
        
            
                
            
        

    


Collared & Craved




A Crossdressing Sissy Romance of Diaper Discipline, Public Humiliation, and Mommy Domme Control




For the readers











Seven days. No safeword. One sissy on display.











Princess thought she knew what it meant to obey—until her Mistress took her aboard the

 

Crimson Voyage


 
, a luxury BDSM cruise where Dominants rule, and submissives are dressed, displayed, and shared.










Strapped into thick diapers, plugged and caged, Princess is paraded across velvet dining halls, auctioned in private lounges, and trained to beg in front of strangers. Her Mistress commands it all with elegance and cruelty, offering her dolly to powerful women who crave obedience wrapped in lace and shame.










But the voyage doesn’t end with just pain and praise. It ends with a glass cabinet… a leash… and the final question every sissy must face:











Are you ready to be owned forever?












Collared & Craved


 
is the third book in the

 

Collared & Kept


 
series—an elegant, filthy, and emotional femdom romance featuring sissy humiliation, strapon play, enforced diapers, plug training, orgasm denial, and the deep psychological bliss of total surrender.









Introduction










They called it the

 

Crimson Voyage


 
.




A luxury cruise with no destination, no ports, and no rules—except one: if you wear the collar, you are property.










The ship was vast, a floating palace of velvet and glass. Ten decks of hedonism, discipline, and obedience sailed quietly into international waters. No internet. No signal. No escape.










For her, it was paradise—and punishment.










She stepped onboard wearing kitten heels, trembling in a silken playsuit stitched with bows. Her dress was backless, but beneath it, hidden only by a thin layer of satin, she wore a thick pink diaper locked tight with gold buckles. Her Mistress insisted. She was her dolly now. And dollies didn't get to ask when they could use the bathroom.










Her name had once been something strong. Masculine. Ordinary.




But now?










"Welcome aboard, Princess Peach," the stewardess purred, checking the ID tag hanging from the collar locked around her neck. Rose gold. Engraved with

 

Property of Lady Vivienne


 
. "Mistress is already waiting in the suite."










She swallowed. Her plug shifted inside her, sending a wave of shame—and wet arousal—through her padded crotch. The pink bow at the small of her back twitched. She’d begged not to wear it. Mistress had smirked and said,

 

Then cry, but keep it on.











Her thighs rubbed as she walked, the diaper crinkling faintly beneath her dress. Every step was humiliating. And that was the point. She wasn’t just going to be owned on this cruise—she was going to be

 

craved


 
, used, shown off, and broken. Slowly. Deliciously. Publicly.










It had started weeks ago with a simple contract.












Seven nights. No safeword.




One Mistress.




Shared play permitted.




Full sissy protocol: enforced plugs, diapers, chastity when needed, and dolly behavior in public spaces.




Punishments: spanking, denial, forced exposure, gag training, enema discipline, emotional conditioning.




Reward: one word of praise. One kiss. One hand stroking her cheek and calling her

 

mine


 
.














The first page of the contract had made her wet. The second had made her sob.










Now, as she stepped into the mirrored elevator, two other passengers turned. Dommes. Tall. In gowns of black and wine-red silk. One smiled, eyes tracing her from curls to collar to exposed pink thighs.










“Yours?” one asked.










“Not yet,” the other said with a smirk. “But perhaps a taste?”










Princess blushed deep, nearly lost her balance on the padded heels. Her plug throbbed. Her diaper—still dry, but barely—pressed tighter as she curtsied like a good girl.










The elevator dinged. Floor seven. Suite of Lady Vivienne.










She took one breath and stepped into the velvet hallway, her leash ready in her hand. There would be no turning back. No safe word. No break. Just her, her pink collar, and the cruel love of a Mistress who had promised to share her with the world until she didn’t even remember what it felt like to speak like a man.










Only to moan.




Only to whimper.




Only to obey.










The door opened. Mistress waited, holding the remote to her plug with one finger already on the dial.










“Good girl,” she said.










And just like that, the week began.









Chapter One: The Cabin Rules










The suite was warm. Velvet on every wall, low golden light pooling in the corners, and an enormous four-poster bed draped in sheer white curtains. At the center of it all sat Mistress Vivienne, legs crossed like a queen in repose, one stiletto dangling from her toes. Her robe was open just enough to tease, but her eyes were all control.










Princess dropped to her knees the moment she entered, her collar leash coiled neatly in both hands, arms trembling. Her dress barely covered her thighs, and the diaper underneath puffed out enough to show at the sides. She hated that she’d started liking how it felt.










Mistress didn’t speak at first. She let the silence stretch like a leash.










“You walked too fast in the hallway,” she said at last, voice low and even. “A real dolly floats.”










“I-I’m sorry, Mistress,” Princess whimpered.










Mistress clicked her tongue. “Try again.”










“I’m sorry… Mommy.”










That earned a smile. Vivienne uncrossed her legs and stood. She moved slowly, deliberately, like she wanted her hips to hypnotize. In her hand was a clipboard. Princess’s contract.










“Seven days,” she murmured, circling. “Seven days of my rules, my toys, my guests. You will wear what I choose. Eat when I say. Wet yourself when I allow it—or be punished.”










“Yes, Mommy,” Princess whispered, breath catching as her Mistress tugged the bow at the back of her diaper, tightening it with a sharp yank.










Vivienne dropped to a crouch behind her. “You’ve been plugged since morning?”










“Yes, Mommy.”










“Still dry?”










A blush. “Barely.”










Mistress reached down and pressed a finger against the padding, hard. The pressure sent a jolt of shameful heat through her. The plug inside throbbed, then buzzed. Just once. A warning.










“Cabin Rules,” Mistress said, stepping around to face her. “Repeat them.”










Princess swallowed. “No speaking unless spoken to. No touching unless permitted. Always ask to wet. Always ask to cum. Always obey.”










“And your title on this cruise?”










“I’m your doll. Your sissy. Your pretty padded plaything.”










Vivienne’s eyes gleamed. “Good girl.”










She unclipped the leash from the collar and pulled Princess forward by the ring. Their lips nearly touched—but didn’t. Instead, she slipped the leash through a gold hook at the base of the bed. Clipped it there. Tight.










“You’ll sleep kneeling tonight,” she said. “Mouth open, plug in, hands behind your back.”










“Yes, Mommy…”










“But first—inspection.”










Princess’s breath hitched.










Vivienne stepped back and clapped twice. A side door opened.










Two women entered.










One tall and muscled in latex leggings, the other smaller, elegant, in lace gloves. Both Dominants. Both carrying small, locked black bags.










Princess tried to crawl backward.










Mistress grabbed the back of her collar and tugged her forward again. “Did I say you could move?”










“N-no, Mommy.”










Vivienne turned to the guests. “Ladies, this is Peach. My pet. Full protocol. Do with her as you please—but keep her diaper dry for the first ten minutes.”










The tall one laughed. “Can we use the gag or the tongue ring?”










Vivienne smirked. “Let’s try both.”










Princess whimpered.










As the first woman knelt to unlock the plug from her and swap it for something even bigger, the other pressed a leather ball gag against her lips and whispered, “Open wide, dolly.”










She obeyed.










The next hour would be long. Shameful. Soaked in perfume, wet sounds, and moans she couldn’t suppress.










And yet…










She already craved the next command.









Chapter Two: Dinner in Chains










Dinner wasn’t optional.










Not on the

 

Crimson Voyage


 
, where every table was an altar, and every submissive on display was a living offering of obedience. Doms dined. Subs served, kneeled, whimpered, or blushed beside them—depending on how cruelly they’d been dressed.










Princess stood before the full-length mirror in Mistress Vivienne’s suite, trembling.










Her outfit was humiliating.










A tight corset in sheer pink lace, hugging her waist and squeezing her chest until her breathing came shallow and fast. Her nipples, already sensitive from earlier use, were pierced with little golden bells, each chiming softly with every movement. Her plug had been replaced with a longer one—a jeweled pink stopper that locked in with a twist. She felt it when she walked. She felt it when she blinked.










And over it all: her diaper. A thick one. Printed with little unicorns and hearts. No covering. No hiding.










She wore ballet flats with satin ribbons up her calves, a frilly choker to match her collar, and blush so pink her cheeks glowed even under the mirror lights. Her lips were painted a shiny, humiliating gloss.










A bell on her pacifier dangled from her mouth.










“You’ll hold that until dessert,” Mistress instructed, adjusting the strap on her wrist cuffs. “Unless one of my guests wishes to taste your mouth.”










Princess whimpered. Her chastity cage throbbed uselessly beneath the padding. She hadn’t cum since Tuesday. And now, here she was, about to be paraded through a dining hall full of strangers as her Mommy’s blushing dolly.










Mistress clipped the leash to her collar and gave it a tug. “Back straight, hips out. Show them what I made.”










She walked like she’d been trained—slow, heel-to-toe, every step a performance. Her diaper crinkled with each sway of her hips, the plug shifting deeper inside her. The leash tugged when she slowed down. Her wrists were cuffed together in front of her. A tag dangled from her collar:

 

Open for play. Ask Mistress first.











The dining hall was a dream. Marble floors, chandeliers, soft violins playing above the clink of crystal. Dozens of Dominants lounged in red leather booths, sipping wine, laughing.










And all eyes turned when she entered.










Some looked amused. Some curious. Some hungry.










“Is that one new?” someone whispered.










Vivienne’s voice was smooth and wicked. “Mine.”










She led Princess to the center of the room, where a large velvet ottoman waited beside a private booth. With a flick of her finger, she pointed down.










Princess dropped to her knees instantly, thighs spread, bottom high. Her diaper peeked up under her short frilly skirt. She kept her eyes down, face glowing red.










Dinner began.










Mistress ordered for them both. She ate steak. Princess was fed from a bottle—warm, thick, creamy formula, laced with mild diuretics and something faintly sweet. She squirmed when it hit her stomach.










“You’ll wet by dessert,” Mistress said quietly, stroking her head like a puppy. “If you don’t ask permission first, you’ll wear it until morning.”










The guests noticed her squirming.










One of them—a regal woman in black with thigh-high boots—leaned over. “May I touch her?”










Vivienne smirked. “Only with words first.”










The Domme crouched beside Princess and tilted her chin up. “Hello, dolly. Are you wet yet?”










Princess shook her head, pacifier between her lips.










“Such a shy little thing.” She gently ran one finger under the frills of her diaper, teasing the crease of her thigh. “Has she been good?”










“No,” Vivienne said. “She touched herself without permission earlier. Her plug was set to maximum for twenty minutes.”










“Delicious.” The guest leaned in and whispered, “Do you like being Mommy’s little crinkly slut, dolly?”










Princess moaned through her pacifier.










“I think she wants dessert,” Vivienne said, lifting a spoonful of chocolate mousse and slowly licking it clean while staring into her pet’s eyes. “Should we let her have some?”










The Domme chuckled. “Only after she wets herself like a good baby.”










Princess’s stomach clenched. The formula bubbled in her belly. She whimpered.










“Say it,” Mistress whispered, unbuckling her pacifier gag just enough.










“P-please, Mommy,” Princess breathed. “May I… may I wet for you now?”










A pause.










A smile.










“Yes, baby girl.”










The moment she let go, heat flooded her diaper. Loud. Obvious. The sound made the table quiet for a heartbeat.










Vivienne slid a single manicured nail along the outside of the squishy padding and purred, “Good girl.”










The table erupted in amused applause. Some cheers. Some mock awws.










She sat there in her soaked diaper, blushing, dizzy with humiliation—and craving more.










“Now,” Mistress said, tilting the dessert spoon to her lips. “Open wide for mousse. It’s what good dolls get.”









Chapter Three: The Violet Lounge










The Violet Lounge wasn’t on the ship’s map. It didn’t need to be.




Those who belonged there always found it. Those who didn’t… weren’t invited.










Mistress Vivienne led her sissy through a narrow corridor lit only by flickering candlelight. Princess waddled slightly, the soaked diaper between her thighs forcing her to step wide, slow, and low. Her frills bounced with every crinkling move. Her makeup had been redone—this time with glitter on her cheeks, heavy lashes, and a lollipop pink lip gloss. Her leash was wound tight around Mistress’s hand, and her pacifier hung from a ribbon looped over one wrist.










At the entrance, a masked man in a velvet vest stepped aside without a word. The door swung open silently.










Inside: decadence.










Velvet walls. Deep purple carpets. A faint scent of perfume and leather. Dozens of chairs arranged in a circle around a platform at the center, where one submissive at a time was presented. Not spoken for. Not sold. But

 

offered


 
—to touch, to tease, to test.










The rules were strict. No penetration. No marks. No crossing the line unless the submissive begged for more.










Most did.










Tonight, Mistress had reserved a special slot. The room was full. Expectant.










Princess trembled.










“Eyes down,” Vivienne ordered. “Chin high.”










“Yes, Mommy,” Princess whispered, knees shaking.










The platform was cool against her knees. She knelt on command, arms folded behind her back, thighs open. Her diaper—visibly soaked and now tinted yellow from her earlier release—was the centerpiece of her humiliation. The bell on her collar chimed softly as Mistress adjusted her positioning.










A soft chime rang through the lounge.










The show began.










Mistress stepped to the side and addressed the room.










“This is Peach,” she said calmly. “My personal sissy dolly. Plugged, padded, and obedient to a fault. Tonight, I offer her to you for your delight—under my supervision. If she disobeys, I expect discipline. If she obeys… praise her. She’s earned it.”










A murmur rippled through the room. Anticipation.










A Domme in red silk stepped forward first. Tall, statuesque. She circled the platform like a shark. “May I test her plug?”










Mistress nodded.










Red Silk stepped behind Peach and pressed her palm flat against the back of her diaper, right where the jeweled plug bulged beneath the surface. She rubbed in slow, wide circles.










Princess moaned.










“You’re not allowed to cum,” Mistress reminded coldly.










Princess nodded frantically.










Another guest stepped forward. This one was older, wearing gloves, a cane tapping slowly on the floor. “What’s her safeword?”










“She has none,” Vivienne replied. “Not this week.”










The woman smirked. “Delicious.”










She bent low and cupped the front of the soaked diaper, squeezing slowly. “So full,” she whispered. “So filthy. Do you like wearing this for your Mommy, little dolly?”










Princess hesitated. Then, weakly: “Yes, Miss.”










“Say it properly.”










“…I like wearing my wet diapers for Mommy. I like being her crinkly dolly.”










A sigh of pleasure echoed from somewhere in the dark.










Mistress Vivienne approached. Her hand slid up her sub’s chest, teasing the nipple piercings, twisting one of the tiny bells until it rang.










“Who do you belong to, Peach?”










“You, Mommy. I’m yours.”










“Say it louder.”










“I’m yours, Mommy! Your padded, plug-filled, perfect little dolly!”










The crowd laughed. A slow, approving clap followed.










Then came the final guest.










A young woman in a sharp suit, no older than thirty. Her expression was cold. Calculating. She stepped onto the platform, crouched low, and met Princess’s eyes.










“She’s adorable,” she said softly. “But she looks too clean.”










Vivienne raised an eyebrow. “You may request a command.”










The woman leaned in and whispered directly into the sissy’s ear:










“Beg to be punished in front of all these strangers. Beg to be spanked in your wet diaper. Beg to be made messier.”










Princess’s entire body flushed hot.










She whimpered.










Then: “Please, Mommy… I need to be punished. I need it in front of them. Please spank me in my wet diaper. I… I want to be messy for you.”










The room gasped. Then applauded.










Vivienne smiled. “So brave tonight.”










She nodded toward the edge of the stage.










A paddle was handed over.










Princess was guided onto her hands and knees, her pink diaper on full display. A hush fell. Mistress raised her hand.











Crack.











The first spank echoed like a gunshot, the diaper compressing with a loud

 

squelch


 
. The plug shifted deep inside. Princess moaned—louder than she should have.










Again.











Crack.






Crack.






Crack.











Ten strokes. Then fifteen.










By the end, she was sobbing. Moaning. Her thighs trembling. Her diaper swollen. Her mind a pink haze of pain and bliss.










And as Mistress rubbed her gently, whispered praises into her ear, she realized something terrifying and true:










She didn’t want to leave this ship.




Ever.









Chapter Four: Midnight Punishment










She thought she’d gotten away with it.










Back in the suite, her diaper freshly changed, plug reinserted and buzzing faintly, Princess curled up at the foot of Mistress’s bed. Her cheeks were still damp. Her thighs still ached. But her heart… fluttered. Being used like that—in front of all of them—had done something irreversible.










She craved it again.




Worse: she fantasized about breaking the rules just to be punished more.










And that’s exactly what she had done.










Earlier that evening, between dinner and the Violet Lounge, while Mistress had taken a call in the spa lounge, Princess had dared to slide her fingers under the waistband of her diaper. Just once. Just a small stroke over her cage.










No one saw. But the cameras did.










Mistress Vivienne always reviewed her footage.










Now, at midnight, the lights in the suite dimmed to nothing. A bell rang softly from the ceiling. And Princess froze.










She knew that bell.




That bell meant

 

punishment protocol


 
.










She sat up fast, her pacifier still looped around her wrist, heart hammering.










A voice spoke from the ceiling speaker. Calm. Robotic.












“Peach. Rule 7 broken. Unauthorized touching. Midnight punishment initiated. Report to Discipline Room 3 within five minutes. Leash required.”














She shook. Her hands scrambled for the leash hanging from the bedside drawer. Her diaper was dry—but it wouldn’t be for long. Her stomach clenched with fear and lust.










She padded through the silent hallway, alone, leash clipped to her collar, crinkling with every terrified step.










Discipline Room 3 was already open. Lit in low red. Inside: Mistress.










And three guests.










All women. All Dommes. All watching her with cold delight.










One held a cane.




One held a double-ended strap-on—thick, wet, and shiny.




One simply held a pacifier gag with “Brat” written across the front.










Mistress didn’t speak.










She simply pointed to the padded cross in the center of the room. The same one she’d shown Peach on day one and warned her: “Only truly bad dolls go here.”










Princess stepped forward, trembling, and let herself be strapped in.










Wrists first. Ankles. Then a final strap across her middle—just above the waistband of her diaper. Her back arched. Her ass pushed out. Her cage throbbed helplessly.










Mistress whispered in her ear. “You touched what wasn’t yours.”










“I-I’m sorry—”











SMACK.











The first cane stroke came without warning. Sharp. Direct. Right across the crinkled middle of her padded ass.










She gasped.










“Count,” Mistress commanded.










“O-one!”











SMACK.











“Two!”











SMACK. SMACK.











“Three—four!”










Ten total. Her diaper was swollen, warm, and her plug twitched with every strike. She was drooling now. Moaning. The pacifier gag was pushed between her lips and buckled tight.










Then came the plug.










Not the little jeweled one. Not even the medium trainer.










This was the one with the vibrating stem. The one she had cried from the first time it entered.










Mistress slid it in slow, ignoring her muffled begging. She twisted it in, locked it with a click, then handed the remote to the youngest guest.










“Edge her,” she said. “But do not let her cum.”










“Yes, Lady Vivienne,” the guest replied, already smiling.










The vibrations began immediately.










Low. Then high. Then pulsing. Then steady.










Princess screamed into her gag. Her hips shook, helplessly grinding against the swollen padding between her legs. Her nipples were aching, bells jingling with every breath.










“Keep going,” Mistress said calmly, pouring herself a glass of wine. “She can take more.”










Ten minutes passed.




Then twenty.










Every time she got close, the vibrations stopped.










Every time she sobbed, the cane was raised again.










By the time the third guest slipped the strap-on into her harness and stepped behind the bound sissy, Princess was a soaked, whimpering mess.










“No penetration,” Mistress said. “But grind her. Make her feel what she’ll never earn.”










The woman obeyed.










Princess cried out as the thick silicone pressed against her diaper from behind, grinding slowly, cruelly, rubbing into her with rhythm while the plug buzzed on and off, teasing her hole from within. Her thighs trembled. Her cage leaked. She drooled. She moaned. She screamed into the gag as her body betrayed her again and again.










Until finally—










Nothing.










Silence.










The remote was turned off. The strap-on pulled away.










Mistress approached, cupped her chin, and whispered:










“You don’t get to cum this week. But you do get to suffer.”










She kissed her on the forehead.










“Reset her.”










Two maids entered. Unstrapped her. Wiped her down. Changed her into a new diaper—thicker than before. Plug still locked in. Pacifier gag back in place.










She was laid in a crib in the back of the room. Arms strapped to her sides. A timer projected on the ceiling:

 

5 Days, 11 Hours, 47 Minutes


 
.










Beneath it, the words:













“Property of Mistress Vivienne. Crave. Obey. Repeat.”















She fell asleep soaked in sweat.




Soaked in shame.




Soaked in need.










And desperate for the next time she’d be bad enough to earn this again.









Chapter Five: The Day Without Her










The morning came like any other on the

 

Crimson Voyage


 
—warm light spilling in through lace-draped windows, soft classical music humming from the suite speakers. But something was wrong.










Mistress Vivienne wasn’t there.










Princess stirred in her crib, arms still bound at her sides, diaper swollen from the night’s helpless dribbling. The plug inside her buzzed weakly once every ten minutes—just enough to keep her aware, on edge, never relaxed. Her gag had been swapped for a pacifier with the words

 

“Lonely Little Doll”


 
across the front in glittering letters.










The music stopped. A soft voice came through the suite’s speaker system.












“Good morning, Peach. Lady Vivienne is away for the day. You are to remain obedient in her absence. The cameras are still watching.”














Her heart sank.










Away?










Her first instinct was panic. No Mommy. No orders. No touches. No praise. No punishment.










She whimpered, unsure if it was relief or fear.










The restraints unlatched from the crib. A signal bell chimed.













"You may move freely within the suite. You may not leave. Your schedule today is monitored. Touch yourself and punishment will be automatic.”















The screen on the wall lit up. Her “tasks” for the day appeared:










●

 
       

 

08:00


 
: Diaper check & bottle feeding



 









●

 
       

 

09:00


 
: Practice posture positions — 30 minutes kneeling, 30 crawling



 









●

 
       

 

10:00


 
: Plug re-lubrication by robotic arm



 









●

 
       

 

11:00


 
: Record a video diary confessing your dirtiest sissy thoughts



 









●

 
       

 

13:00


 
: Nap, gagged and blindfolded



 









●

 
       

 

15:00


 
: Enema session & diaper inspection



 









●

 
       

 

17:00


 
: Recite your rules 50 times



 









●

 
       

 

19:00


 
: Dinner by yourself — formula only



 









●

 
       

 

21:00


 
: Bedtime, strapped and padded



 









She blinked at the list, mouth going dry behind the pacifier.










No Mistress.




No relief.




Just robotic control and humiliating routines meant to remind her that she wasn’t a person anymore—she was a

 

programmed doll


 
. A living toy who couldn’t function without her owner.










She completed the tasks. Each one. Slowly. Awkwardly. Alone.










When the robotic arm came down from the ceiling to twist and lube her plug with clinical precision, she sobbed. Not from pain. From emptiness. She missed Mistress’s fingers. Her voice.










By mid-afternoon, she was desperate. She crawled around the suite, trailing her leash, diaper squishing with every movement, mumbling around the pacifier.










She opened the closet and wrapped herself in Mistress’s robe. It didn’t help. It made it worse.










At 18:30, she broke.










She stood in front of the mirror and begged into the camera.










“Please come back. Please, Mommy. I need you. I—I’ll be your good girl forever, I swear. I’ll mess if you want, I’ll do it in front of your friends, I’ll—”










The camera light turned red. Recording saved.










The screen replied:












“Your message has been forwarded. Mistress will review upon return.”














She collapsed to the floor and sobbed into her mittens.










That night, strapped back into her crib, a special lullaby played through the speakers. Mistress’s voice, pre-recorded, whispered:












“Good night, my little dolly. Even when I’m gone, you’re still mine. Don’t forget who you are.”














Her diaper leaked from the stress. She didn’t even notice.










Sleep didn’t come. Only trembling. Only craving. Only the dull throb of a caged cock and the soft buzz of the plug inside her hole.










By morning, she had forgotten how to feel normal. All she wanted was the sound of high heels and the click of her leash.










And then—










It came.










The door opened.










Mistress stood there, radiant in a black silk blouse and heels, holding a coffee and a new pair of locking mittens.










She smiled.










“You missed me, didn’t you?”










Princess broke into sobs and crawled across the floor, throwing herself into Mistress’s legs, begging wordlessly for her collar to be touched, her diaper to be checked, her whole identity to be

 

seen


 
again.










Mistress simply knelt, wiped her doll’s tears with her thumb, and said, “That’s my good girl.”










And just like that, the ache went quiet.









Chapter Six: The Golden Morning










She didn’t wake in her crib this time.










She woke in Mistress’s bed.










Wrapped in silk sheets. Surrounded by the scent of perfume and powdered sweetness. Her head rested on Mistress’s chest, her body curled tight, pacifier still in place, a warm, squishy diaper hugging her between the thighs. Plug still in. Cage still locked.










But this time… she was smiling.










The punishment had passed. The loneliness had shattered.










She was home again—in her rightful place: in her Mommy’s arms.










Vivienne stirred, brushed her fingers along the back of her sissy’s neck, and whispered, “Good morning, Peach.”










A whimper. A nuzzle.










“I heard your messages,” she said, voice low and rich. “Every little whine. Every filthy thing you promised. You really

 

do


 
want to be ruined for me, don’t you?”










Princess nodded, face buried in Mistress’s breast.










“Use your words.”










She spat out the pacifier just enough to breathe: “I want to be ruined for you, Mommy. I want to be your perfect dolly. Your plug toy. Your little mess.”










Mistress smiled. “You already are.”










She leaned in and kissed her softly. Then harder. Then pulled her on top.










Princess moaned, grinding her padded crotch against Mistress’s thigh, the pressure on her plug sending sparks through her belly.










Mistress rolled her onto her back, straddled her chest, and slid her silk robe off slowly. She was naked underneath.










“Today,” she said, stroking her doll’s caged sissy clit through the padding, “we do it my way. Gentle. Soft. Worship.”










She leaned forward, breasts pressing against the sissy’s face.










“You’re going to suck Mommy’s tits until you forget how to speak.”










Princess obeyed.










Mouth open, lips wrapped around her nipple, she suckled like a hungry little pet. Every moan was a thank you. Every lick a plea for permission to stay like this forever.










Vivienne purred. “Good girl… drink it all in.”










Time blurred.










She was held. Fed from a bottle. Changed on the bed—slowly, with warm wipes and whispered praises. Plug out. Plug in. A fresh pink diaper powdered and patted shut with a kiss.










She was dressed in a soft lace romper with an open back and a new bow on her collar. Her hair brushed. Her face repainted in soft pinks and gentle shimmer.










And then—hand in leash—they stepped out onto Deck 5.










It was sunlit and stunning. A private garden terrace with a warm breeze and a view of the endless sea. Other guests strolled past, some leading submissives, others sipping cocktails in tall chairs. There were no rules about clothing here. Just presentation. Obedience.










Princess waddled with her head held high.










People noticed her. Some smiled. Some clapped softly. A few even knelt to kiss her collar.










She was known now.




The dolly from the Violet Lounge.




The one who begged for punishment.




The one who cried without her Mommy.










And she

 

thrived


 
in it.










Mistress guided her to a lounger in the sun, unstrapped her pacifier, and gently fed her fresh fruit from a gloved hand.










“Look at you,” she whispered, sliding a hand down the front of the thick diaper, pressing it into her cage just enough to make her gasp. “You’re glowing.”










Princess moaned. “I want to be yours forever, Mommy.”










Vivienne’s eyes gleamed. “You already are. But now… they want you too.”










Princess blinked.










Mistress nodded toward the open lounge doors, where two Dommes were watching. One licked her lips. The other already held a crop.










“Tonight,” Mistress whispered, “they get to play.”










Princess shivered. Her cage throbbed. Her thighs squeezed against the soft, warming squish of her padding.










“Will you be a good girl for them?”










“…Yes, Mommy.”










“Will you beg to be used again?”










“Yes. Please.”










Vivienne leaned in and kissed her lips, slow and deep.










“Then rest now, my sweet dolly. You’ve earned this golden morning.”










Princess lay back in the sun, hands folded, leash tied to the armrest, smiling behind her pacifier.










She wasn’t scared anymore.










She

 

belonged


 
.









Chapter Seven: Final Ceremony










The Grand Hall shimmered.










Gold lights reflected off champagne glasses. The chandeliers hung like frozen fireworks. Velvet ropes divided the crowd. Dominants stood tall in tailored tuxedos, flowing gowns, sharp boots. Submissives knelt in ordered rows, gagged or plugged, some trembling, others eager.










But only one stood center stage—strapped in lace, powdered, and beaming with humiliation.










Princess Peach.










Her diaper tonight was ceremonial: pink and white satin, thicker than ever, printed with gold roses and the seal of the

 

Crimson Voyage


 
. Her thighs bowed. Her plug buzzed quietly with each step. Her makeup was flawless. Her lips glossy. Her collar gleamed.










She was the night’s final gift.










Mistress Vivienne stood beside her, regal in a blood-red gown split down the leg, holding the sissy’s leash with effortless control.










“She has earned this,” Mistress said aloud, addressing the crowd. “Seven days of obedience. Seven nights of submission. Tonight, my dolly is open for shared reward.”










Applause rang out. Cheers. A few lewd whistles.










Three guests stepped forward from the front row. Each one selected by Mistress herself.









	




Madame Thorn


 
, in high black boots and violet lipstick. Her specialty:

 

discipline through denial


 
.




 






	




Serafine


 
, a petite Domme in a glittering gown with a dildo harness peeking beneath the slit of her dress. Her specialty:

 

sissy reprogramming through pleasure


 
.




 






	




Mistress Bellamy


 
, the quiet one. Tall. Stern. Leather gloves. No words. Just pain.




 














Vivienne turned to Princess and cupped her face. “They’ll use you as I command. If you obey, you earn my kiss. If you break… your plug gets upgraded. And you’ll stay crinkled until the next voyage.”










Princess whimpered, cage aching already. “Yes, Mommy.”










“Good girl.”










She was stripped slowly, lovingly. Her romper came off first, then her booties, then her mittens. Her arms were tied behind her back with soft pink rope. Her legs were strapped into spreader bars—her diaper bulging, legs bowed wide. A built-in hole had been cut beneath the crotch, exposing the plug’s jeweled base and the tight, dripping rim of her hole.










She was turned toward the crowd and bent over an altar bench, her soaked padding still fully visible, glistening under the lights.










Madame Thorn approached first. She gripped the back of Princess’s neck, leaned down, and whispered, “Let’s see how long you last without begging.”










She pressed a wand to the plug.










Princess

 

screamed


 
behind her pacifier gag.










The vibrations shot through her entire lower half—deep, pulsing, brutal. Her body bucked. Her toes curled. Her diaper squished and crinkled with every tremble. The crowd watched in silence, rapt.










Ten seconds.




Thirty.




A full minute of cruel edging.










But she didn’t beg.










Madame Thorn nodded and stepped away. “Impressive. She’s hungry.”










Next was Serafine.










She knelt beside the sissy and stroked her cheek. “Poor baby. Let Mommy Serafine give you a treat.”










She guided the thick, curved end of her strap-on between Princess’s thighs, rubbing it

 

against


 
the diaper. Not inside—just a hard, slow grind, pushing the squishy padding into the plug, into her cage, into her shame.










Princess sobbed.










“You want to cum, don’t you?” Serafine purred. “You want it through your little diapers.”










“Y-yes, Mommy…”










“But bad dolls don’t get to cum.”










Serafine

 

spanked


 
the diaper hard, then rubbed her strap along it again until it was smeared in warm, leaking sissy juice. The crowd moaned.










Finally, Mistress Bellamy stepped forward.










No words.










She simply walked behind Princess, removed her gloves, and inserted one lubricated finger… then two… into the hole around the plug.










Princess screamed again.










Then the third finger.










She pumped slowly. Cruelly. Not to bring pleasure—but to test the limits of her dolly’s training.










Princess’s legs shook. Her body twitched. She moaned behind her gag.










Bellamy whispered only once:










“You’ll never be tight again.”










When she was finished, she stood, wiped her fingers on the sissy’s gag strap, and left without a word.










Vivienne stepped forward, clapping slowly.










“You did so well, my sweet crinkled slut.”










She removed the pacifier.










Princess gasped. “M-Mommy…”










“You want your kiss?”










“Yes,” she whimpered. “Please.”










Vivienne leaned down and kissed her lips. Deep. Possessive.










Then she whispered against her mouth:










“You’re mine forever.”










And the crowd cheered.










The lights dimmed.










The ceremony was over.










Princess collapsed into her Mistress’s arms, diaper soaked, thighs quivering, hole stretched and leaking, smile wide and dazed.










She had been shared.










She had been used.










And she had

 

won


 
.









Epilogue: The Toy in the Window










The cruise ended at sunrise.










The

 

Crimson Voyage


 
pulled silently into its hidden port—a private island shrouded in mist and money. Most guests departed by private jet or black-glass boat. Submissives followed at their Dommes’ heels, leashed, collared, sore, and smiling.










But Princess didn’t leave.










She had been chosen.










A final note had appeared in the suite during the last night—written on pink paper with gold foil script.













To Lady Vivienne,


















Your dolly has been nominated for The Cabinet.






One week. One display window. No safeword.


















Her obedience… is now art.


















—The Crimson Curators















Vivienne had smiled, shown the note to her trembling pet, and whispered:




“You’ve made me so proud, Peach. They want to keep you.”










Princess didn’t understand until she was fitted into the mannequin rig.










The Cabinet was a glass showroom on Deck 2—open only to Dommes who paid for the

 

Collector’s Package


 
. A space to study perfection. To admire the finest examples of control.










And now, Peach stood there.










In a case.




On display.










Her arms were folded in front of her, locked into elbow-length mittens. Her legs were parted and strapped to the base of the pedestal with padded cuffs. Her diaper was fresh, white with gold ruffles, and thick enough that she couldn’t close her thighs even if she wanted to. A jeweled plug glowed faintly from inside her, programmed to buzz every ten minutes—just enough to keep her squirming.










She wore a soft mesh blouse, translucent, showing off her caged sissy clit beneath the layers of lace. Her collar read simply:













“Peach – Property of Lady Vivienne – Craved & Claimed”















Her pacifier gag was pink. The inside of the case smelled faintly of baby powder and arousal. A scent she now associated with comfort. With safety.










A small touchpad sat outside the glass wall.




Visitors could press it to activate different settings:










●

 
       

 

"Blush":


 
Her plug pulsed while a soft voice whispered “good girl” in her ear.



 









●

 
       

 

"Beg":


 
A looped recording played: her voice moaning,

 

“Please, Mommy, I need it…”




 









●

 
       

 

"Leak":


 
The formula line was activated, slowly filling her belly with warm liquid.



 









She lasted three days before her first public wetting.










The crowd watching applauded behind the glass.










She cried with joy.










Mistress visited her twice during the week.










The first time, just to watch.










The second time, to open the case, kneel beside her, and stroke her cheek with silk-gloved fingers.










“My beautiful little dolly,” she whispered. “They all want you now. But only I get to keep you.”










Princess moaned behind the pacifier.










“After this week, we’ll go home,” Vivienne said, kissing her forehead. “And I’ll build you your own cabinet. In my playroom. Where I can see you like this… every night.”










Princess’s cage throbbed painfully. Her plug buzzed. Her diaper grew warmer.










She had become a work of art.




A pet.




A public toy.




A perfect sissy doll, made not just to obey, but to be

 

desired


 
.










And as the lights dimmed in the showroom and a new Domme approached the screen to press

 

"Blush"


 
, she smiled behind her pacifier.










Her eyes fluttered shut.




Her thighs quivered.










And she whispered silently to herself:











“Craved. Owned. Forever.”










Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


 
, you’ll love these other wild, wicked reads…











Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?





Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.
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