

The Diaper Dolls: Breaking Mia

A Dark Femdom ABDL Regression Novel: Plugged, Trained & Displayed in the House of Dolls


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: Intake

Mia's last coherent thought as a free woman was: This can't be legal.

The intake room was sterile white—walls, floor, ceiling. A single steel table bolted to the ground. Two chairs. No windows. The air smelled faintly of disinfectant and something floral she couldn't place.

She sat in one chair, wrists zip-tied to the armrests, still wearing the clothes she'd been taken in: a charcoal pencil skirt, cream blouse, heels kicked off somewhere in the struggle.

Twenty-six years old. Former attorney. Summa cum laude. She'd built her career on precision, on turning the law into a weapon she wielded with surgical accuracy.

None of that mattered now.

The door opened.

Mistress Vivienne entered with the same unhurried grace Mia remembered from the consultation six months ago—the meeting she'd thought was a joke, a fantasy some bored client wanted explored and dismissed.

She'd been wrong.

Vivienne was tall, elegant, mid-forties with silver threading through her dark hair. She wore tailored slacks and a silk blouse, no jewelry except a thin platinum watch. Everything about her screamed control without ever raising her voice.

She set a leather portfolio on the table and sat across from Mia.

"Good morning, Mia."

Mia's jaw clenched. "This is kidnapping. False imprisonment. I'll have you—"

"Charged?" Vivienne's smile was faint, amused. "With what evidence? You signed a contract."

"Under duress!"

"Under full legal counsel, with a notary present, after three consultations spanning two months." Vivienne opened the portfolio, sliding a thick document across the table. "Your signature. Your initials on every page. Your stated consent to enter the program."

Mia's breath caught. She *had* signed it—but only because she'd thought it was roleplay. A fantasy weekend, maybe. Not... this.

"I didn't know what I was signing," she said, voice shaking.

"You're a lawyer, Mia. You read contracts for a living. Ignorance isn't a defense."

Rage surged. "Let me go. Right now. Or I swear—"

"You'll what?" Vivienne's voice didn't rise. "Scream? We're soundproofed. Fight? You're restrained. Threaten legal action? No one knows you're here. Your firm thinks you're on sabbatical. Your family thinks you're traveling. And the GPS on your phone—which we confiscated—shows you boarding a flight to Madrid yesterday."

Mia's stomach dropped. "You can't—"

"I can. I did. And now you're mine." Vivienne leaned back, folding her hands. "For the next six months, you will live here. You will be trained, conditioned, and transformed. You will resist at first. They all do. But eventually, you'll break. And when you do, you'll thank me."

"I'll never—"

"We'll see."

Vivienne pressed a button on the desk. The door opened, and two attendants entered—both women, both wearing clinical whites, both expressionless.

"Prep her," Vivienne said. "Standard intake protocol. Full resistance expected."

The attendants moved with practiced efficiency.

Mia thrashed, screaming, as they cut away her clothes with surgical shears. Blouse, skirt, bra, panties—everything stripped until she sat naked and shaking, zip-ties biting into her wrists.

One attendant produced an electric razor.

"No—no, don't—"

They shaved her—legs, underarms, pubic area—until her skin was smooth and bare. Mia squeezed her eyes shut, tears streaming, rage and humiliation warring in her chest.

Next came the enema. Warm, invasive, held in until her belly cramped and she sobbed with the indignity of it. They released her over a steel basin, and she emptied herself while they watched, clinical and unmoved.

Then the shower—ice cold, scrubbed with rough sponges until her skin burned.

When they finally dried her and led her back to the table, Mia was shaking too hard to stand. They laid her flat, securing her wrists and ankles with soft restraints.

Vivienne reappeared, now wearing latex gloves.

"This part is necessary," she said calmly. "Contraceptive implant, health screening, and your first training device."

Mia's eyes widened. "What—"

Vivienne held up a small, tapered plug—silicone, graduated, with a pink jeweled base.

"No," Mia whispered.

"Yes."

The insertion was slow, deliberate. Mia cried out as Vivienne worked it in, twisting gently, stretching her until the plug seated fully.

"This stays in," Vivienne said, removing her gloves. "You'll wear progressively larger sizes until your body learns to accept what it's given. Removal without permission results in punishment."

She produced a thick, white diaper next.

Mia's breath hitched. "You can't be serious."

"Deadly serious." Vivienne unfolded it with a loud crinkle. "You'll wear diapers 24/7. Toilet privileges are revoked. You'll use what you're given, and staff will change you when necessary. Refusal to comply will be noted."

"I'm not a—"

"Baby? No. But you'll be treated as one until you learn obedience."

Vivienne slid the diaper beneath Mia, brought the front up snugly, and taped it with four firm pulls.

Mia stared at the ceiling, chest heaving, mind fracturing.

This couldn't be real.

But the crinkle when she shifted, the plug pressing deep, the cold air on her bare skin—it was all devastatingly, humiliatingly real.

Vivienne released the restraints and helped her sit up.

"Welcome to the House of Dolls, Mia. You're Doll Thirteen now. Your training begins tomorrow."

She left without another word.

And Mia sat alone in the intake room, diapered and plugged, and realized with sickening clarity:

No one was coming to save her.


Chapter 2: Orientation

Mia woke on a thin mattress in a small white room.

No windows. A single dim light recessed into the ceiling. The door—thick, seamless—had no handle on the inside.

She sat up slowly, the diaper crinkling beneath her. The plug shifted, a constant, invasive reminder.

Her legal mind kicked in automatically: *Document everything. Find weaknesses. Build a case.*

But first, she needed to understand the system.

The door opened.

A woman entered—early thirties, petite, with auburn hair pulled into a neat bun. She wore a soft pink dress that barely covered the obvious bulk of a diaper beneath. Around her neck, a thin collar with a small tag: **Doll #7.**

She smiled shyly. "Hi. I'm Regan. Mistress assigned me as your orientation guide."

Mia stared. "You're... a prisoner?"

Regan's smile faltered. "I'm a Doll. Just like you now."

"How long have you been here?"

"Eighteen months."

Mia's stomach dropped. "Eighteen—and you haven't escaped?"

Regan looked genuinely confused. "Why would I?"

The answer chilled Mia more than anything Vivienne had said.

Regan guided her through the facility—a sprawling, clinical maze of white hallways and locked doors. She explained the rules in a soft, patient voice:

- Wake at 7 AM. Bed at 9 PM.

- Meals at set times in the communal dining room.

- Diaper checks every three hours. Changes as needed.

- Daily "classes": posture, obedience, etiquette.

- Weekly "displays" where Dolls were presented to Mistress and select guests.

- Punishment for rule violations: isolation, increased plug sizes, or sessions in the "correction room."

"What's the correction room?" Mia asked.

Regan's face paled. "You don't want to know."

They stopped outside a door labeled **Training Room 3.**

"This is where you'll meet Mistress for your first session," Regan said. "Don't fight her, Mia. It only makes it worse."

"I'm a lawyer," Mia said through gritted teeth. "I know my rights. This is illegal. All of it."

Regan's expression softened with something like pity. "That's what I thought too. At first."

She knocked gently, then left.

The door opened.

Vivienne stood inside, beside a padded bench with restraints. On a tray: diapers, wipes, bottles, and a series of plugs in escalating sizes.

"Strip," Vivienne said calmly.

Mia didn't move. "No."

"Strip, or I'll have staff do it."

"I'm not playing your game."

Vivienne pressed a button. Two attendants entered within seconds.

They wrestled Mia onto the bench—she fought, screaming legal threats that echoed uselessly—and secured her wrists and ankles.

Vivienne untaped the diaper. Dry.

"Interesting," she murmured. "Thirty-six hours and you haven't used it once. You're holding."

"I'm not going to—"

"You will." Vivienne selected the next plug size—noticeably thicker. "The longer you resist, the more uncomfortable the breaking will be."

She removed the current plug. Mia gasped at the sudden emptiness.

Then the new one pressed in—larger, stretching her, forcing her body to accept it inch by inch.

Mia cried out, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

"Good," Vivienne said. "Feel that. Your body learning."

A fresh diaper went on, taped tighter than before.

Vivienne leaned close, voice soft. "You can fight me for weeks, Mia. Some do. But eventually, your bladder will betray you. Your bowels will betray you. Your body will accept what your mind refuses. And when that happens, I'll be here. Patient. Waiting."

She released the restraints.

Mia stumbled off the bench, legs shaking, diaper crinkling obscenely.

"Lunch is in twenty minutes," Vivienne said. "Regan will show you to the dining room. Don't be late."

Mia opened her mouth to protest, to threaten, to scream.

But the plug shifted when she moved, and the words died in her throat.

She left in silence.

And behind her, Vivienne made a note in her ledger:

*Doll #13: High resistance. Excellent.*


Chapter 3: The First Crack

Seventy-two hours.

Mia made it seventy-two hours before her body betrayed her.

She'd been so careful—drinking as little as possible, clenching through every meal, every training session, every humiliating "check" where staff inspected her diaper with clinical detachment.

But on the third night, exhausted from another brutal session with Vivienne, she fell asleep in her cell.

And woke to warmth spreading between her legs.

Her eyes flew open. No.

But the diaper was already soaked, swollen, heavy against her skin.

She'd wet herself in her sleep.

Mia curled into a ball, biting back a sob.

The door opened minutes later—cameras, she realized. They'd been watching.

An attendant entered, face neutral, and gestured for Mia to lie on the floor.

The change was efficient, wordless. Fresh diaper, fresh humiliation.

When Vivienne appeared for the morning session, she already knew.

"Good morning, Doll Thirteen." She smiled faintly. "I hear congratulations are in order."

Mia's face burned. "It was an accident."

"The first of many." Vivienne guided her to the bench. "Your body is learning faster than your mind. That's normal."

"I hate you," Mia whispered.

"I know." Vivienne untaped the fresh diaper—already damp from another leak Mia hadn't noticed. "But hate is just fear wearing a mask. And once we strip that away, you'll see what's underneath."

She removed the current plug and held up the next size.

This one was significantly larger.

Mia's eyes widened. "That won't fit."

"It will. With patience."

The insertion took twenty minutes. Vivienne worked slowly, adding lube, letting Mia's body adjust in increments.

By the end, Mia was sobbing—not from pain, but from the overwhelming fullness.

"There," Vivienne murmured, securing a fresh, thicker diaper. "You're progressing beautifully."

That afternoon, Mia met the other Dolls in the communal room.

Regan sat beside her, quiet and kind. Across from them, Doll #4—a blonde named Lily—colored in a book with focused intensity. Doll #9, a tall redhead called Sienna, sat in a rocking chair, bottle in hand, eyes distant.

"How long did it take you?" Mia asked Regan quietly. "To stop fighting."

Regan set down her crayon. "Six weeks. But I'm stubborn."

"And now?"

Regan hesitated. "Now I don't remember why I fought."

The words chilled Mia. "You can't mean that."

"I don't know what I mean anymore." Regan's voice was soft, almost sad. "That's the point, I think. You stop knowing. And then it's easier."

That night, Mia lay in her cell, staring at the ceiling, plug pressing deep, diaper crinkling with every breath.

She tried to remember her life before. Courtrooms. Depositions. Closing arguments delivered with razor precision.

But the memories felt thin. Unreal.

And the terrifying part?

She wasn't sure how much longer she could hold on to them.


Chapter 4: Regan's Doubt

Regan had been assigned to Mia for a reason.

Mistress Vivienne always had reasons.

Regan knew this because she'd been through the same process. Eighteen months ago, she'd been the one resisting, screaming, threatening legal action.

Now she wore diapers without thinking. Wet them without shame. Answered to "Doll #7" like it was her real name.

She'd surrendered.

Completely.

But watching Mia—watching her fury, her legal mind still grasping for footholds—was doing something Regan didn't expect.

It was making her remember.

On the fifth day, Regan found Mia in the common room, hunched over a book, eyes red-rimmed.

"Hey," Regan said softly, sitting beside her. "You okay?"

Mia laughed bitterly. "Do I look okay?"

Regan glanced down. Mia's diaper was visibly soaked, the tapes straining. She hadn't asked for a change.

"You need to ask for changes," Regan said gently. "Holding it like that just makes it worse."

"I don't want to ask," Mia snapped. "I don't want any of this."

"I know. But fighting only—"

"Makes it worse?" Mia's voice cracked. "That's what everyone keeps saying. Stop fighting. Accept it. Surrender. But what if I can't? What if I don't want to become..." She gestured at Regan. "Whatever you are now."

The words stung more than Regan expected.

"What am I now?" she asked quietly.

Mia hesitated. "I don't know. Broken, maybe."

Regan looked away, throat tight.

Was she broken?

Or had she just... let go?

She didn't know anymore.

That night, Regan lay in her own cell—identical to Mia's—and stared at the ceiling.

For the first time in months, she tried to remember her life before.

Her name had been Audrey. She'd been a nurse. Twenty-nine. Engaged.

What had happened to the engagement? To her fiancé?

She couldn't remember.

Mistress had taken her phone, her contacts, her entire identity.

And Regan—no, Audrey—had let her.

Why?

The question kept her awake long past lights out.

The next morning, during Mia's training session, Regan was instructed to observe.

Vivienne had Mia on the bench, restrained, working the next plug size in with agonizing slowness.

Mia was crying, begging, still fighting even as her body yielded.

"Please—I can't—"

"You can," Vivienne said calmly. "And you will."

Regan watched from the corner, and something twisted in her chest.

*That was me once,* she thought. *I said the exact same things.*

After the session, Vivienne dismissed Mia and turned to Regan.

"You're quiet today."

Regan swallowed. "Just... thinking."

"About?"

"Nothing, Mistress."

Vivienne's eyes narrowed. "Don't lie to me, Doll Seven."

Regan's throat tightened. "I was wondering... what happens after training. After we're... broken."

"You're graduated to permanent residency. You've seen the east wing."

"But we never leave?"

"Why would you want to?" Vivienne tilted her head. "You have everything here. Safety. Structure. Care. What's out there that you're missing?"

Regan opened her mouth to answer.

And realized she didn't have one.

But later that night, lying in her cell, she thought about Mia's question again.

*What am I now?*

And for the first time in eighteen months, Regan wasn't sure if she wanted to know the answer.


Chapter 5: The Graduation Plug

Week three.

Mia had stopped counting days. Time had become a blur of diaper changes, training sessions, meals eaten from bowls with plastic spoons.

Her body had betrayed her completely now. She wet without warning, sometimes without even noticing until the diaper grew heavy. Bowel movements happened in the night, and she'd wake to the attendants already cleaning her, murmuring soft reassurances she didn't want.

The plugs had graduated too.

The current one was enormous—stretching her constantly, a reminder with every breath that her body no longer belonged to her.

But Vivienne wasn't satisfied yet.

"Today," she said during their morning session, "we move to the final training device."

Mia looked up from the bench, wrists already restrained. "Final?"

"The graduation plug." Vivienne held it up.

It was larger than anything Mia had seen. Tapered, yes, but the widest point was easily twice the size of what she currently wore. And at the base—a locking mechanism.

Mia's stomach dropped. "No. No way. That won't—"

"It will." Vivienne set it on the tray and began removing the current plug with practiced ease.

The emptiness was almost worse than the fullness. Mia's body clenched reflexively, searching for what had been there.

Vivienne added lube—generous amounts—and began the insertion.

Slow. Impossibly slow.

Mia sobbed, hips lifting involuntarily as her body resisted and then, inch by inch, accepted.

"Good girl," Vivienne murmured. "Almost there."

The final push made Mia scream—not in pain, but in overwhelming, humiliating surrender.

The plug seated fully. Vivienne twisted the base, and Mia heard a soft *click*.

"Locked," Vivienne said. "This one doesn't come out until I decide you've earned it."

She taped a fresh diaper over everything, then released the restraints.

Mia stumbled off the bench, legs shaking. The plug was so large she couldn't walk normally—just a slow, waddling gait that made the diaper crinkle obscenely.

"Perfect," Vivienne said, smiling. "You're ready for display night."

Mia's breath caught. "What?"

"Monthly gathering. Select guests. You'll be presented alongside the other Dolls."

"I won't—"

"You will." Vivienne's voice was soft but absolute. "Because if you refuse, the plug stays locked for another month. And I add a second one."

Mia's knees buckled.

Vivienne caught her gently. "This is your choice, Doll Thirteen. Obey, and you move forward. Fight, and you stay stuck. Forever."

That night, Mia sat in her cell, the plug pressing impossibly deep, diaper already wet from another accident she didn't remember.

And she realized something that made her chest tighten.

She wasn't going to fight.

Not because she'd accepted it.

But because she didn't have the strength left.


Chapter 6: Display Night

The preparation room was clinical white, lined with mirrors and stocked with every con

ceivable supply.

Six Dolls stood in a row, being dressed by attendants: Mia, Regan, Lily, Sienna, and two others Mia hadn't spoken to yet—Dolls #2 and #11.

They were all naked except for their diapers and locked plugs.

The attendants worked in silence, dressing each Doll in delicate, infantile outfits—short ruffled dresses, bonnets, mary janes, frilly socks.

Mia stood rigid as they worked on her, the graduation plug making every movement slow and deliberate.

Regan stood beside her, expression distant.

"Have you done this before?" Mia whispered.

Regan nodded. "Every month."

"Who are the guests?"

"Collectors. Observers. People Mistress trusts." Regan's voice was flat. "We're displayed. Sometimes touched. Never hurt. Mistress doesn't allow harm."

"That's supposed to be comforting?"

Regan didn't answer.

When the preparations finished, they were led down a long hallway to a room Mia hadn't seen before.

The display room.

It was elegant—hardwood floors, soft lighting, plush seating arranged in a half-circle. At the center, a raised platform.

Twelve guests sat in the chairs, dressed in evening attire, sipping wine, chatting quietly.

Mistress Vivienne stood at the edge of the platform, immaculate in a tailored black dress.

"Good evening," she said warmly. "Thank you for joining us. Tonight, we present six of our most progressed Dolls."

She gestured, and the attendants guided the Dolls onto the platform, arranging them in a line.

Mia's heart pounded.

One by one, Vivienne introduced them—number, time in training, progress notes.

When she reached Mia, she paused.

"Doll Thirteen. Intake three weeks ago. Former attorney. High resistance initially, but progressing beautifully. Currently fitted with the graduation plug. Notable compliance this week."

A few guests murmured appreciatively.

One—a silver-haired woman in the front row—raised her hand. "May I?"

Vivienne nodded.

The woman stood and approached Mia slowly. She cupped Mia's chin, tilting her face up.

"Such fire still in the eyes," she said. "I like that."

She reached down and pressed her palm against the front of Mia's diaper.

Mia flinched, but didn't pull away.

The woman smiled. "Wet already. Perfect."

She returned to her seat.

The inspection continued down the line. Each Doll was touched, assessed, commented on like livestock at auction.

Mia's mind screamed. Her legal training shrieked that this was illegal, inhumane, impossible.

But her body stood still.

Because the plug, the diaper, the three weeks of relentless training—it had taught her one thing.

Resistance was exhausting.

Surrender was easier.

When the display finally ended, the Dolls were led back to their cells.

Mia collapsed onto her mattress, plug pressing deep, diaper soaked again.

Regan appeared in the doorway.

"You didn't fight," she said quietly.

Mia closed her eyes. "No."

"Why?"

"Because I'm tired."

Regan nodded slowly. "That's how it starts."

She left without another word.

And Mia lay in the dark, the truth settling over her like a shroud.

She wasn't broken yet.

But she was close.

So close.


Chapter 7: Regan's Crisis

Regan couldn't sleep.

She lay in her cell, the familiar crinkle of her diaper a background noise she barely registered anymore, and thought about Mia's words.

*I'm tired.*

That's what she'd said. The same thing Regan had felt at week four. The moment surrender stopped being a choice and started being inevitable.

But something about watching Mia go through it was different.

It made Regan see herself.

And she hated what she saw.

The next morning, during communal breakfast, Regan sat across from Mia and finally asked the question she'd been avoiding.

"Do you think we're victims?"

Mia looked up from her bowl, eyes hollow. "What?"

"Victims. Of this place. Of Mistress. Or..." Regan hesitated. "Or did we choose it somehow?"

Mia's laugh was bitter. "I didn't choose shit."

"But you signed the contract."

"Under false pretenses."

"Did you read it?"

Mia's jaw tightened. "Yes."

"Then you knew what you were signing."

"I didn't think it was *real*," Mia hissed. "I thought it was roleplay. Fantasy. Not... this."

Regan looked down at her own tray. "I thought the same thing. At first."

"And now?"

"Now I don't know what I think anymore."

They ate in silence.

That afternoon, Vivienne summoned Regan to her office—a rare occurrence.

The office was elegant, understated. A desk, a single chair, bookshelves lining the walls.

Vivienne sat behind the desk, fingers steepled.

"Sit, Doll Seven."

Regan obeyed, diaper crinkling softly.

"You've been distracted lately."

Regan swallowed. "I'm sorry, Mistress."

"Don't apologize. Explain."

"I... I've been thinking."

"About?"

"About what I was. Before."

Vivienne's expression didn't change. "And?"

"I don't remember most of it anymore." Regan's voice cracked. "I don't remember my life. My name. My family. I don't remember *choosing* this. And watching Mia—watching her go through what I went through—it's making me wonder if I ever really chose it at all."

Vivienne leaned back, studying her.

"Do you want to leave, Doll Seven?"

The question hung in the air.

Regan opened her mouth. Closed it.

"I don't know," she whispered.

"That's honest." Vivienne stood and crossed to a file cabinet, pulling out a folder. She set it on the desk and opened it.

Inside: Regan's intake paperwork. Her old driver's license. A photo of her in a nurse's uniform, smiling.

"Audrey Mitchell," Vivienne said quietly. "Twenty-nine. Pediatric nurse. Engaged to a man named Derek. You signed the contract on May 14th, eighteen months ago. You've been here ever since."

Regan stared at the photo. The woman in it looked like a stranger.

"Why did I sign it?" she asked.

"Because you were drowning in responsibility. You told me during the consultation that you were exhausted from making decisions. That you wanted someone else to take control."

"And you... did."

"I did." Vivienne closed the folder. "I gave you what you asked for. Structure. Care. A life without choices."

Regan's throat tightened. "But I didn't ask for this. Not forever."

"The contract was for six months. You completed it fourteen months ago."

Regan's breath caught. "Then why am I still here?"

Vivienne's smile was small, knowing. "Because you never asked to leave."

The words hit like a punch.

Regan stood, legs shaking. "I'm asking now."

Vivienne nodded slowly. "Then you're free to go. I'll arrange transportation, return your belongings, and provide a severance payment. You can walk out tomorrow."

Regan stared. "Just like that?"

"Just like that."

Regan's mind raced. Freedom. Her old life. Derek. Her career.

But...

What was her old life now? Eighteen months was a long time. Derek had probably moved on. Her job was gone. Her apartment—she didn't even know if she still had it.

And more than that—

Who was she without the structure?

Without Mistress?

"I need time," Regan whispered.

"Take it." Vivienne returned to her desk. "But decide soon, Doll Seven. Limbo is worse than either choice."

Regan left in a daze.

That night, she sat in her cell and tried to imagine leaving.

Walking out the door. Getting in a car. Going... where?

The thought was terrifying.

And that terrified her even more.

Because somewhere in the last eighteen months, she'd stopped being Audrey.

And she didn't know if she could become her again.


Chapter 8: Charlotte's Arrival

Charlotte Drake was brought to Ward intake at 6 AM.

Unlike Mia's arrival—screaming, fighting, denying—Charlotte was coldly analytical.

Mia watched through the observation window as Vivienne conducted the initial interview.

"You signed a contract," Vivienne said calmly.

"Under duress," Charlotte replied. Her voice was controlled, measured. "I'll have you in court within the week."

"With what evidence? Your phone shows you boarding a flight. Your captain approved your leave. Your partner thinks you're at a wellness retreat."

Charlotte's jaw tightened. "Someone will notice."

"No one will." Vivienne leaned forward. "You're a detective. You know how thoroughly I've planned this."

Charlotte said nothing.

"The difference between you and my other guests," Vivienne continued, "is that you came here voluntarily. You applied. You passed the screening. You signed knowing exactly what this facility offers."

"I signed thinking it was research for a case."

"That's what you told yourself. But the intake forms were explicit. The contract detailed. You read every word, Detective Drake. And you signed anyway."

Mia saw something flicker across Charlotte's face. Doubt.

Vivienne pressed the call button. "Prep her for orientation. Standard protocol."

The attendants entered.

Charlotte fought—methodically, efficiently, using techniques Mia recognized from self-defense training.

It didn't matter.

Within minutes, Charlotte was restrained on the table, clothes stripped away, body prepped for the first phase.

Mia turned from the window, stomach churning.

This was what she'd looked like. This was what she'd been.

And now she was supposed to help break someone else.


Chapter 9: Mia's Conflict

That afternoon, Vivienne summoned both Mia and Regan to her office.

"Doll Seven, Doll Thirteen. You'll both assist with Doll Fourteen's orientation."

Charlotte sat in a chair across from them, freshly diapered, dressed in a hospital gown, expression blank with shock.

"Introduce yourselves," Vivienne instructed.

Regan spoke first. "I'm Doll Seven. I've been here eighteen months. If you cooperate, it's easier."

Charlotte's eyes narrowed. "How did she get to you?"

"She didn't get to me. I chose this."

"Bullshit."

Vivienne's voice cut through. "Doll Thirteen. Your turn."

Mia swallowed. "I'm Doll Thirteen. I've been here... I don't know. Weeks? Months? It stops mattering after a while."

"Fight it," Charlotte said, leaning forward. "Whatever she's doing to you—fight it."

"I did," Mia whispered. "It didn't work."

Charlotte's expression cracked—just for a moment—before hardening again. "I'm not like you. I won't break."

Vivienne smiled. "That's what Doll Thirteen said. Ask her how that worked out."

After the meeting, Mia found herself alone with Regan in the common room.

"Do you ever regret staying?" Mia asked.

Regan was quiet for a long time. "Every day. And never."

"That doesn't make sense."

"None of this makes sense." Regan looked at her. "But here we are."


Chapter 10: Charlotte's Resistance

Charlotte lasted longer than Mia had.

She refused to use her diaper for three full days, enduring painful cramps and humiliating accidents rather than submit.

She documented everything she could remember—names, routines, layout—in the hope of building a case if she ever escaped.

She searched for weaknesses in the facility security.

And she tried, repeatedly, to convince Mia and Regan to help her.

"There's a laundry delivery every Thursday," Charlotte whispered during a supervised playpen session. "If we time it right—"

"It won't work," Mia said flatly. "She's thought of everything."

"You don't know that."

"I do." Mia met her eyes. "I was you. I tried everything. None of it works."

"So you just gave up?"

"I got tired," Mia said. "There's a difference."

Charlotte leaned back, studying her. "You were a lawyer."

"Was."

"And now you're... what? A brainwashed doll?"

Mia flinched. "I'm surviving."

"That's not the same as living."

Later that night, Mia lay in her cell and couldn't stop thinking about Charlotte's words.

Was she surviving? Or had she stopped living entirely?


Chapter 11: Regan's Decision

Two weeks after Charlotte's arrival, Regan made her choice.

She asked Vivienne for a meeting and walked into the office with the release papers already prepared in her mind.

"I'm leaving," she said.

Vivienne didn't look surprised. "Are you sure?"

"Yes."

"Where will you go?"

Regan hesitated. "I don't know. But I have to try."

Vivienne nodded slowly. "Then you're free to go. I'll have your belongings and severance ready by tomorrow morning."

It was that simple.

No fight. No manipulation. Just... permission.

The next morning, Regan stood at the facility entrance, dressed in normal clothes for the first time in eighteen months.

Mia was allowed to say goodbye.

"I'm proud of you," Mia said, voice thick.

"Don't be," Regan replied. "I don't know if I'm strong or just scared."

"Both, maybe."

Regan smiled sadly. "Take care of yourself, Thirteen."

"You too, Seven."

Regan walked out.

And Mia stood in the hallway, diapered and dependent, and felt the weight of the choice Regan had made.

She could have left too.

But she hadn't.

And she wasn't sure what that meant.


Chapter 12: Charlotte's Breaking Point

Three weeks into her stay, Charlotte had her first full breakdown.

It happened during a changing session. The attendant removed her soaked, messy diaper with clinical detachment, cleaned her thoroughly, and began to apply the next plug size.

Charlotte, who had endured everything with cold silence, suddenly screamed.

"I can't do this anymore! I can't—I can't—"

Vivienne appeared within minutes. She dismissed the attendant and finished the change herself.

"Talk to me, Doll Fourteen."

"I'm not a fucking doll," Charlotte sobbed. "I'm a person. I have a life. A job. A—"

"A partner who hasn't called. A captain who approved your leave without question. A life that continued perfectly fine without you."

The words landed like blows.

"You don't know that," Charlotte whispered.

"I do." Vivienne's voice was almost kind. "Because I checked. No one is looking for you, Charlotte. Because no one thinks you're missing."

Charlotte curled onto her side, fresh diaper crinkling, and cried until she had nothing left.

Later, Mia found her in the playpen, staring at nothing.

"It gets easier," Mia said quietly.

"Does it?"

"No," Mia admitted. "But you get used to it."

Charlotte looked at her. "Is that supposed to be comforting?"

"It's the truth."


Chapter 13: Mia's Choice

One month after Charlotte's arrival, Vivienne gave Mia the sa

me offer she'd given Regan.

"You can leave. Or stay. Decide."

Mia held the release papers in her trembling hands.

She thought about her old life. Her law practice. Her apartment. Her independence.

She thought about the woman she'd been—sharp, ambitious, ruthless.

And she thought about who she was now.

"If I leave," Mia said slowly, "what happens to Charlotte?"

"She continues her program."

"And if I stay?"

"You become a permanent resident. East wing. Full privileges. And you help me with future intakes."

Mia looked at the papers. "You want me to be what Regan was."

"I want you to be what you choose to be."

Mia thought about Charlotte. About her resistance. About the way she still looked at Mia like there was something worth saving.

Maybe there was.

Or maybe Mia was too far gone to care.

She set the papers down unsigned.

"I'll stay. But not to help you break people. To help them survive it."

Vivienne smiled. "That's all I ever ask."


Chapter 14: The East Wing

Six weeks later, Mia was moved to the east wing.

It was different from the training ward. Larger rooms. More freedom. Residents could move between spaces unsupervised. Some even had small jobs within the facility.

But the diapers remained. The plug training continued. The structure never wavered.

Mia settled into her new room—still institutional, still controlled, but hers.

Charlotte was progressing. Slowly. Painfully. But progressing.

And sometimes, late at night, when Mia lay in her bed with the familiar crinkle beneath her, she wondered if she'd made the right choice.

Then she remembered Regan's face when she'd walked out.

The terror. The uncertainty. The fragile hope.

Mia didn't have hope.

But she had certainty.

And in this place, that was enough.


Chapter 15: Epilogue — The New Intake

Six weeks after display night, Mia was summoned to Vivienne's office.

She went without protest, the graduation plug still locked inside her, diaper crinkling with every step.

She was different now. Quieter. The rage had dulled into something like resignation.

Vivienne gestured for her to sit.

"You've progressed remarkably, Doll Thirteen."

Mia said nothing.

"I'm considering moving you to the east wing. Permanent residency. Full privileges. Would you like that?"

Mia looked up. "Do I have a choice?"

Vivienne smiled faintly. "You always have a choice. Just like Regan did."

Mia frowned. "What happened to Regan?"

"She chose to stay."

Mia's stomach twisted. "She... she could have left?"

"At any time. But she didn't." Vivienne leaned forward. "Because leaving meant facing a world she no longer knew how to navigate. Here, she has safety. Structure. Purpose. Out there?" She shrugged. "Chaos."

Mia swallowed hard. "And me?"

"You can leave too. Right now, if you want. Or you can stay. Become Doll Thirteen permanently. Embrace what you've been resisting."

The room was silent except for the faint crinkle of Mia's diaper.

"I'll think about it," she whispered.

"Good." Vivienne handed her a folder. "In the meantime, you'll help with the new intake tomorrow. I think it will be... educational."

Mia opened the folder.

Inside: an intake form for a woman named Charlotte. Age thirty-one. Former detective inspector.

Mia's breath caught.

"She'll resist," Vivienne said. "Just like you did. And you'll help me show her that resistance is futile."

Mia stared at the photo—Charlotte's sharp, confident face staring back.

And realized with sickening clarity:

She was becoming what Regan had been.

A tool. A cautionary tale. A living example of surrender.

And the worst part?

She wasn't sure she minded anymore.

THE END


Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 

[image: ]


The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


Disclaimer 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
  

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcXW.jpg
Clalmed :

A
10 Taboo Regress1 n Tales






OEBPS/image_rsrcXX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcXV.jpg
BREAKING|

[A

POLLY:BANE

i L
M \ \
| /
ey

\l






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		The Diaper Dolls: Breaking Mia

		Before You Begin…

		Chapter 1: Intake

		Chapter 2: Orientation

		Chapter 3: The First Crack

		Chapter 4: Regan's Doubt

		Chapter 5: The Graduation Plug

		Chapter 6: Display Night

		Chapter 7: Regan's Crisis

		Chapter 8: Charlotte's Arrival

		Chapter 9: Mia's Conflict

		Chapter 10: Charlotte's Resistance

		Chapter 11: Regan's Decision

		Chapter 12: Charlotte's Breaking Point

		Chapter 13: Mia's Choice

		Chapter 14: The East Wing

		Chapter 15: Epilogue — The New Intake

		The Whisper Beyond the Page




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50






