
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cupcake Punishment: A Sweet Barista’s Descent into Diaper Obedience and Soft Strapon Mommydom

She stole a cupcake. Now she’s gagged, padded, plugged, and on display for Mommy’s new obedience club.


Introduction 


She thought she was just stealing a cupcake. 

Lia never expected the sweet barista to bend her over the counter, spank her, and whisper: “Mine.” 

But after that first taste of discipline, the café became her prison—and her pleasure. 

Diapered. Plugged. Displayed. Lia is stripped of her pride and trained into Mommy’s perfect baby doll. But the barista, Maddie, isn’t just a soft domme with a sweet smile—she’s the founder of The Mommy Club, an underground obedience society where padded submission and public humiliation are just the beginning. 

As Lia surrenders, she meets Brooke: another girl being reshaped, rewritten, and forced to compete for Mommy’s love. 

And when the Sorority of Softened Minds enters the picture, Lia must prove herself in a brutal display of obedience—or be taken forever. 

Cupcake Punishment is a dark, dripping, explicit ABDL femdom romance featuring diaper training, strapon domination, public humiliation, soft but twisted Mommydom, and a café that becomes something far filthier than coffee and pastries. 


Chapter One: The Cupcake Thief 


The little bell over the café door jingled. 

Again. 

She’d been in three days in a row, always wearing the same black hoodie, always walking with that casual strut like the world owed her pastries. No name given. No order placed. Just a long walk past the counter, eyes flicking across the cupcake display, and a habit of… lingering. 

Madeline watched her from behind the bar, cloth in hand, espresso machine hissing softly. It was the girl’s fourth visit. No coffee. No payment. No shame. 

This time, she wasn’t even trying to hide it. 

The girl reached into the display while Madeline served an elderly couple. Plucked a chocolate cream swirl. Slid it into her hoodie pocket like a child pocketing candy from a gas station. 

But she turned her back too slow. 

Madeline saw it. 

Saw the crinkle of cupcake wrapper vanish into the cotton dark. Saw the corner of the girl’s mouth twitch into a smirk. 



“You’re gonna get caught someday,” Madeline said, walking out from behind the bar. 

The girl didn’t flinch. She just leaned against the doorframe, licking a fingertip slowly. 

“I was hungry,” she said, voice syrupy. “You weren’t using it.” 

Madeline stopped two steps away from her. “That’s not how cafés work.” 

“I don’t see any security cameras.” 

“Don’t need one.” 

The girl grinned. “Then stop me.” 



Madeline stepped closer. Not angry. Not yelling. Just calm. Measured. Quiet. She stared at the girl, who was at least five years younger, with attitude like she wanted a fight she wouldn’t win. 

Then, without thinking, Madeline reached out— 

And gave her a sharp, stinging slap on the butt. 

Not hard enough to bruise. 

Just hard enough to echo. 

The girl’s lips parted. Her breath hitched. Her eyes widened—but she didn’t move. She didn’t leave. She stayed right there, flush against the wall, body stiff with tension that wasn’t entirely resistance. 

“You just spanked me,” she whispered. 

Madeline didn’t smile. “I did.” 

“In public.” 

“In my café.” 

Silence. 

Then the girl muttered, “...You gonna do it again?” 

Madeline raised an eyebrow. “You gonna keep stealing cupcakes?” 



Later, as the girl left—this time without a cupcake—she turned just before the door closed. 

“What’s your name?” she asked. 

Madeline paused at the espresso machine. “Maddie.” 

“You always spank your customers, Maddie?” 

Maddie looked her in the eyes, lips barely curled. 

“Only the naughty ones.” 



That night, she found a message in the café inbox. A reservation. 

One cupcake. One girl. One punishment. 7pm.
And it was signed:
“Yours if you spank me.” 


Chapter Two: Reserved for Punishment 


The cupcake sat alone in the center of a white porcelain plate. Chocolate base. Vanilla swirl. A glossy cherry pressed into the top, trembling slightly with the vibration of the countertop fridge. 

Madeline stared at it like it might talk back. 

She hadn’t written the reservation down, but she knew exactly what it meant. One cupcake. One girl. One punishment. 7pm. It was cryptic and juvenile and... oddly thrilling. She’d spent the day playing the message back in her head, wondering what she’d say when the thief actually showed. Wondering if she’d have the nerve to go further. 

The café closed at 6:30. 

She didn’t flip the sign to CLOSED. She flipped it to PRIVATE EVENT. 



The door opened at 6:59. 

Same black hoodie. Same smirk beneath the hood. The girl pushed it back as she entered, revealing soft copper curls and flushed cheeks. She walked straight up to the counter, hands in pockets, and looked down at the lone cupcake on display. 

“So,” she said, “you kept it warm for me.” 

Madeline didn’t speak at first. She reached beneath the bar and pulled out a small box—inside, a pink plastic bib with white frills. She unfolded it, held it in the air. 

The girl’s brow arched. “You’re serious?” 

Madeline nodded once. 

“You're gonna feed it to me like a baby or something?” 

“No,” Maddie said softly. “You’re going to eat it off the floor.” 



The café had a soft, homey floor—wood slats polished to a gentle gleam. Maddie stepped around the counter, cupcake in hand, and placed it directly on the floor between the corner reading chairs. Then she walked back to the counter, leaned back, and waited. 

The girl stood there, frozen in place. 

“No utensils?” she asked. 

“No hands.” 

Her nostrils flared. 

Maddie watched her closely. The blush rose up her neck again, just like it had yesterday. And slowly, quietly, she dropped to her knees. 

Then to her hands. 

She crawled forward. 

One inch. Two. 

By the time she reached the cupcake, her breathing had shifted—no longer defiant, but nervous. Her back arched just slightly. Her tongue flicked out to taste the frosting. 

Maddie bit her lip. 

“Good girl,” she murmured. 

The girl whimpered. 



It took nearly five minutes. 

No rush. Just slow, humiliating licks. Frosting on her cheeks. Cake stuck to her chin. At one point, she lifted her face and whispered, “Can I use my hands?” 

Maddie’s voice hardened. “No.” 

Another whimper. A sweet one. 

When the cupcake was gone, the girl sat back on her heels. Her eyes looked glassy now. She was panting softly, licking sugar from her lips. 

Maddie walked forward, her heels clicking softly on the wood. 

“I didn’t catch your name,” she said. 

“Lia.” 

“Lia.” Maddie smiled. “Are you always such a messy eater?” 

Lia squirmed. “Only when I’m being punished.” 

Maddie leaned in. Her fingers traced under Lia’s chin, gently lifting it. “Did it feel like punishment, Lia?” 

A pause. 

Then: “...It felt like... like Mommy was watching.” 



The word hung in the air like a secret neither had dared speak. 

Madeline’s breath caught. 

She should have laughed it off. Should’ve shaken her head. But instead, she stood up straight and said it clearly. 

“Mommy is watching.” 

And Lia—twenty-something, cupcake thief, rebellious brat—blushed scarlet and dropped her gaze to the floor like a scolded schoolgirl. 



Ten minutes later, they were in the back room. 

Madeline had cleared the prep table. Wiped it down. Laid out a soft pink towel on top. 

“Hop up,” she said, voice like honey over ice. 

Lia obeyed. 

She sat on the edge at first, until Maddie pushed her gently back. The hoodie came off. Then the jeans. Lia lay there in her panties, a hint of frosting still clinging to the corner of her mouth. 

Maddie brought out something from the drawer. 

A pacifier. 

Pink. Silicone. Slightly oversized. 

“You earned this,” Maddie said, holding it over Lia’s lips. 

Lia opened her mouth. 

It slid in easily. 

Maddie stroked her hair. “Good baby.” 



The rest came slow, sweet, and dangerous. 

She didn’t diaper her. 

Not yet. 

But she did lift her legs gently and spank her panties—three soft slaps, each a little harder. Lia didn’t resist. Didn’t flinch. Just moaned quietly, pacifier bobbing, hips twitching under Maddie’s hand. 

“You’re such a messy girl,” Maddie whispered. “Maybe next time you come back, Mommy puts you in something more… absorbent.” 

Lia nodded. 

Eyes closed. 

Pacifier pulsing with every pant. 



That night, Madeline sat alone in the front café, cupcake crumbs still scattered across the floor. 

She checked the inbox again. 

There was a new message. 

One diaper. One girl. No more panties. 7pm tomorrow.
Signed: Lia, the mess you made. 


Chapter Three: No More Panties 


The café smelled like cinnamon again. 

Maddie always baked something fresh in the evening now—not for customers, but for the mood. She had a rhythm. A ritual. Every movement was calm and precise: cleaning the counters, prepping a single cupcake, dimming the lights just enough to make the walls glow soft and warm. 

Then she unlocked the back door, just for her. 

Lia arrived without panties. 

That much was obvious. 

The leggings she wore clung tight, and there was no line. Her hoodie was longer today, hanging like she was trying to hide something—or tempt it. She didn’t make eye contact as she walked in, just glanced toward the display case and the cupcake waiting there. 

This one had a note on the plate. 

“Be a good girl and ask nicely.” 



Lia stood in front of the counter, cheeks already pink. Her fingers curled into the sleeves of her hoodie like a schoolgirl fidgeting during roll call. 

“M-Mommy,” she said softly, voice barely above a whisper. “May I please have my cupcake?” 

Maddie didn’t smile. 

She just walked out from behind the counter, lifted the plate, and held it in one hand. 

“Where are your panties?” she asked, tilting her head. 

Lia shifted her weight. 

“Didn’t wear them.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because… you said…” 

Maddie leaned closer. “Say it.” 

Lia’s lips parted slowly. “Because… Mommy said I’m too messy for panties.” 

“There’s my good girl.” 



The cupcake didn’t go on the floor this time. 

It went into Lia’s mouth, bite by bite, while she knelt beside the counter. Maddie fed it to her with her fingers—slow, sticky pieces that left frosting on her lips. Every time Lia tried to lick it away, Maddie stopped her. 

“No,” she whispered. “Babies don’t clean themselves.” 

And with that, she wiped Lia’s mouth with a soft pink cloth… then made her suck it clean. 

Lia trembled. 

Pacifier followed. 

And then the real reason she was here. 



The back room had changed. 

The prep table was covered now with a floral changing mat. A plastic bin of wipes. A fresh stack of adult diapers, powder pink with little bunnies printed on them. 

Lia saw them and gasped. 

“Oh my God…” 

“You brought this on yourself,” Maddie said. “A girl who can’t keep her panties dry doesn’t deserve to wear them at all.” 

“I-I’ve never actually worn—” 

“You don’t need to worry about that anymore, baby. Mommy will take care of everything.” 



The leggings came off slow. 

Lia’s legs were trembling. She bit her pacifier as Maddie slid them down, revealing her bare, shaved skin. No bra. No panties. Just soft vulnerability, blushing thighs, and a wet streak she didn’t realize was showing. 

“Already leaking,” Maddie whispered. 

Lia whimpered. 

The diaper was thick. Heavier than she expected. When Maddie lifted her legs and slid it underneath, the plastic crinkled loudly—and Lia moaned through the pacifier. 

“Shh,” Maddie soothed. “Mommy’s got you.” 

Wipes were cold. Powder was warm. Maddie rubbed it in slowly, massaging her inner thighs with deliberate care. Then she folded the diaper up… and taped it tight. 

The sound of each tape ripping made Lia twitch. 

Then silence. 

Then Maddie’s voice, sweet and merciless: 

“Now. Go sit in the café like that.” 



“What?” 

“You heard me.” 

Lia looked down at herself. “But… anyone could walk in—” 

“I locked the door. But I didn’t frost the windows.” 

Her eyes widened. 

“M-Mommy—” 

“You said no panties. You chose to be my baby. Now sit in your diaper, drink your bottle, and if you even think about complaining, I’ll spank you right on the couch with the blinds wide open.” 

Lia gulped. 

And obeyed. 



She waddled. 

She couldn’t help it. The diaper was so thick she had to walk with her legs apart, every step a noisy crinkle. She tried to pull the hoodie lower, but it barely covered her crotch now. She shuffled to the window table, climbed up onto the cushioned seat, and sat down. 

It squished. 

Lia moaned quietly into her pacifier, eyes darting toward the window. Outside, a couple passed on the sidewalk—laughing, unaware. Lia turned red. 

Madeline brought her a bottle. Warm milk, vanilla flavored. 

Then she kissed Lia’s forehead and sat across from her. 

They didn’t speak for ten minutes. 

Just soft suckling. 

Diaper rustling. 

And one slowly melting girl realizing she didn’t want it to stop. 



“Mommy?” she whispered, pacifier resting in her palm now. 

“Yes, baby?” 

Lia looked down at herself. “I think… I need to pee.” 

Madeline raised an eyebrow. “And?” 

“I… I can’t hold it anymore…” 

“Then don’t.” 

Lia froze. “You mean… here? Now?” 

Madeline smiled. 

“You’re in your diaper, sweetheart. That’s what it’s for.” 



Lia whimpered. 

Her hands gripped the bottle tight. She shifted in her seat, legs spread slightly by the padding. Maddie could see her body tense, then release—her mouth falling open, her eyes wide with shock. 

She was wetting herself. 

Right there in the café. 

In a diaper. 

While Mommy watched. 



Maddie stood and crossed the table. Sat next to her. Pulled her close. 

“That’s my good, messy baby girl,” she whispered in her ear. “We’ll get you changed in a minute. But first… Mommy has a little treat of her own.” 

Her fingers slid between Lia’s legs, pressing into the now-wet diaper through the plastic. The heat radiating through it was intoxicating. 

And Lia? 

She was gasping, squirming, rocking in place with every stroke. 


Chapter Four: The Crinkle Walk 


The café bell jingled. Maddie didn’t even look up from her clipboard. 

“Strip.” 

Lia hesitated at the door, her cheeks already warm, her fingers twitching at the hem of her hoodie. 

“Now.” 

Her diaper was already swollen from this morning’s accident. Maddie had told her not to change until instructed. And now, she stood in the entrance of the café, padding drooping, a soft crinkle with every step forward. 

It was closing time, yes. 

But the blinds were still open. 

And the street still had people walking by. 



Maddie pointed to the mat in the center of the café floor. 

“You want a fresh diaper?” she asked. 

Lia nodded. 

“Then prove you’re ready.” 

Maddie smiled and snapped her fingers. 

A pink leash was clipped to Lia’s collar. 

“Walk.” 



The Walk of Shame 

Lia shuffled toward the back of the café. 

Each step was louder than the last—crinkle crinkle squish—as the padding between her thighs protested against gravity. Her face burned red. Her nipples peaked under her loose tank. She tried not to make eye contact with the girls from the Circle watching from the counter, sipping lattes and smirking. 

“She’s waddling better,” one noted. 

“Still leaking, though.” 

“She’s not ready for Club Night yet.” 

Maddie heard every comment and said nothing. 

She just followed behind Lia, crop in hand, tapping it once… twice… letting the sound keep pace with her trembling steps. 



The Changing Station 

When Lia reached the mat, Maddie knelt beside her. 

“Hands above your head,” she said. 

Lia obeyed. 

The velcro peeled open slowly—loud and humiliating. 

Maddie didn’t rush. 

She made sure the Circle could see every inch of swollen, red skin. 

“Someone got too excited in their diapee,” she whispered. 

Lia whimpered. 



The fresh diaper was thick. Thicker than anything before. Pink with white hearts. A waddler. 

Maddie slid a chilled plug in first. 

Lia gasped. 

Then the powder. The lotion. The soft press of padding against wet thighs. 

She was sealed back in with a final rip of the tape and a gentle kiss to her forehead. 



“Now walk to the window.” 

Lia’s head snapped up. 

“M-Mommy?” 

“You heard me.” 



Window Punishment 

The front window faced Main Street. 

The sun had dipped, but people still passed—commuters, couples, late-night coffee seekers. 

Maddie led her to the glass. 

Placed a pink chair down. 

Sat. 

Then patted her thigh. 

“Up. Over my lap.” 

Lia froze. 

“But they’ll see—” 

“They should.” 



The spanking was soft but loud. 

Not painful—performative. 

Each slap made Lia squirm. 

Each crack of skin-on-diaper made passersby pause. Glance in. Smirk. 

Maddie smiled at them. 

Waved once. 

Lia sobbed. 

But something about the sobs… turned into soft gasps. 

And when Maddie slid her fingers down the crease of the diaper? 

Soaked. 



“Still pretending you don’t like it?” Maddie asked, brushing a wet strand of hair from Lia’s face. 

“I… I don’t…” 

Slap. 

“Lying’s not allowed here.” 



Lia was led back to the mat and told to kneel, legs spread, hands behind her back. 

The Circle passed by one by one. 

Some patted her head. 

Others traced the waistband of her diaper. 

One even whispered, “I hope you leak in public next.” 


Chapter Five: Training Hours 


The café was closed to the public. 

The sign on the door said Private Party. The lights inside glowed soft and pink. The air was warm, scented with vanilla and powdered sugar. In the back room, a timer ticked softly, counting down the final seconds. 

7:00 PM. 

Training hour. 

And Lia was right on time—already stripped down to her new uniform. 



No panties. 

No hoodie. 

Just a pink crop top that said “Mommy’s Mess” across her chest and the same thick diaper she’d worn the night before. Maddie had made her sleep in it, wake up in it, and come back with it still taped on. And she had. 

Soaked. 

Dripping. 

Plug still in place. 

“You’re leaking,” Maddie said, smirking as Lia stood in the middle of the café floor. 

“I-I’m sorry, Mommy.” 

“You should be. But I’m proud of you.” 

Lia flushed red. 

“You didn’t take it off. You didn’t touch the plug. You obeyed.” 

“I tried. I mean… I wanted to… but…” 

“But what, baby?” 

“I liked it too much.” 



Maddie stepped close. Lifted Lia’s chin. 

“You’re learning. And now… it’s time you helped Mommy.” 

“Helped?” 

“You’re not the only girl who steals cupcakes, you know.” 



Lia blinked. 

“What do you mean?” 

Maddie gestured to the door. 

“You’ll see.” 



It opened ten seconds later. 

A different girl stepped in—taller, curvier, dressed in a tight tennis skirt and a loose white tank top. She had wild curls, black lipstick, and an expression that screamed I don’t give a fuck. 

Lia’s stomach flipped. 

“Who’s she?” 

Maddie smiled. “Her name’s Brooke. She took three cupcakes last week. And now…” 

She turned to Lia, eyes glinting. 

“Now it’s your turn to teach her some manners.” 



Brooke looked unimpressed. 

“So this is your punishment club?” 

“No,” Maddie said calmly. “This is your correction. You’re here because you’re rude, impulsive, and greedy. And because I think you’d look very cute in a diaper.” 

Brooke laughed. 

Then paused. 

“…Wait. You’re serious?” 

Maddie didn’t answer. 

She just nodded to Lia. 



“Strip her.” 



Lia hesitated. Her heart thundered. 

But then she stepped forward—diaper rustling, cheeks burning—and reached for Brooke’s tank top. 

“What the fuck,” Brooke muttered, raising an arm to resist. 

“Obey,” Maddie snapped. 

And suddenly, Brooke froze. 

Maddie had a way of saying it. One word. Like a spell. 

And the girl dropped her arms. 



The tank top came off. 

The skirt fell next. 

No bra. Black panties. But they didn’t stay long. 

Lia pulled them down, breath shaking, and then stood face-to-face with her—both of them stripped, exposed. One padded. One not. One already trained. One just starting. 

Brooke stared down at Lia’s diaper and gave a smirk. 

“You actually like this, don’t you?” 

Lia swallowed. 

“Yes.” 

“…Fuck.” 



Maddie stepped behind Brooke. 

And spanked her. Hard. 

Brooke yelped. 

“Say thank you,” Maddie ordered. 

Brooke growled. 

Another slap. 

“Thank you.” 

“Good girl.” 



The rest of the hour blurred into heat and sound. 

Brooke was bent over the counter, legs spread, moaning into a half-eaten cupcake as Lia powdered and padded her. The tapes went on loud and proud—Brooke’s first diaper, and she came twice just from the pressure of it grinding against her clit. 

Lia learned to dominate. 

Maddie watched. 

Corrected. 

Teased. 

Spanked them both when they got distracted. 

By the end, both girls were in matching diapers, plug-trained, and sipping from twin bottles on opposite sides of the room, glaring at each other with flushed cheeks and twitching thighs. 



“You’ll be playmates now,” Maddie purred. 

“But Mommy only rewards one baby a night.” 



Lia stared at Brooke. 

Brooke sucked harder on her bottle. 

Maddie’s voice dropped to a whisper. 

“Tomorrow… you’ll earn your reward. Or she will.” 


Chapter Six: The Reward Test 


The café looked different tonight. 

The windows were covered, the lights turned low, casting everything in a warm amber glow. There were no cupcakes in sight. No customers. Just two padded girls kneeling in front of a table… and the strapon resting on it. 

Thick. Pink. Waiting. 

Lia sat quiet, back straight, her fingers clutching the hem of her Mommy’s Mess crop top. Her diaper bulged under her thighs, still dry—for now. Beside her, Brooke knelt too, her diaper sagging from the weight of her latest accident, lips curled in a smirk like she didn’t care about the challenge ahead. 

But Maddie cared. 

And this wasn’t a game. 



“Tonight,” Maddie said, stepping between them, “one of you earns Mommy’s cock.” 

She let that hang in the air. 

Brooke smiled. 

Lia’s breath caught. 



“I don’t give this out just because someone’s wet,” Maddie continued, “or because they look cute in a diaper. No. This reward is for my most obedient, most desperate, most honest little girl.” 

She tapped the strapon with a painted nail. 

“And there’s only one.” 



Brooke spoke first. 

“I’ve got more experience,” she said, voice husky. “Let me show you.” 

Maddie raised a brow. 

“I don’t want a slut,” she said. “I want a baby. One who needs this.” 

She turned to Lia. 

“What about you?” 

Lia blushed. 

“I—I want it because… I want to feel you.” 

“Feel what?” 

Lia looked up, eyes wide. 

“Feel like I belong to you.” 



That was it. 

Maddie smiled. 

“Strip her.” 



Lia didn’t hesitate. 

She stood, hands trembling, and pulled the tapes on her diaper. The thick padding dropped to the floor, and she stood naked from the waist down, glistening slightly. Her thighs were sticky. Her clit throbbed. 

Maddie sat down and patted her lap. 

Lia climbed up. 



The strapon slid in slowly. 

Inch by inch. 

Maddie held her by the hips, guiding her down until the full length was inside. Lia gasped—loud, high-pitched. Her pussy clenched around the toy as she shook on Maddie’s lap. 

“Ride, baby,” Maddie whispered. 

“Show me you want to be mine.” 



Lia began to rock. 

Slow at first. 

Then faster. 

Every movement pressed the cock deeper, and Maddie rewarded her with soft words, strokes of her thighs, gentle slaps on her ass when she hesitated. 

Brooke watched in silence. 

She didn’t smirk anymore. 



Lia came after just four minutes. 

Her body arched, her hands clutching Maddie’s shoulders, and she screamed into her pacifier as the orgasm hit. Wetness gushed between her thighs. The couch beneath them darkened with it. 

She collapsed against Maddie’s chest, panting. 

Trembling. 



Maddie lifted her gently, carried her back to the floor, and changed her into a new diaper—thick, printed with hearts and the words “Mommy’s Favorite.” 

She kissed Lia’s forehead. 

“You earned it.” 



Then she turned to Brooke. 

And snapped her fingers. 

“Next time you’ll work harder.” 

Brooke clenched her fists. 

But nodded. 

“I will, Mommy.” 


Chapter Seven: Cry for Mommy 


Brooke was silent. 

Not pouting. 

Not smug. 

Just quiet in a way that unsettled even Maddie for a moment—because brats like her didn’t go quiet unless something deep had cracked. 

And Maddie loved cracks. 



Lia sat near the counter, diapered in pastel lavender with a stuffed bunny tucked under her arm. She was clean, freshly powdered, full of warm milk and the ache of her orgasm from the night before. She had been rewarded. She knew it. 

Brooke? 

Still soaked. Still unpunished. 

But not for long. 



Maddie approached her like a lioness circling prey. 

Brooke kneeled near the wall, arms behind her back. Her diaper sagged. Her pacifier drooped from her mouth like she’d forgotten it was there. 

“Strip,” Maddie said softly. 

Brooke looked up. 

“Now.” 



She obeyed. 

Slowly. Shamefully. The soaked diaper peeled away with a squelch and landed on the tile with a wet slap. Her thighs were sticky with piss. Her cheeks were flushed with embarrassment—not the bratty flush of challenge, but the humiliating kind that creeps in when you realize you’re not in control anymore. 

Maddie nodded. 

“Lia. Plug prep.” 

Lia blinked. 

“I… me?” 

“You’re my favorite. Favorites help Mommy.” 



Lia stood. 

Trembled. 

Then fetched the lube and the plug Maddie handed her—this one bigger than the one she herself wore. Shiny pink silicone with a wide jeweled base and ridges designed to stimulate with every twitch. 

Lia walked over to Brooke. 

The girls locked eyes. 

Lia dropped to her knees. 

And whispered, “Lift your ass.” 



Brooke did. 

Barely. 

Lia lubed the plug slowly, hesitating. 

Maddie hovered behind. 

“Do it, baby. Push it in. Let her feel what helpless really means.” 

Lia nodded. Positioned the toy. 

“Breathe out,” she told Brooke. 

And pushed. 



Brooke’s back arched. 

Her jaw dropped. 

The plug slipped past resistance with a squishy pop, and she screamed into her pacifier—part pain, part shock, part… pleasure? 

Tears welled in her eyes. 

She wasn’t faking. 

Lia held her hips steady as Brooke panted and trembled, plugged full and completely exposed. 

Maddie knelt beside them. 

“Say thank you,” she whispered. 

Brooke whimpered. 

“…thank you, Mommy.” 



“No, no.” Maddie chuckled. 

“That’s not crying.” 



She stood. Walked behind the counter. Came back with a spreader bar. 

Brooke’s eyes went wide. 

“No… please…” 

“Yes.” 

Click. 

Ankles locked apart. 

Then the wrist cuffs. 

Then the collar. 

Then the leash. 

Maddie tugged once—gently, like a mother guiding a shy toddler. 

“Walk.” 



And Brooke tried. 

Waddling forward, plug shifting deep inside her with every humiliating step. Her thighs quivered. Her arms strained. Her cheeks turned redder with each slow, deliberate pull of the leash. 

They circled the café three times. 

Brooke’s breath came faster. 

Then she tripped. 



Fell to her knees. 

Began to sob. 

Not performative. Not fake. 

Just real tears. Snot. Mess. A little puddle forming beneath her. 

“Please, Mommy,” she whimpered. 

“I’ll be good…” 

Maddie lifted her chin. 

Kissed her forehead. 

And whispered, “Now you’re mine.” 



Lia watched the whole thing. 

Plug still inside Brooke. 

Spreader bar still locked. 

Maddie helped her into a new, extra-thick diaper—triple padding, elastic ruffles, and a locking waistband. 

Then lifted her. 

Carried her to the new crib. 



The nursery had expanded. 

Two cribs. 

Soft lights. 

Lullabies playing on loop. 

A sign above the door: “Little Ones’ Naptime Room.” 

Maddie placed Brooke in one crib, locked the bars. 

Lia climbed into the other herself. 

Crinkling, cuddling her bunny. 

Watching. 



Maddie stood between them. 

“You’re both good girls now.” 

“But only one of you will earn a reward tomorrow.” 

She turned off the lights. 

“Night-night, my babies.” 



Outside, taped to the café window: 

“PRIVATE EVENT — MOMMY’S FIRST CLUB NIGHT COMING SOON.” 


Chapter Eight: Mommy’s Night In 


Friday night. 

The café looked like heaven for the depraved. 

Soft jazz played through the speakers. Candles flickered low. Tables had been pushed to the side, leaving space for a thickly padded playmat on the floor and two display chairs in the center. 

Each chair had built-in buckles. 

A small platform at the front door bore a chalkboard sign:
“Tonight’s Delights: Two Brats. One Mommy. All Obedience.” 

And at 8:00 sharp, the front door clicked open. 



The first guests arrived in silence. 

All women. Late twenties, early thirties. Confident. Curious. One wore a velvet choker, another carried a leash with no pet attached. They took seats without a word, sipping pink cocktails poured by Maddie herself. 

She wore her favorite apron tonight—black lace over her corset, nothing underneath. Her heels clicked loud on tile. Her eyes flashed wicked. 

The café had never felt more alive. 



Behind the curtain? 

Lia and Brooke waited. 

Diapered. Plugged. Painted with blush. Their lips glossed, their hair in matching pigtails. Each wore a shirt that said “Mommy’s Café Plaything” in glittery script. 

But tonight wasn’t just for them. 

Tonight, they had an audience. 



Maddie pulled back the curtain. 

“Crawl, babies.” 

They obeyed. 

Slow. 

Brooke’s thighs trembled with each shift of the plug inside her. Lia’s diaper crinkled audibly in the silence. The women watched—unblinking, sipping their drinks—like wolves watching prey being fed to them. 



Maddie gestured to the chairs. 

“Seat yourselves.” 

Brooke hesitated. 

Lia did not. 

She climbed into her chair and let the cuffs snap around her wrists. She looked straight ahead, chest rising with pride. 

Brooke followed, slower. Maddie buckled her down tighter. 

The women began to whisper. 



“My babies have been learning,” Maddie announced. “One is obedient. One is bratty. But both are mine.” 

She circled the chairs like a performer on stage. 

“Tonight, you’ll see what they’ve learned.” 

“And maybe—if they’re good—you’ll help me teach them more.” 



She turned to Brooke first. 

Yanked her pacifier. 

“Tell them what Mommy taught you yesterday.” 

Brooke’s cheeks burned. 

“She… she plugged me…” 

“And?” 

“She made me cry.” 

“And?” 

Brooke’s voice cracked. 

“She made me hers.” 



The guests clapped softly. 

Not mockery. 

Approval. 



Then came Lia. 

Maddie knelt. 

Removed her pacifier and fed her a bottle. 

“Open wide, sweetheart.” 

Lia drank with a blush, thick formula coating her tongue. 

“She begged to be Mommy’s girl,” Maddie said. “And she’s earned that title every day.” 

“She’ll be demonstrating her diaper control tonight.” 



Lia whimpered. 

Brooke turned sharply. 

“She hasn’t even pissed herself!” 

Maddie smirked. 

“No… but she’s about to.” 

She reached into her apron. 

Pulled out a remote. 



The plug inside Lia buzzed to life. 

Her body arched. 

The crowd gasped. 

Her legs fought against the cuffs. Her eyes widened. Her diaper crinkled as she squirmed and panted and—within seconds—let go. 

A loud hiss filled the room. 

Her diaper ballooned. 

And she cried out, shame and ecstasy all tangled together. 



Brooke stared. 

Maddie turned the vibrator off. 

And looked back to her guests. 

“Who wants to help me change her?” 



Half the room raised their hands. 

The rest licked their lips. 



Maddie chose a tall brunette with a leather harness under her blouse. 

“Come up.” 

The woman walked over, towering above Lia. 

She unbuckled the cuffs. 

Lifted Lia like a doll. 

And placed her on the playmat. 

Maddie handed her wipes, powder, and a new diaper with “Spank Me, Mommy” printed across it. 



Lia was changed. 

In front of everyone. 

Wiped. Spread. Patted. Re-diapered. The woman kissed her forehead. 

And whispered, “Next time, I want to watch you mess.” 



Brooke shifted in her seat. 

Dripping. 

Burning. 

Maddie caught her eye. 

“You want to be next?” 

Brooke nodded. 

“Too bad.” 

“You didn’t earn it.” 



The guests laughed. 

Maddie clapped. 

“Good girls are changed.” 

“Bad girls… stew.” 



By midnight, the café was a playground of whispered commands, giggles, and slow humiliation. Lia was passed from lap to lap. Brooke remained buckled, increasingly soaked, increasingly desperate. 

And Maddie? 

She stood at the center. 

Not just a Mommy anymore. 

A Mistress of the House. 


Chapter Nine: Diaper Walk of Shame 


The sun was shining over Main Street. 

Normal people passed by—coffee in hand, sunglasses on, completely unaware of the depraved humiliation about to unfold on the sidewalk in front of Mommy’s Café. 

Well… not everyone was unaware. 

Maddie’s Circle had arrived early. 

Six women. All in their late twenties or early thirties. Beautiful. Confident. Some wore discrete leather chokers or silk scarves, others carried designer handbags stuffed with adult diapers, wipes, and scented powder. 

They weren’t just guests anymore. 

They were Mommy’s Circle. 

And today, they would help Lia take her first walk through town… as a diapered little display. 



Inside the café, Lia stood trembling by the door. 

She was dressed in a short pink summer dress—barely covering the thick white diaper underneath. Her pacifier dangled on a ribbon. Her hair was tied in soft twin puffs. Her thighs brushed against the plastic padding with every little shift. 

Brooke stood nearby. 

Jealous. 

Soaked. 

Denied. 

Maddie had plugged her again that morning. No lube. No warning. Just a cold smile and a command to “earn your place like Lia does.” 



“Are you ready, sweetheart?” Maddie asked. 

Lia nodded. 

“Use your words, baby.” 

“I… I’m ready, Mommy.” 

“Good girl.” 



Maddie fastened the leash to Lia’s collar. 

The café door opened. 

And the sidewalk swallowed her whole. 



The sound of her diaper crinkling with every step was deafening to Lia, though the people passing by barely glanced. A couple of them noticed—eyes narrowing slightly at the pink pacifier or the thick waddle—but most didn’t react at all. 

It was worse than laughter. 

It was total normalcy. 



Maddie didn’t walk alone. 

Two of the Circle Mommies flanked her. 

One handed out tiny flyers that said:
“Ask About Our Diaper Maid Positions – No Experience Required.” 

Another winked at a young man at a bus stop. 

He blushed and looked away. 

Maddie smirked. 



Lia waddled past a bookstore, her thighs chafing. 

Her bladder twinged. 

She looked up at Maddie. 

“…Can I?” 

Maddie nodded. 

“Yes, baby.” 

“Let it out.” 



She slowed her walk. 

Parted her legs slightly. 

And wet herself in the middle of the sidewalk. 

Hot pee flooded the diaper, soaking the core, puffing it out in the back and sagging in the front. She whimpered. Her knees buckled. One of the Circle Mommies whispered, “Good girl…” and patted her soaked bottom. 

Lia moaned quietly. 

And kept walking. 



They made it three blocks before Maddie tugged the leash. 

“Let’s head back. Time for your change.” 

Lia’s heart skipped. 

“In front of the café?” 

“Right on the patio, baby.” 



And she did. 

Lia was laid across a padded bench while the Circle Mommies gathered around. Her diaper tapes were ripped. Her soaked pussy exposed. She was wiped, powdered, and re-diapered right there as cars drove past. 

Some drivers slowed. 

One honked. 

Lia cried. 

Not out of shame. 

But out of release. 



Back inside, Brooke’s knees were shaking. 

She stared at the patio through the window, watching every humiliating second. Her pussy throbbed around the unyielding plug. Her diaper was leaking. Her lips were dry. 

She turned to Maddie when they returned. 

“Please… please, Mommy, I’ll walk next time.” 

“You?” 

Maddie chuckled. 

“You haven’t even earned a change.” 



She snapped her fingers. 

“Lia. Change her.” 



Lia hesitated. 

Looked at Maddie. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yes, sweetheart.” 

“You’re my favorite. And favorites take care of the brats.” 



Brooke whimpered as Lia approached with gloves, wipes, and a thick pink diaper printed with the words “Piss Pet.” 

She said nothing. 

Just bit her lip. 

And lay down. 



Lia peeled open the soaked padding. Wiped Brooke’s red thighs. Dabbed gently around the plug. 

When she reached for powder, Maddie stopped her. 

“No powder.” 

“Let her feel it raw.” 



Brooke winced. 

The new diaper was taped snugly—tight enough to hold the plug in deeper. 

Lia stood and looked down at her. 

“I used to envy you,” she whispered. 

“But I think I’m glad I’m not you anymore.” 



That night, a new sign appeared next to the cupcakes: 

“Preferred Customer Tier: Diaper Display, Plug Service, and Humiliation Walks.” 

Below it, a handwritten note: 

Inquire about being owned by Mommy Maddie. No boys allowed. 


Chapter Ten: The Pink Parade 


Brooke wasn’t ready. 

That was the point. 

Maddie had told her hours before: “Tonight’s your turn. I’m proud of you for begging. Now you’ll learn what it feels like to be seen.” 

She thought that meant something sweet. 

She was wrong. 



The café door slammed behind her. 

Brooke stumbled onto the sidewalk in a blazing pink shirt that read “Spank Me Until I Cry” and a diaper so thick it made her walk like a toddler. Locked garter straps held the padding tight. Her arms were cuffed to her sides. A pastel pacifier hung from her collar, bouncing as she moved. 

And inside her? 

A throbbing ribbed plug, bigger than anything Maddie had used before, buzzing to life at the press of a remote. 



Tonight’s walk wasn’t like Lia’s. 

There was no attempt at subtlety. No soft steps. No hidden humiliation. 

Tonight was a performance. 



Maddie’s Circle flanked her like royalty—six stunning women dressed in dark heels, glossy skirts, subtle chokers and glittering confidence. Some handed out cards: 

“Live Obedience Demonstrations – Mommy’s Café – Friday Nights” 

Others whispered to passersby. 

“She’s been very bad. Tonight’s her punishment.” 



Brooke waddled, head down. 

But people noticed. 

Whispers. Stares. Smirks. 

And then—click. 

Maddie pressed the button. 



The plug inside her began to buzz—slow at first, then deep, relentless pulses that made her knees shake. 

Brooke whimpered. 

Someone on a bench looked over. 

Then Maddie turned it up. 



Brooke let out a strangled moan. 

Her body trembled. 

The first wave of pee gushed into her diaper—loud, hot, unstoppable. The thick pink padding puffed out visibly. A few gasps came from the sidewalk as liquid pooled inside the plastic. 

A woman across the street pointed and laughed. 

Another clapped. 

A man blushed and turned away. 



Brooke's cheeks burned crimson. 

“I—I can’t…” 

Maddie leaned in close. 

“You’ll do two more steps, baby girl. Then Mommy changes you in front of everyone. That’s your reward.” 

Brooke sniffled. 

Then waddled. 

One… 

Two… 



Maddie clapped once. 

“Lay her down.” 



They returned to the patio. 

A mat was already spread on a café table. 

Brooke was hoisted up by two Circle Mommies and buckled into place. Her soaked, yellowing diaper was thick, sagging, and warm. 

“Let the crowd see what a plug-in princess looks like,” Maddie cooed. 



The tapes ripped open. 

The plug was slowly removed, loud and wet. 

Brooke’s back arched. 

A few people in the crowd moaned in sympathy—or arousal. 

Her pussy was flushed, twitching, messy. 



“Change her,” Maddie commanded. 

Lia stepped forward. 

“Yes, Mommy.” 

She wiped Brooke’s thighs with slow, gentle care. 

Slid a fresh pink diaper beneath her. 

Hesitated as she reached between Brooke’s legs. 

“…Do I finish her?” Lia asked softly. 

Maddie smiled. 

“What do you think, audience?” 



The crowd began to chant: 

“Make her beg! Make her beg!” 



Brooke whimpered. 

Then said the words: 

“…Please, Lia… please make me cum…” 

“Good girl,” Maddie whispered. 



Lia obeyed. 

Two fingers. 

Slow, rhythmic strokes. 

Brooke’s body writhed. 

The diaper crinkled beneath her. 

She came loudly—a scream that silenced the whole patio. Her thighs trembled. Her chest heaved. Her eyes rolled back with the force of it. 

The Circle clapped. 



Afterward, Lia taped her into the fresh diaper—soft, pink, and printed with cartoon pacifiers. 

Maddie stepped forward. 

Stroked Brooke’s cheek. 

“You did well tonight.” 

“But your training isn’t done.” 



She turned to the Circle. 

“She’s ready.” 

“For what?” one asked. 

Maddie smiled. 

“For obedience school.” 


Chapter Eleven: Welcome to Obedience School 


The sign on the back door used to say “Storage.” 

Now? 

It read: 

“Nursery Classroom A – No Entry Without Permission or a Plug.” 



Inside, the shelves were gone. 

In their place stood two cribs, a padded spanking bench, rows of high chairs, and a whiteboard labeled “Obedience Levels.” 

There were three levels: 

●        Baby Brat
  

●        Pee Pet
  

●        Mommy’s Perfect Doll
  

Each came with its own collar color. 

Each had its own rules. 

Each had its own punishments. 



Maddie stood at the front of the classroom. 

Lia sat in the corner, fresh diaper crinkling beneath her skirt. She had earned her yellow Pee Pet collar. She wore it proudly, sipping from her bottle without a word. 

Brooke knelt beside the changing table. 

Still in her thick pink padding. 

Still plugged. 

Still flushed. 

Her collar was red: Baby Brat. 



“Today,” Maddie said, “you’ll both help me train the new girls.” 

The door opened. 

Three women walked in. 

Twenties. Curious. Nervous. 

All wearing pull-ups beneath short skirts. 

All biting their lips. 

All glancing at the padded furniture with secret hunger. 



Maddie gestured to Lia. 

“This is what obedience looks like.” 

“Speak, baby.” 

Lia looked up. 

“I’m Mommy’s girl,” she whispered. “I wet myself when told. I ask before I cum. I don’t talk back.” 

The new girls squirmed. 

One of them let out a soft whimper. 



Then Maddie turned to Brooke. 

“This is what happens when you resist.” 

Brooke flushed. 

Maddie stepped behind her. 

Inserted the remote-controlled plug deeper—click—and pressed the button. 

Brooke whimpered, hips jolting. 

“Lesson one,” Maddie said. “Babies don’t decide when they cum.” 



The new girls were told to kneel. 

Each in front of either Lia or Brooke. 

Their first assignment? 

Wipe them. 

Wipe them gently. 

Check the wetness. 

Record diaper saturation. 

And—if the diaper was clean—feed them juice until it wasn’t. 



Lia smiled sweetly as her student lifted the hem of her skirt. 

The girl trembled as she opened the tapes, inspected the dry padding, and whispered, “You… you’re perfect.” 

Lia winked. 

“Not yet.” 

And with a sigh of surrender, she wet herself on command—soaking the padding in front of her student. 

The girl moaned softly. 



Brooke’s turn was different. 

Her student opened the diaper to find her red, raw, desperate. 

“Should I change her?” 

“No,” Maddie said. 

“She hasn’t earned it.” 

“Spank her instead.” 



The student hesitated. 

Then obeyed. 

Five sharp slaps to Brooke’s thighs. 

Each louder than the last. 

Brooke cried out. 

But when the girl leaned in to kiss her—Maddie stopped her. 

“No affection for brats.” 



Afterward, both Lia and Brooke were locked into high chairs, bibs tied snug around their necks, trays filled with bottles, mush, and training cards. 

Each card had a phrase. 

●        “Ask to be changed”
  

●        “Beg for permission to pee”
  

●        “Request public humiliation”
  

●        “Offer yourself to a stranger Mommy”
  

They were required to draw one card… and obey. 



Lia picked: Request public humiliation. 

She waddled to the front of the class, dropped to all fours, and asked Maddie to call a delivery man inside and change her in front of him. 

Maddie smiled. 

“Later tonight, sweetheart.” 

“After dinner.” 



Brooke picked: Offer yourself to a stranger Mommy. 

Her eyes widened. 

“Please… I’m not ready.” 

“Too bad,” Maddie replied. 

She turned to the class. 

“Who wants to punish the Baby Brat?” 

All three new girls raised their hands. 



Brooke was led to the spanking bench. 

Strapped down. 

Her plug was buzzing again before the first slap landed. 

And it didn’t stop. 



By nightfall, two things were clear: 

	The café no longer hid what it was.
  
	Lia was rising. Brooke was falling.
  


And Maddie? 

Maddie had a waitlist of women dying to join Obedience School. 


Chapter Twelve: The Delivery Man 


It was 6:45 p.m. on a warm Thursday night. 

The café was quiet—too quiet. 

Lia could feel it. 

The air buzzed with a strange tension. Her diaper was freshly changed, puffed and thick, the pink cartoon clouds peeking out beneath her skirt. Maddie had kissed her forehead that morning and said, “Tonight, you’re going to be brave.” 

Lia knew what that meant. 

She was ready. 

Almost. 



At 7:00 sharp, the café bell rang. 

The delivery man stepped in. 

He was tall, handsome in a rugged way—tan arms, messy hair, the kind of guy who looked like he’d never set foot in a fetish café. 

He didn’t know what he was walking into. 

Not until he saw Lia kneeling by the changing table in the front window. 



Maddie greeted him with a smile. 

“You’re early.” 

“I… yeah, just a few minutes. I have your supply order.” He placed a large box labeled "Adult Diapers – XL Nighttime" on the counter. 

His eyes flicked to Lia. 

Then back to Maddie. 

“…Is this, like, a theme café or something?” 

Maddie laughed softly. 

“You could say that.” 



She snapped her fingers. 

“Lia. Come here.” 

Lia crawled forward, padding thick between her thighs, pacifier clipped to her collar, cheeks already flushed. 

“This nice man helped bring your new diapers,” Maddie said sweetly. “Would you like to thank him?” 

Lia looked up. 

“Yes, Mommy.” 

“Use your words, baby.” 

“Thank you for bringing my diapers,” Lia said, her voice soft and breathy. 

“Can I show you how wet I am?” 



The man’s jaw opened, but nothing came out. 

Maddie turned to him. 

“You can say no. Or you can stay.” 

His silence was answer enough. 



Lia was gently lifted onto the table. 

The lights were dimmed. 

The window was not. 

Maddie unfastened the tapes of Lia’s diaper, slow and graceful, letting the pink plastic fall away to reveal her glistening folds. 

“She had an accident before nap time,” Maddie explained. “But we saved her change for you.” 



The man didn’t speak. 

But his hands were clenched at his sides. 

Maddie handed him a soft wipe. 

“Help her.” 



His hand trembled as he cleaned her gently, cheeks red, eyes wide. 

He looked down at Lia’s face. 

She was moaning quietly now, hips squirming at the warm touch. 

“Good girl,” Maddie whispered. 

“She gets extra kisses tonight.” 



When it was done, Maddie handed him a fresh diaper. 

Together, they taped Lia back in—snug, thick, scented with lavender powder. 

“Thank you, sir,” Lia whispered. “I hope you come again.” 



The man left without a word. 

But he’d be back. 

They always came back. 



After the door closed, Maddie turned to the Circle. 

“She’s ready.” 

“For what?” Lia asked. 

“For your debut night,” Maddie replied. 

“The first public obedience performance. In the café. On stage.” 



Lia’s heart pounded. 

Brooke, still kneeling nearby, lowered her head. Her collar had changed—now striped pink and red, labeled Correction Candidate. 

She wasn’t ready for stage. 

She was barely ready to be touched. 

Maddie hadn’t let her cum in three days. 



Later that night, as the Circle sipped wine in the office, one of them placed a sealed envelope on the desk. 

“I think you should see this.” 

Maddie opened it. 

Inside was a photograph. 

Of Lia. 

In the window. 

Of the delivery man. 

Taking a selfie. 

And the back had a symbol. 

A rose. 

With a diaper pin through it. 



Maddie’s eyes narrowed. 

“She’s watching.” 

“Who?” one of the Circle asked. 

Maddie sipped her wine. 

“An old friend.” 

“Leader of a sorority.” 


Chapter Thirteen: The Invitation 


It came in a pink envelope. 

Scented. 

Pressed with a wax seal shaped like a rose pierced with a diaper pin. 

Maddie didn’t open it right away. 

She stared at it for a full minute, lips tight, while Lia knelt beside her—quiet, diapered, and flushed after morning obedience drills. 

Brooke stood across the room. 

She wasn’t allowed to kneel anymore. 

Not until she “earned her softness back.” 

Maddie made her stand naked except for her crinkling pink padding and a punishment collar reading: 

“Too Bratty to Touch.” 



Maddie finally broke the seal. 

Inside was parchment. 

Calligraphy. 

No return address. 

But the words were clear: 

“The House of the Diapered Rose formally invites your finest trainee to our next showcase event. One night. One display. One decision. If your baby wins, you gain entry to our sisterhood. If she fails... she becomes ours.” 

At the bottom, a signature: 

“Mommy Prim, High Chairwoman of the Sorority of Softened Minds.” 



Lia’s heart stuttered. 

Brooke’s knees buckled slightly. 

But Maddie? Maddie didn’t flinch. 



“She’s testing me,” Maddie said calmly. “It’s not about the girls. It’s about dominance.” 

She walked across the café, heels clicking. 

Stopped in front of Lia. 

Slid two fingers between her legs—pressed the warm padding. 

Still dry. 

“Good girl,” she whispered. 

“Do you want to make Mommy proud?” 

Lia nodded, eyes wide. 

“Yes, Mommy.” 



Maddie smirked. 

“Then let’s prepare you for war.” 



That Night 

Lia was stripped and placed on the obedience stage—arms cuffed above her head, thighs spread wide, a vibrating plug slid in deep while the Circle circled her like judges. 

The challenge: Endurance edging. 

She had to hold back orgasm until the bell rang. 

Every 60 seconds, a different Circle Mommy kissed, slapped, plugged, or praised her. 

Her diaper stayed dry—for now. 

Her thighs dripped. 

Her nipples were clamped tight with rose-shaped pins. 



Brooke wasn’t in the room. 

She was being taken elsewhere. 



Two women arrived just after midnight. 

Both dressed in white. 

Matching diaper bags over their shoulders. 

“Correction extraction?” one asked. 

Maddie nodded. 

“She’s mouthy. Doesn’t listen.” 

The women approached Brooke, slipping a pacifier gag into her mouth, wrapping her in a swaddle, and locking her wrists together in front of her. 

No words were exchanged. 

Only a whispered sentence as they left: 

“We’ll return her when she’s forgotten how to speak.” 



Meanwhile, Lia had made it through seven minutes of orgasm denial. 

Eyes rolled back. 

Diaper puffy with arousal. 

Plug pulsing inside her. 

And Maddie finally knelt in front of her. 

“Cum.” 

Lia exploded. 



The Next Morning 

The Sorority’s return envelope arrived in a hand-delivered box. 

Inside was a leash. 

A folded, powder-scented letter. 

“Lia is accepted.
Bring her on Friday.
One night only.
No substitutions.” 

And below that, handwritten: 

“You may watch. But you cannot interfere.” 



Maddie tightened her grip on the letter. 

Then glanced toward the crib. 

Lia was fast asleep. 

Freshly changed. Plugged again. Wearing the softest mittens money could buy. 

And across the room… 

Brooke’s corner was empty. 


Chapter Fourteen: The Showcase 


The limousine smelled like powder and leather. 

Lia sat in the back, legs spread by a training bar, wrists cuffed to her thighs, a vibrating pacifier strapped between her lips. She wore nothing but her softest pink diaper, puffed and locked, and a silk ribbon tied in a perfect bow between her breasts. 

Next to her, Maddie wore black lace and silence. 

She hadn’t spoken since they left the café. 

She just watched. 

Measured. 

Waiting. 



The Sorority estate wasn’t what Lia expected. 

No castle. No grand staircase. 

It was a sorority house—just bigger, older, softer. The curtains were pink. The carpet was fluffy. There were portraits on the wall of diapered girls with glowing eyes. 

And at the front door: Mommy Prim. 

She wore a white corset, heels, and a gold diaper pin necklace. Her smile was glass. 

“Welcome, Lia,” she said. “You’ve been spoken of.” 

Lia tried to answer, but the pacifier gag turned it into a helpless moan. 

Prim turned to Maddie. 

“You may watch. But no interference.” 

Maddie nodded. 

Then turned and left Lia at the doorway. 



Trial One: The Wetting Confession 

A circle of twenty women watched from velvet chairs. 

Lia stood in the center—tied, blushing, and plugged. A spotlight above her made her padding glow. 

Prim spoke softly:
“Tell them what you are.” 

Lia whimpered. 

Prim pressed the remote. 

The plug buzzed to life. 

“I’m… I’m Mommy’s baby…” 

Buzz. 

“I wet myself when I’m scared… or happy…” 

Buzz. 

“I like being told when to pee.” 

“Then do it,” Prim whispered. 

Lia gasped. 

A loud hiss filled the room as she soaked her diaper, cheeks burning, legs trembling. 

Applause. 



Trial Two: The Oral Obedience Exam 

Lia was led to a bench. 

Strapped down. Plug removed. Gag off. 

Mommy Prim stepped forward with a long, double-headed silicone strapon—pearled, veined, warm. 

“This is your test,” she whispered. 

“You’ll beg for it.” 

Lia hesitated. 

Prim gripped her hair. 

“Or she’ll take your place.” 

Lia looked across the room. 

There, in the corner… 

Brooke. 

Standing straight. 

Eyes blank. 

Collar black and pink: Sister-In-Training. 

She didn’t blink. 

Didn’t smile. 

Didn’t even seem to know Maddie was there. 



Lia’s heart broke. 

And her lips opened. 

“…Please, Mommy Prim. I need to suck.” 

Prim smiled. 

“Good girl.” 

The toy was forced into her mouth, deep and slow. 

Lia gagged. 

Then moaned. 

Then melted. 

Every moan echoed. Every slurp was scored. 

When it ended, she was left panting and tear-streaked. 

But proud. 



Trial Three: Spanking Duel 

Two girls were brought forward. 

One from the café. 

One from the Sorority. 

Both armed with rubber paddles. 

Their task? 

Spank Lia until she begs one of them to stop. 

The girl from the Sorority was brutal. 

Each slap rang out. 

The café girl was gentle—but persistent. 

Lia cried. Twitched. Panted. 

Until finally… 

She whispered: “Please, Cafe Mommy…” 

And the Sorority girl laughed. 

“She’s weak.” 

But Prim smiled. 

“No. She’s loyal.” 



Verdict 

Lia stood, trembling, used, but upright. 

Mommy Prim circled her like a predator. 

Then nodded. 

“She passes.” 

“She may stay with you, Maddie. For now.” 

“But Brooke is ours.” 



Maddie stepped forward. 

Eyes cold. 

“She was never yours.” 

Prim grinned. 

“Then come take her.” 


Chapter Fifteen: Mommy’s War 


Midnight. 

Maddie stood outside the Sorority House. 

Black leather coat. Diaper bag over one shoulder. Riding crop in hand. 

Behind her? 

The rest of the Mommy Circle. 

Each one in heels and lace. 

Each one holding a leash. 

At the end of each leash… was a baby girl—plugged, diapered, collared. 

Ready for battle. 



The door opened without a knock. 

Mommy Prim stood inside, unbothered. 

“Are you lost?” 

“No,” Maddie said. “I’ve come to collect my girl.” 

“You mean the one kneeling in the nursery? The one who begs to be plugged before she speaks?” 

“She was mine first.” 

“Then prove she still is.” 



The Challenge 

Mommy Prim led them into the main hall. 

It had been transformed. 

Three padded platforms. 

A crowd of diapered sisters. 

And in the middle… Brooke. 

Hands folded in her lap. Eyes blank. Diaper soaked. 

She didn’t look up. 

Not even when Maddie said her name. 



“You want her?” Prim said. 

“Then show us what kind of Mommy you are.” 



Trial One: The Collar Reclaim 

Brooke was led to the center. 

Prim held up two collars. 

●        One: Pink velvet. Cafe Trained.
  

●        Two: Black patent leather. Sorority Bound.
  

Brooke was ordered to kneel before both. 

She blinked. 

Trembled. 

Then slowly… crawled toward Maddie’s. 

The Circle clapped. 

But Prim narrowed her eyes. 

“She remembers.” 



Trial Two: The Mommy Duel 

Two strapons. 

Two Mommies. 

One girl strapped face-down to a bench, blindfolded, begging. 

Maddie and Prim circled her like predators. 

Brooke lay trembling, mittens on, plug buzzing, diaper slit open and peeled back. 

The duel wasn’t about pain. 

It was about control. 

Prim whispered filth and domination. 

Maddie whispered safety and devotion. 

Brooke cried out. 

Moaned. 

Squirmed. 

And finally—begged Maddie to take her. 

“I’m yours…” 

Maddie entered her slowly. 

And Brooke screamed. 



Trial Three: The Final Obedience 

Brooke was stripped completely. 

Laid on a silver changing table. 

Prim brought out a new diaper: Sorority black, with locking straps. 

Maddie brought out a pink one: soft, with ruffles and roses. 

Brooke was told to choose. 

One would mean she belonged to the Sorority forever. 

The other would return her to the café. 

She reached up—hands trembling— 

—and grabbed the pink. 



Aftermath 

Prim didn’t scream. 

She just smiled. 

“You win this one.” 

“But remember… there are others watching.” 

And with that, she vanished into the back room. 



Maddie wrapped Brooke in a blanket, pressed a kiss to her forehead. 

“You’re home now.” 

And Brooke whispered: 

“…I want to wear the rose again someday.” 

Maddie’s smile faltered. 

But she said nothing. 


Chapter Sixteen: The Mommy Club 


It started with a sign. 

Hung on the window in soft gold script. 

“The Mommy Club – By Invitation Only.” 

No hours. 

No prices. 

No explanation. 

Just the faint smell of powdered sugar and lavender diapers every time the door cracked open. 



Inside, the café had changed. 

Gone were the tables. 

Gone were the cupcakes. 

In their place: velvet cushions, padded mats, soft restraints sewn into heart-shaped floor rings. 

The coffee bar was now a changing station. 

The stage? 

Reinforced. 

Polished. 

Prepared. 



And in the middle of it all: 

Lia and Brooke. 

Collared. 

Thickly diapered. 

One in baby blue, one in soft pink. 

Lia wore bows in her hair, her cheeks flushed with arousal and shame.
Brooke knelt beside her—blank, obedient, broken perfect. 

They were no longer employees. 

No longer brats. 

They were Mommy’s Dolls. 



Maddie stepped onto the stage. 

Wearing nothing but thigh-high stockings and a leather corset. 

Her eyes glowed as she surveyed the room. 

It was full. 

Not of strangers. 

But of Mommies. 

Women from across the city. From other clubs. From the Sorority itself. 

Tonight wasn’t about war. 

It was about obedience. 

And Maddie was the Queen. 



🌸 The Ceremony 

Lia and Brooke were led to the front. 

Laid on their backs. 

Pacifiers placed gently between their lips. 

Their diapers were untaped—slowly, teasingly, revealing red, swollen folds and glistening desperation. 

The crowd watched. 

Whispers filled the air. 

Maddie stepped between them. 

A strap-on strapped in. 

Polished. Wide. 

Throbbing with promise. 

She spoke softly: 

“Tonight, you’ll both cum. But only when Mommy says so.” 



She started with Lia. 

Spread her thighs. 

Teased her clit through the slick folds. 

Lia moaned. 

Sucked her pacifier. 

Tears in her eyes. 

Brooke was forced to watch—plugged and edge-twitching—her turn still a whisper away. 



When Lia finally came, she screamed into her pacifier, her legs shaking. 

Brooke wept. 

And Maddie smiled. 



Then it was Brooke’s turn. 

She begged. 

Sobbed. 

Her climax was longer. 

Louder. 

And when it was over, Maddie laid between them—stroking their hair, whispering filthy praise into their ears. 

“Good girls.” 

“Soft girls.” 

“Mine.” 



👑 One Week Later 

The Mommy Club was booked for the month. 

Applicants poured in. 

Mommies with new girls. 

Brats hoping to be trained. 

Submissives in diapers, locked in chastity, sitting in the waiting room shaking with arousal. 



Lia and Brooke had been renamed. 

Doll L and Doll B. 

They no longer slept in beds. 

They were kept in cribs. 

Strapped down at night. 

Plugged, pacified, powdered. 

Every morning began with a diaper check. 

Every night ended with a strapon kiss. 

They were happy. 

Trained. 

Owned. 

And Maddie? 

She sat in her throne, legs crossed, watching the next girl crawl in from the waiting room. 

Her diaper sagged. 

Her collar was blank. 

But Maddie already knew her name. 

“Welcome to the Club,” she said. 

“Let’s find out what kind of girl you’ll be.”
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