
        
            
                
            
        

    


Babygirl Forever: A Diapered Sissy’s Surrender (Flatmates’ Baby Book 2)




A Dark ABDL Regression Sequel of Diapered Twins, Discipline, and Total Mental Surrender




Introduction to Book Two: Babygirl Forever











Sequel to Flatmates’ Baby: A Diapered Student Romance











There’s a moment—somewhere deep in the humiliation, somewhere between the loss of privacy and the warmth of another accident—that the human mind stops resisting.










It doesn’t break all at once.










It

 

melts


 
.










And by the time it does, you don’t even know what you’re losing.










That’s what happened to Taylor.










Except by now, he doesn’t answer to that name anymore.










He’s Babygirl now. Collared. Diapered. Owned.










And this time, there’s no pretending it’s temporary.















Book Two


 
picks up in the aftermath of surrender.










After the public punishment.










After the chart became a daily ritual and the pacifier stopped being a novelty.










After Taylor stopped sleeping in a bed and started waking up in a crib, soaked and smiling, unable to remember the last time he used a toilet—or had control over anything at all.










But his story isn’t over.










It’s only deepening.










Because when the mind stops fighting… it makes room for new rules.










New routines.










New identities.














The girls—Ava, Ruby, Zoey, and the ever-watchful Julia—aren’t done with their doll. They’ve trained him to crawl. Conditioned him to babble. Plugged and padded him until his body responds on command. But now they want more.











Obedience without thought.












Accidents without hesitation.












Love without memory.











And to do that, they introduce the next level of regression: the

 

Silence Protocol


 
,

 

daily enemas


 
,

 

cognitive suppression


 
, and eventually—

 

a twin.











When Bunny arrives, a cheerful, giggling little babygirl just as thickly diapered and obedient as he’s become, Taylor’s world shifts again. He’s no longer the only baby in the house. No longer the center of attention. And every act of obedience now becomes a contest—one tracked, measured, and punished with a new

 

Twins’ Discipline Chart


 
.










But something happens he didn’t expect:











He bonds.











Not like a roommate.










Not like a rival.










Like a

 

sibling


 
. Like a reflection.










Like someone who sees him—not the boy he was, but the babygirl he’s become.










And in that bond, the final wall inside him crumbles.










He accepts everything.










No name.










No choices.










No escape.










Just diapers, pacifiers, and the hands of the women who made him theirs.















Babygirl Forever


 
is the ultimate evolution of humiliation, dependence, and mental regression. Every chapter peels away what little is left of Taylor’s old life and replaces it with something softer, simpler, and unshakably real.










This isn’t just a punishment anymore.










It’s not a game.










It’s a future.










A dollhouse.










And he’s not just a guest.










He’s a

 

resident


 
.










Forever.









Chapter 1 – The Silence Protocol










Taylor didn’t wake up on his own anymore.










Every morning, it was the same: soft music from the nursery speakers, warm light spilling through the pastel curtains, and the familiar hands of Zoey unzipping his sleeper to begin the first diaper check of the day.










This morning was no different—except for the silence.










Zoey didn’t say good morning.










Ava didn’t comment on the soaked padding.










Ruby didn’t tease.










Taylor sat up slowly in his crib, pacifier between his lips, and blinked at them.










Nothing.










No words. No sound.










They dressed him in his daywear—a new white onesie with puffed sleeves and

 

“Mute Cutie”


 
embroidered across the chest. His collar had been swapped for a new version: wider, snugger, with a silver bell that jingled softly when he moved.










They didn’t unclip his pacifier.










They didn’t

 

need


 
to.















The New Rule











Breakfast was silent.










No commands.










No praise.










No scolding.










He was fed from a spoon like usual, bottle-served, changed on the table in front of the open windows. But when he tried to speak—just a muffled “mmm?”—Ava raised a finger and shook her head.










Ruby placed a laminated card in front of him.













NEW RULE: BABIES DON’T TALK.

















No big words. No questions. No sounds unless we say.




Communication is now:














●

 
       

 
Whimpers



 









●

 
       

 
Whines



 









●

 
       

 
Moans



 









●

 
       

 
Cries




That’s all. Good girls use their faces, not their mouths.



 









Taylor stared at the card, pacifier bobbing as his breath quickened.










“No more words,” Zoey whispered in his ear, her voice the only one he’d hear that day. “You don’t need them. We’ll understand.”















Testing the Limit











It didn’t take long before he broke.










By mid-morning, he needed a change.










His diaper was warm, leaking faintly through his pastel leggings. He waddled to Ruby and tried to speak.










“C– c’n you ch—?”










She slapped the back of his thigh.










Firm. Not cruel. But final.










He whimpered. She held his gaze. Then pointed.










“Whine,” she said softly.










He tried. A high-pitched, pathetic sound. She nodded.










“That’s better.”















Public Walk, No Voice











That afternoon, they took him to the local park.










He was dressed in a short baby-blue dress, diaper clearly bulging beneath. Julia pushed the stroller. Ava carried the bottle. Ruby held his leash, and Zoey walked ahead like a proud nanny.










People saw. And some smiled.










But Taylor couldn’t say a word. Couldn’t ask for the bathroom. Couldn’t beg when the cramps hit from the lunch-laced laxative.










He just moaned softly, shifting in the stroller as the pressure built and built…










And then gave way.










The mess filled his diaper slowly. Hot. Heavy. Unstoppable. He whimpered again, eyes wide, face burning.










No one said a word.










Not until Julia knelt down beside the stroller, stroked his cheek, and whispered:










“There’s my quiet little princess.”









Chapter 2 – The Chart Room










The next morning, Taylor was led—not to the kitchen. Not to the nursery. But to a locked room he’d never seen opened.










Ava unlocked it with a small silver key and swung the door wide.










The room inside was pastel pink, sterile, softly lit. On one wall, a massive board divided into rows and columns. Dozens of laminated name tags.










At the top:











THE HOUSE OF BABIES – BEHAVIORAL COMPLIANCE PROGRAM











Each girl had a clipboard. Ruby held his.










Zoey guided him to the middle of the room where a padded chair waited—diaper-changing style, but vertical, with straps for his wrists and thighs.










He was buckled in, pacifier in, legs wide.










“Today’s your chart update,” Ava said.










First came

 

Performance Review


 
:










●

 
       

 
Wetting frequency: 5+ per day – ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Public exposure level: High – ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Verbal regression: Initiated – ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Emotional dependence: Moderate – ✗



 









Then

 

Goals


 
were set:










●

 
       

 
Cry during punishment without being told



 









●

 
       

 
Attempt to crawl when left alone



 









●

 
       

 
Reach for pacifier reflexively when anxious



 









●

 
       

 
Lose speech entirely for 3 consecutive days



 









He stared at the board as Ruby read his stats aloud.










His life was a program now.










He was a line in a system.










A baby being

 

monitored


 
.















Sensory Reinforcement











To “enhance regression,” Zoey said, they were introducing new tactile routines.










That day, he wasn’t allowed to walk. Only crawl.










The girls rubbed lotion on his knees. Fitted him with soft mittens. Locked his bootied feet into bells that jingled each time he moved.










He crawled from room to room, squishing through his padding, trailing soft jingles as the girls watched and praised him like a toddler on parade.










When he whined from exhaustion, Ruby ticked another box on the clipboard. “Fatigue: baby-level stamina.”










Julia patted his head. “Almost ready.”















The End of Thought











That night, he was fed a bottle laced with something stronger. He didn’t know what. He didn’t ask.










He couldn’t.










But as his body grew heavy, as his thoughts slowed, as the girls rocked him gently in Zoey’s arms and cooed lullabies into his ears, Taylor drifted into something deeper than sleep.










Something blank.










Something

 

baby


 
.










And when the crib rails locked shut, and the nightlight glowed pink, and the mobile spun slowly above his head, he didn’t dream of escape.










He dreamed of being held.









Chapter 3 – The Day of the Bell










The morning began with the sound of chimes.










Not the music box lullaby he’d grown used to, not the quiet lull of the mobile spinning overhead—but soft, deliberate

 

bells


 
. Sharp, constant, and unmistakably

 

his


 
.










They were strapped to his ankles. Four of them. Each tied with pink ribbon, each designed to jingle with every tiny movement. Ava called them his “baby trackers.”










“You don’t get to sneak anymore,” she said as she finished tying the bows. “Every step, every crawl, every twitch—we want to hear it.”










Zoey dressed him in a diaper with an extra booster that forced his legs apart into a wide, clumsy waddle. Over it, she pulled a short, ruffled romper—lavender and white stripes, with heart buttons and a back flap that unsnapped easily for changes.










No pants, no modesty.










Ava added his pacifier and clipped it to his collar, then affixed the final piece:










A small silver bell.










Right in the center of his chest.










“If anyone hears

 

this


 
,” Ruby whispered, “they know our little babygirl is nearby.”















First Bell Outing











They took him to the campus bookstore.










Not for books. For supplies.










Pacifier wipes. Diaper cream. Pink spiral notebook with

 

BABY’S DAILY TRACKER


 
printed on the front in bubble letters.










They made him walk.










Not pushed in the stroller.










Not carried.











Walk.











The bells jingled loudly with every step. Every student in the narrow aisle turned to look. Some whispered. Some laughed. One girl nudged her friend and pointed at his ass, where the romper did absolutely nothing to hide the puffed bulge of his padding.










He waddled in silence, face hot, head down.










But the sound of those damn bells made hiding impossible.















The First Slip











It happened while they waited in line to pay.










A sudden cramp.










Not a warning this time.










Not a build-up.










Just a hard, sharp

 

drop


 
in his belly—and then release.










The mess hit his diaper like a wave. He gasped behind the pacifier. His knees trembled. The back of the romper ballooned outward.










And everyone heard the change.










The bells jingled harder as he shifted. The smell hit the girl behind him in line. She coughed and stepped back.










“Oh my god.”










Ava turned and smiled proudly. “She’s still potty training.”










The girl blinked. “She?”










Ruby gave the girl a sweet little wink. “Our babygirl.”















Bell Ceremony











Back at the house, they held what Ruby called a “Bell Ceremony.”










Taylor was stripped down to just his messy diaper, laid across Ava’s lap while Zoey read aloud from his chart.











Milestone Unlocked: Public Messing, No Verbal Response.











Ava praised him softly. “You didn’t even try to say a word. You just let go.”










Julia knelt beside him, unclipping the silver bell from his chest and polishing it with a velvet cloth.










“This one stays,” she said. “She’s earned it.”










They pinned it to his collar. Permanent now.










A sign of submission. Of loss. Of obedience.










Of pride.















Crib Time











That night, the girls gave him a soft enema before bed—not as punishment, not as a threat.










Just… routine.










“You need to stay empty overnight,” Zoey whispered as she gently inserted the bulb. “It helps the regression settle.”










He whimpered into his pacifier.










His body trembled as the warm liquid bloomed inside him. The pressure made him squirm.










They double-diapered him, sealed with plastic pants, and zipped him into a fleece sleeper with no crotch opening. His hands were tucked into padded mitts, and his feet jingled faintly under the blankets.










Ruby stroked his head as they tucked him in.










“No thoughts tonight, baby. Just feelings.”










Julia kissed his forehead.










“Just need.”









Chapter 4 – The Quiet Week










Taylor didn’t speak for five days.










He didn’t even try.










The girls fed him, bathed him, walked him, changed him. He wore diapers 24/7. He sat in his high chair for every meal. He cried when he messed. Moaned when he wet. Whimpered when his tummy hurt.










And the girls documented

 

everything


 
.










The new chalkboard in the nursery read:











BABYGIRL’S DAILY METRICS











●

 
       

 
Wettings: 6



 









●

 
       

 
Messings: 2



 









●

 
       

 
Accidents on command: 3



 









●

 
       

 
Speech attempts: 0



 









●

 
       

 
Pacifier reflex: 9



 









Julia brought over a guest one afternoon—a petite girl named Skye with dark eyes and a curious grin.










“She’s thinking about babysitting,” Julia said. “I thought you’d make a great first impression.”










Skye was fascinated.










“He really doesn’t talk?” she whispered.










“Not a single word,” Zoey said proudly.










“And the diapers?”










Ruby lifted his skirt and gave the padding a firm squeeze.










“Full,” she announced. “He’s due.”










Skye knelt beside him and looked into his eyes.










“You don’t want to be a big boy anymore, do you?”










He whimpered.










She smiled.










“I didn’t think so.”









Chapter 5 – The Babysitter’s Test










The day began like all the others—warm light spilling through the nursery curtains, the soft chime of a lullaby speaker fading into the hum of the house. But there was a quiet tension in the air today, something subtle and strange, like a secret the girls hadn’t yet revealed. Taylor felt it before he even opened his eyes.










He blinked up at the ceiling, the soft spinning mobile above his crib casting shifting shadows across the walls. The scent of powder, plastic, and faint ammonia filled the air. His diaper was warm, swollen, and clinging to his thighs. He didn’t remember wetting—he rarely did anymore—but he could feel the weight of the night pooled between his legs.










The nursery door opened slowly.










Zoey padded in, already dressed in her soft lavender hoodie and slipper socks. She smiled when she saw him awake, brushing her hair back as she crossed the room with a bottle in hand.










“Good morning, sweetheart,” she whispered, unhooking the crib rail. “Time for your feeding.”










Taylor sat up slowly, the thick padding beneath him making his motion sluggish and unbalanced. Zoey helped him scoot back against the pillow, cradled him gently, and slipped the bottle into his mouth.










The formula was warm and thick, tinged with vanilla and something slightly medicinal. He’d grown used to the taste. The warmth in his belly now felt comforting, like being blanketed from the inside out.










Zoey watched him with soft eyes.










“We’ve got a big day today,” she said gently. “Someone special is coming.”










Taylor blinked. He didn’t ask who. He hadn’t spoken in almost a week. The girls hadn’t even removed his pacifier clip for days. But deep in his chest, anxiety stirred.










Big days always meant

 

new ways


 
to humiliate him.










And he was right.















The Visitor











By mid-morning, the routine had played out: a messy diaper, a thorough bath with extra time spent shaving and lotioning him down, a fresh triple-layer diaper, powder thick enough to cloud the air, and his "playdate outfit"—a pale yellow romper with lace sleeves, white ruffle socks, and his name—

 

Babygirl


 
—stitched in pastel thread across his chest.










His hair was in pigtails again, bows perfectly matching the trim on his diaper cover.










They placed him in the living room on the oversized changing mat, surrounded by rattles, plush toys, and a pacifier-stuffed bottle.










Then they waited.










He didn’t know what to expect—until the knock.










Zoey answered. A moment later,

 

she


 
stepped inside.










Slender, dressed in black jeans and a crop top, her dark hair in a tight ponytail and her eyes sharp with amusement,

 

Skye


 
was younger than the others. Maybe early twenties. She carried herself like someone who’d already made up her mind about him before she even said a word.










Julia followed behind her.










“This is her,” Julia said brightly, gesturing toward Taylor. “Our little one.”










Skye didn’t speak. She just stood there, scanning him from head to toe. Her eyes lingered on the pacifier, then dipped lower—to the thick bulge between his thighs, impossible to miss, especially with how his romper strained.










“Jesus,” she said finally. “It’s all real.”










Ava smirked from across the room. “Told you.”










Skye crossed the room slowly, stopping just in front of Taylor. She crouched, resting her elbows on her knees, and looked into his eyes like he was a pet on display.










“You really don’t talk?” she asked.










He looked away.










Zoey spoke up gently. “We’ve been on the Silence Protocol for six days. No speaking, no big words. Only baby sounds.”










Taylor blushed, then hesitantly let out a soft whimper. A pathetic little squeak. It made Skye’s lips curl.










“Oh my god,” she whispered. “This is

 

so much better


 
than I imagined.”















The Babysitter’s Exam











Ava clapped her hands once, sharply.










“Alright. Let’s begin.”










Taylor’s stomach flipped.










“What do you mean?” Skye asked, standing.










“We’re testing you,” Ruby said. “To see if you’re ready.”










“Ready for what?”










“To take care of her alone.”










Taylor’s eyes went wide. He whimpered louder, shook his head as the pacifier bobbed in his mouth. No. No no no. He wasn’t ready. She wasn’t safe. She

 

liked


 
this too much. She wasn’t like Zoey, or even Ruby. She was

 

dangerous


 
.










Skye raised an eyebrow. “Alone?”










Ava nodded. “Supervised, of course. But we want to see how you handle a real routine.”










Taylor tried to crawl away. Ruby caught him by the leg and dragged him gently back onto the mat, then sat on his thighs and pinned him down with her weight.










“You’re not going anywhere, babygirl,” she said sweetly.










Zoey handed Skye a laminated routine card. Julia brought over the wipes and powder.










“You’ll feed her, change her, and take her out for a walk. We’ll be watching.”










Skye smiled. “Let’s begin.”















Feeding











They strapped Taylor into his highchair and locked the tray in place. Skye tied the bib herself—too tight—and sat down in front of him with a bottle and a jar of mashed peas.










She didn’t speak as she fed him. She made him hold eye contact. Every spoonful came with a tiny pat on the cheek or a pinch of the thigh if he hesitated.










“Open,” she’d say. “Good girl.”










The words bit like sugar-coated poison.










He squirmed. She pressed a hand to his crotch through the tray and whispered, “Hold it, baby. I want your accident to be loud.”















The Change











Half an hour later, his stomach rumbled.










Skye didn’t wait.










She dragged him to the changing mat and untaped his diaper in front of everyone—even though he hadn’t gone yet.










“Training check,” she said, giggling.










She inserted a pink glycerin suppository.










“Let’s make sure you

 

fail


 
this test, baby.”















The Walk











She dressed him in a onesie and a short denim skirt, loaded his diaper bag, and took the leash in hand.










They walked in silence around the block.










It wasn’t long before it hit.










Taylor whimpered as the suppository melted. He clutched the leash. His diaper ballooned. The skirt rode high. And Skye? She only laughed.










She knelt, kissed his cheek, and whispered, “Now you’re ready for me.”









Chapter 6 – The Regression Schedule










Taylor didn’t remember being undressed.










One moment, he was standing in the doorway of the nursery, legs trembling, pacifier bobbing from the weight of his breath. The next, his romper was unzipped, his diaper was dropped to the floor with a thick, wet

 

thud


 
, and four sets of hands moved around him like a well-trained team.










He barely reacted anymore when they took control. His limbs simply followed. His mind floated. There were no more thoughts—only

 

reactions


 
. Only reflexes. Whimper when they check him. Moan when they change him. Cry when it hurts. Smile when they praise.










Ava rubbed lotion into his thighs with circular, hypnotic motions. Zoey brushed his hair behind his ears. Ruby powdered him and tugged a fresh, crinkling diaper between his legs, but not before giving his inner thigh a slow, taunting stroke that made him shiver.










Only Julia stayed silent—watching. Studying.










Taylor had learned to fear her silence.










Because when Julia was quiet, it meant something was coming.










Something

 

new


 
.















The Announcement











Later that morning, with Taylor curled up in his crib in a clean diaper, they gathered around him. Ava held a clipboard. Zoey brought over a printed calendar. Ruby was practically bouncing with excitement.










And Julia—Julia finally spoke.










“We’ve decided to move forward.”










Taylor blinked up at them, pacifier between his lips.










“With what?” he tried to ask, but it came out muffled and slow, nothing but a panicked whimper.










Ruby held up the laminated sheet. It read:













REGRESSION SCHEDULE: STAGE THREE

















Effective immediately.














●

 
       

 
No spoken words



 









●

 
       

 
No standing without assistance



 









●

 
       

 
Daily enemas



 









●

 
       

 
Chastity lock (indefinite)



 









●

 
       

 
No eating with hands



 









●

 
       

 
No clothing that conceals diapers



 









●

 
       

 
24/7 supervision



 









●

 
       

 
Diaper discipline: public accidents mandatory



 









Taylor shook his head.










Ava simply leaned down and tapped his pacifier.










“You already agreed, remember?”










Zoey kissed his forehead. “You’ve been such a good baby. But now it’s time to go deeper.”










Julia whispered, “It’s time to forget you were ever anything else.”















The Lock











Ruby was the one to bring out the device.










It was small, clear pink plastic with soft silicone edges. Cute. Feminine. Deceptively simple. But it was a full chastity cage, modified for long-term wear. Ava held the key.










Taylor’s hands were already mittened. He couldn’t stop them. He couldn’t protest.










They teased him while locking it in place.










“Oh no,” Zoey said with fake surprise, “did our little babygirl get excited from her changing time?”










“Poor thing,” Ruby giggled. “She won’t be getting any relief from that anymore.”










Click. Twist. Snap.










The cage was on.










Ava dropped the key into her bra. “Welcome to true submission.”















The Crawl Protocol











That afternoon, Taylor was introduced to another laminated chart:













Crawl Protocol – Phase 1















●

 
       

 
All movement by crawling unless specifically instructed



 









●

 
       

 
Only speak in babbles and cries



 









●

 
       

 
When left alone: sit, rock, suck



 









●

 
       

 
No doors are to be opened without help



 









●

 
       

 
Accidents are to be

 

celebrated


 
, not hidden



 









They dressed him in a shirt so short it barely covered his collarbone. His diaper was left exposed, thick and freshly wet. Zoey attached ankle bells again. Ruby clipped his pacifier chain to the collar with an added ribbon of pink lace.










And then they placed a camera in the corner of the room.










“Full compliance monitoring,” Julia explained. “Any moment you break protocol, we’ll know.”










Taylor crawled for hours that day.










From room to room. Mat to bottle. Toy chest to couch.










Every movement jiggled the bells. Every pause earned a new task.










They made him play tea party alone, pouring water from tiny plastic pots into pink cups, diaper sagging beneath him. They made him pose for pictures. They recorded him trying to babble out his name.










He couldn’t even remember how to pronounce it anymore.















The Public Escalation











At sunset, they took him for a walk around the neighborhood—leashed, bonneted, and strapped into a princess-print harness over his onesie.










His diaper was visibly soaked.










The girls made no effort to hide him anymore.










They paraded him like a trophy.










People stared.










Some laughed.










One couple clapped when Ruby called out, “Wave hello, babygirl!”










Taylor didn’t wave.










He was too busy wetting again, the front of his diaper expanding with a slow, humiliating squish. He whimpered and fell to his knees on the sidewalk. The bells jingled wildly as he curled up.










Ava crouched beside him and stroked his hair.










“You’re so brave, sweetheart. So good for us.”















The Regression Chair











That night, instead of the crib, they strapped him into what they called the Regression Chair.










It looked like a high chair crossed with a restraint seat—padded, pink, with thigh straps, chest buckles, and an overhead arch of dangling toys. His arms were bound in mittens, locked to the tray. His legs were spread, diaper fully visible and bulging. A large pacifier was inserted and strapped around his head.










The room dimmed. Lullabies played. And Julia sat across from him, holding her tablet.










She flipped the screen around.










It showed a graph.











Cognitive Activity Over Time:











Taylor’s line was descending.










Steady. Predictable. Controlled.










“You’re becoming perfect,” she whispered.










And he… felt it.










A warmth in his chest. A calm in his brain.










No decisions.










No needs.










No words.










Only soft sounds. Crinkles. Praise. Warmth. Shame. Love.










They fed him through a bottle-tube fitted into the pacifier. Changed him twice. Rubbed lotion between his legs.










By the time the night ended, he didn’t even look at the door anymore.










He didn’t wonder what time it was.










He didn’t ask what tomorrow would bring.










Because babies don’t ask.










They just obey.









Chapter 7 – Babygirl's First Regression Daycare










It began before sunrise.










The nursery lights blinked on with a soft hum, casting a warm glow across the plush pink carpet and pastel walls. Taylor stirred in his crib, blinking against the light, his limbs aching from the night spent strapped and still. The pacifier strap around his head had left faint red lines on his cheeks, and his diaper—so thick he could barely close his legs—was beyond soaked.










He didn’t cry. Not anymore. Not for waking like this. Not for the feeling of sticky shame between his thighs. It was simply part of life now—like breathing, or being dressed by someone else, or not speaking unless prompted.










But today felt… different.










He sensed it before he was even unbuckled. The way Zoey moved around the room, humming softly, carrying not his usual outfit but a bundle of carefully folded clothes he didn’t recognize. The pastel bag she packed was larger. Fuller. The wipes, powder, extra boosters, training pads—there were more than usual.










And then came Ava’s voice from the monitor speaker.










“Prepare her for transport.”










Taylor blinked.










Transport?










Zoey didn’t explain. She helped him sit up, then unzipped his sleeper and peeled it down, cooing quietly as she revealed his soaked diaper. “You’re such a heavy wetter lately,” she whispered. “We’re going to have to talk about early bedtime again.”










Ruby entered next. She was already dressed for the day: black boots, a short red skirt, hair tied in pigtails to match his. She knelt beside him and gave the front of his diaper a loud squeeze.










“Jesus, she flooded it. Did the Obedience Timer keep her up?”










Zoey nodded. “Full compliance. Forty-five vocalizations logged overnight.”










Ruby beamed. “Good baby.”










Taylor blushed. The praise warmed his chest more than it should have. More than he ever wanted to admit.














The diaper change was efficient but humiliating. Ruby did the wiping this time, drawing it out just a little too long between his cheeks. She added a second suppository without warning, and he moaned behind his pacifier as she pressed it in deep.










“That’s just in case,” she said sweetly. “We want you to

 

make an impression


 
.”










Ava arrived with the outfit.










The romper was new. Custom. Soft lavender cotton with puffed sleeves and snap-crotch closures, frilled trim and a sewn-in bib embroidered with the words

 

“DAYCARE DOLL”


 
in pearlescent thread. It hugged the bulk of his triple-layered diaper, pushing it out so visibly he could feel the pressure against his inner thighs as soon as he was helped to his feet.










The girls didn’t stop there.










White ruffled socks. A wide pink headband with an oversized bow. His leash collar, clipped and locked with the silver

 

Babygirl


 
tag polished to a sparkle. A pacifier with a glitter front was clipped to his chest. His diaper bag was packed with the sort of obsessive precision only a dominant woman can master.










And then he saw the final item on the table.










A laminated badge, safety-pinned to the romper:













NAME:


 
Babygirl





AGE GROUP:


 
Regression Level 4





TALKING:


 
No





BATHROOM:


 
Diapers Only





FEEDING:


 
Bottle & Spoon





ALLERGIES:


 
None





HANDLER APPROVAL:


 
Required for all activities














Taylor’s knees went weak.










“Where… where are we going?” he whispered.










No one answered.














The car ride was quiet.










Taylor sat in the backseat, strapped into a custom baby seat lined with pink cushions and a built-in vibrating function that kept him too aware of his padding the entire way. The vibrations weren’t sexual—but they were constant. Annoying. Humbling.










He tried to ask again, but Ruby silenced him with the press of a pacifier and a firm command.










“No more big words today. You’re going to a place where babies

 

babble


 
, not speak.”










Julia sat beside him, hand on his thigh, eyes half-lidded and calm. She didn’t speak either. Just tapped his diaper occasionally, like she was waiting.










And finally, after what felt like an hour of silent dread and mounting pressure in his belly, they pulled into a gated lot beside a building with pastel siding, a hand-painted wooden sign, and a cartoonish baby bottle over the door.










It read:













THE CUDDLE COTTAGE





Adult Regression Therapy & Daycare





Safe. Secure. Sweet.















Taylor’s stomach dropped.










Ava parked. Ruby unbuckled him. Zoey grabbed the diaper bag. Julia clipped on his leash.










And the world spun again.














Inside, the reception area was filled with the

 

sounds


 
of regression.










Diaper crinkles. Soft lullaby music. The low whine of someone being fed and refusing. A distant giggle. Something plastic being shaken over and over again.










Taylor’s eyes darted from room to room as he was led down the hall. He passed a boy strapped to a highchair, legs kicking as a caretaker fed him a spoonful of bright orange goo. A girl curled up in a playpen, thumb in her mouth, rocking slowly while her diaper peeked from under a unicorn-print dress. Another “baby”—barely older than Taylor—was crawling with a pacifier gag, dragging a leash behind him.










He froze at the sight.










Zoey tugged gently. “Come on, sweetheart. You’re home for the day.”










They led him into the Regression Room. It was massive. Half nursery, half behavioral clinic. There were cribs, toys, mats, changing stations, bouncers. Soft padded floors and mural-painted walls.










And the staff?










All women.










Confident. Smiling. Calm.










Ava handed over his file. “Level Four. Chronic wetter. Recently vocalizing identity. Fully trained by us, but we want to monitor deeper emotional dependency.”










One of the handlers—a tall woman in her forties with honey-colored hair and deep, tired eyes—nodded.










“We’ll take good care of her.”














Taylor was processed like luggage.










Clothes double-checked.










Diaper documented.










Medical chart updated.










And then he was placed on the nursery floor.










No leash. No instructions.










Just dropped like a doll in the middle of the room.










Another babygirl crawled past him in a pink sleeper, offered him a soft rattle, and moved on.










Taylor blinked. Sat back. His legs spread automatically. His diaper pressed out visibly between them.










The cramps from Ruby’s suppository were starting to ache.










And around him, in every direction, were other adults.











Just like him.











Babies in every way that mattered.










And in that moment, something inside him shifted.










Not fear. Not shame.










Acceptance.










For the first time, he didn’t fight the pull.










He reached for the rattle. Shook it. Drooled.










And when the mess came—loud and hot and inescapable—he whimpered once.










Just once.










And the nursery staff applauded.









Chapter 8 – The Cribmates










The first thing Taylor noticed when he woke was that someone was holding his hand.










It was small. Soft. Clammy with sleep. But it was there—fingers curled loosely around his mittened palm, a quiet, unconscious comfort in the dim, pink-lit nursery of the Cuddle Cottage.










He blinked, disoriented. His diaper was heavy again, clinging between his thighs with a warmth that spoke of more than just one accident. His pacifier strap was tight across his cheek, and the faint buzz of the regression timer blinked green from the wall nearby.










Then the girl beside him stirred.










She was curled on her side in the same oversized crib. Her hair was short and messy, sticking to her forehead with sweat. Her onesie was lavender and sagging at the crotch. She blinked her eyes open slowly, just as he did.










She didn’t speak.










She just looked at him.










And then… smiled.










Taylor’s heart thudded.










He hadn’t been this close to another regressed “child” before. At the house, he was always the

 

only


 
baby. His entire world revolved around being the center of attention. Of discipline. Of ownership.










But this girl—this quiet, sleepy-eyed creature—was just like him.










And she wasn’t afraid.














Their morning routine was done in

 

complete silence


 
, save for the constant background noise of diaper crinkles, plastic toys clacking together, caretakers singing softly, bottles being filled, and the occasional messy squish echoing from across the padded playrooms.










Taylor was changed first. His diaper was peeled off in front of three other “babies” who sat watching on a foam mat. The handler—a tall, stern woman with silver-blonde hair and surgical gloves—didn’t say a word. She just lifted his legs, wiped him methodically, and shoved a new booster between his cheeks without so much as a glance.










Then it was her turn.










The girl who held his hand.










They laid her beside him on the same mat and stripped her onesie open.










Taylor tried not to watch.










He failed.










Her diaper was worse than his—sagging and stained. The staff didn’t flinch. They cleaned her with professional detachment. Wiped her thoroughly. Dusted her with powder. Diapered her tight in a new, pastel pink number with

 

I <3 Mommy


 
printed in glitter script.










When they helped her to her feet, she wobbled, then fell to her knees with a soft giggle.










Taylor blinked.










She giggled again and crawled to him.










Without hesitation, she sat beside him, leaned in close, and rested her head on his shoulder.














For the rest of the day, they were inseparable.










Where he crawled, she followed.










Where she babbled, he babbled too.










The caretakers began referring to them as a pair—

 

the twins


 
, one handler said with a smirk.










Their diapers were changed together, side-by-side.










Their feedings were done with them seated in the same oversized highchair, two bottles raised at once like synchronized swimmers performing a silent routine.










They shared naps.










They played with the same teething rings.










And at one point, when Taylor hesitated to crawl to a new area—his leash tugged by one of the staff—she placed her hand gently on his and led him forward, one knee at a time.










They didn’t need to speak.










They didn’t need names.










They just

 

were


 
.














Later that afternoon, the head caretaker—Miss Rowan, as Ava had called her—met with Julia in the main office. Taylor could see them through the glass, though he was too far away to hear what they said.










He was seated in the playpen, his diaper freshly changed, a pacifier bobbing lazily between his lips, the other girl snuggled up beside him with her head resting in his lap. The TV played a cartoon, all bright colors and silly songs, but neither of them watched.










Julia was smiling.










Miss Rowan was nodding.










Papers were signed.










Taylor’s heart pounded.














That evening, just before they were to leave the Cuddle Cottage, Julia knelt in front of him. Zoey stood nearby, her arms full of supplies and his now-overstuffed diaper bag.










“You made a friend today,” Julia whispered. “That’s a big step.”










Taylor blinked up at her, eyes wide, unsure whether he was being praised or prepared for something worse.










She took his hand.










“She’s not just any baby. She’s part of the House now.”










A long pause.










“She’ll be coming home with us.”










His stomach dropped.










Ruby had always said there was only room for

 

one


 
baby.










But when the other girl toddled over in her squeaky shoes, dragging a stuffed bear and drooling around her pacifier, Ruby didn’t push her away.










She smiled.










“We’ve got twins now,” she said.










And the leash split into two.









Chapter 9 – The Twins’ Discipline Chart










It started the moment they returned home.










The car ride was quiet but heavy. Taylor sat in the backseat strapped into his car seat, thickly diapered, pacified, the leash clipped to the chest strap of his harness. Next to him—snuggled into a matching seat—was her. His twin.










They hadn't given her a new name yet. The staff at the Cuddle Cottage had only called her "Bunny," likely for the worn-out pink plush she never let go of. Bunny didn’t cry, didn’t complain, didn’t flinch at the click of straps or the heavy squish of a diapered bottom shifting beneath her. She giggled when the car hit bumps, babbled softly to herself, and occasionally reached for Taylor’s mittened hand.










Each time she touched him, he felt a strange, conflicting pulse. Shame. Comfort. Fear.

 

Attachment


 
.










It was one thing to be the only baby. He was used to being the center of the world.










But this?










This was… change.










And Ava never introduced change without consequences.














When they arrived back at the house, the girls didn’t let either of them out of the car right away. Instead, Ava turned in her seat, holding a tablet in one hand and a laminated printout in the other.










She smiled. Not cruelly. Just firmly.










“Today marks a new phase in your regression,” she said calmly. “You’re no longer our

 

only


 
babygirl.”










Taylor whimpered behind his pacifier. Beside him, Bunny tilted her head and drooled slightly.










Ava continued, “That means from now on, everything you do—every whimper, every accident, every punishment—will be shared. Tracked. And matched.”










She handed the paper to Zoey, who held it up like a proud teacher.










It was a chart. A massive grid. Brightly colored rows, glitter stars, printed names.










At the top:





TWINS’ BEHAVIOR COMPARISON & DISCIPLINE SYSTEM











Beneath that, two columns:





Babygirl (Taylor)


 
– pink text





Bunny (unnamed)


 
– purple text










Dozens of categories followed:










●

 
       

 
Morning obedience



 









●

 
       

 
Diaper condition at change time



 









●

 
       

 
Crying frequency



 









●

 
       

 
Babble vocalization



 









●

 
       

 
Mess size and intensity



 









●

 
       

 
Submission during punishment



 









●

 
       

 
Pacifier dependence



 









●

 
       

 
Sibling affection



 









●

 
       

 
Public exposure compliance



 









●

 
       

 
Daily enema completion



 









●

 
       

 
Spanking tolerance



 









●

 
       

 
Emotional breakdowns logged



 









Each day, Ava would grade them. And whoever “failed” more would be punished. The other? Rewarded.










“You will either rise together,” Ava said, her voice sharp and direct, “or fall apart.”














The first punishment came that very night.










After being stripped, wiped, and rediapered side by side on the changing table, Taylor accidentally turned away when Bunny leaned in to kiss his cheek.










It was nothing. Just instinct. Embarrassment.










But Ruby noticed.










“Mark it,” she said instantly. “Negative sibling affection. Rejection.”










Zoey, clipboard in hand, drew a red X under Taylor’s column.










Bunny, oblivious, giggled and smeared paste on her thighs as Zoey tried to diaper her properly.










Julia looked up. “Punishment or correction?”










Ava didn’t hesitate. “Punishment. He’s old enough to know better.”














They led them both to the highchair station.










Taylor was strapped into the larger of the two: ankles bound, wrists clipped to the armrests with locking mittens, pacifier harness fitted, and his new training bonnet tied under his chin so tight it made his jaw ache.










Bunny was spoon-fed applesauce and praised for every “ahh” she made.










Taylor was given castor oil.










Three spoonfuls.










Then the bottle.










He cried behind the gag, legs kicking, diaper squishing under the straps, his eyes darting to Bunny—who just smiled, watching with innocent eyes while he squirmed under the girls’ steady gazes.










“You’ll learn to accept her,” Ruby said. “Or we’ll give her your privileges.”














The next morning, the chart was updated.










Taylor:










●

 
       

 
Wet at wake-up: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Pacifier not removed overnight: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Rejected affection: ✗



 









●

 
       

 
Public punishment endured: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Spoke out of turn (cried during castor oil): ✗



 









●

 
       

 
Messed before noon: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Submitted to diaper change: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Babble compliance: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Breakdown count: 1



 









Bunny:










●

 
       

 
Wet at wake-up: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Pacifier chewed through (replacement needed): ✗



 









●

 
       

 
Attempted affection: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Public behavior: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Babble on command: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Messed in highchair: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Tried to feed herself: ✗



 









●

 
       

 
Giggled during cleanup: ✓



 









●

 
       

 
Breakdown count: 0



 









Zoey clapped her hands. “Today’s winner is Bunny!”










Bunny clapped along, beaming.










Taylor was laid over Ruby’s lap, diaper pulled down just enough, and spanked with a wide wooden paddle marked “BABY DISCIPLINE.”










Twelve swats.










Each one punctuated with a recorded moan fed directly to the audio monitor on the chalkboard wall.










Every reaction logged.














Later that afternoon, they were dressed in matching outfits.










Ruffled white blouses. Extra-thick daytime diapers. Knee socks with pink bows. Short tartan skirts that hid

 

nothing


 
.










They were taken to the quad on campus, where the girls sat them on a blanket for a “picnic.”










Taylor whimpered the moment he saw the crowd. Students walked past in every direction. Dozens. Maybe hundreds. Someone from his psych class looked straight at him. Another girl whispered and

 

laughed


 
.










But Bunny?










She just waved.










She drooled around her pacifier and let her skirt ride up as she crawled toward Zoey for another spoonful of pudding.










Ava whispered in Taylor’s ear as he froze in place.










“Learn from your sister,” she said. “She’s not trying to hold onto anything.”










Zoey followed up with a kiss to his forehead.










“She just

 

lets go


 
.”










And, moments later, when the castor oil finally hit… Taylor did too.










Hot mess exploded into his diaper.










Bunny clapped.










A student pointed.










Someone filmed.










And the chart that evening? Brutal.










Taylor had lost again.









Chapter 10 – When the Mind Breaks First










The days no longer had names.










Taylor couldn’t say whether it had been five, ten, or twenty days since Bunny came into the house. Time had softened, melted around him, bled into the padded corners of his crib and the steady rhythm of spoon-fed meals and diaper checks. All that remained were

 

patterns


 
—obedience routines, sleep cycles, feeding windows, and the chart that ruled everything.










He woke when he was told.










He crawled when commanded.










He wet without thinking.










He messed when prompted.










But what no one had prepared him for was the moment

 

inside


 
—the moment where something in his mind didn’t just

 

submit


 
… it

 

broke


 
.










It happened on a Wednesday.










At least, they said it was Wednesday.














That morning began with a double enema. Routine by now. Zoey administered it while Ruby read him nursery rhymes from a board book, her voice sweet and unbothered, even as his legs twitched and the pressure built deep in his belly.










He was changed afterward by Ava, who fitted him with a new diaper—quadruple layered this time—and sealed the tapes with locking tabs. A pink key hung around her neck. Then came the highchair, the gag pacifier, and the feeding session with thickened oatmeal and a bottle of prune-laced formula Bunny helped hold in place.










Nothing about it was new.










But something inside

 

him


 
had shifted.










When Bunny leaned in and kissed his cheek, he didn’t flinch.










When Ruby called him “our little stink machine,” he didn’t blush.










When Ava whispered, “You’re nothing but a toy now,” he didn’t fight.










He smiled.










And he giggled.














Zoey was the first to notice.










“He’s not reacting the same way,” she said, watching him with her arms crossed.










He sat at their feet, diapered and babbling, shaking a rattle with unfocused joy while Bunny nestled beside him, both of them drooling slightly in matching outfits.










Julia pulled out her charting tablet and nodded.










“Heart rate’s steady. Breath pattern too. High stress indicators are gone.”










Ava tilted her head. “Is that a problem?”










“No,” Julia said softly, her voice almost reverent. “It means we’ve done it.”














That evening, Taylor was placed in the playpen for

 

unstructured time


 
—an experiment in “non-directed regressive behavior.” No commands. No instructions. Just him. And Bunny. And the soft, crinkling floor beneath them.










He didn’t hesitate.










He crawled.










He babbled.










He hugged his bear.










He

 

messed himself


 
with zero prompting.










The girls watched from the monitor room, stunned into silence.










“I didn’t even see him strain,” Zoey whispered.










“He didn’t

 

think


 
about it,” Ruby said, eyes wide.










“He just

 

did it


 
,” Ava murmured. “Like it’s instinct.”










Bunny leaned over and kissed Taylor again.










This time,

 

he


 
kissed her back.














They called it

 

The Cognitive Collapse


 
.










Julia recorded every second. From the moment his responses shifted to babbling only, to the way he stopped hesitating before accidents, to the first time he began mouthing toys instead of speaking.










The Obedience Timer was no longer needed.










He babbled in his sleep.










He reached for his pacifier on instinct.










He would cry—genuinely cry—when separated from Bunny for more than ten minutes.










They tracked everything.










He scored perfectly on every regression metric.










And the final piece came that night.










When Ava knelt beside his crib, brushing his hair back as she read him a bedtime story, Taylor blinked up at her with glassy, content eyes.










She smiled.










“What’s your name, baby?”










He blinked.










Opened his mouth.










And drooled.










No answer.










He had no name anymore.










Just diapers.










Just pacifiers.










Just love.









Chapter 11 – The Baby Gala










It began with whispers between Ava and Julia. Plans made quietly, out of earshot, though Taylor’s ears were rarely capable of catching anything anymore. His world had shrunk so far inward that even spoken words passed through him like wind—acknowledged but never held.










He knew something was happening because Zoey cleaned him

 

twice


 
that morning. His diaper was changed, powdered, and sealed with precision, but then, not even fifteen minutes later, she undid it all and started over. This time, Ruby joined her, checking every fold and crevice, even trimming back the fine hair between his legs with a soft hum.










“Special guests expect perfect babies,” Ruby said as she wiped his bottom with slow, deliberate strokes. “No stink. No stubble.”










Taylor gurgled, his pacifier bobbing gently between his lips.










They dressed him in stages.










First, the diaper—an extra-thick, pastel pink nighttime model with crisscrossed booster pads and locking tabs. Ava held the key.










Then the accessories—lace-trimmed socks with tiny silver bells, mittens that strapped at the wrists, and a pearl-pink collar engraved with

 

BABYGIRL #1


 
.










His twin Bunny was beside him the whole time, similarly dressed but in lavender, her collar reading

 

BABYGIRL #2


 
. She clung to her bunny plush, eyes bright and blank with excitement.










And then came the outfit.










A showpiece dress.










Short. Puffy. Poofy to the point of absurdity. White satin with layers of ruffled petticoats and shoulder bows the size of Taylor’s head. It barely reached the top of his diaper, which was intentionally

 

not


 
concealed. A massive pink bow was pinned across his padded backside, ensuring no one would miss the outline—or the sag—of every little accident.










Ruby adjusted the dress’s hem, then leaned in and whispered, “You’re going to be the star tonight, baby. Everyone’s going to

 

see


 
how perfect you’ve become.”










He gurgled. Smiled.










Bunny clapped beside him.










Neither understood what was about to happen.










But they

 

didn’t need to


 
.














The girls loaded them both into the van—a modified interior with two built-in adult-sized car seats, bottle holders, and a plush changing mat secured against the side wall. Bunny was already drooling from the prune juice they’d given her. Taylor had been fitted with a new vibrating plug, slowly pulsing inside him, gently churning his insides during the drive.










By the time they arrived at the venue, his diaper was already warming.










The house was elegant—far too elegant for anything involving regression. White marble floors. Black-tie staff. Chandelier lighting. And yet, tucked inside a ballroom decorated in pastel balloons and soft lighting, were nearly two dozen others.










Adult babies. Diapered dolls. Submission on parade.










Some were crawling in circles with pacifiers gagging their mouths.










Others sat on padded stools while handlers inspected their padding in full view of everyone.










A pair of twin boys in sailor outfits were forced to bottle-feed one another while their wet diapers grew visibly darker by the minute.










And Taylor and Bunny were led straight to the front.










The Gala had begun.














Ava introduced them personally.










“Babygirl One and Babygirl Two,” she said, voice proud and firm. “Fully regressed. Potty independent. Twin-conditioned. Silent for twenty-one days. Cognitive collapse confirmed.”










A wave of polite claps followed. Some curious. Some approving. One older woman in a velvet dress even gasped.










“They’re

 

perfect,


 
” she whispered.










Julia nodded. “We thought you’d appreciate the craftsmanship.”










The handlers circled. The guests observed.










But Taylor didn’t see them.










He only saw Bunny—giggling beside him, reaching for his hand. He took it instinctively. Their mittens brushed, palms pressed. Her warmth calmed the flutter in his stomach, even as the plug pulsed harder.










And then it happened.










The mess came fast. Deep. Loud. He buckled forward with a soft moan as heat flooded the back of his diaper, the plug slipping free with a wet squish that made several guests look over at once.










Ruby knelt beside him, tugged his skirt up, and smiled wide.










“She

 

just messed!


 
Right on cue!”










More applause.










Taylor was helped to his knees. Made to crawl. Pacifier dangling. Bells ringing. His bottom swayed behind him, bulging and bouncing under the weight of his shame—and everyone

 

cheered


 
.










Not laughed.










Cheered.










As if he had done something noble.










As if this was what he’d been

 

meant


 
to become.














He and Bunny were changed in front of the entire room.










Two tables. Four caretakers. Matching wipes. Matching coos. Matching praise for how

 

helpless


 
they’d both become.










Taylor was red-faced but didn’t cry.










Bunny sucked her thumb the entire time and kicked her feet like she enjoyed it.










When they were redressed, their collars were updated.










Taylor’s now read:





PROPERTY OF THE HOUSE






LEVEL 5 – NON-RECOVERY











And when Julia read the certificate aloud to the guests, everyone listened.










“Babygirl One has completed full regression,” she said. “She no longer identifies with her previous name, role, or function. She has accepted her identity. And tonight, we welcome her as our

 

forever doll.


 
”










A new round of applause.










Flashbulbs. Video.










He didn’t flinch.










He just crawled to Bunny and rested his head on her shoulder, thumb in his mouth, diaper warm and slowly wetting again without permission.










They had broken him.  Perfectly.









Chapter 12 – Forever Doll










The house was different after the Gala.










It didn’t feel like a home anymore—at least not in the way it once had, with routines that mirrored adult life and punishments that teased the illusion of growth or control. That part was gone. What remained was something simpler. Purer. More…

 

infantile


 
.










Taylor had been declared

 

non-recoverable


 
. The certificate now hung above his crib, framed in gold glitter cardstock, decorated with cartoon rattles and a stamped wax seal of the House's official logo: a pacifier crossed with a paddle.










Bunny had her own certificate too, though hers was less final. She was still a few weeks behind in her training. Still laughed too loudly when spanked. Still sometimes tried to stand when crawling was expected. Still chewed through pacifier nipples and giggled afterward.










But Taylor—no longer even referred to by name—was perfect.










Obedient. Silent. Diaper-reliant. Cognitively collapsed. Emotionally bonded to his twin.










He was a

 

doll


 
now.










And they were ready to make that official.














The day began with a double-bath.










Zoey scrubbed every inch of him, humming softly, careful with his plugs, gentle around the parts that no longer stiffened due to the pink silicone chastity cage that now felt like a second skin. Ruby washed Bunny beside him, singing nursery rhymes and blowing bubbles across the surface of the tub.










When the water drained, Ava was waiting with their new uniforms.










Not outfits.










Uniforms.










Dolls didn’t wear outfits.










They wore assigned looks—unchanging, permanent, printed in the House registry and reviewed weekly by Julia.










Taylor’s was blush pink: satin bloomers, thigh-high ruffle socks, a ribbon-wrapped waist, and a white bib with “Doll 1” printed in looping embroidery. His collar was tighter now, upgraded with a GPS tag and a heart-shaped bell.










His hair was brushed into soft curls and pinned with clips.










His makeup—yes, makeup—was added by Zoey while Ruby worked on his lashes.










“This is how real dolls are displayed,” she whispered. “You’re going in the parlor today.”










Bunny’s uniform was lavender, her bib labeled “Doll 2.” She kept her bunny plush tucked into the waistband of her diaper like a toddler with a pacifier emergency.














The parlor wasn’t part of the original house. It had been added while Taylor regressed—renovated over the course of two weeks while he slept through his sedation days and potty retraining blocks.










It was clean. Bright. Fully padded. Wall-to-wall mirrors. Soft lighting. A faint scent of baby powder and citrus disinfectant.










Two high platforms were placed in the center, each with a wide base, cushioned seat, and backboard decorated with stars.










Doll display thrones.










Ava led Taylor to his.










Zoey clipped the back of his collar to the mount. His arms were strapped gently to the armrests. His legs spread by a permanent foam block beneath his seat, pushing his diaper out, perfectly visible beneath the hem of his bloomers.










Bunny was placed beside him. She squealed happily when they clipped her in.










“Today’s the trial run,” Ruby explained. “You’ll stay here for four hours. No movement. No noise unless someone interacts with you. You’re here to be

 

seen


 
.”










Julia stepped in last, tablet in hand, and placed a laminated sign between their thrones.













THE HOUSE OF DOLLS





Featuring:




– DOLL 1: Full Regression, Cognitive Collapse, Verbal Zero




– DOLL 2: In Progress




No touching. No removing from display. Accidents encouraged. Photography permitted.














Taylor stared at his reflection in the mirror wall ahead.










He looked… beautiful.










Utterly humiliated.










Utterly controlled.










Utterly theirs.










And as the hours passed, as visitors walked by—trainers, handlers, new “Mommies” looking to adopt their own—the twins sat silently in their thrones, diapers slowly soaking and sagging in unison.










The humiliation faded.










The identity remained.










He was a doll.










Forever.









Chapter 13 – Display Day










The second full day on display didn’t begin with words.










It began with wiping.










Zoey was already at his side when Taylor stirred, gently patting down his thighs with a warm, damp cloth. His diaper had overflowed in the night, soaking through the bloomers, through the platform padding, and into the corner of the plush throne. He hadn’t noticed until the gentle cleaning started—until she softly whispered, “You really let go last night, didn’t you, princess?”










He didn’t answer. He didn’t know how anymore.










Not in words.










Not in anything but sound and expression.










A sigh. A quiet moan. The way his fingers curled in the mittens when she pressed too hard near the plug.










She smiled. “That’s okay. You don’t have to tell me. We already know.”










By now, Ava, Ruby, and Julia were used to it. The leaking. The overflow. The drool crusted into his cheek from sleeping upright in the doll throne. There was no schedule for his wetting anymore—it just happened. Every hour. Every shift of his hips.










He was programmed.














Bunny had already been cleaned and redressed before he even opened his eyes. She chirped softly beside him, clapping her mittened hands together while Ruby affixed a new bow to her bonnet.










“She’s so excited,” Ruby said, adjusting the twin’s pacifier strap. “Today’s display is public.”










Taylor blinked.










Public?










Ava leaned in close, brushing a streak of baby powder off his bib. “We’ve partnered with a regression therapy clinic across town. They’re bringing in new families. New handlers. New

 

clients


 
. You and your sister will be our featured dolls.”










He whimpered.










Julia stepped forward, pressing her tablet to his chest like a heartbeat.










“Non-verbal. No resistance. No spillage in twenty-four hours. Display rating: ideal. This is what we trained you for.”














They were changed into new display uniforms.










Taylor wore a pastel blue satin romper, trimmed with frilly white lace. His diaper bulged underneath it—deliberately chosen to be thicker than usual so the crinkle was audible even without movement. A new bib was snapped around his neck, this one with the House’s emblem stitched over his name:

 

DOLL 1 – TRAINED & OWNED


 
.










Bunny wore mint green. Her collar had a new bell.










Their mittens were strapped on, pacifiers fixed tight, and hair brushed into flawless little curls that bounced when they moved their heads.










They were perfect.










And then came the transport.














The van had been modified again.










Two new thrones.










Clipped securely to the center floor, facing the windows. Each with a five-point harness and an automatic rocking function. As soon as the engine started, they began to sway gently—soothingly, like a mechanical cradle.










Taylor had already begun drooling before they left the driveway.














The clinic was bigger than expected.










More like a high-end nursery school than anything medical. White tile floors, murals of cartoon animals, shelves lined with toys and diapers and pastel bottles. Everything sanitized. Everything staged.










They were wheeled in on a cart, still strapped to their seats.










The entrance doors parted as a group of six people walked in—two handlers, a tall woman in a sharp gray suit, a man in glasses holding a clipboard, and a pair of younger women who looked like training interns.










And the moment they saw the twins, they froze.










Julia stepped forward with practiced calm.










“These are our models. Doll One and Doll Two. Fully regressed. Trained through forced compliance, emotional trauma reprogramming, and soft conditioning. They require no verbal input and are dependent on diapers, pacification, and routine. They are not actors.”










The woman in the gray suit raised an eyebrow. “You mean to say they’re real?”










Ruby smirked. “Why don’t you check for yourself?”














The handlers approached first.










The man in glasses crouched in front of Taylor, eyes scanning his expression. He waved a hand slowly in front of his face.










No flinch.










No resistance.










He reached forward and placed two fingers under Taylor’s bib, slipping them down the front of the diaper.










Warmth. Wetness. Saturation.










Taylor stared forward, cheeks pink, breathing slow.










“He didn’t react.”










Julia nodded. “He doesn’t anymore.”










The other woman lifted the back of Bunny’s skirt.










“She’s messy.”










Zoey grinned. “Good girls don’t wait to be told.”










The interns giggled, whispering.










“They’re

 

adorable


 
.”










“They really just sit here like dolls?”










“They’re not just sitting,” Ruby said. “They’re

 

breaking in new handlers


 
just by existing.”














The rest of the day was a blur of flashes, questions, probing, notes.










Taylor and Bunny were repositioned twelve times.










Taylor’s diaper was changed in front of the entire group by one of the interns, her hands trembling as she pulled back the bloated padding and wiped him with gloved fingers.










“He didn’t flinch,” she said. “He

 

smiled


 
.”










Julia nodded. “You’ll learn to expect that.”














They returned to the House in silence.










Back in their own thrones.










Still in the same diapers.










Still wet.










Still perfect.










And the board above the nursery door now read:













DOLL ONE: CONTRACT SEALED






DOLL TWO: CONDITIONING 93% COMPLETE















And below that:













THE DOLLS ARE NO LONGER LEARNING. THEY ARE READY.















Taylor didn’t read it.










He didn’t understand it.










He didn’t need to.










Because in his world, all that mattered was who changed him, who rocked him, and who whispered into his ear before bed that he was their good little babygirl.










And as he wet himself again, without effort, without shame…










He felt nothing but peace.









Chapter 14 – The Dollhouse Never Sleeps










It rained the night the contract was finalized.










The soft tap of water against the nursery windows echoed like a lullaby through the darkened room, where two cribs now sat side by side—each one padded, reinforced, covered in plush blankets and lined with pastel bumpers embroidered with stars, rattles, and cartoon moons.










Inside the first, Taylor—Babygirl—slept on her side, diaper swollen and crinkling with each gentle breath, pacifier tucked between her lips and fingers wrapped loosely around the stuffed bear Zoey had given her weeks ago.










In the second, Bunny snored softly, still holding her bunny plush with one mittened hand, the other lazily resting atop the bulge of her own soaked diaper.










Ava stood in the doorway, clipboard in hand, watching them.










“They’re perfect,” she whispered.










Behind her, Julia nodded. “Signed and confirmed. Doll One is locked into contract. No release. No rehabilitation. No rights.”










“Just care,” Zoey said, stepping into the light beside the crib. “And love.”










Ruby smirked from the rocker, where she gently swayed back and forth with the third copy of the chart—now covered in stars, final marks, and the stamp of completion.










“All that’s left now,” she said, “is the branding.”














Morning came with a new ritual.










Taylor was lifted from the crib and placed not on the changing mat, but on a padded table in the center of the nursery, surrounded by warm lights and soft music. Bunny watched from her highchair, sucking happily on her bottle as the preparations began.










Zoey knelt beside him, unfastening his bloated diaper.










“You’ve earned this,” she whispered. “Every mess, every cry, every failure to speak. You gave up everything… and we gave you peace.”










Julia brought out the box.










It was white. Velvet-lined. And inside, nestled between gauze and glistening tools, was the House’s official branding stamp.










A silver charm—engraved, permanent, mounted on a chain.










Ava clipped Taylor’s collar away and fitted the new one: heavier, tighter, glittering with rhinestones.










At the front, the tag:













DOLL 1 – PERMANENT RESIDENCE






Property of The House of Dolls






Do not remove.















They locked it with a click.










Ruby stroked his hair. “No more names. No more chapters. No more charts.”










“Only dollhood,” Zoey whispered.










“Only us,” Bunny said softly, mouthing the words for the very first time.














The ceremony was short.










The girls dressed him in his final uniform—soft white booties, blush satin dress, diaper thickened with a new booster, the bell on his collar jingling with every movement. Bunny wore a matching outfit. The two dolls were posed on a cushioned platform in the center of the parlor beneath a hand-painted banner that read:













WELCOME HOME, FOREVER DOLLS















Guests arrived in small numbers—trainers, buyers, former dommes, interns. Some knew them. Some didn’t. But all understood.










This wasn’t a show.










It was a farewell.










Taylor—Babygirl—was no longer in transition.










There was nothing left to train.










He didn’t speak.










He didn’t flinch when his diaper was checked.










He didn’t even blink when a stranger touched his cheek and cooed softly.










He had become what they promised:










A beautiful, diapered, pacified, permanent display of submission, broken identity, and regressed innocence.










A doll.














That night, back in the nursery, the lights dimmed to a low glow.










The dolls were cleaned, powdered, rediapered. New sleepers were zipped over their thick padding, printed with their tags. They were tucked into their cribs side by side, pacifiers locked in, collars glinting in the glow of the moonlight.










Ava stood at the door, watching.










Zoey reached into the crib and kissed Taylor’s forehead.










“Goodnight, babygirl.”










Ruby kissed Bunny. “Goodnight, stinker.”










Julia turned off the mobile.










And from the corner of the nursery, the monitor blinked one last update:













Regression: 100%






Cognitive Return: Disabled






Final Entry: Doll Status Confirmed















Outside, the rain had stopped.










Inside, the Dollhouse never slept.










And neither did its newest, perfect residents.










Forever.
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