
        
            
                
            
        

    


Confession #2 – The Dollmaker’s Fetish




A Dark Femdom Webcam Erotica About Control, Obsession, and Becoming Her Doll




Introduction











Confession #2 – The Dollmaker’s Fetish











He never wanted to see me naked.




Not really.










He didn’t ask for my moans, my fingers, my tongue.




He didn’t beg to watch me come.










He wanted to wear me.










Literally.










He wanted my scent on his thighs.




My lipstick on his collarbone.




My panties stretched across his body while I whispered what he looked like on his knees.










He didn’t want sex.




He wanted

 

transformation


 
.










And I gave it to him.










Piece by piece.




Thread by thread.










I didn’t have to meet him. I didn’t have to touch him.










I just mailed him boxes.




Tied with ribbon.




Numbered. Sealed. Marked with soft lipstick kisses.










Each one contained something of mine—




A pair of nylons I’d worn while dancing in the mirror.




A bra still warm from my body.




A used tissue blotted with red gloss and spit.




Perfume-soaked lace.




Audio recordings telling him what to do.




How to look.




How to

 

be


 
.










He followed it all.










Without question.




Without limit.




Without a single picture of me beyond the screen.










And in return?










He became beautiful for me.










He became

 

mine


 
.










I called him “doll.”










And he paid for the privilege.










Some men want domination.




Some want humiliation.




He wanted identity.










And I molded him with silk and shadow and rules he loved to obey.










This is the confession of how I made a man disappear—




Not with whips, not with chains,




but with pantyhose, lipstick, and a name that wasn’t his anymore.









Chapter One: The First Thread










He came into my chat under the name

 

SoftlyUndone


 
.










No tip. No introduction.










Just a single message in the flood of filth:












“Would you ever mail a pair of your tights? Used. Worn. Perfumed. Torn, maybe.”














I almost ignored it.










Most men want panties. Some want shoes. A few get brave and ask for pads, spit rags, even toilet paper.










But tights?










That was rare.










And I like rare.










I didn’t reply right away. I let the chat distract him. Let him wonder if I even saw it. That’s part of the game—

 

earning


 
my attention.










But then he tipped.











$200.00











No message. No demand. Just the quiet weight of money saying:

 

I’m serious.











I tilted my head, smiled at the camera, and replied without looking at the chat.












“Tights are personal, you know.




They know how you walk.




How you sweat.




Where you rub raw.”














The boys in the chat moaned.




They thought I was talking to them.










Only

 

he


 
knew the message was his.














After the stream, I found a private message from him.












“I want something that touched the inside of your thighs for hours.
















I’ll pay whatever it costs.
















But I need it to be… used. Imperfect. Something only you could have worn.”














I asked him why.










He replied instantly.












“Because I want to disappear into you.”














That stopped me cold.










Not “I want to fuck you.”




Not “I want to own you.”










But

 

disappear


 
.










It wasn’t even sexual.










It was

 

ritualistic


 
.










I was already wet.














I gave him a price.












“$600. You’ll get a pair of my black control-top tights. Danced in. Slept in. No wash. No edits.”














He didn’t negotiate.










The tip came within minutes.











$600.00.











Then another message:












“Can you include a tissue? With lipstick. And spit.”














I told him yes. But he’d need to earn it.












“$100 more.”














Tip:

 

$150.00













“Add your name to the tissue. Not mine. I don’t need to exist. Just hers.”














And that’s when I knew who he was.










He wasn’t a collector.




He wasn’t a pervert.










He was a

 

doll in waiting.











Waiting for me to mold him.














The package was simple.










I wore the tights for two full days.




No panties. Just skin.




I walked in them. Sat in them. Sweated and rubbed and let the scent of my perfume soak into the seams.










Then I ripped the left thigh open with my fingernail.










It wasn’t part of the request.




It was part of the message.











Imperfection is permission.











I blotted my lips on a tissue.




Then spat into the center.




Wrote

 

Lena


 
across the corner in red.










No return address. No branding. Just a plain black envelope tied with satin ribbon.










Inside, I included a voice note on a USB.










Just ten words.












“You’re not a man when you wear me.
















You’re mine.”














I sealed it and sent it express.














He didn’t message the next day.




Or the one after that.










I assumed he’d ghost.










Many do.










But then—on the third night—he tipped again.











$1,000.00











No message.










Just an attached file.










A photo.










Blurry. Taken in low light.










Him, on his knees.




Wearing the ripped tights.




Tissue taped to his cheek like a mark of shame.




His body bent, soft, arms crossed behind his back.










No face.




Just posture.











Obedience.











And one note.












“I need another piece of you.”














I smiled.










Because this wasn’t going to be a transaction.










This was going to be a

 

transformation


 
.









Chapter Two: Stitch by Stitch










He tipped again the next night.





$350.00











No request. No comment.










Just money.










A quiet offering. A doll laying himself at my feet.










So I messaged him.












“What are you wearing right now?”














His answer came seconds later.












“The tights. I haven’t taken them off. I sleep in them. I haven’t washed since the first night. They still smell like you.”














I grinned.












“Good. That’s how dolls are supposed to smell. Not like men. Like fabric. Like obedience.”














Then I gave him instructions.












“You’ll need something new.
















White lace panties. Small. Tight.
















Buy them at a real store.
















Use cash. No delivery.
















I want your fingers to touch the rack.
















I want you to sweat at checkout.”














He hesitated.












“That’s… exposing.”














I replied with three words.












“Exactly. Now go.”














He didn’t argue.










And I didn’t message him again that day.














Two days later, a photo arrived.










The panties.










Laid flat on a hotel bed.




Delicate. Shimmering. Too small for any version of him.










Alongside them: a crumpled receipt.




Store name blurred, but the price circled.




$8.99.










He’d done it.










My good little doll.












“Put them on,” I wrote.




“Then tell me how they make you feel.”














His reply was long. Rambling. Desperate.












“Tight. Embarrassing. The lace itches. I feel pathetic. Small. Like if someone saw me, I’d melt into the floor.
















But I also feel… calm. Like I’m where I’m supposed to be. Like you finally reached inside me and pulled out the version of myself I was too ashamed to find.”














I nearly came reading it.










Because that’s what a doll is.











Made of contradiction.





Shame and beauty.




Friction and elegance.










I gave him his next assignment.












“Mail me your boxers. All of them.”
















“All?”
















“Yes. Every pair. If you don’t send them, I’ll know. You’re not allowed to dress like a man anymore.”














He replied with only:












“Yes, Miss Lena.”














The box arrived five days later.










Twelve pairs of boxers. Folded neatly. A note on top.












“Thank you for taking this from me.”














I lit a candle that night.










Unpacked each pair slowly.










Burned the note.










And dropped the boxers into a donation bin the next morning.










He didn’t need them anymore.










He belonged to me.














I started calling him “Doll A.”










He asked once, shyly, if he could have a name.










I told him no.












“Names are for men. You’re still becoming.”
















“What am I becoming?”
















“Useful. Beautiful. Mine.”














His next tip:

 

$500.00











With a note:












“Can I please have something to match the panties?”














I sent him a white lace bralette I’d worn to bed.










Still warm when I sealed it.










Still kissed with perfume.










I included a new tissue. Blotted with wine-colored lipstick. Dried tears. His initials scrawled in red ink.










He didn’t ask for them.










But I knew he’d need them soon.









Chapter Three: Reprogramming Softly










He sent me a voice note.




Unprompted.










Breathy. Unsure.












“Miss Lena… I just wanted to say thank you… for letting me… exist. This way.”














He didn’t sound like a man.




Not anymore.










He sounded like an apology wrapped in silk.










But the voice was still

 

his


 
.




Deep. Coarse in the throat. Still clinging to the old self like muscle memory.










So I sent him a task.












“You’ll re-record that same message.
















Twenty times.
















But each time softer.
















Whisper it by the end.
















I want to hear you

 

fall into your own mouth


 
.”














He responded like he always did:












“Yes, Miss Lena.”


















The next night, I received a file.










Twenty clips.










Each one quieter than the last.




Less confident. Less structured.










By the fifteenth, he was barely audible.










By the twentieth…










He was perfect.










A ghost in lace.










I kept that last recording.










Saved it in a folder titled:

 

Assembly Complete (Phase One)











Then I sent him his next assignment.












“From now on, you’re not allowed to speak unless it’s recorded for me.”
















“In public too?”
















“Especially in public.”














He hesitated.










So I reminded him.












“Dolls don’t speak unless they’re wound up.”














He sent another tip.





$200.00





No message.










Which, frankly, was perfect.














I mailed him three items that week.









	



A used hairbrush. With my strands still tangled in the bristles.




 






	



A pair of white lace gloves I wore while masturbating in silence.




 






	



A handwritten letter on pink paper. Cursive. Perfumed. No envelope.




 














Inside the letter:












“You are not a man.
















You are a reflection.
















I name you when you’re ready.
















Until then, you exist to soften.
















To listen.
















To

 

bend


 
.”














He messaged me that he’d read the letter thirty times before sleeping with it under his cheek.










I didn't respond.










I wanted him to live in the silence.




To feel the space between his obedience and my attention.










And I knew exactly what he’d do with that space—










He’d fill it with

 

wanting


 
.














Three days later, he sent a photo.










No face.




Just knees.










Bare. Shaved.




Pressed together beneath the white panties and gloves.




One arm crossed behind his back.




The other holding my letter like a vow.










Underneath the image, the words:












“Please name me.”














I thought about it.










For once, I didn’t reply immediately.










I let the power of

 

waiting


 
become part of the transformation.










Then I sent a one-word audio file:












“Anya.”














Soft. Feminine. Breathless.










He played it twenty-four times.










And then messaged me:












“Thank you for building me.”













Chapter Four: Rituals of Softness










Anya sent her first voice message as

 

her


 
.










No hesitation. No whispering.




Just her, breathless, saying my name:












“Miss Lena… I am Anya. I am yours.”














It wasn’t perfect.




Her voice cracked once.




She still sounded too much like the man I’d started with.










But she was becoming mine.




And that was enough.










I’d given her tasks to follow for days—simple ones at first.




Wear the gloves when you sleep.




Sit with your legs crossed like a lady.




Speak only when you’ve recorded your words first.










But now?




Now it was time for something more.










I needed her soft.




I needed her pliable.










I needed her to

 

bend


 
and

 

stay bent


 
.














I started with mirrors.












“Stand in front of a mirror for one hour.
















No distractions. No phone.
















Just you.
















Watch yourself, Anya.
















Tell me what you see.”














The first message came three hours later.












“I see someone who wants to obey.
















Someone who is soft.
















I don’t know who she is yet. But I want to be her.”














Perfect.










The second task was harder.












“Touch yourself. But only with the gloves.
















Don’t go beneath the lace.
















Tease until you cannot stop the ache.
















But don’t finish. Not until I tell you.”














She hesitated.










But the tip came immediately after.





$500.00













“Yes, Miss Lena. I did as you said.”














Her voice shook with vulnerability.




But I heard the change.




The sweetness. The obedience.










I told her to wait.














The next morning, Anya messaged me with a photo.










Her reflection in the mirror, kneeling in the gloves, the white lace panties she had worn for three days. She wasn’t smiling.




She wasn’t posing.










She was just

 

there


 
.










Her legs were spread, her body trembling.




But there was no shame.




Only

 

acceptance


 
.










I sent a reply.












“Good girl. Now wear them for another 48 hours.
















And don’t take them off.
















Not even for me.”














She replied instantly:












“I will wait. For you.”


















For the next few days, our communication was almost entirely voice notes.










I gave her strict tasks.




Dress only in lace.




Speak only in whispers.




Don’t let anyone hear her.




Don’t break the

 

silence


 
.










And every night, I received photos and voice recordings of Anya’s obedience. She would send me glimpses of herself—her body becoming softer with every task. Her skin became pale from lack of sunlight. Her face lost its sharpness, replaced with the softness I had craved.










I was shaping her.




Not with my hands.




But with my control.














Then came the punishment.










It wasn’t out of cruelty.




It was out of necessity.




Anya had made a small mistake.




She had spoken out of turn in a public space.




She had used her voice without asking.










That mistake deserved attention.










So I instructed her.












“Kneel. On the floor. In front of the mirror.
















Wear nothing but the gloves.
















And stare at yourself.
















Do not move. Do not speak.
















For one hour.”














I didn’t want her to punish herself.




I wanted her to

 

learn


 
.










That silence was just as powerful as pain.










She obeyed.










Her next message was simple, soft:












“I see her now.
















She’s mine.”


















I felt the shift.










Not in her voice.




Not in her body.




But in the

 

way


 
she now saw herself.










Her identity wasn’t wrapped in masculinity anymore.




It wasn’t wrapped in anything

 

real


 
.










It was wrapped in lace, in softness, in obedience.




She wasn’t a man pretending to be a doll.










She was a doll—learning to become the

 

perfect


 
version of herself.










I wasn’t creating someone for me anymore.




I was creating someone

 

for her


 
.














Two days later, she sent me her final voice message of the week.












“Miss Lena, I’ve been wearing the gloves.
















I’ve been standing and sitting the way you told me.
















And now… I don’t think I need to be anything else.
















I don’t need to be

 

anything


 
but

 

this


 
.
















Soft. Silent. Yours.”














I almost came reading it.




Not because of the submission.




Not because of the obedience.










But because I heard it.




I heard

 

her


 
.










The doll was almost perfect.









Chapter Five: Voice Like Velvet Thread










I gave her a choice.










One file.




One message.




One chance to prove she could speak and still be soft.












“Record yourself reading this, Doll.
















Not in your voice.
















In

 

hers


 
.
















If you sound like a man, I delete you.




If you sound like

 

her


 
, I send you a dress.”














Attached was a short paragraph—something I wrote just for her:












“My name is Anya.




I am not hard. I am not loud.
















I am delicate.




I exist to be looked at, shaped, whispered over.
















I am Miss Lena’s Doll, and I breathe only when she winds me up.”














I watched the message sit on “Read” for over three hours.










No reply.




No tip.










Just that little flicker of silence that says:

 

she’s trying.











When the audio finally arrived, I was shaking.










I didn’t play it right away.










I poured myself wine.




Tied my robe.




Dimmed the lights.










Then I slid in one earbud… and pressed play.














She didn’t get it right the first time.










Her voice cracked on “delicate.”










She coughed once before the second sentence.




Her vowels were still too wide, her breath too shallow.










But then came the final line:












“I am Miss Lena’s Doll, and I breathe only when she winds me up.”














And she

 

meant it.











That’s what mattered.










Not the pitch.










The

 

truth


 
.










I sent her one word.












“Accepted.”














And within thirty seconds, the tip came.











$800.00











No message.










But she didn’t need to say anything.










She knew she’d earned her reward.














The dress was cream-colored lace.




Long sleeves.




Pearl buttons.




Tight at the waist.










Vintage.




Unforgiving.




Designed to erase the last shadow of masculinity.










I included a second package inside the box:










●

 
       

 
A pair of silk stockings I’d worn for an entire day.



 









●

 
       

 
A fresh tissue with a new lipstick mark—this one violet.



 









●

 
       

 
A card with two words written in cursive:

 

Don’t Blink.




 









I sent it priority with a tracking number and nothing else.










No note.




No message.










Anya didn’t need instructions anymore.










She needed to

 

prove herself


 
.














When the package arrived, I got no message. No thanks.










Instead, that night, I received a video.










No face.




Just her knees.










The dress hugging her body.




The lace stockings clinging to trembling thighs.




Hands folded in her lap.




Still. Obedient.










A mirror stood behind her.










Her reflection sat straighter than she did.




Eyes wide.




Lips parted.










And pinned to the mirror: my tissue.










I watched the video twice.










On the third time, I realized—




she never blinked.










Not once.














Later that night, she sent me a message.












“Miss Lena, I wore the dress for five hours.
















I didn’t speak.




I didn’t move.
















I didn’t even breathe unless I imagined you behind me.”














Then another message.












“Will you ever name me fully?”














I stared at the screen for a long time.










Then I replied:












“Only when I’m done building you.”













Chapter Six: On Display












“You will stream for me.”














That was the command I sent Anya.




No camera. No chatroom.




Just her phone.




A private livestream. One-on-one. Unrecorded. Unrepeatable.










The ultimate trust.












“You will be dressed in the lace.
















You will not speak.
















You will follow my instructions exactly.
















You are not to perform.




You are not to pretend.
















You are to

 

be


 
.”














She didn’t hesitate.










Her reply:












“Yes, Miss Lena. I will show you who I am now.”


















The stream began at exactly 9PM.










Dark room.




One chair in the center.




No face in frame—just a body, kneeling.










The cream dress hugged her like devotion.




Lace gloves.




Stockings.




Hair tied back.




Eyes low.










And pinned between her hands: the tissue I’d sent, folded like a holy relic.










I didn’t speak.










I didn’t type.










I simply watched.










Because dolls don’t need encouragement.










They need to be

 

displayed


 
.














I watched her sit there, unmoving, for ten full minutes.










No shifting.




No looking for the camera.




Just stillness.










Then, slowly, she reached into her lap and pulled out a new envelope.










She held it up.










It was pale pink. Marked with her own lipstick.




On the front, she’d written in delicate cursive:





For Miss Lena. From what’s left of him.











I exhaled—hard.










Because that… was

 

everything


 
.










She reached behind her and picked up a match.




Struck it.










Lit the envelope on fire.










And held it, trembling, until the flame kissed her gloves.










She let go before it burned her—but just barely.










The ashes fell into a dish.




She bowed her head.










And then finally—her first movement.










She lifted her hand and touched her cheek.




Right where my name used to be marked on the tissue.










She didn’t smile.




She didn’t cry.










She just

 

was


 
.










Obedience, fully formed.










And I’d built it.














The stream ended with no goodbye.




No final pose.




No flash.










Just blackness.




And the sound of her soft breath tapering into silence.










Five minutes later, she sent a final message:












“Miss Lena, I am not a man.
















I am not a performance.
















I am yours.
















When you are ready, give me my true name.
















I will wait.”














I didn’t reply.










Not because she hadn’t earned it.










But because naming something… means it belongs to you forever.










And forever is serious business.










Even for dolls.









Chapter Seven: The Name She Waited For










Days passed.










No new tips.




No new messages.




Not even a quiet “good morning” from the doll.










She was waiting.










Obedient. Still. Silent.










Just like I trained her to be.










She’d sent her last words with purpose, with poise:












“Give me my true name. I will wait.”














And I could feel her behind the silence.




Kneeling.




Hands folded.




Eyes low.




Breathing only when she imagined I gave her permission.










She didn’t want validation.




She didn’t want release.










She wanted

 

recognition


 
.










Because naming a doll isn’t the same as naming a person.










A person can choose to forget you.




But a doll?










A doll only remembers who made her.














I opened the voice recorder on my phone.










Not my usual mic.




Not the one I use for streams.










This was intimate.




Private.




Unfiltered.










I spoke slowly.












“Doll…”
















“You were a question once.




A trembling voice behind a username.




A breath hidden in boxer briefs and fear.”
















“You wanted to be erased.




To wear me.




To become soft through submission.”
















“You begged for pieces—




Panties.




Stockings.




Spit.




And I gave you more than that.”
















“I gave you

 

structure


 
.




Obedience.




Purpose.




A mirror.”
















“And now…”














I paused.




Because I felt it.




Not just the power.










The

 

truth


 
of what I had built.












“Now, you’ve earned your name.”
















“You are

 

Anya Noelle


 
.”
















“Anya: Grace. Surrender. Stillness.




Noelle: Because you were reborn in silence.”
















“Say it aloud.




And know it belongs to no one else.




Only to the doll I made with lace, lips, and patience.”
















“Anya Noelle is yours now.




Forever.”


















I sent the file.










Then closed my phone.










I didn’t wait for a reply.










Because I knew what she was doing—










Kneeling.




Wearing the gloves.




Repeating the name like a prayer.










Anya Noelle.










Not a man.




Not a fantasy.




Not a game.










Just

 

mine


 
.










My creation.




My silence.




My masterpiece.










And that’s the thing about dolls.










Once you name them, they stop asking to be real.










Because they already are.









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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