
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Customer Complaint: From Husband to Mommy’s Humiliated Doll

A Dark Feminization & Diaper Humiliation Femdom Romance by Polly Bane


Chapter One

The bell over the boutique door jingled as it closed behind us, and I immediately regretted suggesting this little shopping trip. Rachel loved this place—rows of lace and silk in every pastel shade, mannequins wearing things that looked more like lingerie made for show than for comfort. The kind of place where every bra cost more than my entire suit.

I shoved my hands in my pockets, already restless. “How much longer are we gonna be here? You’ve got enough bras at home to start your own store.”

Rachel shot me a look, but it was distracted—her eyes caught on a new display of delicate slips near the window.

A salesgirl glided over with a smile. She was young, dark-haired, hips swaying with confidence. Bella, according to her name tag. “Welcome back, Rachel! We just got the new spring collection in—would you like to try a few pieces?”

Rachel’s face lit up. “Of course. Can you set aside the blush pink chemise in medium?”

I snorted. “Medium? Please. More like small. You always pick sizes too big.”

Bella’s smile didn’t falter, but her eyes flicked toward me, a glint sharp as a knife. “Oh, don’t worry. We measure carefully here.”

“Yeah, maybe you should measure again,” I said, loud enough that the other customers browsing looked over. “Last time you sold her a bra that looked like it belonged to a twelve-year-old.”

Rachel’s face went crimson. “Stop.”

But I was already wound up, the words rolling off my tongue. “What do you people even charge so much for? Lace that rips after one wash? I should’ve taken her to Target.”

Another salesgirl emerged from the back, tall, blonde, and cool-eyed—Hannah. She crossed her arms, assessing me like I was a stain on the carpet. “Is there a problem here?”

I smirked. “Yeah, the problem is I’m about to waste five hundred bucks on underwear that falls apart.”

Rachel hissed my name, tugging my sleeve. “Please—”

The blonde didn’t even look at her. Her eyes stayed locked on me. “Sir, we take pride in the quality of everything sold here.”

“Sure you do.” I made a show of picking up a bra from the rack and turning it in my hands. “Sixty bucks for this? I could tear it in half right now.”

That’s when the third one appeared. Lila—petite, red-haired, all doe-eyed sweetness. She looked the youngest, almost shy, and for a moment I thought maybe I’d finally rattled someone.

Instead, she stepped closer, voice soft as honey. “Would you like to see how we do our fittings, sir? We can show you exactly why our products are worth it.”

I barked a laugh. “What, you’re gonna measure me? Don’t think I need a bra, sweetheart.”

Bella’s lips curved into something sly. “You’d be surprised what a proper fitting can reveal.”

Rachel tugged my arm harder. “Come on, let’s just look and leave—”

But Hannah’s voice cut through like steel. “No. I think it would be good for him. A little demonstration.”

Lila tilted her head, her soft smile never faltering. “We have a private fitting room in the back. Just a few minutes.”

I should have known better. I should’ve shut my mouth and walked out. But the thought of proving them wrong, of showing Rachel how ridiculous this whole place was, made me grin.

“Fine. Show me what makes this junk so special.”

Rachel’s eyes widened. “Wait, you’re not serious—”

Bella was already beckoning me toward the back. “Right this way, sir.”

The fitting room wasn’t like the ones in department stores. It was larger, softly lit, with a velvet chair in the corner and a full-length mirror that caught every angle. A faint vanilla scent lingered in the air, cloying and sweet.

Lila closed the door behind me with a quiet click.

I rolled my eyes. “So what now? You wrap a tape measure around me and tell me I’ve got great curves?”

Bella’s laugh was low and mocking. “Something like that.”

Hannah’s voice was firm. “Shirt off.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“You want to see how we work, don’t you? Off.”

Rachel’s muffled voice came from the other side of the door. “This is insane, can we just—”

“Relax,” I called back. “They’re just gonna try to prove a point.”

Grinning, I pulled off my shirt, tossing it onto the chair. “There. Happy?”

Lila stepped closer, holding a measuring tape. Her hands were soft, deceptively gentle as she circled it around my chest. “Hmm. Not bad.”

Bella’s smirk widened. “But not nearly as big as his mouth.”

They all laughed softly.

I scowled. “Very funny.”

“Arms up,” Hannah ordered.

I lifted them, and before I could blink, Lila had slipped the tape behind me, crossing it like a strap. Something clicked—a cuff?—and suddenly my wrists were bound together above my head.

“What the hell—”

The door muffled Rachel’s worried voice. “What’s happening in there?”

Bella’s tone was sweet as poison. “Don’t worry, Rachel. We’re just making sure your husband gets the perfect fitting.”

I struggled, but Hannah was already snapping another cuff around my ankles, forcing me wide.

“You can’t—”

A wad of soft fabric stuffed between my teeth cut me off. Panties. Satin, smooth and humiliating, tied tight behind my head.

Bella leaned in close, whispering against my ear. “There. Much better when you’re quiet.”

Lila’s smile was pure innocence. “Now we can get started properly.”

I thrashed, but the cuffs held. The mirror reflected it all back at me: shirtless, gagged with panties, arms stretched above, legs spread, three women circling me like predators.

Hannah crossed her arms. “Men like you walk in here every week. Complaining. Mocking. Talking down to women. But none of them ever expect the fitting room to fight back.”

Bella crouched in front of me, eyes glittering. “Oh, don’t look so scared. We’re not going to hurt you.” Her hand patted my waistband meaningfully. “But we are going to teach you some manners.”

Lila giggled softly, pulling a folded square of white fabric from a drawer. Thick. Crinkly. My heart lurched.

A diaper.

I shook my head violently, muffled protests spilling against the gag.

Hannah’s smirk was cold. “Oh yes. That will suit him perfectly.”

Bella clapped her hands softly, delighted. “Rachel is going to love this.”

My stomach dropped. My wife.

They weren’t just going to punish me. They were going to show her.

The sound of the diaper unfolding was louder than anything in the room. The thick padding crackled in Lila’s hands as she held it up with a shy smile that didn’t match the wicked sparkle in her eyes.

I thrashed against the cuffs, shaking my head, grunting into the gag. My reflection in the mirror was pitiful: red-faced, gagged with panties, arms stretched helplessly above me.

“Mmff!”

Bella crouched low, smirking up at me. “What’s that? That you don’t want it? Oh, sweetheart…” She patted my cheek gently. “That’s exactly why you need it.”

Hannah gestured sharply. “Strip him.”

Lila’s hands tugged my belt loose, then worked my trousers down with humiliating slowness. Bella whistled softly when the waistband of my boxers showed.

“Oh dear,” she teased, voice dripping mock sympathy. “Not much of a man after all.”

Heat blazed through my cheeks. I tried to twist away, but the cuffs bit deep, keeping me splayed open.

Hannah’s voice was cold. “Feet apart. Now.”

Lila tugged my trousers down to my ankles, leaving me in nothing but boxers. She folded the diaper on the bench beside her, humming like she was preparing a gift.

Bella’s grin widened. “Say goodbye to those, baby.” She yanked the waistband of my boxers down in one quick motion, exposing me fully in the mirror.

My muffled scream died in the satin gag.

Lila’s hands were deceptively gentle as she powdered me, the sweet scent clinging to my skin. “Don’t squirm,” she whispered with false kindness. “You don’t want us to make it worse.”

The thick padding slid under me, cold at first, then warm against my skin as she pulled it up snug. The tapes sealed with sharp rips of sound.

“There,” she said softly, smoothing the front with both hands. “Perfect fit.”

The reflection in the mirror made my stomach twist. A grown man, gagged, bound, diapered.

Bella’s laughter rang out. “Oh, Rachel is going to absolutely die when she sees this.”

I froze.

Rachel.

The thought of my wife walking in—seeing me like this—was more unbearable than the cuffs, the gag, the diaper combined.

I shook my head violently, muffled begging spilling past the panties.

“Mmmph! Mmmf-mm!”

Hannah grabbed my chin, forcing me to meet her eyes. “Don’t worry, she won’t be upset.” Her smirk sharpened. “She’ll be grateful.”

Lila smoothed the diaper again, patting the front firmly. “Yes. Grateful that we’ve shown her who you really are.”

Bella leaned close, whispering against my ear. “Grateful that someone finally put her rude little husband in his place.”

The door clicked. Rachel’s muffled voice filtered through. “What’s taking so long? Can I come in?”

My whole body convulsed in panic. I screamed into the gag, thrashing, desperate to stop them.

“Shh,” Bella cooed, stroking my cheek. “Don’t worry, baby. We’ll let her see her new doll soon.”

Hannah strode to the door, unlocked it, and cracked it open.

Rachel stood there, brows furrowed, confusion written across her face. “What’s going on—”

Then her eyes found me.

Her jaw dropped. Her hand flew to her mouth.

I stood bound and spread in the mirror’s glow, gagged with panties, stripped to a thick white diaper taped snugly around my waist.

Rachel’s gasp filled the silence.

Behind me, the three salesgirls smiled like they’d just unveiled a masterpiece.


Chapter Two

Rachel’s eyes went wide as the sight hit her like a slap. For a long moment, she didn’t move, her hand clamped over her mouth, staring at her husband bound, gagged, diapered in the boutique’s fitting room.

My muffled cries echoed pathetically into the satin gag. “Mmmff! Mmmhhmm!”

The salesgirls didn’t look alarmed. They looked delighted.

Bella stepped smoothly to Rachel’s side, her voice a low purr. “Now do you see? This is how he behaves with us. This is who he is.”

Rachel’s eyes flicked to Bella, then back to me. “W-what… what did you do to him?”

“Exactly what he begged for,” Hannah said coolly, folding her arms. “He walked in here, insulting you, insulting us, demanding attention. So we gave him what he wanted. Attention.”

Lila’s voice was gentle, almost soothing. “Don’t be upset. This isn’t a punishment for you. It’s a gift.”

Rachel blinked. “A gift?”

Bella leaned close, whispering against her ear. “Haven’t you ever wanted to shut him up? To make him stop acting like a spoiled brat? To see him humbled for once?”

Rachel’s lips parted, her chest rising and falling as she glanced at me again.

I squirmed, the diaper crinkling loud under the boutique lights. The sound seemed to fill the room.

Rachel’s eyes widened again. “Oh my God, you… you actually put him in…”

“Diapers,” Lila finished sweetly, patting the front of mine. “And look how well they suit him. Doesn’t he look calmer already?”

My muffled howl was pitiful.

Bella laughed. “He’s never looked cuter.”

Rachel stared, her cheeks flushing pink. “This… this is insane. You can’t just—”

“Rachel.” Hannah’s voice was sharp, commanding. “Look at him.”

Rachel’s eyes snapped to me again. Bound. Gagged. Diapered. My pride shredded.

“Has he ever once made you feel respected?” Hannah continued. “How many times has he embarrassed you in public? Talked down to you? Made you feel small?”

Rachel’s lips trembled. “Too many.”

Bella’s grin widened. “Then maybe it’s time he felt small.”

Lila took Rachel’s hand gently, guiding her closer. “Touch him. See for yourself.”

Rachel shook her head. “No, I… I shouldn’t—”

But her hand moved anyway, almost on its own, pressing lightly against the padded front of the diaper.

I whimpered into the gag, my cock throbbing painfully against the cage hidden under the bulk.

Rachel’s gasp was soft, disbelieving. “He’s… hard?”

Bella laughed like music. “Of course he is. That’s the delicious part. He can’t help it. Shame turns him on.”

Rachel’s cheeks burned crimson. Her eyes darted from the girls back to me.

Lila tilted her head, sweet voice wrapping around Rachel like silk. “Don’t you see? He’s not fighting us. Not really. He’s been waiting for this. For someone—maybe you—to take control.”

Hannah stepped closer, her tone firm. “This is your chance, Rachel. He walked in here humiliating you. Now you get to decide how he leaves.”

Rachel’s breath came faster. She looked at me one more time, her eyes narrowing.

“You’ve embarrassed me for years,” she whispered.

I thrashed, gag muffling my desperate plea. “Mmmhhff! Nnnnhh!”

Rachel’s lips curved upward—slowly, almost imperceptibly, but it was there. A smile.

Bella clapped her hands softly. “Oh, I like that look.”

Hannah smirked. “So, Rachel. What should we do with him?”

Rachel hesitated. “I… I don’t know.”

Lila leaned in, whispering conspiratorially. “Would you like us to show you? How to really put him in his place?”

Rachel swallowed hard, then nodded.

Bella’s grin flashed like fire. “Perfect.”

They guided her to the velvet chair, seating her like a queen on her throne.

“Now watch,” Hannah instructed, her hands already tugging the leash from the wall hook. She clipped it to the bow at my throat, yanking me forward onto my knees.

I stumbled, diaper crinkling, gag muffling my pitiful moan.

“Crawl to her,” Hannah ordered.

My eyes widened. I shook my head violently. “Mmmffhh!”

The leash snapped tight, pulling me forward onto all fours.

The rug burned my knees as I shuffled toward Rachel, cheeks blazing. My wife sat frozen, hands clenched in her lap, watching me crawl in a diaper like a child.

Bella crouched beside her, whispering in her ear. “Doesn’t he look better down there? So much less threatening. So much more… manageable.”

Rachel’s lips parted, her breath shaky.

When I reached her feet, Lila clapped her hands. “Sit back on your heels. Hands on your diaper.”

I obeyed, trembling, humiliation swallowing me whole.

Rachel stared down at me, her eyes wide, her chest rising and falling quickly.

“Go ahead,” Hannah said softly. “Tell him what you think.”

Rachel’s voice was faint at first. “You look… ridiculous.”

Bella smirked. “Louder.”

Rachel’s eyes locked on mine, her voice stronger now. “You look pathetic.”

My chest heaved, shame tearing through me.

Bella giggled. “Oh, she’s a natural.”

Hannah pressed the leash into Rachel’s hand. “Here. Try it.”

Rachel froze. “I… I don’t—”

“Just hold it,” Lila coaxed. “Feel what it’s like.”

Rachel’s fingers curled around the leash. My leash.

The room tilted. My wife held the line that kept me kneeling, bound, diapered, gagged.

Her lips trembled again, then curved upward in another smile—clearer this time.

Bella clapped her hands like a delighted child. “Perfect! Oh, Rachel, you were made for this.”

Rachel’s gaze flicked down to me, and for the first time in our marriage, I saw something in her eyes I’d never seen before. Power.


Chapter Three

Rachel’s fingers tightened on the leash as though she didn’t realize what she was holding. Her eyes flicked from my gagged, kneeling form to the three salesgirls surrounding her like shadows.

“I… I don’t know what to do,” she whispered.

Bella crouched at her side, lips brushing her ear. “That’s the fun part. We’ll show you.”

Rachel hesitated, still staring at me. I tried to shake my head, muffled whimpers spilling past the satin gag.

“Mmmhhff! Mmmmhhmm!”

Hannah’s sharp voice cut through. “First rule: don’t listen to him. He’s had his turn to talk. Now it’s yours.”

Rachel’s breath caught, her chest rising and falling faster.

Lila knelt in front of me, patting the thick padding between my thighs. “Start small. Give him a simple command. Something to prove he listens.”

Rachel licked her lips nervously. Her hand tightened on the leash again. “O-okay. Um… stand up?”

Hannah shook her head. “No. Don’t let him rise above you. Keep him down.”

Rachel blinked. “Then… what?”

Bella whispered, “Tell him to crawl.”

Rachel’s eyes met mine. For a moment, I thought I saw guilt flicker there, some part of her still wanting to let me go. But then she straightened, lifted her chin, and said firmly:

“Crawl for me.”

My body jolted. “Mmmfffhh!”

Hannah tugged the leash sharply, forcing me forward onto my hands and knees again.

The carpet burned my skin as I shuffled forward, diaper crinkling with every humiliating step. My reflection in the mirror showed it all: gagged, bound, crawling like a baby for my wife.

Rachel’s lips parted in disbelief. A shaky laugh escaped her.

“Oh my God. He’s actually doing it.”

Bella clapped her hands softly. “See? Look at how much better he behaves already.”

Lila giggled, brushing her fingers against the padding as I passed. “Such a noisy crawler. Listen to him crinkle.”

Rachel laughed again, the sound stronger now. “This is… this is unreal.”

“Not unreal,” Hannah corrected. “Revealing. This is who he is underneath all that bluster. And now it’s your job to keep him there.”

Rachel swallowed hard, eyes glittering as she watched me shuffle another humiliating lap around the fitting room.

“Good,” Bella encouraged. “Now make him stop.”

Rachel tugged the leash lightly. “Stop.”

I froze, cheeks blazing, head bowed.

A smile spread across Rachel’s face—slow, genuine, almost radiant.

Lila’s eyes lit up. “She likes it.”

Rachel bit her lip, then whispered, “I… I really do.”

Hannah smirked. “Then you’re ready for the next step.”

Bella rose gracefully, plucking a lacy thong from a nearby rack. She dangled it between two fingers, letting the delicate fabric swing mockingly.

“Every doll needs a gag,” she said sweetly. “But we thought you might prefer to choose what he sucks on.”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Is that…?”

Lila nodded. “Yes. Panties. Your choice.”

Rachel hesitated, her breath catching again. “I don’t know if I can…”

Hannah cut in sharply. “Rachel. He gagged you with his words out there. He embarrassed you in front of strangers. Now you gag him with yours.”

Rachel blinked.

Bella pressed the thong into her hands. “Go on.”

Rachel’s fingers trembled as she untied the satin gag at the back of my head. The soaked panties fell free, and I gasped for air, chest heaving.

“R-Rachel, please,” I croaked.

Her eyes flicked to mine. Something in them hardened.

“Open your mouth.”

My jaw dropped in disbelief. “What? No, you can’t—”

“Open.”

Her voice was steady now, commanding.

I froze. My lips trembled.

Hannah’s voice was cold. “Minus one for hesitation.”

Bella’s laugh rang like bells. “Better do it before you lose more.”

Tears burned my eyes. Slowly, shamefully, I opened my mouth.

Rachel’s hands slid the thong between my lips, stuffing the soft fabric deep until my cheeks bulged. She tied the straps behind my head with surprising firmness.

The taste filled my mouth—cotton and her perfume, humiliation thick as ash.

Rachel sat back, leash still in hand, a small smile curling her lips. “Better.”

The salesgirls beamed.

“See?” Bella purred. “Natural.”

Rachel stared down at me, her breathing shaky but her smile steady. “It feels… good.”

Lila giggled, clapping her hands. “Oh, I can’t wait for the next lesson.”

Hannah nodded approvingly. “You’re ready.”

Rachel’s eyes flicked to me again, watching me kneel at her feet, gagged with panties she’d chosen, bound in cuffs, diaper crinkling under the boutique lights.

Her husband.

Her doll.

And for the first time, she looked like she believed it.


Chapter Four

The fitting room had turned into a stage. Rachel sat in the velvet chair, leash clutched in her hand, her husband gagged on the floor at her feet. The three salesgirls flanked her like attendants at a coronation.

Rachel’s face was still flushed, but the hesitation had faded. She didn’t look like a shocked bystander anymore. She looked like she belonged.

Bella leaned down, whispering in her ear. “He’s not finished yet. A gag is only the beginning.”

Rachel glanced at her nervously. “What else is there?”

Lila’s grin widened. “The most important lesson of all. Control of his… needs.”

Rachel blinked. “His needs?”

Hannah’s voice was cold and sharp. “His bladder. His mess. His shame. All of it belongs to you now.”

My muffled scream burst against the gag, the thong stretching between my teeth. “Mmmhhhmm! Mmmfffhh!”

Rachel’s eyes flew to me. “You mean… changing him?”

Bella’s laugh was low and rich. “Exactly. You’ve never really held power until you’ve put a man in diapers and made him stay there.”

Rachel’s lips trembled. “I… I don’t know if I can—”

Hannah cut her off. “You can. And you will.”

Lila skipped lightly to the dresser, pulling out another thick diaper, powder, and wipes. She laid them on the velvet cushion like an offering.

Rachel stared at the stack, her cheeks crimson. “Oh God…”

Bella touched her hand, steadying her. “Think of all the times he’s embarrassed you, Rachel. Think of every snide remark, every cruel word, every time he made you feel small. And now look at him.”

Rachel’s eyes flicked down at me. Bound. Gagged. Diapered. Whimpering.

Her fingers tightened on the leash.

Bella’s voice dropped low. “Now imagine making him feel smaller than you ever did.”

Something shifted in Rachel’s gaze. The blush in her cheeks was still there, but her lips curved into the faintest smile.

“Alright,” she whispered. “Show me how.”

Lila clapped her hands softly, delighted. “Good girl.”

Hannah crouched at my side, unfastening the cuffs from my ankles but keeping the leash tight. “Lay him back. Spread his legs.”

Rachel hesitated, then tugged the leash. “Lie down.”

I whimpered into the gag, shaking my head frantically.

Hannah’s glare was sharp. “Minus one.”

Rachel tugged harder, her voice firmer. “Lie down.”

I froze. Slowly, trembling, I obeyed, lowering onto the rug, legs spread awkwardly in the thick padding.

Rachel’s breath came fast as Hannah guided her hand to the tapes.

“Just peel them back. Nice and slow.”

Rachel’s fingers trembled at first, but then the sound of Velcro ripping filled the room. One tape, then another, then two more. The diaper sagged open, exposing me fully.

Rachel gasped. Her husband—humiliated, caged, aroused despite everything—laid bare before her.

“Oh my God…” she whispered.

Bella’s laugh was wicked. “Not much to look at, is he?”

Rachel’s eyes lingered on me. Her lips curved upward. “No. Not at all.”

Lila handed her the powder. “Now make him smell like what he is.”

Rachel’s hands shook, but she sprinkled the powder over me, the sweet scent clinging to my skin. She smoothed it with her palms, tentative at first, then firmer, almost methodical.

My muffled cries grew louder.

“Mmmhhhff! Nnnnhhh!”

But the girls only laughed.

“Now the new one,” Hannah instructed.

Rachel slid the fresh diaper beneath me, her movements awkward but determined. She pulled it up snug, fumbling with the tapes until Bella guided her fingers.

“Like this, darling. Tight, so he can’t wriggle out.”

Rachel pressed the tapes down. The diaper sealed with a loud crinkle.

She sat back, staring at her handiwork, chest heaving.

“He’s… he’s really in it.”

Bella beamed. “Yes. Because you put him there.”

Rachel’s smile grew. “I did.”

Lila giggled, patting the front of the diaper. “Perfect fit. Doesn’t he look sweet?”

Rachel’s eyes lingered, the smile deepening. “He looks ridiculous.”

“Ridiculously yours,” Bella corrected.

Rachel laughed, a real laugh this time, bright and sharp.

“Yes,” she said softly. “He does.”

Hannah rose, pressing a paddle into Rachel’s hands. “Now the final step. Punishment. A doll without discipline is no doll at all.”

Rachel stared at the paddle, her pulse quickening. “Punish him?”

Bella leaned in close. “Think of every time he made you feel small. Every time he embarrassed you. Every time he dismissed you. Now it’s your turn.”

Rachel’s hand tightened on the handle.

Her eyes found mine, and for a moment, we just stared at each other. Me—bound, gagged, diapered, trembling. Her—smiling, leash in one hand, paddle in the other.

Then she swung.

The paddle cracked against the diaper, the sound loud, the sting muted but humiliating.

My muffled howl filled the room.

Rachel gasped, her eyes wide.

Then she swung again.

And again.

And again.

Each smack louder, sharper, the diaper absorbing the blows, the humiliation amplifying with every strike.

The salesgirls cheered her on like coaches at a game.

“Harder!” Lila cried.

“Make him count!” Hannah ordered.

Rachel’s voice rang out, strong now. “One!”

She swung again. “Two!”

Bella clapped her hands, delighted. “Oh, Rachel, you’re perfect!”

By the time she reached ten, Rachel was laughing, her cheeks flushed, her eyes glittering. She tossed the paddle aside and tugged the leash, pulling me forward until I collapsed at her feet.

Her voice was steady, sure, commanding.

“Say thank you.”

I whimpered against the gag, words muffled nonsense.

She tugged harder. “Say it.”

I sobbed, trying to form the words through the panties stuffed in my mouth.

“Mmhh-thhhkk yhh.”

Rachel’s smile was radiant.

“Good boy.”


Chapter Five

The air in the fitting room buzzed with something electric. Rachel still sat on the velvet chair, the leash wound tight around her wrist, her cheeks flushed pink. But the tremble in her hands had disappeared.

She wasn’t the nervous wife anymore. She wasn’t shocked. She wasn’t hesitant. She was enjoying this.

Bella sauntered to the lingerie racks, her fingers trailing over lace, satin, and silk. She plucked a baby-pink corset with delicate ribbons and turned, holding it up like a trophy.

“What do you think, Rachel? Does he deserve something pretty?”

Rachel’s lips curved upward slowly. She leaned back in the chair, crossing one leg over the other with a confidence I had never seen before.

“Yes,” she said. Her voice was steady. “He does.”

My muffled howl rattled past the gag, shaking my head wildly. “Mmmhhffhh! Mmmmhhmmm!”

The women laughed.

Hannah crouched beside me, her cold eyes narrowing. “You’d better not struggle. If you make her repeat herself, we’ll add another punishment.”

Rachel tugged the leash sharply. “Up.”

I froze, trembling.

“Up!” she barked again, louder, her voice cutting through me like a whip.

I scrambled to my feet, the diaper sagging heavily between my thighs, crinkling with every pathetic movement.

Bella tossed the corset into Rachel’s lap, her grin wicked. “Go on. Dress your doll.”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed, but her smile never wavered. “Hold still.”

Her hands slid the corset around my torso, tugging the strings tight until the boned fabric hugged me like a mockery. The pastel pink satin gleamed under the boutique lights, ribbons spilling over the bulky diaper below.

Bella cooed. “Oh, he’s darling.”

Lila giggled, clapping her hands. “Like a little ballerina.”

Rachel tied the final bow and stepped back, leash still in hand, surveying her work. Her eyes roamed over me from head to toe, the gag, the diaper, the corset.

She smirked. “Ridiculous.”

The girls burst out laughing.

But Rachel wasn’t done. She rose smoothly from the chair, tugging me toward the full-length mirror at the edge of the room.

“Look,” she ordered.

I tried to turn my head away, but she yanked the leash tight. “No. Look.”

My eyes lifted reluctantly, meeting my reflection.

A grown man. Bound, gagged with panties, stuffed in a thick diaper, laced into a pink corset, leash dangling from his collar.

I whimpered into the gag, shame crushing me.

Rachel’s reflection stood tall behind me, leash in hand, her smile proud and cruel.

“That’s what you are now,” she whispered. “Pathetic. Mine.”

The girls circled us, their laughter echoing in the small room.

“Spin him,” Bella suggested.

Rachel smirked. “Crawl first. Then spin.”

I collapsed back onto my knees, crawling in a circle as the leash tugged at my throat, the corset ribbons bouncing against the diaper.

The girls clapped and cheered as though it were a runway show.

Lila snapped photos on her phone, giggling. “The girls in the staff chat are going to love this.”

Rachel’s eyebrows lifted. “Staff chat?”

Bella winked. “Oh, we always share the best customers.”

Rachel’s lips curved upward. “Send them all. I don’t care.”

My eyes widened in horror. I screamed into the gag, thrashing, but the leash tightened, pulling me back into line.

Rachel tugged again, forcing me to my feet. She pressed me against the mirror, her lips close to my ear.

“You’ve embarrassed me for years,” she whispered. “Now it’s my turn.”

Her reflection smirked back at me in the glass, leash held high, her doll dressed and displayed.

She turned, looking at the girls. “What else do you have?”

Bella’s grin grew feral. She plucked a pair of thigh-high stockings from the rack. “These will look precious.”

Rachel took them eagerly, no hesitation now. She knelt and rolled the first up my leg, then the second, the lace tops squeezing against my thighs above the swollen diaper.

She sat back, admiring her handiwork. “Perfect.”

Lila squealed, “Oh, he’s beautiful! Like a real sissy doll!”

Rachel rose, proud and radiant. “No. He’s my sissy doll.”

The salesgirls cheered.

Rachel lifted her chin, tugging the leash with finality. “And he’s never going back.”


Chapter Six

The fitting room had become a theater. Satin and lace littered the floor like confetti, the scent of powder hanging heavy in the air. Rachel stood tall with the leash in her hand, and I knelt at her feet, diaper swollen and crinkling beneath a corset and stockings, the gag stretching my lips.

Bella leaned lazily against the rack, arms folded, smirking. “He looks ready for a runway.”

Rachel arched a brow. “A runway?”

Lila giggled, bouncing on her toes. “Yes! A fashion show! We’ll dress him in different sets, and you can judge his… performance.”

Rachel’s smile deepened. “Oh, I like that.”

My muffled shriek rattled against the panties gag. “Mmmhhffhh! Mmmhhmm!”

The girls ignored me. Hannah moved with precise efficiency, already pulling lingerie sets from the racks. “We’ll start simple. Something sheer.”

She handed Rachel a black lace teddy, delicate and see-through.

Rachel’s eyes gleamed. She crouched before me, tugging the corset strings loose and peeling the satin away. “Hold still.”

I shook my head violently, whimpering.

Rachel’s hand snapped across my diapered thigh with surprising force. “I said still.”

The sting shocked me into obedience.

She slid the teddy over my head, the lace clinging pathetically to my frame, sheer fabric leaving nothing hidden but accentuating the bulky diaper below. She tugged at the straps, adjusting them with a focus that bordered on delight.

“There,” she said softly. “Much better.”

Bella let out a low whistle. “Oh, he’s divine.”

Lila clapped her hands. “Spin him around, Rachel. Let’s see.”

Rachel tugged the leash sharply. “Up. Walk.”

I stumbled to my feet, the diaper sagging, lace clinging. My reflection in the mirror was grotesque—grown man, diaper bulging under sheer lingerie, stockings hugging my thighs, gag filling my mouth.

“Turn,” Rachel ordered.

I obeyed, shuffling in a circle. The lace stretched awkwardly, the diaper puffing beneath.

The girls burst into laughter, their cheers echoing like applause.

Rachel smirked, her eyes locked on me. “Pathetic.”

Bella grinned, plucking a camera from the counter. “Every model needs a portfolio.”

My muffled scream was useless as the flash popped, capturing me in my degradation. Bella tilted the camera, snapping shot after shot.

“Beautiful,” she cooed. “Rachel, you’ll love these.”

Rachel laughed softly. “I think I already do.”

Hannah set another outfit on the chair: a frilly maid’s apron, ruffled and short. “Next.”

Rachel wasted no time. She stripped away the teddy, leaving me trembling in nothing but the thick diaper and stockings. She slid the apron over me, tying the strings tight across my chest. The tiny skirt barely brushed the top of the padding, leaving the swollen bulk on full display.

Rachel stepped back, eyes glittering. “Perfect little maid.”

Lila squealed with delight. “Make him serve! He should fetch your heels, Rachel.”

Rachel tilted her head, smirking. “On your knees. Crawl to the shoes.”

The leash yanked downward. I dropped, crawling across the floor, the diaper crinkling louder than ever. My reflection in the mirror was obscene: apron flouncing, diaper on full display, gag bulging my cheeks.

The girls laughed like cruel spectators as I dragged the heels back in my teeth, placing them clumsily at Rachel’s feet.

She slid them on gracefully, towering above me. She looked down with triumph burning in her eyes. “Good girl.”

The words struck like a blade. Good girl. She wasn’t calling me her husband anymore. She was calling me her maid, her sissy, her doll.

Bella leaned in, grinning. “One more.”

Hannah’s hands moved efficiently, dressing me now in a pastel babydoll dress, sheer chiffon that floated around my padded waist, the hem barely covering the diaper tapes.

Rachel gasped, a delighted laugh spilling from her lips. “Oh, that’s perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

She tugged the leash, pulling me toward the mirror again. “Look at yourself. Look at what you are.”

I whimpered, eyes burning with tears as I stared at my reflection.

Rachel’s voice was firm, commanding. “Say it. Say what you are.”

“Mmmhhffhh! Mmmhhmm!”

She yanked the leash hard, her voice cutting sharp. “Say it.”

I sobbed, the gag muffling everything, but I forced the words through the fabric anyway.

“Ssshh…sssyyy d-ddhholl.”

Rachel’s smile bloomed, radiant. She turned to the salesgirls, her voice proud. “That’s right. He’s my sissy doll.”

The girls erupted in cheers and laughter, clapping like an audience at the end of a show.

Bella snapped another picture. “Final look for the collection.”

Rachel stood tall, the leash coiled tight in her hand, her husband transformed into a babydoll-sissy on display in the boutique fitting room.

And for the first time, she looked like she didn’t just accept it.

She relished it.


Chapter Seven

Rachel was still smiling when Bella lowered the camera, flicking through the photos with delight. “Oh, these are too good to keep to ourselves.”

Rachel raised a brow, still holding the leash tight. “Too good?”

Bella winked. “We have a staff group chat. The girls out front would die to see this.”

My muffled shriek rattled behind the gag. “Mmmhhffhh! Nnnhhhmm!”

Rachel tugged the leash sharply, forcing me to my knees. “Quiet.”

The word was crisp, authoritative. Even Bella’s grin widened at the sound.

“You see?” Bella purred. “Natural.”

Rachel’s cheeks were still pink, but her smile didn’t waver. Her eyes drifted back down to me, diapered, bound, dressed in a pastel babydoll dress, stockings clinging to my thighs. She tilted her head, her expression thoughtful.

“Maybe…” she said slowly.

Lila’s hands clapped together like a child. “Yes! Oh, please. Just one girl from the front desk. She’ll love it.”

Hannah’s cold voice cut in, precise. “It’s an important test, Rachel. If you want real control, you have to let others see him. Humiliation shared is humiliation sealed.”

Rachel hesitated, her fingers twisting the leash. Her eyes locked on me. I shook my head violently, muffled cries spilling into the gag.

“Mmmmhhhffhh! Plllsss nnnhhh!”

Rachel’s lips curved upward. She laughed softly. “He doesn’t want it.”

Bella’s grin gleamed. “Exactly. That’s why it’s perfect.”

Rachel’s smile grew wider. She stood, leash wound tight in her fist, and said simply, “Bring her in.”

My heart stopped.

Lila squealed, skipping toward the door.

I thrashed against the leash, screaming behind the gag, diaper crinkling loud as thunder. Rachel yanked me down, one heel pressing firmly against my chest.

“Stay,” she ordered.

And I stayed.

The door creaked open, and in stepped a young brunette in a neat boutique uniform, nametag pinned to her chest. Her eyes widened instantly at the sight: a grown man bound, gagged with panties, diaper swelling beneath a pastel babydoll dress, stockings hugging his legs, leash tied to his wife’s hand.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, hand flying to her mouth.

Rachel’s voice was smooth. Confident. “This is my husband.”

The girl blinked. “Your… husband?”

Rachel tugged the leash, pulling me forward onto my knees again. “Yes. My husband. My sissy doll.”

The girl’s stunned expression cracked into a grin. She laughed, high and delighted. “Oh my God, he’s adorable.”

My muffled cry filled the room. “Mmmhhffhh!”

Bella laughed with her. “Isn’t he? We’ve been giving Rachel some pointers.”

Rachel lifted her chin, her smile sharp. “She’s not wrong. He is adorable. Pathetic, but adorable.”

The staff girl giggled, stepping closer. “Does he… really wear those?” She gestured at the diaper.

Rachel smirked. “He does now. And he’s never coming out of them.”

The girl gasped in mock shock, covering her mouth. “Oh, that’s too good. Can I…?”

Bella nodded eagerly. “Of course.”

The girl crouched, her fingers brushing the padding, the crinkle loud in the silent room. My entire body flushed red as she squeezed, laughing harder.

“He’s actually hard,” she squealed.

Rachel’s eyes glittered. “Of course he is. Shame excites him.”

The girl straightened, eyes wide, grin gleaming. “This is unbelievable.”

Rachel tugged the leash again, pulling me into a humiliating crawl around her feet. “Believe it. He’s mine. And he’s never going back.”

The girl laughed again, clapping her hands. “Oh, I have to tell the others.”

Rachel’s smile sharpened. “Go ahead. Bring them.”

My heart stopped again. My muffled scream burst behind the gag, desperate, pitiful. “Mmmhhhfffhh! Nnnnhhh!”

But no one listened.

The girl darted out, laughter echoing in the hall.

Rachel turned to Bella, Hannah, and Lila, her voice steady, confident. “If I’m doing this, I’m doing it properly.”

Bella’s grin widened. “Oh, Rachel. I think we’ve created a monster.”

Rachel tugged the leash tight, yanking me against her legs. Her hand stroked my hair like I was a pet.

“No,” she said softly, her eyes never leaving mine. “You’ve created a Mommy.”


Chapter Eight

The sound of high heels and soft sneakers filled the hallway before the door even opened. My heart hammered in my chest, each muffled breath against the gag coming faster.

Rachel’s fingers tightened around the leash, her eyes glittering. She stood tall now, chin high, every inch of her radiating control.

Bella leaned against the mirror, smirking. “Showtime.”

Hannah folded her arms. “Remember, Rachel — own the room.”

Lila skipped to the door, her voice a sing-song lilt. “Come in, ladies.”

The door swung open and three more women entered — two salesgirls from the front of the store and one older supervisor in a crisp black dress. All of them froze at the sight.

A grown man kneeling on a boutique rug in a pastel babydoll dress, thick diaper bulging beneath, stockings hugging his thighs, panties stuffed in his mouth as a gag. A leash running from his collar to his wife’s hand.

“Oh my God,” one of the girls breathed, covering her mouth.

“He’s real?” another whispered, her eyes wide.

The older supervisor raised a brow, then smiled slowly. “Now this is interesting.”

My muffled screams were useless. “Mmmhhffhh! Mmmmhhmm!”

Rachel tugged the leash sharply, yanking me forward onto my hands and knees. “Quiet.”

The word rang out crisp and clear. Even the new girls blinked at her, impressed.

Bella stepped aside, gesturing grandly. “Ladies, meet Rachel’s sissy doll.”

The girls burst into laughter, their whispers rising like a tide.

Rachel pulled me into the center of the room. “He was rude. He embarrassed me. He embarrassed you. So I decided to show him how it feels.”

The supervisor chuckled, arms folded. “Oh, I like you.”

Lila clapped her hands. “She’s a natural, isn’t she?”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed, but her smile didn’t falter. “He’s been making me feel small for years. I think it’s time he felt smaller.”

The girls giggled, stepping closer. One crouched to poke the padding between my thighs, another snapped a photo on her phone.

“Is he hard?” one whispered.

“Of course he is,” Bella said sweetly. “Shame does that to them.”

My muffled cry filled the room. “Mmmhhhffhh!”

Rachel tugged the leash again, forcing me to crawl a slow circle around her feet. “Show them your outfit.”

I shuffled forward, diaper crinkling loudly under the babydoll dress, cheeks burning as I crawled past a ring of strangers laughing and snapping photos.

“Spin,” Rachel ordered.

I spun clumsily on my knees.

The girls clapped, their laughter rising. One whistled. Another whispered, “I’ve never seen anything like this.”

Rachel’s smile sharpened. “Get used to it. This is who he is now.”

The supervisor tilted her head, eyes gleaming. “You should sign up for our training package. We could help you take him even further.”

Rachel raised a brow. “Training package?”

Bella’s grin flashed. “Oh yes. Home visits, check-ins, even a little… public coaching. We make sure dolls like him stay in line.”

Rachel’s lips curved upward slowly. “Tell me more.”

Lila giggled, handing Rachel a fresh diaper and a frilly bonnet from a nearby shelf. “Start with this. Every training needs a uniform.”

Rachel held up the bonnet, laughing softly. “Oh, this is perfect.”

She crouched before me, slipping the frilly thing over my head and tying the ribbons under my chin. The strings brushed my throat like a noose.

The girls erupted in fresh laughter. “He’s adorable!”

Rachel’s eyes glittered. “He’s mine.”

The supervisor nodded approvingly. “And soon he’ll be ours too — in training.”

Rachel stood tall, leash coiled in her fist, her husband kneeling at her feet in a diaper, babydoll dress, stockings, and bonnet, surrounded by laughing women.

Her voice was steady, proud, commanding.

“Say thank you.”

My muffled sobs spilled into the gag.

“Say it.”

I forced the words through the fabric. “Thhhhnkk yhhhh.”

The girls clapped. Rachel smiled, radiant.

“Good girl,” she said softly.

And for the first time, she didn’t sound like my wife.

She sounded like my Mommy.


Chapter Nine

The boutique staff buzzed with laughter, phones in their hands, snapping photos of me on my knees in the ridiculous babydoll dress and diaper, the bonnet tied under my chin. Every click of a camera was another nail in the coffin of my pride.

Rachel stood tall in the center of it all, leash coiled around her wrist, her smile steady, proud, radiant.

The supervisor, a woman named Claudia, adjusted the cuffs of her sleek black dress and stepped forward. “You’ve done beautifully for a first session, Rachel. Most women hesitate. You didn’t.”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed pink, but her chin stayed high. “He deserved it. And… it felt good.”

Claudia’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Then you’re ready for more.”

Rachel tilted her head. “More?”

Bella stepped in, her grin wicked. “Our training package. We don’t just help wives humiliate their husbands here in the shop. We extend the care. Home sessions, coaching, rules to keep them obedient.”

Rachel’s eyes widened, interest sparking. “Home sessions?”

Hannah’s voice was calm, clinical. “Exactly. Imagine this, Rachel: bedtime checks, scheduled diapering, even discipline logs. We’ll make sure he never slips back into arrogance again.”

My muffled scream burst into the gag, frantic and pitiful. “Mmmhhhffhh! Nnnhhhmm!”

Rachel tugged the leash sharply. “Quiet.”

The word was crisp, commanding, and Claudia smiled with approval.

“You see? She already has the tone,” Claudia murmured.

Rachel’s grip on the leash tightened. Her eyes flicked down to me, then back to the women. “What would it involve?”

Bella’s grin widened. “We’d deliver supplies weekly. Diapers, wipes, powders, training toys. We’d stop by for progress checks. And of course”—her eyes glittered—“we’d keep him on record.”

Rachel blinked. “On record?”

Lila chimed in sweetly. “Photos, videos, obedience reports. Proof. So he can’t wriggle out. Once he’s on file, he’s ours forever.”

My body jolted, horror swallowing me. I shook my head violently, thrashing against the leash.

Rachel yanked me down again, her heel pressing firmly against my chest. “Stay.”

I froze, panting into the gag, helpless.

Rachel looked back at Claudia. “And if I say yes?”

Claudia’s smile was sharp. “Then you take him home tonight under our program. You follow our schedule. You send us updates. And we make sure he becomes exactly what he should be.”

The room was silent for a beat.

Then Rachel laughed softly, shaking her head as though in disbelief at herself. “I can’t believe I’m saying this.”

Bella leaned in eagerly. “Say it.”

Rachel’s smile widened. She looked down at me, diapered, gagged, humiliated in front of a crowd of laughing women, and said clearly:

“Yes.”

The room erupted in cheers.

Lila clapped her hands, twirling in delight. “Oh, Mommy Rachel, you’re going to be perfect!”

The word hit like a thunderclap. Mommy.

Rachel blinked, then laughed again, this time without hesitation. “Mommy. I like that.”

She crouched in front of me, stroking my hair with mock tenderness. “Did you hear that? I’m your Mommy now.”

My muffled sobs rattled into the gag.

Claudia stepped closer, placing a folder into Rachel’s hands. “This has your first week’s schedule. Three changes a day, minimum. Bedtime in a locking diaper. Morning corner time. And a special punishment list if he misbehaves.”

Rachel flipped through the papers, her eyes gleaming. “You’ve thought of everything.”

“We always do,” Claudia said smoothly.

Rachel looked at me again, leash wrapped tight, the folder in her hand. Her smile curved sharper, her voice lowering. “You’re going to hate this.”

She tugged the leash, yanking me forward into a crawl. “And I’m going to love it.”

The staff laughed and cheered as Rachel led me out of the fitting room, dragging her sissy doll behind her, bonnet bouncing, diaper crinkling, humiliation already spreading beyond the boutique.


Chapter Ten

The drive home was silent, except for the humiliating crinkle every time I shifted in the passenger seat. Rachel kept one hand firmly on the wheel, the other coiled around the leash draped across my lap. The bonnet still tied under my chin, the babydoll dress brushing the tops of my thighs, the thick diaper pressing me into the seat — every detail screamed submission.

Rachel’s lips curved into a faint smile, her eyes fixed on the road. She hadn’t said much since leaving the boutique. She didn’t need to. Her silence weighed heavier than any scolding words.

When we pulled into the driveway, she killed the engine, turned, and looked at me. For a moment, I thought I saw my wife again — hesitant, flushed, uncertain. But then her smile sharpened, and she tugged the leash.

“Inside,” she said.

I stumbled out of the car, the bonnet ribbons brushing my neck, the diaper crinkling with every step. Rachel walked ahead, leash pulling taut between us, her heels clicking against the pavement like punctuation.

Inside the house, she dropped her purse on the counter and laid the folder from the boutique on the table. She flipped it open, scanning the first page.

Her smile widened. “Bedtime routine.”

My muffled plea rattled against the gag. “Mmmhhfffhh! Pllsshh!”

Rachel ignored me, her eyes flicking down the checklist. “Change. Powder. Locking diaper. Pajamas.” She looked up at me, smirking. “Shall we start?”

I shook my head violently, but she tugged the leash, dragging me toward the bedroom.

The boutique bag lay waiting on the bed, filled with fresh supplies: stacks of thick diapers, bottles of powder, wipes, a shiny new plastic onesie with snaps. And sitting at the top, gleaming under the lamp light, was the locking diaper cover — a heavy white shell with metal clasps and a tiny padlock dangling from the front.

Rachel lifted it with a laugh. “Oh, this is perfect.”

My body shook with muffled sobs.

She laid me back on the bed, undoing the tapes of the already soggy diaper. Her hands moved with ease now, no trace of hesitation. Powder dusted the air as she spread my legs, wiping and smoothing with firm, confident strokes.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered as she worked. “And this time, there’s no escape.”

The fresh diaper slid beneath me, thick and crinkling, followed by the hard plastic cover. Rachel pulled it up snug, the clasps clicking shut with a finality that made my stomach twist. She snapped the padlock into place, the tiny key dangling from her fingers.

She held it up, smiling wickedly. “See this? This means I decide when you’re changed. Not you.”

She tucked the key into her bra with a flourish, patting her chest. “Safe with Mommy.”

My muffled whimpers filled the room.

Rachel wasn’t finished. She pulled the plastic onesie from the bag, sliding it over my head, snapping it shut at the crotch so the locked diaper bulged visibly beneath the pastel fabric. She stepped back, hands on her hips, surveying her work.

“You look ridiculous,” she said softly. Then she laughed, shaking her head. “And perfect.”

She tugged the leash, guiding me into the crib-like bed she’d cleared in the corner. The boutique had suggested “containment sleeping,” and Rachel had apparently taken notes. The crib rails she’d ordered weeks ago as a joke were now bolted in place, waiting.

I crawled inside, the plastic mattress squeaking under the bulk of my diaper. Rachel tucked a pacifier into my mouth, securing it with a strap behind my head.

“There,” she whispered, brushing my hair back. “All ready for bed.”

She turned off the lamp, the room sinking into shadows. The lock at my waist pressed heavy against my skin, the leash still coiled around her hand as she slipped under the covers of her own bed.

Her voice drifted through the dark, calm and final.

“Goodnight, baby doll.”

And I lay there in the crib, locked, gagged, humiliated — knowing this was only the first night of many.


Chapter Eleven

The morning light slipped through the curtains, warm and golden, but it didn’t feel like morning to me. It felt like a nightmare. The crib bars loomed overhead, the plastic mattress squeaked under the bulk of my locked diaper, and the pacifier gag filled my mouth.

Rachel’s alarm buzzed softly, and a moment later I heard the rustle of sheets. She stretched, humming lightly, like it was any ordinary day. Then her heels clicked softly across the floor toward me.

“Good morning, baby doll,” she said sweetly.

I whimpered into the pacifier, cheeks burning.

Rachel leaned over the crib rails, unlocking them with a quick twist of the latch. She didn’t touch my gag right away. Instead, she ran her fingers down the bulging plastic shell of the locking diaper, patting it with mock affection.

“Still nice and secure,” she murmured. “Exactly how I left you.”

Her fingers tugged at the pacifier strap, freeing it at last. The gag fell away, and I gasped, my lips raw from sucking on it all night.

“Rachel, please—”

Her hand snapped lightly across my cheek. Not hard enough to hurt, but sharp enough to silence.

“Mommy,” she corrected firmly. “You’ll address me properly.”

My lips trembled. “M-Mommy…”

Rachel’s smile bloomed. “That’s better.”

She unlatched the crib fully, tugging the leash clipped to my collar. “Out.”

I crawled awkwardly onto the carpet, the locked diaper bulging, crinkling with every movement.

Rachel flipped open the boutique’s folder on the nightstand. “Morning routine: crawl to the kitchen. Breakfast in the highchair.” She smirked, lifting her brow. “Looks like you’ve got a busy day ahead.”

My chest heaved, humiliation choking me, but Rachel tugged the leash, dragging me forward. “Crawl.”

The journey down the hallway was a slow parade of shame. The diaper rustled with every shuffle of my knees. The onesie clung to my frame, bulging at the crotch where the lock pressed heavy. My reflection in the hallway mirror made me want to scream — grown man, crawling in a locked diaper, led by a leash in his wife’s hand.

Rachel’s heels clicked beside me, her tone casual, almost conversational. “You’ll be on this schedule every day now. Morning, noon, and night. You’ll crawl where I say, eat what I say, and wear what I say. And you’ll thank me for it.”

We entered the kitchen. Rachel had dragged an old dining chair against the wall, modified with straps from the boutique bag. A tray lay across the arms like a makeshift highchair.

Rachel tugged the leash, guiding me into the seat. “Up.”

I obeyed, squirming into the chair. She buckled the straps around my wrists and waist, pinning me in place.

Then she stepped back, hands on her hips, smiling. “Perfect.”

From the counter, she lifted a pink plastic bowl filled with mushy oatmeal. She spooned up a clump, blowing gently on it, then pressed it to my lips.

“Open.”

I hesitated.

Her brow arched.

I opened my mouth.

The spoon slid in, oatmeal thick and cloying. I gagged softly, swallowing with difficulty.

Rachel smiled, cooing mockingly. “Good baby.”

Spoonful after spoonful followed, Rachel humming lightly as she fed me. Each mouthful was slower, messier, dribbling down my chin. She wiped it away with a bib she tied around my neck, laughing softly.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “So well-behaved when you’re strapped down.”

When the bowl was empty, she lifted a baby bottle filled with orange juice from the counter. She pressed the nipple against my lips.

“Drink.”

I whimpered but sucked obediently, the juice cool and humiliating in equal measure.

Rachel’s eyes glittered as she watched me. “You’re getting the hang of this. Soon it’ll be second nature.”

The phone on the counter buzzed. Rachel scooped it up, grinning when she saw the screen. “Oh, it’s Lila.”

She put the phone on speaker.

“Good morning, Mommy Rachel!” Lila’s chipper voice rang out. “How’s our baby doll today?”

Rachel glanced at me, then answered smoothly, “He’s just finishing his bottle. Very well-behaved.”

Lila squealed. “Perfect! Don’t forget to send your progress photo!”

Rachel smirked, holding up her phone and snapping a quick picture: me strapped into the highchair, bib stained with oatmeal, bottle still in my mouth, locked diaper bulging beneath the tray.

“Got it,” Rachel said. “I’ll send it now.”

The click of the message being sent sealed it. Proof. Evidence. My humiliation shared beyond these walls.

Rachel slipped the phone back into her pocket, tugged the leash again, and leaned close, her voice a whisper against my ear.

“Breakfast is done, baby doll. Next, Mommy’s going to put you in the corner while she has her coffee.”

My chest heaved, tears stinging my eyes.

Rachel only smiled wider.

“Welcome to your new morning routine.”


Chapter Twelve

Rachel guided me out of the highchair with the leash, unbuckling the straps but keeping her grip firm. The bib was still tied around my neck, oatmeal stains glaring like badges of shame. The locked diaper bulged beneath the pastel onesie, heavy and unrelenting, the key still tucked securely into her bra.

She tugged sharply, leading me across the kitchen floor on my knees. Her heels clicked with every step, the sound like a metronome of authority. She stopped at the bare corner near the dining room wall.

“Here,” she said simply.

I looked up at her, my lips trembling. “Rachel, please—”

Her hand gripped my chin, forcing my gaze up to hers. Her smile was calm, her eyes cold.

“Mommy.”

My throat tightened. “…M-Mommy.”

Her smile widened. “Good boy. Now listen carefully. You’re going to kneel in this corner. Hands on your head. Diaper on display. You won’t move until I say.”

My stomach dropped. “Rachel—”

The leash snapped tight, pulling me into position. My nose nearly brushed the wall.

“Knees apart,” Rachel ordered.

I spread them, the diaper crinkling louder.

“Hands up.”

My fingers laced behind my head.

Rachel stepped back, admiring the sight like an artist with her canvas. “Perfect.”

The kettle hissed in the background as she prepared her coffee, humming softly, completely at ease. The normalcy of it — my wife making coffee while I knelt diapered in the corner — burned worse than the punishment itself.

Rachel sipped her mug a few minutes later, the steam curling upward. She sat at the table with her folder open, jotting notes onto a fresh page.

“Morning obedience: highchair, bottle, bib, corner time,” she murmured aloud, tapping her pen. “All completed. Very good progress.”

I burned with humiliation. She was actually tracking me.

My knees ached, my arms trembled, but I didn’t dare move.

Rachel glanced up from the folder, her eyes glinting. “How are you doing, baby doll?”

“I… I can’t—”

“Wrong.” Her voice snapped like a whip. “You don’t answer unless Mommy gives you permission.”

I swallowed hard, cheeks flaming.

Rachel smirked, rising gracefully from her chair. She circled behind me, her heels slow and deliberate. The leash trailed across my back as she crouched down, whispering in my ear.

“Corner time is for reflection. For remembering who you belong to. For reminding you that you’re mine.”

She patted the back of my diaper firmly. “And if you so much as twitch, you’ll earn ten swats. Through the padding, of course — but trust me, you’ll still feel them.”

I shivered, frozen in place.

Rachel laughed softly, brushing her lips against my ear. “That’s my good baby.”

Minutes dragged like hours. The wall pressed against my forehead, the diaper crinkled with every breath. My knees throbbed, but I dared not move. Behind me, Rachel moved about casually — tidying the kitchen, sipping her coffee, flipping through the training schedule as though this were just another part of her morning routine.

Finally, she tugged the leash gently, guiding me back onto my heels. “Time’s up.”

I exhaled shakily, relief flooding me.

But Rachel wasn’t finished.

She crouched in front of me, the leash coiled in one hand, her other palm pressing flat against the swollen front of my locked diaper.

“Do you understand why I put you there?” she asked.

I swallowed hard. “Because… I embarrassed you?”

Rachel’s smile sharpened. “Because you need it. Because you behave better when you’re reminded of your place. And because”—she patted the diaper firmly, her voice dropping low—“Mommy enjoys it.”

My breath caught, shame and arousal tangling like a noose.

Rachel stood, tugging me to my feet with the leash. “Good. Now let’s see what’s next on the schedule.”

She flipped open the folder again, her manicured finger tracing the neat list. “Ah… playtime.”

Her eyes glittered as they met mine. “And I think I know just what toys to start with.”


Chapter Thirteen

Rachel closed the folder with a decisive snap, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Playtime,” she said softly, the word rolling off her tongue like a verdict.

My chest tightened. “Rachel, please—”

Her brow arched.

“Mommy,” I corrected quickly, voice trembling.

Rachel’s lips curved into a proud smile. “Good boy.”

She tugged the leash, guiding me back into the bedroom where the boutique bag still sat on the dresser. She reached in, pulling out items one by one, laying them on the bed like tools of war.

A pastel rattle, oversized and absurd.
A set of foam alphabet blocks.
A pacifier on a ribbon, larger than the one she’d strapped me with last night.
And, gleaming at the bottom of the bag, a pair of padded mittens with buckles at the wrists.

Rachel lifted the mittens first, turning them over in her hands. “No more fiddling. No more mischief. These will keep you exactly where I want you.”

My heart pounded. “No, please, I—”

Her hand cracked across my padded thigh. “Hush. Hands up.”

Reluctantly, I raised them.

Rachel slid the mittens over my hands, buckling them tight at the wrists until my fingers were curled uselessly inside. I flexed, but the padding kept me helpless, unable to grip or resist.

Rachel tugged the leash, forcing me onto the rug. “Now… crawl.”

The diaper crinkled loud as thunder with every movement, the locked shell pressing against my hips, the bonnet ribbons brushing my neck. Rachel followed close behind, sipping her coffee, watching me scuttle pathetically across the floor with my useless padded hands.

“Good,” she murmured. “Very good.”

She plucked the rattle from the bed and crouched in front of me, dangling it like a prize. “Shake it for Mommy.”

My face burned. “Rachel, I can’t—”

Her eyes narrowed.

“Mommy,” I whispered.

“That’s better. Now shake.”

I gripped the rattle awkwardly in my mittened hands and shook it. The plastic beads clattered inside, the sound childish and humiliating.

Rachel’s smile spread, radiant. “Perfect. Again.”

I shook harder, the rattle jingling in the air. The sound filled the room like a cruel lullaby.

Rachel laughed softly. “Oh, you look ridiculous.”

She pressed the foam blocks onto the carpet. “Spell for me. Show me how smart you are.”

I fumbled, mittens sliding against the soft foam, struggling to arrange the blocks into letters. The diaper crinkled beneath me as I shifted, sweat beading at my temples.

Finally, I managed three crooked letters: M-O-M.

Rachel gasped, then laughed, clapping her hands. “Mom! Oh, you are learning.”

Her voice dripped with satisfaction as she crouched closer, patting the front of my diaper firmly. “That’s right, baby doll. Mommy. Always Mommy.”

I whimpered, burying my face in my hands.

Rachel tugged the leash sharply. “No hiding. Look at me.”

I lifted my head, tears brimming.

She held up the oversized pacifier, dangling it from its ribbon. “One last toy. Open.”

My lips trembled. “Rachel—”

Her brow arched.

“…Mommy.”

“Open.”

I obeyed.

She slid the pacifier into my mouth, tying the ribbon snugly behind my head. The plastic filled my lips, muffling me instantly, sealing my humiliation.

Rachel sat back on her heels, admiring her handiwork: her husband crawling on the rug in a locked diaper, mittens buckled at his wrists, rattle in hand, pacifier gagged, blocks scattered at his knees.

Her smile was serene.

“This is your life now,” she whispered. “Morning playtime with Mommy. Every day. Forever.”

She snapped a quick photo with her phone, humming softly as she typed. “Progress report for the girls.”

The phone buzzed moments later with a flood of replies — laughing emojis, hearts, and a message from Bella: He looks perfect, Rachel. You’re a natural Mommy.

Rachel’s cheeks flushed with pride. She stroked my hair, her voice low and final.

“You hear that? Even they know. You belong to me now. Completely.”

I whimpered into the pacifier, the rattle shaking weakly in my mittened hands, the truth sinking like chains around my heart.


Chapter Fourteen

Rachel’s phone buzzed again as she scrolled through the boutique’s group chat. The staff were practically giddy over the progress photo she had just sent.

“Perfect posture, Rachel! He’s really settling into it.”
“Next step: punishment game.”
“Try the crawling drills or dress-up hour — they work wonders.”

Rachel’s lips curved into a slow smile. She looked up from her phone, leash wrapped tight around her wrist, and watched me kneeling on the rug with mittens buckled, rattle in hand, pacifier gagged.

“Looks like the girls think it’s time for a game,” she said sweetly.

My heart thudded in my chest. “Mmmhhhffhh!”

Rachel crouched in front of me, brushing the bonnet ribbons beneath my chin. “Don’t pout. Games are fun… if you behave.”

She tugged me by the leash to the center of the living room, where she’d already cleared some space. From the boutique bag, she pulled out a folded sheet of laminated paper — a training guide labeled Punishment Drills: Beginner Level.

Rachel read aloud, her tone mock-serious. “Number one: Crawling Circuits. Position your doll on all fours and make him crawl in laps. Each hesitation equals swats.”

She looked down at me, smirking. “I like this one.”

She clipped the leash shorter, forcing me onto my hands and knees. “Around the coffee table. Ten laps.”

My stomach twisted. “Mmmhhhmmm!”

Her heel tapped against the floor. “Now.”

I shuffled forward, mittens squeaking against the hardwood, the locked diaper crinkling obscenely with every movement. The coffee table loomed ahead like a track marker.

Rachel walked behind me, sipping her coffee, counting each lap aloud.

“One.”
“Two.”
“Three.”

By the fourth lap, my knees burned. By the sixth, my breath came ragged.

Rachel tugged the leash, snapping me upright. “Pathetic. Are you really this weak?”

I whimpered into the gag, shaking my head.

“Then prove it. Faster.”

I scuttled forward, humiliatingly desperate, the diaper rustling louder as I hurried around the table. The pacifier muffled my panting, sweat dampening the bonnet at my temples.

By the tenth lap, I collapsed in a heap at her feet, chest heaving.

Rachel crouched down, stroking my hair with mock affection. “Good baby. Almost respectable.”

She flipped the guide again. “Number two: Dress-Up Hour. Mommy selects humiliating costumes, doll models them, and performs a curtsy after each.”

Her eyes gleamed. “Oh, this is going to be fun.”

From the boutique bag, she pulled more frilly garments: a sailor suit, a ballerina tutu, a cow-print onesie. She laid them on the couch like choices on a menu.

“Which first, hm?” she mused. Her eyes landed on the tutu. “Yes. Perfect.”

She stripped the babydoll dress off me, leaving me in nothing but the swollen diaper and mittens. Then she tugged the tutu up around my waist, the pink tulle puffing out ridiculously above the bulk.

Rachel stepped back, phone in hand. “Curtsy.”

I froze.

The leash yanked tight. “Curtsy.”

Shaking, I bent my knees awkwardly, diaper bulging beneath the tutu, and dipped into the humiliating pose.

The camera clicked.

Rachel’s laugh filled the room. “Oh, you’re precious.”

She swapped the tutu for the sailor suit next, tugging the collar straight, then commanded another curtsy. Another photo.

Finally, the cow-print onesie stretched snug across the locked diaper, snaps straining, bonnet still tied under my chin.

Rachel’s eyes sparkled as she held up the phone. “Say cheese.”

The pacifier muffled me, but the camera clicked anyway.

She typed quickly, sending the photos into the boutique’s group chat. Within seconds, replies poured in:

“Adorable!”
“That tutu!”
“Rachel, you’re a goddess.”

Rachel laughed, delighted. She crouched down, gripping my chin with one hand while the leash stayed taut in the other.

“You see, baby doll? Even they love you like this. Every costume, every curtsy, every humiliation. And you’ll keep doing it, every day, because Mommy says so.”

Her voice dropped lower, almost tender. “And because deep down… you like it.”

Tears burned my eyes, the truth too awful to deny.

Rachel kissed my forehead lightly, mock-gentle. “Good baby.”


Chapter Fifteen

The rest of the morning blurred into drills, humiliating poses, and Rachel’s laughter ringing like bells. By the time she finally unclipped the leash and let me slump against the wall, my body ached, my knees burned, and the locked diaper pressed heavy against my hips.

Rachel sat at the kitchen table, the training folder spread out in front of her, phone in hand. She scrolled through the group chat, humming softly.

Her lips curved into a smile. “The girls want to see you in person.”

My head snapped up, panic flooding my chest. “No—Rachel, please, no!”

Her brow arched, and the single word left her lips like a blade. “Mommy.”

I choked on my breath. “…Mommy, please.”

She smirked, typing quickly into the chat. “I’ll take that as a yes.”

The phone buzzed seconds later with Bella’s reply: I can be there this afternoon. We’ll run a check-in.

Rachel’s eyes glittered as she looked at me. “Perfect. Our first home visit.”

I shook my head violently, muffled whimpers spilling into the pacifier gag still tied at my mouth.

Rachel rose, leash coiling around her wrist, her smile radiant. “Don’t worry, baby doll. Mommy will make sure you look your best.”

The doorbell rang hours later. Rachel tugged me to my knees in the living room, diaper freshly powdered and locked beneath the pastel onesie. The bonnet still framed my face, mittens buckled tight at my wrists.

“Stay,” she ordered, leash tied to the coffee table leg like I was a pet.

She opened the door, her voice warm with false sweetness. “Bella, come in.”

The brunette sauntered into the room, her heels clicking softly. She wore a fitted skirt and blouse, professional but laced with mischief in her grin. Her eyes landed on me instantly.

“Oh my God, Rachel. He looks even better at home.”

Rachel laughed softly. “Doesn’t he? He’s been very obedient today.”

Bella crouched, tilting her head as she looked me over. “Oh, he’s perfect. The bonnet, the mittens, the onesie—” She reached out, patting the front of the diaper firmly. “And this. Locked nice and tight, I hope?”

Rachel smirked, tugging the key from between her breasts and showing it with a flourish. “Safe with Mommy.”

Bella’s laugh rang out. “Oh, you’re a natural.”

My face burned crimson, humiliation flooding me as the two women stood above me, talking casually like I wasn’t even there.

Bella flipped open the training folder, scanning the notes Rachel had scribbled. “Highchair feeding, corner time, crawling drills, dress-up hour… oh, you’ve been thorough.”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed with pride. “I wanted to make sure I was following the program exactly.”

Bella nodded approvingly. “Perfect. Now let’s see his manners.”

She crouched again, gripping my chin and yanking the pacifier from my mouth. “Tell me what Rachel is to you.”

I hesitated, shame choking me.

Rachel’s heel tapped against the floor. “Answer.”

My voice cracked. “…Mommy.”

Bella clapped her hands, delighted. “Oh, I love it! And what are you?”

I swallowed, tears brimming. “…Her… sissy doll.”

Bella’s laugh was bright and cruel. “Excellent.” She glanced at Rachel. “Would you like to try a punishment with me here? Just so I can evaluate?”

Rachel’s smile widened. “Yes.”

Bella handed her a wooden spoon from her bag. “Over her lap.”

Rachel tugged the leash, guiding me awkwardly across her thighs as she sat on the sofa. My diapered bottom was presented like a stage, the plastic shell gleaming under the light.

“Count,” Rachel ordered.

The first smack landed with a loud thwack, the padding muffling the sting but not the humiliation.

“One,” I whimpered.

Another strike.

“Two.”

Rachel’s hand was steady, her voice calm. “Louder.”

By the tenth, my voice cracked, tears streaking my cheeks.

“Ten!”

Rachel patted the diaper firmly, setting the spoon aside. “Good girl.”

Bella clapped. “Perfect delivery. You’ve got the tone, the follow-through, and the confidence.”

Rachel beamed, stroking my hair mock-gently. “Thank you. I think I’m really starting to enjoy this.”

Bella winked. “Enjoy it? Rachel, you were made for it. By next week, you won’t recognize your husband at all.”

Rachel’s eyes flicked down to me, leash still taut in her hand. Her smile was wicked and certain.

“I already don’t.”


Chapter Sixteen

Bella leaned back on the sofa, her eyes glinting as she sipped the coffee Rachel had offered. “You’ve mastered the home routine already. The next step is obvious.”

Rachel tilted her head. “Obvious?”

Bella smirked. “Public.”

The word dropped into the room like a stone. My chest tightened, panic surging. I shook my head violently, muffled cries spilling into the pacifier gag Rachel had strapped back in.

Rachel raised a brow, her leash hand tightening. “Public?”

Bella nodded. “It doesn’t have to be extreme. Not yet. Just an errand. A test run. He’ll still be in diapers, of course. But maybe under sweatpants. A shirt long enough to cover the bulge—barely. You’ll know. He’ll know. That’s what matters.”

Rachel’s lips parted, her smile growing. “That’s… delicious.”

My muffled howl filled the room. “Mmmhhhffhh!”

Bella chuckled. “Exactly the reaction we want. Fear. Anticipation. The shame of being one word away from exposure.”

Rachel looked at me, eyes glittering. “What do you think, baby doll? Want to come shopping with Mommy?”

I shook my head frantically, whimpering into the gag.

Rachel laughed softly. “Too bad. Mommy decides.”

The afternoon sun was warm when Rachel tugged me out to the car, Bella at her side. I waddled awkwardly, the locked diaper thick beneath the loose sweatpants Rachel had tugged up over me. The waistband bulged, the outline impossible to ignore if anyone looked closely.

Rachel buckled me into the passenger seat like a child, tugging the strap snug across my chest. She leaned in, whispering, “If you so much as fidget, everyone will hear you crinkle.”

Bella climbed into the back, grinning. “Oh, this is going to be fun.”

The grocery store wasn’t far, but every second of the drive made my humiliation burn deeper. Rachel parked smoothly, unbuckled me, and clipped the leash back to my collar before tugging my hood up.

“Keep your head down,” she ordered. “Hands to your sides. Crawl and cry at home. In public, you walk. Quietly.”

I swallowed hard, nodding.

Rachel’s heels clicked confidently across the pavement as she led me inside. Bella followed, her eyes dancing with mischief.

The cool blast of the store air hit me like a shock. People bustled past with carts, none giving us more than a glance. But I knew. I knew every step, every crinkle under my sweatpants, every tug of the leash that Rachel had wrapped casually around her wrist, hidden like a handbag strap, was one mistake away from discovery.

Rachel pushed a cart, her voice calm, casual, like nothing was unusual. “Milk. Bread. Powder.” She smiled at Bella, who laughed quietly.

I stumbled behind, face red, eyes fixed on the floor. Every squeak of the diaper shell beneath my pants echoed in my ears like thunder.

Rachel stopped in front of the baby aisle. Slowly, deliberately, she reached for a pack of diapers — oversized training pants with pastel prints. She dropped them into the cart with a thud.

Bella leaned close, whispering just loud enough for me to hear. “Oh, that’s poetic.”

Rachel smirked, her hand brushing the leash. “Isn’t it?”

A young woman passed by with a stroller, glancing at the pack in the cart, then at me. Her eyes flickered for a second too long, suspicion dawning. She hurried on, but my chest heaved, panic flooding me.

Rachel only smiled. “Good boy. You’re blushing.”

At checkout, the humiliation peaked. Rachel unloaded the cart calmly, sliding bread, fruit, milk, and the pack of diapers onto the conveyor belt. The cashier, a girl barely out of high school, scanned each item, her eyes landing briefly on the baby pack.

Rachel leaned forward casually, her voice sweet as sugar. “These are for him.”

My blood turned to ice.

The cashier’s eyes flicked to me, widening, then darted away. She scanned the pack silently, cheeks pink.

Bella smirked, whispering behind me. “Perfect delivery, Rachel.”

Rachel chuckled softly, tugging the leash as she handed over her card. “Thank you.”

Back in the car, my heart pounded so hard I thought I might collapse. Rachel slid into the driver’s seat, humming lightly, the bag of diapers resting between us like a trophy.

Bella leaned forward, grinning. “That was flawless. He’ll never forget that moment at the checkout.”

Rachel looked at me, her smile wicked. “Neither will I.”

She reached out, patting the front of my pants where the diaper bulged. “You were so brave, baby doll. Mommy’s proud of you.”

Her voice dropped lower, husky with satisfaction. “And Mommy can’t wait to take you out again.”


Chapter Seventeen

The next morning Rachel was already scrolling through the boutique’s group chat while I knelt at her feet, bonnet still tied under my chin, diaper locked under a fresh onesie. My mittens rested uselessly in my lap, the pacifier gag strapped snug in my mouth.

The phone buzzed with Bella’s name. Rachel smirked as she read the message aloud. “Public outing number two. Lingerie store. Dressing room test.”

Rachel’s eyes glittered. “Oh, I like this idea.”

I shook my head violently, muffled whimpers spilling into the gag. “Mmmhhhmm! Nnnnhhh!”

Rachel tugged the leash sharply, silencing me. “Hush. Mommy decides.”

By afternoon, Bella was at the door, smiling like the devil in heels. She kissed Rachel’s cheek in greeting, her eyes flicking to me with a wicked grin. “Ready for round two?”

Rachel’s laugh was light, effortless. “Always.”

The lingerie store was bright, perfumed with vanilla and soft music. Racks of lace and silk gleamed under spotlights, mannequins draped in daring sets of satin and mesh.

Rachel led me in on the leash, disguised again under loose sweatpants and a hoodie pulled over my collar. But every step still betrayed the truth: the locked diaper crinkling loud, the leash tugging faintly at my throat.

Bella trailed behind, her grin playful. “You know, Rachel, the trick is subtlety. Everyone sees what they expect to see… unless you make them notice.”

Rachel smirked. “And that’s exactly what I plan to do.”

She pulled a black lace bra and panty set from the rack, holding it up against her body. “I’d like to try this one, please,” she said to the salesgirl hovering nearby.

The girl smiled politely. “Of course. Dressing rooms are just in the back.”

Rachel tugged the leash, pulling me forward. “Come along, sweetheart. Mommy needs your opinion.”

My stomach lurched.

Bella hid a laugh behind her hand.

The dressing room was spacious, three mirrors reflecting every angle. Rachel shut the curtain, turning to face me with the lace set draped over her arm.

Her smile sharpened. “Strip.”

My muffled sob caught in my throat.

“Now.”

Shaking, I peeled the hoodie and sweatpants away, the locked diaper glaringly obvious under the fluorescent lights. The bonnet, the leash, the plastic bulge — everything on display.

Rachel tilted her head, admiring the sight. “Perfect.”

She tossed the panties at me. “Put them on.”

I froze.

Bella stepped forward, her grin feral. “He’s hesitating, Rachel. What do we do when dolls hesitate?”

Rachel’s hand cracked across the front of my diaper, the sound sharp. “Punish.”

She tugged the leash. “On. Now.”

With trembling hands, I pulled the lacy panties over the thick diaper, the fabric stretching pathetically over the bulk. The delicate lace strained against the crinkles, ridiculous and obscene.

Rachel laughed softly, eyes gleaming. “Oh, you look darling.”

Bella clapped her hands. “Spin him.”

Rachel tugged the leash, forcing me to turn in a slow circle in front of the mirror. The lace panties clung awkwardly, the diaper tapes visible beneath.

Bella snapped a photo, her laugh echoing. “The girls are going to die when they see this.”

Rachel smirked, pulling the matching bra from the hanger. “Arms up.”

I whimpered, shaking my head.

The leash yanked tight.

“Arms. Up.”

Shame burned my skin as I lifted my mittened arms. Rachel slid the bra straps over my shoulders, fastening it snugly around my chest. The cups gaped pathetically against my flat torso, the lace ridiculous against the bulk of the diaper below.

Rachel’s smile widened as she surveyed me in the mirror. “Adorable. Don’t you think, Bella?”

Bella’s laughter was cruel and delighted. “Oh, he’s perfect. A real lingerie doll.”

Rachel stroked my hair mock-gently, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Say it. Tell Mommy what you are.”

Tears burned my eyes as I forced the words through the gag. “Ssshhsssy… ddholl.”

Rachel’s laugh was radiant. “Good girl.”

When we left the dressing room, the salesgirl smiled politely, asking if Rachel wanted to purchase the set.

Rachel handed it back with a smirk. “It didn’t quite fit. But thank you for letting us try.”

Bella nearly doubled over with laughter as they walked out, the leash pulling me along, diaper crinkling beneath the sweatpants once again.

Rachel’s smile never faltered. She looked at me, leash taut, her voice low and sure.

“Next time, baby doll… you’re going out in just the lace.”


Chapter Eighteen

Rachel didn’t even wait until we got home to check her phone. The group chat lit up the moment Bella sent the dressing-room photo: me, diaper bulging under lace panties and a bra, leash taut in Rachel’s hand.

The replies came fast and merciless:

“Oh my God, he’s precious!”
“Rachel, you’re a natural. You should bring him in for staff night.”
“Let’s make him model properly!”

Rachel’s lips curled into a smile as she read aloud. “They want a fashion show.”

My chest seized, panic flooding me. “Nnnhhh! Pllsshh, nnnhhh!”

Bella leaned over the seat, grinning. “Oh, he hates the idea. Which means it’s perfect.”

Rachel tucked her phone away, her voice calm, certain. “Then it’s settled. He’s going to be our boutique’s doll.”

The event was arranged for the next evening, after closing hours. Rachel dressed me beforehand, layering humiliation carefully: the locked diaper thick and crinkling, pastel garter straps clipped to stockings, a frilly slip covering just enough to taunt. The bonnet still framed my face, mittens buckled at my wrists, pacifier gag strapped tight.

Rachel tugged the leash as we entered the boutique’s back room. The lights had been dimmed, racks of lingerie arranged like a runway. A half-circle of chairs waited, already filled with staff: Bella, Lila, Hannah, Claudia the supervisor, and four more women I hadn’t seen before. All of them turned when I waddled in, their laughter sharp and cruel.

“Oh my God, look at him!” one squealed.
“Rachel, he’s perfect!” another chimed.
Claudia’s cool voice cut through. “Shall we begin?”

Rachel smiled, tugging me forward. “Yes. Mommy’s ready.”

The first outfit was a satin slip with ribbons, clinging awkwardly over the swollen diaper. Rachel adjusted it carefully, smoothing the fabric, then tugged the leash. “Walk.”

I shuffled forward down the makeshift runway, diaper rustling loud beneath the satin. The staff clapped and whistled, their phones flashing as they snapped photos.

“Spin!” Rachel barked.

I turned clumsily, cheeks blazing, the diaper bulging under the thin fabric.

“Curtsy!”

I dipped awkwardly, the pacifier muffling my whimpers.

The staff roared with laughter.

The second outfit was worse: a strappy black corset that cinched above the padding, stockings gleaming under the boutique lights. Bella slipped a feather boa around my shoulders, cooing. “Every doll needs flair.”

Rachel tugged the leash. “Show them.”

I shuffled again, humiliation crushing me, the boa tickling my bare chest, the diaper glaringly obvious under the garter straps.

Hannah’s voice cut sharp. “Posture, Rachel. Make him prance.”

Rachel nodded, smirking. “Up on your toes, baby doll.”

My calves burned as I obeyed, waddling like a ridiculous parody of a model. The staff howled with laughter, clapping until tears streamed down their faces.

The final outfit was pastel lace, delicate and childish. Lila handed Rachel a frilly parasol as a prop. “Every doll needs an accessory.”

Rachel grinned, pressing it into my mittened hands. “Hold it. Now walk.”

I tottered down the runway, diaper sagging, bonnet bouncing, pacifier muffling my shame.

The staff snapped endless photos, their voices rising in a chorus of mockery. “Adorable!” “Precious!” “Spin again!”

Rachel tugged the leash, pulling me back to her side at the end of the show. She stroked my hair, her voice carrying over the laughter.

“Thank you, ladies, for coming to see my doll.”

Claudia rose from her chair, slow and deliberate. Her eyes swept over me once, then lingered on Rachel.

“You’ve done beautifully,” she said. “But don’t forget — this isn’t just about dressing him. It’s about breaking him. Every day, every outing, every humiliation makes him less of a man and more of your property. That is the goal.”

Rachel’s smile sharpened, wicked and sure. “Oh, I haven’t forgotten.”

She yanked the leash, forcing me onto my knees before them all. Her voice dropped, commanding.

“Tell them what you are.”

Tears streamed down my cheeks as I mumbled into the pacifier, the words broken but clear enough. “…Mmhhmm’ssshh ssshhsssy doll.”

The staff erupted in cheers, laughter, and applause.

Rachel beamed, leash wrapped tight in her fist. “Good girl.”


Chapter Nineteen

The laughter from the staff still rang in my ears long after the “fashion show” ended. Rachel tugged me by the leash back into the boutique’s side office, away from the runway space. My knees were raw from crawling, my face wet with tears, the pacifier gag pressed tight against my lips.

Rachel wasn’t even breathing hard. She was radiant. Her eyes sparkled as she flipped open the folder again, jotting something in neat, decisive strokes.

Claudia followed them in, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood. “He did well tonight,” she said coolly. “You did better.”

Rachel looked up, her cheeks flushed with pride. “Thank you.”

Bella leaned against the doorway, arms folded, her grin wicked. “You see how easy it becomes once you stop hesitating?”

Rachel smiled. “I do. It’s almost… fun now.”

Claudia’s lips curved faintly. “Then it’s time for the next step.”

Rachel’s brow arched. “The next step?”

Claudia folded her arms. “We’ve broken his routine at home. We’ve humiliated him in the boutique. Now he needs to be shown in a semi-public setting. Not fully exposed — yet. But enough to feel the risk.”

My stomach turned to ice. “Mmmhhhfffhh! Nnnnhhh!”

Rachel’s eyes flicked down at me, then back at Claudia. “What do you suggest?”

Claudia’s smile sharpened. “We host gatherings. Private parties. Only staff and selected guests. No strangers. We bring in dolls like yours and test their obedience in front of an audience.”

Bella’s grin grew wider. “Oh, Rachel, you’d love it. Everyone in one place, cheering you on, watching him squirm. It’s intoxicating.”

Rachel’s fingers tightened on the leash. She was silent for a moment, studying me as I knelt at her feet — diaper locked, bonnet tied, mittens buckled, pacifier gag muffling my pleas. Then she looked back at Claudia, her voice quiet but sure.

“When?”

Claudia tilted her head. “This weekend. Saturday night. We’ll provide the venue. We’ll provide the guests. All you have to do is bring him.”

Rachel’s smile spread. “And what happens there?”

Claudia’s eyes glittered. “We’ll stage a little pageant. You’ll dress him in whatever you choose. We’ll give you tasks — feeding, diapering, posture drills — and you’ll perform them in front of the audience. If he resists, you discipline him on the spot. Every lap, every curtsy, every bottle, every tear… recorded.”

My muffled sobs rattled into the pacifier.

Rachel crouched, stroking my hair with mock tenderness. “Did you hear that, baby doll? We’re going to a party.”

Bella laughed. “Oh, he’s shaking already. This is going to be delicious.”

Rachel tugged the leash, forcing me to look up at her. Her eyes were bright, fierce. “You’ve embarrassed me for years. Saturday, you’ll embarrass yourself for me.”

Her smile turned almost sweet. “And Mommy will be so proud.”

Claudia pulled a slim envelope from her bag and placed it on the table. “Address, time, and a list of suggested outfits. We recommend you pick one that makes a statement.”

Rachel flipped the envelope open, scanning the list. Her brow arched, lips curving into a smile. “Oh, I already know what he’s wearing.”

Bella clapped her hands. “I can’t wait.”

Rachel rose, tugging the leash until I was crawling at her heels again. She led me out of the office, the envelope tucked under her arm like a promise.

When we reached the car, she crouched beside me, her voice a whisper against my ear.

“You’re going to be Mommy’s little star, baby doll. On display. In front of everyone. And you’re going to thank me for it.”

The padlock at my waist pressed hard against my skin. The pacifier muffled my sob. But deep down, I already knew: she wasn’t joking.

Saturday night was going to change everything.


Chapter Twenty

The envelope lay on the dresser all week like a sealed fate. Rachel treated it as though it were a wedding invitation — a special occasion that demanded preparation. She read the list of “suggested outfits” over and over, her smile never fading.

On Saturday evening, she dressed me slowly, deliberately, savoring every step. The diaper was fresh and locked, thick enough to spread my legs with each movement. Powder clung to my skin, sweet and suffocating. The mittens buckled snugly around my wrists, robbing me of any control.

Then came the outfit: a pastel pink romper with puffed sleeves and lace trim, short enough to leave the swollen diaper on full display. She clipped white stockings to garters, tied the bonnet snug under my chin, and strapped the pacifier gag back between my lips.

Rachel stepped back, hands on her hips, admiring me like a finished canvas. “Perfect. Mommy’s baby doll.”

The leash clicked onto my collar. Rachel tucked the tiny key to the diaper lock into her purse, kissed my forehead mock-gently, and whispered, “Let’s go.”

The venue was a private loft above the boutique — Claudia’s domain. Warm light glowed through the windows, and as Rachel led me inside, the sound of women’s voices and laughter filled the air.

The room was arranged like a stage. Rows of chairs formed a semicircle facing a raised platform draped with velvet. Racks of lingerie and props lined the sides: bottles, toys, frilly costumes. At least twenty women were gathered, sipping champagne, their chatter humming with anticipation.

The laughter rose the moment they saw me — waddling in a locked diaper, romper puffed, bonnet tied, leash clinking in Rachel’s hand.

“Oh my God, look at him!”
“He’s precious!”
“Rachel, you’ve outdone yourself!”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed, but not from embarrassment. From pride. She lifted her chin, leading me to the stage with the calm confidence of a queen.

Claudia stepped forward, microphone in hand, her voice smooth. “Ladies, tonight we welcome a new Mommy into our circle — and her doll.”

Applause erupted, sharp and cruel.

Rachel tugged me up onto the stage, leash taut. She sat elegantly in the velvet chair at its center and yanked me to my knees at her feet.

Claudia smiled. “Rachel, why don’t you begin with a little feeding demonstration?”

Rachel nodded, taking the bottle Bella handed her. She tugged the pacifier gag loose and replaced it with the rubber nipple of the bottle, pressing it against my lips.

“Drink,” she ordered.

I whimpered but obeyed, sucking down the warm milk as the audience laughed and snapped photos. Rachel held the bottle with mock tenderness, stroking my hair. “That’s my good baby.”

The room erupted in coos and laughter, voices blending: “Adorable!” “So obedient!” “Look how he blushes!”

When the bottle was empty, Claudia leaned forward again. “Excellent. Now perhaps… a change demonstration?”

Rachel’s eyes glittered. “Gladly.”

She spread a fresh diaper across the changing mat laid out on stage. With precise movements, she laid me back, stripped open the romper, and untaped the swollen bulk between my legs. Gasps and laughter rippled through the crowd.

Rachel worked calmly, methodically, wiping, powdering, sliding the new diaper beneath me. She tugged it snug, locked the plastic cover over it, and snapped the padlock closed with a flourish.

She held the key high in the air for all to see. “Mommy decides.”

The crowd cheered.

Claudia’s voice rang out. “Perfect. Now let’s see posture drills.”

Rachel tugged the leash, pulling me to my feet. “Prance.”

I shuffled awkwardly, the thick diaper forcing me into a humiliating waddle. Rachel tugged the leash higher, correcting me like a show trainer. “On your toes. Shoulders back. Smile.”

I obeyed, cheeks blazing, the room alive with laughter and applause.

Finally, Claudia raised her hand, her voice smooth. “Now, the confession. Every doll must declare who he is — in front of witnesses.”

Rachel crouched in front of me, her eyes burning with triumph. She tugged the pacifier from my mouth, holding the leash taut. “Say it.”

Tears streaked my face. My voice cracked, but the words spilled out.

“I’m… Mommy’s sissy doll.”

The crowd erupted — applause, whistles, laughter. Bella clapped the loudest, Lila squealed with delight, Hannah smirked in approval.

Rachel rose, pulling me tight against her legs, her hand stroking my bonneted head as though rewarding a pet. She lifted her chin, her voice strong, proud, unshakable.

“And he always will be.”


Chapter Twenty-One

The applause still rang in my ears, my confession echoing across the velvet-draped loft. Rachel sat poised in her chair on the stage, leash wound tight in her hand, while I knelt at her feet, bonneted, mittened, diapered, broken.

Claudia raised her hand for silence, her voice smooth as glass. “Now that Rachel has proven herself, it’s time for the real test. The guests will give her tasks. She will perform them. He will obey. And we will see if they are ready for the next tier of training.”

The women clapped, laughter rippling through the audience. Rachel’s smile only sharpened.

Bella stood first, her grin wicked. “Make him curtsy for every woman in this room. One by one.”

Rachel tugged the leash. “Up. Curtsy.”

I stumbled forward on shaky legs, diaper bulging, bonnet bouncing. I dipped into an awkward curtsy before Bella, pacifier muffling my whimper.

Bella clapped like a delighted child. “Precious.”

Rachel tugged again. “Next.”

And so it went — curtsy after curtsy, down the line of women. Each laugh louder than the last, each phone flash immortalizing my shame.

Lila was next, her sweet voice dripping with mischief. “Make him play peekaboo for us. Like a real baby.”

Rachel smirked. “On your knees. Cover your face.”

I obeyed, mittens pressing to my cheeks.

Rachel cooed. “Peekaboo!”

I dropped my hands. The room erupted in laughter.

“Again,” Rachel ordered.

“Peekaboo!”

Every time I revealed my face, the crowd howled louder. Lila nearly fell out of her chair with giggles.

Rachel only beamed. “Isn’t he adorable?”

Then came Hannah, her voice cold. “Punishment drill. Make him crawl laps while you spank him.”

Rachel’s eyes glittered. “Gladly.”

She tugged the leash, forcing me onto all fours. With each shuffle of my knees, the diaper crinkled, the locked shell gleaming under the lights. Rachel followed close, wooden spoon in hand, swatting my padded rear with every lap.

Smack. “One.”
Smack. “Two.”

The crowd counted with her, their laughter rising like a cruel chorus. By ten, my voice was raw from muffled sobs.

Rachel crouched, stroking my cheek mock-gently. “Say thank you, baby doll.”

“…Thhhhnkk yhh, Mmhhhmmy.”

The applause was thunderous.

Finally Claudia stood, her presence silencing the room. Her gaze swept over Rachel, then down at me. “One last task.”

The air tightened.

Claudia’s smile was slow, deliberate. “Make him thank every woman here for seeing what he truly is.”

Rachel’s lips curved upward. She tugged me to my feet, leash taut. “You heard her. Go on. Thank them.”

I turned, cheeks wet, voice trembling around the pacifier gag. “…Thhhhnk yhh.”

Bella clapped. “Good boy!”
Lila giggled. “You’re welcome, baby doll!”
Hannah smirked. “Pathetic.”

One by one, I muttered muffled thanks, while they laughed, jeered, and photographed every second.

When I finally collapsed back onto my knees at Rachel’s feet, Claudia nodded in approval.

“Rachel, you’ve passed this tier. He is no longer your husband. He is your property. Your doll. And we will help you keep him that way.”

The crowd cheered, raising their glasses. Rachel rose, leash in hand, lifting it high like a banner.

“He’s mine,” she declared. “Forever.”

The room erupted in applause, their voices echoing around me as the leash yanked me tighter against her legs, sealing my fate in front of them all.


Chapter Twenty-Two

The drive home was suffocating. The car hummed softly in the night, but inside I could hear only the crinkle of the diaper locked around my waist, the muffled whistle of my own breath against the pacifier gag.

Rachel hadn’t spoken much since leaving the loft. She didn’t need to. Her smile said everything — the kind of smile I hadn’t seen in years, bright, confident, untouchable.

When she pulled into the driveway and cut the engine, she finally turned to me, her hand resting casually on the leash draped across my lap.

“Did you hear them tonight?” she asked softly.

I whimpered, nodding faintly.

Her smile sharpened. “They applauded me. They applauded us. You made Mommy so proud.”

Tears burned my eyes as she unbuckled my seatbelt and tugged me from the car. The hood of the bonnet brushed against my cheeks, the leash clinking with every humiliating step as she marched me inside.

The house felt different now — not ours, not shared, but hers. She guided me straight to the bedroom, unbuckling her heels as she went, then sat on the edge of the bed, folder in her lap.

She flipped it open, scanning the training logs she had filled over the last weeks. Each line was neat, deliberate, a record of my collapse:

●        Morning obedience.
 

●        Highchair feeding.
 

●        Corner time.
 

●        Public errands.
 

●        Party performance.
 

Rachel set the pen down and looked at me, her expression calm, almost maternal.

“I think we’re done with training,” she said simply.

My breath caught. Done? Relief surged through me — but it was crushed instantly by her next words.

“Because now, baby doll, this is just life.”

She reached into her purse, pulling out the tiny silver key. My heart leapt — freedom. But instead of unlocking the diaper shell, she turned it over in her hand, then dropped it into a small wooden box on the nightstand. She snapped the lid shut, locking it with a click.

“Keys don’t belong to you anymore,” Rachel said. “They belong to Mommy.”

I whimpered against the gag, tears spilling freely.

She rose, tugging me closer by the leash. Her fingers traced the bonnet ribbons at my throat, her voice soft but final.

“From now on, you wake when I say. You eat when I say. You crawl, you drink, you play, you mess — all when I say. You are not my husband. You are not even my partner. You are my doll. My baby. My property.”

Her hand pressed flat against the swollen padding of the diaper, holding me firmly in place. “And you’ll thank me every day for it.”

My muffled sobs rattled into the gag.

Rachel smiled sweetly. “Say it.”

I whimpered, choking on the words, but forced them out. “…Thhhhnk yhh, Mmhhhmmy.”

Her eyes softened — almost tender, almost loving — as she stroked my hair. “Good girl.”

She guided me into the crib, tucking me in with practiced ease. The pacifier strap was buckled back behind my head, the leash clipped to the rail so I couldn’t roll away.

Rachel dimmed the lights, slipping into bed with a contented sigh.

“Do you know what the best part is, baby doll?” she murmured in the dark.

I whimpered weakly, the gag muffling me.

She chuckled. “This isn’t punishment for me. It’s freedom. Finally, I don’t have to deal with your arrogance, your temper, your nonsense. I get exactly what I want… and so do you.”

Her voice dropped low, steady as a promise. “And tomorrow, we start living this way forever.”

The lock at my waist pressed heavy against me. The applause from the party still echoed in my ears. And for the first time, I understood — Rachel wasn’t playing a role anymore.

She was my Mommy.

Forever.


Chapter Twenty-Three

Morning light crept across the nursery curtains, spilling over the crib where I lay locked into the plastic mattress. The pacifier gag still filled my mouth, the leash clipped to the rail tugging faintly with every shift. The locked diaper was swollen and warm, pressing heavily between my thighs.

I heard the soft rustle of sheets, then the click of Rachel’s heels on the hardwood floor. She hummed as she moved — a casual, happy tune that had nothing to do with punishment or anger.

The crib latch clicked open. Rachel leaned over the bars, her hair falling like a curtain around her face. “Good morning, baby doll,” she said sweetly.

My muffled reply was automatic. “Mmmhhmhnnng, Mmhhhmmy.”

Her smile deepened. “That’s better. You’re learning.”

She unstrapped the pacifier but didn’t free my hands from the mittens. “Tell Mommy good morning properly.”

I swallowed. “…Good morning, Mommy.”

Rachel beamed. “Perfect.”

She tugged the leash, guiding me out of the crib and onto my knees. The mittens made crawling clumsy, but she didn’t slow for me. She led me down the hall to the kitchen where the highchair already waited, tray lowered, straps ready.

I climbed into it without protest this time. Rachel buckled me in, adjusted the bib around my neck, and set a bowl of mushy cereal on the tray. She spooned up a bite, blew on it gently, and pressed it to my lips.

“Open.”

I obeyed.

“Chew.”

I obeyed.

She fed me bite after bite, humming softly between spoonfuls. When the bowl was empty, she lifted a bottle of juice, pressing the nipple against my lips.

“Drink.”

I sucked obediently, humiliation now a rhythm instead of a spike.

Rachel smiled, stroking my cheek. “This is how mornings should be. Peaceful. Obedient. No arguing, no shouting.”

She unbuckled me from the highchair and tugged me to the living room corner. “Knees apart. Hands on your head.”

I slid into position automatically, my forehead brushing the wall.

Rachel sipped her coffee at the table, glancing at the folder, jotting notes in neat handwriting. “Morning feeding: successful. Corner time: ten minutes. Excellent progress.”

I stared at the wall, shame and resignation washing over me. This wasn’t training anymore. This was life.

After corner time, Rachel led me back to the bedroom where she laid out a frilly onesie from the boutique’s bag. She stripped off my romper, wiped me down, powdered me, and slid the fresh garment over my locked diaper. The snaps closed with soft pops, sealing me back into infantile absurdity.

Rachel stepped back, her smile bright. “Perfect.”

She picked up her phone, snapping a quick photo. “Progress report.”

The replies from the boutique staff came almost instantly: hearts, laughing emojis, a message from Claudia: “Excellent routine. Keep him there. He’s becoming exactly what you need.”

Rachel’s lips curved upward. She crouched in front of me, her voice soft but commanding.

“You see, baby doll? This is what Mommy wanted all along. Not chaos. Not arguments. Just this. You on your knees. You fed, changed, dressed, and quiet.”

Her hand cupped my cheek. “This isn’t punishment anymore. It’s who you are.”

My throat tightened. “…Yes, Mommy.”

Rachel’s smile widened. “Good girl.”

She rose, tugging the leash, guiding me to a soft mat on the floor where a pile of foam blocks waited. “Playtime,” she said simply. “Spell for Mommy.”

I fumbled with the blocks in my mittened hands, struggling to arrange the letters. After a minute, three crooked ones spelled out “MOM.”

Rachel’s laugh was soft, almost tender. “Good baby.” She kissed my forehead lightly, then straightened, her voice calm and final.

“This is our new normal. Every day. Forever.”

The words sank into me like chains, but there was no fight left. Only the crinkle of the diaper, the mittens, the pacifier, and Rachel’s voice shaping every breath.


Chapter Twenty-Four

Saturday came with a crisp, clear sky — too bright, too ordinary for what Rachel had planned.

She dressed me slowly, humming as she worked. A thick, double-stuffed diaper locked at my waist. Powder, lotion, snug plastic pants. Over it, she tugged a pastel-blue romper trimmed with lace, the snaps pulling tight across the swollen bulk. White stockings up my legs, a bonnet tied under my chin, mittens buckled around my hands. The leash clicked onto my collar, the pacifier gag sealed across my lips.

When she finished, she stepped back, studying me like a proud mother. “Perfect,” she said softly.

I whimpered, muffled through the gag.

Her smile only sharpened. “It’s time.”

She led me out to the car, leash clinking with every humiliating step. My heart pounded, dread flooding me as neighbors glanced up from their lawns and mailboxes. Some blinked in confusion, others smirked. Rachel only smiled sweetly, lifting her chin as though she were walking a well-trained pet.

The drive was short. My panic grew with every turn, until we pulled into a familiar driveway. My stomach dropped.

Rachel’s sister’s house.

The front door opened before we even reached it. Claire stood there, arms crossed, her eyes widening as they fell on me. Then, slowly, her lips curved into a sharp, disbelieving grin.

“Oh my God. You weren’t joking.”

Rachel tugged the leash, guiding me up the steps like a toddler being taken to preschool. “Told you. He’s mine now. My doll.”

Claire laughed, covering her mouth with one hand. “I thought you were exaggerating, Rach. But—” Her eyes flicked over me, taking in the bonnet, the locked diaper bulging under the romper. “This is… wow.”

Rachel’s smile brightened. “Come in. I want you to see.”

The living room was filled. Not just Claire, but two cousins, an aunt, even Rachel’s mother — sipping tea, chatting idly. Their heads turned as we entered, conversations stalling, eyes widening.

The silence lasted only a heartbeat before it broke into a wave of laughter, gasps, and whispered disbelief.

Rachel guided me to the center of the room, tugging the leash until I knelt at her feet, mittened hands resting on my thighs.

“Everyone,” Rachel announced calmly, “this is my baby doll. He’s not my husband anymore. He’s mine to keep, mine to dress, mine to control. Forever.”

The room erupted. Some clapped. Some laughed outright. Her mother shook her head, half in shock, half in delight. “Well, I always knew he was a handful. But this… this is brilliant.”

Rachel crouched, stroking my bonneted head. “Say hello to your family, baby doll.”

I whimpered, cheeks burning, voice muffled through the pacifier gag. “…Hhhhlhh.”

The laughter doubled, sharp and merciless.

Rachel only smiled, stroking my hair. “That’s right. Say it louder for them.”

I choked on tears but obeyed. “…Hhhhlhh.”

Claire snapped a photo, laughing so hard she nearly dropped her phone. “This is the best thing I’ve ever seen.”

Rachel rose, leash in hand, her voice calm and final.

“He belongs to me now. And I don’t care who knows. You’ll all treat him the way I do — as my sissy, my baby, my doll. Nothing more.”

Her mother raised her glass, lips curling. “To Rachel.”

The family echoed the toast, glasses clinking, laughter filling the room.

Rachel tugged the leash tighter, pulling me against her legs, her voice low enough only I could hear.

“You’re mine. Forever. No hiding, no escape. Mommy’s proud of you.”

The pacifier gag pressed heavy in my mouth, the diaper lock tighter than chains, the family’s laughter burning hotter than any punishment.

Rachel smiled sweetly at them all, her hand resting on my bonneted head.

And that’s how it ended — not with anger, not with a fight, but with a leash, a lock, and my fate sealed in the eyes of everyone who mattered.

Forever.
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