
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Diaper Shop Mistress: A Dark Femdom Regression Romance




A married man’s secret diaper obsession leads him into the hands of a cruel mistress—and into the arms of the wife who learns to own him.




Introduction










Mark didn’t expect to get turned on by a joke about diapers.










Not on a bright Saturday afternoon, hand-in-hand with Elena, walking down cobbled streets lined with art galleries, indie bookstores, and one sleek little boutique tucked between two cafés. A place called

 

Obsidian Silk


 
.










He wouldn’t have noticed it if Elena hadn’t tugged on his arm and said, “That place looks fun.”










He followed her in, laughing, relaxed. Their weekend tradition—find a new neighborhood, a new bakery, maybe a weird little shop to poke around in. Elena had that energy, the kind that drew him along like a tide. Confident. Beautiful. Always curious.










Inside, the boutique was warm, softly lit, with shelves of leather, lace, and soft restraints that smelled faintly of jasmine and polish. It wasn’t a tacky sex shop. It was elegant. Thoughtful. Erotic in the way it invited you to

 

linger.











Elena wandered ahead, picking up a feather crop and flicking it at Mark with a grin.










“Think you’d behave better with one of these?” she teased.










He smirked. “You’d need something heavier.”










She laughed and kept walking. He followed, pretending not to notice how the sight of her in a flowing blouse and jeans, hair tied up messily, still made his stomach flip.










Then she stopped short at the back of the shop.










A neat, glass-fronted display.










Inside: cuffs. Harnesses. Chastity cages.










And on the bottom shelf…





diapers.











Not baby ones.




Adult. Thick. White.




Neatly stacked beside powder, wipes, and—he swallowed—a pacifier shaped like a rose.










Elena snorted.










“Oh my god. Diapers? For real?” She turned, grinning. “Who the hell buys these?”










Mark chuckled automatically.










Too fast.










Too loud.










His face felt hot.










Elena didn’t notice.










She’d already wandered off, eyeing a latex catsuit and giggling under her breath.










But someone else had noticed.










The woman behind the counter.










She stood tall, with striking grey eyes, dark red lipstick, and the kind of presence that made everything else in the room fade.










She didn’t say a word.










Just tilted her head.










Looked at him.











Really


 
looked at him.










And smiled.










Soft. Knowing.










Like she’d seen that twitch in his pants.




Like she knew exactly what button had been pushed.










Mark looked away quickly.










He told himself it was nothing.




A stupid moment. A joke.










They bought a silk blindfold. A glass toy. A new lube they didn’t need.










Elena kissed his cheek as they left, chatting about dinner plans.










Mark nodded, smiled, laughed where he was supposed to.










But all he could think about…










was that shelf.




That twitch.




That look.










And the woman behind the counter.









CHAPTER ONE — Back Entrance










Mark stood in front of the boutique for thirteen full minutes.










Long enough to feel embarrassed.










Long enough to almost turn around.










He could already hear Elena in his head.

 

“You went back there? Alone?”





But she wouldn’t know.




Couldn’t know.




This wasn’t about her.










This was about the way that woman had looked at him.










The way her eyes had scanned down his body and

 

seen


 
something no one had seen before.










So he opened the door.










The bell chimed.










And there she was.










Exactly where she’d been before.




Behind the counter. Tall. Unbothered. Impossibly elegant in her all-black suit and crimson lips.










She didn’t speak at first.










Just watched him walk in.










Her eyes didn’t blink.










Mark cleared his throat.










“Hi. I… I was in here last week. With my wife.”










“I remember.”










Her voice was velvet-wrapped steel. Calm. Measured. Erotic without effort.










Mark fidgeted.










“I was just—looking around again. You’ve got a great… selection.”










A beat.










Then—










“You came back to look at the diapers.”










It wasn’t a question.










His mouth opened.










Closed.










She stepped around the counter, heels silent on the hardwood.










Stopped just in front of him.










Too close.










Her eyes met his.










“Would you like to sit down, Mr…”










“Mark.”










“Mark.”










Her voice rolled over his name like honey. She gestured to a plush black chair in the corner.










He sat before he realized he had.










She stood over him.










“You twitched when you saw them. That wasn’t shame. It was hunger.”










Mark’s face burned. His hands twisted in his lap.










“I don’t know what you mean,” he lied.










She knelt in front of him.










Unbuttoned the top of his jeans—slow, deliberate.










“I think you do.”










He didn’t stop her.










Couldn’t.










She pulled down the zipper. Pressed her palm against the fabric of his boxers.










Already hard.










Already leaking.










“Good,” she whispered. “That means we can begin.”














She rose and walked toward the back, unlocking a door with a key she pulled from a chain around her neck.










Mark stayed frozen.










But his cock throbbed harder than it ever had in his life.










She looked back once.










Said nothing.










Just… opened the door.










And waited.










Mark stood.










Walked.










Followed.














The backroom was soft. Warm. Lit like a spa, not a dungeon.










A padded table. A tall cupboard. Stacks of supplies.










A faint scent of powder.










She gestured.










“Strip.”










He hesitated.










She didn’t repeat herself.










He undressed slowly, shame clinging to every movement. But also… heat.










When he was naked, she opened a drawer.










Pulled out a thick, snow-white diaper.










Unfolded it carefully.










Laid it on the table.










“Lie down, Mark.”










He did.










She didn’t speak as she lifted his legs, powdered him, wrapped the diaper tight around his hips.










But when the last tab sealed, and he lay there red-faced, throbbing, and trembling…










She leaned down.










Brushed her lips against his ear.










And whispered:











“You’re not disgusting.”






“You’re mine.”










CHAPTER TWO — The Contract










The diaper was still warm around his hips.




Snug. Thick. Inescapable.










Mark sat cross-legged on the padded bench in the backroom of

 

Obsidian Silk


 
, bare except for the padding wrapped between his thighs.




His clothes were neatly folded on the far counter.




His cock—still caged from the earlier tease—pulsed with shame and something deeper.




Something darker.










Mistress Adrienne stood beside a black filing cabinet, flipping through papers with casual precision. Like this was just another Tuesday. Like she hadn't just taped a grown man into a diaper and whispered ownership into his ear.










When she turned, her eyes burned with that same calm dominance that had undone him from the start.










She held a single sheet of thick parchment.










"Mark."










He swallowed. "Yes?"










She handed it to him.










"The rules."










He blinked. “Wait—rules? Like… a contract?”










She raised an eyebrow.










“If you want to keep coming back.”










His fingers trembled as he took the paper. The header was printed in elegant, looping script:













OBEDIENCE AGREEMENT – SUBMISSIVE MARK

















This contract is binding in spirit, not law.




But you will obey it like your cock depends on it.














He kept reading.















The Rules:










	




All orgasms require written permission.





 






	




You will wear diapers for 72 hours per week minimum.





 






	




You will maintain a daily obedience journal.





 






	




You will not tell your wife—yet. That will be earned.





 






	




You will address Mistress Adrienne only as “Mistress” while in her presence.





 






	




You will present yourself for weekly inspection.





 






	




You will not beg for release. You will earn it.





 






	




You will remember: Shame is the door. Obedience is the key.





 














At the bottom:




A line for his signature.




A line for hers.










He looked up.










“I—this is a lot.”










She stepped closer. Her heels clicked slowly. Intentionally.










“You can walk out, Mark. Right now.”










He said nothing.










“But if you stay… you’ll come home in a diaper. With a note in your pocket.”










He blinked. “A note?”










She smiled.










“For her. Eventually.”










His breath caught.










He didn’t move.










She reached into the drawer beside him and pulled out a slim pen.










Held it out.










Mark took it.










And signed.














Mistress Adrienne didn’t cheer. Didn’t grin.




She just nodded once, folded the contract, and locked it in a black drawer.










Then she turned to him and said:










“Up. On your knees.”










He obeyed.










She lifted his chin with one perfectly manicured finger.










“Lesson one…”










She stepped behind him.










Pulled a plug from the cabinet.










“…is how to squirm in silence.”










He whimpered.










She pushed.










And Mark realized something terrifying.










This wasn’t just a kink.










It was becoming

 

him.










CHAPTER THREE — The Leak










The next day, Mark wore the diaper under jeans that suddenly felt too tight.










Every step reminded him.




Every squeak of plastic.




Every shift of padding.




Every slight ache where Mistress Adrienne had worked the plug in.










She had told him to wear it for six hours.




No excuses.




No changes.




No protection other than what was taped to his ass.










“Elena’s gone for the afternoon,” he’d said.










Mistress hadn’t cared.










“If she smells something,” she’d said, “lie better.”














The first hour felt like a game.




The second—a slow burn of arousal and fear.










But by the third, the warmth between his legs was real.




He’d leaked. Just a little. Just enough to feel it spread.










He panicked.










Ran to a coffee shop bathroom.




Checked himself.




It wasn’t visible—yet.










But the diaper… was damp.










Warm.










Undeniable.














He should have gone home.




Should’ve taken it off, apologized later, begged for mercy.










Instead, like a fucking addict, he went back to

 

Obsidian Silk


 
.










The bell jingled.










Mistress Adrienne looked up.










Saw him.










Smiled.










But not kindly.










“Bathroom.”










Her voice was low. Firm.










He obeyed.














In the backroom, she locked the door behind them.










Said nothing.










Just looked him over.










Then reached forward and pressed two fingers between his legs—right against the soaked front of the diaper.










He gasped.










She didn’t blink.










“You leaked,” she said flatly.










“I… I couldn’t hold it.”










“No,” she corrected.




“You

 

didn’t


 
hold it.”










She circled him like a lioness.










“This wasn’t permission. You didn’t ask.”










He lowered his eyes.










“Answer me, boy.”










“No, Mistress. I didn’t ask.”










She stopped behind him.










“You know what happens now, don’t you?”










He didn’t.










But he nodded anyway.














She stripped him.




Laid him down.




Didn’t wipe him clean.




Didn’t powder.










Just changed him into a dry diaper.




Then pushed the

 

larger plug


 
in—deeper, colder.










Then came the new addition:










A pink locking plastic cover.




Laminated. Smooth. Loud when he moved.










She clicked the lock shut.










And placed a note in the pocket of his jeans:













You were caught wet. This boy leaks without permission.





He’s not ready to be dry.




– Mistress A














She kissed his cheek.










“Now go home.”














Mark didn’t speak the entire train ride.










Every step crinkled.










Every shift reminded him how

 

owned


 
he was.










And when Elena asked why he was so quiet…










He said nothing.










Because shame…




was starting to feel like safety.









CHAPTER FOUR — The Corner










Mark arrived two minutes early.










Mistress Adrienne opened the boutique door without a word.










Just a look.




One that said:

 

You’re still mine.











He followed her through the front, past the shelves, into the backroom—his diaper already warm from nerves alone. The soft crinkle echoed with each step like it was calling him out.










She pointed to the floor beside a tall, wooden chair.










“Strip.”










He obeyed.










He didn’t ask what today was.










He didn’t need to.










She pulled something from a drawer.










A

 

large pacifier


 
, black and bulbous, with a leather strap to keep it tight.










She held it up.










He opened his mouth.











Click.











The straps fastened around his head. Firm. Inescapable.










He tasted silicone, smelled leather, and whimpered through his nose.










She stepped back.










And revealed what was waiting in the far corner of the room.










A chair.




A mirror.




A timer.










And… a sign.













“Leakers Sit Here.”



















She walked him over.










Guided him into the seat.










Positioned the mirror so he could

 

see himself


 
. Pacifier. Diaper. Plug bulge.










Then she turned the timer to

 

45 minutes


 
.










“You will sit. Still. Quiet. No squirming.”










He nodded.










“Every time you move, I add ten more.”










He nodded again.










She tapped the pacifier gently.










“You may suck.”














The first five minutes were easy.










The next ten were hell.










He could feel the plug settle.










Could feel the heat from his last leak lingering inside the diaper.










His cock, caged and helpless, twitched every time he looked into his own reflection.










He hated what he saw.










And couldn’t look away.














At minute twenty-three, he twitched.










Mistress turned from her desk.










Added ten minutes.










Didn’t say a word.










Mark moaned behind the gag.










His thighs clenched.










His chest burned.










But when the timer finally hit zero…










She walked over slowly.










Kissed his forehead.










Unstrapped the gag.










And whispered:










“Good boy.”














He came untouched.




Just from her words.










The diaper caught all of it.










She smiled.










“Now you’re ready for punishment.”









CHAPTER FIVE — The Key










Mistress Adrienne didn’t speak when Mark entered the boutique.










She didn’t have to.










The moment he stepped inside, he felt the shift—the silence that wrapped around him like velvet. The air was thick with perfume and power.










She motioned silently for him to follow.










Back through the boutique.




Into the changing room.




Door locked. Lights dimmed.










No words.










Just presence.










She stood in front of him and held out her hand.










Mark stripped automatically.




Shirt. Jeans.




Revealing the diaper he’d worn all morning per her orders.










Crinkled. Warm. Slightly damp.










He stood before her in silence, head bowed, waiting.














She opened a small black box.










Inside: a

 

collar


 
.




Soft black leather.




Slim. Elegant.




With a single golden charm dangling from the center: the letter

 

A


 
.










Mark swallowed hard.










His voice cracked. “Mistress… is that for me?”










Adrienne didn’t answer.










She stepped behind him.




Lifted his chin with one finger.




Brushed his hair away from his neck.










And buckled the collar into place.











Click.











It fit perfectly.










Snug, but not tight.




Firm, but not suffocating.










Just…

 

right.















"You are no longer visiting," she said quietly.




"You’re owned."










Mark’s knees wobbled.










“But Elena—”










Adrienne pressed a finger to his lips.










“She will notice. And she will choose. But for now…”










She leaned in. Whispered against his ear.











“You wear me like the lie you’ve always wanted to tell.”















She picked up his folded clothes and handed them to him.










“Get dressed.”










He did—slowly, feeling every fabric slide over the diaper. Over the plug still tucked inside. Over the

 

collar now resting against his throat


 
.










His shirt covered it.










But he felt it.




Every second.










And Adrienne?




She wrote something on a small piece of paper.










Folded it.










Slipped it into his jeans pocket.














“Give this to your wife if she asks,” she said.










Mark raised an eyebrow.










“What does it say?”










Adrienne smiled.










“Just a reminder…”













He’s Collared. He Leaks. He Obeys.





– Mistress A


















He left the boutique dizzy.










Crinkling.










Throbbing.










And wearing her name like a secret.









CHAPTER SIX — The Bottle










The room was quiet.










Soft music played from somewhere overhead—slow, instrumental lullabies that sounded like they were made to be played for grown men in diapers who’d forgotten what silence used to feel like.










Mark lay on his back.




Clean. Changed. Plugged.




His collar snug against his throat.










His arms were at his sides.




His eyes half-lidded.










And Mistress Adrienne stood beside him, holding something new.










A

 

baby bottle.











Full.




Warm.




Slightly sweet-smelling milk swirled inside, white and thick.










He blinked up at her.










“Mistress…?”










“You’ve earned this.”










Her voice was soft. Too soft. It made his chest ache.










“This is not punishment. This is permission.”










She sat down in the tall velvet chair beside the changing table and patted her lap.










“Come.”














He climbed into her lap slowly, awkwardly.










Thick padding between his thighs. Plug shifting inside him.










He settled in, head cradled against her chest.










She held the bottle to his lips.










“Open.”










He obeyed.










The moment the nipple touched his tongue, something inside him cracked.










The warmth.




The taste.




The way her hand stroked his hair as he suckled.










It wasn’t just regression.




It was release.














He didn’t speak.










She didn’t speak.










She rocked him gently, humming under her breath as he drank.










And when he paused, pacified and drowsy, she leaned down and whispered,










“Good boy.”










He whimpered. His hips shifted.











And he leaked.















The warmth spread fast.










He froze.










She noticed instantly.










But she didn’t scold.










Didn’t hit.










She smiled.










And kissed the top of his head.










“Well then,” she said softly, “you’re ready.”










He blinked up at her.










“For what?”










She stood.










Lifted him in her arms—effortlessly, like he weighed nothing.










“For your first overnight.”














She opened the door behind the changing table.










Inside:




A crib.




A mobile.




A soft nightlight that glowed blue.




A giant stuffed bear in the corner.




A shelf lined with bottles, diapers, pacifiers… and a

 

diaper locking cabinet


 
.










She set him down.










Pulled the bars up.










And clicked the latch.










“You’ll stay here for twenty-four hours.”










“Mistress…”










“You’ll nurse every four. You’ll be changed twice.”










“And…”










She reached in and pressed a pacifier to his lips.










“You will not speak.”










Click.














She dimmed the light.










Closed the door.










And for the first time, Mark didn’t feel like a man in a diaper.










He felt like exactly what he was.











Hers.










CHAPTER SEVEN — The Visitor










Elena noticed the envelope the moment she stepped into the kitchen.










It wasn’t mailed.




No postage.




Just her name—written in beautiful looping calligraphy.











Elena.











No last name.




No return address.










Just wax-sealed in deep red.










Like something from a different time.














She broke the seal.










Inside:













"Your husband belongs to me now.






He’s safe. He’s obedient.






And he leaks for the right reasons."


















If you want to understand him… come to me.

















—

 

Mistress Adrienne


















Obsidian Silk Boutique






Friday. 7 PM. Come alone.















Elena stared at it.










Then at the bottom of the note—










A polaroid.




Mark.




Lying in a crib.




Eyes closed.




Collared.




Diaper bulging.




Thumb in his mouth.














For a moment, she couldn’t breathe.










Not from rage.










From disbelief.




From confusion.




From something twisted in her chest she didn’t have a name for yet.










Was this real?




Was this what he’d been hiding?




Was this

 

why


 
he’d been so quiet, so obedient, so… different?










She closed her eyes.










And made a decision.















Friday. 7 PM.











The bell above the boutique door chimed.










Mistress Adrienne was already waiting at the counter, sipping tea from a white porcelain cup.










She didn’t look surprised.










“Elena.”










“You sent me a picture of my husband in a diaper.”










“Yes.”










“And a note.”










Adrienne smiled. “He leaks for the right reasons.”










Elena didn’t know whether to slap her or sit down.










So she did neither.










She just stared.










“Why?”










Adrienne stood.










“Because he loves you.”










She circled the counter.










“And because he can’t tell you the truth. Not yet.”










Elena’s voice was low.










“So you invited me to humiliate him?”










“No,” Adrienne said.










“I invited you to take your place.”









CHAPTER EIGHT — The Crib and the Chair










The nursery was dimly lit, warm, quiet.










The kind of quiet that presses into your chest like a secret.










Elena stood just inside the threshold, heart thudding, hands curled into fists at her sides.










She didn’t know what she expected.










But it wasn’t this.










It wasn’t

 

Mark


 
, curled up in the crib like a child—




A

 

diapered


 
child.




Thick and white and obviously wet.




Wearing nothing but the collar around his throat and a pacifier between his lips.




Sleeping.










No.










Not sleeping.










Suckling.














Mistress Adrienne said nothing at first.










Just walked slowly to the side of the crib.










Lowered the rails.










Sat on the edge.










And reached down to gently stroke Mark’s hair.










His eyes fluttered open.










But he didn’t speak.










He just looked at her.










Soft.










Docile.










Needy.










Elena’s breath hitched.














“Does he know I’m here?” she whispered.










“No,” Adrienne replied.










“I wanted you to see him first. As he is. Not as he performs.”










Elena stepped closer, drawn in like a tide.










She watched as Adrienne gently lifted Mark into her lap—his body limp, trusting.










She pulled a bottle from a side table.










Held it to his lips.










And he drank.














Elena couldn’t move.










Couldn’t speak.










She felt heat rising up her throat—humiliation, arousal,

 

jealousy


 
, she wasn’t even sure.










Adrienne looked up.










“He cries when you text.”










Elena blinked. “What?”










“When you say you’re working late. When you forget to kiss him goodbye. When he thinks you might know… and might leave.”










Mark whimpered softly around the bottle.










Adrienne smiled down at him.










“He’s yours. But he didn’t know how to ask.”














She shifted, making space beside her on the chair.










Then looked up at Elena.










“Would you like to hold him?”










Elena’s voice shook.










“Is he... even my husband anymore?”










“No,” Adrienne said.










“Not like this.”










She paused.










“But he could be. If you want him. All of him.”










Elena took a slow step forward.










Then another.










Then sat.










And reached out.










Her hands were trembling when she took him from Adrienne’s arms.










But when he nestled into her lap…




And sighed…




And suckled harder…










She didn’t tremble anymore.









CHAPTER NINE — Mommy’s Turn










The nursery was silent, except for the soft suckling sounds.










Elena sat with Mark curled in her lap, his head resting against her chest.




The bottle in her hand tilted gently between his lips.




He nursed with lazy need—eyes half-lidded, cheeks warm.










She stared down at him like he was made of glass.




Fragile. Real. Breakable.










Hers.










Mistress Adrienne stood behind her, watching with folded arms, her face unreadable.










“Would you like to change him?” she asked softly.










Elena froze.










“I—I don’t know how.”










“You’ll learn.”










She stepped forward, reaching out with calm, graceful hands.










Together, they lifted Mark onto the padded changing table.










He whimpered softly.










Not from protest.










From

 

need.















Adrienne guided her through the steps.










“Undo the tabs slowly. Let him feel it.”










“Wipe him like you love him. Not like you’re cleaning up a mess.”










“Powder is for scent. Comfort. Memory. Use it deliberately.”










Elena followed every word.










Her hands were shaking at first.










But when she saw his face—red, eyes glassy, lips parted behind the pacifier—




She steadied.










She folded the clean diaper around him.




Taped it tightly.




Pressed her palm against the padded front.










He whimpered again.










Adrienne smiled.










“Now speak.”










Elena leaned in close.










And whispered,











“Good boy.”















The words changed him.










His thighs clenched.










His eyes fluttered.










He moaned softly around the pacifier.










Adrienne stepped back.










“You don’t need me anymore,” she said.










Elena turned, still holding Mark’s trembling body.










“I think we do.”










Adrienne tilted her head.










“Not for long.”














That night, Elena brought him home.




Still collared.




Still crinkling with every step.










She changed him in their bedroom.




Fed him again.




And laid him down with a soft lullaby playing from her phone.










When she curled up beside him in the crib, Mark turned into her arms.




Buried his face in her neck.










And whispered the first words he’d said in hours.











“Thank you.”










CHAPTER TEN — Shared Ownership










It had been three weeks.










Three weeks of bottles.




Of morning changes.




Of soft lullabies and tighter diapers.










Mark no longer slept in their bed.










The crib sat beside it now.










Elena had customized it—pink sheets, new stuffies, a hanging mobile that spun with clouds and stars.










He was happier than he’d ever been.










But something gnawed at him.










Not fear.










Not guilt.










Need.














So when Elena opened the front door one Thursday evening and found Mistress Adrienne standing there in a wine-colored coat and heels that made no sound…










She didn’t slam it.










She stepped aside.














They sat at the table.










Elena poured wine.










Adrienne declined.










“I’m not here socially.”










Elena’s eyebrow lifted. “Oh?”










“I want visitation rights.”










Elena blinked.










Adrienne smiled, slow and deliberate.










“You’ve made him yours. Beautifully. But you trained him with my foundation. His shame? His silence? His need to obey? That’s mine.”










Elena didn’t flinch.










“So you want… custody?”










Adrienne sipped water. “Shared ownership.”










Silence.










Then:










“He needs both,” Adrienne added. “The nurture. And the discipline.”










Elena looked toward the nursery door.










“He cries when he wets at night.”










Adrienne’s smile deepened.










“He’ll cry harder when I take him to the punishment room again.”














That night, Elena brought Mark out in a fresh diaper and soft footed pajamas.










He looked up, saw Adrienne, and froze.










His pacifier dropped from his mouth.










“M-Mistress?”










Adrienne stepped forward.










Kissed his forehead.










And whispered,










“Mine.”










He whimpered.










Looked to Elena.










She nodded once.










“Be a good boy.”










And Mark fell to his knees.









CHAPTER ELEVEN — The Training Room










The boutique was quiet.










Closed sign on the door. Curtains drawn.










Only the soft click of Adrienne’s heels echoed against the hardwood as she led Mark into the back hallway—further than he’d ever gone.










“New room?” he whispered behind his pacifier.










She didn’t answer.










She opened a tall, black door.










Inside: dim light, padded floors, mirrored walls.










And in the center—a chair. With

 

restraints.















Mark’s breath caught.










She turned to him.










“Remove everything but the diaper.”










He obeyed.










Once he was stripped, she padded his wrists and ankles, buckled him into the chair. Legs spread. Diaper thick and visible. Arms resting by his sides. Powerless.










Then came the

 

plug


 
.










Larger than any she’d used before.










He whimpered before it touched him.










But she didn’t soothe him.










Just whispered:










“You’ll wear it until you forget your name.”














Once inserted, she adjusted his posture.










Pressed a soft egg-shaped buzzer into the front of his diaper.










“When you need a change,” she said calmly, “you press that.”










He blinked. “That’s it?”










“No,” Adrienne smiled. “You also speak.”










He swallowed.










“The phrase is:

 

‘Please make me helpless again.’


 
Say it now.”










His cheeks burned. “Mistress…”










“Say it.”










He looked away.










“I can’t—”











SLAP.











Not harsh.










Just firm.










Across his diapered thigh.










“You want your release? Say it.”










Mark’s voice trembled.










“…Please make me helpless again.”














She leaned down.










Brushed a kiss against his pacifier.










“Good boy.”










She set the timer for

 

three hours


 
.










And left.














For those three hours, Mark squirmed.










The plug shifted with every breath.










The wetness grew slowly, inch by inch.










By the end, he was shaking. Desperate. Whimpering behind the pacifier.










And when Mistress Adrienne returned…










He pressed the buzzer.










Whimpered through the gag:











“Please… make me helpless again.”















She smiled.










And whispered:










“You never stopped being.”









CHAPTER TWELVE — The Ceremony










The boutique looked different tonight.










Candlelight flickered in every corner of the back room.










Soft silk draped over the padded floor.










In the center: a velvet cushion.




A small writing desk.




And a long scroll—its wax seal still unbroken.










Mark entered wearing only his thickest diaper, a bow around his neck, and the pacifier Mistress Adrienne had personally strapped in just hours before.










His eyes were glassy.










His cock throbbed in its cage.










And his heart felt like it belonged in someone else’s hands.










Because it did.














Mistress Adrienne stood at the desk.










Elena sat in a chair beside her—legs crossed, watching with steady, burning eyes.










“Come,” Adrienne said.










Mark dropped to his knees.










Crawled forward.










And sat at their feet.










Adrienne broke the wax seal.










Elena read aloud.












“By signing this contract, the submissive known as Mark relinquishes all sexual autonomy, orgasmic control, and behavioral decision-making to the named Mistresses—Adrienne, and Elena.”
















“He agrees to a permanent state of regression while in the home.”




“He agrees to diapers. To dependence. To silence when told. And voice only when instructed.”
















“He agrees to be kept, used, and loved as property.”


















Mark trembled.










Adrienne leaned down and unstrapped his pacifier.










“What are you?” she whispered.










He licked his lips.










“I’m yours.”










“Say it louder.”










He swallowed.










“I’m your property.”










Adrienne handed him the pen.










He signed—eyes wet, cock pulsing in its cage, diaper already warm with need.










Elena reached down and stroked his cheek.










“Good boy.”














Then came the

 

final act.











Adrienne pulled out the

 

golden plug


 
.










Larger. Gleaming. Inscribed with an A + E.










“Bend,” she said.










Mark obeyed.










Elena held his hands as Mistress slid the plug in slow.










Sealing the contract. Claiming him fully.










He gasped—shaking, moaning,

 

leaking


 
.










And when the plug clicked home…










His body gave in.










No orgasm.




Just trembling, whimpering release.




Shame. Comfort. Total submission.










Adrienne kissed his shoulder.










Elena wiped his tears.










And between them, Mark whispered,











“Thank you.”














Epilogue – The Boutique Boy










Mark now works part-time at

 

Obsidian Silk


 
.










In the back, of course.










He stocks the shelves. Cleans the nursery. Changes new clients—if Mistress allows it.










He wears his collar daily.




Sleeps in a crib.




And only cums when both Mistresses sign a written form.










He’s not broken.










He’s complete.










Because being owned…










Was the one thing he never knew he craved.










Until he crinkled.










And called it home.
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