ethan could

 

protest


 
, they were

 

leading him through the store


 
, picking out the

 

frilliest, most humiliating outfits they could find.












"What do you think of this one?"


 
Vanessa held up a

 

baby pink corset, complete with matching lace panties and sheer white stockings.











Chloe smirked.

 

"I love it. So delicate. Just like our little sissy."











Ethan

 

whimpered


 
as Vanessa turned back to the saleswoman.

 

"She’ll try them on."











The saleswoman nodded.

 

"Right this way, sweetheart."
















The Fitting Room Humiliation











The second the

 

curtain closed


 
, Ethan

 

pressed his hands against his face


 
, his entire body

 

shaking


 
.











"I can’t do this,"


 
he whispered.










Vanessa’s

 

hand grabbed his wrist


 
,

 

forcing it down


 
.

 

"Oh, baby. You don’t get to say no."











Chloe grinned.

 

"Strip."











Ethan’s

 

throat closed up


 
.











"Now,"


 
Vanessa added, her voice

 

dangerously soft.











With

 

shaking hands


 
, Ethan peeled off his

 

skirt


 
, leaving him in nothing but the

 

panties and stockings


 
they had forced him into earlier.










Chloe giggled.

 

"God, you really do look pathetic."











Vanessa tossed the

 

pink corset set at him


 
.

 

"Put it on."











Ethan

 

could barely breathe


 
, his hands

 

trembling


 
as he

 

slid into the tight, lacy fabric


 
, the corset

 

hugging his torso


 
, the

 

matching panties pressing against his tiny cock


 
.










Chloe let out a

 

mocking moan


 
.

 

"Oh, baby. You were meant for this."











Ethan’s

 

body betrayed him again


 
—his

 

tiny cock twitching helplessly


 
, barely visible beneath the lace.










Vanessa smirked.

 

"I think someone likes being our little doll."











Chloe tilted her head.

 

"Too bad he won’t be wearing panties much longer."











Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped


 
.











"W-What?"











Vanessa reached into the shopping bag.










The

 

soft crinkle of plastic filled the air.











Ethan’s

 

blood ran cold.











Vanessa smirked, holding up the

 

pink, ruffled diaper


 
.











"Time for our little princess to start dressing properly."











Ethan’s

 

entire body shook


 
,

 

his humiliation reaching new, unbearable levels.











Chloe giggled, patting the fitting room bench.

 

"Lie down, baby."











Vanessa grinned.

 

"Time for your first diaper change."










Chapter 3: The First Diapering










Ethan’s

 

legs trembled


 
as he stared at the

 

pink, ruffled diaper


 
Vanessa held in her hands.











This isn’t happening. This isn’t happening.











But the

 

crinkling plastic


 
was real. The

 

smirks on Vanessa and Chloe’s faces


 
were real.










And worst of all? The

 

tiny twitch


 
of his

 

pathetic little cock


 
, barely hidden beneath the

 

delicate lace panties


 
, was

 

very real


 
—and they

 

saw it


 
.











"Oh my God,"


 
Chloe whispered, clapping a hand over her mouth,

 

mocking disbelief in her wide eyes


 
.

 

"Is he actually getting hard?"











Vanessa let out a slow

 

giggle


 
, tilting her head.

 

"Aww, does our baby want his first diaper that badly?"











Ethan’s

 

face burned hotter than ever


 
, his entire

 

body locked up in shame


 
.











"N-No, I—I don’t—"











Chloe rolled her eyes.

 

"Oh, shut up, sissy. We can see how much you love this."











Vanessa patted the

 

fitting room bench


 
, the smirk never leaving her face.











"Lie down, baby."











Ethan’s

 

stomach twisted violently


 
.

 

No. No, he couldn’t.











Not here. Not

 

in a public lingerie store


 
, in a

 

mall


 
, with people just

 

outside the curtain


 
, with

 

saleswomen walking around


 
who could hear

 

everything


 
.










Chloe sighed dramatically, twirling a strand of her

 

perfect blonde hair


 
.











"If you don’t, I’ll open this curtain right now."











Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped.











His

 

legs shook violently


 
, his breath coming in

 

shaky gasps


 
.










He was

 

trapped


 
.










Slowly—

 

humiliation crushing him


 
—he

 

crawled onto the bench


 
, his

 

heart hammering


 
as he lay back, his

 

stocking-covered legs trembling


 
.










Vanessa smirked.

 

"Good girl."











Chloe let out a

 

mocking coo


 
, leaning down until her

 

lips were inches from his ear


 
.











"You have no idea how much fun we’re going to have with you, princess."











Ethan let out a

 

weak whimper


 
.










And then—

 

the diapering began.
















The Ultimate Humiliation











Vanessa moved

 

with precision


 
, like she had been

 

waiting for this moment all her life


 
.










She

 

grabbed his ankles


 
, lifting them effortlessly, making him feel

 

small, weak, and helpless


 
as she pulled the

 

lacy panties down his legs


 
, exposing his

 

tiny, twitching cock once again


 
.










Chloe gasped.

 

"Oh, it’s even smaller now!"











Vanessa let out a

 

soft giggle


 
, running a finger along his

 

thigh


 
.

 

"Maybe it’s shrinking. Maybe he’s finally realizing he was never meant to be a man in the first place."











Chloe grinned.

 

"You’re right! He was meant to be our little diapered princess."











Ethan let out a

 

whimper


 
, his

 

body shaking


 
as Vanessa grabbed a

 

container of baby powder


 
, popping open the lid with an almost

 

casual ease


 
.










The

 

sweet, powdery scent filled the air


 
, making his

 

stomach twist with shame


 
.











"Lift your hips, baby,"


 
Vanessa cooed.










Ethan let out a

 

soft sob


 
, but he

 

obeyed


 
.










Vanessa slid the

 

thick, crinkling diaper


 
beneath him, the soft padding pressing against his

 

bare skin


 
, a humiliating contrast to the

 

sexy lingerie he had been forced into earlier


 
.










Chloe let out a

 

mocking sigh


 
, shaking her head.











"You know, Vanessa, it really is sad. He actually looks more natural like this than he ever did in boxers."











Vanessa giggled.

 

"I know, right?"











She

 

dusted the powder over him


 
, the

 

gentle scent coating his skin


 
, making him feel

 

even more like a helpless little baby


 
.










And then—

 

came the final step.











Vanessa grabbed the

 

front of the diaper


 
, pulling it up between his legs, pressing the thick padding

 

firmly against his tiny cock


 
, making him

 

squirm


 
at the foreign sensation.











"Aww, look at him,"


 
Chloe teased.

 

"He’s getting all fidgety in his little diaper!"











Ethan let out a

 

weak whimper


 
, his body

 

burning with shame


 
, as Vanessa

 

taped it snugly around his waist


 
, sealing his

 

fate forever


 
.











Crinkle.












It was done.











Ethan

 

was diapered.











Vanessa

 

sat back, admiring her work


 
, a

 

satisfied smirk


 
on her lips.











"Perfect,"


 
she purred.










Chloe let out a

 

mocking coo


 
, grabbing her phone.

 

"Smile for the camera, baby!"











Ethan barely had time to react before the

 

flash went off


 
, capturing the

 

moment forever


 
—him, lying on his back in a

 

pink frilly diaper and black thigh-high stockings


 
, his

 

face bright red, his tiny cock completely hidden beneath the padding


 
.










Vanessa leaned over,

 

grabbing his chin


 
, forcing him to look up at her.











"You’re never wearing big boy clothes again."











Chloe giggled.

 

"Only diapers from now on, baby. And if you ever try to fight it…"











She turned the phone toward him, showing him the picture.










Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped.












"…we send this to everyone."











Ethan

 

whimpered helplessly


 
, his

 

entire world crashing down.











He had

 

lost everything.











And now?










Now, he was nothing more than their

 

diapered little sissy.










Forever.







Chapter 4: Showing Off Their New Baby







Ethan sat

 

frozen


 
on Vanessa’s bed, his

 

stocking-clad legs trembling


 
, the

 

thick crinkle of the diaper


 
beneath him a constant, humiliating reminder of just how far he had

 

fallen


 
.







His stepsister and her best friend had

 

stripped away his dignity


 
, forced him into

 

frilly panties, silky thigh-highs, and now a thick, humiliating pink diaper


 
—and just when he thought it couldn’t get any worse…




Vanessa smirked, unlocking her phone.


"I think it’s time we show our little princess off, don’t you?"





Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped


 
.








"W-Wait,"


 
he gasped, shaking his head.

 

"Please, no, not that—"








Chloe giggled, scrolling through her contacts.

 

"Oh, come on, baby. You didn’t think we were going to keep you all to ourselves, did you?"








Vanessa smirked, pressing a button.

 

"Hey, girls. Come over. Now."








Ethan’s

 

entire body went numb.











The Arrival








Fifteen minutes later, Ethan was

 

cowering on the bed


 
, his arms wrapped around himself, as the front door

 

swung open


 
, followed by the unmistakable

 

sound of giggles and excited voices


 
.







Vanessa had

 

invited her entire friend group over


 
.







And they were

 

here to see him.






"Oh my God, you weren’t kidding!"





Ethan’s

 

stomach churned


 
as he

 

recognized the voices


 
—girls from Vanessa’s college, girls he had

 

seen around the house before


 
, girls who had never

 

paid him any attention


 
until now.




But now?




Now they were

 

marching straight into Vanessa’s room


 
, ready to see

 

what she had turned him into.








The door

 

swung open


 
—and then came the

 

explosive laughter.






"Holy. Shit."





Ethan

 

squeezed his eyes shut


 
, his body

 

burning with shame


 
as the

 

girls crowded around the bed, giggling uncontrollably


 
.








"Oh my God, look at him!"


 
one of them gasped, her voice dripping with

 

amusement


 
.

 

"He’s actually wearing a diaper!"








Chloe grinned,

 

running a hand over the crinkling plastic


 
.

 

"Isn’t he adorable?"








Vanessa

 

leaned back against the wall


 
, arms crossed,

 

smirking proudly


 
.

 

"Told you. He’s not a man at all."









"More like a little sissy baby,"


 
another girl teased, stepping closer, tilting her head.

 

"He even has the stockings and everything. He’s like a fucking doll!"








Ethan

 

whimpered


 
, curling his legs up, trying to

 

hide himself


 
, but Chloe was

 

faster


 
.







She

 

grabbed his ankle, yanking him forward


 
, forcing him to

 

spread his legs


 
, exposing the

 

full, humiliating view of his thick pink diaper


 
.







The room

 

exploded in laughter.









"Oh my God, that’s so sad!"


 
one girl gasped.

 

"There’s nothing there! He’s totally flat!"









"I bet he can’t even fill the diaper properly,"


 
another giggled.

 

"It’s probably too big for his little sissy clit."








Ethan

 

whimpered, his entire body trembling.








He had

 

never felt so humiliated in his life.





And then—Vanessa took it even further.





"Oh, but you guys haven’t seen the best part,"


 
she said, walking forward, gripping Ethan’s

 

chin firmly


 
, forcing him to

 

look up at her.









"Tell them what you are, baby,"


 
she purred.







Ethan’s

 

breath hitched


 
.

 

"I—I…"








Chloe sighed, rolling her eyes.

 

"Use your big girl words, princess."








The girls

 

leaned in, grinning wickedly, waiting.








Ethan’s

 

stomach twisted painfully


 
.







His

 

hands clenched into fists


 
as he

 

squeezed his eyes shut, his voice barely a whisper.






"I—I’m… I’m a sissy…"



"Louder."





Ethan

 

trembled


 
.





"I’m a sissy."





Vanessa smirked.

 

"And what do sissies wear?"








Ethan’s

 

cheeks burned.






"Diapers."





The room

 

erupted in laughter again.






"Oh my God, he’s actually admitting it!"





Vanessa grabbed his

 

wrist


 
, pulling him to his

 

feet


 
, making him

 

stand in front of them all


 
, his

 

diaper crinkling loudly


 
with every tiny movement.





"Spin for us, baby."





Ethan’s

 

entire body went stiff.






"N-No… please—"





Chloe sighed, holding up her phone.

 

"Do it, or this goes online."








Ethan’s

 

stomach plummeted.








With

 

shaking legs


 
, he slowly

 

turned in a circle


 
, the

 

frilly lace on the back of the diaper fully exposed


 
, his

 

stocking-covered legs on display


 
, his

 

humiliation absolute.








The girls

 

cheered and clapped.






"Aww, what a good baby!"





Vanessa grinned, reaching down to

 

pat the front of his diaper.






"Get used to this, baby. Because from now on, you’re never wearing big boy clothes again."





Ethan

 

whimpered


 
, his

 

entire world crashing down.








He was

 

completely broken.








And there was

 

no way out.










Chapter 5: His First Accident










Ethan sat

 

frozen


 
, his

 

stocking-clad legs trembling


 
, the

 

thick crinkle of the diaper


 
beneath him a constant, humiliating reminder of just how far he had

 

fallen


 
.










His stepsister and her friends surrounded him, their

 

mischievous smirks and mocking giggles


 
making it impossible to

 

ignore the reality of his situation.











Vanessa tilted her head, running her fingers along the

 

front of his thick pink diaper


 
, pressing

 

lightly against it


 
, making Ethan

 

whimper in mortified panic.












"Something's missing, though,"


 
she mused.










Chloe

 

perked up


 
, grinning wickedly.

 

"Oh! I know what it is."











She leaned in, her

 

breath warm against his ear.












"Diapers aren’t just for wearing, baby."











Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped.











His

 

eyes widened


 
, his

 

breath catching


 
as he realized

 

what she meant.












"N-No,"


 
he stammered, shaking his head frantically.

 

"You—You can’t—"











Chloe simply

 

giggled


 
, sitting beside him on the bed, running her

 

fingers along his thigh-high stockings


 
, making his

 

entire body tremble.












"Oh, we can, baby."











Vanessa smirked, standing over him.

 

"Babies don’t get to use the toilet anymore, remember?"











The other girls

 

burst into laughter.












"Oh my God, no way—"












"You’re actually gonna make him piss himself?!"











Chloe giggled,

 

grabbing a bottle of water off the nightstand.












"Of course! That’s what his diaper is for, isn’t it?"











She twisted off the cap, pressing it against

 

Ethan’s trembling lips.












"Drink, baby."











Ethan

 

shook his head violently


 
, but Chloe

 

grabbed his chin


 
, tilting it back.











"Now."











His

 

stomach churned


 
as the

 

cold liquid rushed down his throat.












Sip after sip, swallow after swallow.











He had no

 

choice but to drink it all.











By the time Chloe pulled the bottle away, his

 

stomach was full, the pressure already building in his bladder.











Vanessa

 

smirked


 
, sitting beside him on the bed.











"That should speed things up."











The girls

 

clapped mockingly.












"Aww, our baby’s gonna have his first accident!"











Ethan’s

 

body trembled.











He

 

couldn’t.











He

 

wouldn’t.











But then—

 

the pressure hit.











A sharp,

 

aching urgency


 
, deep in his

 

bladder


 
, the water already

 

forcing its way through him


 
, his

 

body betraying him in the worst way possible.











His

 

legs clenched together instinctively


 
, his

 

stockings rubbing against the thick padding


 
, the

 

crinkling noise filling the air.











Chloe

 

noticed immediately.











Her

 

eyes darkened with amusement


 
as she reached down,

 

spreading his legs apart effortlessly.












"Ah-ah, baby. No holding it."











Ethan let out a

 

desperate whimper


 
, his body

 

shaking with the need to hold on.











But Vanessa simply

 

smirked


 
, stepping forward.











"Time’s up, baby."











And then—

 

she pressed down on his bladder.











Ethan

 

gasped sharply


 
, his body

 

jerking


 
as the sudden pressure sent a

 

violent wave of desperation through him.











His muscles

 

tensed—












And then they gave out.











The room went

 

silent.











For a single, unbearable moment, everything

 

stopped.











And then—











The first trickle of warmth spread through the thick padding.











Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped.











His

 

breath caught.











The

 

diaper crinkled softly


 
as the

 

flow continued


 
, warmth

 

pooling around him


 
, soaking into the

 

thick, humiliating layers between his legs.











And the moment Vanessa felt the

 

faintest shift of heat beneath her fingers—











She

 

burst out laughing.












"Oh my God."











Chloe’s eyes

 

widened in pure delight


 
.











"He’s doing it! He’s actually pissing himself!"











The room

 

exploded in laughter.











The girls

 

gasped, pointed, giggled uncontrollably


 
as Ethan

 

sat there, helpless, humiliated, wetting himself in front of an audience.












"Aww, baby’s first accident!"











Vanessa

 

pressed harder


 
, making Ethan

 

whimper as the flow quickened


 
, his

 

body shaking violently


 
as he

 

soaked his diaper completely.











By the time he

 

finished


 
, the

 

room was still laughing


 
, Chloe wiping

 

tears of amusement


 
from her eyes.











"That was the saddest thing I’ve ever seen."











Vanessa leaned in,

 

gripping Ethan’s chin


 
, forcing him to meet her gaze.











"That’s it, baby."











Her smirk was

 

pure wickedness.












"You’ll never use the toilet again."











Ethan let out a

 

weak, broken sob.











His

 

life was over.


 
And he knew it.









Final Chapter: The Ultimate Humiliation










Ethan lay on

 

Vanessa’s bed


 
, his

 

entire body trembling


 
, the

 

warm, soaked padding of his diaper pressing against his tiny, pathetic cock


 
, a humiliating reminder of just how much he had

 

lost


 
.










The

 

room was spinning


 
with laughter, Vanessa’s friends still

 

giggling uncontrollably


 
, their

 

teasing voices ringing in his ears


 
, drowning him in

 

shame


 
.











"He actually did it,"


 
Chloe gasped, her eyes wide with amusement.

 

"He actually pissed himself like a real baby!"











Vanessa smirked, standing over him, her

 

stocking-clad foot pressing against his chest


 
, keeping him

 

right where he belonged—beneath them


 
.











"How does it feel, baby?"


 
she purred, tilting her head.

 

"Knowing you’re never getting out of those diapers again?"











Ethan’s

 

stomach twisted violently


 
, his

 

body betraying him completely


 
.










Because despite the

 

humiliation


 
, despite the

 

mocking, the teasing, the absolute loss of control


 
—










Something deep inside him

 

ached for more.











And Vanessa

 

noticed immediately.











Her

 

smirk widened


 
, her

 

sharp, manicured nails tracing along the waistband of his diaper, pressing down just enough to make the thick, swollen padding rub against him.











Ethan

 

squirmed


 
, a

 

helpless whimper escaping his lips.











Chloe

 

gasped dramatically


 
, pointing.

 

"Oh my God, no way!"











The other girls

 

leaned in


 
, giggling.











"No fucking way—"












"He’s actually getting off on this!"











Ethan let out a

 

soft, choked sound


 
, his

 

face burning hotter than ever.











Vanessa tilted her head, running her

 

fingers along the front of his diaper


 
, pressing just

 

slightly harder


 
, watching as his

 

tiny cock twitched uselessly beneath the soaked fabric.












"Aww, baby,"


 
she cooed.

 

"Are you really about to come in your wet little diaper?"











The girls

 

exploded into laughter


 
, clapping their hands.











"Oh my God, that’s so fucking pathetic!"












"He really is just a stupid little diaper boy!"











Ethan

 

whimpered helplessly


 
, his

 

entire body trembling, every nerve on fire


 
, the

 

humiliation unbearable—but also inescapable.











He tried to

 

fight it


 
, to

 

hold back


 
, but Vanessa was

 

ruthless


 
.










She smirked, pressing her

 

palm firmly against the front of his diaper


 
, rubbing slow,

 

torturous circles


 
, making the

 

saturated fabric slide against his helpless cocklet, trapping him in sensation.












"Come on, baby,"


 
she whispered.

 

"Show us just how much you love being our little diapered sissy."











Ethan

 

gasped sharply


 
, his

 

hips jerking involuntarily


 
, his

 

breath coming in ragged, desperate whimpers.












No. No, no, no—











But his

 

body had already chosen for him.











His

 

legs twitched, his stomach clenched, his vision blurred—











And then—











He broke.











His

 

tiny, pathetic cock spasmed weakly inside his soaked diaper


 
, a

 

pitiful, useless orgasm spilling into the thick, crinkling padding


 
, his

 

body shuddering violently as the humiliation shattered him completely.











For a

 

moment, everything was silent.











And then—











The room erupted into laughter.












"OH. MY. GOD."











Chloe was

 

crying with laughter


 
, her arms wrapped around her stomach.











"HE ACTUALLY CAME IN HIS FUCKING DIAPER!"











The other girls were

 

gasping for air


 
, covering their mouths, pointing, giggling uncontrollably.










Vanessa simply

 

grinned


 
, leaning down, her

 

fingers tracing along the now sticky, soaked padding.












"That’s it, baby,"


 
she whispered, her voice

 

pure, wicked amusement.


 

"That’s who you are now."











Ethan let out a

 

weak, broken sob.











His

 

mind shattered, his body ruined, his dignity gone forever.











Chloe leaned down, smirking.

 

"I hope you enjoyed that, baby."











Vanessa chuckled, giving the

 

front of his ruined diaper a firm, teasing pat.












"Because it’s the last time you’ll ever come without our permission."











Ethan let out a

 

shaky breath


 
, his

 

entire body spent, humiliated, and completely owned.











And as the girls

 

continued to giggle, tease, and mock his pathetic, ruined state—











He realized one thing with absolute certainty.











He was never escaping this.












Ever.
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