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Chapter 1: Arrival and Discovery

The train from Amsterdam rattled to a stop at the small regional station just outside the university town of Groningen. Alex stepped onto the platform, dragging his oversized suitcase behind him like an unwilling companion. Twenty-three years old, freshly graduated from a mediocre Dutch honours programme back home, and now officially an exchange student for the next nine months. The air smelled of wet concrete and diesel; January in the north of the Netherlands carried that particular bite that went straight through his thin jacket.

He checked his phone again. The Google Maps pin for the house was only a fifteen-minute walk away—perfect for someone who had already blown most of his savings on the plane ticket and the first semester’s tuition fees. The listing on Kamernet had been almost too good to be true: five-bedroom student house, shared kitchen and bathroom, €375 all-in, utilities included, no deposit if you signed for the full academic year. The photos showed a slightly worn but charming old canal house with high ceilings, big windows, and what looked like a decent garden out back. The ad had been posted by someone called “EmmaH93,” with a single line in the description: “Looking for one more housemate. Preferably tidy, open-minded, and drama-free. Girls’ house but guys welcome :)”

Alex had laughed at the smiley when he first read it. Now, standing on the cold platform with his breath fogging in front of his face, he wasn’t so sure it was funny.

He pulled up the WhatsApp group the landlord had added him to yesterday. Five profile pictures stared back at him.

Emma – sharp jawline, dark hair pulled into a high ponytail, smirking at the camera like she already knew something he didn’t.

Sophia – blonde, pouty lips, gym selfie in a sports bra.

Mia – short black bob, heavy eyeliner, tongue sticking out playfully.

Olivia – red curls, freckles, looking bored in a library photo.

Lily – softer features, long chestnut hair, gentle smile, holding a mug of tea like she was posing for a lifestyle blog.

He’d sent a polite “Hi everyone, I’m Alex, arriving tomorrow :)” last night. Only Lily had replied with a little waving emoji and “Welcome! Safe travels!”

The others had left him on read.

He shouldered his backpack and started walking.

The house stood on a quiet side street lined with identical brick row houses, each with a tiny front garden behind a low iron fence. Number 17 had fairy lights strung along the railing even though Christmas was long over, and a bike rack overflowing with pastel-coloured city bikes. A faded rainbow flag hung limply from an upstairs window.

Alex rang the bell.

The door opened almost immediately.

Emma stood there in black leggings and an oversized hoodie, arms crossed, sizing him up like livestock at auction.

“You’re the boy,” she said. Not a question.

“Uh—yeah. Alex. Hi.”

She didn’t move aside. “Shoes off in the hall. We don’t do outside dirt inside.”

He nodded quickly, kicking off his sneakers while balancing on one foot. The hallway smelled faintly of vanilla candles and something sweeter underneath—maybe fabric softener, maybe weed. Emma finally stepped back, letting him drag his suitcase over the threshold.

“Living room’s that way,” she said, jerking her thumb. “Everyone’s waiting.”

Alex followed her through an archway into a large, open-plan space that clearly used to be two rooms before someone knocked the wall out. A mismatched sectional sofa dominated the centre; fairy lights continued here, wound around exposed beams. A massive TV was paused on some reality show. Four girls were already arranged across the furniture like a tribunal.

Sophia lounged with her legs over the armrest, scrolling on her phone.

Mia sat cross-legged on the floor, painting her toenails electric purple.

Olivia leaned against the back of the couch, arms folded, studying him with detached curiosity.

Lily was curled in the corner of the sectional with a blanket over her lap, offering the only genuine smile in the room.

“Hi,” Alex said again, feeling suddenly very small.

“Hi baby boy,” Mia drawled without looking up from her toes.

Sophia snorted.

Emma circled him slowly. “So. You’re staying the full year?”

“That’s the plan,” he said, trying to sound confident. “If everything works out.”

“It’ll work out,” Emma said. Her tone made it sound like a verdict rather than reassurance. “We already voted. You’re in.”

“You… voted?”

Olivia finally spoke. Her voice was low, almost bored. “We don’t let just anyone live here. There are rules.”

“Rules,” Alex echoed.

“Lots of rules,” Sophia added, finally putting her phone down. She stretched like a cat, letting her shirt ride up to show a strip of toned stomach. “But don’t worry. We’ll teach you.”

Lily cleared her throat. “Maybe we can start with the tour first? Let him breathe?”

Emma rolled her eyes but waved a hand. “Fine. Lily, you do it. I’ve got better things to do.”

Lily unfolded herself from the couch, blanket still draped over her shoulders like a cape. She was shorter than the others, softer around the edges, wearing loose joggers and an old university sweatshirt that looked two sizes too big. Her eyes were kind—actually kind, not the performative kind Alex was used to seeing on campus.

“Come on,” she said quietly. “I’ll show you your room.”

He followed her up the narrow staircase, grateful to escape the four pairs of eyes still tracking him.

The second floor had five doors. Lily pointed them out one by one.

“Emma’s at the front—biggest room, obviously. Sophia next to her. Mia across. Olivia at the back. And this—” She opened the last door. “—is yours.”

The room was small but bright. A single bed with a new-looking duvet, a desk shoved against the window, a narrow wardrobe. There was a faint smell of fresh paint, like someone had hurriedly tried to make it presentable.

“It’s nice,” Alex said honestly. “Really. Thank you.”

Lily lingered in the doorway. “We had to clear out some stuff. The last guy… left suddenly.”

Alex raised an eyebrow. “Suddenly?”

She hesitated, then gave a small shrug. “He didn’t like the rules.”

There it was again. Rules.

“What kind of rules?” he asked.

Lily chewed her bottom lip. For a second he thought she might actually tell him, but then she just smiled—small, careful.

“You’ll find out. They’re not… mean. Not really. Just… specific.”

She helped him carry the suitcase inside, then stood awkwardly while he unzipped it.

“If you need anything,” she said, “my room’s right across the hall. Just knock. Anytime.”

“Thanks, Lily. Seriously.”

She nodded, then slipped out, closing the door softly behind her.

Alex sat on the edge of the bed, heart still thudding too fast. He felt like he’d walked into the middle of a game whose rules no one had bothered to explain. But the rent was cheap. The location was perfect. And he had nowhere else to go.

Downstairs he could hear laughter—sharp, bright, edged with something he couldn’t quite place.

He unpacked slowly, hanging shirts, stacking books, trying to make the space feel like his. When he opened the wardrobe he found a single item already hanging there: a plain white adult onesie with cartoon ducks printed across the chest. No tag. No note.

He stared at it for a long moment, then closed the door again. Probably a prank. Freshman hazing, even though he wasn’t a freshman.

He’d deal with it later.

By evening the house had settled into a strange domestic rhythm. Someone was cooking—pasta, garlic, tomato sauce. The smell drifted upstairs and made his stomach growl. He ventured down.

The kitchen was chaos in the best way: herbs growing in pots on the windowsill, magnets covering the fridge in overlapping layers, a whiteboard calendar covered in colour-coded handwriting.

Emma stood at the stove, stirring a pot. Sophia was chopping vegetables with alarming speed. Mia and Olivia were at the table, arguing over whose turn it was to buy toilet paper.

Lily sat on a stool, scrolling through her phone, but she looked up the moment Alex appeared.

“Hey,” she said. “Hungry?”

“Starving.”

“Sit. We always eat together on Wednesdays. House rule number one.”

He slid into the empty chair. No one commented on the onesie in the wardrobe. Maybe they’d forgotten. Maybe it really was a joke.

Dinner was surprisingly civil. They asked him the usual questions—where he was from, what he was studying (International Business with a focus on supply-chain logistics—boring, he admitted), whether he had a girlfriend (no), whether he partied (sometimes).

Then Emma leaned back in her chair, twirling pasta around her fork.

“So,” she said. “Ground rules, since you’re new.”

Alex straightened.

“No guests without asking. No loud music after midnight. No leaving dishes in the sink. And—” She paused, letting the word hang. “—we take care of each other here. If someone needs help, we help. No questions. No judgement.”

“That sounds… nice,” Alex said cautiously.

“It is nice,” Sophia purred. “As long as you play along.”

Mia giggled into her wine glass.

Lily shot them a look. “He just got here. Give him a day before you start the interrogation.”

Emma smirked. “Fine. Day one pass. But tomorrow we expect participation.”

“Participation in…?”

“Chores. Cleaning. General house harmony.” Emma’s eyes glittered. “And maybe a little trust exercise.”

Alex forced a smile. “Sure. I’m good with chores.”

After dinner he offered to do dishes. No one argued. While he scrubbed pans, the girls drifted away—some upstairs, some to the living room to watch trash TV. Only Lily stayed, drying beside him.

“They can be intense,” she said quietly.

“I noticed.”

“But they’re not bad people. Just… protective of the house. Of each other.”

Alex glanced at her. “And you? You seem different.”

She gave a small, sad laugh. “I used to be the new one. Took me a while to figure out how things work here.”

“How do they work?”

Lily set a plate in the rack. “You’ll see. Just… don’t fight it too hard. Makes it worse.”

She touched his arm—light, fleeting—then left him alone with the soapy water and the echo of her words.

Later, in his room, Alex lay on the narrow bed staring at the ceiling. The house was quiet except for the occasional creak of floorboards, the murmur of voices downstairs, the low thump of bass from someone’s speaker.

He thought about the onesie again.

Then he thought about Lily’s hand on his arm.

Then he thought about how cheap the rent was.

And how far from home he was.

And how badly he needed this to work.

He closed his eyes.

Tomorrow, he told himself.

Tomorrow he’d figure it out.


Chapter 2: The First Accident

Alex woke to the sound of rain drumming against the windowpane. His phone said 7:42 a.m.—too early for a Thursday, but jet lag still had its claws in him. He lay there for a minute, staring at the unfamiliar ceiling, listening to the house come alive around him. Footsteps overhead. A toilet flushing. Someone singing off-key in the shower. Normal house sounds. Almost comforting.

Almost.

He swung his legs over the side of the bed and opened the wardrobe. The white onesie with the cartoon ducks was still there, hanging like an accusation. He pushed it to the back, behind his winter coat, and pulled on jeans and a hoodie instead. Safe clothes. Normal clothes.

Downstairs the kitchen was already occupied. Sophia stood at the counter in bike shorts and a cropped tank top, blending something green and noxious in a bullet blender. Emma sat at the table with a laptop, typing furiously. Mia was nowhere to be seen. Olivia leaned against the fridge, eating yogurt straight from the tub with a spoon that looked too big for her mouth. Lily was at the stove, frying eggs.

“Morning,” Alex said, voice still thick with sleep.

A chorus of half-hearted greetings. Lily turned and smiled—small, real.

“Sleep okay?” she asked.

“Yeah. Sort of. Still adjusting.”

“Coffee’s fresh,” she said, nodding toward the pot. “Help yourself.”

He poured a mug, added milk from the carton someone had labelled LILY DO NOT TOUCH in Sharpie, and sat at the far end of the table. Emma didn’t look up from her screen. Olivia licked yogurt off the spoon and studied him like he was a mildly interesting documentary.

“So,” Olivia said eventually. “First full day. Excited for orientation?”

“Kind of nervous,” Alex admitted. “Big campus. New system. All that.”

“You’ll be fine,” Sophia called over the whine of the blender. “Just follow the pretty international students. They always know where the good parties are.”

Emma finally glanced up. “We’re having a little welcome thing tonight. Nothing big. Just drinks. Snacks. Get-to-know-you vibes.”

Alex nodded. “Sounds good.”

“Mandatory,” Emma added, closing her laptop with a soft click. “House rule number two.”

He laughed, thinking it was a joke. No one else laughed.

Lily slid a plate of eggs and toast in front of him. “Eat. You look like you haven’t had a proper meal since the plane.”

“Thanks,” he said, genuinely grateful. Her fingers brushed his as she handed him the fork—accidental, probably. Warm.

The day passed in a blur of paperwork and awkward small talk. The university’s international office was efficient but impersonal: welcome packet, student card, map, schedule. Alex’s first lecture wasn’t until Monday, so he spent the afternoon wandering the city centre, buying a cheap SIM card, a second-hand bike from a student market, and a bag of groceries he hoped would last the week. By the time he pedalled back to the house the sky had gone slate-grey and the rain had turned serious.

He was soaked by the time he chained his bike to the overflowing rack. Inside, the house smelled like garlic and red wine and something faintly herbal—maybe incense. Music thumped softly from the living room.

“There he is,” Mia sang as he stepped into the hallway, dripping. She was perched on the back of the couch in fishnets and a tiny black dress, holding a bottle of rosé by the neck like a trophy. “Wet puppy energy. Adorable.”

Alex forced a smile, peeling off his jacket. “Yeah, it’s pouring.”

“Shoes,” Emma called from somewhere deeper in the house.

He toed them off, left them on the mat, and carried his groceries to the kitchen. Lily was there again, arranging platters of cheese and crackers and sliced vegetables. She looked up and winced sympathetically.

“You’re drenched. Go change. We’ve got towels in the upstairs bathroom.”

He nodded, grateful, and jogged upstairs. In his room he stripped out of the wet clothes, pulled on dry sweats and a T-shirt, and paused at the wardrobe again. The duck onesie was still there, mocking him. He shut the door harder than necessary.

When he came back down the living room had transformed. Fairy lights were dimmed. Candles flickered on every surface. A playlist of lo-fi R&B drifted from a Bluetooth speaker. The girls had changed too—casual but deliberate. Crop tops. Short skirts. Lip gloss that caught the light.

Emma handed him a glass of something pink and fizzy the moment he appeared.

“Welcome drink,” she said. “Drink up.”

It tasted like strawberries and prosecco and something sharper underneath—maybe vodka. He took a polite sip.

“Sit,” Sophia said, patting the spot next to her on the couch.

He sat. Mia immediately plopped down on his other side, close enough that their thighs touched. Olivia took the armchair across from him, legs crossed, watching. Lily hovered near the snacks, looking slightly uncomfortable.

They started easy. Questions about his hometown (small village near Utrecht, boring), his programme (logistics, even more boring), his type (he mumbled something vague about “nice people”). The drinks kept coming. Every time his glass dipped below half, someone refilled it. Emma. Sophia. Mia. Even Olivia, once, with a sly little smile.

He didn’t notice how fast he was drinking until the room started to feel soft at the edges.

Lily kept glancing at him, brows furrowed. At one point she leaned over and whispered, “Pace yourself. They like to play games.”

He nodded, but the warning came too late.

Around eleven the playlist switched to something slower, sultrier. Mia suggested Never Have I Ever. Everyone groaned theatrically, then agreed.

“Never have I ever…” Sophia began, eyes glittering, “…wet the bed after I turned eighteen.”

A ripple of laughter. No one drank.

Alex laughed too—nervous, too loud.

“Your turn, new boy,” Mia said, nudging him.

“Uh… never have I ever… cheated on an exam?”

Olivia drank. Emma drank. Sophia pretended to think about it, then took a sip anyway.

The game spiralled. Never have I ever kissed a girl. Never have I ever sent nudes. Never have I ever had a threesome. The drinks disappeared faster. Alex’s head buzzed pleasantly. He was loose, laughing, matching them shot for shot because it felt easier than being the odd one out.

Then Emma leaned forward, elbows on knees, voice dropping low.

“Never have I ever… lost control of my bowels in front of other people.”

Silence.

Then Mia cackled. “Oh my god, brutal.”

No one drank.

Emma’s gaze slid to Alex. “Not even you, baby boy?”

He shook his head, cheeks burning. “Nope.”

“Liar,” she said softly, smiling like she could see right through him.

The game ended shortly after that. Someone put on a movie—some Netflix rom-com no one paid attention to. Alex’s bladder started to complain. He excused himself, wobbled to the downstairs bathroom. Locked the door. Relieved himself. Washed his hands. Looked in the mirror and thought, Okay. You’re doing fine. They’re just teasing. It’s fine.

When he came back the lights were lower. The girls were sprawled across the furniture. Lily had disappeared—probably to bed, he thought. He sank back onto the couch between Sophia and Mia again.

Someone passed him another drink. He took it.

Time blurred.

Later—much later—he realized he needed the bathroom again. Urgently. But the hallway seemed very long and the floor seemed to tilt. He stood up too fast. The room spun.

“I’ll… be right back,” he mumbled.

He made it halfway down the hall before the first cramp hit.

Sharp. Deep. Like someone had punched him in the gut.

He froze, hand on the wall.

Another cramp—stronger. Wet. Urgent.

No. No no no.

He clenched everything. Took a step. Another. The bathroom door was right there. Just a few metres.

His body betrayed him halfway across the tiles.

Warmth. Sudden. Spreading. Down the inside of his thigh, soaking into the grey sweatpants. The smell hit a second later—sharp, humiliating.

He stood there, stunned, as it kept going. Couldn’t stop it. Couldn’t move.

Behind him, laughter. Bright and cruel.

“Oh my god,” Mia shrieked. “He actually did it!”

Footsteps. The hallway light flicked on.

Emma appeared first, phone already out. “Holy shit. Look at him.”

Sophia was next, hand over her mouth, eyes wide with delight. Olivia leaned in the doorway, arms crossed, smirking.

Alex couldn’t speak. Couldn’t look at them. The mess was cooling now, sticking to his skin. His legs shook.

Then Lily’s voice—soft, urgent—from the stairs.

“Guys. Stop.”

She pushed past them, barefoot, hair messy from sleep. She took one look at Alex and her face crumpled—not with disgust, but with something closer to recognition.

“Come on,” she said quietly, reaching for his arm. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

Emma stepped in front of her. “He made the mess. He can clean it.”

“He’s shaking, Em. Look at him.”

Alex stared at the floor. A small puddle had formed around his feet. Brownish. Obscene.

Lily didn’t wait for permission. She took his elbow, firm but gentle, and steered him toward the stairs.

“Lily—” Emma started.

“Enough,” Lily snapped. It was the first time Alex had heard her raise her voice. “He’s new. You dosed him. We all saw you refilling his glass every five seconds. Back off.”

Silence.

Then Mia giggled. “She’s defending her little baby already.”

Lily ignored her. She guided Alex upstairs, one slow step at a time. He moved like he was underwater. Every shift of fabric against skin reminded him of what he’d done.

In the upstairs bathroom she locked the door. Turned on the shower. Helped him peel off the ruined sweats without comment, without disgust. Just quiet efficiency.

“Step in,” she said.

The hot water hit like mercy. He stood under it, head bowed, letting it wash everything away. Lily stayed outside the curtain, passing him soap, shampoo, a clean towel when he was done.

When he finally stepped out, wrapped in the towel, she was sitting on the closed toilet lid, holding a pair of her own pyjama bottoms and an oversized T-shirt.

“These should fit until we wash your stuff,” she said. “Or… throw it away. Whatever you want.”

He took them with trembling hands. “Thank you.”

She nodded. Didn’t look away while he dressed—clinical, not sexual. Like a nurse. Like someone who’d done this before.

When he was clothed again she sat him on the edge of the tub and crouched in front of him.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “They went too far tonight.”

He swallowed. “Did they… put something in my drink?”

Lily hesitated. Then nodded. “Probably laxatives. They’ve done it before. To me. To others.”

His stomach twisted again—not from the drugs, but from the realization.

“Why?”

“Because they can,” she said simply. “Because it’s how they play. How they keep control.”

He stared at her. “And you… let them?”

“I used to fight it,” she said quietly. “Then I stopped fighting. It’s easier that way.”

She reached out, brushed damp hair off his forehead. The touch was so gentle it made his throat close.

“You don’t have to stay,” she whispered. “You can leave tomorrow. Find somewhere else.”

He thought about the rent. The location. The train ticket he couldn’t afford to waste. The fact that he had nowhere else to go.

“I… I need this place,” he said.

Lily’s eyes softened. “Then we’ll make it bearable. I promise.”

She stood, offered her hand. “Come on. You can sleep in my room tonight. The couch downstairs smells like wine and they’ll just keep teasing if you go back down.”

He took her hand.

Her room was small, warm, full of plants and soft lighting. A single bed with too many pillows. She pulled back the covers.

“I’ll take the floor,” she said.

“No,” he said quickly. “I’ll take the floor.”

She shook her head. “You’re the one who’s been through hell tonight. Bed.”

He climbed in. The sheets smelled like lavender and her shampoo. She curled up on the rug beside him with a spare blanket, close enough that he could hear her breathing.

“Lily?” he whispered after a long silence.

“Yeah?”

“Thank you. For… everything.”

She reached up, found his hand in the dark, squeezed it once.

“Get some sleep, baby,” she murmured. “Tomorrow’s going to be interesting.”

He closed his eyes.

The house was quiet now.

But he could still hear the echo of their laughter downstairs.

And he knew—deep in his gut—that this was only the beginning.


Chapter 3: Introduction to House Rules

Alex woke up slowly, the way you do when your body hasn’t quite decided if it’s safe to be conscious yet. The first thing he registered was warmth—soft, enveloping, not quite his own. Then the faint scent of lavender and vanilla body lotion. Then the gentle rise and fall of someone breathing beside him.

Lily.

He was still in her bed. She must have climbed in at some point during the night; the blanket was tucked around both of them now, and her back was pressed lightly against his chest in the narrow single bed. Spooning, but innocent. Protective. Her hair tickled his chin. He didn’t dare move.

Downstairs he could hear the muffled clatter of breakfast being made. Plates. Cutlery. Low voices. Laughter—sharp, familiar, dangerous.

Lily stirred. Rolled over to face him. Her eyes were sleepy but clear.

“Morning,” she whispered.

“Morning.”

She studied his face for a long moment. “How do you feel?”

“Like I want to disappear,” he admitted.

She reached up and brushed her thumb along his cheekbone. “You don’t have to. Not yet.”

He swallowed. “They’re going to… talk about it. Aren’t they?”

“They already are.” She didn’t sugarcoat it. “But they’ll get bored faster if you don’t give them a big reaction. Act like it’s nothing. Like it happens to everyone.”

“Does it?”

She gave a small, sad smile. “Not to everyone. Just… to the ones they choose.”

He closed his eyes. “I can’t believe I let that happen.”

“You didn’t let it. They made it happen.” Her voice hardened for the first time. “And I should have stopped them sooner. I’m sorry.”

He opened his eyes again. “Why didn’t you?”

Lily hesitated. Looked away. “Because last time I tried to intervene too hard… they made it worse. For me.”

He waited.

She exhaled slowly. “I was the new one two years ago. Same welcome party. Same drinks. Same… accident. Except mine happened right in front of everyone, mid-game. They filmed it. Laughed for weeks. Called me Baby Lily. Made me clean it up in nothing but a towel. Then they started the rules.”

“What rules?”

Lily sat up slowly, pulling the blanket around her shoulders like armor. “The ones they’re about to explain to you. Officially.”

Alex sat up too. His borrowed pyjamas—her pyjamas—were too short in the legs and too loose in the waist. He felt ridiculous. Vulnerable.

“They’re going to make it sound like it’s for the house’s good,” she continued. “Like it’s about trust. Responsibility. Taking care of each other. But really it’s about power. About keeping the newest person small until they break or they bend.”

“And you bent.”

“I bent.” She met his eyes again. “And then I stayed. Because the rent is cheap and the location is perfect and I didn’t have anywhere else to go either. Sound familiar?”

He nodded.

Lily reached for his hand. Squeezed. “You still have a choice. You can pack today. I’ll help you find something else. Even if it costs more. I’ll cover the difference for a month if I have to.”

He stared at their joined hands. Thought about the bank account that was already dangerously low. Thought about calling his parents and admitting he’d fucked up the one thing he was supposed to get right this year.

“I… I think I want to try,” he said finally. “At least see what the rules actually are.”

Lily’s shoulders sagged a fraction. Relief? Disappointment? He couldn’t tell.

“Okay,” she said quietly. “Then we go downstairs together. And whatever they say, you stay calm. You nod. You say yes ma’am if they push. And later—when we’re alone—you tell me what you really think. Deal?”

“Deal.”

She leaned in and pressed a quick, soft kiss to his forehead. Maternal. Comforting. It made something in his chest unclench.

They dressed in silence. He put his own clothes back on—the sweats from last night had been washed and dried overnight, courtesy of Lily. No trace of the accident except the memory.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs the kitchen was full.

Emma stood at the head of the table like a general, arms crossed, still in yesterday’s hoodie. Sophia was perched on the counter, legs swinging. Mia sat backwards on a chair, chin on the backrest, grinning like she’d won the lottery. Olivia leaned against the fridge, sipping black coffee, expression unreadable.

All eyes turned to them as they entered.

“Well well,” Emma drawled. “The runaway and the protector. Cute.”

Lily didn’t flinch. “He’s allowed to sleep wherever he wants.”

“He’s allowed to do whatever we say he’s allowed to do,” Sophia corrected sweetly.

Emma raised a hand. “Enough foreplay. Sit.”

Alex sat. Lily took the chair beside him—close enough that their knees touched under the table.

Emma didn’t waste time.

“Last night was unfortunate,” she began, tone almost professional. “But it proved a point. You’re not house-trained yet. And we can’t have messes like that happening again. Not without consequences.”

Alex kept his face blank. Nodded once.

“So here’s how this is going to work,” Emma continued. “Effective immediately, you’re on probation. House rule number three: the newest member takes responsibility for any… accidents. And since we can’t trust you not to have them, we’re going to help.”

She reached under the table and produced a small plastic package. White. Crinkly. The unmistakable outline of an adult pull-up.

Alex’s stomach dropped.

“These,” Emma said, sliding the package across the table, “are for you. Medium. Unisex. Discreet under clothes. You wear them. All the time. Until we decide you’ve earned big-boy privileges again.”

Mia giggled. “They’ve got little ducks on them too. Matching set.”

Alex stared at the package. Felt heat crawl up his neck.

Lily’s hand found his under the table. Squeezed hard. Stay calm.

“Why?” he managed.

“Because we’re a family,” Emma said, voice syrupy. “And families take care of their babies when they can’t take care of themselves.”

Sophia hopped off the counter, came around behind him, and ruffled his hair like he was five. “Don’t worry. We’ll check you. Change you if needed. You won’t even have to ask.”

Olivia finally spoke. “It’s not forever. Just until you prove you can be trusted.”

“How long is that?” Alex asked quietly.

Emma shrugged. “Depends how good you are.”

Silence stretched.

Then Lily spoke. “He gets privacy for changes. And no filming. That’s non-negotiable.”

Emma’s eyes narrowed. “You don’t get to make demands, Lily.”

“I’m not demanding. I’m reminding.” Lily’s voice was steady. “You remember what happened last time someone crossed that line. The landlord got involved. We almost lost the house.”

Emma’s jaw ticked. After a long beat she nodded. “Fine. No filming. Privacy for changes. But he wears them. And he asks permission before taking them off.”

Alex looked between them. “Permission?”

“To use the toilet,” Sophia clarified, grinning. “Big-boy toilet is a privilege now.”

His mouth went dry.

Mia leaned forward. “Say thank you, baby.”

Alex swallowed. Looked at Lily. She gave the tiniest nod.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

Emma smiled—slow, satisfied. “Good boy.”

They didn’t make him put it on right there. Small mercy. Emma told him to go upstairs, change, and come back down wearing it under his jeans. Proof.

He climbed the stairs on autopilot. Locked himself in the bathroom. Opened the package with shaking hands.

The pull-up was thicker than he expected. Soft. Powder-scented. The ducks were cartoonish, smiling, mocking. He slid it on, felt the bulk settle between his legs, pulled his jeans back up. Looked in the mirror.

You couldn’t really tell. Not unless someone looked closely.

He took a breath. Went back down.

They were waiting.

“Show us,” Emma said.

He hesitated.

Lily stood up. “I’ll check.”

She stepped close, slipped two fingers inside the waistband of his jeans at the back—clinical, quick—then nodded. “He’s wearing it.”

Emma relaxed. “Good. Now sit. Breakfast.”

They ate like nothing had happened. Toast. Coffee. Normal conversation about classes, weekend plans, who was buying wine for Friday. Alex answered when spoken to. Kept his voice even. Didn’t look anyone in the eye for too long.

After breakfast Emma stood. “One more thing.”

She handed him a small notebook. Black. Plain.

“House chore list,” she said. “You’re on bathroom duty this week. And kitchen floor. And trash. Every day. Non-negotiable.”

He took it.

“And every evening at eight,” she continued, “you report to the living room for inspection. We check your pull-up. If it’s wet or messy, we deal with it. If it’s clean, you get a gold star.”

She pointed to a chart already taped to the fridge. Five columns. One for each girl. One for him. A row of little star stickers waited beside his name.

“Five clean days in a row,” Emma said, “and we talk about downgrading to lighter protection. Ten clean days, and maybe—just maybe—you get to use the toilet unsupervised.”

Alex stared at the chart.

Lily touched his shoulder. “It’s just paper. Just stickers. It doesn’t mean anything unless you let it.”

He nodded. Didn’t trust himself to speak.

The rest of the morning passed in a haze. He went to the university library to pick up his reading list. Sat in a quiet corner and stared at the words without seeing them. The pull-up felt enormous under his jeans. Every time he shifted, it rustled faintly. He kept imagining people could hear it.

When he got home around four the house was quiet. Most of the girls were out. Only Lily was there, curled on the couch with a book.

She looked up when he came in.

“Hey.”

“Hey.”

She patted the cushion beside her. He sat.

After a moment she asked, “How bad?”

“Bad,” he admitted. “I feel… ridiculous.”

“You’re not.”

“I’m wearing a diaper because I had one accident.”

“You had one accident they engineered,” she corrected. “And now they’re using it to justify everything that comes next.”

He rubbed his face. “What comes next?”

Lily closed her book. “More of the same. Until you either leave or… adapt.”

“Have you adapted?”

She looked away. “I adapted enough to survive. But I still hate the inspections. The names. The way they look at me sometimes like I’m still the baby they broke.”

He reached for her hand. “You’re not broken.”

She squeezed back. “Neither are you. Not yet.”

They sat in silence for a while.

Then Lily said, quietly, “If it gets too much… promise me you’ll tell me. Before you snap. Before you run. I’ll help you leave. No questions.”

“I promise.”

She leaned her head on his shoulder. “And if you decide to stay… I’ll help you survive it. The way no one helped me at the beginning.”

He turned his face into her hair. Breathed her in.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

She didn’t answer. Just stayed there, warm and steady against him.

At eight o’clock the others came home.

They gathered in the living room like it was a ceremony.

Emma crooked a finger. “Pants down, baby boy. Time for inspection.”

Alex stood. Looked at Lily.

She gave a tiny nod. You’ve got this.

He unbuttoned his jeans. Let them fall to his ankles. Stepped out. Stood there in the pull-up, ducks smiling up at everyone.

Mia clapped her hands. “So cute!”

Sophia circled him slowly. “Dry?”

Olivia reached out, patted the front. Clinical. “Dry.”

Emma smiled. “Good boy. First gold star.”

She peeled a sticker from the sheet and pressed it onto the chart beside his name.

“One down,” she said. “Nine to go.”

Alex pulled his jeans back up. Sat when they told him to sit. Answered when they spoke to him.

But inside, something small and stubborn flickered.

He wasn’t broken.

Not yet.

And Lily was watching him like she knew it too.


Chapter 4: Escalating Teasing

The first week slipped by in a strange, suffocating rhythm.

Mornings started with the same quiet routine: Alex woke early, showered quickly in the upstairs bathroom while the house was still asleep, then slipped the pull-up back on before anyone could check. He’d learned fast that Emma liked to do spot inspections—casual, almost absentminded pats on the ass as he passed her in the hallway, followed by a satisfied “Still dry, baby?” that made his skin crawl.

Classes began on Monday. International Logistics 101, Supply Chain Analytics, a mandatory Dutch language module he already hated. He sat in lecture halls trying to focus on slides about container tracking and just-in-time delivery while the faint crinkle of plastic moved with every shift in his seat. No one else could hear it—he told himself that a hundred times a day—but he could. Always.

He avoided eye contact with other students. Kept his backpack on his lap during group discussions. Used the single-stall bathrooms on the top floor of the faculty building, the ones no one bothered with because the lock was finicky. Every trip to the toilet felt like a small rebellion: pulling the pull-up down, sitting like a normal person, wiping, flushing, then taping it back into place with trembling fingers. He’d stare at the smiling ducks reflected in the scratched metal door and think, This is temporary. It has to be.

Back at the house, though, temporary felt like a lie.

The inspections at eight became clockwork. The girls gathered in the living room like it was sacred. Emma presided. Sophia usually did the actual check—sliding a hand down the front of his jeans with theatrical slowness, pressing, squeezing, announcing “Dry!” or “Damp!” like a game-show host. Mia clapped either way. Olivia watched with cool detachment, occasionally murmuring “Pathetic” when the verdict was bad. Lily stayed silent, arms crossed, eyes on Alex’s face instead of his crotch.

The first three nights were clean. Three gold stars appeared on the chart. Emma even praised him once—“Look at that, our little boy is learning”—and the others laughed like it was the funniest thing they’d ever heard.

On the fourth night, everything changed.

They’d had pasta for dinner—spaghetti carbonara, rich with cream and pancetta. Alex had seconds because Lily had made it and kept nudging the bowl toward him with a soft “You need the calories.” He hadn’t noticed how much Parmesan she’d grated over his plate. Or how many times Sophia had topped up his water glass while Emma kept the conversation loud and distracting.

By seven-thirty his stomach felt tight. Not painful, just… full. Heavy. He excused himself to the bathroom upstairs, sat on the toilet for ten minutes, willed something to happen. Nothing did. He gave up, taped the pull-up back on, pulled his sweatpants up, and went downstairs for inspection.

They were already waiting.

“Pants,” Emma said, not even looking up from her phone.

Alex obeyed. Stood in the middle of the room in the pull-up, hands at his sides.

Sophia knelt in front of him this time. She hooked two fingers into the leg gathers, tugged them out, peered inside like she was inspecting fruit at the market.

“Still dry,” she announced.

Mia pouted. “Boring.”

Olivia tilted her head. “Maybe he’s holding it. Trying to be good.”

Emma set her phone down. “Are you holding it, baby boy?”

Alex shook his head. “No.”

“Liar,” Mia sang.

Lily spoke up quietly. “He’s been to the bathroom twice today. I saw him go.”

Emma ignored her. “Drink this.”

She handed him a tall glass of orange juice. Freshly squeezed. Bright. Innocent.

Alex looked at Lily. She gave the smallest shake of her head—don’t—but he was already reaching for it. Refusing would make things worse. He knew that now.

He drank. The juice was cold, sweet, slightly pulpy. He finished it in four long gulps.

“Good boy,” Emma said. “Now sit. Movie night.”

They put on some mindless horror flick. Alex sat between Sophia and Mia on the couch, Lily on the floor leaning against his legs like a guard dog. Halfway through the first kill scene the pressure started.

Not his bladder.

Lower.

Deeper.

A dull ache that bloomed into something urgent. He shifted. Crossed his legs. Tried to breathe through it.

Mia noticed first. “Squirming already?”

“I’m fine,” he muttered.

Sophia leaned in, whispered against his ear, “You sure? Because your little tummy looks all tight.”

He clenched everything. Focused on the screen. Blood. Screams. Fake gore. Anything but the growing insistence in his gut.

Ten minutes later it became impossible.

He stood abruptly. “Bathroom.”

Emma’s voice cut through the room like a whip. “Sit down.”

“I need—”

“Sit.”

He sat. Hands gripping his knees.

The next cramp hit like a fist. He gasped.

Lily turned. “Let him go.”

“No,” Emma said calmly. “He can hold it. He’s a big boy, remember?”

Another cramp. Hot. Wet. Threatening.

Alex’s eyes stung. “Please.”

Mia giggled. “He’s gonna pop.”

Sophia reached over, patted his stomach in slow circles. “Poor baby. All full and fussy.”

The pressure crested.

He tried—God, he tried—but his body had other plans.

It started as a small, involuntary push. A soft sound. Then warmth. Spreading. Filling the pull-up in slow, humiliating waves. The smell followed almost immediately—thick, unmistakable.

Silence fell over the room.

Then Mia shrieked with laughter. “He did it! Right here!”

Sophia pulled back, nose wrinkled theatrically. “Oh my god, it’s bad.”

Olivia stood up, walked over, bent down, and sniffed. “Definitely messy.”

Emma didn’t move. Just watched him with cool satisfaction. “Told you. Not house-trained.”

Alex couldn’t look at anyone. He stared at the carpet, tears burning behind his eyes. The mess was heavy now, sagging between his legs. Every small movement made it shift, squish, smear.

Lily was on her feet in an instant. “That’s enough.”

She stepped between him and the others. “He’s done. Let me take him upstairs.”

Emma raised an eyebrow. “You gonna change your little boy, Mommy Lily?”

“If that’s what it takes to stop this circus, yes.”

Emma considered her for a long moment. Then shrugged. “Fine. But he stays in it until bedtime. No early change. House rule.”

Lily’s jaw tightened. But she nodded once, sharp.

She took Alex’s hand—firm, steady—and led him upstairs without another word.

In the bathroom she locked the door. Turned on the fan to drown out noise. Ran the shower for white noise.

“Step in,” she said softly.

He didn’t argue. Stripped off the sweatpants. Stood there in the soiled pull-up, head bowed.

Lily peeled it off carefully, avoiding his eyes out of respect. Dropped it into a plastic bag, tied it shut, set it aside. Turned him toward the shower.

“Under the water. I’ll wash you.”

He stepped in. Hot spray hit his skin like forgiveness.

Lily stayed outside the curtain, but she reached in with a soapy washcloth, gently cleaning his thighs, his backside, between his legs. No teasing. No jokes. Just quiet care.

When he was clean she handed him a fresh towel, then another pull-up from the stash under the sink.

“Same as before,” she said. “Until they say otherwise.”

He taped it on. Pulled on clean pyjamas she’d brought from her room.

She sat him on the closed toilet lid. Knelt in front of him.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“Not your fault.”

“It is a little. I should have warned you about the juice. They’ve used that trick before.”

He looked at her—really looked. Saw the shadows under her eyes. The way her shoulders carried something heavy.

“You were the baby once,” he said quietly.

She nodded. “For almost a year. Until I… stopped fighting so hard. Until I learned how to give them what they wanted without breaking completely.”

“And now?”

“Now I protect the new ones when I can.” She touched his knee. “Like you.”

He reached down, covered her hand with his.

“Lily… why do you stay?”

She gave a small, broken laugh. “Because part of me likes it. The structure. The attention. Even when it hurts. Especially when it hurts. I hate that I like it.”

He didn’t judge. Just squeezed her hand.

“Me too,” he admitted. “A little.”

Her eyes widened slightly. Then softened.

“Then we survive together,” she said.

She stood. Helped him up.

“Bedtime. My room again. They’ll expect you to sleep alone, but they won’t check tonight. Not after this.”

He followed her across the hall.

In her bed she curled around him this time—chest to his back, arm over his waist, chin tucked against his shoulder.

“Close your eyes,” she murmured. “I’ve got you.”

He did.

But sleep came slowly.

Because downstairs he could still hear them—laughing, replaying the moment on someone’s phone (even though they’d promised no filming), calling him “Messy Pants” and “Diaper Boy” like new nicknames.

And because, deep down, the shame was starting to twist into something else.

Something warm.

Something hungry.

Something he wasn’t ready to name.

Yet.


Chapter 5: Full-Time Diapers at Home

The gold-star chart on the fridge became Alex’s personal calendar of shame.

By the end of the second week he had six stars—six clean evenings out of fourteen inspections. The misses weren’t always his fault. Sometimes it was the coffee they insisted he drink right before eight o’clock. Sometimes it was the herbal tea Mia brewed “specially for him,” which tasted faintly metallic and left his stomach churning twenty minutes later. Once it was just nerves: standing there in front of them, pants around his ankles, the pressure of five pairs of eyes on the front of his pull-up was enough to make him leak a little. Just a little. Enough for Sophia to crow “Wet!” and peel another sticker off the chart instead of adding one.

Lily kept count in secret. She had her own small notebook hidden under her mattress—dates, times, what they’d given him to drink or eat beforehand. She never showed it to him. She just used it to predict the bad nights and try to warn him in coded ways: a quick squeeze of his hand under the table, a murmured “Drink slow tonight,” a lingering hug in the hallway that felt more like armor than affection.

But the rules were tightening.

Friday evening, two weeks and three messy accidents after the carbonara night, Emma called a house meeting.

They gathered in the living room after dinner. Alex had cleared the table and done the dishes—his assigned chore for the week—while the girls lounged on the sectional with wine glasses and a bowl of popcorn. Lily sat on the floor again, knees drawn up, watching him like she could will him invisible.

Emma waited until he dried his hands and joined them.

“Sit,” she said, pointing to the ottoman in the centre of the room.

He sat. Heart already thudding.

“We’ve been patient,” Emma began. “We’ve given you chances. Pull-ups. Privacy. Gold stars. But you’re still having accidents. Three this week alone.”

Mia giggled. “Messy ones.”

Sophia leaned forward. “The living-room rug still smells faintly like baby poop. I had to Febreze it twice.”

Olivia sipped her wine. “He’s not learning.”

Lily opened her mouth, but Emma raised a hand.

“We’re upgrading,” Emma said simply.

She reached behind the couch and produced a new package. Thicker. White with blue tapes. No cartoon ducks this time—just plain medical-looking plastic and the word “Maximum Absorbency” in small print.

“Proper diapers,” Emma announced. “Tape-on. Full coverage. Not those flimsy pull-ups anymore. These are for when babies can’t be trusted at all.”

Alex stared at the package. Felt the room shrink around him.

“You’ll wear them at home,” Emma continued. “All the time you’re in the house. From the moment you walk through the door until you leave for class or errands. We’ll keep the pull-ups for outside—for now. But inside these walls? Diapers.”

Sophia smiled sweetly. “We’ll even help you put them on. Make sure they’re nice and snug.”

Mia clapped. “Diaper changes! Like a real nursery.”

Olivia tilted her head. “And if you complain… we go public faster. Understood?”

Alex’s throat was dry. “I… I can’t—”

“You can,” Emma cut in. “And you will. Or you can start looking for a new place tomorrow. Your choice.”

Silence.

Lily’s voice was quiet but firm. “At least let me do the first change. He’s shaking.”

Emma considered it. Then nodded. “Fine. But we all watch. Transparency.”

Lily stood. Took Alex’s hand. Led him to the middle of the rug.

“Lie down,” she whispered.

He did. On his back, staring at the ceiling beams wrapped in fairy lights. The girls formed a loose circle around him—spectators at an execution.

Lily knelt beside him. Unbuttoned his jeans with careful fingers. Slid them down along with the pull-up he’d been wearing since morning. The air felt cold against his bare skin.

She opened the new package. The diaper unfolded with a loud crinkle—thicker than anything he’d worn so far. Powder-scented. The inside was quilted, almost plush.

She lifted his hips gently. Slid the diaper underneath. Sprinkled baby powder over his groin and backside—clinical, efficient, but the scent filled the room like a declaration.

The girls watched in silence. No laughter this time. Just observation.

Lily brought the front up between his legs. Taped the sides snug—one, two, three, four tapes. She checked the leg gathers, smoothed the waistband.

“There,” she said softly. “All done.”

Alex didn’t move. Couldn’t. The bulk between his thighs forced his legs apart slightly. Every breath made the plastic rustle.

Emma stepped forward. Bent down. Pressed a palm against the front of the diaper—testing. Nodding.

“Perfect fit,” she said. “Now stand.”

He stood. The diaper crinkled loudly with the movement. He tugged his T-shirt down, trying to cover it. Pointless. It rode up anyway.

Sophia circled him. “Turn around.”

He turned.

Mia reached out, patted his padded bottom. “So squishy already. And he hasn’t even used it yet.”

Olivia smirked. “Give it time.”

Emma handed him back his jeans. “You can wear these over it for now. But when we’re home alone—no pants. Just the diaper. House rule update.”

Alex pulled the jeans on. The waistband barely fastened over the extra thickness. The outline was unmistakable if anyone looked closely.

Lily stayed close. Her hand on his lower back—steadying.

“Dinner’s over,” Emma said. “Movie night. Baby sits in the middle.”

They rearranged. Alex ended up on the couch between Sophia and Mia again. Lily took the floor at his feet, back against his shins, like a shield. The diaper forced him to sit with his legs slightly spread. Every shift made it crinkle. Every crinkle made Mia giggle.

Halfway through the movie—some slasher flick no one was really watching—Alex felt the first twinge. Not urgent. Just a reminder. He’d had two glasses of water with dinner. Normal. Human.

He tried to ignore it.

Mia noticed him tense. “Need to go already?”

He shook his head.

Sophia leaned in. Whispered, “It’s okay if you do. That’s what they’re for now.”

He clenched. Held.

The movie dragged. The pressure built—slow, insidious. By the time the credits rolled he was sweating.

Lily looked up at him. Eyes questioning.

He gave the tiniest shake of his head. Not yet.

Emma stretched. “Bedtime for babies soon. But first—inspection.”

They didn’t make him strip this time. Just stand in the centre again.

Sophia did the check—slid her hand down the front of his jeans, over the diaper, pressed.

“Still dry,” she announced. “For now.”

Emma smiled. “Good. You may go to bed. Diaper stays on. No taking it off without permission.”

Alex nodded mutely.

Lily followed him upstairs.

In her room she closed the door. Locked it.

“You okay?” she asked.

“No.”

She pulled him into a hug. The diaper crinkled against her thigh. She didn’t flinch.

“Lie down,” she said. “Let me check properly. Away from them.”

He lay on her bed. She tugged his jeans down again. Inspected the tapes. The padding. Ran her fingers along the leg gathers.

“Still dry,” she confirmed. “You held it.”

“Barely.”

She climbed onto the bed beside him. Curled around him the way she had that first night—spooning, protective.

Her hand rested lightly on the front of his diaper. Not sexual. Comforting.

“If you need to go tonight,” she whispered, “just let it happen. Don’t fight. It’s safer. And… I’ll take care of you in the morning.”

He swallowed. “I hate this.”

“I know.”

A long pause.

“But part of you doesn’t,” she added quietly.

He didn’t answer. Didn’t need to.

She kissed the back of his neck—soft, barely there.

“Sleep, baby,” she murmured. “Mommy’s got you.”

The word hung between them.

Mommy.

He closed his eyes.

And for the first time since the welcome party, the shame felt… different.

Warmer.

Deeper.

Like something he could sink into instead of drown in.

Downstairs the house was quiet.

But in the dark, under the covers, Alex felt the diaper against his skin—thick, secure, inescapable—and something inside him shifted.

Just a fraction.

Just enough.


Chapter 6: Diapers to Class

Monday morning arrived like a sentence.

Alex stood in front of the bathroom mirror at 6:45 a.m., staring at the reflection of a man who no longer looked entirely like himself. The diaper—maximum absorbency, tape-on, plain white with blue fastening tabs—bulked noticeably under his dark jeans. He’d chosen the loosest pair he owned, a pair of black chinos he usually wore for presentations, but even they strained at the waistband. The outline was subtle if he stood perfectly straight and didn’t move too much. If he sat, bent, or walked quickly… it would show.

He tugged his hoodie down as far as it would go. Layered a flannel shirt over it for extra camouflage. Checked himself from every angle. The crinkle was faint but constant—every breath, every shift of weight. He’d have to live with it.

Downstairs the kitchen was already alive.

Emma sat at the table with her coffee and laptop, not looking up as he entered. Sophia was blending another green smoothie. Mia scrolled TikTok at the counter, legs swinging. Olivia stood by the window, staring out at the grey January drizzle. Lily was at the stove again—scrambled eggs this time, toast on the side.

She turned the moment he appeared. Her eyes flicked down to his waist, then back up. A small, almost imperceptible nod: I see you. I’m here.

“Morning, baby boy,” Mia chirped without looking away from her phone. “Ready for your big day out?”

Alex didn’t answer. He poured coffee with hands that weren’t quite steady.

Emma closed her laptop. “Rules for today.”

He froze.

“You wear the diaper to class. Full shift. No bathroom breaks to change it unless it’s leaking badly—and even then, you text one of us first for permission. Pull-ups are retired for now; we’re not wasting them on public outings until you prove you can keep the real ones clean for a full day.”

Sophia turned off the blender. “We packed you a little kit. Backpack pocket. Spare diaper, wipes, powder, plastic disposal bag. If you need a change, you do it in the handicapped stall on the third floor of the main building. Quietly. Discreetly. No drama.”

Olivia finally spoke. “And if anyone notices—or if you have an accident and it shows—you deal with the consequences when you get home. Which means extended home-diaper time. Maybe overnight. Maybe longer.”

Alex swallowed. “What if I… need to go? Like, properly?”

Emma smiled thinly. “Then you use what you’re wearing. That’s the point. You’re not trusted yet.”

Lily set a plate in front of him—eggs, toast, a small banana. She leaned close while the others were distracted and whispered, “Breathe. Small sips of water only. Avoid the cafeteria coffee. I’ll be on campus too—psychology building, second floor. Text me if it gets bad. I’ll cover for you.”

He nodded once. Ate mechanically. The food tasted like cardboard.

At 7:55 he shouldered his backpack—now heavier with the “kit”—and walked to the bike rack. The girls watched from the doorway like proud parents sending a child to kindergarten. Mia blew him a kiss. Sophia called, “Don’t leak on the lecture hall seats, baby!”

He pedalled off into the drizzle without looking back.

The university campus was already busy—students rushing between buildings, bikes weaving through puddles, the smell of wet asphalt and coffee carts. Alex kept his head down, pedalled steadily, tried to minimize bouncing. Every bump in the road sent a small jolt through the padding. A reminder. A threat.

First lecture: Supply Chain Modelling. Large auditorium. He chose a seat in the back row, near the aisle. Sat carefully. The diaper compressed under his weight with a soft, muffled sound he was sure everyone could hear. No one looked.

He crossed his legs. Uncrossed them. Tried to focus on the professor’s slides—optimization algorithms, linear programming—but his mind kept circling back to the bulk between his thighs. The tapes. The faint powder scent that seemed to cling to him no matter how much he’d tried to air out.

Halfway through the lecture the pressure started. Not desperate. Just noticeable. He’d had that banana and half a bottle of water at breakfast. Normal intake. Normal body.

He clenched. Shifted. Pretended to take notes.

By the end of the hour he was sweating under his hoodie. The need had grown from background noise to foreground urgency. He could make it to the next building. He could hold.

He couldn’t.

In the corridor between buildings he ducked into the nearest men’s room. Locked himself in the end stall. Pulled his jeans down just enough. The diaper was still dry—miraculously. He sat on the toilet seat (lid down), diaper still on, and tried to relax enough to pee through it. Nothing happened. His body refused to let go in this position, this situation.

He stood again. Adjusted. Gave up. Taped everything back into place and left the stall with the same urgent fullness he’d carried in.

Next class: seminar room. Smaller. Twelve students around a table. He took the chair closest to the door. The professor—a woman in her fifties with sharp eyes—started discussing case studies. Alex contributed when called on. Kept his answers short. Kept his legs pressed together.

Half an hour in, the pressure became sharp.

He excused himself quietly—“Restroom”—and walked fast down the hall. Same handicapped stall on the third floor. Locked. Jeans down. This time he didn’t sit. He stood over the toilet, pulled the front of the diaper away just enough, and let go.

The relief was immediate and overwhelming. Warmth flooded the padding in a long, steady stream. The diaper absorbed it quickly—almost eagerly. No leaks. No mess on the floor. Just the slow swell of the material between his legs, growing heavier, warmer.

He stood there for a long moment, breathing hard, cheeks burning. Then he taped it closed again. Pulled his jeans up. Washed his hands. Looked in the mirror.

Still no visible outline. Still no one staring.

He made it back to the seminar just as they were wrapping up group discussion.

Lunch was a sandwich from the campus kiosk eaten alone on a bench outside the library. He didn’t dare sit fully—perched on the edge, legs apart enough to avoid too much pressure on the now-slightly-soggy padding. Every bite felt mechanical. Every swallow felt like defiance.

Afternoon lecture: Statistics for Business. Another large hall. He chose the back again. The diaper had cooled now, but the weight was unmistakable. Every time he shifted, it squished faintly. He kept his backpack on his lap like a shield.

By four o’clock he was exhausted. Not from the classes. From the constant awareness. The constant calculation: Can I hold? Should I go? Will it show?

When the final lecture ended he biked home slowly, rain in his face, mind numb.

The house smelled like cinnamon when he walked in—someone had baked.

Lily was in the kitchen alone. The others were out—gym, study group, whatever.

She looked up from the tray of cookies cooling on the counter.

“Hey,” she said softly.

He dropped his backpack. Didn’t speak.

She crossed the room. Pulled him into a hug without asking. The diaper pressed against her hip. She felt it—must have felt the difference in weight—and tightened her arms.

“Bad day?”

He nodded into her shoulder.

“Come on.”

She led him upstairs to her room. Closed the door. Locked it.

“Lie down,” she said.

He did. On her bed. Hoodie still on. Jeans still on.

She knelt beside him. Unbuttoned. Unzipped. Peeled the jeans down slowly.

The diaper sagged visibly now—yellow-tinged in the front, swollen. No mess. Just pee. A lot of it.

Lily didn’t comment. Just untaped the sides. Lifted his hips. Slid the used one out. Wiped him gently with baby wipes from the kit. Sprinkled fresh powder. Opened a new diaper from the stash under her bed—thicker again, almost comically so.

She slid it under him. Brought the front up. Taped it snug. Checked the fit. Smoothed the tapes.

“There,” she whispered. “All clean.”

He stared at the ceiling. “I used it. In the stall. Between classes.”

“I know,” she said. “I can tell.”

“How?”

“The weight. The way you’re walking. The smell—faint, but there.” She climbed onto the bed. Curled beside him. Hand resting lightly on the front of the fresh diaper. “You did what you had to. That’s not failure. That’s surviving.”

He turned his face toward her. “I hated it.”

“I know.”

“But… when it happened. When I let go…” He swallowed. “It felt… safe. For a second.”

Lily’s eyes softened. “That’s the part they count on. The part that makes it hard to leave.”

She leaned in. Kissed his forehead. Then his cheek. Then—slowly, carefully—his lips.

It wasn’t hungry. It was tender. Reassuring. Mommy kissing her overwhelmed boy.

He kissed back. Small. Hesitant. Grateful.

When they parted she rested her forehead against his.

“Tonight,” she murmured, “you stay in here. With me. No inspection from them. I’ll tell them you’re sleeping early. Study fatigue.”

He nodded.

She pulled the covers over them both. Kept her hand on the diaper—warm, protective.

“Close your eyes,” she whispered. “Mommy’s got you.”

He did.

And for the first time all day, the bulk between his legs didn’t feel like punishment.

It felt like belonging.

Downstairs the oven timer dinged. Cookies ready.

But upstairs, in the quiet room with the rain tapping the window, Alex let himself sink—just a little deeper—into the strange, warm safety Lily offered.

And something inside him whispered that maybe—just maybe—he didn’t want to climb out.


Chapter 7: Deepening Submission

The house rules had evolved into something almost ritualistic by the third week.

No more jeans or sweatpants inside the walls after 6 p.m. Alex came home from campus, kicked off his shoes in the hall, went straight upstairs to Lily’s room (the only place he was allowed privacy for the initial change), stripped down to just the diaper, then descended again to join the others. The first few evenings he’d tried to keep his arms folded over his chest or tugged at the hem of his T-shirt like it could hide the thick white bulk between his legs. No one let him get away with it for long.

“Hands at your sides,” Emma would say calmly, not even looking up from whatever show was playing. “We want to see our baby properly.”

And he would drop his arms. Stand there while one of them—usually Sophia or Mia—circled him slowly, patting the front, squeezing the back, commenting on the fit, the swell, the faint yellow tint if he’d already used it that afternoon.

“You’re getting good at this,” Sophia said one Tuesday evening, her palm flat against the warm, heavy padding. “This one’s soaked already. How many times today?”

“Twice,” Alex answered quietly. He’d learned that honesty earned fewer punishments than evasion.

Mia clapped delightedly. “Twice! Our little pee-baby is progressing.”

Olivia, from her armchair, added without inflection: “Still no messes though. That’s disappointing.”

Lily never participated in the circling or the patting. She sat on the couch with her knees drawn up, watching with that same quiet intensity she always had. Sometimes she’d reach out when no one was looking and brush her fingers along his bare thigh—just a touch, grounding him. Reminding him she was still there.

Chores became another layer of the performance.

Kitchen floor duty now meant crawling. On hands and knees. Diapered. Sponge in one hand, bucket in the other. The girls would sit at the table doing homework or scrolling phones, occasionally glancing over to offer pointers.

“Missed a spot by the fridge, baby,” Emma might call.

“Arch your back more,” Sophia would add. “Show us that cute padded bum.”

He did it. Every time. Because the alternative—being sent to stand in the corner with his nose to the wall, hands clasped behind his head, diaper on full display until someone decided he’d learned his lesson—was worse.

The edging sessions started on Thursday.

It happened after dinner. The dishes were done (by him, naturally). The living room lights were dimmed to just the fairy lights and one lamp. Emma crooked a finger.

“Over here.”

He walked to the centre of the rug. Stood.

“On your knees.”

He knelt.

She sat on the edge of the couch, legs crossed. The others arranged themselves around him in a loose semicircle—audience, judges, tormentors.

“Hands behind your back,” Emma instructed.

He obeyed.

Sophia moved first. She knelt in front of him, close enough that he could smell her vanilla perfume mixed with the baby powder still clinging to his skin. Her fingers traced the front of the diaper—light, teasing circles over the plastic.

“You get so hard when we check you,” she murmured. “Feel that?”

He did. The pressure had been building all evening—small touches, casual pats, the constant awareness of being watched. Now it throbbed against the thick padding.

She pressed harder. Rubbed in slow, deliberate strokes through the plastic. Not enough friction. Never enough.

He gasped.

Mia giggled from the side. “Look at him twitch.”

Olivia watched silently, one eyebrow raised.

Lily stayed seated. Her hands were clenched in her lap. But she didn’t look away.

Sophia worked him for long minutes—slow, maddening circles, occasional squeezes, then nothing. Just her palm resting there while his hips jerked involuntarily.

Then she stopped. Completely.

“Edge number one,” she announced.

Emma took over next. Same technique. Same slow torture. Bringing him right to the brink—his breathing ragged, thighs trembling—then pulling away.

“Edge number two.”

Mia went third. She was rougher—quick strokes, sharp squeezes, making him whimper.

“Edge number three.”

By the fourth—Olivia’s turn—he was shaking. She barely touched him. Just rested two fingers against the front and held them there, steady pressure, while he rocked forward helplessly.

“Please,” he whispered.

Olivia tilted her head. “Please what?”

“Please… let me…”

“Let you what, baby?”

He couldn’t say it. Couldn’t form the words.

She removed her hand.

“Edge number four. Denied.”

They stopped after that. Left him kneeling, aching, leaking pre-cum into the diaper’s lining. No release. No mercy.

Emma stood. “Bedtime. No touching yourself tonight. If we find you’ve humped your pillow or anything else, you spend tomorrow in double diapers. Understood?”

He nodded. Tears pricking his eyes—not from pain, but from the overwhelming mix of humiliation and need.

Lily stood too. “I’ll take him up.”

No one argued.

In her room she locked the door. Guided him to the bed. Lay him on his back.

He was still hard—painfully so—inside the sodden diaper.

She didn’t comment on it. Just climbed beside him. Pulled him against her chest. One arm around his shoulders. The other resting lightly on the front of his diaper—warm, still, comforting rather than teasing.

“Breathe,” she whispered. “In… out…”

He tried. The throbbing eased slowly—not gone, but manageable.

She kissed his temple. “You were so good tonight. Took everything they gave you.”

“I… I wanted to come,” he admitted, voice small.

“I know.” Her fingers traced idle patterns over the plastic. “But not yet. Not until you’re ready to ask properly. Not until it means something more than just relief.”

He looked up at her. “What does that mean?”

She smiled—small, sad, knowing. “It means you’re starting to understand why I stayed.”

She shifted. Guided his head to her chest. Pulled the neckline of her tank top down just enough.

“No milk,” she murmured, almost apologetically. “But… pretend.”

He hesitated.

Then he latched. Gentle. Sucking softly. Not sexual—not really. More like comfort. Regression. Safety.

Lily stroked his hair. Rocked him very slightly. Hummed a tuneless lullaby under her breath.

Minutes passed like that. His erection softened gradually. The ache became something warmer, quieter.

When he finally pulled back, cheeks flushed, she kissed his forehead again.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “I’ll tell you more. About my first months here. About how they broke me… and how I learned to like the pieces they left.”

He nodded against her skin.

She tucked the covers around them both. Kept him cradled close—his padded hips against her thigh, her hand still resting protectively over the diaper.

“Sleep now,” she whispered. “Mommy’s little boy is safe.”

He closed his eyes.

And for the first time, the word didn’t feel like mockery.

It felt like truth.

Downstairs the TV murmured on. Laughter drifted up the stairs—light, careless.

But in Lily’s room, in the soft glow of her bedside lamp, Alex let himself sink deeper.

Into the diaper.

Into the submission.

Into her.

And the part of him that still wanted to run away grew smaller.

Quieter.

Almost silent.


Chapter 8: The House Party Setup

The calendar on the kitchen whiteboard had been marked with red Sharpie for weeks: PARTY – SAT 25 JAN – 8 PM – FRIENDS ONLY.

Alex noticed it every morning when he came down for coffee—still in his overnight diaper, still barefoot, still trying to move as little as possible so the crinkle wouldn’t announce him before he reached the kettle. The word “PARTY” sat there like a warning beacon. No one had explained the details. No one had to. The atmosphere in the house had already shifted: more giggling in corners, more secretive phone-checking, more deliberate touches when they passed him in the hallway—fingers trailing over the exposed waistband of his diaper, quick pats on the padded bottom, whispered “You’re going to be such a good boy Saturday night.”

Lily was the only one who treated it like something dangerous.

Friday evening she pulled him into her room right after dinner cleanup. The door clicked shut. Locked.

She didn’t waste time on small talk.

“They’re planning something bigger this time,” she said, voice low. “Not just the usual house teasing. They’ve invited people. Actual people. From uni. From the clubs they go to. Maybe twenty, maybe more.”

Alex felt his stomach drop. “What kind of party?”

“Drinks. Music. Dancing. The usual.” She sat on the edge of her bed, knees together, hands clasped tight. “But you’re the entertainment.”

He stood frozen near the wardrobe, arms wrapped around himself even though the diaper already covered most of what he wanted to hide.

“They haven’t said it outright,” Lily continued, “but I’ve heard the whispers. They’re going to dose you again. Not enough to make you sick—just enough to guarantee… an accident. In front of everyone. Then they’ll expose you. Strip the jeans, show the diaper, maybe make you crawl or beg or… whatever amuses them most that night.”

Alex’s mouth went dry. “And you’re just going to let it happen?”

Lily’s eyes flashed—anger, guilt, helplessness all at once. “I’m going to try to stop it. Or at least soften it. But I’m one against four, and they’ve already warned me: if I interfere too hard, they’ll punish both of us. Publicly.”

He sank onto the bed beside her. The diaper squished faintly under his weight—still damp from an earlier release he hadn’t been able to hold during his last lecture.

“What do I do?” he asked.

Lily reached for his hand. Threaded her fingers through his.

“You survive it,” she said. “Same as always. Keep your head down. Don’t fight back in front of them. Don’t give them the big reaction they want. And when it happens—because it will—look for me. I’ll be close. I’ll get you out of the room as fast as I can. Clean you up. Hold you until it’s over.”

He nodded slowly.

She pulled him closer until his head rested against her shoulder.

“There’s one more thing,” she murmured. “They’re going to make you wear something… special. Under the jeans. Or maybe instead of jeans. They haven’t decided yet.”

“Special how?”

Lily hesitated. Then stood, crossed to her dresser, opened the bottom drawer. Pulled out a small bundle wrapped in tissue paper.

She unwrapped it carefully.

It was a onesie. Adult-sized. Pale blue with white piping. Snaps at the crotch. Cartoon animals scattered across the chest—bears, rabbits, little smiling moons. The kind of thing sold in fetish shops or deep in certain online categories. Thick enough to go over a diaper. Thin enough that the bulk underneath would still be obvious.

“They ordered it last week,” Lily said quietly. “Emma showed me the tracking number yesterday. Said it’s your ‘party outfit.’”

Alex stared at the onesie like it might bite him.

“They want me to wear that… in front of strangers?”

“Not the whole night. Not at first.” Lily folded it again, set it on the dresser. “They’ll start you in jeans and a hoodie. Casual. Normal. Then—when the timing’s right—they’ll find an excuse. Spill something on you. Make you change. Or just order you upstairs to ‘get comfortable.’ When you come back down… this.”

He swallowed hard.

Lily knelt in front of him. Took both his hands.

“I wore something like it once,” she confessed. “My first big party here. Pink. With ruffles. They paraded me around for an hour before the real fun started. People took pictures. Laughed. Touched. I cried in the bathroom afterward for twenty minutes straight. Then I came back down because I didn’t know what else to do.”

She squeezed his hands tighter.

“But you’re not me,” she said. “You’ve got me now. And I’m not going to let them push you as far as they pushed me. Not if I can help it.”

Alex looked into her eyes—really looked. Saw the fear there. The protectiveness. The lingering shame she still carried.

“I trust you,” he said.

She leaned in. Kissed him—slow, deep, more desperate than usual. When she pulled back her cheeks were flushed.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, “wear the loosest clothes you have. Drink as little as possible during the day. Stay close to me when the guests arrive. And if you feel anything—anything—off in your stomach, tell me immediately. We might still be able to get you to the toilet in time.”

He nodded.

She stood. Guided him to lie back on the bed.

“Let me check you,” she said softly.

He let her peel his sweatpants down. The diaper underneath was heavy—yellowed, sagging. He’d wet twice that afternoon without meaning to; the constant awareness and the edging from the night before had shredded his control.

Lily untaped it without comment. Wiped him clean. Powdered. Taped on a fresh one—extra snug, the way he liked it when he was anxious.

Then she climbed over him. Straddled his hips carefully so her weight rested on his thighs, not the padding. Leaned down until their foreheads touched.

“You’re mine tonight,” she murmured. “No matter what happens tomorrow. You come back to this room. To me. Understand?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

The word slipped out easier now. Natural.

She smiled—small, real—and kissed him again.

They stayed like that for a long time. Kissing. Holding. Her hand resting possessively over the front of his fresh diaper while his arms wrapped around her waist.

No edging. No teasing. Just closeness.

When the house finally quieted—Emma’s music turned off, footsteps fading to bedrooms—Lily tucked him under the covers.

“Sleep,” she whispered. “Big day tomorrow.”

He closed his eyes.

But sleep came in fragments.

Dreams of laughter. Of bright lights. Of hands tugging at his clothes. Of Lily’s voice calling his name from far away.

And underneath it all, the steady, humiliating comfort of the diaper hugging him tight.

Saturday dawned cold and grey.

Alex spent the day on autopilot: classes (he skipped the last one), library, quick grocery run for the house (Emma’s list—beer, snacks, mixers). Every step reminded him of what was coming. The diaper stayed dry—he forced himself to use the campus bathrooms properly, even though sitting on the toilet with the padding still taped around him felt obscene.

By six he was back home.

The house buzzed.

Sophia and Mia were stringing more fairy lights. Olivia arranged bottles on the kitchen counter. Emma stood in the living room directing traffic, phone in hand, texting last-minute confirmations.

Lily met him in the hallway.

“Upstairs,” she said quietly. “Now.”

He followed her to her room.

She closed the door.

Handed him the onesie.

“They decided,” she said. “Jeans for the first hour. Then this. When they call you.”

Alex stared at the fabric in his hands.

Lily stepped close. Cupped his face.

“You’re going to be okay,” she said. “I promise.”

He didn’t believe her.

But he nodded anyway.

Because what else could he do?

Downstairs the doorbell rang.

The first guests.

Laughter spilled into the house.

And Alex felt the familiar twist in his gut—not need, not yet.

Anticipation.

Dread.

And something darker.

Something that wanted to see how far he could fall.


Chapter 9: The Public Accident

The house filled up fast.

By eight-thirty the living room was crowded—twenty-five, maybe thirty people squeezed between the sectional, the mismatched chairs dragged in from the dining area, and the open kitchen doorway. Music thumped low and steady from the Bluetooth speaker Emma had positioned on the mantel. Red Solo cups dotted every surface. Laughter bounced off the high ceilings. Fairy lights twinkled like they were celebrating something innocent.

Alex stayed near the edge of it all.

He wore his loosest dark jeans, a plain black hoodie zipped halfway up, sleeves tugged down over his knuckles. Underneath: the thick tape-on diaper Lily had put him in that afternoon—fresh, powdered, taped snug enough to feel secure instead of punishing. The onesie waited upstairs on Lily’s bed, still folded in its tissue paper. They hadn’t called for it yet.

Lily never left his side.

She stood close enough that their arms brushed every time either of them shifted. Whenever someone new approached—some guy from Sophia’s gym class, a girl with blue hair from Olivia’s film society—Lily inserted herself smoothly: a hand on Alex’s elbow, a bright “He’s new here, still settling in,” a quick redirect to the snack table or the playlist. Protective. Constant.

He appreciated it more than he could say.

The first hour passed in a haze of small talk and forced smiles. People asked the usual questions—where he was from, what he studied, how he liked Groningen. He answered short. Kept his drink to sparkling water with lime. Avoided anything handed to him by Emma, Sophia, or Mia. Lily fetched his refills herself.

Around nine-thirty the energy shifted.

Someone turned the lights down another notch. The playlist switched to slower, bass-heavy tracks. A few couples started dancing in the cleared space near the TV. Others clustered in smaller groups, voices dropping to conspiratorial murmurs.

Emma appeared at Alex’s shoulder like she’d materialized.

“Having fun, baby boy?” she asked, voice sweet enough to rot teeth.

He nodded once. Didn’t trust himself to speak.

“Good.” She leaned in closer. “Time to get comfortable.”

Lily’s hand tightened on his arm.

Emma smiled at her. “Relax, Mommy. We’re just going to help him change into something more… appropriate.”

Alex’s stomach lurched.

Lily stepped half in front of him. “He’s fine like this.”

“He’s not,” Emma said calmly. “Look at him. Sweating already. Probably soaked. We can’t have him ruining the furniture.”

A few nearby heads turned. Curious glances.

Alex felt heat crawl up his neck.

Emma raised her voice just enough. “Hey, everyone—our new housemate needs a quick wardrobe change. Who wants to help?”

Laughter rippled through the room.

Mia bounced over, phone already in hand. “I vote onesie!”

Sophia joined her. “Onesie! Onesie!”

Olivia stayed back, arms crossed, smirking.

Lily’s grip on Alex’s arm was iron.

He looked at her. She looked back—eyes wide, pleading, furious.

Emma crooked a finger. “Upstairs. Now.”

The crowd parted like it was choreographed.

Alex moved. Not because he wanted to. Because standing still would make it worse.

Lily came with him—close at his heels, one hand on his lower back the entire way up the narrow staircase.

In his room (they didn’t go to hers—Emma’s choice) the onesie waited on the bed where someone had already laid it out. Pale blue. Cartoon animals. Snaps at the crotch. Infantile. Obscene.

Emma closed the door behind the four of them. Locked it.

“Strip,” she said to Alex.

Lily stepped forward. “Let me—”

“No,” Emma cut in. “He does it. In front of us.”

Alex’s hands shook as he unzipped the hoodie. Let it fall. Pulled the T-shirt over his head. Jeans next—slow, because the button fought the bulk underneath. When the denim pooled at his ankles the diaper was on full display: swollen slightly in front (he’d leaked twice during the party without meaning to), tapes still secure, white plastic gleaming under the bedroom light.

Mia whistled. “Look at that sag. Someone’s been a busy boy.”

Sophia giggled. “He’s been saving it up for us.”

Lily stayed silent. Jaw clenched so tight Alex thought she might crack a tooth.

Emma picked up the onesie. Held it open.

“Step in.”

He did. One foot, then the other. The fabric slid up his legs—soft cotton, humiliatingly snug over the diaper. Emma snapped the crotch closed—three sharp pops—then tugged the sleeves over his arms. Zipped the front all the way to his chin.

He stood there. Padded. Infantilized. Exposed.

Mia clapped. “Perfect.”

Emma opened the door. “Showtime.”

They marched him downstairs.

The music didn’t stop when he appeared. But the conversation did. Heads turned. Eyes widened. Phones came out—slowly at first, then faster.

Someone catcalled. Someone else laughed—high, shocked.

Lily stayed glued to his side. Hand on his elbow like a lifeline.

Emma raised her voice over the track. “Everyone, meet our house baby! Say hi!”

A chorus of “Hi baby!” and mocking coos.

Alex kept his eyes on the floor. Face burning. The onesie felt tighter with every breath. The diaper underneath shifted with every step—wet, heavy, pressing.

They led him to the centre of the living room. Someone had cleared a small circle. Like a stage.

Emma nudged him. “Sit.”

He sat—carefully—on the rug. Legs splayed around the bulk. The onesie pulled taut across his chest.

People circled. Phones up. Flashes.

Lily knelt beside him. Whispered, “Look at me. Only me.”

He tried.

Then it happened.

A deep, rolling cramp—sudden, violent. The same sharp twist he’d felt that first night.

No.

Not now.

Not here.

He clenched. Hard. Muscles trembling.

Lily saw it instantly. Her eyes widened.

“Emma—” she started.

Too late.

Another cramp—stronger. He gasped. Doubled forward slightly.

The room noticed.

Mia laughed. “Oh shit, he’s gonna—”

He tried to stand. Legs shaky. The onesie restricted movement.

He took one step.

Slipped—on nothing, on nerves, on panic.

He fell.

Hard.

Landed on his padded bottom with a loud crinkle and a wet squelch that carried over the music.

Silence—brief, electric.

Then the smell hit.

Thick. Unmistakable.

He’d messed himself. Right there. In front of everyone.

The onesie did nothing to contain it. Warmth spread across his backside, sagging the diaper, pressing against the cotton.

Someone shrieked with laughter.

Phones flashed faster.

Emma crouched beside him. Smiling wide.

“Oops,” she said. “Baby made a boom-boom.”

Lily was there in an instant—arms around him, trying to shield him from the crowd.

“Enough,” she snapped. Voice shaking with fury.

Emma ignored her. Reached down. Popped the first crotch snap on the onesie. Then the second. Third.

The diaper sagged visibly—brownish stain spreading across the back, front still yellowed from earlier.

The room erupted.

Cheers. Laughter. Phones recording.

Alex curled in on himself. Tears burning. Couldn’t stop them.

Lily pulled him against her chest. Rocked him slightly. Whispered nonsense— “It’s okay, it’s okay, I’ve got you”—while the world spun around them.

Sophia knelt. Reached for the diaper tapes.

Lily slapped her hand away. “Don’t.”

Sophia grinned. “Just cleaning up our mess.”

“No,” Lily said again—louder.

Emma stood. Looked down at them both.

“Fine,” she said. “Take him upstairs. Clean him. But he comes back down after. In a fresh one. We’re not done.”

Lily didn’t argue. Just helped Alex to his feet—awkward, stumbling—and half-carried him toward the stairs.

The crowd parted again. Whispers followed them.

“Poor baby.”

“So pathetic.”

“Cute though.”

Upstairs in the bathroom Lily locked the door. Turned on the shower. Helped him out of the onesie—fabric sticking in places. Untaped the ruined diaper. Dropped it in a bag.

She wiped him. Gently. Thoroughly. No words.

Powder. Fresh diaper—thick, new, taped snug.

She dressed him in loose pyjamas from her room. Hood up. Sleeves long.

Then she held him.

Tight.

Against her chest.

While he shook.

While he cried—quiet, broken sobs into her shoulder.

She didn’t shush him. Just let him.

When the worst passed she kissed his temple.

“You’re still mine,” she whispered. “No matter what they do down there.”

He nodded against her.

She opened the door.

They went back down—together.

The party was still going.

But something had shifted.

The laughter was quieter now.

A few people avoided his eyes.

Others stared openly—hungry.

Emma waited at the bottom of the stairs.

“Better?” she asked.

Alex didn’t answer.

Lily did.

“He’s done for tonight.”

Emma studied them both.

Then—surprisingly—shrugged.

“Fine. Bedtime for baby.”

She turned away.

The crowd slowly lost interest. Music got louder again.

Lily led Alex back upstairs.

To her room.

Door locked.

Lights off.

She pulled him into bed. Curled around him—protective shell.

Hand resting over the fresh diaper.

“Sleep,” she murmured. “Tomorrow we talk. Really talk.”

He closed his eyes.

The house thumped below them—music, voices, life going on.

But in the dark, in her arms, Alex felt something crack open.

Humiliation.

Shame.

And beneath it—something raw.

Something that wanted more.

Something that terrified him.

And thrilled him.

All at once.


Chapter 10: Group Domination

The bedroom door clicked shut behind them with a finality that made Alex flinch.

Lily didn’t speak at first. She just guided him to the bed—slow steps, one arm around his waist like he might collapse if she let go. The fresh diaper crinkled softly with every movement; the pyjama bottoms she’d pulled over it did nothing to muffle the sound in the sudden quiet.

She sat him on the edge of the mattress. Knelt in front of him. Cupped his face in both hands.

“Look at me,” she said.

His eyes were red-rimmed, cheeks streaked. He obeyed anyway.

“You’re safe here,” she whispered. “Right now. With me. Nothing else exists downstairs.”

He nodded—small, jerky.

She leaned in. Kissed the corner of his mouth where salt still lingered from tears. Then the other corner. Then full on the lips—gentle, slow, tasting the aftermath of his breakdown.

When she pulled back she didn’t let go.

“I’m going to take care of you,” she said. “The way I should have been able to from the start. But first… I need to know if you want this. Any of it. Or if you want me to pack a bag for you right now and drive you to the train station tonight.”

Alex swallowed. His voice came out cracked. “I… don’t know.”

“Tell me what you feel.”

He closed his eyes. “Humiliated. Scared. Angry.” A long pause. “But also… something else. When they were all looking. When I fell. When it happened in front of them… part of me wanted to disappear. But another part… liked that they saw. Liked that I couldn’t hide it.”

Lily didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull away. Just waited.

“And with you,” he continued, quieter, “it’s different. When you change me. When you hold me. When you call yourself Mommy… it doesn’t feel like shame. It feels like… relief. Like I don’t have to pretend anymore.”

She brushed her thumbs across his cheekbones.

“Then let me give you that relief tonight,” she said. “No games. No audience. Just us.”

He opened his eyes. Searched hers.

“Okay.”

She stood. Dimmed the bedside lamp to a soft amber glow. Locked the door again—even though no one had tried it yet. Pulled the covers back.

“Lie down,” she murmured.

He did. On his back. Arms at his sides. Pyjama bottoms still on, but she tugged them down slowly—past his hips, past the thick white diaper, all the way off. Folded them neatly. Set them aside.

The diaper was pristine—still dry, tapes perfect. She ran her fingers along the waistband, checking the fit the way she always did.

“Beautiful,” she said softly. “My good boy.”

He shivered—not from cold.

She climbed onto the bed. Straddled his thighs carefully, weight on either side of the padding. Leaned down until her hair curtained around their faces.

“Tell Mommy what you need,” she whispered.

He hesitated. Then—barely audible—“Touch me.”

“Where, baby?”

“Over… it.”

She smiled—small, tender. Slid one hand down between them. Cupped the front of the diaper. Palm flat. Warm through the plastic.

“Like this?”

He nodded. Hips lifting instinctively.

She pressed—steady, rhythmic circles. Not fast. Not teasing. Just enough pressure to make the ache bloom again, slow and sweet.

He whimpered.

She kissed him while she worked—deep, languid kisses that swallowed his small sounds. Her other hand cradled the back of his head, fingers threading through his hair.

When his breathing turned ragged she slowed. Lifted her palm.

“Not yet,” she murmured against his lips. “Mommy decides when.”

He whined—soft, needy.

She kissed his jaw. His throat. Down his chest over the T-shirt. Lower. Until her mouth hovered over the front of the diaper.

She pressed a kiss there—through the padding. Then another. Then dragged her tongue in a slow, wet line along the plastic.

Alex arched. Gasped.

She looked up at him through her lashes.

“Such a sensitive little boy,” she said. “All padded and helpless.”

She resumed the circles—firmer now. Faster.

His hands fisted the sheets.

“Please—”

“Please what, baby?”

“Please… let me come.”

She considered him for a long moment.

Then she nodded.

“Come for Mommy,” she whispered. “Right in your diaper. Show me how much you need this.”

He shattered.

The orgasm hit hard—silent at first, then a choked sob as warmth pulsed into the padding. Wave after wave. His whole body jerked under her hand. She kept the pressure steady, milking every tremor until he collapsed, trembling, spent.

She didn’t pull away immediately. Kept her palm there—warm, grounding—while his breathing slowed.

When he finally opened his eyes she was smiling—soft, proud.

“Good boy,” she said. “Such a good boy for Mommy.”

She climbed off him. Lay beside him. Pulled him into her arms—his head on her chest, her hand resting possessively over the now-warm, swollen front of the diaper.

They stayed like that for long minutes. No words. Just the sound of rain against the window and the faint thump of music still drifting up from downstairs.

Then—quiet footsteps on the stairs.

A knock.

Lily tensed.

Emma’s voice through the door—calm, amused.

“Party’s winding down. But we’re not finished with him yet.”

Lily sat up. Kept Alex shielded behind her.

“He’s done for tonight,” she called back.

A pause.

Then Sophia’s voice—giggling. “Come on, Lily. Don’t be selfish. We just want to play a little more.”

Mia chimed in. “He looked so cute when he fell. We want to see him squirm again.”

Olivia—cooler, lower. “Open the door. Or we come in anyway.”

Lily looked down at Alex. He was still dazed, cheeks flushed, but his eyes were clear now. Watching her.

He gave the tiniest nod.

Let them.

She exhaled slowly.

Then stood. Walked to the door. Unlocked it.

The four of them filed in—Emma first, then Sophia, Mia, Olivia last. They closed the door behind them. Locked it again.

Emma looked at Alex on the bed—pyjama top rumpled, bare legs, diaper visibly swollen in front now.

“Someone’s been busy,” she said.

Lily stepped between them and the bed.

“He came,” she said flatly. “With me. That’s all you get tonight.”

Emma tilted her head. “Not quite.”

She moved past Lily—slow, deliberate. Sat on the edge of the bed beside Alex.

He didn’t flinch away.

Emma reached down. Pressed her palm over the used diaper—front first, feeling the sticky warmth inside.

“Wet and messy in different ways now,” she murmured. “Our little slut.”

Alex’s breath hitched.

Emma looked up at the others.

“Strip him,” she said.

They moved as one.

Sophia and Mia tugged the T-shirt over his head. Olivia peeled the tapes—slow, one by one. The diaper came away heavy, sagging with cum and earlier leaks. Emma held it up like a trophy for a second before dropping it into the plastic bag Lily kept under the sink.

Naked now—except for the powder still dusting his skin—Alex lay exposed under five pairs of eyes.

Emma stood. Unzipped her hoodie. Revealed the harness underneath—black leather straps, a sleek purple dildo already attached.

Sophia and Mia followed—each producing strap-ons from bags they’d apparently carried upstairs. Different sizes. Different colours. Olivia simply unbuttoned her jeans, revealing her own harness—simple, black, intimidating.

Lily stayed clothed. But she didn’t stop them.

She climbed back onto the bed. Pulled Alex’s head into her lap. Stroked his hair.

“Eyes on me,” she whispered. “Only me.”

Emma went first.

She knelt between his legs. Lifted them—spread them. Pressed the tip against him—slow, careful, lubed from a bottle Mia handed her.

“Breathe,” Emma said—almost gentle.

He did.

She pushed in—inch by inch.

Alex gasped. Arched. Lily held him down—hands on his shoulders, soothing.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Take it for Mommy.”

Emma found a rhythm—slow thrusts, deep. Each one drew a small, broken sound from him.

When he started rocking back—instinctive, needy—Emma smiled.

“That’s it.”

She sped up. Harder.

Alex whimpered—high, desperate.

Sophia took over next—rougher, faster. Slapping against him. Making the bed creak.

Mia after her—smaller toy, but relentless teasing angles that hit just right.

Olivia last—slow, punishingly deep. Holding eye contact the entire time. Silent. Merciless.

Through it all Lily stayed—cradling his head, kissing his forehead, whispering “You’re doing so well” and “Mommy’s proud” and “Let go, baby, let go.”

When Olivia finally pulled out Alex was shaking—overstimulated, wrecked, leaking again onto his stomach.

The girls stepped back. Breathing hard. Satisfied.

Emma looked down at him—sprawled, flushed, marked.

“Clean him up,” she told Lily. “Then sleep. We’ll continue tomorrow.”

They filed out—quiet now. No laughter. Just the soft click of the door.

Lily moved immediately.

Wipes. Powder. Fresh diaper—thickest one yet.

She taped it on. Dressed him in soft pyjamas again.

Then she held him—tight, fierce.

“You were perfect,” she whispered. “Perfect.”

He buried his face in her neck.

And cried again—not from shame this time.

From release.

From surrender.

From the terrifying, beautiful knowledge that he belonged here.

To them.

To her.

Most of all to her.


Chapter 11: Aftermath and Bonding

The house felt different the morning after.

Not quieter—music still drifted from someone’s room, the smell of coffee and burnt toast still lingered in the hallway—but heavier. The air carried the residue of last night like smoke that refused to clear. Alex woke slowly, body aching in places he hadn’t known could ache, the fresh diaper Lily had taped on him sometime in the small hours now warm and slightly swollen from an unconscious release during sleep.

Lily was already awake. Sitting on the edge of the bed in an oversized sweater and leggings, hair in a messy bun, scrolling through her phone with one hand while the other rested lightly on his hip over the covers.

She looked down when she felt him stir.

“Morning, baby,” she said softly. No teasing edge. Just warmth.

He blinked up at her. Throat raw. “What time is it?”

“Almost ten. The others are still asleep. Or pretending to be.” She set her phone aside. “How do you feel?”

He took inventory. Sore. Tender. The skin around his hips chafed faintly from the harnesses, the repeated thrusting. His backside felt stretched, used. But underneath the physical discomfort was something else—something calm. Settled.

“Exhausted,” he admitted. “But… not bad. Not like I thought I would.”

Lily nodded like she’d expected that answer. She leaned down, kissed his forehead—lingering.

“I’m proud of you,” she said. “You took everything. You didn’t break.”

He reached up. Touched her cheek. “Because you were there.”

She caught his hand. Pressed a kiss to his palm.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s get you cleaned up before they wake up and decide round two starts early.”

She helped him out of bed. Led him to the bathroom across the hall—her bathroom privileges still intact, at least for now. Door locked. Shower running hot.

She peeled the pyjama bottoms down. Untaped the diaper with the same careful efficiency she always used. The padding sagged heavily—yellowed front, a small brownish streak in back from overnight. She didn’t comment. Just dropped it in the bin liner, wiped him thoroughly, powdered fresh skin.

New diaper. Thick. White. Tapes pulled snug.

She dressed him in soft joggers and one of her hoodies—oversized, smelling faintly of her lavender detergent. When he was clothed again she wrapped her arms around him from behind, chin on his shoulder, both of them facing the steamed mirror.

“Look at us,” she whispered.

He did.

Two people who looked like they belonged together. Not in the glossy, performative way couples did on Instagram. In the quiet, lived-in way of people who’d seen each other at their lowest and stayed.

“I used to hate mirrors after nights like that,” Lily said quietly. “I’d avoid them for days. Felt like my reflection would judge me.”

“And now?”

“Now I look and think… I survived. And so did you.”

She turned him around. Kissed him—slow, deep, claiming.

When they parted she rested her forehead against his.

“Breakfast,” she said. “Then we talk. Really talk.”

Downstairs the kitchen was empty. Rare luxury.

Lily made oatmeal—plain for him, cinnamon and banana for her. They sat at the small table by the window, knees touching under it. Rain tapped the glass like it had every morning since he arrived.

She waited until he’d eaten half his bowl.

“Tell me,” she said. “No filter. What stayed with you from last night?”

He stirred his spoon through the oats. Watched the patterns.

“The fall,” he said finally. “The moment it happened in front of everyone. I thought I’d die of shame. But when they laughed… when the phones came out… it wasn’t just shame. It was… freeing. Like the worst thing that could happen already did, so nothing else mattered.”

Lily nodded slowly.

“And the rest?” she asked. “Upstairs. With all of them.”

He met her eyes. “I hated how rough some of it was. Sophia especially—she didn’t care if it hurt. But I didn’t hate… being used. Being the thing they all wanted at the same time. It felt… right. In a fucked-up way.”

She reached across the table. Took his hand.

“And me?” she asked quietly.

“You were the only part that felt safe,” he said without hesitation. “Even when they were inside me, even when it hurt, knowing you were holding my head, whispering to me… that made it bearable. More than bearable. I wanted it. Because it was you there.”

Lily’s eyes glistened. She blinked it away.

“I’ve never let anyone see me like that before,” she confessed. “Not since my first months here. I locked that part of myself away. But last night… watching them take you, knowing I couldn’t stop it completely… it brought everything back. And I hated it. And I loved it. Because you let me be Mommy through all of it.”

He squeezed her hand.

“I want more of that,” he said. “More of you. More of… us. Even if it means more of them too.”

Lily exhaled—shaky, relieved.

“Then we set rules,” she said. “Our rules. On top of theirs.”

“Like what?”

“Like… no one touches you without me in the room. No one films without both of us agreeing. No overnight guests using you unless I say yes. And every night—every single night—you end up in my bed. With me. No matter what happened downstairs.”

He nodded. “Yes.”

“And one more thing.” She leaned closer. Voice dropping to a whisper. “When we’re alone… you call me Mommy. Always. And I call you my baby. My good boy. My little diaper slut when I want to tease. But always mine.”

Heat bloomed low in his belly.

“Yes, Mommy.”

She smiled—real, bright, the first time he’d seen it without shadows since the party.

“Good boy.”

They finished breakfast in comfortable silence.

When the others finally stumbled down—Emma first, hair messy, eyes sharp—Lily was already washing dishes. Alex sat at the table, hoodie sleeves tugged over his hands, looking smaller than he felt.

Emma paused in the doorway.

“Morning, sunshine,” she said to Alex. “Sleep well?”

He met her gaze. Steady.

“Yes, ma’am.”

She raised an eyebrow. Looked at Lily.

Lily turned from the sink. Drying her hands.

“He’s fine,” she said. “Better than fine. But we’re adding conditions.”

Emma crossed her arms. “Oh?”

“No solo sessions without me present. No recording unless we both consent. He sleeps in my room every night. Non-negotiable.”

Sophia wandered in next, yawning. “Bossy Mommy’s back.”

Mia giggled behind her.

Olivia leaned in the doorway, silent, watching.

Emma studied Lily for a long moment.

Then—surprisingly—shrugged.

“Fine. As long as he still plays when we want him to.”

Lily nodded once. Sharp.

“Deal.”

Emma smiled—slow, satisfied.

“Then we’re good.”

She poured coffee. The others drifted in. Normal morning resumed.

But under the table, Lily’s foot found Alex’s. Pressed against his ankle. Claiming.

He pressed back.

Later that afternoon—house empty, everyone out for errands or classes—Lily took him upstairs.

To her room.

Door locked.

She sat on the bed. Patted her lap.

“Come here, baby.”

He went. Lay across her thighs—face down, diapered bottom up.

She rubbed slow circles over the padding.

“You were so brave last night,” she murmured. “Mommy’s going to reward you.”

She unsnapped the tapes—slow, deliberate. Pulled the front down just enough.

Her fingers found him—already half-hard from anticipation.

She stroked him gently. Teasingly slow.

“Tell Mommy how much you love being her little diaper boy.”

“I love it,” he gasped. “Love being padded for you. Love when you change me. Love when you hold me while they use me.”

“Good boy.”

She sped up. Firm, perfect rhythm.

“Come for Mommy,” she whispered. “Right here. Over my lap. Like the needy baby you are.”

He did—harder than the night before. Spilling into her hand, shaking, whimpering her name.

She cleaned him with wipes. Taped a fresh diaper on. Pulled him up into her arms.

Cuddled him close.

Rocked him.

Hummed softly.

And in the quiet room, with rain still falling outside, Alex let himself believe—for the first time—that this could be forever.

Not just surviving.

Thriving.

In her arms.

In his diaper.

In their strange, perfect little world.


Chapter 12: Acceptance and Future

The weeks after the party blurred into a strange new normal.

Alex stopped counting gold stars on the fridge chart. They still appeared sometimes—peeled off and stuck beside his name with theatrical ceremony—but the ritual had lost its sting. The inspections continued at eight o’clock sharp, pants down, diaper checked, comments made. But now Lily was always there first: kneeling beside him, fingers brushing his thigh, whispering “You’re doing so well, baby” while the others circled and teased. Her presence turned the humiliation into something shared. Something almost intimate.

The house rules didn’t loosen. If anything, they tightened in small, creative ways.

Mornings: diaper change in Lily’s room before anyone else woke. She’d wake him with soft kisses along his jaw, peel the overnight padding away, wipe him clean, powder him fresh, tape on the day’s thickest one. Sometimes she’d linger—fingers tracing the tapes, palm pressing the front until he whimpered and spilled into the fresh lining. “Good morning, my little wet boy,” she’d murmur, kissing the swell before pulling his joggers up.

Afternoons: campus days in pull-ups again (a concession Lily had fought for and won). But the moment he walked through the front door, jeans came off. Diaper only. Crawling for chores if Emma was in a mood. Footrest during movie nights. Bottle-fed warm milk from Lily’s lap while the others scrolled phones and pretended not to watch.

Evenings: edging sessions resumed, but with new rules. Lily supervised every one. No one touched him without her nod. No one denied him release unless she allowed it. More often than not, she was the one who finished him—hand over the diaper, slow circles, whispering “Come for Mommy” until he shuddered and soaked the padding in thick pulses.

Nights: always hers.

Always in her bed.

Always curled against her chest, head tucked under her chin, her hand resting possessively over his padded crotch like a claim.

The others adapted—grudgingly at first, then with a kind of bored acceptance. Emma still orchestrated the big scenes, still called him “baby boy” with that sharp smile, still orchestrated group play when the mood struck. Sophia and Mia took turns pegging him on weekends, rough and laughing. Olivia preferred slow, silent sessions where she made him hold eye contact while she fucked him deep and steady. But none of it happened without Lily in the room. None of it ended without her arms around him afterward.

By early March the weather had turned—crocuses pushing through the wet soil outside, longer days, the first hints of spring light through the tall windows. Alex’s exchange programme was nearing its halfway mark. He should have been thinking about return tickets, about re-entry to his old life in Utrecht, about normalcy.

Instead he sat on the living-room rug one quiet Sunday afternoon—diapered, onesie snapped over it (the pale-blue one had become a favourite), head in Lily’s lap while she read a textbook aloud for her psych seminar. The others were out—some festival in the city centre.

Lily paused mid-sentence. Closed the book.

“Alex.”

He looked up at her.

She stroked his hair. “Your programme ends in June.”

He nodded slowly.

“Have you thought about… after?”

He had. Every night, lying in her arms, the question circled.

“I don’t want to leave,” he said quietly.

Lily’s hand stilled.

“You could transfer credits,” she said. “Stay another semester. Or… longer. Find a master’s here. Or a job. The house lease renews in September. We could—”

“I want to stay,” he interrupted. “Here. With you. With… all of this.”

She searched his face.

“You mean the diapers? The rules? The… everything?”

“Yes.” He sat up slowly. Faced her. “I mean being your baby. Being the house diaper bitch. Being used when they want me. Being held when they’re done. I mean… all of it. I don’t want normal anymore. I want this.”

Lily exhaled—shaky, almost a laugh.

“I thought you might say that.”

She pulled him into her lap properly—straddling her thighs, arms around her neck. The onesie crinkled between them.

“Then we make it permanent,” she said. “I’ll talk to Emma about the lease. About adding your name officially. About making the rules… official. No more probation. No more gold stars. Just you, belonging here. Belonging to us. But mostly—” She kissed him, soft and deep. “—belonging to me.”

He kissed her back—hungry, grateful.

When they parted she smiled—wicked, tender.

“Tonight,” she said. “We celebrate. All of us.”

The others returned around six—flushed from the cold, carrying bags of festival food and cheap wine.

Lily waited until they were all in the living room, sprawled across the furniture.

She stood. Alex knelt beside her—still in the onesie, diaper visibly thick underneath.

“I have an announcement,” Lily said.

Emma raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“He’s staying,” Lily continued. “Permanently. Lease renewal. Full member. Full rules. No more exchange-student bullshit. He’s ours.”

Silence.

Then Mia clapped—slow, delighted.

“Finally!”

Sophia grinned. “About time, baby boy.”

Olivia just nodded—small, approving.

Emma studied them both for a long moment.

Then she smiled—slow, genuine.

“Welcome to the family, diaper bitch.”

The night unfolded like the others, but different.

Deeper.

They started slow—Lily changing him in the centre of the rug while everyone watched. Fresh diaper. Powder. Tapes pulled tight. Then the onesie again—this time with the snaps left open at the crotch.

They took turns.

Emma first—strap-on, slow and commanding, making him beg.

Sophia next—rough, fast, slapping his padded thighs until they stung.

Mia—teasing, edging him through the fresh diaper until he sobbed.

Olivia—silent, deep, holding his gaze until he broke and came untouched, soaking the padding in front of them all.

Through it all Lily stayed close—hand in his hair, lips at his ear, whispering “You’re mine, baby. Always mine.”

When the last of them finished—Olivia pulling out slowly, leaving him gaping and trembling—Lily gathered him up.

Carried him upstairs like he weighed nothing.

In her room she laid him on fresh towels. Cleaned him gently—wipes, more powder, the thickest overnight diaper yet.

She changed into soft pyjamas. Climbed in beside him.

Pulled him against her chest.

Hand over the front of his diaper—warm, possessive.

“Forever,” she whispered.

“Forever,” he echoed.

She kissed his forehead.

“Sleep, my good boy. Mommy’s got you.”

He closed his eyes.

Downstairs the house settled—laughter fading, lights dimming.

But in the quiet room, wrapped in her arms, padded and claimed and utterly surrendered, Alex smiled into the dark.

He was home.

Really home.

And he never wanted to leave.
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